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Men of the Second Infantry Division —the
famous “ Indian Head” Division—can hold
their heads high in any company of fight-
ers. For this division is entitled to wear
the famous Fourragere of the Croix de
Guerre.

They won that honor in France in 1917
and 1918. For their combat record in World
War Il, they were awarded a dozen unit
citations. Landing in Normandy June 7,
1944, the Second fought at St. Laurent sur
Mer and liberated Trevieres. Tt captured
Hill 192 in the vital struggle for St. Lo. It
took Tinchehray, then swung south 300
miles to Brest, which surrendered in Sep-
tember. A month later the Second was
biting into the Siegfried
Line, and in January, 1945,
it was in the thick of the
Battle of the Bulge. Two

CAREERS WITH A FUTURE

taken in February and March, and hv V-E
Day the division had driven all the way
to Czechoslovakia.

It takes real men to measure up to the
standards of a great fighting outfit like this.
They’ve got to he hard, alert, skilled in the
use of many weapons. For the ground com-
bat soldier is the most important man in
America’s defense. He is the keen cutting
edge of the military machine.

If you like action—pride of achievement
—the comradeship of a great group of men
—there’s a place for you now in the Second
Infantry Division. YOU can wear the In-
dian Head insignia and the green cord of
the Fourragere! Qualified men, 18 to 34,
can enlist directly into
this great outfit for 3 vears
or more. Get full details at
your nearest U. S. Army

key German towns, Mona-
chal! and Ahrweller. were

U.S.Army and
U.S. Air Force

and U. S. Air Force Re-
cruiting Station.



FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

KNOWLEDGE

THAT HAS
ENDURED WITH THE
PYRAMIDS

A SECRET METHOD FOR
THE MASTERY OF LIFE

HENCE came the knowledge that built the Pyramids

and the mighty Temples of the Pharaohs? Civiliza*

tion began in the Nile Valley centuries ago. Where

did its first builders acquire their astounding wisdom that
started man on his upward climb? Beginning with naught
they overcame nature’'s forces and gave the world its first
sciences and arts. Did their knowledge come from a race now
submerged beneath the sea, or were they touched with Infinite
inspiration? From what concealed source came the wisdom

that produced such characters as Amenhotep 1V, Leonardo da AMENHOTEP IV
Vina, Isaac Newton, and a host of others? Pounder of Egypt*
Today it is \nown that they discovered and learned to inter' Myilery Schools

pret certain Secret Methods for the development of their
inner power of mind. They learned to command the inner
forces within their own beings, and to master life. This secret
art of living has been preserved and handed down throughout
the ages. Today it is extended to those who dare to use its
profound principles to meet and solve the problems of life
in these complex times.

This Sealed Book— FREE
Has life brought you that personal satisfaction, the sense of achieve*

ment and happiness that you desire? If not, it is your duty to your* Use this

self to learn about this rational method of applying natural laws for coupon for
the mastery of life. To the thoughtful person it is obvious that every*

one cannot he entrusted with an intimate knowledge of the mysteries < FREE

of life, for everyone is not capable of properly using it. But if you copy of hoo\

are one of those possessed of a true desire to forge ahead and wish to

make use of the subtle influences of life, the Rosicrucians (not a re*

ligious organization) will send you A Sealed Book of explanation SCRIBE]. 2. 2.

without obligation. This Sealed Book tells how you, IN the privacy of m The Roaicrurfani (AMORC)
your own home, without interference with your personal affairs or Sa' s*e* California

manner of living, may receive these secret teachings. Not weird or Pleace send free copy of Sealed Boot
strange practices, but a rational application of the basic laws of life,  which | shall read *» directed.
Use the coupon, and obtain your complimentary copy. NAME

The ROSICRUCIANS ADDRESS

SAN JOSE (amorc)l CALIFORNIA city
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HE first thing you will probably notice
I on the contents page this month is that
there are only four stories listed. Well,
don’t let that fool you any, because one of them,
the lead story, is a complete book-length novel.
Yep, a solid 65,000 words of some of the best
fantasy you've ever read. And by whom? Well,
this too will be a surprise, for the novel is by a
newcomer, Lawrence Chandler. As you may have
noticed in the past, FA, and for that matter, all
of the Ziff-Davis fiction magazines, present a lot
of new writers to you readers. We are always
waiting for a story to come in that has some-
thing. So when we first read “Forgotten Worlds,”
we knew that Chandler had it—so here he is!

We let Bob Jones read the story too, and you’ll
get a pretty fair idea of how well he liked it from
the swell cover he painted for it, not to mention
the interior illustrations. All of which adds up
to the fact that we're holding you back from
reading the story, and that will never do. So go
to it and then let us know how you liked it.

XT'S always a pleasure to put Bob Williams’
1 name on the contents page, because not only
is he one of your top favorites, but also he is one
of the most dependable writers in the fantasy
field. This month Bob returns with a neat little

“Chafer, stop fooling with your egg collec-
tion and dry these dishes."
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yarn, entitled, “The Watching Eyes.” It concerns
a doctor who tried to convince a patient that he
was having hallucinations. The only trouble was
that the patient turned out to be more convincing
than the doctor. . . .

TT'LROY ARNO is back again this month with a
~  new fantasy called, “You Bet Your Life.”
This story concerns exactly what the title implies.
It’s about a man who was invited to a millionaires’
dub and tried his hand at roulette. But he found
out before very long that the money he was bet-
ting didn't mean very much—for in that dub
they played for much higher stakes. Just how
high, and who won, is something you’'ll find out
after you read the story. Don't let us keep you!

TJ'INISHING up the issue is Richard Casey with

one of those little gems of a story that you
run across once in a while. “My World Died To-
night” is the story of a little boy who knew that
our world was not really his, but that he had
come from a magic star far out in space. But
this wasn't what bothered him so much, it was
the fact that he also knew that something ter-
rible was going to happen soon. Of course, his
father and everyone else tried to humor him be-
cause he was so young and in the imaginative
age. But then one night—well, we can't tell you
any more, just that we fed you will enjoy Casey’s
latest story and will ask for more. . . .

'WVTEXT month we've got another real treat in

~ store for you. Another book-length novel,
and again, as this month, by a newcomer. The
title is, “The Black Arrow,” and the author is
Jamieson Wood. This is what we call starting
out the New Year with a bang, or if you want to
be technical, getting well into the year with a
bang. Actually this issue is being made up quite
a bit ahead of the date on the magazine. By a
matter of months, actually. So from where we're
sitting right now, it is the New Year.

And also, from where we’re sitting, it looks as
if there are quite a few excellent stories coming
up for enjoyment. There is, of course, the novel
we just mentioned, “The Black Arrow.” And then
there are any number of fine yarns by your
favorite writers, such as Chester S. Geier, Richard
Casey, Lee Frantis, William P. MeGivem, Richard
Shaver, Berkeley Livingston, and a lot of others.
So we'll close up shop this month with that
pleasant thought in mind



Sirs:

This is to let all the fans of Richard Shaver
know in Fantastic Adventures, that the “Shaver
Mystery” has been turned over entirely to the
Shaver Mystery Club. This is an important step
since the Shaver Mystery has been proved in a
great number of ways during the past few months.
As you may have read in Amazing Stories, since
the Shaver Mystery can no longer be disguised as
fiction, it no longer can be fully presented in a
fiction magazine. For this reason the Shaver Mys-
tery Club, founded last year for the express pur-
pose of proving, or disproving, the Shaver Mys-
tery, is now taking the burden of presenting this
startling collection of facts and data that have
proved beyond any doubt that the theories of
Richard Shaver are in a great sense true.

In the third issue of the Club Magazine, the
full and true story of the flying disks is for the
first time revealed. This story, complete with
facts and figures, and detailing the whole story
“behind the scenes” as witnessed by Kenneth Ar-
nold, the man who first saw the now famous
“flying disks,” is one of the great proofs that have
come to light on the Shaver Mystery.

And coupling this startling account with Shav-
er's own thought-provoking narration on the Life
of Christ, his already famous “Mandark,” ap-
pearing in serial form in the club magazine be-
cause of its unusual length—200,000 words, there
can no longer be any question but what Richard
Shaver has not only begun to prove his theories,
but has done so. But you may be the judge.

So | would like to take this opportunity to tell
all interested readers of FA that if you have not
already joined the club, now is the time to do so.
As | have pointed out a number of times in pre-
vious letters, there are no club dues. The only
cost of membership is subscription to the club
magazine which we have finally been able to ar-
range a regular publication schedule for. Three
issues have already been sent to club members,
and the fourth will be in the mail around the
time this announcement reaches you. Subscrip-
tion price is one dollar for each two issues, and
you may subscribe for as many as you want to
in advance. The subscriptions are used solely to
pay for the publication of the magazine, and the
more members, there'are, the larger the maga-
zine will become, and the more able to present in
fuller detail all the latest articles pertaining to
the Mystery. So if you have not already done so,

please get in touch with me and join the club.
And if you are already a member, and have any
experiences or- facts of your own to contribute
and have not already done so, please send your
own experiences in, even if they are personal.
Only through your co-operation can we achieve
the goal we have set ourselves to reach.

Chester S. Geier,

President,

The Shaver Mystery Club,

2414 Lawrence Ave.,

Chicago 25, 111

Your editors would only like to add that Chet

Geier, one of your favorite writers, has done a
marvelous job in organizing the Shaver Mystery
Club, and all you interested readers of FA are
missing something if you haven't already joined
the club. And we might add that the story of the
flying disks is something terrific—and also “Man-

dark,” both of which Mr. Geier mentions in his

letter... Ed.
FOR HIGHER EDUCATION

Sirs:

Being the indirect cause of several English in-
structors’ resignations, | hesitate to subject you to
this murder of grammar, but—

I Was first exposed to FA and AS at the early
age of twelve. Of course, thinking | was very
versatile in all worthwhile objectives | immediate-
ly exchanged my textbooks for all the stf mag-
azines | could get my hands on. Much to the
alarm of my venerable parents | started to mut-
ter four syllable words instead of the usual one.
All of this higher education | must attribute to
your fine authors.

Now for the January issue of FA.

“The Fire Trail” was first, not because it was
the best, but because it was the most timely, es-
pecially since the dispatch of the “Food for Free-
dom” train. Enough said.

“The Drums of Murd” was absolutely a new
twist to the dimension travel stories. Very good!

“Orders For Willie Weston” was a draught of
nectar for the conception and consumption of ex-
soldiers, old and young, who still dream of a re-
union with lost comrades who have long since been
forgotten by “friends and neighbors.”

“The Isle of Doom” tvas very good.

“Evensong” was another good story.
more by these two writers.

“Secret Of The Serpent” was good, but a little

(Continued on page 170)

Let's see



WIli“n wo look around al our world

today anil si‘i* tin* wondors of laodnrn
idvilixalion wi* I'i*isl justly [»rouil----------
but wliat of tin* lon;* for<*otfi*n past In
wliirli this planot Karth playoil a part:






10 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

CHAPTER |

"One of Our Planet It Missing"

TIEUTENANT REED McGURN,
~  sole American member of the Pur-
suit Squadron, Royal Air Force, was on
his way home from a solo reconnais-
sance flight over southern Germany.
Judging from his instruments he should
be close to the Rhine by this time, with
his objective, a French aerodrome, a
few miles beyond.

At peace with the world was the
square-faced, dark-haired, handsome
young lieutenant on this sun-freshened
morning of an' October day in 1939—
at peace with the world as long as no
Nazi plane rose to challenge his present
position over the Vaterland.

Ten thousand feet below unrolled a
vista of nigged countryside dotted with
tiny villages and crisscrossed with rib-
bon-like roads. Nothing there to in-
dicate that a few miles to the west two
mighty armies lay firmly entrenched
on either side of a great river, each
awaiting the word that would send it
against the sunken and theoretically
impenetrable fortifications of the other.

The single-seater Spitfire purred
steadily westward. McGurn’s strong
jaws moved rhythmically against a wad
of gum as he hummed softly to himself
above the muted roar of the Rolls-
Royce motors.

And then the English music-hall
tune ended abruptly in mid-air. Rising
steeply against the western horizon
were several tiny dots— dots which
rapidly formed into a single, evenly
spaced line.

“Messerschmitts!” muttered the lieu-
tenant, his narrowed blue eyes studying
the approaching planes, “—five of
'em!”

Nothing to do, he decided quickly,

but meet the five bead on, then attempt
to out-maneuver the lot. Once past
that line and the Messerschmitts could
never overtake him.

Deliberately Reed McGurn permit-
ted the Nazi ships to gain in altitude.
Through the glass of his enclosed
cockpit* he could see them poised to
streak down and blast him from the
sky.

The distance between hunters and
hunted quickly narrowed. Suddenly
orange flames slanted from the wings
of the German planes and a stream of
bullets tore through the glass near Mc-
Gurn’s head. Then everywhere about
him were the sounds of roaring motors,
the stutter of guns and the eerie whine
of diving planes.

The British craft seemed to stagger
in mid-air trader the deluge of German
bullets. Not until then did McGurn
shove the nose of his Spitfire down-
ward, power-diving in a seemingly des-
perate effort to shake off those five Hun
war-birds.

Instantly the Messerschmitts streaked
earthward in mad pursuit, pouring lead
into the tail of the lone fugitive.

And then, a grim smile tugging at
the corners of his mouth, the wily lieu-
tenant thrust hard against the control
stick and sent his plane into an inside
loop that whirled him from under the
Nazi guns. Head downward he gyrated
through space, climbed steeply again,
then dived once more. But now the
former picture was reversed; the pur-
sued had become the pursuer; it was
McGurn now who loosed eight streams
of blazing death from the muzzles of
Browning guns.

Two of the Messerschmitts, their
pilots dead at the controls, spun earth-
ward in flames, voicing the awful
scream which a doomed plane gives in
futile protest against its fate.
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np HE remaining Germans scattered
before the hail of lead from Mec-
Gurn’s wings, then pulled out of their
dives and turned to engage him. Now
the battle became one of maneuver, of
rolls and spins and dives and loops.

But the odds were still too great.
Bullets poured into the cockpit of the
dancing Spitfire, shattering the instru-
ment panel and driving bits of metal
and particles of glass into McGurn’s
face and body. Partially blinded, the
lieutenant sought to turn his plane
aside to escape the blast; and at that
moment an enemy ship drew alongside
to attack that flank.

McGurn saw that a crash was in-
evitable. Desperately he fought to pull
his plane’s nose above the bulk in his
path. In the instant before the impact
he caught a vivid impression of the
fear-twisted countenance of the enemy
pilot, then the two planes came together
with terrible force.

McGurn felt himself torn bodily from
his seat, the side of his head banged
heavily against the wheel in his hands,
and through the fog of pain and noise
he was dimly aware that the Spitfire
was falling. Helpless to lift a hand he
sagged limply forward and watched the
level ground, far below, rise with in-
credible swiftness to meet him.

While even more swiftly raced his
thoughts. This was the payoff. To-
day’s official British communique
would list the loss of a plane over
enemy territory. McGurn was sudden-
ly glad that he hadn't married that
New York blonde last year; she would
have hated being a widow. And one
nice thing about being an orphan: no
parents would have their hearts torn
by his death.

Death? Hell, he wasn't dead—yet!
Too much to be had from living to go
so soon. His head was clearing rapidly,

and he reached out to grasp the thresh-
ing control stick. The ground was
very near by this time, with wide green
fields leaping upward to infold him.

Suddenly the land below was blotted
out by a great gray cloud which had
materialized from nothingness; and
even as McGurn wondered wildly how
it had goten there, dank mist closed
about him and the falling plane and
shut out the sky and the earth.

What caused the miracle which fol-
lowed, Lieutenant Reed McGurn was
destined never to know. But abruptly
the broken Spitfire was no longer plung-
ing furiously to destruction; instead
the plane, nose still almost vertical, was
sinking gently through the gray cloud
like some damaged liner in a calm sea.

Eyes popping with amazement, Mc-
Gurn tugged frantically at the wheel,
seeking to force up the plane’s nose and
set the ship into a glide. His strength
seemed gone, however, and the wound-
ed Spitfire continued to settle deeper
within the gray opacity.

Then sunshine once more enveloped
him, the cloud was gone, and with it
had vanished the wide fields and rug-
ged terrain of southern Germany. Less
than a hundred feet beneath the air-
craft lay a mighty forest that appeared
to cover the entire countryside.

Only a glimpse of this was given M c-
Gurn; for the plane, as though released
by some giant hand, plummeted down-
ward again. The highflung branches
of a great tree reached greedily for the
Spitfire, there was the ugly sound of
rending metal, something smote the
lieutenant across the forehead with
stunning force and then darkness . . .

IEUTENANT REED McGURN
came slowly back to the World he
had so narrowly missed leaving. For
a long time he lay motionless while his
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stunned brain fought to shake off the
effects of a numbing blow. At last the
blue eyes fluttered up, swam momen-
tarily, then focussed on the broad
limbs of a great tree.

It was only after three efforts to sit
erect had failed that the young flier was
able to draw himself into an erect po-
sition, and even then it required almost
superhuman control to keep him there
while searing pain hammered at his
temples. Weakly he lifted a hand to
his aching head, felt tenderly of an
extensive lump along the hair line above
his left ear, then lowered the hand to
stare with bewilderment at his now
bloodstained fingers.

Everything came back.to him now:
the terrible dog-fight across the sky,
the collision with the Nazi plane which
had wrecked his own craft, the strange
gray cloud that had seemingly broken
the long fall to earth, and, lastly, the
endless expanse of forest which magi-
cally had appeared where no forest
could possibly be.

Slowly Reed McGurn turned his bat-
tered head and gazed about him. What
he saw served not at all to dissipate his
complete mystification. Apparently he
had been plunged into the heart of a
wilderness of growing things— a wilder-
ness of semi-tropical jungle and trees
as untamed and primeval as that of any
in darkest Africa. About him towered
tremendous jungle patriarchs, their
huge boughs laden with creepers and
vines, their boles so close together as
to make it almost impossible for a hu-
man to pass between them. So dense
was the foliage, so tangled the masses
of leaves and flamboyant blossoms that
the ground beneath must remain in per-
petual twilight, denied the direct rays
of the sun.

“1 don’t get it,” said McGurn, aloud.

Sounds came to him now: the dis-

cordant voices of birds, the hum of
myriad insects, the rustle of vegetation
in the path of humid jungle breezes.

“No sir, | don't get it.” He repeated
the words, more for the sake of hearing
some familiar sound than anything else.
Mechanically he extracted a stick of
gum from the pocket of his uniform
blouse and placed it in his mouth. The
act of chewing caused his head to in-
crease its painful throbbing; but some-
how the exercise of a long established
habit helped in orienting himself to the
strange surroundings.

With an effort he managed to gain
some control of his shaken mind. Some
freak of climate, he told himstelf reso-
lutely, had created a bit of tropics forty

degrees north of the equator. This
was southern Germany, or 'perhaps
some deep valley in Switzerland. First

he must locate a clearing and, using the
sun as a guide, gain some idea of direc-
tion before setting out for civilization.
He wouldn’t be the first flier who had
walked back from a ride!

He rose gingerly to his feet, hesitated
long enough to overcome theWave of
nausea and dizziness that spun his head
like a whirling propeller, then sighting
a gap in the circle of trees, walked
slowly toward it.

Pushing through a tangled mass of
undergrowth, he stepped out into a tiny
natural sun-drenched clearing.

There, battered and ripped into an
almost unrecognizable pile of wreckage,
lay the remains of the Spitfire!

Voicing a cry of relief that was more
nearly a sob, Lieutenant Reed McGurn
stumbled to the side of the broken hulk
and ran his fingers caressingly over the
twisted fuselage. From the standpoint
of practical value the plane was worth-
less; no amount of mechanical in-
genuity could put together that shat-
tered bulk and splintered motor. Even if
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by some miracle repairs were possible,
the pilot wasn't born who could have
lifted a ship over the wall of trees
about the clearing.

But it was not what the plane could
do for him that had caused McGurn’s
cry of mingled relief and thanksgiving;
it was the sight of a familiar object,
some link with the known world of uni-
forms and orders and the military life.

From a compartment in the twisted
cockpit, he found four unbroken packs
of American-made cigarettes, a hand-
ful of book matches each imprinted
with advertising for an American brand
of beer, and the standard .455 Webley
service revolver together with nearly
sixty rounds of ammunition. All these,
in addition to a small, powerful flash-
light which in some way had survived
the crash undamaged, McGurn distrib-
uted among his pockets.

Ready now to brave this alien world
in search of one more nearly familiar,
the young American descended to the
ground and set about selecting the
direction in which he meant to travel.

The sun stood almost directly over-
head, indicating the time as noon, or
nearly so. Evidently he had lain un-
conscious for close to four hours. He
wondered at the nearness of the sun to
the earth. It seemed larger, somehow,
than he last remembered it. Larger
and hotter; he was aware of perspira-
tion running like tiny rivulets over his
skin and soaking into his clothing. He
was strongly tempted to remove the
woolen blouse and let the light breeze
cool him, but decided against it. One
simply couldn’t stroll into the normal
chill of October in Germany while
stripped to the waist.

A break in the wall of foliage caught
his eye. Upon investigation he found
it to be the mouth of a game trail which
led toward what he decided was the

northwest. The Allied lines, McGurn
reasoned, lay roughly in that direction.

And so, with a light shrug of his
broad shoulders, he set out along the
narrow path.

'-pW O hours later the disheveled fig-
ure of Lieutenant Reed McGurn,
naked to the waist, skin covered with
scratches and the angry welts of insect
bites, coated with dust and bathed in
sweat, dropped wearily to the ground,
beneath the wide branches of a mighty
tree and buried his head in his arms.

Where was he? Into what uncharted
corner of the earth had fate tossed him?
Since leaving the vicinity of the fallen
Spitfire, he had seen things that had no
business existing outside the cages of a
zoological garden. Monkeys, entire
tribes of them, chattering at him from
the middle terraces of the wild and tan-
gled labyrinth of trees, birds whose
plumage and size were beyond anything
he had come across in school textbooks;
even a great snake— a python he judged
—depending in slimy coils from a
mossy branch above the trail.

If such as these were about, was it
not probable that more dangerous
things filled this God-forsaken place?
Where there were monkeys and giant
snakes, there were most likely lions and
tigers and leopards. What could he
hope to do if attacked by any one of
such beasts?

Reed McGurn admitted to himself
that he was frightened. Most of his
fear seemed to stem from not knowing
where he was—that paralyzing sense
of being completely lost which can send
the strongest into blind panic.

His fingers were trembling as he
lighted a cigarette. God, how tired he
was! The heat beat at him like a whip
of many lashes. What he would have
given for a long drink of cold water!
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With all this vegetation there was
bound to be streams in the vicinity.
Yet not the tiniest brook had he found
in the past two hours. Somewhere he
had heard that all wilderness trails be-
gan and ended at running water.

After resting here for a few minutes
he would push on. Surely this green
purgatory could not cover the entire
earth. Somewhere men like himself sat
telling tall tales over mugs of cold beer
and ale. Yes, he would wait long
enough to get back some of his strength,
then rise and go on again.

Wearily he slumped back against the
broad bole of the tree, the cigarette
dropped from his fingers and sleep
overwhelmed him....

He awoke with a start... and found
that twilight had come down upon the
jungle. Getting stiffly to his feet, he
lifted his arms to stretch cramped
muscles, only to freeze in that position
as the rustle of disturbed leaves from
across the trail came to his ears.
Straining his better than average eyes
against the fading light he was able to
make out the shadowy outlines of some
huge object flattened behind the cur-
tain of vines at that point.

Cold beads of perspiration sprang
out on the lieutenant’s forehead. His
hand stole cautiously into a pocket and
closed about the butt of his service re-
volver. The Webley’s compact weight
stayed fading confidence.

The amorphous figure beyond the
cloaking foliage did not move. McGurn
took a deep breath. Had his imagina-
tion tricked him? Was he menaced by
a grass-covered stump or fallen log?

Carefully McGurn essayed a back-
ward step, and, as nothing happened,
another. It was a log, then! At this rate
he would soon be fleeing madly from
his own shadow!

With a mountainous sigh of relief,

McGurn let his tense muscles relax and
he turned away, his fingers releasing
their hold on the gun.

And at that moment the silence of
the jungle was ripped apart by the ter-
rifying scream of a charging animal.
McGurn, his scalp crawling with terror,
wheeled sharply, revolver in hand, as
a sleekly sinuous shape shot from the
depths of vegetation and rose in a swift,
silent spring at the half-crouching lieu-
tenant.

Four times the angry crack of a gun

split the jungle quiet, the powder flashes
weirdly disclosing the snarling face and
backlaid ears of a giant cat.
' A tremendous weight crashed against
McGurn’s body, driving him heavily to
the earth. His head struck some hard
object with terrific force, a hundred
pinwheels spun before his eyes, a sharp,
agonizing pain tore into his chest, and
for the third time that day Reed Mc-
Gurn lost consciousness.

CHAPTER I

"Now You Are Mine!"

T>ITOG, a warrior of the Cro-Ma-

ghon tribe of Mosat, squatted on
his muscular, sun-tanned haunches at
the entrance to his caves and fed men-
tal fuel to the blazing anger raging
within him. For hours he had sat
there, while the customary activity in
the clearing below gradually lessened
and the tribal members sought their
cavesand sleep as dusk deepened into
night.

As the swollen disk of a full moon
rose higher in the night sky, the sheer
cliff containing the caves of Mosat's
tribe lost its curtain of shadows and
stood out, bold and forbidding, in the
brilliant rays.

Behind the cliff, stretching endlessly
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in all directions, were broad plateaus
covered with towering trees and lush
jungle, cut with deep ravines and
marked with wide ribbons of grassland
teeming with zebra and deer and the
wild horse. Countless small streams
and many wide rivers coursed through
the vast territory, many of them empty-
ing their waters into a shoreless sea
far to the west.

Froih beyond the towering ramparts
of semi-tropical forest bordering the
clearing at the base of Mosat's cliff,
came the long-familiar voices of the
night: the coughing grunt of a hunting
lion, the shrill scream of a panther, the
staccato barkings of a jackal pack.

Bitog, however, was blind and deaf
to all this. He was in another world

a hell of hatred and wrath and
wounded pride. The sullen, brooding
anger within him was reflected in the
twisted lines of his heavy-featured face
and the manner in which the thick-
knuckled fingers of his powerful hands
knotted convulsively as though tighten-
ing about the throat of some invisible
enemy.

He, Bitog, mighty hunter and fighter,
feared and respected by all, even,unto
Mosat himself, had been humbled and
degraded in the eyes of his people.
And the one who had done this to him
was a woman!

Woman? Lua was no woman! She
was barely more than a child—almost
young enough to be his own daughter.
Yet, woman or child, she had said
things to him that no other in all the
tribe of Mosat would have dared to
utter!

It had happened that same after-
noon. He had come down from his
cave, and approached Lua, daughter of
Yortak, where she knelt at her task of
scraping a deer skin. Pausing beside
her, he placed a strangely tender hand

on one of her softly rounded shoulders.
And when she looked questioningly up
at him, half awed by his splendid, great
thewed body naked except for the
tanned pelt of Kraga, the lion, about
his middle, he told her in an oddly
thickened voice that he wanted her to
be his mate— that he had tired of living
alone in his cave and from this day on
she was to make his food and tend his
wants and warm him with her nearness
during the long cold nights of the rainy
season.

Lua, the lovely golden-tanned oval
of her face suddenly flushed with min-
gled astonishment and loathing, had
risen to her feet with swift grace.

“Mate with you?” she cried, tossing
back the soft fragrant strands of honey-
colored hair with a haughty gesture.
“Sooner would | put myself within the
coils of Sinu, the snake! You are old
—old and mean! Two suns ago | saw
you strike Alea’s little child because
he stood in your way. Everyone hates
you. Go away from me— beater of
children!”

Other women of the tribe, working
at their endless tasks nearby, had heard
the scornful words and made no at-
tempt to hide their pleasure at seeing
the despised Bitog put in his place.

He should have struck her down,
Bitog told himself now. But he had
been too dazed by the unexpected re-
buff to do more than slink away, as
Cretah, the hyena, slinks from the path
of Kraga, the lion. How the other
warriors of Mosat’'s tribe must have
laughed when they learned from the
gossiping tongues of their women how
mighty Bitog had turned in flight be-
fore the bite of a girl’s words!

As Bitog squatted there on the stone
ledge outside his cave, his seething
mind conjuring up distorted pictures of
revenge, he was suddenly electrified by
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the sight of a girl’'s slender form emerg-
ing from the mouth of a cave almost
directly below where he was sitting.
Puzzled, he watched her inch carefully
down the sheer escarpment toward the
level ground at its base. The bright
rays of Mua, the moon, picked out her
untamed wealth of yellow hair and the
sleek pelt of Tarka, the panther, cover-
ing the softly rounded perfection of a
lithe figure.

“It is Lua!” he muttered wondering-
ly. Rising to his feet for a better view
he watched her drop lightly into the
clearing and without a backward glance
race across the open ground toward the
mouth of a game trail in the wall of
verdure marking the forest edge.

Once there, Lua turned for a fleeting
glance at the cave-dotted cliff... then
she was gone as though the earth had
opened to swallow her up.

DITOG ran a bewildered hand
through his heavy shock of black
hair, his rage of a moment before re-
placed by a gnawing curiosity. What-
ever, he asked himself, had possessed
Lua to enter, alone and unarmed, the
lurking place of savage, blood-thirsty
jungle animals? Even Bitog, experi-
enced hunter and mighty fighter though
he was, would have thought twice—
and twice again!—before venturing
alone into a night-shrouded forest.

But the prod of curiosity was far
stronger than inherent caution; and
Bitog was on the point of descending
the cliff to follow -the golden-haired
girl, when a glimpse of a second figure,
stealing stealthily down the scarp, froze
him into statuesque immobility.

Recognition was immediate: it was
Azar, youngest son of Mosat, the tribal
chief. He was no more than seventeen
—a tall, slender youth whose body had
not yet put on the sinews of manhood.

Bitog, like a good many others of
Mosat’s tribe, was rather contemptuous
of Azar. He displayed little interest
in the hunt or in learning the art of
becoming a great fighting man. In-
stead the slim-bodied youth spent long
hours in painting scenes of Cro-Magnon
life on the walls of the tribal caves, his
medium the ocherous clays to be found
near mountain streams.

It was not until Azar had crossed the
clearing and was entering the forest
that full realization dawned on Bitog
as to the reason behind these nocturnal
prowlings. But as he saw the chief's
son melt among the Stygian shadows
cloaking the same jungle path Lua had
taken, he suddenly understood; and
once more consuming anger flamed
within him, fed to still greater heat by
the tinder of jealousy.

Hesitating no longer, Bitog slid reck-
lessly down the almost vertical slope
and raced with bounding strides toward
the mouth of that game trail.

And as he stepped among the gro-
tesque shadows there, he became as one
of them: silent, sure-footed, cunning—
a hunter stalking wary prey.

Brilliant shafts of moonlight occa-
sionally lanced through breaks in the
ceiling of tangled branches, leaves,
creepers and vines, dappling the path-
way with pools of silver. Always,
Bitog was careful to skirt those patches
of light lest his human quarry catch
sight of him. His movements were
quick, certain, controlled. And though
many twigs and broken branches and
dead leaves littered the winding trail,
not once did a thoughtless step betray
his passing.

He had covered perhaps a hundred
yards in this fashion before he caught
a glimpse of those he sought. They
were standing together at the edge of
a small natural clearing, the man with
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an arm passed about the girl's waist,
talking in low tones.

Fingers of flame closed about Bitog's
heart and the blood pounded wildly at
his temples. His first impulse was to
leap into the open, tear the girl from
Azar’'s embrace and fasten his powerful
hands around the young man’s throat.

But mingled caution and curiosity
tempered his wrath and he continued
to slink stealthily ahead, crouching at
last behind the bole of a large tree no
more than a few feet from where the
boy and the girl were standing.

Together they formed an unforget-
table and appealing picture— the First
Man and his Mate, in the setting of a
primeval forest. Azar’s slender supple
body, straight as a spear shaft, was
clothed only in a loin cloth fashioned
from the sun-cured skin of Tarka, the
panther. Thrust within its folds was
a keen-bladed knife of flint, his sole
weapon. A heavy growth of thick
brown hair, rudely hacked away at ear-
lobe length, topped a handsome sensi-
tive face and a high rounded forehead
that told of both imagination and in-

telligence.
The girl, too, wore a garment of
panther skin; it covered her from

shoulder to well above the knee, follow-
ing the lithesome curves of her form
with breath-taking results.

To the burly Cro-Magnon warrior
who had followed them here, however,
all this was as nothing. He saw only
that the girl he had chosen as his mate
was in the arms of a rival—a rival
whose physical prowess was non-exist-'
ent when compared with his own. To
his mind, no other qualifications were
worthy of consideration.

And so it was that Bitog remained
hidden within the jungle shadows, wait-
ing until he tired of his role of eaves-
dropper.

IT

“1 am afraid of him, Azar,” Lua was
saying, her voice troubled. “He will
not forget that | refused him while the
women listened. Had you seen his face
and eyes as | saw them, you would
know why I am afraid.”

CECRETLY Azar was as much trou-
‘BJ bled by the incident as was Lua,
for he fully realized they had not heard
the last of it. Bitog would be more
determined than ever to have her, if
for no other reason than to soothe his
pride and still gossiping tongues. But
when he spoke, his tone reflected none
of his worry.

“1f he bothers you again,” he said
calmly, “1 will make him leave you
alone. 1 will tell him that you belong
to me—that I am to claim you as soon
as | have won the right to do so.”

She looked up at his set face in quick
alarm. “No Azarl You must not tell
him that. He would seek some excuse
for killing you.”

“1 cannot spend the rest of my life
being afraid of Bitog,” Azar said grim-
ly. “And he might not find me so easy to
kill.”

Lua’s expression was one of mingled
pride and exasperation. “You know per-
fectly well you could do nothing against
him, Azar. He is a great fighter. It is
said that no warrior of any tribe within
many marches would dare to challenge
Bitog. Alone, with nothing more than a
spear, he has slain Kraga, the lion.”

Azar scowled. “If you think so much
of him, why not become his mate?”

“Because | hate him!” the girl re-
torted hotly. “If you don’t want me
there are plenty of others who do!”

The cave youth laughed softly as he
drew her closer within his arms. “I’'ve
been warned about you. They say a
man might as well mate with Shanda,
the leopard; that you are stubborn and
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proud and will never learn to obey. It
would serve you right if | let Bitog
have you!”

Behind the tree’s cloaking verdure,
Bitog drew the stone knife from the
folds of lion skin and took a slow,
cautious step toward the couple in the
clearing.

Lua, stung by the young man’s
words, sought to pull away from his
embrace; but he only laughed again
and bent his head to fasten his lips firm-
ly against the girl’s lovely mouth. For a
moment she continued to struggle, then
her bare arms crept around his neck
and almost fiercely she returned his
caresses.

Finally they drew apart, both pant-
ing a little, their Expressions solemn
and a little tender. “As if | would let
another have you!” declared Azar.
“Since it is the custom of our tribe that
a warrior must alone track down and
kill his food before he is permitted to
take a mate, | will go now to hunt!
Tomorrow the right to claim you shall
be mine, and Bitog will have to look
elsewhere for a woman!”

In sudden panic Lua caught hold of
his arms. “No! Not at night! Not while
the great cats are hunting!”

As though to emphasize her protest
the thunderous challenge of Kraga, the
lion, came faintly to their ears, fol-
lowed by the shrill scream of a leopard.

Despite himself, Azar shivered.
“Rather than worry you, | will wait
until morning,” he said soberly.

He did not see the tender smile of
understanding on the girl's lips as her
arms went once more about his neck
and drew his mouth to hers.

As the two figures merged, a red haze
of fury swam before the slitted eyes
of the man lurking in the undergrowth
behind them. Snarling like a wounded
beast, Bitog burst into the clearing

and charged straight at Azar as the
astonished youth, warned by the crash-
ing foliage, whirled to face him.

In the brief moment before Bitog was
upon, him Azar had no opportunity to
draw his own knife. Thrusting Lua
aside he crouched under the descending
blade and swung his bare fist into the
madman’s face.

The blow, with only a boy’s unde-
veloped strength behind it, served but
to increase Bitog's insane hatred. Again
he slashed out with his knife, and again
Azar avoided the thrust. But this time-
Bitog was close enough to reach out
with his free hand and fasten fingers
of steel about the youngster’s throat.

Azar, seeing only death in the nar-
rowed blazing eyes above him, struck
out wildly, the knife at his side for-
gotten; but Bitog, ignoring the flailing
fists, slowly lifted his own knife, savor-
ing the terror in the boy’s eyes.

Once, twice, thrice—the long blade
plunged into the unprotected chest of
Azar, son of Mosat, the blood spouting
forth to stain the murderer’s skin. And
as the slender body crumpled lifelessly
to the ground, a small clawing, biting
hurricane burst upon the slayer!

CO UNEXPECTED was Lua’s at-

tack that Bitog, despite his su-
perior size and strength, fell back, lift-
ing his bloodied hands to protect his
face and eyes against those tearing
nails. Before he could recover he felt
the knife ripped from his hand, and
had not its loss suddenly torn away
his confusion as he awoke to the actual
danger now threatening him, Azar
would have been avenged before his
blood had stopped flowing.

With a quick twist of his body Bitog
managed to partially avoid the stabbing
thrust,- the flint tearing a long furrow
in his side. The sobbing, screaming
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girl slipped and fell to her knees from
the impetus of her swing; and before
she was able to regain her feet Bitog
was upon her. >

It was one thing to get his hands on
the girl, but keeping them there was
another. Time and again only Bitog's
agility kept the knife from finding him
and his arms and chest were streaked
with red welts where Lua's nails had
gone home. But at last the man'’s
superior strength prevailed and Lua lay
panting in his grasp, her knife sur-
rendered to its owner.

“You laughed at me!” growled Bitog.
* ‘Rather the coils,of Sinu,’ you said,
‘than the arms of Bitog. Now your
lover is dead and soon you will be dead
beside him. Let Tugah, the jackal,
pick your bones!”

If he expected her to beg for mercy,
to plead for her life, he was doomed to
disappointment. Her eyes blazed at
him and her lips curled back in a
gesture of hatred that was almost ani-
mal in its intensity. Across his arm
fell the wealth of her golden hair and
he could see a tiny pulse pumping in
her throat.

Even as Bitog lifted his knife to kill
her, his desire for this beautiful girl
fought to restrain his hand. But even
more than he wanted Lua did Bitog
want to live. He had slain one of his
own tribe—slain not in self defense nor
to protect something that was rightfully
his, but wantonly and without adequate
cause. In such matters the tribal law
was simple and direct: quick death to
the guilty.

With Lua dead, however, there would
be no voice raised to name him a mur-
derer. When the clean-picked bones of
Lua and Azar were discovered on the
following day, who could say how they
died? Kraga or Conta, Shanda or
Tarka—any one of the great cats could

have surprised the couple in their syl-
van rendezvous.

Lua saw the red-rimmed eyes narrow
and felt the rippling muscles of the
mighty body tense preparatory to the
knife stroke that must take her life.
With the sudden strength of terror she
twisted from his embrace and sunk her
teeth in the tanned forearm that had
been holding her. Uttering a startled
cry of pain Bitog fell back a step and
Lua ducked beneath his clutching hands
and raced across the glade, her goal
the mouth of the path leading away
from the caves of Mosat.

Bitog recovered instantly. With
great bounding strides he bore down
upon the girl, striving to close the gap
before she could reach the possible
safety of inky jungle.

While from the depths of cloaking
underbrush at the very point they were
nearing, two baleful yellow eyes were
fixed with unblinking attention upon
the two members of Mosat’s tribe.

CHAPTER Il

«mlis Is a GodI"

LIEUTENANT REED Mec-
GURN came slowly back to con-
sciousness he was first aware of a great
weight pressing heavily against his legs
and chest. For several moments he lay
unmoving, his hurt mind striving to
fight off shock sufficiently to recall
where he was and what had happened.
And then full realization swept over
him, and with a low moan of terror
McGurn shoved frantically at the dead
weight holding him pinned to earth.
The formless bulk of animal weight
gave slowly under the man’s frantic
efforts and Reed McGurn rose shakily
to his feet and stared down at the life-
less hulk of a giant panther.
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It was not until the young American
had bent and discovered two closely
spaced holes in the cat's sharply re-
ceding forehead that he understood
what had killed it. Only then did he
become aware of the Webley still
clutched*in his right hand.

The reaction set in and McGurn
trembled so that he was barely able to
stand. Weakly he leaned against a
nearby tree and laid a cheek against the
moss-covered bark until the paroxysm
of shivering had ceased, then straight-
ened again and fell to examining him-
self to learn what damage, if any, the
cat had inflicted before it died.

Beyond a few bruises and three
parallel scratches high up on the right
side of his naked chest, he appeared
little the worse for wear. The scratches
were undoubtedly left there by the
panther’s claws when McGurn was first
bowled over, and probably accounted
for the sharp pain he had felt just
before he lost consciousness.

He lighted a cigarette; and while the
first lungful set his head to spinning
again, the sensation passed quickly and
he felt like his old self again. Bringing
out the small flashlight he played its
powerful beam along the length of the
panther, marvelling at his almost in-
credible luck in killing it with the flurry
of wildly aimed shots.

As he stood there congratulating him-
self, the shrill cry of a woman came
suddenly to his ears.

McGurn’'s first reaction was pure
relief at the sound of a human voice—
the first indication since being unac-
countably plunged into this mad world
that he was not its only mortal. He
was on the point of plunging madly
along the path toward the source of
the sound, when sudden caution stayed
him.

There hgd been a note of fear and

horror in that cry. Would he be run-
ning into some new danger? A miracle
had saved him a moment ago; but two
miracles in one night were hardly like-
ly. Or was it a human voice he had
heard after all? The sound had not
been repeated. Perhaps one of the im-
possible colored birds . . .

Quickly reloading his revolver, Mc-
Gurn set off along the trail, moving
slowly and with infinite care. The light
from his small torch picked out a sharp
bend in the trail some thirty feet ahead;
and as he reached it he winked out the
flashlight beam and, his gun barrel
leveled at his hip, made the turn.

He was in time to see the slender
figure of an almost naked girl racing
across a fairly large, moon-flooded
clearing toward him, closely pursued
by the most magnificently built man
McGurn had ever seen.

The girl was only a few steps from
the trail’s mouth, but her pursuer was
so close that Reed knew instantly she
would be caught short of her goal.
Without waiting to debate the wisdom
of interfering the American lifted the
Webley and took quick aim.

At that instant the girl's flying feet
tripped and she fell headlong. The man
behind her voiced a single shout of
exultation . . . and the undergrowth
burst apart and a great black-maned
lion sprang through.

Bitog skidded to a halt, an almost
ludicrous expression of astonishment
and fear twisting his face. Kraga,
the lion, had stopped his charge, too—
not knowing whether to attack the
prone girl only inches short of his
mighty daws or to drive away the
two-legged animal a foot or two beyond
her.

For the space of several heartbeats
the grim tableau endured. Then Kra-
ga threw back his large head and roared
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out his thunderous challenge.

It was then that Bitog made his
choice. With a lithe bound he rose
high in the air and caught a low-hang-
ing branch, swinging himself across it
and scuttling upward like a monkey.

Kraga, satisfied at having outbluffed
the competition, bent his head toward
the paralyzed figure of the girl. As
the hot stench of the animal's breath
beat against her exposed face, Lua
closed her eyes and waited for the
horrible death she knew was to be hers.

Reed McGum fired three shots at
the exposed flank of the lion.

Even as the lieutenant pulled the
trigger he knew he was not going to
kill so huge a beast with his Webley.
The combination of bad light, inter-
vening foliage and a case of nerves
made hitting his target a major prob-
lem, let alone inflicting a fatal wound.

As it was, one of the bullets creased
Kraga's back, another removed neatly
the tip of a backlaid ear, while the
third missed him entirely. But the
thunderclaps of exploding powder and
the eye-searing flashes of fire were more
effective than bullets could possibly
have been.

IT" RAGA voiced a startled growl that

was more nearly a squeal, wheeled
about to face the author of those terri-
fying sounds, reared high on his back
legs... then turned and vanished into
the surrounding jungle.

As the powerful brute disappeared,
Lieutenant Reed McGum felt the
muscles of his legs turn to water and
he dropped weakly to his knees, the
breath whistling in his nostrils. When
he opened his eyes again, he saw the
girl lying at the clearing’s edge where
she had first fallen.

Regaining his feet McGurn walked
slowly toward her, the gun lowered but

ready for instant use. Halting beside
her he knelt and took hold of one soft,
naked shoulder and shook it lightly.

‘How about it, sister? Are you all
right?”

The sound of gunfire still rang in
Lua’s ears— a noise infinitely more hor-
rible than Kraga's voice could ever be.
Half conscious, she was dimly aware of
the gentle fingers against her skin, ofl
the strange sounds in an unfamiliar
human voice.

A strong arm passed beneath her and
she felt herself being turned until she
was lying face upward. She trembled
waiting for some horrible thing to
happen, but all she heard was the con-
tinued sound of unfamiliar words.

“Come on, kid. Open your eyes.
You're all right.”

The strange words meant nothing to
her but the tone in which they were
uttered was vaguely reassuring. Slow-
ly the long dark lashes swept up, re-
vealing a round pair of the bluest eyes
Reed McGurn had ever seen—and the
loveliest.

“That's better,” he said, his voice
shaking a little. “How about getting on
your feet? Here, I'll give you a hand.”

She obeyed the lifting pressure under
her shoulders and rose unsteadily to
her feet. She swayed there and Mc-
Gum slipped his arm soothingly about
her waist.

“It was close, all right,” McGurn
said, smiling. “But luckily lions can
be scared like anything else. He’'s prob-
ably still running.”

So frank and compelling was this
strange being’s grin that Lua's own lips
began to curl in reply. And then a
sudden thought brought terror back to
her eyes.

“Bitog!” she gasped. “Where is he?
We must run away or he will kill us
both!”
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Lieutenant Reed McGurn felt a wave
of disappointment so intense it hardly
could be endured. More than any-
thing else during the long afternoon and
evening he had desired human com-
panionship. Now that he had found it,
they were separated by having no
common basis of understanding, for her
words were as unintelligible to him as
he could see his were to her. Even
deeper, the realization came that her
words were like no others he had ever
heard; almost—he shuddered at the
thought— as though they were uttered
by a being from another planet.

Yet, even in the dim light, he could
see that she was a human as himself—
and very beautiful. The last observa-
tion came to him unbidden ,.. and was
forgotten as the girl took a tight hold
on one of his arms, and with a clearly
frightened glance about her, sought to
pull him back the way he had come.

He hung back surprised at the
strength in her slender arm. “Wait
a minute,” he protested. “There’s noth-
ing for us in that direction. 1 just
spent a lot of time finding that out.”

She tugged at him frantically. “Hur-
ry,” she cried. “Bitog must not find us
here!”

Her actions if not her words were
clear enough and McGurn smiled wryly.
“1 guess you know what you're doing,”
he said. “I1'm the stranger around here
—not youlL”

Meekly he set out, following the girl
quickly along the pathway. Twice she
outdistanced him in the utter blackness
and he called out to her, fearful that
she had left him entirely. Each time
she hurried to shut off his calls with a
firm pressure of her small hand against
his mouth before continuing onward.

It began to dawn on the American
that the girl was fleeing from some-
thing, and he remembered the giant

man who had been chasing-her when
the lion put an end to the matter.
That, he decided, must be the answer.
Could he have but made her under-
stand, he would have told her she had
nothing to fear; that the Webley he
carried made him the equal of any man
of her world, no matter how mighty.

Abruptly the girl came to a halt in
the center of the trail, her head lifted
as though she was listening intently. A
moment passed this way, then she again
took McGurn by the hand, and turning
at right angles to the path, plunged
into the impassable jungle.

Q N TfIEY WENT while McGurn
n floundered helplessly through an
ocean of plant life, bouncing against
unseen tree boles, tripping on vines and
creepers, trampling through thorn-cov-
ered bushes. By this time his trousers
were torn and ripped in many places
and his naked chest and shoulders
criss-crossed with blood-dotted scratch-
es. Giant mosquitoes and other insects
swarmed about him, attacking his sen-
sitive skin.

While on and on they went for what
to the tiring aviator seemed many days.
He gritted his teeth and bent his
head for protection against whipping
branches and razor-sharp brambles and
staggered ahead, determined that he
should not be the one to suggest rest-
ing.

Suddenly the forest and jungle ended
and McGurn saw they had reached a
strip of open ground at the base of a low,
almost perpendicular cliff dotted with a.
number of black spots which he right-
ly suspected as being cave entrances.
Motioning her companion to remain
standing where he was, Lua moved
cautiously about the clearing, head
bent, eyes searching the ground with
the aid of the moon’s rays. To Reed
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McGurn her actions were completely
without meaning; but Lua was looking
for some trace that the caves above her
were inhabited.

There were sufficient signs to satisfy
her this was a deserted village. The
rank jungle grass was everywhere be-
cause a long time had passed since the
passage of many bare feet had beaten
it down; no ashes of fires were evident;
no earthen pots were stacked at the
cliff base.

Lua crossed to a far comer of the
clearing and knelt beside a small spring
bubbling there. She drank of the cold
water and as she raised her head a soft
sound at her back brought her up and
about like a startled deer.

“You intend drinking it all, sister?”
said Lieutenant Reed McGurn____

He sat back finally and smiled at her,
the water dripping from his chin and
falling to his chest to trace tiny crooked
paths through the coating of grime and
sweat. For a long minute they stared
deep into each other’s eyes before Lua
lowered her gaze, a wave of red rising
into her cheeks.

McGurn stretched his arms mightily
and yawned. “What do we do now?”
he asked.

Lua glanced up at him and shook her
head. So much had happened, so much
that was horrible and mad, that there
had been no time to think, to wonder
at this strange apparition beside her.
Compared to the men of her tribe he
was frail indeed, and the strange fur
clothing him from the waist to his toes
was like nothing in her limited ex-
perience. Yet it was he who had
uttered the loud noises that had sent
mighty Kraga running into the jungle
—noises mixed with Aka, the lightning!
In spite of being able to do such, terrible
things, and the strange way he spoke,
he was very handsome. It was hard

to be afraid of a being so handsome____

The sudden memory of what Old
Mentak had said one night around the
cave fires came to her. A great storm
was raging outside at the time, mixing
torrential rain with crashing thunder
and vivid lightning flashes that made
the night brighter than midday.

“There are many gods,” declared
Mentak who was very old and much
wiser than all the rest of Mosat’s tribe
put together. “Some are angry gods
who throw Aka at the earth below, cry-
ing out with great rage the while.
These gods live in Oru, the sun, and
hate us. Were it not for the kind gods
who lead us to fresh game that we may
feed our bellies and who fight against
the wicked gods we would be dead a
long time ago.”

A great fear took sudden hold of the
girl.  “This is a god!” she thought.
“He has come down from his home on
Oru for some reason, perhaps in search
of a mate.”

The last thought filled her with
dread, and she shrank back a little
from him. Yet mixed with her sudden
fear was a strange breathless thrill
which with quick anger she beat down.
The memory then of Azar, her beloved,
crumpling beneath Bitog’s knife flooded
into her mind and suddenly she bent
her head and began to cry with a silent
intensity that shook the man seated
beside her.

“Hey!” said Reed McGurn. “What's
the matter with you?”

His words did nothing toward stop-
ping the flow of hidden tears. He
stared at her bent head and wondered
helplessly how he could talk her out
of this storm of grief when there was
no common bond of language between
them. He had seen girls cry before
and there were ways to snap them out
of it—not necessarily by talking. But
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he didn’t know this one well enough to
use any method other than speech.
The bright rays of Mua picked out
with almost startling clarity the slender
roundness of her limbs and body accen-
tuated rather than concealed by the
soft folds of panther skin. The cloud
of curling blonde hair would have been
the envy of any woman of his world
and he felt an almost insurmountable
desire to put out a hand and stroke it.
Come to think of it, he told himself,
that might not be a bad idea. The poor
kid was scared and was crying because
she needed comforting. Being chased
by a wild man and having a lion prac-
tically sitting in your lap would give
anybody the screaming meemies!

A ND SO REED McGURN reached
n out one hand and placed it
comfortingly about the bare, shoulders
of the sobbing girl. He felt her body
stiffen slightly but not too much and
the storm of sobs lessened a little.
Thus encouraged, the lieutenant sought
to draw/her gently closer that she might
lay her head upon his shoulder. Long
experience had taught the American
that a man’s shoulder ranked high with
all girls as a place for female heads.

But he had not counted on the high
degree of superstitious fears in primi-
tive man. Lua, daughter of Yortak,
was conscious only of paralyzing fear
as the arm of this strange being had
slipped about her shoulders— a paraly-
sis which abruptly snapped as she
felt the pressure of that arm as it
attempted to bring her closer within
its grasp.

With a single lithe movement she
was free of his embrace; and before
the astounded lieutenant realized what
was happening, the half-naked girl was
on her feet and running swiftly toward
the towering, cave-dotted cliff.

The thought of being left alone in
this wilderness was more than McGurn
could bear. Even inarticulate com-
panionship was better than none at all.
Shouting for the girl to stop, he jumped
to his feet and raced after her.

But the escarpment was close, so
that before he had taken more than a
few strides the girl was swarming up
the sheer slope with all the nimbleness
of a monkey. By the time McGurn
had reached the foot of the cliff, his
quarry was thirty feet above him, her
naked feet and grasping fingers find-
ing holds where it appeared no holds
existed.

Three times Reed McGurn tried to
scale that cliff and each time he slipped
helplessly back to earth after lifting
himself only a few feet. The unyield-
ing leather of his shoes was unable to
take hold of the rock and his fingers
became sore and bleeding. When, after
the third attempt, he looked up at the
sixty or seventy feet of almost vertical
stone he saw that the girl had com-
pletely disappeared. Whether she had
scaled the heights and faded into the
distance beyond, or had holed up in
one of the caves, he could not know.

With a muttered curse he abandoned
his efforts and turned away. A few
yards from where he stood was the
wall of jungle and trees. The thought
of entering that horrible place of mov-
ing shadows and eerie rustlings made
the hair lift on the nape of his neck.

As he stood there debating his next
move, the fingers of his right hand
toying with the butt of the Webley,
the distant roar of a lion came to his
ears, followed by the shrill scream of
a panther. McGurn shivered a little,
not alone because of the chill air against
his naked back.

Holding the Webley ready in his
hand he walked slowly toward the
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towering rampart of trees, every sense
alert for some lurking danger amid the
stygian gloom. And while there were
many small rustlings there, nothing
showed itself to threaten him. Pausing
beneath the spreading, vine-cloaked
limbs of a jungle patriarch, Lieutenant
Reed McGurn slipped the revolver into
a pocket and drew himself into the
branches. A flurry of movement among
the leaves above him set his heart to
pounding and brought his gun out ready
for use. But whatever was responsible
ceased to be a danger as the man’s ears
followed it into a neighboring tree.

A monkey, thought McGurn grimly.
Slowly he drew himself higher into the
tree until, high above the ground, he
found two limbs extending horizontally
and on the same plane. Here he paused
to sit down with his back against the
bole and his legs stretched along the
two branches. He weighed the wisdom
of loosening one of the strong vines and
binding himself to the trunk that he
might not topple into the depths be-
neath while sleeping. But doing so,
he realized, would prevent escape were
he attacked by some jungle dweller;
and he decided to risk a fall rather than
so handicap his movements.

Seconds later he was sound asleep,
while the hunting cries of a savage
world rose and fell about him like the
surf of an angry sea.

CHAPTER IV

The Golden God

A VAR-AK, seventh ritual priest to

the omniscient and omnipresent
Ammon-Re, Creator of all Life, Lord
of Destiny, Ruler of the Twelve Tri-
angles of the Universe, once more put
down the oars of the small boat and
stood up to stare westward across the

empty wastes of ocean.

Other than the gray expanse of roll-
ing waves nothing was visible to his
searching eyes. Not since the shores
of Atland had faded into the western
horizon had he seen any sign of the
people he had betrayed. No swift
petrix cutting the ocean waters in
search of him; not a single dyark split-
ting the air overhead.

Yes, Avar-Ak had triumphed! For
all the boasted cleverness of Clat-Ron,
the High Priest, Avar-Ak had out-
witted him. Let him and his followers
scour the ocean between Atland and
neighboring Clyrus to the south!
Whatever they found in those waters
would be of small use to them. Even-
tually Avar-Ak would make that jour-
ney, bearing with him the one thing
that would make him the most powerful
man in Clyrus instead of a despised
underling in Clat-Ron’s service.

It was unfortunate that he must wait
a moon or two before he could take
over his rightful place in the world.
But an attempt to reach Clyrus now
would never have succeeded. Were he
able to operate a dyark he could have
landed triumphantly in Clyrus even
before the priests of Ammon-Re had
learned of his theft and flight. Even
a petrix might have done the job and
it he could have handled easily, so
simple were such boats to control. But
there had been no time to locate one
along the wharfs.

A thin smile twisting his narrow lips
Avar-Ak took up his oars again and
pulled once more for the shores of
Afrota, now a low bulk against the
eastern horizon. Thin were Avar-AK’s
shoulders under the pale blue tunic,
like slender reeds were his arms and
legs. But in his gaunt frame was a
wiry strength past all belief, in his
cunning mind a shrewdness that should



26 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

have been employed to more worthy
and honorable ends.

Twice the sun had risen and set since
Avar-Ak fled by small boat from At-
land. His tiny store of food was almost
gone and not in ten hours had water
passed his lips. Yet ambition and
avarice, so intense in this small-bodied,
middle-aged man as to border on mad-
ness, drove his muscles untiringly on
while blisters formed on his soft hands
under the pull of the oars—blisters
that broke to expose raw flesh beneath.

Two hours short of sundown the
slender, high-gunwaled, white-metal
boat entered a tiny landlocked harbor
on the western coast of Afrota. With
renewed strength Avar-Ak sent the light
craft skimming across the harbor’s
smooth waters; and soon he was draw-
ing the boat high up on the white sands
beyond the reach of the tide.

Beyond the beach rose a dense jungle
and impenetrable forest, dim and shad-
owy beneath the slanting rays of the
sun. Monkeys raced and scolded
among the branches and brilliantly
plumed birds rivaled the gorgeous
blooms spilling in riotous color every-
where.

Once, long ages ago, Atland had been
just such a wilderness of jungle-choked
forest over much of its surface. But
inland were mountain ranges support-
ing vast plateaus high above the sea’s
level where temperatures were much
cooler and far less humid than their
surkmnding terrain. Except for a few
seaports Atland’s'cities were builded on
the table land, and only the most ad-
venturous of their inhabitants ever ven-
tured into the animal-infested lowlands.

As a result Avar-Ak knew little or
nothing of the jungle or its denizens.
His hastily formed plans called for a
landing on Afrota, the erection of some
sort of shelter where he could spend

a moon or two, hunting his food with
the powerful weapons he had filched
from Clat-Ron’s own private arsenal.

But at sight of the grimly beautiful
land before him now, Avar-Ak felt a
sudden foreboding. There was beauty
here— but behind that beauty was the
primitive law of survival of the fittest,
the rule of Kill or be killed, and a choice
of but two roles: hunter or hunted.
Avar-Ak ran an wuncertain hand
through his straggling locks of gray
hair and looked thoughtfully down at
his boat.

The sight of a large, cloth-wrapped
bundle lying between the thwarts dis-
pelled his doubts, however. Dragging
it out he managed to hoist it to one
narrow shoulder; then he set out with
resolute steps toward the forest’s edge.

There was no break in the wall of
foliage at the point he reached, and so
he turned at right angles to it and
trudged ahead, searching for a pathway
to lead him toward the distant hills
dimly visible like great purple clouds
to the east.

Once, his sandaled feet and bare legs
passed within inches of a small snake
hidden among the tall grasses— a snake
whose fangs held poison enough to take
the lives of fifty men. But the snake
did not strike as, completely oblivious
to his peril, Avar-Ak plodded by.

Darkness found the priest still skirt-
ing the jungle's edge. By means of
vines he hoisted his closely guarded
burden high into a tree, and close be-
side it through the long, chill night
Avar-Ak waited impatiently for the sun
to come again.

Morning found him on the move
again, and it was not long afterward
when he came upon a break in the wall
of underbrush marking the entrance to
an elephant path. After resting for
a few minutes, Avar-Ak reshouldered
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his pack and disappeared from view.

¢"pHE hot rays of an early morning

sun pouring through an open
space in the ceiling of foliage awakened
Lieutenant Reed McGurn. Stiffly he
lowered himself to the ground, caution
forgotten under a gnawing thirst that
led him directly to the small spring
where he and the strange wild girl had
drank deeply the night before.

When he had taken his fill of the
cool water, Reed McGurn spent the
next quarter hour searching for some
sort of primitive ladder built into the
side of the cliff; for despite the agile
ease with which the girl had scaled
those heights is seemed impossible there
was no easier route to the caves. But
he found nothing beyond various rough-
ened spots and shallow niches which
gave an illusion of possible use, but
certainly were useless to the flyer.

Several times he shouted aloud in
hopes of bringing the golden head of
his former companion into view at one
of the caves. But not once did he
see a sign of life, and so reluctantly he
concluded that the girl had fled into
unknown country beyond the cliff top.

His belly reminded him sharply that
he had not eaten in almost twenty-
four hours and his thoughts turned to
a method of rectifying the matter.
More than anything else, perhaps,
hunger brought home to him the com-
plete change in his life during the past
day. Getting a square meal had passed
the simple method of strolling into
Officers’ Mess and lazily consulting a
menu while an attentive non-com
awaited his order.

How, he wondered, would the cave
girl act in this situation? Probably
she was able to track down a deer or
zebra, or whatever grass eaters in-
habited this tropical world, and stran-

gle it with her bare hands. Of all the
people in the world, why must she have
been the one for him to get mixed up
with?

It was then the sobering thought
struck him that perhaps there were no
other kind in this world!

What kind of damfool thinking is
that, he asked himself impatiently.
This was the year nineteen hundred
and thirty nine and he was Lieutenant
Reed McGurn who had been born in
Winnetka, Illinois, on the fifteenth day
of April, twenty-two years before.
Yesterday he was flying a Spitfire over
Germany; a Heinie had sent him crash-
ing down into some lost valley far
enough below sea level to maintain a
tropical climate and all that went with
it. Civilization had passed it by, leav-
ing the inhabitants where mankind had
been twenty centuries before. Eventu-
ally he would find the valley boundaries
and get back to his job of winning the
war.

Yes sir, it was all so nice and sen-
sible and logical. And he didn’t believe
a word of it!

But he had to believe it! What
other explanation was there? Except
maybe that he had died and this was
Heaven! Still, it hardly seemed likely
that a man could take his plane to
Heaven with him. Too, the scratches
and welts and insect bites were smart-
ing and it seemed out of place to be
plagued by such things in the Here-
after.

Reed McGurn scratched his head
and looked at his fingers which were
shaking a little and felt the sun on his
bare shoulders and was aware of hunger
pains under his belt. Standing here
twisting his brains solved nothing. He
took out the Webley and replaced the
cartridges expended on scaring the lion
from the softly rounded figure of his
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girl friend from the caves. He dug
out one of his remaining seven sticks
of Wrigley’'s Spearmint, stripped away

the wrapping and tucked the gum into .

his cheek. Then he set out on a hunt
for food.

The game trail he found leading into
the jungle was not the same one by
which he and the girl had entered the
clearing the night before. This one was
narrower and wound around more.
He walked slowly along, sweat stand-
ing out in glistening globules on his
chest, back and face from the humid
air.. The Webley he held ready in one
hand, his ears and eyes searched con-
stantly the walls of foliage and the
creepers, vines and leaves hanging in
great loops and whorls from the trees.

Monkeys raced and chattered and
grimaced their wise little faces at him
from the safety of the broad branches.
McGurn weighed the advisability of
shooting one of them but abandoned
the idea promptly. He would have to
be a lot hungrier before dining on
monkey meat.

But the little man-like beasts had
their use. In passing a small, bush-
like tree bordering the path, he saw
several monkeys pluck some of the red,
orange-sized fruit growing there and
devour them rind and all. The lieu-
tenant picked one of them, flicked away
a spider the size of a shilling piece, and
sunk his teeth into the pulp.

The juice, he discovered, tasted a
great deal like an oversweet grapefruit,
but the rest was too tough and stringy
for consumption. He sucked several
of them dry and, greatly refreshed
but still ravenous, went on.

A TURN in the trail brought him

unexpectedly to the edge of a long,
narrow stretch of grassland completely
surrounded by jungle and forest. Even
as he left the path he saw, a hundred

yards in the distance, a herd of small
deer grazing peacefully amid the lush
grasses.

McGurn’s mouth watered. He pic-
tured a hunk of venison held above
open flames, with drippings of fat hiss-
ing as they splattered into the fire.
The distance, while not considerable,
was too far to risk stampeding the
herd by.a bad shot. While he had
never hunted game of any sort, he
called upon whatever knowledge of the
subject reading had given him. The
wind against his face was enough to
tell him there was no danger of his
scent being caught by the herd. The
grass was quite long, certainly enough
to hide him while he wriggled nearer
those venison steaks!

Letting himself carefully down on his

belly, Lieutenant McGurn of His
Majesty’s Air Force, began to drag
the feeding family of deer. Clutched

in one hand was the Webley, and as he
moved he sought to measure the dis-
tance he covered. Fifty yards should
be enough. At that distance he could
hardly fail to place a bullet in a vital
part of his living target.

As he forged steadily ahead the
thought came to him that thus had
some hairy progenitor stalked down his
food—an ancestor who carried only the
rude weapons of the prehistoric past
instead of a mighty engine of destruc-
tion such as a Webley .455. Yet he
had succeeded in wresting food from
his world as was evidenced by the fact
that Reed McGurn was alive today.

On went the lieutenant, while the
hot sun beat down on his back and the
tall grass parted to let him through.
Finally when he was confident that the
distance was narrowed sufficiently for
his purpose, he cautiously raised his
head until his eyes were above the level
of grass tops.
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To his chagrin he learned he was
still a good seventy-five yards from the
herd, having crawled in a rude half
circle instead of the straight line he
intended. The flanks of the animals
were more exposed, however, and at
any moment a shift in the wind might
send his quarry thundering out of
range.

With great care and deliberateness
McGurn brought up the Webley's bar-
rel and trained it at a point behind the
left shoulder of a plump mare feeding
a little apart from the others. Slowing
his finger contracted on the trigger,
there was a loud, ringing report, the
stricken mare bounded high, her muzzle
twisting in an effort to bite where the
bullet had torn into her side.

As the deer collapsed, legs threshing
in agony, the balance of the herd broke
wildly and ran for safety. McGurn
was already on his feet, and shouting
aloud with pure exultation, raced head-
long toward his Kkill.

Suddenly the grass erupted almost
under his feet. As he slid to an in-
voluntary halt, a startled cry on his
lips, the immense bulk of a rhinoceros
lumbered to its short, stocky legs and,
lowering its massive head, charged the
astonished man!

Lieutenant Reed McGurn knew even
less of rhinoceri than he did of lions.
But a single glance at the ugly head
with its long horn aimed squarely at
his middle and bearing down upon
him with express-train speed was
enough to galvanize him into action.

With a single bound he cleared a
full six feet of grassland to one side
of his former position, and as his feet
came to earth, he ran with all the speed
he could muster for the safety of the
forest. Not once did he glance back
over his shoulder to learn whether the
rhino was gaining on him; and the
nearest branch of the first tree became

his haven.

Shivering, his muscles suddenly weak
with the passing of peril, McGurn look-
ed out in the direction from which he
had come. To his complete surprise,
the rhino had completely disappeared,
nor was he able to locate where the
body of the deer lay concealed by the
long grass.

Now what? He thought. The pros-
pect of exploring the small ocean of
grass in search of the dead deer was
made doubly unpleasant by the thought
of the rhinoceros lurking out there
somewhere. Yet it might be a long
time before he could make another
kill and his hunger was growing with
the passing minutes.

“You big coward!” MeGurn said
aloud. “Get down out of this tree and
find that pile of steaks. You're not
going to let a little old rhino scare you
out of a meal, are you?”

HE whine of insects and two mon-

keys quarreling in the next tree
were the only answer he received. Mc-
Gurn lowered himself by the hands and
dropped to the ground. He took a few
minutes to line up the probable loca-
tion of the deer he had shot, and to
give the rhinoceros an opportunity to
show itself. But nothing stirred in all
that expanse of swaying grasses, and
so he set determinedly out.

Within fifteen minutes he found the
limp carcass, its heart blasted apart
by the Webley’'s heavy slug. Here was
his food; all that remained was to hack
off a few steaks, kindle a fire and start
eating.

And then came the realization that
he had nothing with which he could
hack off those steaks! Hastily he
emptied his pockets, finding at last a
small pen knife—a prize won at a ring-
toss game at a village fair the month
before. With this, and by dint of much
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Reed McGurn knew that the gun he held would not stop the charging

hacking and sawing, he was able to
cut away five or six slabs of meat from
the exposed flank, getting himself pretty
well covered with the animal’s blood by
his efforts.

Now came the problem of transport-
ing the raw, dripping flesh to the place
where he could build a fire. There was
nothing in which to wrap the results
of his clumsy butchering; and so he
was forced to place the pieces in the
crook of one arm, his free hand holding
his revolver ready in case of sudden
attack by some jungle dweller drawn by
the scent of blood.

After giving the matter some thought,
McGurn decided to return to the cliff-
side where the wild girl had led him
the night before. There he would build
a fire beside the spring, cook and eat
his meat, then enjoy a cigarette and a
few hours sleep within one of the caves.

By the time he was back to the
spring, the sun stood directly overhead,
its heat like a great soft hand cover-
ing his mouth and nose. The shadow
of the cliff furnished some protection
from the heat, and here he gathered
together a sizable heap of dead branch-
es and twigs. Hordes of huge black
flies covered the meat by the time the
young lieutenant was finished making
the fire ready and some of his appetite
faded at the sight.

But after washing the meat and
placing several of the pieces on pointed
sticks over the flames a savory odor
rose to McGurn’s nostrils and his hun-
ger returned three fold. Because he
had seen enough blood for one day, he
waited until the steaks were thoroughly
grilled before placing them on a leaf-
covered slab of stone.

Never before in his life had McGurn
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Rhinoceros, so he did the only thing possible— ran for safety . . .

sat down to a table with keener antic-
ipation. This time there was no gleam-
ing cutlery other than a cheap pocket
knife, and six broad green leaves on a
rough gray stone replaced snowy
napery over polished wood. In lieu of
a chair he squatted on his haunches and
there were more flies hovering about
than he had found in most restaurants.

As he reached an eager hand for the
first steak, a small stone flew past his
ear, struck full upon his stone plate
and sent his food flying into the still
glowing embers of the fire.

CHAPTER V

The Princess Athora

mP\EEP within the inner gardens of
N the palace of Ashtoth, three men
waited beside an azure pool set amid

a scene of indescribable beauty. Wide,
winding paths of gleaming white crush-
ed stone led between banks of cleverly
blended flowers and fountains where
concealed jets flung shimmering veils
of water in graceful patterns. Care-
fully tended and pruned trees and
bushes dotted the landscaped grounds
in symmetrical designs—combining ri-
otous color with a soft overtone of green
to both please and soothe the eye.

But to the three men standing near
one of the gracefully shaped benches
lining the pool, all this beauty was
wasted. While they differed greatly
in size and general build, all had the
strong hawk noses, piercing black eyes,
lean olive-skinned faces and stern, self-
righteous expressions that marked them
as the aristocrats and leaders of their
kind. This latter designation was made
evident by the harsh red color of their
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knee-length tunics and the gem-en-
crusted belts of solid gold at their
waists.

One of the men, whose dress differed
from the others only in that the design
of gems in his belt was worked into the
form of twelve glistening triangles, was
addressing the others, his tone soft and
conspiratorial.

“We shall be running this very
close,” he said. “It is possible my spy
has not yet been able to get his message
to Clat-Ron, high priest here in Atlan-
tis and the second most powerful man
in all Atland. But we dare wait no
longer, for they may capture Avar-Ak,
the treacherous under priest who stole
the Golden God— capture him at any
moment. Once we have driven our bar-
gain with Ashtoth and we have his
word... then it matters not whether
they catch Avar-Ak, for Atland’'s king
is a man of principle and honor who
would give up his kingdom before
breaking his oath.”

One of the others made an impatient
gesture. “We know all that, Sar-Gath.
But what of this man Clat-Ron? It is
common knowledge that he desires the
hand of the, Princess Athora that he
may someday take over the rule of all
Atland. Will he calmly and meekly
stand aside and permit the betrothal of
Athora and our own King?”

“Think a moment, my good Bali-
mak,” said Sar-Gath, his tone pointing
out that he was humoring a fool. “Don’t
you see that, as high priest, Clat-Ron
will not dare raise an objection? To
the contrary, he will be placed in the
painful role of backing our cause—of
urging the union of the woman he de-
sires with the man he hates! For let
word reach the people of Atland that
their Holy of Holies is in possession of
their neighbors to the south and the
blood of Atland’s ruling class and
priests would run red in the streets of

every city in the land.”

“Would that not suit our purpose as
well?” asked the third of the group.
“With Atland’s ruling class driven from
power and only a leaderless mob in
control, what would prevent our armies
from invading and taking Atland over,
palace and hovel?”

“No, Zondarc,” replied Sar-Gath
promptly. “Even leaderless Atland’s
armies so outnumber our own that it
would be a long, difficult war with the
result very much in doubt. But her
armies would not be lacking a leader;
there would be Mathlane the Mighty,
probably the greatest warrior and lead-
er of fighting men in all the world.
Compared to him the warlords of our
own beloved Clyrus are as infants in
the strategy of waging war.

“My way is best,” he continued.
“Why lay two countries to waste when
both can belong to us intact and free
of hatred? The world is not for the
strong but the wise; brute force is
always helpless in the hands of the
cunning.”

Balimak nodded resignedly. “Very
well, Sar-Gath. We agreed to do this
your way, and your way it shall be. As
High Priest of all Clyrus, you should
know what effect the loss of Atland’s
Golden God will have on her king and
her own high priest. But let this
scheme end in disaster for Clyrus and
not even Ammon-Re, Ruler of the
Twelve Triangles, will be able to spare
your lifel!”

np HE noble Zondarc glanced at the
'e dial of the leton strapped to his
wrist. “We have been waiting over
twenty yads,” he complained. “What
manner is this in which to treat three
noble visitors from Clyrus?”

“It is Ashtoth’'s way of letting us
know our proper place,” Sar-Gath ob-
served. “Why should the king of mighty
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Atland, surrounded by the splendor of
his court, ringed about by the mag-
nificent city of Atlantis, hurry to an
audience with representatives from so
weak and poverty-stricken a country

as Clyrus?”
“Once he hears what we have to
say,” said Balimak, “and I'll wager his

manners will improve!”

Sar-Gath held up a cautioning hand.
“Beware of letting him see so much as
a spark of triumph in our eyes. Any
untoward act or word on the part of
any one of us could undo all our care-
ful planning. Ashtoth is a proud man,
from a long line of proud men; and
should he get the idea we are dictating
what he must and must not do ... well,
Golden God or no Golden God war will
follow!”

“We shall let you do the talking,
Sar-Gath,” said one of the others. “You
may regard that as a tribute to your
penchant for intrigue.”

As a compliment, the remark left
much to be desired and a dull red crept
into the High Priest’'s cheeks. That
the others held him in almost open con-
tempt was no secret to the wily Sar-
Gath; for they were men of noble birth
and great wealth, while his were humble
beginnings and he was tolerated only
because of his hard-won position as
head of Clyrus’ religion. Not that the
ruling classes of either Clyrus or Atland
were at all devout; it was simply that
the worship of Ammon-Re through
elaborate rites was the most power-
ful method of holding in subjugation
the masses in both countries. For that
reason alone high priests were admit-
ted to the inner circle of kings and
nobles.

The measured tread of sandaled feet
on crushed stone reached the ears of
the three men from around a bend of
a garden path.

“They come!” whispered Sar-Gath.

“Weigh every word during this inter-
view, for the future history of both
countries will depend on what is said
during the next few yads!”

First into view came six soldiers of
Atland, members of Ashtoth’s own pri-
vate guard, tall, spear-straight, mus-
cular men clad in tunics of purple and
white— the personal colors of Ashtoth’s
own household. At their belts swung
the pistol-shaped huars, whose needle-
sized muzzles could emit rays that were
able to dissolve whatever they touched
—be it stone or wood or human flesh.
In each brawny right hand was a slen-
der spear, tipped with an alloy of gold
and creonum, the white metal that
served as the basic material for the
civilized world.

Striding behind his guard, majestic
in carriage and bearing, came Ashtoth,
Atland’s king. Fully four inches be-
yond six feet he stood, broad of shoul-
der and narrow of hip, his narrow
unlined face and high forehead topped
with a wealth of reddish-gold hair
clipped short to fight its tendency to
wave. Blue eyes given to mirroring his
every mood surveyed the three visitors
with an imperious dignity and there was
a stiff cast to the set of his smooth-
shaven jaws and unsmiling lips that told
of the masked enmity he held for any
and all citizens of Clyrus.

Yet when he spoke, words and tone
were courteous, albeit reserved, and his
finger traced the outline of a triangle
in the air before him, the standard sign
of peace and friendship when men of
Atland meet.

Each of the visitors made the same
sign and, as host, Ashtoth was the first
to speak.

“Welcome, men of Clyrus, to Atlan-
tis and the gardens of my palace. Sit
you down on yonder bench and slaves
shall bring you food and drink.”

He gestured and several female
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slaves, young and very beautiful, came
forward bearing large platters of gold
containing dishes of rare delicacies and
goblets of gem-studded gold filled with
heady ato, the fermented grape drink
common in both Clyrus and Atland.
Kneeling before the visitors the slaves
presented their platters and the men
of Clyrus tasted of the food and drank
of the wine, for to refuse would have
'been a studied insult to Ashtoth himself.

Like any perfect host, Atland’s king
waited until his visitors were served
before partaking of the refreshments.
He barely nibbled at the contents of the
dishes and only moistened his lips with
ato, for he was a man who prided him-
self on his physical condition and prac-
ticed moderation in all things.

With the social amenities out of the
way, Ashtoth got matters down to the
business at hand. Waving away all
slaves except one, a lovely, dark-haired
girl in a diaphanous purple and white
tunic which revealed much of her slen-
der form, whose duty it was to keep

=the visitors’ goblets filled with ato, At-
land’s king seated himself across from
the others and said:

“What urgent matter has brought
you from Clyrus to seek this audience?”

rpHE words, while courteous in tone,
were more abrupt and to the point
than was usual when heads of state
came together in peace. More than
that, however, Atland’s ruler had not
inquired after the health and well being
of Clyrus’'s king—an omission which
did not pass unnoticed by the others.
As spokesman for the visitors, Sar-
Gath made answer. “Mighty Ashtoth,”
he said humbly, “noble king of Atland,
we came on a mission of friendship and
peace, to weld still closer the traditional
ties of amity which have always existed
between our countries.”
A shade of annoyance crossed Ash-

toth’s aristocratic features. “Then there
is no special reason for your seeking
this audience?” he asked crisply.

“A very special reason, noble Asfi-f
toth,” Sar-Gath said hastily. He was
seeking desperately to probe behind
that smooth expressionless face, to find
some indication that Atland’s king was
aware of the true reason behind this
meeting. It could hardly be other-
wise, of course; for the coincidence of
the Golden God’s theft and a request
for an audience with Ashtoth by three
of Clyrus’s high-ranking officials was
too strong to be a coincidence. The
one factor that could upset everything
was the possibility that Atland’s ruler
was not aware of Avar-Ak’'s earth-
shaking act of thievery. It seemed
hardly credible that Clat-Ron would
keep the information from his king, for
Atland’s high priest could not help but
realize only concentrated action by all
could succeed in regaining possession
of the Holy of Holies before irreparable
harm was done. And Clat-Ron would
keep secret the fact only if he hoped
to regain the Golden God before it fell
into unfriendly hands. It was to end
that hope which had prompted Sar-
Gath to attempt to get word to Atland’s
high priest that the Golden God was
now in the hands of Clyrus’s rulers.

“You have my complete attention,
Sar-Gath,” Ashtoth said shortly.

“In recent years,” the High Priest
or Clyrus began, choosing his words
with extreme care, “the country of
Atland has grown in power and wealth
while Clyrus has slipped deeper into
poverty. Ours is not a land of rich
resources and a large population such
as is yours. Consequently Clyrus must
look to her mighty neighbor to the
north ... or suffer eventual extinction.”

“All this is well known,” observed
Ashtoth quietly.

“Of course. And because it is well
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known many groups in both countries
seek ways to change that picture. Un-
fortunately there are those who See in
Clyrus’s weakness a chance to hasten
her extinction as a sovereign state—-a
situation which we realize you deplore
as deeply as do we of Clyrus.

“Because we understand fully that
your sympathies lie with those less for-
tunate, it is my feeling—and that of
these two noblemen of Clyrus who are
with me here today with the backing
and complete confidence of Mentanek,
our king— that you will welcome a plan
by which Clyrus may be restored to a
position of strength and respect in the
world. For ours is a common heritage,
our language and customs the same, in
our veins flows the same blood.”

Ashtoth’s face was impassive. “You
have such a plan?”

Before replying Avar-Ak drained his
cup of ato and held it out for the hover-
ing slave girl to refill. .. Yes, Lord
of Atland, we have a plan— one which,
if acted favorably upon, will bring to-
gether in lasting peace and friendship
the rulers and peoples of bur two coun-
tries.”

“The details of the plan. Ash-
toth’s voice was bland.
The moment was at hand. Both

Balimak and Zondarc, their lean, hawk-
like faces tense with'strain, bent for-
ward tautly.

“A plan as simple as it is strong,”
cried Sar-Gath, his voice rising slightly
under the excitement within him.
“What could bind our two nations
closer together than a union between
our two ruling houses?”

In an excess of enthusiasm the Cly-
rusian high priest bounded to his feet,
flung aside his goblet of ato, and made
the sign of the triangle with broad
sweeping strokes of one hand. “Let
the union of our two nations be marked
by the.union of two of their noblest

people— Mentanek, king of Clyrus, and
the loveliest daughter of all Atland—
Athora, princess of Atland!”

/' THER than a wave of angry blood

which darkened his face, Ashtoth
showed no reaction to the high priest’s
frenzied words. He was aware of the
burning eyes of (the two Clyrusian
nobles watching him, and it required
almost a physical effort for him to beat
back the hot words that leaped to his
tongue.

Sar-Gath, his wave of enthusiasm
spent, sank back onto the bench and
accepted another goblet of ato from the
slave girl. He drank part of its con-
tents, then said, “What say you, noble
Ashtoth? Does not our plan seem one
to sweep aside the barrier of hatred and
distrust now building between our
nations? May | take back word to my
waiting king that you have given con-
sent to the union we have proposed?”

Ashtoth had not been king of Atland
for thirty years without learning his
job and learning it well. He knew
Mentanek of Clyrus would not have
sanctioned this move unless he held
high cards; for otherwise he would
never have dared to incur the wrath of
his powerful neighbor. At the moment
Ashtoth could think of nothing Men-
tanek might have with which to back
himself up, but that did not mean he
had nothing. Ashtoth’s proper course,
then, was to learn exactly what it was
that gave Clyrus’s king the courage to
make such a proposal.

“This has come to me as a great
surprise, Sar-Gath,” he said slowly.
“There are obstacles in the path of such
a union— not insurmountable, of course,
but there nevertheless. 1| shall need
time to think it over.”

This dear attempt at evasion pleased
neither Sar-Gath nor the two nobles of
Clyrus. Had the Golden God been
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firmly in their hands it would have
been a different story; then Ashtoth
might have taken his time in accepting
the inevitable. But Avar-Ak’s where-
abouts were unknown, and it was en-
tirely possible the thieving under priest
and the holy object he had taken would
be captured by the Atlands before the
Clyrusians could find him.

No, Sar-Gath could not wait. He
must have Ashtoth’s promise that the
union would take place—and he must
have it at once, today.

“Naturally,” the high priest began
smoothly, “the noble Ashtoth is sur-
prised by our proposal. Were it not

that my king is impatiently awaiting
a favorable answer, | should be glad to
return to Clyrus and acquaint him with
your desire for time to think it over.
However, | dislike risking his dis-
pleasure by offering him no more than
that. If the Lord of Atland would in-
form me of the nature of those obstacles
he mentioned, | should be pleased to
explain them to Clyrus’s king.”

Ashtoth bit his lip. His first impulse
was to order the high priest and his
two hawk-nosed companions out of At-
land and back to Clyrus—hastening
them with an ultimatum of death if
they delayed leaving by so much as a
single yad. But first he must know
what new-found strength they were
counting upon to back them up in
their demands.

“The obstacles are these,” he said
harshly. “1 have neither the power nor
the wish to betroth my daughter as
lightly as I would give away a palace
slave. Too, Clat-Ron, high priest to
Ammon-Re, has sued for her hand—an
honor not to be refused should my
daughter express her willingness to
accept him as mate.”

With an effort Sar-Gath managed to
fight back a smile of triumph. “And
were Clat-Ron to agree to withdraw in

favor of Mentanek of Clyrus—would
you be willing to urge the lovely Athora
to we'd him?”

Now indeed was Atland’s king taken
aback. Clat-Ron he knew was com-
pletely smitten by the blonde beauty
of the princess—so smitten that noth-
ing could conceivably force him to
give her up to another. What, then,
lay behind Sar-Gath’s question?

He smiled stiffly. “Let us see what
Clat-Ron has to say about that,” he
said flatly. Beckoning to one of the
members of his personal guard sta-
tioned well out of earshot of the con-
ference, he sent the fellow to ask At-
land’s high priest to join them.

A  FEW minutes later the tall broad-

shouldered figure of Clat-Ron
came toward them across the gardens.
His knee-length tunic, common among
all Atlands, was white and about his
middle was a broad golden belt con-
taining hundreds of gems worked into
a pattern of twelve triangles marking
his high office.

He came up to the group on the
benches, greeting his king and the visi-
tors with the familiar tracing of a tri-
angle in the air with one forefinger.

“You sent for me, my king?” he said
in his deep resonant voice when intro-
ductions were made—introductions he
acknowledged with reserved courtesy,
for, like most of Atland’s ruling class,
he bore little respect and no liking for
any Clyrusian.

“Our noble guests,” Ashtoth said
tonelessly, “have come here at the be-
hest of their king, seeking to repair
relations between their country and
ours. To insure a better relationship
they have suggested the union of Men-
tanek and my daughter, the princess
Athora.”

There— it was out! Ashtoth leaned
back and took a goblet of ato from the
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slave girl. Clat-Ron’s reaction was
certain to be heated—so heated, in fact,
the result might well be war. The
power of AHand's high priests were, by
long established precedent, second only
to its kings—in fact many kings in its
long noble history were former Voices
or Ammon-Re—and Clat-Ron need ask
no permission to so answer Mentanek’s
emissaries that an open break between
the two nations would be inevitable.
Certainly there could be no greater pro-
vocation for such an answer than the
knowledge that the lovely Athora was
desired by Clyrus’s ruler.

Then Clat-Ron spoke—and such was
his reply that Ashtoth jerked erect,
staring at the high priest in open-
mouthed astonishment.

“The suggestion is a worthy one,
noble Sar-Gath,” he said humbly,
“—one that honors us and the people
of Atland.”

“But— but, Clat-Ron,” sputtered his
king. “You yourself have asked—"”

A warning pressure of the fingers
Clat-Ron had dropped absently on his
shoulder cut him off before he could say
more. “You may return to the noble
Mentanek,” the high priest continued
urbanely, “and inform him that our
reply to his gracious offer will reach
him within a few days.”

This openly conciliatory attitude told
Sar-Gath all he wanted to know. Avar-
Ak’s theft of the Golden God was
known to Atland’s high priest, and he
had interpreted this demand for Athora
as unquestioned evidence that the Holy
of Holies was now in Clyrusian hands.

With this knowledge bolstering his
courage Sar-Gath instantly decided to
push his advantage to the utmost.
“Only because my king is understand-
ably anxious for a favorable decision
do | ask for the privilege of placing
before the princess Athora herself his
pledge of undying love and to request

from her an expression that his atten-
tions are not unwelcome.”

Ashtoth was tiring of these flowery
speeches and diplomatic exchanges.
Clat-Ron for some inexplicable reason,
had let him down badly and he wanted
to know why. And so, disregarding the
bite of the high priest's fingers, he
broke in on the conversation.

“Unfortunately,” he said, a steel
edge creeping into his tone, “the prin-
cess is unable to receive-visitors at this
time. Clat-Ron has told you our an-
swer will be given to your Kingvshortly.
That is our last word.”

What Sar-Gath's reply was to have
been was not known, for Clat-Ron
stepped quickly into the breech. “As
my king has pointed out,” he said
smoothly, “the princess Athora is in-
disposed and can see no one just now.
However she may be able to receive
you tomorrow and if you will return to
the palace in the morning..

Sar-Gath was satisfied. More than
satisfied in fact. The spy he had sent
to Atlantis had been able to get word
to Clat-Ron that the Golden God was
in Clyrus—thus explaining the high
priest's anxiety to keep the peace.
Clearly Ashtoth was not yet aware of
the true state of affairs—a matter
which would be attended to just as soon
as the visitors were gone.

TTE rose to his feet, now, followed
“ by Balimak and Zondrac, to signi-
fy he was accepting the dismissal in
Clat-Ron’s final sentence. “Until to-
morrow,” he said, and if there was an
undercurrent of threat to his words it
appeared to pass unnoticed by the At-
lands.

As an act of royal courtesy Ashtoth
sent several members of his own guard
to escort the Clyrusians from the palace
grounds. When they were gone, the
tall stern-faced king dismissed the slave
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girl and the others of his hovering
retinue and turned to the high priest.

“1 am waiting,” he said coldly, “for
an explanation for the sandal-licking
treatment you afforded those men. Has
your blood turned to water, your bones
to dust that you bow humbly before
Clyrusians?”

Troubled was the noble countenance
of Clat-Ron, but nothing of cowering
in his attitude. He was at least fifteen
years Ashtoth’s junior, being no more
than forty— handsome and intelligent
and a noble in his own right. His fine
gray eyes were clouded with pain as he
lifted his gaze to meet the king’s half-
puzzled and completely angry stare.

“1 have not told you this, my lord,”
he said, “for | hoped to undo the evil
that has fallen upon us— undo it before
it was necessary to inform you of what
has happened.”

Ashtoth, appalled by the lifeless
timbre in the voice of a man he could
have sworn nothing could ever unnerve,
grasped the high priest roughly by an
arm. “What are you trying to say?
What has happened to make you this
way?”

“The golden god,” said the other
tonelessly. “It is gone.”

“Gone!” cried Ashtoth, his face sud-
denly ashen. “Are you completely
mad! Gone where?”

“ Stolen—stolen by a traitorous under
priest—one Avar-Ak, seventh ritual
priest of the temple. How it happened
no one knows—but two days ago one
of the guards to the inner sanctum
discovered all six of the bars to the
only door were severed. He called me
and | entered, only to learn that the
creonum casket had been forced and
the golden god taken.

“1 allayed the guard’s suspicions by
telling him the holy image had not been
disturbed and ordered the lock re-
stored. When | began questioning the

jdther priests it was learned that Avar-
Ak could not be found. Only then did
| begin to recall certain actions and
attitudes the seventh ritual priest re-
cently displayed. He is an old man
who never managed to rise high in the
ranks of his chosen profession—a con-
dition which must have made him do
this awful thing as an act of revenge
for fancied wrongs.”

Atland’s king seemed to have aged
ten years in as many seconds. For
several yads he sat there, his face
buried in his hands, his broad shoulders
bowed in mute suffering. Finally he
raised his head to meet the agony re-
flected in Clat-Ron’s eyes.

“Mentanek of Gyrus has it now,”
he said brokenly. “There could be no
other answer to the attitude of those
who called here a few yads ago. Why
has he not let the people of Atland know
it is gone from our country, so that they
would turn upon us and kill us all?”

p LAT-RON was silent for a long
A~ moment, thinking. “Only two rea-
sons are possible. Either he does not
want all Atland destroyed by mobs of
its own citizens, thereby lessening its
value to him when finally he ascends
your throne—or the golden god is not
in his hands at all!”

“But that last is impossible!” cried
Ashtoth. “He would not dare send
messengers with such a proposal as was
made to us unless he had complete
power to sustain him.”

“Perhaps not,” agreed Clat-Ron. He
was thinking quickly now, putting his
thoughts into words as they came to
him. “Wily and shrewd is Clyrus’s high
priest—he is the master mind of that
country and its real king—not ease-
loving Mentanek. In your court—even
within the temple of Ammon-Re!— are
hundreds of his spies. One or more of
them may have learned of Avar-AkV
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act and relayed word to Sar-Gath.
Seeking a way to turn the information
to some use, he hit on forcing a prom-
ise from you that the princess Athora
would be given in marriage to his
king. There are no higher stakes!
Why, that alone would be indication
enough, he may have reasoned, to prove
he held the golden god!”

“As well he may!” Ashtoth remarked
bitterly.

“Perhaps not,” Clat-Ron said slowly,
“He made one slip—a minor error— so
minor that it may be no slip at all. Still
it may be strong enough for us to hang
our hopes on.”

“Don’t sit there mumbling to your-
self!” exclaimed the ruler. “What is
this mistake that is no mistake?”

“Why,” said Clat-Ron, gesturing
with one finger for emphasis, “was Sar-
Gath in such a hurry to seal the be-
trothal? With the golden god in his
hands he could afford to wait weeks,
playing with us like a jungle cat with
prey. Instead he practically threw di-
plomacy to the winds in urging a
promise from us that the marriage
would take place. Why?”

“Perhaps he thinks we may succeed
in getting the golden god away from
them the same way it came into their
hands.”

“Hardly likely,” retorted the high
priest. “If they do have it, nothing
could be more carefully guarded. . . .
No, Ashtoth, the golden god is still
somewhere with Avar-Ak! We must
find that worthless priest before he falls
into the wrong hands!”

“But we have no time to hunt for
him,” protested Ashtoth. “Sar-Gath and
those two Clyrusian nobles will be here
tomorrow to see Athora. They mean
to have an answer from us then; how
dare we say no, since the golden god
actually may be in their possession?”

Clat-Ron nodded thoughtfully. “We

must find a way to put them off without
risking an open break. We have until
morning to hit on something. | will
get word to you should some plan occur
to me.”

The two men rose, and with troubled
hearts went their separate ways. Nei-
ther noticed the slave girl as she rose
from where she had been listening be-
hind a rose bush and hurry toward
one of the palace wings.

CHAPTER VI

The Dilemma of Reed McGurn

S THE flying stone struck the
savory deer meat into fire, Reed
McGurn was transformed from a suave
and polished officer into a beast whose
dinner has been snatched from its jaws.
Voicing a muffled curse that was more
nearly a snarl he bounded to his feet
and whirled to fall upon the author of
this new outrage. Even were fifty
heavily armed cave men responsible it
would not have prevented him, prob-
ably, from charging them with the utter
ferocity of a starving lion.

But there were no fifty cave men—
nor one. Instead the lithe, sweetly
rounded figure of Lua, his erstwhile
companion, was slipping lightly down
the cliffside toward him.

Catching up one of the several sticks
on which he had been grilling his din-
ner, McGurn began frantically to rake
the steaks from the fire before they
could be completely ruined. By the
time he managed to rescue them they
were covered with dust and ashes, and
about as appetizing in appearance as
the soles of his boots.

A soft hand touched his elbow and
he wheeled to find the blonde and love-
ly girl of the caves smiling up at hjm,
her warm blue eyes sparkling, the
golden lengths of bare legs and arms
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glowing under the sun’s burning rays.
She was saying something in her out-
landish language, the softly musical
voice adding charm if not lucidity to
the strange words.

With utter cheerfulness Reed Mc-
Gurn could have raised his strong right
hand and dealt her a tooth-shaking
slap. But a heritage of good breeding
and the unquestioning acceptance of
society’s edict that no gentleman strikes
a lady made this impossible.

And so the young American lieu-
tenant gathered, the lovely Lua into his
arms and kissed her again and again—
kissed her full warm red lips with all
the concentrated savagery that he
would have put behind the open-handed
blow she deserved for her act of van-
dalism.

For a brief moment the cave girl
struggled mightily to push those bruis-
ing lips from her own. She was aware
that her heart was pounding wildly—
with fear, she knew— and then sudden-
ly Lua realized there was no fear with-
in her, but another emotion no less
breathtaking. Her struggling ceased
and almost of their own volition her
arms came up and around the neck of
Lieutenant Reed McGurn.

His anger abruptly cooled, the flyer
released his hold and attempted to step
back, only to discover he was firmly
held in a soft embrace and being sound-
ly kissed in a fashion that brought the
hot blood to his cheeks. With clumsy
gentleness he broke the girl’'s hold and
stepped back.

“W-wait a minute!”
“Don’'t get me wrong.

Suddenly Lua turned her back on
the bewildered man and burying her
face in her hands began to cry bitterly.
The face and figure of another had
risen unbidden before her mind’s eye—
those of a young handsome cave youth
whose straining chest was receiving

he stammered.

thrust after thrust of a stone knife from
the hand of Bitog. How could she
welcome the kisses of a strange man
when less than a sun was gone since the
boy she loved had been foully slain?
The memory of his smile and brave
words to her only a brief moment be-
fore he lay dead in that small clearing
tore at her with pain heightened by the
act of disloyalty to him by accepting
the caresses of another.

McGurn scratched his head and
shifted his weight from one foot to
the other. The girl’'s storm of grief was
as unintelligible to him as had been
her Kkisses of a moment earlier— at
least as far as the reasons behind both.

He put out an uncertain hand and
tapped her on the shoulder. *“Listen,”
he said unhappily, “I'm sorry if | up-
set you. | didn’t mean anything by—
by kissing you that way. You made
me mad by ruining that meat, is all.”

The girl ignored both the prodding
finger and the plea in his voice.

“Aw, hell with it!” muttered Mc-
Gurn and went back to his dust-covered
dinner.

By thoroughly washing the strips of
venison in the spring’s cold water and
restoring them to the pointed sticks
above the fire, he managed to bring the
meat back to an edible condition once
more. This done, he placed half his
supply on a thin, leaf-covered rock and
turned to offer it to the cave girl.

CHE was standing a short distance
m away, watching him. As he ap-
proached her holding out the rock and
its savory contents, she turned a fiery
red and lowered her eyes but made no
move to avoid him.

“Let’s start all over,” said McGurn
winningly. “We both made a,mistake
and it won't happen again. Now dig
into this; you must be hungry. God
knows I am!”
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The words meant nothing to Lua but
the gesture and the appetizing odor of
freshly cooked meat meant a great
deal. She smiled breathtakingly at the
young American, accepted the food he
was proffering and followed him back
to the fire.

They sat on rocks facing each other
and ate, confining their attention to the
venison. When the last of it had dis-
appeared, McGurn put out the fire and
went back to join his companion.

The time had come, the American
told himself, either to teach this girl
his language or learn her own. The
latter sounded more reasonable; surely
whatever tongue she spoke would be
simpler than the King’s English.

As he seated himself, the girl looked
up with a smile. McGurn smiled back;

then, pointing to himself, he said,
“Reed McGurn. Reed McGurn. Reed
McGurn.”

A tiny frown marred the smooth,
golden-tanned forehead of the girl and
she stared at him wonderingly. Again
McGurn repeated his full name over
and over, each time tapping himself
vigorously on the chest. Finally reali-
zation dawned in the girl's eyes and
she nodded her head understandingly.

“Reedmcgurn,” she cried, pointing a
slim forefinger at him and laughing
with" excited pleasure. “Edo dn Reed-
mcgurn!”

Even run together that way his name
never had sounded better, McGurn de-
cided. The prefix she placed in front
of it possibly was the cave people's
equivalent of you are. And so he point-
ed his finger at her, this time, lifted his
eyebrows questioningly and said, “Edo
dn—? Edo dn—?”

“Lual!” she said animatedly. “Ke na
Lua!” And then followed a string of
firecracker syllables completely without
meaning to McGurn. He halted the
flow of words with an uplifted hand.
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“Okay, okay!” he said, grinning. “One
thing at a time. I'm Reed McGurn and
you're Lua something or another. Now
let’'s take it from there.”

And so they “took it from there.”
The hofers sped by, the annoyances of
heat, humidity and insects forgotten as
McGurn wrestled with the intricacies
of the first human language in Earth’s
long history. By the time the long
shadows of the neighboring forest fell
across the clearing, he was able to
speak many simple sentences in which
norms and verbs predominated. Final-
ly the lieutenant glanced at the en-
croaching dusk and said: “The sun is
gone. | am hungry. Are you hungry?”

“Yes,” said Lua. “I, too, am hun-
gry,” and the man and the girl laughed
with pleasure that they were able to
talk with one another.

She showed him how to distinguish
edible fruits of the jungle from the
poisonous varieties, where to dig for
succulent tubers and how to set traps
for the smaller animals of the forest.
And when night came down on the
clearing she indicated where the almost
invisible foot ledges were located on the
sheer cliff containing the long aban-
doned caves. He was forced to remove
his heavy soled service shoes to make
use of the primitive staircase, and even
then he cut a woeful figure in com-
parison to the agile ease with which Lua
negotiated the almost vertical wall of
rock.

The barrier of differences in culture
and background between them formed
by twenty two thousand years proved
to be no barrier at all. Neither of
them, in fact, knew such an obstacle
existed; for to Reed McGurn this
jungle-clad and beast-infested territory
was in some forgotten corner of modern
Europe; while Lua regarded this
strange young man as one of those Gods
who dwelt in the sun. Last night she

*
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had run from him because the stories
told of those Gods pictured them as
beings filled with cruelty and masters
of torture. But that had been last
night; and after the hours of loneliness
that followed her running away, she
had determined to rejoin him even if
she must pay for a few hours of com-
panionship by suffering countless in-
dignities at his hands. The afternoon
turned out to be so filled with laughter
over her attempts to teach him her
language that she quite forgot her
earlier fears—all, that is, with the ex-
ception of those during the first few
moments when this God had taken her
roughly in his arms and smothered her
lips with kisses. And as the afternoon
waned she found herself hearkening
back to the incident more and more
often with a kind of mortified pleasure
at the memory. But each time the
handsome face of the dead Azar rose
-to shame her, bringing quick stinging
tears to her eyes.

Q HORTLY before darkness came
N again to the clearing, Lua aided
McGurn in bringing a quantity of fresh
tree limbs to onp of the lower caves—
boughs which he formed into a com-
fortable bed on the stone floor. It was
when McGurn carried his first load of
branches into the cave Lua selected for
him that he received the greatest shock
to his mind and nerves since his bullet-
punctured plane first crashed into this
incredible world some thirty hours be-
fore.

What he saw were vast murals dec-
orating both side walls from floor to
ceiling—murals of epic design and
scope picturing the hunting of deer and
antelope by war-like groups of men
similar to the one who had been pur-
suing Lua at the time he rescued her
from the lion. Other scenes in the
murals showed parties of such men

staging pitched battles, their arms,
spears and knives; while others de-
picted everyday life of cave dwellers.
All figures, while crudely drawn, por-
trayed a sweep and power of execution
that made them seem ready to step
down from the walls themselves. Much
of this lifelike character was due to
the freshness and vivid hues of the
colors used by the artist responsible.
McGurn threw down his burden of
branches and stared long at the draw-
ings, his expression one of mixed as-
tonishment and consternation. “Who
did those?” he demanded of the girl.

Lua shrugged, surprised at the ques-
tion. “The Leza of the tribe who once
lived here, | guess. Why?”

Leza was a new word to McGurn,
who decided it meant “artist.” He said,
“How long ago was it”— he sought for
a word that meant “painted” in his
meager vocabulary of foreign words
and could find none—“made?” he con-
cluded.

“1 do not know,” Lua said. She went
close to the nearest wall and examined
the brilliant colors. “Five summers ago,
maybe.”

“Five years!” said McGurn in Eng-
lish. His memory was digging back
into the days when he had been pour-
ing over school books at Winnetka
High. There had been several blurred
halftone cuts in one of those books—
pictures reproducing in dull black and
white scenes almost identical with those
before him now. It was the recollec-
tion of the text accompanying those
cuts which set his heart pounding with
dull horror. The text had appeared in
the first section of a book entitled,
Ancient History, and explained that
such paintings decorated the caves of
the first race of Homo Sapiens— Cro-
Magnon Man, who, the text had gone
on to say, disappeared from Earth some
twenty thousand years before!
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“There’s no sense to this!” cried the
young American in his native tongue.
“Are you trying to tell me this part of
the world is where the Cro-Magnons

ended up at? That they haven't
changed any in twenty thousand
years?”

Lua stood silent, aghast at the flow
of angry and, to her, completely un-
intelligible words. It was her stricken,
lovely face that brought Reed McGurn
abruptly back to an even keel.

“Sorry,” he said ruefully; then, in
the girl’s language “I1 will bring more
branches.”

He turned and fled back to the dusk-
filled glade. As he crossed the open
ground he looked up into the sky,
noting the first stars of early evening. It
was then he first observed the stars
themselves were not where his courses
in aerial navigation had said they were.
Wildly he closed his eyes to shut out
the heavens themselves, bowed his head
and plunged into the forest to gather an-
other armload of leaf-covered boughs.

Later that evening Reed McGurn
and Lua, daughter of Yortak, sat side
by side on the tiny ledge outside the
cave and looked out over the dark ex-
panse of primeval forest and jungle.
The awesome challenge of a hunting
lion came faintly to their ears, an-
swered by the shrill scream of Shanda,
the leopard.

“What is there, Lua,” asked the flier
soberly, “beyond this land of trees and
grass and hills?”

Lua, whose thoughts were a jumble
of misery and cententment—misery at
the separation from her people and her
father, as well as the nagging worry
that Bitog might eventually succeed in
tracking her down"—and a contentment
she was unable to analyze dearly ex-
cept that the frail figure of this god
beside her figured in it in some manner
r—looked up from her reverie as the

guestion fell on her ears.

“Beyond this?” she asked, waving a
softly rounded arm at the nocturnal
scene. “Nothing that is different. Ex-
cept,” she added after a moment's
pause, “1 have heard there is a place
of water so big no man knows what is
beyond it. At times the water becomes
angry and runs far up on the land as
if to eat it up, making a great roaring
noise as it does so. This | have not
Seen with my own eyes, but men of the
tribe have told us about it.”

A “place of water” that large, re-
flected McGurn, could mean either a
lake or even the ocean itself. This
latter possibility seemed remote, how-
ever, since all territory in the vicinity
of the earth’s oceans was known by the
men of his world. He said, “And are
tribes such as yours the only people
you have ever seen or heard of?”

T UA shifted restlessly on the stone
" ledge. She found the man’s ques-
tions uninteresting to the point of bore-
dom. A tiny voice in the back of her
mind asked why he did not put his arms
around her and talk of other things—
of whispered intimate things every
woman at many times in her life wants
the man beside her to say. But again
the memory of Azar pushed away that
tiny Voice and forced her to listen cool-
ly to the stranger’s words.

“Other people?” she said in reply to

McGurn’s last question. “There are
no others. | have seen none, nor has
anyone else of our tribe. Of course,

there are many stories .

“Yes?” prompted McGurn eagerly.
‘What stories, Lua?”

“Oh, they are doubtless lies. It is
said that once, long beyond the memory
of the oldest man of our tribe, a great
flying bird carrying strange men fell
into the jungles around here. A few
of the men lived after the fall and
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they bore terrible killing sticks which
took the lives of our warriors.”

McGurn felt elation flood through
him. Other men like himself had blun-
dered into this long-forgotten corner of
the world, and where men could enter
he could leave. . . And what hap-
pened to the men from the flying bird?”
he asked.

“The stories do not tell that,” Lua
said impatiently. “lIs not Mua, the
moon, very pretty tonight? 1 do not
remember seeing her look so lovely.”

“Yes, the moon is pretty,” McGurn
said absently. “Tell me more of those
old stories, Lua.”

“1 have forgotten them,” she said
shortly; then seeing his expression of
disappointment, relented. “l have not
heard them since | was a little girl.
But they tell of a strange land far out
on the place of water where people live
in huge caves built with their hands
from stone—people who do not wear
the skins of Shanda and Tarka as we
do, but funny white stuff covers their
bodies from neck to knees. And on
their feet they wear pieces of animal
hide, and they cover themselves with
pretty pieces of shiny rock, and they
move about on the water between their
land and ours on strange trees that go
very fast.”

As a description it left much, to be
desired, for the girl used only the words
McGurn understood in her language.
The business of covering themselves
with pieces of rock and moving on the
water on strange trees made little sense
to him. But it was something, no matter
how nebulous, to base his hopes on and
his spirit soared. Some day, when he
was more acclimated to this new life,
he would build himself a boat and cross
the waters to this legendary land.

Now that he had arrived at a decision
McGurn was suddenly aware that he
was very tired. The upper half of his
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body, naked since abandoning his uni-
form blouse the day before, was smart-
ing with a case of sunburn. Also, his
feet were sore and bruised from climb-
ing about the cliffside and crossing the
clearing without shoes. His face could
use a razor and his teeth a good brush-
ing— matters he would make an effort
to care for on the following morning.

He glanced at the girl beside him.
How beautiful she was! The wealth of
untamed blonde hair framing the soft
oval of her tanned face brought back
memories of that blonde in New York
—the one he had been within a few
hours of marrying. And then he
<thought of how he had seized in anger
this girl beside him when the stone she
had thrown playfully at him upset his
dinner into the fire—seized her and
covered her face with kisses, only to
draw away when he discovered his
caresses were being returned with an
ardor that matched his own.

Why not take this wild girl into the
cave with him? She probably knew
nothing of such civilized refinements as
a code of morals and the marriage cere-
mony— although, he was quick to admit
in all fairness, neither did a lot of her
civilized sisters!

Reed McGurn was lonely and puz-
zled and more than a little afraid—a
combination of emotions which had
driven men through the ages to seek
forgetfulness in the arms of women.
And so he half turned toward Lua with
the intention of making love to her...
and then abruptly he got to his feet.

“l am tired,” he said stiffly. *“I
shall sleep now. Go to your own cave,
Lua; in the morning we shall talk
again.”

Even as he spoke he realized how
cold and stilted the words sounded.
Much of this lay in the fact that the
language used was not his own. But
more than that was sharp revulsion at
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what he had been on the point of at-
tempting. Reed McGurn was a long
haul from saintliness, but neither was
he an unprincipled rogue.

To Lua, daughter of Yortak, how-
ever, the man'’s chill words were a sharp
rebuff of the friendly attitude she had
adopted toward him ... a sharpness in-
tensified hy the fact that she did not
understand what lay behind it. And
so she rose from her sitting position,
gave him a haughty toss of her head
that would have done credit to an in-
sulted princess and left him standing
there. A moment later she disappeared
into the mouth of a cave above his
own.

McGurn rubbed the back of his neck
with a newly blistered palm and grinned
ruefully. He had been given what he
deserved and he would have liked to
repair the breech. Well, perhaps in the
morning...

He turned and entered the gloomy in-
terior of his cave and removed his shoes
and socks before stretching his weary
frame upon the couch of leafy branches.
For a little while he turned and twisted
on his by no means downy bed, then
weariness pushed aside all sensation of
discomfort and he fell sound asleep.

While less than a half day’s march
to the west, a frail-bodied, middle-aged
man wearing sandals and a travel-
stained tunic, drew himself and his
heavy pack into the branches of a huge
tree for the night.

CHAPTER VII
Flight from Atlantis

T~\EEP within a wing of the palace

of Ashtoth, king of Atland, a slave
girl crossed a luxuriously appointed
room to where a heavy guard stood at
rigid attention before the carved panels
of a heavy door.

As she came up to the guard he
leveled the haft of his spear across his
body, barring the way and bringing the
slave girl to a sudden halt.

“Who are you, slave?” he said stern-
ly, “and what brings you to the rooms
of Athora, princess of Atland?”

The girl cringed under the sharp
words, for she was only a slave, while
this mighty warrior was a free man and
a member of Ashtoth’s own guard. But
her voice was steady and its tone urgent
as she made reply.

“l1 must speak with the princess,”
she said. “Tell her Clomia, the cup
bearer, has urgent news for her ears
alone.”

“The princess has no time for the
gossip of slaves,” said the guard. “Go
away lest you bring her anger against
both of us.”

“1 will not go without seeing her,”
Clomia said firmly. “Always she has
been kind to me and I now have the
opportunity of repaying that kindness.”

There was that in the slave girl's
words and actions which impressed the
guard and he hesitated to order her
again to leave. “What is this news that
is so urgent?” he asked curiously.

“It is not for you to hear,” said
Clomia, sensing his indecision and
quick to follow it up. “Go at once and
tell the princess | am here.”

For a long moment the guard stared
at her, uncertainty evident in his ex-
pression. Finally he said, “Wait here.
I will tell the princess Athora that you
are demanding she see you. How she
acts after that will be on your head.”

He turned, opened the door and
passed within, closing the portal at his
back. Clomia, alone, began to be afraid
of the step she had taken; for the infor-
mation she brought had been gleaned
from eavesdropping upon a conversa-
tion between Atland’'s supreme ruler
and his guests.
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At last the heavy door swuftg silently
open once more, disclosing the guard
and a beautiful woman near middle
age who wore the purple-bordered tunic
of the royal household.

“1 am Rhodia, hand-maiden to Atho-
ra,” she said,.smiling reassuringly at
the trembling slave girl. “Come with
me; the princess will see you.”

‘Nervously, Clomia followed the
woman through several lavishly fur-
nished chambers filled with gracefully
designed furniture covered with richly
colored materials woven by the hands
of slaves. Along tastefully decorated
corridors they moved, their feet sound-
less on thick-piled carpeting, finally en-
tering a daintily appointed boudoir, its
pastel walls lined with drapes of silk
and its narrow windows open to over-
look the gardens below. Vases of flow-
ers were everywhere, filling the room
with their lovely scent.

Seated on the overstuffed surface of
a fragile bench was Athora, rightly re-
garded by every human in Atland, slave
and noble alike, as the World's most
beautiful woman. A soft cloud of hair,
black almost to the point of blheness,
framed a narrow face and its delicately
chiseled features. Her forehead was
broad and smooth, her cheekbones high
with a tiny hollow beneath each, her
nose a trifle small but straight and im-
perious, her lips slightly fuller than the
face deserved, the chin rounded and
more than faintly aggressive. Although
she could have seen no more than nine-
teen or twenty years, here plainly was
a girl who knew her mind and would
speak it without hesitation—a woman
who could be yielding or adamant as
the occasion required—a woman who
could be accompanied or who could
lead, but one who could never be
driven.

Her body, under the contour mould-
ing touch of her tunic’s soft material,

was perfection itself—small, firmly
erect breasts, a narrow, supple waist,
softly rounded hips, and long, beauti-
fully tapered legs ending in small, high-
arched feet covered with white-leather
sandals.

This, then, was Athora, daughter of
a long and honored line of kings— regal,
fully aware of her noble heritage and
place in the scheme of things, gracious
and kindly by nature . . . and yet still a
girl unawakened to love and passion
and still untouched by life.

\ S CLOMIA entered the room ac-

companied by Rhodia, the princess
smiled sweetly to the slave girl and
called her by name. “The guard tells
me you have word for me, Clomia.
Tell me what has sent you to seek me
out.”

The slave wet her lips nervously,
and it was not until the third effort that
she was able to speak. “Perhaps | have
done wrong, O gracious Athora,” she
said haltingly. “But you must believe
that what | did was only because you
have always been kind to me and that
Lwould give my life to serve you.”

“1 shall remember that if what you
have done is wrong,” Athora promised,
smiling. “Now tell me everything.”

“The king, your father, entertained
three guests in the palace gardens less
than two lats ago,” began Clomia. *“It
was my duty to fill their cups with ato
and | could not help overhearing what
they said. It concerned you, O princess
of the dark hair.”

“Concerned me?” Athora repeated,
her gray-green eyes narrowing with sur-
prise. “In what way? Who were these
three guests?”

“One they spoke of as Sar-Gath; the
others were named Balimak and Zon-
darc. All were of Clyrus, O daughter
of the Sun.”

Whereupon Clomia repeated all that
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she had heard, including Clat-Ron’s
seeming support of the plan to marry
Athora to Mentanek, king of Clyrus—
an attitude later explained during the
conversation between Ashtoth and Clat-
Ron after the Clyrusians were gone.

At mention of the theft of the Golden
God the faces of Athora and Rhodia,
her hand-maiden, blanched and the
two women stared at each other with
stricken eyes. “The Golden God!”
whispered the princess. “This is in-
deed an evil day for Attend!”

When Clomia finished repeating the
conversations she had overheard in the
palace gardens, the princess sat lost in
troubled thought for several moments.
Finally she nodded briskly as though
having reached a decision and, turning
to the slave girl, said:

“You have done me a great service,
Clomia, and you shall find that the
princess Athora knows how to express
her gratitude. Before the new moon
comes you shall have your freedom;
you have my word for that.”

Clomia, her comely face alight with
pure joy, dropped to one knee before
the seated princess and pressed her
lips to the hem of her robe. “Kind,
indeed, is the daughter of Ashtoth!” she
said, her voice choked with tears of
happiness. “But my greatest reward
is the knowledge that | have served you
well.”

Athora reached out to help the girl
to her feet and sent her from the room.
When the door was closed behind Clo-
mia, Athora turned to her personal
maid, worry flooding back into her
lovely face.

“What shall | do, mRnodia?” she whis-
pered, anguish plain in her voice. “How
could Clat-Ron so turn against me as
to agree that | should become the wife
of Mentanek of Clyrus? While he has
never said it in so many words, I know
he—he loves me. He has even ap-

proached the king for permission to
make his love known to me.”

“And do you love him, Athora?”
asked Rhodia gently.

The girl's eyes softened. “I do not
know. He is very handsome and he
knows how to make a woman feel she
is the only woman in a room—or the
world, for that matter. He is big and
strong and kind and intelligent— any
woman would be proud to be his mate.
Certainly | know of no man in all At-
tend—or Clyrus—1 would prefer to
him. And yet__ "

“...you do not love him,” finished
Rhodia, smiling a little.

The princess rose to her feet and be-
gan to pace the floor. “All that is no
longer important,” she said. “What is
important is that Clat-Ron is ready to
give me to a man | do not know—-a man
who is neither respected nor loved even
by his own subjects. | know that my
duty calls for me to give myself to him
to restore to its rightful place the
Golden God; for without it my father
no longer could be king of Attend. But
Clat-Ron himself has said Mentanek
may not have the holy symbol of Am-
mon-Re— that the Clyrusians may be
trying to force an agreement from us
before we learn the Golden God is not
in their possession.”

“I—1 do not know what to say—
what to advise you,” Rhodia said in
troubled tones.

Athora continued to pace the floor,
biting her lips in an intensity of con-
centration, while Rhodia watched her
in troubled silence.

A BRUPTLY the princess halted in
mid stride as a plan leapt, full-
born, into her mind. She wheeled on
the startled maid, determination and
satisfaction shining in her gray-green
eyes.
“Rhodia,” she said rapidly, “there is



48 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

but one way out of this thing, | must

have help to do it.”

“You have but to command me, my
princess,” the hand-maiden said quiet-
ly.

“1 know. But | must have another—
a man who can handle a dyark. A man
who would unquestioningly risk the dis-
pleasure of my father and who would
be willing to stake his life on a chance
to help me. Know you of such a man,
my Rhodia?”

“There are doubtless hundreds who
would lay their lives at your feet,
daughter of Ashtoth.”

Athora gestured impatiently. *“But
do you know just one? One | could be
certain would not run to my father with
my plan the moment | gave it to him?”

“There is a flier attached to your
father's Air Fleet,” Rhodia said mus-
ingly. “He has not been in that
branch of the service long, but |
chanced to meet him and he is very
much . . . interested in me. For that
reason—if no other— 1 think he can be
trusted. Too, he has often spoken
admiringly of you—of your graciousness
and charm and of how he would count
himself fortunate to be in your service.”

“Can you find him and bring him
here—now?” asked Athora eagerly.

“1 will try,” said Rhodia, rising. “I
know where he is quartered and he is
not on duty at this hour.”

“Hurry to him, then,” the princess
commanded, “and tell him | await him
here.”

Fargolt, pantar* in the Air Fleet
of Atland’s military machine was gam-
bling with a group of his fellow officers
in one of the barracks on the palace
grounds. He was winning heavily and
his round, rather heavy featured face

*A military rank, equivalent to Lieutenant.— Ed.

was flushed with excitement and satis-
faction. As he reached for the symbol-
covered cubes preparatory to making
another cast, an orderly came up behind
him and tapped his shoulder lightly.

Fargolt, still in a squatting position,
turned his head impatiently. “What
do you want?” he growled.

“A woman is outside, asking for you,
pantar. She would give no name.”

Fargolt hesitated, torn between the
desire to increase the pile of creonum
coins in front of him and curiosity as
to what woman would be seeking him
out. “What does she look like?” he
said.

“Her face is hidden by the folds of
a cloak,” the orderly replied. He
winked heavily. “But her figure is ex-
cellent.”

“Come, Fargolt,” said one of the
other players impatiently. “Either cast
the stones or pass them on and go to
your woman!”

Reluctantly the pantar relinquished
the gambling" t"ubes and scooped up his
winnings. “Show me where the woman
is waiting,” he ordered.

As Fargolt and the orderly came out
of the barracks’ gate, the slender figure
of a woman, her face shadowed by the
folds of a light cloak came into view.

Surprise and a shade of worry crossed
the pantar’'s face as he recognized the
visitor. “Rhodia!” he cried. “Why
are you here? Is something wrong?”

The woman moved her head slightly
towards the staring orderly, and Far-
golt, understanding, said, “1 won’t need
you,” to the man.

When they were alone, the woman
permitted the veiling collar of her cloak
to drop to her shoulders, revealing her
face. Fargolt noticed at once the
strained lines that he had never seen
there before and quick alarm stirred
within him.

“ls something wrong, Rhodia?” he
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asked again.

“Fargolt,” the woman said in a low
voice, coming close to him, “you have
often spoke of your admiration for the
princess Athora and how you would
welcome an opportunity to serve her.
Do you still feel so?”

“To the death!”
promptly.

“Then come with me,” Rhodia said.
“The princess has sent me to bring you
to her, for she has need of your help.
But you must swear to me that, regard-
less of what the outcome of your talk
with her, never will you breathe a word
of the conversation you have with her.”

“l swear it upon the sacred image
of the Golden God,” said Fargolt
solemnly; and a calculating gleam ap-
peared in his suddenly narrowed eyes
as he saw a shadow of fear pass across
the beautiful face of Athora’s hand-
maiden.

replied Fargolt

OIDE by side they crossed the palace
~ grounds, along the flower-bordered
walks and past the gleaming fountains
of white stone, turning at last into a
half-hidden entrance to the palace wing
sheltering the princess’ apartment.
After traversing long corridors and de-
serted rooms, Rhodia ushered the pan-
tar into the boudoir where Athora im-
patiently waited.

As Rhodia presented the man to her
mistress, Athora looked long into the
coarse-featured face of the flier, seeking
to learn what lay beyond the surface.
It was all important that she be able
to trust this man; and while there was
nothing visible to distinguish him from
any of a hundred fighting men in At-
land’s armier, Rhodia's recommenda-
tion tipped the scales in his favor.

“1 need of you, Fargolt,” the prin-
cess said at last, “to help me in reaching
the land of Afrota.”

“Afrota!” cried Fargolt and Rhodia

in unison; and the hand-maiden con-
tinued, “Surely, my princess, you would
not enter so wild and terrible a place!”

“There is no other place for me
while the chance remains of my be-
coming promised to Mentanek of Cly-
rus,” Athora declared. She caught a
glimpse of Fargolt’'s sagging jaw, and
added: “There is much you do not
understand, pantar, nor do | wish to
make a lengthy explanation. If it is
your desire to help me it must be given
without question.”

“You have but to command me, O
glorious Athora,” Fargolt said prompt-
ly.

“Thank you.” She dazzled him with
a smile. *“Should all go well, your re-
ward will not be small.

“Now,” she continued soberly, “can
you arrange to have a dyark waiting
on the roof of my apartment at mid-
night tonight? A dyark large enough
to carry seven, in addition to you and
me, to Afrota?”

“1 can manage to do so, daughter of
Ashtoth.”

“Good. | shall be waiting there for
you, together with the seven warriors
who form my personal guard.”

“1 shall accompany you, Athora,”
said Rhodia firmly. “l cannot allow
you to be without the companionship
of another woman in that terrible land.”

The princess placed an affectionate
hand on the hand-maiden’'s arm. *“I
am glad, Rhodia. | had hoped you
would say that, but | would never
dream of ordering you into so dan-
gerous an exile.”

“Until midnight then, O princess of
the dark hair,” said Fargolt, the pantar.
Tracing the figure of a triangle with
one forefinger, he turned and left the
apartment.

ASHTOTH of Atland slowly paced
the floor of his private apartment,



50 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

his forehead set in troubled lines. At
his order all but one of the. room’s lights
had been extinguished and his personal
slaves withdrawn to permit him un-
interrupted concentration on the prob-
lem he faced.

Through the broad openings in two
walls the city lights were visible, dot-
ting the deserted streets of Atlantis.
From this room, three full floors above
the palace grounds, he could see to the
distant circular wall encompassing the
entire city. Broken clouds filled the
night sky, and through occasional rifts
moonlight brought a ghostly radiance
to the scene below.

For hours Ashtoth had been pacing
thus, worry weighing within him like
a heavy stone. The loss of the Golden
God was in itself a crushing blow—one
which might very well cost him his
throne, but even-more oppressive was
the knowledge that it might be neces-
sary to sacrifice the happiness of his
only child to keep secret word of that
loss. Many times during those hours
he was on the point of going to his
daughter and laying before her the
facts, ready to adopt whatever course
she wished, no matter what the cost.
But the hope that either he or Clat-
Ron would come up with some saving
idea before tomorrow’s conference with
the Clyrusians kept him silent.

A knock at the door and a slave’s
voice saying the noble Clat-Ron was
here to see him brought him across the
room with three swift strides. And
when he flung open the door and de-
tected the exultant expression on the
high priest’s handsome face, Ashtoth’s
spirits soared to heights comparable
only to the depths of his earlier dejec-
tion.

With a hand that trembled slightly
he caught Clat-Ron’s arm and drew
him into the room, closing the door in
the slave’s bewildered face. “You've

found a way out, Clat-Ron!” he de-
clared before the other could speak. “I
can see it in every line of your face!”

“It is possible,” admitted the high
priest, his wide smile belieing the cau-
tion in his voice. “It is a wild, perhaps
a foolish plan; but in its very wildness
is its greatest strength, | think.”

“Tell it!” cried Ashtoth impatiently.

They sat down in chairs drawn in a
facing position. “First,” Clat-Ron said,
“we must go to the princess Athora and
tell her the entire story. We—"

Ashtoth was shaking his head. “I
don’'t want to trouble her, Clat-Ron.
She’s still a child, actually, and these
matters of intrigue are not pleasant.”

“It will be a great deal more un-
pleasant for her,” the high priest point-
ed out, “if she is forced into marriage
with that hulking idiot Mentanek. And
I think your fatherly affection for her
has blinded you to the fact that Athora
is intelligent and mature beyond her
years. | was about to say that we must
have her cooperation if my plan is to be
used.”

Atland’s king sighed resignedly and
leaned back in his chair. “Let’s hear
it, then.”

“We will go to her now,” the priest
said, “and tell her what has happened.
Then we must ask her to disappear— to
run away. Tomorrow, when the Clyru-
sians call to see her, her personal slaves
must say that during the night the prin-
cess and one of her personal guards
took a dyark and left for some un-
known destination, orderifig the slaves
to tell no one she was gone.

“Naturally we shall appear to be
greatly surprised and shocked by the
princess’ flight. Our embarrassment
must be evident but not overplayed.
Instantly you must order a fleet of
dyarks to take off in search of her.

“Of course, Sar-Gath and the nobles
from Clyrus are going to suspect us of
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engineering the whole thing. But sus-
picion is one thing; proof another.
They will not dare break with you, for
the possibility will remain that Athora
acted so without your knowledge.”

“This will only delay the inevitable,”
Ashtoth pointed out, his expression
again troubled. “Sooner or later Athora
must return to Atlantis; then we’ll be
back where we are now.”

“But in the meantime,” Clat-Ron
said, “we shall have gained time— time
in which to hunt down that thieving
Avar-Ak and regain possession of the
Golden God. You may be sure that
Clyrus’s king will be hunting for him
also; if he succeeds in finding Avar-Ak
ahead of us . . . then we shall have no
alternative but to call back the prin-
cess and surrender to Mentanek’s
power.”

“You may be wrong in thinking the
Golden God is not already in his
hands,” Ashtoth said gloomily.

“1'd stake my life it is not,” the high
priest declared. “However five of my
spies in Clyrus are attempting to make
sure of that at this moment. Two of
them have managed to worm their way
into the first ranks of Mentanek’s inner
circle and we should know the truth
within a matter of days.”

Y \ tTTH a gesture of infinite weariness
"' Ashtoth placed a hand across his
eyes. “Where could the princess go,
Clat-Ron. Everywhere in all Atland
are spies in the pay of Mentanek—
always the chance would be that one
of them would locate her hiding place.”
“1 thought of that,” admitted Clat-
Ron, smiling a little. “For that reason
she must go where there are no spies.”
“But where—"
“To Afrota.”
“Afrotal” Ashtoth jerked erect on
his chair, his jaws hanging in complete
astonishment. “Are you mad! Where

in that horrible land of beasts and
snakes and thick jungle, is there a
place for her? Would you have her
sleep among the trees like a bird, Clat-
Ron?”

“There is more to Afrota than the
things you name,” Clat-Ron said equa-
bly. “lI remember hearing from one of
the warriors attached to the temple
guard a story about Afrota. It seems
he spent many days there when a flier*
he was on crashed near its coast. He
told of mountains not far inland, and
among them were deserted caves aban-
doned by a race of naked savages as
they moved further from the ocean and
its fogs. Athora, with a guard of war-
riors and a slave girl or two, can take
over a few of those caves for half a
moon or so and give us a chance to
straighten things out.”

“If you think I'm going to allow my
daughter to live a wild sav—"

“There is no other way,” Clat-Ron
said impatiently. “At least, none |
can think of. And there's no reason
for her to live like a wild beast, as you
put it. The jungle can offer nothing in
the way of danger a huar or two can't
take care of. She’ll have guards to pro-
tect her and the slave girls to keep her
company. Certainly such a life would
be far superior to becoming Mentanek’s
queen!”

Ashtoth said wearily, “Perhaps you
are right. At any rate we’ll put the
plan up to Athora and see what she
has to say about it. She may be sleep-
ing but this is too important to bother
about that. What time is it?”

The high priest glanced at the gold-
and-creonum strapped to his wrist. “ It
lacks but a few yads of midnight.”

The two men rose and, leaving the
king’'s apartment, walked slowly along
the corridors of the palace, their desti-
nation the wing containing the apart-
ment of Athora, princess of Atland.
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'P'ARGOLT, pantar in Atland’s dyark
~  forces, was alone in his quarters at
one end of the large barracks on the
palace grounds. He was loading a good-
sized deerskin bag with his personal
possessions. Finishing, he placed the
bag on the floor, seated himself on a
stool near a table in the room’s center
and unrolled a small strip of papyrus.
A quill from a jungle bird served as a
pen, and a small saucer of black liquid
made from a solution of water and
powdered ochre gave him ink. Writing
rapidly and with complete concentra-
tion, he penned a brief note on the
papyrus, folded it and sealed the edges
with wax from a candle standing near
his elbow. While the wax was still soft,
he dug a small bit of carved stone from
a leather pouch at his belt and pressed
it into the yielding substance, repro-
ducing there its raised design. Rising,
he took the letter to the outer room
and, summoning an orderly lounging
there, instructed that it be delivered
to one Rotath, a pantar attached to the
palace foot troops located in a barracks
elsewhere on the grounds.

Once the orderly had left on his
errand, Fargolt swung the leather bag
to his shoulder, made sure the hand
huar was at his waist, and set out across
the palace gardens, keeping well within
the shadows cast by the great trees.
Twice he avoided patroling guards by
hiding in clumps of bush; and when he
reached the palace itself, he entered by
a secret door leading directly to the
princess Athora’s quarters.

Arriving at the closed door of
Athora’s boudoir, he glanced at the
dial of his leton, noting that midnight
was but a few yads away. A slow,
satisfied smile curved his lips as he
raised on hand and knocked lightly on
the polished wood____

*

* * *

An armed guard dozed lightly on a
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bench behind the locked door of a two
story building a stone’s throw from
Atlantis’s protecting wall of stone. The
other inhabitants of the place were long
since asleep in the quarters located on
the upper floor.

A muted knock at the outer door
awakened the guard with a start. As
the knock was repeated, he drew his
small huar and came lightly to his feet.
Crossing quickly to the door, huar held
ready, the guard pulled back its bar
and drew open the heavy portal an inch
or two. The figure of a man, his face
shadowed by the folds of a cloak, was
standing there.

" “Who are you?” the guard demand-
ed, his voice surly, “and what do you
want?”

“There are seven hills,” said the man
outside, his tone without inflection.

“Do the hills have names?”

“The first is called Men.”

“And the second?”

“Tan.”

“The third?”

“It has no name.”

“The fourth?”

“Ek.”

The guard stepped back and drew
the door wide. “You may enter,” he
said.

But the man outside made no move
to cross the threshold,, and for the
space of a full yad neither of the two
moved. Abruptly the stranger said,
“Mentanek,” the guard replaced the
huar in his.belt and the cloaked figure
entered the hall.

In the dim light and with his cloak
lowered and open, the stranger was re-
vealed as a pantar of Atland’'s foot
troops. To the waiting guard he said:

“1 bring a message to Sar-Gath. In-
form him at once that it is of urgent
importance and | alone may hand it to
him.”

“Wait* here,” said the guard stiffly
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and left the room. *

Within moments the guard reentered
the hall, followed closely by Sar-Gath,
his dark, lean-jawed face impassive.
But for all his lack of expression, the
Clyrusian high priest was worried. It
showed in his eyes and in the tightness
of his lips.

“l anrSar-Gath,” he said tonelessly.
“What is your message, pantar?”

The warrior thrust a hand within the
folds of his tunic and brought forth a
bit of folded parchment bearing a
strange design in the white wax sealing
its edges. “l was given this and a
message of instruction to place it in
your hands,” he said.

CAR-GATHS fingers closed tightly
N about the bit of papyrus. “Wait,”
he said; then, ignoring both guard and
pantar, ripped open the folded sheet and
scanned its few lines of oddly shaped
characters. From time to time, he
frowned in deep concentration, for the
message was in code and not easy to
read.

Finally he raised his head, and the
impassive expression was gone, replaced
by a curious mixture of exultation and
anger. “Go to the roof,” he instructed
the guard, “and order one of the larger
dyarks made ready for a long flight.
Select three of the guards there to pre-
pare to accompany me. We shall take
off within five yads.”

“At once, Excellency.” The guard
made the sign of the triangle and was
gone.

Sar-Gath pressed a creonum coin in
the messenger’'s hand and dismissed
him, then hurried to an upstairs sleep-
ing room to arouse the two Clyrusian
nobles who had accompanied him to
the palace earier in the day. When
they were awake and listening, he said:

“The princess Athora has been told
Mentanek desires her in marriage and
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is preparing to flee to Afrota. She
leaves from a private landing stage on
the palace roof at midnight.” He
glanced quickly at the leton on his
wrist.  “It is nearly midnight now. |
shall follow her and learn the exact spot
on Afrota she excepts to hand. Then,
when her absence is discovered by Ash-
toth, and a great hubbub is raised, we
shall listen sympathetically to his apol*
ogies, offer our services in finding her

. then manage to ‘locate’ the missing
princess. By the time the Atland king
has recovered from the shock, Athora
will be pledged to wed Mentanek.”

“1t may be impossible to follow her
dyark at night,” Zondarc pointed out.
“Should its pilot cruise without lights
there would be no way to trail him
without letting him learn of our pres-
ence.”

“We need not concern ourselves
about that,” Sar-Gath replied, smiling.
“The man at the controls of Athora’s
dyark is one of my spies. Over a moon
ago | hired, him to win the trust of
someone close to the princess. He did
well, too— Athora’s own hand-maiden
has fallen in love with him!”

“Your success, Sar-Gath,” Balimak
said, “is largely due to your ability to
hire rascals as cunning as their
master!”

The high priest’'s bow in acknowl-
edgement of the dubious tribute hid
the anger in his eyes. Straightening,
he strapped a ray gun to his wrist,
made the sign of the triangle in fare-
well, and left the room, his destination
the roof landing stage.

A SLAVE girl opened the door in
response to Ashtoth’s knock. At
sight of the king and the high priest,
she fell back a step in alarm, her face
turning suddenly pale. ;
“Inform the princess,” Ashtoth com-
manded, “that her father wishes to
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speak with her at once.”

The girl's efforts to speak resulted
only in an unintelligible mumble and
her feet seemed rooted to the carpeted
floor.

“Well?” said Ashtoth sharply. “Why
are you standing there?”

The words seemed to snap what little
control the slave had left. She began
to tremble violently and tears spilled
from her wide, frightened eyes.

The king, astonished by this inex-
plicable behavior, reached out to take
her by the arm; but Clat-Ron, his ex-
pression suddenly stern, was there be-
fore him. Roughly he shook the girl.
“Speak!” he shouted in a terrible voice.
“Where is Athora?”

“0-0-on t-t-the roof,” the slave girl
stammered.

“The roof?” Clat-Ron released her,
his expression puzzled. “Why is she
there. Answer me!” he thundered when
the girl hesitated to reply.

“The princess did not tell me,” she
said tearfully. “All | know is that she
and Rhodia went there with Fargolt.
He is a pantar in the Air Fleet.”

“Air Fleet?” repeated Clat-Ron.
“What in the name of Ammon-Re
would she be—"

And then understanding dawned on
his face. Sweeping the slave aside with
a thrust of his arm, die bounded across
the room, shouting for Ashtoth to fol-
low. Together they raced through the
apartment, along a corridor and up
three flights of winding stairs to the flat
roof of the palace wing.

As the two men burst through the
final doorway they saw in the cloud-
diffused moonlight the bulk of a large
dyark resting on the crushed rock sur-
face of the roof. Already the pilot was
at his controls at the stern of the
bullet-shaped craft, while Athora and
her hand-maiden were strapped in their
seats awaiting the take-off. Forward,

near the bow, several members of the
princess’ guard were nearly finished
with their task of loading a mound of
supplies through the open hatch of a
storage bin in the dyark’s side.

“Stay where you are! ” bellowed Ash-
toth from the doorway. He drew his
death-dealing huar from its place at
his belt. “The first man to move dies!”

Athora’s heart sank. She saw the
warriors of her guard standing as
though turned to stone. Her plan had
failed; there was nothing left but to
bow to the inevitable. Already her
father and Clat-Ron were crossing the
roof toward her, the stones crunching
under their sandals____

“Shall I make a try for it, princess?”

The quiet whisper from behind her
barely reached Athora's ears. It set
her heart pounding as she warmed at
this indication of the pantar’s unswerv-
ing loyalty. Did she dare order him to
risk a take-off? And then a vision of
Mentanek’s gross body and idiot’s face
gave her the answer.

“Yes,” she whispered, not turning
her head.

Ashtoth, now but a few feet from the
dyark’s smooth metal side, called out
to his daughter. “What madness is
this, Athora? Why are you—"

Suddenly the sleek-lined airship shot
soundlessly into the night, rising verti-
cally from the roof as though plucked
into space by an invisible hand. So
rapid was the rise that Athora’s senses
reeled momentarily; and by the time
she was able to look down, the dyark
was fully a hundred feet above the
palace and rising swiftly.

In the moonlight she was able to
make out the actions of those on the
roof below. She saw two tiny figures
that were her father and the high priest
waving frantically at the dyark, prob-
ably shouting orders to return although
the distance was too great by this time
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for the sound to carry to her. Then
she saw one of the seven warriors move
at a run toward the roof's single exit
and disappear from sight, probably
obeying some order given him by Ash-
toth. Perhaps an order to the com-
mander of Atland’s Air Fleet, instruct-
ing him to take up the chase of her
plane, reasoned Athora gloomily.

She was suddenly despondent at this
stroke of bad luck. Who could have
informed on her? She would have
sworn none knew of her plans other
than Rhodia and Fargolt, the dyark’s
pilot. The fact both were with her now
was evidence neither was the traitor.
Who else could have known? None of
the seven members of her guard had
been told of her plans, all of them
having been with her constantly since
she summoned them a lat before mid-
night.

The dyark ceased to climb and began
to move southward, rushing with great
speed through the night sky. Within
a few yads they were passing Atland’s
coast line and continuing on over the
dark waste of ocean far below. The
dyark’s passage was completely sound-
less due to the complete absence of
moving parts in the simple mechanism
furnishing its motive power. However
the chill air at their present altitude
made the cabin’s interior increasingly
uncomfortable, and Athora pressed the
tiny switch that lowered thin sheets of
metal over the hull's opening. In the
ceiling of the cabin a mesh of fine
wires became incandescent, furnishing
both light and heat to passengers and
pilot.

JM"ARGOLT was an old hand at han-

dling a dyark. Although his position
was at the stern, a crystal screen at his
eye level reproduced perfectly what lay
ahead of the speeding craft. His han-
dling of the controls was more automat-

ic than usual, however, for he was deep
in thought.

What course of action should he
take? The idea of landing himself and
the princess on Afrota’'s jungle-ridden
surface was horrible to contemplate.
He did not know why she wished to go
there in the first place, and his send-
ing the note to Sar-Gath detailing the
princess’ plans was prompted solely by
his belief any extraordinary act by a
member of Atland’s ruling house would
be of interest to the Clyrusian high
priest. He could not risk landing her
at the capitol city of Clyrus; the news
would be back to Ashtoth within a few
lats and war would be bound to follow
—a war Clyrus was ill equipped to
wage.

He started guiltily as the princess,
seated immediately ahead of him,
turned to ask him a question.

“In what direction are we moving,
Fargolt?”

“South, my princess.”

“Afrota is to the east.”

“1 know. | am but attempting to
mislead possible pursuers.”

Athora smiled in relieved tribute to
the man'’s cleverness. *“1 was fortunate
to have found so intelligent a warrior.
I shall not doubt you again.”

“It is a privilege to serve you, O
glorious princess,” said Fargolt non-
commitally.

His course of action was plain, Far-
golt decided. He would land the prin-
cess on Afrota at whatever point she
wished, then slip the dyark away at
night and fly to Clyrus for further
instructions.

Slowly he swung the dyark’s nose
eastward, then stepped up its power
until the streamlined craft had attained
its maximum speed.

A thousand feet higher and fairly
well back, the pilot of a second dyark
watched a pinpoint of light marking the
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princess’ plane on its crystal screen.
As the brilliant dot began to move
faster across its surface, he moved a
switch on the panel in front of him
and his own craft leaped ahead in silent
pursuit.

CHAPTER VIII
The Fate of Avar-Ak

TI/TTEN Reed McGurn awakened,

f the sun was already high and
pouring in at the entrance of his cave.
Yawning mightily, he went to the nar-
row ledge outside and let his eyes run
across the expanse of sheer rock be-
tween his and the cave Lua had entered
the night before. There was no sign
of her at its mouth, nor was she visible
in the clearing below.

Returning to his own hole-in-the-
wall, as he silently called it, he buckled
the Webey about his narrow waist and
picked up his shoes. Returning to the
ledge he let the shoes slip down the
slope to level ground, then very slowly
and cautiously he followed. Squatting
at the base of the cliff, he donned his
shoes, lighted a cigarette, then rose and
walked over to the tiny spring to
quench his thirst.

He rubbed a thoughtful palm across
his cheeks, the action reminding him
that a shave was in order. Common
sense told him a hairless face was prob-
ably the least important thing in this
savage world, but habit was strong
and he felt he could face the perils of
this new life with more confidence after
a clean shave.

He took out the small pocket knife
used the previous day to hack steaks
from the body of the deer and tested
its single blade against the ball of one
thumb. It was fairly sharp but not
nearly keen enough for the purpose in
mind. After a short search he found

a bit of rock near the cliff, and against
this he honed the knife blade to a fine
edge. For a beard softener he used
water from the spring while the pool
itself served as an unsteady mirror.
Fortunately shaving had never been a
problem with him because of the tex-
ture of his skin and whiskers that
usually gave up without a struggle.

It required almost half an hour of
patient and careful whittling to remove
the hairs, however, and two or three
nicks drew blood. The cold spring
water stung his scraped skin but left
him feeling greatly refreshed.

There were several rips in the
material of his service trousers where
jungle thorns had taken their toll.
But his shoes were still in excellent
shape and though he was bare to the
waist his sunburn was darkening to a
deep tan and no longer smarted. In-
sect bites dotted his exposed chest and
back, but they were a minor irritation
and he ignored them.

By this time it was nearly noon, and
still Lua had not put in an appearance.
McGum’s belly was beginning to pro-
test the absence of breakfast, and the
young American decided to wait no
longer before doing something about
that. If the cave girl was still sulking
over last night's incident, he'd be
darned if he would crawl to soothe her
ruffled feelings.

Drawing the Webley and holding it
at his side, ready for instant use, Mc-
Gurn walked slowly across the clearing
toward the game trail entrance in the
wall of jungle and forest. Before plung-
ing into that green labyrinth he meant
to make certain none of the great cats
was lurking behind some bush or foliage
clump. Reed McGurn was learning.

Other than a family of monkeys leap-
ing among the higher branches and
swearing at him amid the dappled light
of the sun filtering through vines and
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leaves, and an enormous bird with very
green plumage and a red bill, he could
detect not a sign of life.

Moving his shoulders in a faint
shrug, like a swimmer about to plunge
into surf he knows is cold, the flyer
vanished among the tangled fastness of
growing things.

While from the entrance of a cave
in the sheer wall of rock behind him,
Lua watched him go and smiled a small,
secretive smile— a smile of understand-
ing and pride at the combination of
ignorance and bravery that permitted
this strange young man to walk thus
calmly into so terrible a world.

p O R nearly an hour Reed McGurn
* moved slowly along the tortuous
twistings of the elephant path. Not
long before he had come to a fork in
the path; and where yesterday he took
the one to the right, today he chose
the other in hopes it would bring him
to a watering place or another section
of prairie, either of which, he reasoned,
would be the stamping grounds of grass
eaters.

He was interested and faintly amazed
to learn that his heart was not pound-
ing as hard as on the day before and
his nerves seemed more relaxed. The
realization gave him a heady sense of
exhilaration and power. He swaggered
along, holstering the Webley carelessly
while tearing the wrappings from a stick
of gum with a flourish; and when, a
short time later, he lighted a cigarette,
it was with the easy insouciance of an
airman home from a bombing raid un-
scathed by enemy fire.

While at the peak of this frame of
mind Reed McGurn rounded a bend
of the trail and came unexpectedly into
a good-sized clearing. One step he took
into open ground, then came to a
sudden and involuntary halt, the popu-
lar air he was humming dying on his

lips as his eyes took in the first stages
of a grisly tableau— grisly but all too
familiar to this savage world.

There was a lion and a man facing
each other across a narrow space a
few feet from the path’s continuation
across the clearing. Evidently Mc-
Gurn had come upon the scene just at
its inception, for the lion—a huge,
tawny-maned beast—was still in the
act of rising from a clump of long
grasses forming a natural ambush, while
the man’s mouth hung open in the first
shocked indication of surprise.

Here was the third human McGurn
had seen since being plunged into this
forgotten world, and one totally unlike
the first two. He was too old and far
too frail to be wandering about alone
in a danger-infested wilderness. He
wore a knee-length tunic of white cloth
and sandals of brown leather. Scrawny
gray hair straggled across his dome-like
skull like seaweed on a beach boulder,
and his skin was that soft dead-white
hue that comes from too few hours
outdoors.

McGurn, spellbound, expected the
old man to scream in terror and run for
the nearest tree. Evidently the lion
was waiting for the same reaction, for
it remained standing amid the grasses,
its tail twitching in jerky undulations,
its round yellow eyes fastened hypnot-
ically on its intended prey.

But the old man neither screamed
nor ran. While McGurn stared in
mingled disbelief apd admiration, he
calmly lowered from his shoulder a
cloth bound bundle which he set on the
ground at his feet. Disregarding the
lion completely he bent and began to
tug open the bundle with calm un-
hurried movements of his thin hands.
It was so exactly like some clerk open-
ing a parcel of shirts for a customer’s
inspection that McGurn, despite the
impending horror he was about to wit-
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ness, caught himself grinning.

The lion, curious as are all animals,
watched with complete interest as the
man rummaged through the bundle.
It was not until he came up with a
strange tube-like affair bent at one end
to form a hand grip and started to level
it that the beast decided his prey in-
tended to defend himself. Its tail shot
suddenly erect and, voicing a hideous
roar, the lion sprang at the figure in
its path.

The American’s hand streaked for
the Webley in what he knew was a
hopeless effort to save the old man’s
life, but he never completed the draw.

The lion was in mid air when the
stranger succeeded in pointing the
tube’s business end at it. There was
no explosion, no streak of fire, no sound.

No lion!

A strangled gasp of utter incredulity
burst from McGurn’'s throat. He
clapped his free hand to his eyes,
rubbed them harshly and looked again.
The old man had bent again and was
returning that deadly length of thin
metal tubing to his bundle, his actions
as unhurried and calm as before.

Had he paused for even a moment’s
reflection, Reed McGurn would never
have gone blundering into the open the
way he did now, shouting a welcome
to that amazing old man who had ob-
literated a five hundred pound hunk of
muscle, teeth and claws as if it were
no more than chalk marks on a slate.

At sound of McGurn’s hail, the
tunicked figure took a single quick
glance at the approaching airman, then
bent to his bundle again and brought
out the narrow tube. He was in the
act of pointing it before the American
realized his intentions. With a startled
cry McGurn threw himself headlong.
He heard the air crackle above him,
the sound being barely more than
audible. While still in a prone position

he saw the old man lower the muzzle of
his strange weapon to cover him. In
another second, McGurn realized with
a kind of blank astonishment, he was
going to be dead— blasted into nothing*
ness like that lion.

FTER Reed McGurn disappeared

from view along the elephant path,
Lua came down from her cliffside aerie
and went to the spring to quench her
thirst. Rising, she let fall the skin of
Tarka, the panther, which formed her
only garment, and bathed, herself in the
clear, cold water. After a few minutes
of this, she slipped the soft folds of pan-
ther hide back into place and went to
the jungle’'s edge in search of fruit to
break her fast.

Last night’s anger at Reed McGurn’s
chill rebuff was mostly gone. She found
herself smiling softly as she thought of
him— of his stumbling attempts to learn
to speak as she spoke, of his broad
shoulders and those blue eyes that could
be laughing and hurt and bewildered
and angry to match his every mood.
They could burn with a wild and heart-
catching fire, too— as they burned when
he caught her roughly in his arms the
afternoon before. She remembered the
crushing impact of his lips on hers and
her cheeks blazed eVen with thinking
of that.

Deliberately she made herself think
of Azar—-calling to mind the love she
had held for him ever since they were
children together. Tears stung her eyes
as she relived the moment of his death

..and even in the moment of her
grief Reed McGurn’s handsome face
and stalwart figure obliterated that of
the boy she had loved.

Shaking her blonde head in mingled
anger and confusion, she entered the
jungle trail and set out to follow her
companion. She knew the forest was
no place for her to be wandering, that
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the intelligent thing for her to do was
to return to her cave and await the
man’s arrival. But an impulse she did
not attempt to analyze drove her on at
a swinging trot, although not once did
she relax her attention to her savage
surroundings.

At the point where the trail forked
she bent low to scan the earth, her
woodcraft, woefully inadequate when
compared to the hunters of her tribe,
sufficiently developed to make out the
marks of Reed McGurn’s shoes. For a
short distance she moved slowly along
the lefthand fork, picking out the marks
to be sure he had not doubled back.
Satisfied at last that he had continued
on, she moved ahead, increasing her
pace as the moment of reunion grew
near.

She came into the clearing just in
time to see Reed McGurn throw himself
heavily to the ground as an old man
wearing a strange white skin pointed
an odd looking branch at him. The
old man’s grim expression was enough
to show her, beyond doubt, that he was
intent on Killing the other.

Nothing she could do would prevent
her companion’s death. Yet even as
the knowledge came to her she was
bounding across the grass toward him,
preferring to die at his side rather than
go on without him.

Avar-Ak half lowered the barrel of
his xorth as the cave girl appeared at
the opposite side of the clearing. Wom-
en such as this he had seen before,
as tribes of cliff-dwellers still lived
among a few of the unexplored moun-
tain heights surrounding Atlantis. It
was the man who had burst from cover
a moment ahead of her that was strange
to him and who he had been on the
point of slaying.

From the corner of one eye he saw
that the man was attempting stealthily
to remove a small metal object from a

bit of harness at his waist. Some sort
of weapon, the priest decided, and once
more he leveled the xorth at the figure
on the ground.

Unknown to Avar-Ak were the ways
of jungle denizens. Thus he did not
know that where hunted Kraga, the
lion, there too hunted Conta, his mate.
And so it was that as his finger tight-
ened on the tiny lever of his weapon,
a tawny length of feline fury flew from
the depths of jungle at his back, its
scream rising high and clear on the
humid air.

Old was Avar-Ak, but wily and
quick-witted, too. Even as the first
notes of Conta’s cry fell on his ears
he was whirling to meet her attack,
xorth leveled to fire. But he had been
completely ambushed. One flailing paw
struck the weapon from his hand and
Conta’s full weight threw him heavily
to his back.

Jaws widespread, saliva drooling
from tongue and fangs, Conta lowered
her head past the futilely striking arms,
there was the awful sound of crunching
bones and Avar-Ak, seventh ritual
priest to Ammon-Re, was gone to his
reward.

T>EED McGURN, still lying where he

had thrown himself a moment be-
fore, threw off the spell of horror in-
duced by the awesome sight of Conta
making her kill. As he drew himself
to his feet a half-naked vision of loveli-
ness threw itself into his arms, blonde
hair fell about his face as warm lips
pressed wildly against his own.

“Reedmcgurn! Reedmcgurn!”
sobbed the armful. “Did he hurt you?
Are you dead?”

With as much gentleness as possible
considering the circumstances, McGurn
pushed the frantic girl away. *“Take
it easy, will you?” he begged. “There's
a lioness over there. Do you want her
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Conta, the lioness, lowered her head over the quavering figure of Avar-Ak,

to start on us next?”

She shrank away then, remembering.
Together, the man and the woman
stood facing Conta, the lioness. The
great cat stood motionless as a statue
above the mangled body of her Kill,
her yellow eyes slitted in appraisal of
the hated humans, low menacing growls
rising from her cavernous chest.

“She is warning us away,” Lua whis-
pered. “Conta has made her Kill; if we
wait longer she may think we wish to
take it from her, and charge us.”

The American gripped the Webley
tighter. “What do we do about it?”

“Back slowly away, watching Conta
carefully. If she takes a single step
toward us, turn and run for the trees.”

“Gotcha.”

The word was unfamiliar to Lua, but
its tone told her he understood. And
so the two of them began a cautious

retreat. Conta watched them with un-
wavering attention until they disap-
peared within the jungle, then lowered
her great weight across the body of her
kill and began to feed.

Around a bend of the elephant path
McGurn halted and mopped his fore-
head with an unsteady forearm .“Wow!
They don’t look that big in zoos!”

Since he spoke in his own tongue
Lua understood he was talking for his
own benefit—a habit peculiar to men.
She said, “Where were you going,
Reedmcgurn?”

He smiled down at her.
for food. Meat.”

“Good. 1 will go with you.”

“What about that—what did you call
it? Kraga?”

“No, this one was Conta. Kraga is
her mate. Kraga always has a thick
mane; Conta none at all. We will hunt

“To hunt
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in another direction.”

Kraga, the lion. Conta, the lioness.
A fine distinction but probably an im-
portant one. McGurn filed the infor-
mation with his growing fund of cave
people’s words.

He said, “1'd still like to know what
happened to Kraga. What kind of
power was there in that tube to dissolve
him completely?”

“What are you talking about?” Lua
asked, bewildered. “Kraga was not
there—only Conta.”

“Don’t tell me that,” McGurn said
flatly. “1 saw it happen.”

Whereupon he recounted the scene
he had witnessed before Lua arrived.
When he finished, she looked at him
intently to learn if he were joking.
“Such a thing is not possible,” she de-
clared with complete finality.

“That’'s what | keep telling myself,”

and the man shrieked in fear as he saw the wide-spread jaws come closer . ..

McGurn said ruefully. He ran a hand
through his hair, his expression thought-
ful. “Tell you what,” he said. “I'm
going back and get that—that weapon
of his. Give England a few hundred
like it and the war would be over in a
week.”

That last sentence meant nothing to
Lua. But the first one did. “Conta
would Kill you! There is none in all
the jungle who disturbs Conta when
she feeds.”

“There is now.” McGurn made cer-
tain the Webley was in working order,
then turned to his companion. “You
stay here. [I'll be back in a few mo-
ments.”

Lua lowered her lashes meekly. *“I
will wait, Reedmcgurn.”

He blinked at her bowed head. One
thing about the cave men: they really
knew how to train their women.
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Taught them to be— ah— submissive.
That was the word. He patted her
lightly on one bare shoulder, then
turned and went toward the clearing.
At the edge of the cleared ground he
paused to watch Conta, a hundred
yards away, bolting pieces of the late
Avar-Ak. The cloth-wrapped bundle
lay where he had put it before blasting
Kraga, the lion, into nothingness. Near-
by, half-hidden among long grasses,
was the section of tubing Reed Mc-
Gurn wanted to get his hands on.

\ FTER a moment's thought he de-

cided to fire a shot or two over
Conta’s head in hopes the loud reports
would scare her away. While he hated
to waste ammunition, he figured acquir-
ing that tube would more than repay its
cost

Aiming carefully at a point a few feet
above the feeding cat, McGurn fired
two rapid shots.

Reason told McGurn Conta's re-
action would be either anger or fear;
if the former, the cat would charge him,
whereupon he would vault into the
branches of a nearby tree; if the latter,
Conta would run away, leaving the
mysterious tube unguarded.

There was nothing wrong with Mc-
Gurn’s logic; but lions are not bound
by the rules laid down by the logicians.
Without rising from Avar-AK’s remains
Conta turned her head, gave the Ameri-
can a long level stare... then turned
back and resumed feeding.

McGurn muttered a word that had to
do with Conta’s parentage and replaced
the two used cartridges from his dwin-
dling supply. Since frightening the
lioness away seemed impractical, he
was left with the alternative of driving
her from the vicinity by force. With
great care he leveled the Webley, aim-
ing at the juncture of shoulder and
side. With infinite care he began to

apply pressure to the trigger.

At that moment Conta rose to her
feet and without a backward glance
melted into the overhanging foliage.

Slowly McGurn let the unfired gun
drop to his side and pent-up breath
escaped his lips in a long sigh. Go
figure out a lion! Evidently Conta had
filled her belly, thus ending her in-
terest in the corpse and McGurn and
everything else in the neighborhood.

His lips curling in a wry grin, Mc-
Gurn hurried across the clearing.
Averting his eyes from Avar-AK's gris-
ly remains, he stooped and caught up
the length of tubing, handling it with
extreme care.

It was then that Conta, uttering a
horrible scream, tore from the conceal-
ing undergrowth and charged upon the
man in her path!

McGurn was completely trapped.
No time to draw his gun and get home
an effective shot. Blindly he swung up
the length of tubing, his forefinger
pressed frantically against a tiny knob
set in one side... and Conta, the
lioness, already at the peak of her final
leap, vanished from sight.

The incredible weapon dropped from
nerveless fingers as McGurn’s knees
gave beneath him, and the young flier
crumpled to earth in a shaking heap of
overwrought nerves. Dry sobs shook
his broad shoulders and his nails bit
deep in his palms as he sought to gain
control of his twitching body.

A faint sound behind him brought
him to his feet and around in a single
rapid movement ... to stare into the
awed eyes of Lua, daughter of Yortak.
At sight of her blonde beauty McGurn
began to laugh uncontrollably.

She continued to watch him soberly
until he was himself again. “1 saw it,”
she said falteringly. “1 saw Conta go
into nothing at the moment she was
about to tear you into little pieces.



FORGOTTEN WORLDS 63

You are a powerful god from Oru, the
sun, come down to find a mate, just as
Old Mentak said. What will it be like
to be the mate of a god? | am afraid.”

“I1f you are afraid,” McGurn said,
straight-faced, “why did you not run
away when you saw Conta vanish, thus
proving me a god?”

A wave of red stained Lua’s cheeks
but her eyes never wavered from his.
“1 do not know,” she whispered. “Un-
less it is because one can not run away
from a god.”

But Reed McGurn knew the real
reason and it set up a strange conflict
within him. She was very beautiful
and even more desirable, but she was
also a savage—a cave-dwelling dame
who probably would be fat and flabby
in another few years, who probably had
belonged to half a dozen wild men
already. He had a brief, vivid picture
of himself leading this untamed girl
into Base and explaining to the Cap-
tain that this was the future Mrs. Reed
McGurn____ His shoulders rose slight-
ly in an involuntary gesture of cringing.

“Forget it,” he said, his voice almost
harsh. Stooping, he caught up the
length of metal tubing and held it out
for the girl to see. “I'm no god, Lua.
If anything is it’s this thing. The poor
old guy Conta Kkilled had it first.
Maybe he was a god.”

“Conta could not kill a god,” Lua
said stiffly.

“Yeah. Yeah, | guess you're right,”
McGurn lowered his gaze to the strange
object and he fell to examining it. It
was fashioned of some unfamiliar gray-
ish white metal, resembling somewhat
an eighteenth-century pistol stripped
of trigger, hammer and all other moving
parts. A panel set in the slightly
curved grip caught McGurn’s eye and
he discovered it would slide back on
tiny grooves. With the aid of his
pocket flashlight he peered into the

grip’s interior, finding there a simple
mechanism consisting of two marble-
sized bits of golden-Tiued rock suspend-
ed on rods with a shielding slab of what
appeared to be lead between them. A
moment’s experimentation showed Mc-
Gurn that pressing the exterior knob
raised the lead screen. Evidently ex-
posing the two bits of rock set up some
sort of reaction resulting in a release
of disintegrating rays. McGurn, who
was no scientist, gave up at this point.
He did notice that the weapon was lined
with a lead-like substance identical
with that of the screen between the
bits of stone. Another feature was the
bell-shaped muzzle—so shaped prob-
ably to permit the rays a wider field
of destruction. t

TT WOULD have taken an unusual

person to resist trying out this
unique engine of destruction, and Reed
McGurn laid no claim to such distinc-
tion. Leveling the flaring muzzle at a
section of nearby jungle, he touched
the release button. Instantly a circular
section of bushes, vines, creepers and
tree boles melted into thin air, leaving
a smooth-lined tunnel six or eight feet
in circumference and possibly one hun-
dred and fifty feet in depth in the
forest wall. This space endured for
only a moment; then a rain of loosened
foliage from above began to close the
break....

“Run!” shouted McGurn, pointing
wildly at the overhanging forest top.

Together, the American and his cave
girl companion fled across the clearing
while a great jungle patriarch, its base
gone under the impact of those rays,
toppled in slow majesty toward the
open ground.

There was an awe-inspiring crash as
it struck, its top branches missing by
scarce a dozen feet the fleeing couple.

When it was evident no more trees
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were going to fall, McGum and the girl
retraced their .steps. What was left of
Avar-Ak was mercifully covered by a
mound of broken branches and crushed
greenery; and it required several
minutes of squeamish prodding among
the foliage before the young flier located
the cloth-wrapped bundle he sought.
Dragging it into the open, McGurn
squatted down and plunged his hands
'into its interior.

He came up with three fresh tunics
dyed a blue so light that at a distance
it would appear white. “Too small for
me,” he said, grinning, “but I'll bet
you'd be a knockout in one of 'em!”

Lua shook her blonde head with
puzzled exasperation as she usually did
when he spoke to her in his strange
sounding language, and reached past
him to take a queerly shaped metal ob-
ject from inside the bundle. Frowning,
McGurn took it from her hand and fell
to examining it.

Another weapon, he decided. It was
shaped very much like his Webley
Service revolver, with a round ball in
place of a cylinder for bullets and a
small button set on the inner curve of
the butt. Evidently in grasping the
weapon for use the fingers were spread
to permit the button to emerge be-
tween two of them. Should the user
wish to discharge it, he had only to
shift one finger slightly to press that
button. The whole works was of the
same gray-white metal used in the ray
gun, and, like the former, appeared to
be much lighter in weight than its bulk
indicated. Unlike the ray gun, how-
ever, there was no panel to permit
entry to its interior. Either it was
reloaded through its pinhole muzzle or
did not require reloading at all.

McGurn drew a careful bead on a
nearby sapling and pressed down on
the button. As with the ray gun there
was no sound, no streak of fire or

gaseous discharge from igniting pow-
der. But in the sapling’s thin trunk
appeared a tiny hole as clean and
straight as though a hat pin had been
thrust into it. The hole, McGurn
found, went completely through the
sapling, as well as through a six-foot
tree trunk twenty feet behind it.

A smile twisting one corner of his
lips McGurn thrust the weapon into
the waistband of his trousers and re-
turned to Avar-Ak’s cloth-wrapped
pack. From it he brought out a six-inch
length of that same metal in the shape
of a square tipped knife with a handle
almost a foot long. The knife’s cutting
edge was remarkably sharp and almost
at once McGurn recognized its function.

“A razor, by God! 1'd rather have
this than that ray gun!”

“What are you saying Reedmcgurn?”
asked Lua, wonderingly. “Does the
little knife please you so much?”

“You'll see,” he said evasively.
“What else is in there?”

“Some kind of bag,” she said.
heavy | cannot lift it.”

“gg

TIE pushed past her and, with an

% effort, brought to light a fair-sized
cloth bag, its mouth drawn tight by a
cord laced through the material, and
from which issued a clanking sound as
he let it drop to the ground.

“Sounds like a sack of washers,” he
observed. Releasing the cord, he
reached in and brought out a handful
of gilt pieces, each about the size of an
American twenty-five-cent coin. Both
sides of each bore raised figures: one
that of a nude, beautifully formed man;
the other an intricate symbol unfamiliar
to McGurn.

“Looks like some kind of money,”
muttered McGurn. “Wonder what he
expected to spend it on in this God-
forsaken place.”

He tossed the coins back into the
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bag, closed it and reached once more
into the bundle, "All that was left was
something very heavy, wrapped in
many thicknesses of cloth. Removing
them disclosed a statuette perhaps two
feet in length, apparently carved from
solid gold by a craftsman who possessed
an uncanny skill in such work to judge
from this example. It was a man'’s
figure, with a face of extraordinary
handsomeness, slender but muscular,
arms folded across its chest.

But was it made of gold? The hue
was clearly golden, but from the entire
length of the figure emanated a strange

-glowing radiance which seemed to pulse,
to contract and expand at regular inter-
vals. This gave to the figure an eerie
appearance of life—as though the in-
sensate metal were breathing. A strange
prickling sensation flowed through Mc-
Gurn’s fingers as he touched the thing,
causing him to release it hurriedly.

“1've seen this before someplace,”
McGurn told the girl. And then under-
standing dawned in his face. Quickly
he reached into the bag of coins and
brought one out. The man’s figure on
it was an exact replica of that luminous
statuette!

Reed McGurn stared at the image
for a long moment, then shrugged light-
ly, dismissing its importance— at least
to him. “Not a bad haul,” he said in
the language Lua did not understand.
He smiled at her baffled expression.
“Let us take these things to our caves,”
he said in the tongue she had taught
him. “It may be that some day they
will be useful to us.”

Refilling the bag he swung it to his
shoulder and together Reed McGurn
and Lua, daughter of Yortak, retraced

~their steps through the matted jungle.

And from the dark depths of foliage
nearby, smouldering, deep-set eyes
watched them go and a cunning brain
plotted revenge.

65
CHAPTER IX

Treachery

F\ AWN found the white metal dyark
carrying the princess Athora drift-
ing slowly due south along the uneven
coast of Afrota. Here, near the junc-
ture of water and land a high fog
obscured the newly risen sun and en-
abled a second dyark, several thousand
feet above and behind the first, to re-
main hidden from chance observance
by anyone aboard the princess’ craft.

Fargolt, at the controls placed behind
Athora and her hand-maiden, said:

“There appears to be no landing
place this near the water, O princess of
the dark hair. Perhaps | should swing
further inland.”

Athora sighed. There were faint
shadows beneath those lovely gray-
green eyes—shadows left by a sleep-
less night and a wave of homesickness
for the palace and its people, for her
friends and for her father—a father
who was willing to give her to a man
an entire world hated....

“Yes,” she said in answer to the
pilot's question. “Turn into the east,
Fargolt. If nothing else | shall not

be forced to look longer at that hate-
ful water!”

The man’s hands flipped two levers
simultaneously and the long, low, bul-
let-shaped airship swung at a sharp
angle to the left. Below a vast un-
broken land of towering trees and im-
penetrable jungle began to unwind be-
hind them like a limitless tapestry of
many colors. Far to the east were
towering dark masses of cloud-en-
shrouded mountain peaks like silent
and forbidding sentinels.

An hour,drifted by, seeming to move
with the same low deliberation as that
of the dyark, while the eyes of all
within the cabin peered down through
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the unshuttered openings on either side.
It was Rhodia’s sharp eyes which saw
it first.

“Look, my princess1’ she exclaimed,
pointing at something below and to the
right. “A large plain! And There are
animals of some kind that are grazing
there.”

“Tao, the deer, | think,” Athora said,
peering at the tiny dots below. *“Land
there, Fargolt; at least we shall be
able to have our breakfast on solid
ground.”

Like a giant leaf settling to earth on
a still day the dyark slipped gently
downward in an almost vertical line.
So perfectly controlled was the heavy
ship that its keel sank to a stop among
the long grasses without the slightest
jar.

Fargolt hurried forward, swung open
the release hatch and followed the prin-
cess and her maid to the ground. In
the. distance were a score of bobbing
heads that rapidly receded from view
as a family of frightened deer bolted
for safety.

Several hours passed before Athora
signified she was ready to continue the
journey. Once more the great dyark
lifted into the sky—a sky cleared now
of all clouds and morning haze as Oru,
the sun, neared its zenith. The moun-
tains to the east were clearly visible
now, standing out bold and grim to bar
their path.

Not long after they were back in the
air, Athora uttered a low-voiced ex-
clamation and pointed to something
to her left. “A cliff!” she said happily.
“With a cleared section of ground at
its base. Perhaps we can find deserted
caves there.”

Instantly Fargolt changed the course
and the ship raced in its new direction.
This done, he said, “If there should be
caves in that cliff, my princess, it is
more than likely that they are inhabited

by Klysan.* | suggest that, once we
land, you and Rhodia remain in the
cabin until I make sure you will be
safe.”

“A better way, Fargolt,” Athora said,
“would be to hover above the clearing
for a while before landing. If we see
any of the Klysan we can look else-
where for shelter.”

“But that might take days, my prin-
cess,” the pilot protested. “With a
single huar | can wipe out an entire
tribe of them without danger to us.”

The girl shook her head. “I have no
wish to stay in a place surrounded by
heaps of corpses. Please do as | say.”

Fargolt flushed at her tone but offered
no further remonstrance. Gradually
the ship sank lower while its pilot cut
its speed to hardly more than a crawl.
Finally the dyark came to a complete
stop less than fifty feet above the clear-
ing at the base of the cliff, while three
pairs of eyes scanned the open ground
and the face of the almost vertical
scarp.

“No sign of life,” Fargolt announced
at last. “We are in luck, my princess.”

Athora’s expression showed her re-
lief. “You may land, Fargolt.”

'T'HE craft settled lightly to earth

a short distance from the cliff.
At his own suggestion Fargolt explored
several of the caves while the women
remained aboard. Finally he slid to
level ground, slipped his sandals back
on his feet and returned to the dyark.

“They have been empty for a long
time,” he said. “If you like, I can run
a rope ladder to one of the larger caves
and store our supplies in it.”

Athora agreed to the suggestion and
Fargolt fell to work while the two worn-
eft wandered slowly about the stretch
of open ground. Shortly thereafter

«Klysan—literally, “Beast-men.”—Ed.



FORGOTTEN WORLDS 67

they came upon a tiny spring not far
from the cliff itself, and a moment later
Rhodia uttered a sharp exclamation.

“Look, Athora,” she said, pointing
to a spot near the spring. “Ashes from
a recent fire! This place isn’'t deserted
after all.”

Fargolt, attracted by Rhodia’s cry,
came over quickly, his huar drawn and
ready. At sight of the heap of ashes,
he dropped to his knees and went over
the neighboring ground with quick effi-
ciency.

“Two people,” he said. “One a girl;
the marks of her bare feet show her to
be one of the Klysan. The other
marks, judging from their size, are from
the feet of a man who wears some
strange kind of sandal.”

“Have they been here recently?”
Athora asked.

“Within a few lats, | think.” He
rose to his feet. “I think it would be
wise, my princess, for you and Rhodia
to remain within the dyark until | have
finished moving our supplies to your
cave.”

“I'm not going to stay hidden be-
cause of a single man and his woman,”
Athora said sharply. “Let me take one
of your huars, Fargolt, and go on with
your work. | can take care of myself
and Rhodia.”

“As you wish, Q princess of the dark
hair,” Fargolt said, shrugging. He
handed the weapon to her, then turned
and went back to the dyark.

The two girls wandered slowly about
the clearing, their steps leading them
eventually to the mouth of a game trail
which led into the dark forest. Rhodia
shivered a little at sight of the miasmic
place, but Athora’s reaction was differ-
ent.

“How beautiful itis!” she murmured,
her eyes roving about the tangle of
vines and creepers laden with huge
colorful blooms and fragile ferns. “Do

you realize,. Rhodia, that this is the
first time I've been near a jungle even
though most of Atland is nothing more
than that? Whenever I've left Atlantis
it has been by dyark, high abdve the
forest. Let's follow this path for a
little way.”

“You mustn’'t, Athora!” protested
Rhodia, drawing back instinctively. “It
is in such places that the big cats hunt'
their food, and there are great snakes
as long as our dyark that could crush
you in their folds, and the flying things
whose sting means death. No, let us
go back.”

“Nothing’s going to hurt us,” Athora
said impatiently. Her cheeks were
glowing and her gray-green eyes flash-
ing at the heady thought of adventure.
“As long as | have this huar nothing
can harm us. Are you coming with me
or must | do it alone?”

Loyalty proved stronger than fear
and, trembling visibly, Rhodia followed
her mistress into the murky depths of
the Jungle. Above them chattered a
family of long-tailed monkeys, birds
screeched and rustled over their heads,
a cloud of insects buzzed* in their ears,
and a huge scorpion scuttled unseen
from under Athora’s descending foot.

After covering perhaps a hundred
yards and several turns in the winding
trail, Rhodia’s small store of courage
was gone. “Let us turn back, Athora,”
she pleaded. “There is nothing to see
that we have not seen already. Be-
sides, Fargolt will miss us and be wor-
ried.”

The princess, recognizing how much
her companion was disturbed, relented.
“Only as far as the next bend,” she
promised. “Then we’ll go back.”

Since it meant no more than, a dozen
yards, if that, Rhodia agreed, and the
two girls went on.

It was at this point that Reed Mc-
Gum and Lua rounded the bend and
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came face to face with the Atlandian
women.

Shocked surprise froze the four of
them for an instant; then McGurn,
uncontciously prepared for anything
after three days* of constant danger,
regained control of his senses. Noticing
the weapon hanging from a limp hand
of the foremost woman, McGurn jerked
the Webley from its holster and leveled
it at her.

“Stick 'em, sister!” he growled.

The words, spoken in English, meant
nothing to either Athora or her com-
panion. But there was no mistaking
their meaning, and both shrank back
in fear, the huar falling from Athora’s
nerveless fingers.

"fTTITH asingle, lithe movement Mc-

"' Gum stepped forward, scooped
up the weapon and drew back again.
Now that he was master of the situa-
tion he took time to look over his
captives.

Both were very beautiful, but the
dark-haired one with a thin purple
stripe at the border of her tunic-like
dress was absolutely the most ravishing
creature McGurn had met in a life
replete with lovely creatures. Not only
were her features and body beyond
perfection, but the regal set to her slim
shoulders and in the proud tilt of her
head told him he was in the presence
of royalty.

In English, McGurn said. “Who are
you and where are you from?”

Athora, staring fixedly at him, felt
fear flow from her. This square-faced,
curly-haired, handsome young man was
no Klysan, nor was he a native of Cly-
rus, the only two kinds of men she had
reason to fear. The fact, all too evident
in his speech, manner of dress and
general appearance, that he was like
no human she had ever heard of caused
her a measure of uneasiness but nothing

that bordered on panic. While the girl
with him was obviously a Klysan it
meant nothing; probably he had taken
her by force for his own purposes.

The princess smiled breathtakingly.
“l am Athora, daughter of Ashtoth,”
she said. “1 have never seen a man like
you before. Where is your country?”

Enough of her words were intelligible
to the American to enable him to under-
stand what she was saying, for she
spoke in the same language Lua had
taught him. There were minor differ-
ences; tricks of inflection to some of
the words that made them seem strange
to the ear even as they were being
understood, while others were evidently
expanded from root words of the cave-
dweller’s language.

He said, “l have two names. The
first is Reed; the second, McGurn.
My friends call me Reed.”

“1, too, will call you Reed,” Athora
said smiling again. “Where do you
live? Are there others like you? Is
this Klysan your mate? Or do you live
with the Klysans? What is the strange
thing you have in your hand? What
are— ?”

“One at a time!” McGurn protested,
laughing. “I'm from the U. S.— United
States, that is. You know where that
is, don’t you?”

He knew what her answer would be
before she made it. Some time back
— whether an hour or a day before—
Reed McGurn had come to the conclu-
sion that he was in a world within a
world: the first invisible and on a
different plane from the second. As
an explanation it made no sense what-
soever to him, but neither did this land
of jungles and wild men and beautiful
women.

Athora repeated the name of his
native land with an awkwardness that
lent it a peculiar charm. “1 have
never heard of such a country,” she
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said. “There is no such place.”

“1 guess you're right,” McGurn ad-
mitted ruefully. “Although 1'd have
sworn | was born and raised there.
How about England or France or Ger-
many? Europe, Africa, Asia? Those
names mean anything to you?”

The princess was staring at him
strangely. “Most of them do not. But
two... Did you say Af-ri-ca?”

“Africal Sure. What do you know
about Africa?”

“The name is much like that of this
land— Afrota.”

McGurn scratched his head, frown-
ing. “Africa is mostly jungles, too.
Pretty strong coincidence____ Any of
those other names | gave you sound
familiar?”

She nodded slowly. “There is an un-
explored land far to the north of Afrota.
It is called Uropa, although none of my
people knows anything about it, other
than it is very cold there.”

“Uropal” exclaimed McGurn aghast.
“Why, that's the old name for Europe
— a name nobody’s used for thousands
of years. And Europe is north of
Africal!”

Like a blinding light a theory had
popped into his mind—a theory so
utterly fantastic that his brain reeled
under it. Had he, by some strange
freak of fate, been thrown back into
Time—back to the days of Cro-Ma-
gnhon Man, as evidenced by those paint-
ings on the cave walls? Both Lua and
the half-naked man he had saved her
from came close to fitting descriptions
of that long-dead race....

tt E CHANGED the subject abrupt-
* ' ly, as though to escape from the
forgotten world his thoughts were
taking him to.

“Do you live around here, Athora?
I mean, is Africa— Afrota— your coun-
try?”

The princess’ expression became
slightly haughty. “Do | look as though
I were one of the Klysan? | am the
daughter of Ashtoth—king of Atland!”

“ls that good? | mean, where and
what is Atland?”

“Atland,” explained Athora, “is a
land that lies west of Afrota. There is
a great place of water between Afrotai
and Atland. In my land the people no
longer live in caves as do the Klysan.
We live in mighty cities and wear
clothing instead of animal skins. We
have learned how to make many things
— things which place us far above the
cave people. In our dyarks we cover
in yads what the Klysan takes moons
to travel. With our huars and xorths
we can slay thousands of Klysans with-
out being harmed ourselves. We are
the children of Ammon-Re; the Kly-
sans are beasts of the jungle compared
to us.”

It sounded very impressive, and Reed
McGurn understood about half of it.
But Lua, daughter of Yortak, under-
stood it all. From the moment she and
Reed McGurn had come upon these two
strange women her anger had been
growing. The beauty of the princess
was as evident to her as it was to Mc-
Gurn; and when she saw them laughing
and talking together as though they
were old friends, the milk of human
kindness in her began to curdle. While
she did not consciously shape the
thought in her mind she felt that Reed
McGurn was hers; and the sudden wave
of anger that engulfed her at Athora’s
sneering reference to her people as
“Klysan” was largely plain, old-fash-
ioned jealousy.

With a lithe movement she was
standing in front of Reed McGurn, and
before the latter could grasp what was
happening, she turned the full impact
of her anger on the astonished princess.

“Go away!” she cried: “We did not
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ask you to come here. This is my
country and we do not need or want
the things you talk about. Go away
at once or | will call my people and
they will kill you!”

Athora’s reaction to .the outburst
changed from surprise to cold fury.
“Beast-woman!” she snarled. “How

dare you speak so to Ashtoth’s
daughter? Let this teach you your
place!”

With these words she brought up
her hand and lashed a savage slap at
the cave girl's cheek, the blow landing
heavily before McGurn’s instinctive
lunge to stop it could succeed.

It took a couple of minutes and the
cost of some of his own skin to keep
the two girls apart. The tactics of both
would have been in keeping with the
best traditions of any New York night-
club brawl and, like any modern-day
escort, McGurn bore the brunt of it all.
Rhodia sought to help him, but he dis-
covered most of her efforts were aimed
ungently at driving Lua back and so
he was forced to keep her away as well.

At last the melee ended, more from
lack of breath than McGurn’s efforts.
The four of them stood there, silent
and panting, angry and frustrated and,
in McGurn’'s case, half amused. It
was at this moment that Fargolt,
alarmed at the absence of Athora and
Rhodia, rounded the bend of the trail
and came upon them.

At sight of the stranger facing Athora
and her handmaid his huar came up,
and Reed McGurn might have died at
that moment had not the princess,
warned by an expression of fear on
Lua’s face, whirled about and caught
a glimpse of the leveled weapon.

“No, Fargolt!” she cried. “He is a
friend.”

The pantar lowered the huar’'s muzzle
but kept it ready in his hand as he came
toward the group. His chill eyes went

over McGurn, noting his odd dress and
the peculiar weapon at his belt. There
was a huar thrust within the folds of
his strange garment as well, and a
bulging sack resting on the ground at
his feet.

“There are no friends in the jungle,
Athora,” he said stiffly. “Stand aside
that 1 may kill him.”

His assumption the stranger would
not understand his words was based on
the other’'s peculiar clothing and the
obvious fact that he was of another
race. He was completely unprepared,
therefore, when McGurn whipped out
his Webly and pointed it at him.

“1f there’s going to be any Kkilling,”
the American said shortly, “I'll do it.”

'C'ARGOLT dropped the huar as
~  though it were white hot and he fell
back a pace in open fear. Lua darted
forward before anyone realized what
she was up to and caught up the fallen
weapon. Without a second’s hesitation
she wheeled and, aiming squarely at
Athora’s swelling breast, fired!

McGurn’s swinging arm was all that
saved Ashtoth’s daughter from instant
death, flame from the deflected barrel
passing a hand’s breadth from her fear-
stiffened figure. He tore the huar from
Lua’s fingers. “You little cat! Cut it
out before | smack you one!”

Lua did not understand his words
but the tone was enough, and she drew
back, hurt and humiliated. For a mo-
ment a strained silence hung over the
five of them—a silence broken by the
princess.

“1 like you, Reed McGurn,” she said
with disarming frankness. “You shall
come with us to Atlantis and live in my
father’s palace.”

One of those words hit the young
American like a thrown brick. “Atlan-
tis!” he cried. “Atlantis! Are you
from Atlantis?”
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Athora gaped at him. “Of course.
Then you know of my country?”

“Know of it! Listen, one of us is
crazy and I'm beginning to think it's
me. Atlantis sank into the Atlantic
thousands of years ago!” |

But even as he said the words he
knew the incredible truth. He had gone
back in Time—back to the days of Cro-
Magnon Man and the contemporary
people of fabled Atlantis. He stood
there in the jungle path, confused and
shaken, his mind washed clear of every-
thing but the horror of what had hap-
pened to him.

As for Athora, she was no less shaken
than the strange young man. From the
first moment of their meeting she had
been attracted to him— more so than for
any man she had ever known. And
now to learn that he was completely
mad!

“Come,” she said, placing a soft hand
on his arm. “Come with us to the
caves where we have camped. You
need food and rest—a great deal of
rest.”

Her hand urged him gently along and
he followed numbly, only dimly aware
of what was going on. Rhodia and Far-
golt followed, the latter already seeking
to hit on some way of getting rid of
this intruder.

Lua, forgotten by them all, stood for-
lornly in the trail and watched them go.
A jagged lump seemed to form in her
throat & she watched Reed McGurn
being led away by another woman—a
hateful, cruel, bad-tempered, beautiful
woman. And he was going without a
backward glance at the girl who had
befriended him from loneliness ... the
girl he had taken in his arms and whose
lips had welcomed his Kisses.

A sudden rush of scalding tears filled
her eyes and she turned blindly away,
going she knew not where____

A pounding of feet along the trail

behind her came to her ears and she
wheeled just in time to be caught up in
Reed McGurn’'s arms.

“What's got into you,” he growled,
“leaving me like this?”

Lua’s smile was half tears. “Don’t
go with her, Reedmcgurn,” she whis-
pered. “Stay here in the jungle with
me. We can be happy togeth—"

“You're not making sense,” he said.
“This place would get us both within a
few suns. From what Athora says,
her country is—” He stopped there,
searching vainly for some word in her
language that meant “civilized.” “Lis-
ten,” he concluded, “are you coming
with me peacefully or do | have to
carry you?”

“1 will go with you, Reedmcgurn,”
she whispered; and the joy in her heart
was strangely weighted with a fore-
boding of evil to come.

“Good! We must not keep them
waiting.”

They started off to join the three
tunicked figures watching them in the
trail ahead when Lua caught him by
the arm. “Wait,” she said, pointing.
“Are you not going to take that with
you?”

McGurn saw Avar-Ak’s bag laying
in the trail where he had dropped it
when coming face to face with the
Atlandian women, He nodded, took
up the bag and swung it across a
shoulder. “Let’s go,” he said, leading
the way.

A few moments after the party of
five had passed from view, the bushes
parted at one side of the trail and a
half-naked, powerfully built cave man
stepped soundlessly into the open. For
a full minute he stood there as though
turned-to stone, head bent in a listening
attitude, then slunk soundlessly along
the path in guarded pursuit of the man
he hated and the girl he knew he meant
to have.
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CHAPTER X
From Jungle Depths

1VIIGHT had come upon the jungle.

From the distant depths of im-
penetrable wilderness came the fear-
some challenge of hunting beasts, the
notes reaching the ears of a group of
five humans huddled about a roaring
fire at the base of a towering cliff, its
side dotted with cave openings. A short
distance from where they sat, bulking
huge and black in the light of the
flickering fire, was the dyark that had
brought three of them to this lonely
spot.

Reed McGurn tossed into the fire the
bone from which he had been gnawing
the flesh of Bato, the zebra. He wiped
his hands on a clump of jungle grasses
and sighed with repleted satisfaction.
“No Soho supper club ever served a
better dish,” he said, smacking his
lips.

Athora made a move of disapproval.
“1 do wish you wouldn’t talk in that
strange language,” she complained.
“What did you say?”

“Only that I never enjoyed food so
much in my own country.”

“Tell me about your country, Reed
McGurn.”

And so the square-faced young Amer-
ican told them of the Twentieth Cen-
tury. They sat listening, enthralled by
the picture he painted with words—
words that could not do justice to his
subject because the language contained
little to fit it.

Only as long as he spoke of customs
and personalities was he able to hold
their attention—at least as far as Lua
was concerned. But when he began to
talk of wonders of modern science it
was Athora’s turn to astound him.

“The airplanes you speak of,” she
said, smiling, “are poor things indeed

when .compared with the dyarks of
Atland and Clyrus. You depend on
whirling blades and a special kind of
water for power. We use rays made
inside the dyark by bringing into juxta-
position two pieces of rock. By the
action of one rock on the other rays are
formed which activate a small mechan-
ism controlled by levers which the pilot
operates. There is no need to stop for
refueling; the power from those two
rocks could keep a dyark in the air a
man’s lifetime without once descending.
“And the ‘guns’ you speak of! Are
they more deadly than our huars? We
have a weapon even more powerful and
terrible than our huars, too— although
I confess | have never seen one. It is
called a xorth and fires a ray which
turns into nothingness anything it
touches. There are only a few in exist-
ence, since the metal ore used to create
that deadly ray is very scarce. It is
said the rulers of Clyrus do not have
its secret and would give much to learn
it, for were they to have many xorths
they could conquer Atland with ease.
“Too, you tell about light made in
your world—‘so powerful it turns night
into the brightness of day.” We have
such light—but we need no wires to
take if from one place to another. In
the mountains of Atland and Clyrus is
a great supply of ore which gives off
blinding light when treated in a certain
water made by our learned men. This
light endures for many lifetimes and
cannot be ‘turned off' during the day
but must be covered while not in use.
“From what you have said, | believe
our homes and public buildings are no
less splendid than those you describe.
True, in height ours are as nothing
compared to yours but that seems unim-
portant. And where you have ‘ships’ to
travel on water, we have petrix—again
not so big as those you tell about but
which can go much faster and are
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powered by the same rays used in our
dyarks.”

McGurn shrugged. “Yet with all
these things,” he said “the people of
Atland know little of the rest of the
world. You have told me the land you
call Uropa has not been explored, nor
has Afrota. Since your dyarks may
fly for what amounts to forever with-
out stopping, why have the men of
Atland not discovered what lies beyond
your horizons?”

It was bad manners, to say the least,
to answer a question put to Atland’s
princess. But Fargolt, who had been
listening to McGurn’s words with
rapidly mounting anger, made reply.

"“Why?” he repeated hotly. “I’ll tell
you why! Because it would mean
death to do so! Think you that we
know not what lies beyond the line
where sky and water meet? That is
where Oru, the sun, sleeps in a valley of
fire. Were a dyark to fly over that
valley’s edge it would be swallowed up
by huge tongues of flame. That we
know because Ammon-Re has told us
so. And that is why we know you are
lying about a great land far to the east
of Atland—a land you call America.
There is no such land— unless it be the
country we call Oruzal, where the fire
monsters lair. It may even be that you
are from Oruzal— come to tell of fabled
lands so that the men of Atland and
Clyrus will go out to hunt for them and
be pulled down and destroyed by the
fire monsters you serve!”

CO UNEXPECTED was Fargolt's
N outburst that the others, including
McGurn, sat with open mouthed as-
tonishment while he ranted on. And
at his closing remarks McGurn saw
doubt begin to cloud the faces of
Athora and Rhodia and unconsciously
both women seemed to shrink from the
American.

When the pantajr fell silent, more
from lack of breath than anything else,
McGurn gave him a long, level stare.
“ 1t would seem,” he said, and there was
little doubt but that he included Athora
and Rhodia in what he was saying, “it
would seem that for all her splendor,
Atland is peopled by fools. Whoever
this Ammon-Re is who told you such
stories, 1 say he’'s a bigger fool and a
liar besides. Nobody could be that
stu—"

He stopped there as Fargolt's fist
struck him full in the face and knocked
him sprawling from where he sat be-
side the fire. So rapidly had the pan-
tar acted that McGurn was given no
chance to block the blow, and an in-
stant later the two men were rolling on
the ground, Fargold seeking to fasten
powerful fingers around McGurn’s
throat.

“Fargolt!” cried Athora, leaping to
her feet. “Stop it immediately! Stop
it, | tell you!”

Even had the pantar heard the com-
mand, which is doubtful, he was no
longer in position to obey. McGurn,
while no world beater at catch-as-catch-
can fighting, possessed more knowledge
in the art of self-defense than did Far-
golt. With the aid of a wrestling hold
he had picked up somewhere, he tossed
the Atlandian aside and gained his feet
before the other could scramble erect
and charge him again.

McGurn cocked his good right fist,
and as the pantar, face twisted with
insane rage, bore down upon him he
swung a short straight blow full into
the hawk-beaked nose. There was a
dull splat, and Fargolt reeled back and
fell, a crimson flood gushing from his
nostrils. Before he could rise McGurn
was standing over him, fists ready, his
cold blue eyes like sunlight on ice.

“Try it again, brother,” he said be-
tween clenched teeth, “and I'll put that
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pretty nose on the back of your head.”

He spoke his native tongue but his
bearing and tone left no doubt of his
meaning in Fargolt's dazed brain.

Athora came up to the American and
put a hand on one of McGum’s mus-
cular forearms. “Let him up,” she said
quietly; and when the flier obeyed, she
ordered Fargolt to his feet and back
to his place at the fire. The others sat
down again at the princess’ half com-
mand, half request; and not until then
did she speak again to McGurn.

“Reed McGurn,” she said, and gone
from her voice and, expression was the
friendliness so evident a few moments
before, “only because there can be no
doubt that you are strange to the cus-
toms of my people may | excuse the
dreadful thing you have said. Nor can
I blame Fargolt for attacking you; |
would have done the same were | a
man.”

McGurn spread his hands helplessly.
“What did | say that was so bad?” he
grumbled.

“You spoke evil words about Am-
mon-Re. Why he did not strike you
down with fire from the sky is some-
thing known only to him.”

“Ammon-Re?”

“Ammon-Re,” she repeated in hushed
tones and made the sign of the holy
triangle with one finger. “Creator of
all Life, Master of Death, Lord of
Destiny, Ruler of the Twelve Triangles
of the Universe.”

“Never heard of him.”

“Yet he created you, Reed McGurn.
You and every man and woman and
child and animal and plant; the plains
and the cliffs and the air we breathe.”

T IGHT dawned on the American.

' “l get it. Ammon-Re is your—
your...” He stopped there for he had
not been given the Atlandian word for
“God.”

“—our Creator,” Athora said solemn-

ly-
y“Ammon-R’e,” repeated McGurn
slowly. “The word does seem familiar,
come to think about it------ ”  Suddenly
his expression cleared. “Why, surel
The ancient Egyptians used to have a
god by that name.”

“Egyptians?” The princess frowned.
“What are they?”

“You couldn’'t have heard of them,”
McGurn said ruefully. “They are
people but they won’t show up in his-
tory, so far as you're concerned, for
another ten or fifteen thousand years!”

“Long ago,” Athora said thought-
fully, “the high priest to Ammon-Re
was called Egypus, the Holy. Many
of our present rites of worship were
given to us by him.”

“There could be a connection,” Mc-
Gurn admitted, shrugging. “Tell me
about Ammon-Re. | suppose you have
priests and temples and such.”

“Yes. But more than that is the
Golden God.”

“Golden God?”

“Yes. It is an image of Ammon-Re,

made by his own hands and given into
the keeping of Atland as a sign that
its people are favored above all others
of the earth.”

“Mighty convenient,” McGurn ob-
served dryly, “— for the people of At-
land. How do you know your god
made this golden statue?”

He gave the word “god” its English
pronunciation, as he had all along, and
Athora frowned at him now, not under-
standing. There followed a brief dis-
cussion before the matter was straight-
ened out; that the English word “god”
meant the same as the Atlandian
“Aph.” Thus Aph-Oru became “God
of Gold” inits literal translation. This
led to a fairly lengthy discussion along
ecclesiastical lines, during which Mc-
Gurn learned there were many gods to



FORGOTTEN WORLDS 75

fill many roles, but only two that
amounted to much. These were Am-
mon-Re, whose name was never men-
tioned aloud without the speaker
making the sign of the triangle with one
forefinger; and Set, who, McGurn dis-
covered, compared almost exactly with
Christianity’s Lucifer— the Devil.

The others about the fire were frank-
ly bored long before the discussion was
ended. To Fargolt and Rhodia this was
a matter taught them from childhood;
while Lua found the subject too in-
volved to follow. The cave girl sat
with her back against the cliff, her mind
filled with hatred of Athora. She had
not forgotten the slap dealt her by At-
land’s princess, nor would she ever for-
get. Truth of the matter was that her
hatred for Athora was based on some-
thing far deeper than the indignity of
a slapped face, although she did not
consciously realize that. All she did
know was that the longer Reed McGurn
talked to Athora, the stronger his in-
terest in her became, the deeper that
insulting slap burned into Lua's
memory.

As for Athora, encouraged by Mc-
Gurn’s complete interest and ready
sympathy, she was pouring out the
story of why she was in this savage
land. After swearing the now aroused
Fargolt to secrecy, she told of Avar-
Ak’s theft of the Golden God, of the
fear that the holy image was now in
Clyrusian hands, of Mentanek’s use of
it as a threat to Atland’s king and
high priest to force a marriage between
Clyrus’s king and Atland’s princess,
and of her own flight to prevent the
match.

Fargolt, listening, fell
how to turn this information to his
own best interests. He saw now that
it might have been better had he not
taken Athora away, since conceivably
his doing so had upset Sar-Gath’s plans

to scheming

for a show-down with Ashtoth. He
blessed the impulse that had caused
him to send a message to the Clyrusian
high priest telling of Athora’s intention
to flee from Atland. Possibly a dyark
had followed the princess’ party to this
forsaken spot on Afrota. If that were
true a searching party should “find”
Athora within a few hours and no harm
done.

T)UT a fresh problem had arisen since

he landed the dyark here—a per-
sonal problem. It involved Lua, whose
beauty had struck home to Fargolt's
heart with stunning force. Since the
moment he first laid eyes on her lovely
face and softly curved form Fargolt had
been torn between desire and tradition
— a tradition that no human worthy of
the name would mate with a member of
the Klysan—the beast people who
dwelt in caves and wore animal skins.
Not that there was much chance of
winning this one to his arms; she was
clearly in love with this man from an-
other land. Still, even that might be
turned to his own advantage; for it
was quite evident Athora was greatly
taken by Reed McGurn—and he with
her. In fact McGurn would have been
a fool not to have responded, for in all
the world was no woman whose love
was more to be desired than that of
Athora of Atland. And because the
fires of jealousy were blazing in Lua’s
eyes, Fargolt saw his hope to win on
the rebound—should the chance pre-
sent itself.

“This Golden God,” McGurn said,
when Athora had finished her story,
“have you ever seen it yourself?”

“Why vyes,” admitted the princess,
puzzled by the question. “Once each
year it is displayed during rites honor-
ing Ammon-Re.”

“lIs this Golden God about so tall?”
McGurn continued, spreading his



76 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

hands about two feet apart. “And does
it glow with a sort of strange light?”

Athora was staring at him, mingled
astonishment, hope and fear in her
eyes. “Yes, yes! But how did you—"

“And,” continued McGurn, smiling
now, “is it shaped in the form of a man,
arms folded across his chest?”

Panting, the girl sprang to her feet.
“How could you know that? You are
not of my country and yet—"

McGurn rose leisurely from where he
sat beside the fire. “Wait here,” he said
and climbed up the cliffside to his cave.
The others were standing now, watch-
ing him, but it was only Lua whose ex-
pression did not contain wonder.

A moment later, McGurn, an object
wrapped in white cloth under one arm,
slid slightly to the ground and handed
Athora the parcel. “Try that for size,”
he suggested, his grin evident in the
dancing light of the fire.

With rapid movements of unsteady
fingers Athora tore away the wrappings,
then cried out in awed tones as the
gleaming statue was exposed. Even in
the darkness it glowed with that strange
pulsating brilliance McGurn had ob-
served earlier, and giving it an un-
earthly beauty almost frightening to
behold.

“The Golden God!” whispered Atho-
ra breathlessly; and both Rhodia and
Fargolt echoed the words.

The princess whirled on McGurn.
“Where did you get this? Do you
know that to touch the Golden God,
unless you be the high priest himself,
is a crime punishable by death? Do
you—"

“In that case,” the young American
said soberly, “where does it leave you?”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s in your hands right now!”

“B'-b-but,” she stammered, “1 had to
touch ...” She stopped there, thinking
intently for a moment, then raised her

eyes and smiled at him. “What a fool-
ish thing for me to say! | am sure
there could be no punishment for re-
covering the Golden God and restoring
it to its rightful place.... How did it
come into your possession, Reed Mc-
Gurn?”

The American threw more branches
on the fire and sat down again with
Athora and the others. Briefly he re-
counted the adventures of the after-
noon before the visitors from Atland
had arrived. He made no mention of
the strange weapon by which Avar-Ak
had eliminated Kraga, the lion; for he
remembered what Athora had said
about the “xorth” as she called it.
Since the ray gun was so rare, owning
one might some day mean the difference
between life and death for him. He
knew that Fargolt hated him utterly;
too, he had noticed the glances the
pantar kept shooting at Lua. Although
he told himself Lua meant nothing per-
sonal to him, he regarded her too high-
ly to allow someone like the Atlandian
warrior to win her.

When he was finished, Athora re-
wrapped the Golden God in its cloth,
her fingers gentle with reverence, and
rose to her feet. “It is late,” she said,
“and tomorrow we must be up early
and on our way to Atland. Because
the Golden God will be restored to its
rightful place | need not be afraid to

return.” She smiled tenderly at Mc-
Gurn. “And you shall come with us,
my friend. Atland and my father will

honor you for your part in recovering
the holiest object in all the world. You
shall become a noble of the court, the
wealth of Atland will be placed at your
feet and her fairest daughters will vie
for the honor of becoming your mate.”

npHERE was an unmistakable mes-
sage in that last sentence— a mean-
ing that set McGurn'’s heart to pumping
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even as doubt divided his mind. She
was perhaps the most beautiful woman
he had ever seen, her position in this
strange world was the highest, with her
life could go on filled with pleasure and
luxury ... but doubt assailed him. It
was a man’s prerogative to choose his
own woman; and while Atland’s prin-
cess might easily have been his choice
were the decision left up to him, he was
not ready to make that choice!

“1 can hardly wait,” he said lightly,
and let it go at that....

An hour later the little group retired
to caves in the cliffside. Athora and
Rhodia shared one well above the
ground; immediately below that Far-
golt spread his sleeping furs for the
night, while Reed McGurn and Lua
took caves close by.

Slowly the night wore on. Mua, the
moon, rose to flood jungle and plains
with silver radiance. The great cats
roamed the land, filling the night with
their hideous cries.

There was a movement among the
branches of a jungle giant bordering the
clearing in front of the caves and the
half-naked figure of a giant Cro-Ma-
gnon warrior dropped lightly to earth.
His keen eyes scanned the rugged face
of the escarpment, picking out those
caves where the five people lay sleep-
ing.

Bitog, fighting man of the tribe of
Mosat, had come in search of his
woman.

Satisfied finally that those within the
caves had posted no sentry, Bitog slunk
like a disembodied spirit across the
moon-flooded clearing. Pausing at the
cliff's base to listen again, he drew his
flint knife and placed it crosswise be-
tween his teeth, then swarmed silently
upward toward the mouth of the cave
he had selected. He knew exactly
where each member of that group was
sleeping, for he had watched them enter

several hours before.

With infinite stealth Bitog drew him-
self onto the narrow”™ ledge outside the
cave he meant to enter. For several
moments he crouched there, his keen
ears picking up the sound of even
breathing from within—sounds that
told him exactly where the girl lay
sleeping. Then, lips curled in a grimace
of anticipation, Bitog faded into the
shadowy interior____

“Aieeeee!”

Reed McGurn woke as the shrill,
high-pitched scream cut through the
night. For a brief moment he lay there
while his sleep-drugged mind struggled
back to full consciousness.

“Aieeeeee!”

With a startled oath the American
leaped to his feet and raced to the
stone lip of his cave. He was just in
time to see the burly figure of a cave
man slip to the clearing and go bound-
ing toward the forest, a struggling
figure across one broad shoulder. His
hand shot to his hip, only to come away
empty. The Webley lay beside his
couch of branches where he had left it;
and even as he cursed his thoughtless-
ness he knew he would not have dared
fire for fear of hitting the cave man’s
victim.

Already the others were swarming
from their caves, but before any of
them could do more than cry out in
alarm, Bitog was gone, the jungle
having swallowed him up like a pebble
tossed into an angry sea.

It was a sober and silent group who
stood at the foot of the cliff, staring
into each other’s anguished faces ... a
group made up of McGurn, Fargolt,
Rhodia and Lua. Somewhere in the
jungle darkness was Athora, daughter
of Ashtoth, in the brutal hands of a
cave man.

Only Lua could furnish a clue to the
kidnaper’s identity. “It must have been
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Bitog,” she told them. “He must have
been stalking Reedmcgurn and me
since the night | escaped him. Because
of the darkness he took Athora believ-
ing her to be me.”

Rhodia, tears streaming down her
cheeks, caught Fargolt by the arm.
“Go after her, Fargolt! Find her be-
fore it is too late!”

>~pHE pantar pulled away roughly.
*  “How would you expect me to find
her? Have | the eyes of Kraga, to fol-
low that wild man at night? We can do
nothing, Athora is as good as dead
right now as far as we're concerned!”

McGurn gave him a contemptuous
glance. “Atland must have a great
army if it's made up of warriors like
you!”

“What would you suggest?” Fargolt
said hotly. “Maybe you'd like to go
tramping around in that jungle, trying
to find her.”

“Like it or not,” McGurn said,
“that’s exactly what I'm going to do!”

Turning, he clambered quickly up to
his cave, returning a moment later with
his Webley and the huar in his belt
and the xorth in one hand. At sight
of that latter weapon Fargolt’s eyes
widened.

“A xorth!”
did you get it?”

“What difference does it make? Lis-
ten, here’'s what | want you to do.
Stay here with the women until dawn.
Then take that airship of yours and
cruise above the trail over there until
you spot me. This Klysan, as you call
him, who took Athora, will have to
follow it. | may be able to pick up his
trail. If 1 find him I'll keep him in
sight until you show up or until | get
a chance to take a shot at him without
hitting the princess. If | can’'t find
him, you pick me up and we’ll go to
Atland and bring back an army.”

he exclaimed. “Where

“By that time,” Fargolt said gloom-
ily, “Athora will be dead—or worse.”

“There’s nothing worse than dead.
Forget this ‘a fate worse than death’
stuff and do as | tell wou. Under-
stand?”

“Yes,” said Fargolt sullenly.

“All right.” Without further word
McGurn turned and started across the
moonlit clearing, his goal the mouth of
the elephant path.

“Wait! Wait for me, Reedmcgurn!”

The American wheeled about just as
Lua came racing to join him. “l am
going with you,” she declared.

“You’'ll do nothing of the sort,” he
snapped. Then, his voice suddenly
gentle: “Listen to me, Lua. To take
you along would slow me down. |
know you are more at home in the
jungle than I, but you're still a girl and
I would have to take care of you. Go
on back to Fargolt and make sure he
carries out the orders | gave him.

Here—"” He handed her the huar from
his belt. “Take this and don’t let go
of it. | don’t trust that pantar any
farther than | could throw Pakar, the
elephant, but | have no choice. If he
tries any funny stuff, drill him.”
Much of the mixture of two lan-

guages was lost on Lua, but enough
came through for adequate comprehen-
sion. She took the huar without an-
other word and was turning to retrace
her steps when Reed McGurn reached
out, caught her about the waist and
planted a light kiss on her full lips.
“That's for luck,” he said, releasing
her. An instant later he was gone.

CHAPTER XI
Kidnaped to Clyrus
Tj'ARGOLT and Rhodia were stand-

ing.at the foot of the cliff as Lua
came slowly back to join them. At
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sight of the huar she was holding, Far-
golt put out his hand to take it, say-
ing:

“You won't need that, Lua. Let me
have it. | shall stay on guard the
balance of the nightl”

The cave girl gave a curt shake of
her head. “No. Reedmcgurn told me
to use it for my own protection.”

Fargolt blinked. “But I am here to
protect you!”

Lua had never been one to practice
diplomacy. “Reedmcgurn says | may
need protection against you!”

The pantar’s outstretched hand fell
to his side. “Why, that's not true. |
would not harm you for anything in
the world. In fact I—I1—"

A glimpse of Rhodia’s blazing eyes
and set jaw stopped him there. It had
been only a short while ago that he was
saying such a thing to Athora's hand-
maiden. That had been different how-
ever. Then he said such things for a
purpose: to win the trust and confi-
dence of some member of the royal
family in hopes of obtaining informa-
tion of value to Clyrus.

“You had best retire, Rhodia,” he
said smoothly. “We must leave early
and there will be little time for sleep
before dawn.”

The woman ignored him. “Come,
Lua,” she said kindly. “Let us spend
the balance of the night together.”

“Wait!” Fargolt, his conciliatory
attitude forgotten, stepped between
them. “Lua remains here with me. |
have something to say to her—alone.”

In answer, Lua brought up the huar’s
muzzle and pointed it at the Atlandian’s

chest. “Get out of my way or | will
kill you!”
“But, Lua, 1—"

The girl's finger came down lightly
on the weapon’s firing button, and in
that action and the sudden tightening
of her lips Fargolt knew another

second’s delay on his part would result
in his death.

And so he stepped hastily aside and
in another moment he was alone, Rho-
dia and Lua having entered the for-
mer’s cave.

For more than an hour Fargolt re-
mained at the foot of the cliff, his active
brain sorting over one plan after an-
other. He thought of the lovely cave*
girl asleep on her bed of skins and, of
how he wanted her. He thought, too,
of that golden image somewhere in that
same cave, and of the power possession
of it would give him. And as he squat-
ted there, thinking, eyes fixed unseeing-
ly on the dark depths of jungle a short
distance away, a plan began to form in
his mind—a dangerous plan but one
well worth a great deal of danger. . . .

With the final shaping of that plan
came an impatience to put it into
action; but he fought down the impulse,
realizing haste would cost him success
—even his life. And so he permitted
another hour to drag by while he sat
unmoving, and Mua, the moon, sank
lower in the heavens, leaving the face
of the cliff in heavy shadow.

Finally Fargolt got stiffly to his feet,
shivering a little in the cool damp air,
and made his way to the dyark’s cabin.
From a locker in one wall he took a
brace of huars and thrust them into
his belt. Turning, he descended to the
ground and returned to the cliff. With
great care he picked his way up the
almost vertical incline, pausing at last
on the narrow ledge outside the cave
where Lua and Rhodia lay sleeping.
At least he hoped they were sleeping;
had they decided to spell each other as
sentries during the remainder of the
night, he was doomed. Neither would
hesitate for a moment in killing him
the moment he put a foot within their
cave.

For a little while he stood there
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flattened against the cliffside while his
ears strained to catch the sound of even
breathing from within. Satisfied at
last that both were sleeping, he lowered
himself to hands and knees and slowly,
with many pauses, inched his way into
the cave. Gradually his eyes grew
accustomed to the dim light enabling
him to make out two low mounds of
furs at the cave’s extreme rear, and
it was toward those mounds that he
worked his way.

Twice he flattened himself convul-
sively against the bare rock floor as one
of the sleepers stirred, only to go on
again as quiet returned. Finally he
had reached a position directly between
the two of them, and now he came
lightly to his feet, a huar in his right
hand.

O TRAINING his eyes to their utmost
~  he was able to make out the tousled
blonde hair and a bare shoulder that
identified the girl on his left as Lua,
daughter of Yortak. A cruel smile
twisting at the corners of his thin lips,
Fargolt leveled the muzzle of his huar
at the covering of furs outlining Rho-
dia’s slender form. His finger was
already on its way down to the firing
button when sudden doubt assailed him.

Might not the flash of fire from the
huar’'s muzzle awaken Lua? He knew
these Klysans could move with in-
credible speed when once aroused.
There was a better way....

A single silent step brought Rhodia’s
dark hair within reaclj, Reversing his
hold on the huar, he swung its metal
butt up and back, then brought it down
with controlled force against the ex-
posed temple.

There was a barely audible thump, a
slight involuntary twitching of muscles,
and the utter limpness of unconscious-
ness.

Even as the blow went home Far-

golt’s eyes swung to the other sleeper.
She did not stir and her even breathing
never faultered. The pantar released
his breath in a relieved sigh and, ex-
tending one of his sandaled feet,
prodded the sleeping girl.

Lua awoke with a start. Blinking
her eyes against the darkness she made
out the man’s figure standing above her,
a huar’'s muzzle pointed at her head.

“Get up!” growled a deep voice she
recognized immediately as that of Far-
golt. “And don’t try any tricks if you
want to stay alive!”

More angry than frightened, Lua
obeyed.

“Turn around!”

Without a word Lua did as directed.
Fargolt, one eye on the cave girl’s love-
ly back, bent and roughly pulled away
the furs covering Rhodia’'s limp form.
With a savage jerk he tore away her
cloth belt, then ordering Lua to place
her hands at her back, wrists crossed,
he drew several folds of the material
around them and tied them tightly.

Lua, helpless, felt a strong hand
fasten on her bare shoulder and she
was whirled around to face her captor.
An evil smile lighted the pantar’s thin
face as he pulled the bound girl roughly
to him. “You are mine now!” he whis-
pered hoarsely and bent his head to
press his lips tightly to her mouth.

Suddenly he uttered a sharp cry of
pain and staggered back, one hand
pressed to his bleeding lip where the
untamed daughter of Yortak had bitten
him. “Klysan!” he snarled. “Daughter
of a beast! [I'll teach you manners
before 1've finished with you!” And
lifting his hand he dealt her a savage
blow across the face, sending her
sprawling to the floor.

Half-dazed, Lua felt powerful fingers
fasten in her hair and she was dragged
back to her feet. She stood there,
swaying a little, her lips locked to pre-
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vent giving this man the satisfaction
of hearing her cry out.

Fargolt thrust his face close to hers.
“Where is the Golden God?” he de-
manded.

In reply Lua spat full in hist face.
With an oath he dug his nails into her
shoulder. “Where is it?” he snarled.
“Answer me, Klysan!”

When he saw that nothing would
wring an answer from her, he shoved
her aside and set out to ransack the
cave for the object he desired. A mo-
ment later he uttered a soft sound of
satisfaction as he drew a cloth-wrapped
piece of metal from Rhodia’s bed of
furs. After drawing aside the wrap-
pings sufficiently to make sure they
contained the Golden God, he turned
back to the silent Lua.

“Come,” he said, jerking his head
toward the open air. “We are going
to Clyrus.”

T UA neither spoke nor made an effort

toward obeying the command.
With an obvious effort Fargolt kept
control of his temper.

“Listen,” he said sharply. “You are
coming with me. You can either do so
willingly or be dragged. | leave the
decision to you.”

Lua felt a wave of hopelessness sweep
over her. She was realist enough to
know that pride would avail nothing
but bruises. If only Reedmcgurn were
here! But he was somewhere in the
jungle, blundering through darkness in
search of the girl he loved....

The realization came to her that she
would never see him again. Nothing
mattered any longer. Stubbornly she
set her softly rounded chin and without
a word she turned aud walked to the
cave entrance, her shoulders squared,
her head unbowed. Fargolt, a triumph-
ant smile on his lips, followed her out.

Getting his prisoner down that rocky

scarp without giving her the freedom
of her hands presented the Atlandian
with a problem. After a moment of
head-scratching he came up with a solu-
tion. Returning to the cave, he dug
through the mound of supplies stored
there earlier in the day and came up
with a coil of rope, one end of which
he used to fasten a loop under Lua's
arms. By this means he lowered her
slowly to level ground, then slid quick-
ly down to join her.

In the dyark’s cabin, Fargolt tied his
captive firmly in one of the seats and
placed the cloth-wrapped figure of the
Golden God beside him in the pilot's
chair. Now nothing was left to do but
to close and lock the open cargo hatch,
and the opening to the cabin itself and
he would be ready to take off for Cly-
rus... Clyrus, where wealth and high
position awaited him as a reward for
placing in the hands of Mentanek the
power to become ruler of both Clyrus
and Atland. He put out a hand to
fondle the cloth-swathed idol. Here
at his finger-tips was power beyond ex-
pression. A random thought made him
hesitate. Might it not be wiser to re-
turn to Atland and win even greater
wealth and position from a grateful
Ashtoth? But even as the thought
crossed his mind he dismissed it. He
had snatched Athora from under the
very nose of her father; and now that
she was gone never to return, he was
certain to be blamed for her disap-
pearance. Then, too, Sar-Gath, Cly-
rus’s high priest, would still expect him
to serve as a spy, forcing him to con-
tinue in that capacity by threatening
to expose his past record.

No, Clyrus was his best market.
Rising, Fargolt went forward to the
open door of the cabin, dropped lightly
to the ground and swung shut the cargo
hatch.

He was in the act of setting its



82 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

catches when something hard was sud-
denly thrust into his back and a harsh
voice said, “Put up your hands!”

REED McGURN entered the
mouth of the game trail, it was
with the complete certainty that he was
on a fool's errand. None knew better
than he his complete lack of ability in
tracking down an elephant in broad
daylight, let alone following what at
best would be the almost invisible spoor
of a native of these parts.

Still, he reasoned, he would be less
a man if he failed to make the effort.
Reason told him, too, that there was a
chance for success; Athora’s kidnaper
must have taken this same trail since
there was no other leading from the
clearing. If McGurn could overtake
him before the trail forked, the prin-
cess might well be rescued almost at
once; if not it was up to him’to deter-
mine which fork the cave man had
taken.

And so the young American moved
resolutely ahead, huar ready in one
hand, his flashlight burning in the other.
On either side of him loomed an im-
penetrable blackness cast by the walls
of foliage, while to his ears came eerie
rustlings to pluck at his nerves. Now
and then he caught the distant chal-
lenge of some giant cat, its fearsome
voice sending little shivers along his
spine. From time to time he stopped
there in the trail, his ears straining to
catch some indication that Athora and
her captor were nearby. But on each
occasion he heard ~othing other than
the now familiar noises of a nocturnal
jungle.

Perhaps an hour after leaving the
caves McGurn reached the place where
the trail forked. Dropping to his knees
in the dust and powdered vegetation he
swept the rays of his flash over the
surface. At first he found no more than

a confusion of indecipherable marks,
but gradually he began to recognize
many of them for what they were. Here
a giant cat had paused to sharpen its
claws against a tree bole; he could see
the marks of its paws both in the trail
itself and on the ripped bark of the tree
itself. Overlapping those marks in the
dust were what appeared to be prints
from a dog’s paws; probably, he
thought, the spoor of a jackal or hyena.
And here—here was a print left by
what could only be a man’s naked foot!

It was well along the left and pointed
in the same direction McGurn was
heading. Its size ruled out the possi-
bility that Lua had left it there the
day before, and its depth indicated the
man who made it was either very heavy
or had been carrying a weight. A
weight!

With renewed hope and increased
misgivings Reed McGurn started out
again, moving at a slow trot along the
trail's left fork.

Not long thereafter he came into a
wide clearing which he recognized at
once as the place where Avar-Ak had
died beneath the fangs of Conta, the
lioness. He was well across it when
a sudden thought stopped him in his
tracks.

What if Athora’s captor had decided
he was far enough from the caves to be
safe, for the night at least, of possible
pursuit and discovery? In that case
would he not lay up for the balance of
the night, intending to resume his flight
with the coming of dawn?

It was a sobering possibility and Mc-
Gurn spent a long moment weighing it.
He dared not risk passing his quarry
under cover of darkness, nor did he
want to give the cave man an oppor-
tunity to hopelessly outdistance him.

Finally the American decided the
better course would be to wait until
dawn before resuming the chase. Con-
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turning to the opposite mouth of the
trail, he swung himself lightly into the
branches of a jungle giant and climbed
upward until he found a comfortable
crotch where he might rest during the
remaining hours of darkness.

Seconds later he was sound asleep,
while a giant python a few feet away
uncoiled slowly from its branch and
slithered deeper into the forest, its belly
filled an hour before.

t N THOSE first few seconds after
<* being snatched from her bed by in-
visible arms, Athora, princess of Atland,
went through an agony of fear height-
ened by ignorance of who— or what—
had thus rudely seized her. It was not
until she was borne into the open and
saw, in the moonlight, that she was
locked in the grasp of a naked Klysan
that complete understanding of her
plight struck her with stunning force.

She must have fainted then, for when
she came back to awareness of her
surroundings it was to find herself
hemmed in by walls of foliage that
moved past her in a bobbing rhythm.
Beneath her was a broad bare shoulder,
its animal heat penetrating the thin
material of her tunic.

Aroused now to full consciousness
she opened her mouth to scream—a
scream never uttered as the realization
swept over her of how futile any cry
for help would be. Strangely, this
feeling of utter despair cleared her brain
of its paralysis and she began to think
quickly and with amazing lucidity.

For the moment, at least, there was
nothing she could do. To attempt to
wriggle free of this cave man’s iron
embrace would be worse than useless;
it could only result in arousing his
anger. The thing to do was wait—wait
until his muscles tired and he was
forced to rest; only then might she
hope to accomplish an escape.

But it began to appear those rippling
muscles were immune to weariness.
Still moving at a brisk trot her captor
reached a fork in the trail, swung left,
went on with no sign of slackening his
pace. With what amounted to almost
a physical effort Athora beat down the
panic within her and willed her mind
to a state bordering on composure.

Sometime later the cave man came?
to a good-sized .circular clearing, across
which he trotted with loose, swinging
strides. On the opposite side, where
the elephant path appeared again, the
princess caught a brief glimpse of a
pile of gnawed human bones among tall
grasses: evidence of a recent jungle
tragedy. Then darkness closed in again
as the forest swallowed up the cave
man and his burden.

A few minutes later, just when
Athora had given up hope that her
captor intended to rest short of his
unknown goal, he turned at right angles
to the path and leaped lightly into the
branches of a tree, the girl's weight
seeming to handicap him not at all.
With easy celerity he swarmed upward,
pausing at last at a point where two
sturdy branches extended outward side
by side. Here the cave man deposited
Athora not ungently; and as she clung
tightly to her softly swaying perch high
above the ground, her captor turned
and without a word dropped lightly
into the darkness below.

Bewildered by this sudden desertion,
shivering under the bite of chill, damp
air, the daughter of Ashtoth looked
quickly about for some avenue of
escape. She was at a loss to explain
the man’s abrupt departure, but she
realized this moment might be her last
chance to regain her freedom.

Carefully she rose to her feet on one
of the swaying branches, but a single
glance at those horrid depths beneath
sent her into a paroxysm of shivering
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so intense she was unable to remain
standing. And so it was that when the
cave man returned a few moments
later, a length of stout vine looped
about one shoulder, he found his cap-
tive crouched in a pitiful heap against
the tree bole and sobbing uncontrol-
abiy.

When he saw she was oblivious of
him standing there be put out a hand
and prodded her sharply, causing her
to shrink back so convulsively that only
a quick movement on his part kept
her from tumbling into those Cim-
merian depths.

After a moment she was able to gain
some semblance of control over palsied
muscles and her heart ceased trying to
pound its way through her ribs. She
looked at him standing easily on one
of the two boughs. She saw the evil
in his wide face, the heavy lips curled
back in a smirk of anticipation, the
narrow eyes which seemed to gleam
redly in the faint light. And seeing
these all hope left her and her head
came up proudly.

“Who are you?” she demanded, her
voice perfectly steady, “and what do
you want of me?”

“1 am Bitog,” growled the cave man.
“l am a great hunter and a mighty

fighter. 1 am taking you to the caves
of my people. He took my mate; now
I have taken his!”

“'He'?” repeated Athora, bewil-
dered. “Who is ‘he’? Who took your
mate?”

TJITOG shook his head angrily. “You
know who I mean. He is one of

you. He took Lua from me. | followed
him. | saw him meet you and the
other she. | saw how he looked at you
and how you looked at him. Then I
knew he wanted you instead of Lua.
That is why | took you instead of her.”
Despite the hopelessness of her pres-

ent position Athora’s heart bounded
with sudden joy. It was true! She
was in love with Reed McGurn! That
was why she hated his cave girl com-
panion from the first—why she was
content to be with him. And he loved
her! It must be so when even a wild
man from the caves could tell from
watching at a distance.

If only she could win her way back
to the man she loved! Her quick mind
began to examine what this— this Bitog
had said. Pehaps in his words was the
key to escape__

“You are wrong, Bitog,” she said
with a calmness that amazed her. “He
does not love me. It is Lua he wants;
I am nothing to him. He boasted how
he had taken her from you, said you
were no warrior at all to give her up
so easily.”

Bitog’s small eyes began to blaze
and a low growl rumbled in his throat.
Athora hurried on, seeking to follow
up her advantage.

“l am the only one who can get
Lua for you. Return me to the caves
and wait in the jungle next to the
clearing there. | will drive her away
and when she enters the jungle you
can take her. Thus can you punish
this man for boasting how he took Lua

from you.”
Bitog wet his thick lips. “You want
him. | saw you looking at him.”

Athora hesitated. What should she
say to that___ “Yes,” she said quiet-
ly, “I want him, but he has eyes only
for this Kly—, for Lua. That is why
I want to get rid of her.”

In the silence that followed, Bitog
scratched his head and wrinkled his
brow in thought. Athora held her
breath, her heart pounding with swell-
ing hope____

“No!” he growled suddenly; and
with the guttural sound Athora’s soar-
ing spirits dived to the utter depths of
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despair. “No! | do not need you.
I am a mighty fighter! With only my
hands | slew Shanda, the leopard.
Since he wants Lua instead of you, I
will go and take her from him. | do
not need a she to help me!”

“But—but what will you do with
me?” cried Athora.

He scowled at her. “1 do not know—
yet. Maybe I will kill you. Now I am
going to sleep.”

Ignoring her protests he uncoiled the
vine from its place on his shoulder and
with deft movements of his giant hands
bound her tightly to the tree bole,
fastening the knots at the far side
where she could not reach them. This
left her in a sitting position, legs ex-
tended along both branches, and de-
spite the vine about her body not
an uncomfortable one.

The frightened girl made several
attempts to renew the conversation but
Bitog ignored them. Satisfied finally
that she would not be able to get away,
he leaped lightly to the limb directly
above her, settled his mightly frame
into a nearby fork and fell instantly
asleep.

The hours which followed were the
longest in Athora’s experience. Several
times she dozed, only to be awakened
with a start by a savage roar or scream
from the throat of a hunting animal
moving along the trail below. The
chill, dank air seemed to penetrate her
entire body, and to increase her trem-
bling came small sounds from the leafy
fastness hemming her in on all sides.

Near dawn she was able to sink into
a sleep so deep no sound was able to
penetrate it. . . .

ROUGH hand shook her awake
and she opened her eyes to find
Bitog’'s forbidding countenance hover-
ing above her. While the cave man
loosened her bonds she gazed about,

drinking in the already warm air rising
from the steaming earth below. From
the direction of the sun’s rays she con-
cluded it was already an hour above
the eastern horizon.

Bitog bent now to lift her to his
back. Again she pleaded to know what
he meant to do with her, but he only
shook his head and growled impatient-
ly. Swinging her lightly across one
shoulder, Bitog slid rapidly to the
ground and stepped into the path.

For a moment he stood there inde-
cisively, as though in doubt as to
whether he should turn back in quest
of Lua or go on to his caves. Athora,
sensing what was passing through that
savage brain, made one last effort.

“Go back,” she said sharply. “Before
noon he intends to take Lua away in
the flying bird which brought him here.
If you wait longer he— and she— will be
gone where you never can find them.”

With a single motion he tore her
from his back and tossed her to the
ground at his feet.

“Yes,” he snarled, “1 will go back
for her now. But you will be in the
way. | am going to kill you!”

“No! Bitog! No!” With despera-
tion born of fear she sought to scramble
from beneath his reaching hands, but
in vain. The clutching fingers shot out
to grasp her about the throat, putting
a sharp end to her shrill scream.

A haze began to form before her
eyes. Wildly she clawed at his wrists
while her taut body arched and
threshed from side to side. But the
mighty hands only increased their awful
pressure. There followed a rushing,
falling sensation as though she were
plunging from a great height, dimly she
was aware of a heavy, evenly-spaced
thudding sound like a giant drum being
beaten far away.

“It is my heart pounding,” she
thought wonderingly, and then dark-
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ness closed in and she knew no more.

A S FARGOLT, pantar of Atland’s
N Air Fleet, felt the unseen object
press into the small of his back, he
uttered an involuntary gasp of alarm
and his arms shot up in token of sur-
render even before he heard the com-
mand to do so. He felt a hand slip
lightly along his belt and remove his
huar, then the voice said:

“All right. You may turn around—
slowly . .

Fargolt obeyed, gradually lowering
his hands. Facing him was a short,
slender, dark-faced man clad in a tunic
similar to his own. There was a huar
in his hand, its muzzle trained on the
pantar.

For an instant the two men stood
staring into each other’'s eyes. Then
the stranger said in a flat, inflection-
less voice:

“There are seven hills.”

Fargolt’'s heart soared with relief.
“By the Golden God,” he gasped.

“Then you are from Sar-Gath!” He
passed a hand shakily across his fore-
head. “What a start you gave me! Is
Sar-Gath here?”

The stranger’'s expression remained
stern and unyielding. “ There are seven
hills,” he said again.

The Atlandian made a gesture of
impatience. “Of course. Do the hills
have names?”

“The first is called Men,” intoned the
stranger.

“And the second?”

“Tan.”

“The third?”

“It has no name.”

“The fourth?”

“EK.”

The stranger drew back a step and
held Fargolt's huar out to him, butt
first. “Here is your huar,” he said.

Fargolt made no effort to take the

weapon and for the space of a full yad
neither man moved. Then Fargolt said,
“Mentanek,” the stranger returned his
own huar to his belt and Fargolt
reached out and recovered the huar that
belonged to him.

“How were you able to find me?”
Fargolt asked, now that the air of ten-
sion between the two men was gone.

“Your dyark was followed from the
moment you left the palace roof,” ex-
plained the other. “Thanks to your
note to Sar-Gath he was able to dis-
patch a dyark in time.”

“Did the high priest accompany you
here?”

“No. Atim-Lek, an under-priest, is
in charge.”

“Where are you camped?”

“In a clearing not far from here.”

“Does Atim-Lek wish to speak with
me?”

“Not at this time. His orders are to
remain here with the princess. On the
morrow a searching party will succeed
in ‘locating’ you. It will be made up
of three Clyrusian dyarks pressed into
service by Sar-Gath, who made haste
to offer their services to Ashtoth the
moment he heard Athora had fled from
Atlantis.”

.Sadly Fargolt shook his head. “You
have arrived too late,” he said solemnly.

“Too late?” exclaimed the other
sharply. “What do you mean?”

In short, rapid sentences the pantar
recounted the events of the past few
hours, omitting however any reference
to the Golden God and the fact it was
now in his possession. When he was
finished, his listener stood lost in
thought for several minutes.

“You were about to take off in your
dyark when | arrived,” he said finally,
and Fargolt was aware the man’s sus-

picions were now aroused. “Where
were you intending to go?”
“To Clyrus,” the pantar replied
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quickly. “I felt it my duty to report
directly to Mentanek that Ashtoth’s
daughter was dead.”

“Dead?” snapped the other. “I
thought you said a Klysan had taken
her.”

Fargolt shrugged. “Is there a differ-
ence? She will be dead before we, or
anyone else, can'find her.”

“1 see. And this cave woman—why
were you taking her with you?”

Fargolt's expression twisted into a
frank leer. “She is very beautiful.
Besides, she could serve to bear out my
story of Athora’s fate.”

“1 see,” said the Clyrusian a second
time, and in his voice was a sudden
chill. “Wait here,” he continued, start-
ing to turn away. “Il must return and
inform Atim-Lek of what—"

A BRUPTLY he whirled back, huar

in hand to cover the surprised pan-

tar. “Put up your hands,” he snarled;

then, as Fargolt, his amazement clear-
ly evident, obeyed, he added:

“1 think you are lying. You are a

spy, and spies are notorious for double

dealing. You are coming with me to
tell your story to Atim-Lek. Turn
around.”

“But | assure you—"

“Shut up! And turn around while
| take your huar.”

Fargolt, his mind racing, slowly

turned his back to the Clyrusian. He
knew Atim-Lek would be certain to
come back here to conduct an investiga-
tion. Discovery of the Golden God
would result, and even without knowing
the under-priest there was little likeli-
hood he would be willing to permit Far-
golt to be the one to hand it to Mentan-
ek. No, once that Golden idol was in
Atim-Lek’s hands, he would find some
means of disposing of the Atlandian
pantar and thus take over the rewards
Fargolt had figured were to be his own.

He was aware of a hand closing
about the grip of his huar and the
weapon was carefully withdrawn. “All
right, you may turn back. We go now
to speak with Atim-Lek.”

Fargolt, obeying, lowered his hands
slowly, his quick mind seeking franti-
cally for some ruse to turn the tables.
Then:

“Wait,” Fargolt said. “Must | leave
the cave girl alone in the dyark while
we are gone?”

“What does it matter?”, the Cly-
rusian said indifferently. '“ She can run
away for all I care. | am not interested
in your woman.”

“Not that she will escape,” Fargolt
pointed out. “She is securely bound.
But the cabin door is open and one of
the big cats may be drawn there by her

scent. If that happens we might have

difficulty in routing him out again.”
The Clyrusian shrugged. “Very

simple. Close the cabin door; then

nothing can get in.”

The pantar kept back a satisfied
smile with difficulty. “A good idea
Wait here; it will take me only a
moment.”

“Do you think I'm a fool?” snapped
the other. “If | stayed here what would
prevent you from seizing the controls
and taking off. No, you shall close the
cabin door but I will be right behind
you, my huar aimed at your back.”

“As you wish.”

The two men, one behind the other,
moved along the dyark’s side until they
came to the cabin entrance. Fargolt
mounted the three steps leading up to it
and swung the heavy door closed.
While fumbling with its catch, he
glanced quickly over his shoulder,
noting the Clyrusian was standing at
the foot of the steps, huar ready in his
hand.

Finishing, Fargolt turned to descend,
his feet level with the man’s head.
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Suddenly the pantar kicked out one foot
with savage fury, catching the Clyru-
sian under the chin and sending him
sprawling. Before he was able to re-
cover and bring his huar into action
Fargolt was upon him, one hand on his
right wrist, the other searching fran-
tically for his throat. Before the dazed
Clyrusian could put up an adequate
fight, the huar was torn from his hand
and Fargolt had leaped clear.

The man from Gyrus read his fate
in the cruel eyes sighting along the
huar’s barrel. “No!” he cried, flinging
up one hand as a futile shield. “No!
Don't kill me! 1'll—"

Flame lanced from the huar’'s muzzle,
putting a grisly period to his words and
a small scorched hole in the center of
his forehead.

A grim smile touching his lips, Far-
golt turned from the dead man and
went back to the dyark. Entering, he
made fast the door’s inner catch and
took his place at the controls, ignoring
Lua’s hate-filled eyes as he passed the
seat to which she was bound. He
dropped a caressing hand to the cloth-
wrapped idol for one ecstatic moment,
then reached for the controls. 'f

An instant later the dyark streaked
silently skyward, swung its nose toward
the south-west and faded into the night.

CHAPTER Xl
Captured

O UNLIGHT lancing through a break
~ in the ocean of foliage above him
awakened Reed McGurn. For a few
moments he sat unmoving while his
sleep-fogged mind brought him up to
date. Then memory of the previous
night’s events came back to him and
he pulled himself upright on a swaying
branch and prepared to descend to the
trail below and once more take up pur-

suit of Athora's abductor.

Cramped muscles complained sharp-
ly as he stood erect and he spent a-
minute or two flexing them back to
normal. Slowly he let himself down
from branch to branch, pausing among
those directly above the trail until he
could make certain no enemy, human
or animal, lurked nearby.

Huar in hand he dropped lightly to
earth, his eyes and ears alerted to his
surroundings. Multi-colored butterflies,
large as birds, hovered about giant
jungle blossoms, insects filled the morn-
ing air with a drowsy hum, a small,
rabbit-like creature darted suddenly
into the open trail, skidded to an
abrupt halt at sight of McGurn, then
sprang for cover.

McGurn rubbed a hand across his
unshaven cheeks, yawned, scratched
his naked sides, yawned again, then
turned and started along the trail. As
he moved ahead he scanned the dusty
surface, puzzling over the marks he
found there. Almost immediately he
caught sight of shallow prints of naked
feet identical to the one he had found
the night before. Cheered by this evi-
dence that his quarry was still ahead of
him, he pressed resolutely on.

He was moving briskly along, ten
minutes later, when the sound of a
sharp cry of protest came to his ears
from around a bend in the trail per-
haps a hundred yards ahead!

Even as the cry reached him he knew
Athora had voiced it. The weapons in
his belt forgotten he raced ahead with
every ounce of speed he could muster.
Thus it was that as he rounded that
bend he was unable to stop before
crashing heavily into the body of a
half-naked man crouched above Atho-
ra’'s motionless form.

The impact sent both men sprawling.
Bitog was up in a flash, springing at
McGurn while the latter was still on his
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Blind, unreasoning fury drova Raad McGurn forward as he attacked the brutal cave man
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hands and knees. Mighty hands closed
about the American’s neck, jerking him
up and forcing him back in the same
smoothly flowing motion.

Off balance, arms flailing helplessly,
McGurn was face to face with death
within seconds of the moment he had
floundered into Bitog. Already he could
feel his senses reeling as iron fingers
closed tighter about his neck, shutting
off all air to his laboring lungs.

Through a red mist he saw the exult-
ant expression inches from his face.
McGurn drew back one leg to brace
himself, then brought up his other knee
in a savage thrust that buried it in
Bitog’'s groin.

A scream of agony burst from the
cave man’s lips and he released his hold
on McGurn, falling back and doubling
over in pain. The American might well
have ended the battle in that moment,
for Bitog was temporarily helpless and
McGurn could have finished him off
with the Webley.

But blind unreasoning fury drove
everything from his mind except the
overpowering urge to batter his enemy
to lifeless pulp. Uttering a maddened
scream more bestial than any beast’s,
he leaped forward to close with the
mightily muscled cave man. It was his
fingers now that sought an exposed
throat, and as they thudded home he
cried out again, this time with insane
exultation.

Bitog, strength sapped by the hor-
rible pain in his groin, toppled back-
wards and crashed heavily to earth.
McGurn followed him down, knees
pressing now against those broad shoul-
ders, and he began to strike short
vicious blows against the Cro-Magnon’s
exposed face. The first two flattened
the nose, splattering blood against Mc-
Gurn’s naked chest; the next three
splintered several teeth and cracked the
jaw bone.

It was then that Bitog lost his tem-
per!

Bringing one arm around in a mighty
sweep he catapulted the American flyer
completely across the trail and through
the wall of foliage. Bellowing like a
wounded buffalo, he leaped after him,
his flint knife torn from its sheath and
raised for the Kkill.

A/TC GURN, shaken though he was
i?+ by the awful blow, drew his Web-
ley with a single swift movement and
sent three bullets into Bitog's broad
chest.

For a little while there was no sound
within the trail but that of McGurn’s
labored breathing. Bitog, stone-dead,
lay in a sprawling heap, his naked
feet protruding from the wall of under-
growth. A few birds, disturbed by the
sound of shots, circled overhead.

At last McGurn felt sufficiently
strong to regain his feet. He stood
there swaying a little, shaking his head
to clear his fogged sight. Finally he
staggered into the trail and approached
the motionless body of the princess
Athora.

A brief examination showed him she
still lived, nor was there any sign of
a wound. He noticed purple bruises
on the soft throat where Bitog’s fingers
had pressed, and only then did he
understand how near she was to death
when he arrived.

Gently he swung her up into his
arms and turned toward the caves. He
moved slowly, staggering now and then
under her weight, for he was very near
to complete exhaustion.

Athora was first aware of a rhythmic
swaying sensation. She lay with eyes
closed, fearing to open them lest this be
the final delirium before death. But as
the sensation endured she took courage
and finally looked up into the handsome
face of Reed McGurn.
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“Youl”
that be!”

McGurn smiled down into the lovely
face so near his own. “How do you
feel?”

“Wonderful!” She smiled too—a
smile of relief and thanksgiving—a
smile that fled suddenly as realization
came. “The Klysan! Where is he?”

“Dead.”

“You killed him! You came after
me— came to save me from him! Why
did you do it, Reed McGurn?”

He stopped and put her lightly down
on her feet. “Think you can make it
under your own power?”

“Why did you do it, Reed McGurn?”
she insisted, placing a hand on one of
his arms.

His shoulders lifted and fell in a
faint shrug. “The hero in me, | guess,”
he said in English; then, as she frowned
in puzzlement: “l could not let the
wild man take you without making
some effort to stop him, Athora.”

Her hand crept slowly up along his
arm and she smiled deep into his eyes.
“Was that the only reason? Tell me
in words what | see in your eyes. Tell
me, Reed McGurn!”

There was only one proper answer
—and McGurn was human enough to
make it. Without a word his arms
came up and drew her close, he bent
his head and pressed his lips to hers
in a long kiss....

And then, unbidden, there came be-
fore his mind’'s eye the vision of an-
other girl—a girl with an oval, sun-
tanned face with soft tendrils of blonde
hair falling about smoothly rounded
shoulders and whose sparkling blue
eyes were strangely alight as she lifted
her red lips to his kisses____

He drew away from Athora almost
rudely, but the girl was too happy, too
breathless with the realization of love,
to notice.

she murmured. “How can

“Come,” said McGurn hoarsely, “the
others are worrying at our absence. We
must hurry back to them.”

She laughed aloud, for no reason
than a supreme happiness bubbling
within her. With a possessive little
motion she locked an arm through one
of his and together they walked back
toward the caves.

“My father will welcome you, Reed
McGurn—welcome you because you
are good and noble and worthy of
fathering future rulers of Atland. And
my people will love you, too, and hail
you as the savior of their princess.
Even more, it is because of you that
the Golden God will be restored to
Atland— an act alone to make you their
hero. And when we stand before the
Golden God, in the temple of Ammon-
Re, and hear the solemn words from
Clat-Ron—words that will make us as
one for the rest of our lives— then will
my happiness be complete!”

mjV/TC GURN allowed her to babble
1>A on wjthout interruption, his own
thoughts as deeply troubled as his com-
panion’s were gay. Why had the image
of Lua intruded at the moment he was
holding another woman in his arms?
Certainly he was not in love with a
wild savage who lived in caves and
consorted with such animal-men as the
one he had just slain! Now that he
was forever doomed to spend his life
in an age 20,000 years before he was
born (that doesn’'t make sense! he
thought wildly), he would be a fool
indeed not to make the best of them in
surroundings such as Athora had de-
scribed.

But what of Lua? Well, what about
her? A pretty face and a shapely body
—-he'd passed up plenty of those in his
day. No sir—he’d marry this girl be-
side him and maybe someday be king of
Atland and have a harem of girls like
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Lua! But a man who’s planning on
getting married shouldn’'t be thinking
about having a harem—not if he was
in love with the girl he was going to
marry!

They rounded the last bend of the
trail and stepped into the familiar clear-
ing, McGurn, picturing the others
grouped about the base of the cliff im-
patiently awaiting word of Athora’s
fate, came to an abrupt halt at sight
of the empty expanse of open ground.

No one was in sight. The clearing
was completely deserted of life. And
of something else, too— although it was
Athora who first put the realization into
words.

“The dyark!” she cried in horror.
“The dyark is gone. They have de-
serted us— left uS here in the jungle!”

“Come on!” shouted McGurn, and
side by side they raced across the field
of’ grasses.

A few yards short of the scarp Mc-
Gurn came to a sharp halt at sight of
something lying among the long grasses.
Athora, attracted by his sudden, cry,
stopped and came back to join him.

“What is it?” she asked, catching
a glimpse of the partially concealed
object.

The American pressed forward and
pushed aside the matted vegetation. “A
dead man— someone I've never seen
before. Looks as though a huar got
him; there’'s a hole burned into his
skull. Ever see him before, Athora?”

She stared at the limp figure and
turned away, shuddering a little. She
had seen the horde of ants.... “No,
Reed McGurn. He is a Clyrusian.”

“Clyrusian? That's the country
whose Kking you were supposed to
marry?”

“Yes. What do you think this, means,
my prince?”

McGurn’'s jaw set in harsh lines.
“Probably some Clyrusian dyarks were

out scouting around, maybe look-
ing for you, and saw our ship down
here. They must have come down and
tried to take over and Fargolt shot one
of them. After that they must have
grabbed our three friends and took off
with them.”

“Unless-—" Athora’s voice faltered.
“Unless they lie dead in the caves.”

With those words came full aware-
ness to Reed McGurn of what Lua’s
loss meant to him. Forgotten instantly
was the dream of someday ruling At-
land at the side of Ashtoth’s daughter.
Suddenly he knew that without Lua
life was no longer worth living, that
his sole purpose in life from this mo-
ment on was either rescuing her or, if
she were dead, avenging her death.

Without a word he turned and raced
with long strides toward the towering
cliff, scaled those heights with an agility
he had not known he possessed and
disappeared into Lua’s cave. An in-
stant later, as Athora watched wide-
eyed, he reappeared again, going direct-
ly to the cave where the princess and
Rhodia had spent the previous night.

QEVERAL minutes passed before he

came out, and then he slid lightly to
earth and rejoined Athora, his face set
in an expression of mingled anger and
horror.

Alarmed, Athora caught him by the
arm. “What is it, my prince? What
did you find that makes you look so—
so—"

“Rhodia,” McGurn said woodenly.
“A blow on the head . . . killed her.”

“Oh no!” Athora, color draining
from her cheeks, fell back, a hand
pressed to her lips. “Not Rhodia! She
was like my own sister. Why did she

have to die? Why could it not have
been that Klysan? She was of no
use—"

McGurn’s expression stopped the
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flow of grief-stricken words like a slap
across the mouth. “I—1'm sorry, Reed

McGurn. | did not mean that, of
course. | forgot that she was your
friend...

The words, “More than a friend; |
love her!” trembled on the man’s lips
but he bit them back. *“It's all right,
Athora,” he said tonelessly. “Right
now l've got to figure out a way to
reach Clyrus—if that's where she was
taken— and get her away from the men
who took her.”

The girl from Atland shook her head.
“It is not possible, my prince. Even
were you able to reach Clyrus’s shores
you could never hope to find your way
to her—let alone take her to Atland.”

She came close to him and slipped
her arms about his neck, bringing his
face near her own. “Forget her, Reed
McGurn!” she whispered hotly. “I
will make you forget her! Am | not
beautiful enough— desirable enough—
to make you forget other women?”

But the American’s expression did
not soften and with firm gentleness he
disengaged her hold. “You've forgotten
something, Athora,” he said. “What
about the Golden God? The Clyrusians
took that, too.”

Horror flooded her face. “With the
Golden God in their hands,” she cried,
“Atland is doomed. Once our people
discover the truth, they will rise against
my father, the nobles and our priests.
Civil war will result and leave Atland
prone and bleeding—easy prey for the
warriors of Clyrus! What can we do,
Reed McGurn?”

“1've got to get to Clyrus,” he said
harshly, “And I've got to go alone.
Where many men would fail, one might
win through. | figure I'm the one,
since | have even a bigger stake than a
hunk of gold!”

Athora, her shoulders sagging hope-
lessly, turned away. “There is nothing

you can do, my prince. Within a few
days word will reach Atland that the
Golden God is in Clyrusian hands—
they will see to that. Meanwhile you
and | are stranded here in the heart of
Afrota. It may be days—months be-
fore we are found. Maybe never.”

“1'm not going to stand here waiting
for somebody to find us,” the man de-
clared. “In what direction does Clyrusl
lie?”

“What you are thinking is madness,”
Athora said. “It would take two days
to reach the great water alone; and
even if you got that far, you could not
cross the water to Clyrus without a
dyark or petrix.”

“We’'ll cross that water when we get
to it!” McGurn said grimly. “Right
now I'm going to get some of the sup-
plies together you brought here. We’'ll
rest until midafternoon, then start for
the coast.”

“Where you go, | go,” Athora said
with a simple dignity that brought a
sharp lump into McGurn'’s throat.

McGurn started a fire near the spring
and they made a hasty meal from pro-
visions taken from Athora’s dyark the
day before. Afterwards he made up a
bundle of supplies large enough to last
the two of them for several days and, at
Athora’s tearful request, dug a grave at
the base of the cliff and buried the
mortal remains of the faithful Rhodia.
It was a solemn moment as McGurn
placed the cloth-shrouded body therein
and spoke the brief burial service
Athora taught him. He sent the prin-
cess to one of the caves before filling
the grave and over it he placed several
large rocks from those lying about the
foot of the escarpment.

Afterwards, he went to one of the
caves and slept until midafternoon, then
rose and entered Athora’'s cave to
awaken her. Gently he stooped above
her sleeping form and shook her lightly
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by the shoulder.

“Time to start, Athora.”

She smiled sleepily up at him,
stretched like a cat and got to her feet.
“This is madness, Reed McGurn—but
a girl must obey the man she loves.
Come.”

They descended to the clearing and
the princess helped him to adjust the
pack across his shoulders. With his
Webley, plus the two strange weapons
he had taken from Avar-Ak’'s dead
body, thrust on his belt, McGurn took
on a war-like appearance as he crossed
the expanse of grasses, Atland’s prin-
cess at his side.

At the trail’s mouth they hesitated
as though reluctant to plunge into that
wilderness of growing things.

“Are you sure this leads to the great
water?” McGurn asked.

“1 am sure of nothing in this awful
place,” the girl replied, “all 1 do know
is that Clyrus lies to the west and this
trail points in that direction.”

McGurn shrugged. “That's enough
to start on, anyway. Let's go.”

A dozen strides they took— then the
walls of foliage on either side of the
trail parted and four tunic clad men
rose to confront them, huars trained on
their hearts.

CHAPTER Xl
. . Losers Weepers”

T UA, awakening with a start from

" fitful slumber, opened her eyes to
find sunlight pouring in the dyark’s
windows. For a little while she gazed
at the waste of empty water far below,
then turned her head to meet the mock-
ing light in Fargolt’s eyes.

“We have only a little way to go,”
he said lightly.

“Where are we going?” Lua asked
perfunctorily.

“To Clyrus! To civilization—where
there are people and broad streets and
luxurious homes instead of animals and
elephant paths and holes in a cliff!
You’'ll see things to open your eyes,
my dear— see them and, as my woman
—own them too! Oh, I have great
plans for you. When you get rid of
that piece of panther hide and into a
tunic, and when a slave woman dresses
your hair into something different from
a bird’s nest—then every man in Cly-
rus will be at your feet. But they'll be
there too late— now you belong to me!”

Hatred began to swell within the
girl— hatred to mix with the fear this
man had aroused in her the night be-
fore. She thought of Reed McGurn and
the realization that she would never see
him again added to her hatred for this
grinning man who had taken her. She
twisted suddenly in her seat; only then
did she discover that her bonds had
been removed while she slept. She
was free to move now—now that free-
dom was worthless.

Far below the white metal sides of
the dyark a thin edge of land came into
view -at the southern horizon. Low
clouds above that land changed into
mountains as the dyark sped onward.
Then they were above land, and far
below Lua made out her first city—a
series of straight lines crossing other
lines in geometric designs. Encircling
them all was a great wall; and as the
dyark dipped lower she was able to
make out buildings and gardens and
even tiny dots along the streets and
avenues— dots she realized were peo-
ple.

“The city of Clya— the largest in
Clyrus,” explained Fargolt, seeing the
wonder in her face. “That huge white
stone building surrounded by gardens
is the palace of Mentanek, king of
Clyrus—the man we have come to
see.”
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Suddenly a shadow seemed to pass
across the sun, moving quickly, and
Lua looked up, startled, to see three
gleaming dyarks slanting down toward
their own ship. At the windows of the
other craft she made out many men
with huars in their hands.

“They recognize our dyark as one
belonging to Atland,” Fargolt told her,
his hands moving lightly over the con-
trols. “Atland’s dyark’s are subject
to suspicion.”

A moment later Fargolt stopped the
forward motion of the ship and it be-
gan to settle slowly down like a de-
scending elevator. Directly below was
the palace landing stage covering its
entire roof, with a score or more dyarks
visible about the edge.

With a faintly grating jar the great
sky ship came to rest in the exact cen-
ter of the field. A squad of Clyrusian
guards, huars drawn, raced toward it,
and as Fargolt left the controls and
went forward to swing open the heavy
door, a pantar stepped forward to meet
him.

“Greetings, Atlandian,” he said with
unsmiling politeness. “How may |
serve you?”

“Greetings,” responded Fargolt. “I
wish an immediate audience with Men-
tanek, king of Clyrus.”

The lieutenant of guards blinked.
“Mentanek is not so easily reached,”
he said shortly. “What is your reason
for requesting an audience with him?”

“A reason,” replied Fargolt stiffly,
“of sufficient importance that | need
not give details to a common pantar.
Inform him at once that Fargolt, a
noble of Ashtoth’s court, wishes to see
him without delay; that | have with
me the most coveted object in all the
world-—an object which I am willing
to turn over to him for certain con-
siderations which | will name only to
him.”

A wave of red crept into the other’s
cheeks at the reference to a “common
pantar.” He said, “If the noble Far-
golt will accompany me, | shall inform
my immediate superior of your wish
to see Mentanek.”

“Very well,” agreed Fargolt. Turn-
ing his head, he called for Lua to join
him, and she came forward reluctantly.

At sight of the half-naked girl, the
Clyrusian’s eyes went wide. “A Kly-
san!” he exclaimed. *“Is this the ‘cov-
eted object’ you mentioned?”

“l would regret,” Fargolt said
smoothly, “being forced to inform Men-
tanek that one of his pantars has been
guilty of insolence to a guest. | am
waiting to speak with your immediate

superior.”

Muscifes tightened the guard’s lower
jaw. “Follow me.”
'C"ARGOLT, the cloth-wrapped ob-

N ject under one arm and Lua at his
side, followed the guide to an open-
ing in the roof and down a flight of
steps into the palace interior. The cave
girl’'s eyes almost bulged with fascinat-
ed wonder as she crossed one beauti-
fully appointed room after another.
All this was something far beyond her
most vivid imaginings: the thick-piled
rugs, the chairs and sofas and polished,
inlaid woods— all were things from an-
other world of beauty and soft living,
of shelter and comfort.

Their guide stopped finally before a
closed door of gleaming wood and
rapped lightly on its panel. A deep
voice from within bade them enter, and
a moment later they were standing be-
fore a tall, broad-shouldered man seat-
ed behind a large table, its surface
inlaid with bits of ivory and gold.

“1 bring,” said the guide stiffly, “the
noble Fargolt of Atland, a member of
Ashtoth’s court, and his companion, a
Klysan woman. The noble Fargolt
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seeks an immediate audience with Men-
tanek.”

The man behind the table swung his
leonine head from Fargolt to the girl
and back to Fargolt again. “I bid the
noble Fargolt welcome,” he said in a
rumbling voice. “Will you and your-—
ah—companion be seated, please?”

While they were following the sug-
gestion, the seated man dismissed the
guard who went out, closing the door
behind him.

“l am Rythark, commander of the
palace troops,” said the man behind the
table, leaning back to fix piercing eyes
on the visitor. He laid the tips of his
fingers together and smiled at Fargolt
and Lua above them. “As you can
readily understand, Mentanek’s time is
limited and he is unable, unfortunately,
to grant audiences to the many who
seek him out. If you would care to tell
me something of the reason behind your
request, | shall do what I can to help
you.”

Fargolt closed his hands tighter
about the object he carried. Nothing
could compel him to tell anyone other
than Mentanek himself what lay in-
side that cloth covering. Nor was it
necessary that he do so. There was
another way to win the audience he de-
sired—

“l am more than a member of Ash-
toth’s court,” he said warily. “From
time to time | have been of service to
Gyrus through Sar-Gath, her high
priest. | tell you that so you may
know my sympathies lie with Gyrus.”

Rythark inclined his head slightly
but did not speak, his face remaining
impassive.

“Recently the princess Athora of
Atland disappeared from Atlantis. |
know where she has gone and what has
since happened to her. That informa-
tion | wish to give to Mentanek in
person, for I am quite aware of his

interest in, her.”

“1 understand fully,” the commander
said gravely. “Remain here, if you
will.  “1 shall acquaint the noble Men-
tanek of your wish to give this infor-
mation to him.”

eRising, he crossed to the door and
went out, the heavy portal swinging
shut behind him.

Minutes passed on leaden feet. Lua
sat slumped a little on the chair’'s soft
upholstery, listening to the far away
sounds of city life floating in through
the window. She was cut off from all
things familiar—alone in an awe-in-
spiring world, faced with a dark future
beside a man she had met only a day
before— a man she had hated from the
first. A growing despondency sapped
her characteristic animation and spar-
kle, leaving her but a spiritless shell of
her former self; but deep within her
was growing the determination to some-
day escape this bewildering world and
return to her own kind. It might be
many moons before an opportunity pre-
sented itself, but an untiring patience
was part of her heritage and she could
wait. Somewhere jin her vast land
Reedmcgurn still liVed and perhaps the
time would come when she could find
him again. It would be that hope which
would enable her to bear up during the
long months that might pass before she
could escape from Gyrus.

She stole a side glance at the man
who had taken her from the land of her
people. How confidently he sat there,
an expression of smug certainty on his
dark face. From what the princess
Athora had said that night by the fire,
she knew Fargolt was depending on the
Golden God he carried to win him a
high place in Gyrus. Well, let him
have his high place! He would find
that the girl with whom he meant to
share that position would give him little
happiness!
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The opening door ended her thoughts,
and Rythark, commander of the palace
guards, came in.

TH'ARGOLT rose to face him. A
* subtle change had come over the
commander during his absence; his
manner was a shade more cordial, his
former faint air of condescension was
no longer evident.

“The august Mentanek awaits you
and your companion, noble Fargoit,”

he said almost cordially. “Be kind
enough to come with me.”
Once again the way led through

luxuriously appointed rooms, many of
them containing members, both men
and women, of the court who stared in
frank wonder at the lovely blonde girl
in her scanty covering of panther skin.
Up a broad flight of carpeted steps
rising from the center of a mammoth
hall lined with a full two score of palace
guards, along a wide hall with richly
colored tapestries lining its walls, and
finally into a huge square chamber.

Other than half a dozen fully armed
warriors against the far wall and a
man seated in an oversized chair of
ornately carved black wood atop a
raised platform, the vast room was
emptly of life. But neither Fargoit
nor Lua was aware of the surroundings,
so completely did the man on the plat-
form rivet their eyes.

Standing, he would have passed the
six foot mark by at least seven or
eight inches. Yet so immensely gross
was his body that the man seemed
stunted in height. His weight must
have bordered a quarter of a ton, his
legs would have better graced a full
grown elephant, his arms were great
pendulous lengths of flabby flesh tipped
fingers the size of an average man’s
wrist. Beneath a tent-sized tunic of
purple and gold a monstrous mound of
swelling flesh marked a Gargantuan

belly supported by the immense thighs.
Sparse reddish locks topped a head
like a huge round boulder, against the
surface of which were stuck, like berries
in a mass of uncooked dough, a pair
of unblinking button eyes, a small
round knob of nose and a small, almost
w'omanish mouth. There must have
been a neck for that impossible head
to rest upon; if so it was completely
obscured by incredible jowls hanging
in multi-wrinkled folds almost to the
saggings breasts.

Fargoit, in the past, had heard de-
scriptions of Mentanek of Clyrus and
was, in part, forwarned of what to ex-
pect. But as for Lua, daughter of a
race which contained only lean hard-
ened men fit to face the rigors of jungle
life, she could only stand and stare in
open-mouthed amazement at this utter-
ly incredible travesty of a human being.

A sharp nudge from Fargolt’s elbow
snapped the spell and she moved ahead
beside him to the foot of the elevated
chair.

Rythark bowed low before the por-
cine monarch of Clyrus. “The noble
Fargoit of Atland and his companion,”
he said in introduction.

“We bid you and your lovely com-
panion welcome, noble Fargoit.” The
words were like distant thunder and
seemed to rise from subterranean,
depths within that mountain of flesh,
while the black eyes peered at them
over folds of the protruding cheeks.
“My faithful Rythark informs me you
have information concerning Atland’s
loveliest creature— Athora, daughter of
Ashtoth, who has been reported missing
from her country; kidnapped, | un-
derstand, by some treacherous pantar
by the name of—now.let me think...
ah, yes! By the name of Fargoit. Now
there’'s a strange coincidence indeed!
To think that the infamous abductor
of my good friend’'s daughter should
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bear the same name as you, a noble-
man of his court!”

A cold finger seemed to move lightly
along Fargolt’'s spine. But when he
spoke there was nothing in his tone or
demeanor to so much as hint of his
sudden fear.

“The story you have heard, noble
Mentanek,” he said, “has evidently
been somewhat garbled. “The princess
Athora was not taken by force from
Ashtoth’s palace. Instead she fled from
there because she did not wish to marry
you! A regrettable lack of judgment
on her part, of course,” Fargolt made
haste to add as he noticed the look of
black fury forming on Mentanek’s wide
countenance. “But the gracious Men-
tanek, from his vast store of knowledge
of people and their ways, will under-
stand that Athora was—is young and
has never had an opportunity to learn
first hand of your personal charm and
desirability.”

At those last few words Mentanek’s
expression cleared, whereupon Fargolt
went on, describing in detail the flight
from Atlantis and the adventures amid
Afrota’s jungles. Mentanek listened
without interruption, the fingers of one
massive hand toying with the butt of
an oversized huar thrust within the
folds of his golden sash.

There were two things Fargolt failed
to include in his recital: the fact that
the stranger from another world had
gained possession of the Golden God,
and the killing of a Clyrusian priest
shortly before he— Fargolt—had taken
off for Clyrus itself. The first item he
was saving as a fitting climax to this
audience with Mentanek; the second
was something he feared Clyrus’s
monarch might view with a fatal—to
Fargolt!— disapproval.

FpOR some little time after Fargolt
~ concluded his story Mentanek sat

lost in thought. At last he stirred
slightly on his mammoth throne, small
ripples of disturbed fat flowing smooth-
ly under his tunic.

“And so, noble Fargolt, it would
appear Atland’s most beautiful woman
is dead.”

“Either dead,” replied the pantar,
“or hopelessly lost as the victim of a
Klysan.”

“How regrettable!” Mentanek’s sigh
rustled in his nose like wind in a cave.
He spread his hands in a gesture of
finality. “Well, on to other things. |
understand you made some mention to
one of my palace guards that you have
with you the— ah— ‘the most coveted
object in the world'— | believe that was
the phrase you used.” He pointed one
of the saplings he called fingers at the

package under Fargolt's arm. “lIs it
that which you carry there?”
Fargolt inclined his head. “It is,

noble Mentanek.”

“Well,” mumbled the king impatient-
ly, “open it up! Let's see what you
describe in such glowing language.”
He held up an enormous palm as Far-
golt was about to speak. “Allow me to
point out, my friend, that as you strip
away those coverings a number of
huars will be trained on you by my
faithful guards. Merely a precaution,
of course, unfortunate when dealing
with so noble a guest as you___ You
were about to say...?”

“Only this” Fargolt said equably.
“1 am about to lay in your hands the
world’s greatest treasure as a token of
my unswerving loyalty to Clyrus and
her great king. By doing so | shall
forfeit my position and all my holdings
in Atland. For this reason I make so
bold as to request a position as noble-
man of your court and with all the
wealth that goes with such a position.
It is understood, of course, that my
gift must be of such importance as to
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merit so magnificent an award. Does
this have your majesty’s approval?”

“Reveal your treasure!” boomed
Mentanek. “Who knows— it may be
worth a kingship!” and his sudden roar
of laughter beat through the huge room
like breakers on a distant shore.

With steady fingers Fargolt loosened
the wrappings of cloth, doing this in
such a way that he might strip them
completely away in a single motion
thus making its revealment more highly
dramatic. Then:

“Behold, mighty Mentanek—the
Golden God!”

With one sweep of his hand in unison
with the cry he tore apart the cloth,
and held high the gleaming, pulsating
length of the golden image of Ammon-
Re!

A swelling gasp of amazement, awe
and superstitious fear welled from the
throats of the Clyrusians as each man
instinctively made the sign of the holy
triangle with a trembling forefinger.
Mentanek braced his massive forearms
against the arm rest of his throne in
a spasmodic effort to rise, then sank
back, defeated by his own bulk.

“Place it in my hands!” he panted,
and Fargolt, face reflecting supreme
satisfaction over the sensational re-
sponse he had gained, stepped forward
and laid the statue in the center of
Mentanek’s hands.

For a long moment the king sat
there and stared down at the image, his
vast face stained with the emanation
of pulsating light from the Golden God.
At last he lifted his eyes to Fargolt
standing before him. “Then the rumors
we heard here in Clyrus were true,” he
whispered harshly. “It was you, in-
stead of an underpriest, who stole the
Golden God!”

“1 did not steal it,” Fargolt replied.
And in a few words he explained how

the fabulous image had come into his
possession.

Mentanek cut short his explanation.
“Rythark!” he bellowed.

The commander of the palace guard

stepped forward hastily. “Yes, noble
Mentanek?”
“These guards—” The king’s small

glittering eyes swept over the six armed
attendants. “They are to be trusted?”
“Completely, your majesty.”
“Would you stake your life on their
faithfulness?”
“l—ah .".. Few humans are worthy
of complete trust, noble Mentanek.”
. “Exactly.” A grim smile touched the
king’s tiny mouth. “Order them to
turn their backs, facing the wall.”
Rythark barked out a command and
as one the six guards wheeled, present-
ing an evenly spaced row of backs to
the Kking.

\\71TH a calm,

[

almost casual air
Mentanek pulled the giant huar
from his belt, leveled its muzzle and
holding the button in firing position,
mowed down all six of the guards!
Lua uttered a sharp scream of horror
and shrank back and Fargolt blanched
visibly and he felt his knees tremble.
Even the iron-faced reserve of the com-

mander faltered slightly and tiny
muscles rippled along his stiffly-set
jaws.

Mentanek, still holding his huar,

turned his attention back to the others.
“1 regret the loss of six men, Rythark,”
he said easily, “but there must be not
the slightest chance that word of our
having the Golden God gets out.”

He hesitated, while his thick tongue
came out slightly and wetted his lips.
“Get word immediately to Sar-Gath to
return from Atlantis. Within a lat |
want the commanders of my armies
here for a council of war.”

“ ‘War’, noble Mentanek?” repeated
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Rythark, his expression startled.

“War was what | said. Within three
days we move against Atland! Oh,
there will be no fight worthy of the
the namel Once the rulers and people
of Atland know we hold the Golden
God, Atland will lie prostrate before
us. Then it will be simply a matter
of marching in and taking overl”

Rythark jerked his head toward Far-
golt and Lua who had been listening
open-mouthed.

“And your guests?” he asked. “Shall
| show them to their quarters?”

“Ah, yes. My guests.” Mentanek
beamed at Fargolfs wan expression. “I
have given my word that our friend
shall be rewarded for his services to
Clyrus and to me. Noble Fargolt, you
are indeed worthy of being a nobleman
of my court— and a nobleman you shall
be from this moment. Great wealth
is yours and a residence worthy of your
station.”

Fargolt was smiling now—a smile of
mingled relief and satisfaction.

“However,” Mentanek went on, still
speaking in a friendly rumble, “it seems
you have broken two edicts handed
down through the ages from the days
when Clyrus and Atland were one great
nation. You understand, of course,
that | did not make these edicts—in
fact I do not wholly believe they are
just. But as king of Clyrus I am bound
to enforce them.”

The smile was gone now from Far-
golt's lips and fear was in his eyes.
“Wh-what laws are these, noble Men-
tanek?” he faltered.

“Surely,” Mentanek said warmly,
“you are aware of the law that states
any person other than a high priest,
king or nobleman who lays a hand on
the Golden God must pay by losing his
life?”

“But | am a noble!
confirm that!”

Your own words
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“True—true,” admitted Mentanek
soothingly. *“Because you are a noble,
your crime is no crime at all and the
charge is dismissed.”

Relieved color seeped back into Far-
golt’s cheeks. “l am grateful to your
majesty for being so lenient.”

“The other edict you have violated,”
the king went on placidly, “has to do
with any nobleman of either Clyrus or
Atland mating with a Klysan. This
law, as you may know, was evolved to
keep pure the blood of both countries’
ruling classes. Now it is easily ap-
parent that you have taken this young
Klysan as a mate, the penalty for which
is death.”

“But die is not my mate!” cried Far-
golt, plunged again into the depths of
fear. “While I admit | brought her
here for that purpose, being unaware
of the edict against it, | have not taken
her as my mate. From this moment I
reject her; do with her as you wish!”

“As to that,” Mentanek said easily,
“1 believe you whole-heartedly. How-
ever, we have no complete proof, and
since you are a nobleman who has taken
a Klysan as a mate, | must order your
death!”

“But I am not a nobleman!” cried
Forgolt, seeing an avenue of escape.
“l am but a simple pantar of Atland!
Oh, | admit I called myself a noble-
man that | might more readily gain an
audience with you. But | lied; I am
no nobleman.”

“Not a nobleman?” Mentanek stared
at him in mock surprise. “Ah, but you
are, noble Fargolt! Did 1 not, only a
few yads ago, name you a nobleman of
my court? Are you refusing the honor
| bestowed upon you— the honor you
yourself won from me?”

“Yes, yes!” wailed the fear-stricken
pantar. “1 decline the honor! | am
no nobleman nor do | wish to be!”

“Wait!” Mentanek said, horrified.
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“1f you refuse to accept nobility, then
you must die for having laid hands on
the Golden God. For only a high
priest or king or a nobleman may touch
the image of Ammon-Re and continue
to live!”

“Il—1—" The full hopelessness of
his position came home to Fargolt in
that moment and he bowed his head
and sought wildly for some way out.
Suddenly the awareness came to him
that the mammoth monarch was toying
with him, sadistically enjoying this tor-
turing with words, that he had been
doomed to die from the moment he un-
veiled the Golden God. And with the
realization came the calm of utter
despair and he lifted his eyes—to stare
full into the muzzle of Mentanek’s
huge huar.

An instant later Fargolt, pantar and
traitor, crumpled into a lifeless heap,
a small scorched hole showing in his
forehead.

Lua, daughter of Yortak, watched
him die and grim satisfaction filled her
untamed heart. Another moment might
find her still in death beside him, but
first he had paid for bringing her to
this horrible place.

“Thus ends the career of our latest

nobleman,” said Mentanek dolefully.
“What a loss to Gyrus and her
king!... Have his body disposed of,

Rythark,” he said, turning to the com-
mander, “and get word to Sar-Gath and
the officers of Gyrus’s forces.”

“What of this Klysan?” the other
asked, indicating Lua.

Mentanek fixed his beady eyes on
the cave girl, noting her beauty and the
proud lines of her carriage and the lilt
of her head. “A lovely specimen,
Rythark—too lovely by far to waste
as a gift to my guards. Confine her to
one of the special rooms in my apart-
ment. Perhaps | shall permit the
guards to have her ... later.”

101
CHAPTER XIV
"All Hope is Lost!"
A T SIGHT of the strangers, Mec-

Gurn’s hand darted for his Web-
ley, only to stop short as he realized
there was no chance of success against
the four huars trained on him.

“Raise your hands above your head,”
ordered one of the four. As McGurn
complied he noticed that this man
differed from the others in that the belt
of his tunic bore a design of golden
triangles worked into the material. His
skin too seemed darker than that of
his companions and there was an im-
perious cast to his strong-nosed coun-
tenance that bespoke the leader of men.

The man’s eyes shifted to the prin-
cess Athora and for a long moment he
stared at her without speaking, his im-
passive face betraying nothing of his
thoughts.

“You are Athora, daughter of Ash-
toth of Atlafad.” It was a statement
of fact, not a question. “I am Atim-
Lek, priest of the temple of Ammon-Re
in Gyrus. “Where is Clentark?”

“l know of no one by that name,”

Athora replied stiffly. “Why do you
ask me?”
“Clentark is one of the temple

guards who accompanied me here,”
Atim-Lek replied. “It was his duty
to keep an eye on you and your party
during last night. When another of
the guards came to relieve him at dawn
Clentark disappeared.”

Athora shrugged disinterestedly. *“I
have not seen him. Also, | demand to
know by what right you post guards to
spy upon us. Unless your explanation
is satisfactory to me | shall report the
matter to my father. You may be
certain he will get an answer—direct
from your king!”

Atim-Lek heard her out with chill
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and distant politeness, then shifted his
attention to Reed McGurn. He took
in the American’s strange garb with-
out comment, then said to him:

“Where is Clentark? Where are the
other members of your party? Why is
your dyark no longer within the clear-
ing?”

McGum’s eyes narrowed. *“Look,
friend, the lady asked for an explana-
tion. If I were you—"

“Answer me!” Atim-Lek snapped.

McGurn’s lips curled in a one-sided
smile. “You,” he said softly, “can go
to Oruzal!”

There was a collective gasp from the
guards and Atim-Lek’'s dark face
turned suddenly livid. Without warning
his hand darted out and dealt McGurn
a savage blow across the mouth. The
young American staggered slightly
under the impact, then he recovered
and would have leaped upon the other
had not he caught a glimpse of the four
huars trained on him.

Athora caught him by the arm. “Do
not anger them into Killing you, my
prince,” she said softly. “My father
will exact payment for every indignity
you and | suffer at the hands of these
Clyrusian animals!”

Atim-Lek, face impassive once more,
stepped back and motioned to one of
the guards. “Search him!” he ordered.
“Remove his weapons1”

The man came forward cautiously
and snaked the Webley, the huar and
the xorth from McGurn’s belt and
handed them to Atim-Lek. At sight
of this last weapon the priest uttered
a brief exclamation of surprise and
satisfaction and slipped its barrel under
his belt.

McGurn, unarmed now, let his lifted
hands slowly to his sides without draw-
ing comment from the priest. To
Athora Atim-Lek said: “There is noth-
ing you can hope to gain by refusing
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answers to my questions. Where is
the dyark in which you came to Afrota
and where are the other members of
your party?”

“Who should know those answers
better than you?” retorted the princess.

Atim-Lek frowned. “What do you
mean?”

“l mean,” Athora said hotly, “that
you or some other Clyrusians came here
while Reed McGurn and | were away,
killed my hand-maiden and took the
others away in the dyark. | suppose
they are in Clyrus now—and the
moment | return to Atland | shall see
to it that Fargolt and—and Lua are
taken from there and brought to my
own country and that those who took
them are punished.”

*T*HE PRIEST was shaking his head.
* *“Had anyone from Clyrus taken
them, | would have known. For some
reason you are lying. If your dyark
was taken without your knowledge
some member of your own group must
have done so.”

“Attempting to put the blame on my
people will avail you nothing,” replied
Athora coldly. “You shall answer to
Ashtoth, my father, for—"”

“Wait!” exclaimed McGurn. “What
about Fargolt, Athora? He may have
killed that Clyrusian we found near the
caves and, fearing there were others
about, taken Lua and flown back to
Atland.”

“And deserted us?
never have done that!”

“Why not? He must have given you
up for dead, believing | would never be
able to rescue you from that Klysan.
And feeling about me the way he did,
he would have no reason to wait for
me to return.”

“You've forgotten that somebody
dew Rhodia. Fargolt would have no
reason to do that; he was in love with

Fargolt would
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her.

McGurn stared at her incredulously.
“Like so much he was in love with her!
Not the way he was eyeing Lua!” A
startled expression abruptly swept
across his square face. “My God, I'll
bet I know what happened! He figured
you and | were gone forever. He saw
a way to make himself a hero by bring-
ing the Golden God back to Atland and
telling your father a Klysan had mur-
dered you and Rhodia. Because he
was smitten by Lua he took her along
instead of Kkilling her as well.”

“l can't believe it,” murmured
Athora. “And yet— it would explain
everything that's happened.”

“You have answered my questions,”
said a quiet voice, and McGurn and
Athora, suddenly remembering that
they were not alone, turned back to
find Atim-Lek smiling with complete
satisfaction.

“So it was you,” continued the priest,
“who made off with the Golden God.
Rumors had reached Clyrus that
Ammon-Re’s image had been stolen.
And you say that a pantar named Far-
golt has taken it back o Atland?”

Athora was aware of a strange sink-
ing sensation. “l do not recall naming

his rank.”
“Nor did you.” Atim-Lek’s smile
broadened. “You see Fargolt is a spy

in the service of Mentanek of Clyrus.
When you selected him to bring you to
Afrota, my princess, he sent a note to
Sar-Gath, high priest of Clyrus, inform-
ing him of your intentions. As a result
| was ordered to follow your dyark here
that we of Clyrus might keep informed
of your exact position.

“And now that Fargolt has fled
carrying the Golden God, there is little
doubt but that he took it directly to
Clyrus and has placed it by this time
in the hands of Mentanek!”

“No!” gasped Athora, aghast. “1 do
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not believe you! No man of Atland
could be capable of delivering his coun-
try to Clyrus!”

Atim-Lek shrugged. *“Perhaps you
are right. But the possibility that you
are wrong is strong enough to force a
change in my plans. Instead of return-
ing you directly to Atland, my princess,
I shall stop first at Clya to speak with
Mentanek. Should the Golden God’
now be in his possession his plans will
doubtless be changed.”

Ignoring Athora’s protests and
threats, he ordered his guards to escort
the prisoners through the jungle to his
own camp. Arriving there, Athora and
McGurn were hustled aboard the
gleamingMyark and minutes later the
ship was aloft and on its way to Clya.

Under the watchful eyes of the
guards Reed McGurn and Athora sat
side by side watching the steaming
jungles and grassy plains below give
way finally to the ocean’s empty wastes.
To the American flyer the flight was of
keen interest and he longed to be given
an opportunity of examining the mech-
anism which powered so swiftly and in
utter silence this streamlined craft.
But any request along those lines would
unquestionably be denied and he re-
mained silent.

0O M E time later he became aware
that the soft shoulder against his
own was shaking spasmodically and he
turned his head to find Athora was cry-
ing silently into her hands.
He placed a tender hand on one of

her arms. *“Courage, my princess!” he
whispered.

She lifted a stricken face. “What
shall wej do, Reed McGurn? If what

this priest says is true, then Atland is
doomed—and with it my father and all
his friends and mine.”

“Wait until you know before giving
up. And even if they do have the
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Golden God, keeping it may be difficult.
From what you've said of Ashtoth, I
can't see him giving up without a

fight.”
“When the armies of Mentanek
march against Atland,” she said

brokenly, “bearing at their head the
image of Ammon-Re, the soldiers of
Atland will lay down their arms in
defeat and the people will turn on my
father and tear him to pieces. You
are a stranger among us, Reed Mc-
Gurn; you do not understand.”

“But it will take a few days to get
that far,” McGurn pointed out. *“And
in the meantime Mentanek may find
someone has pulled that idol right out
from under his nose. If Clyrus has
planted spies in Atland, it sounds
reasonable to suppose Atland has spies
in Qyrus—and all of them will be
doing their best to regain possession of
the image.”

Athora appeared to brighten a little,
but McGurn felt it was more in grati-
tude for his efforts than any actual
revival of hope.

Darkness came while they were still
aloft and soon thereafter Athora sank
into troubled sleep, exhausted by the
day’s events, her head pillowed on Mc-
Gurn’s shoulder. The American aviator
sat very still, his thoughts on an-
other girl—a girl who meant more to
him than all the countries and peoples
and golden images in this forgotten
world. He pictured her suntanned
body beneath the scanty covering of
panther skin, her clear blue eyes and
wealth of blonde hair and the proud
and clear-cut beauty of her features.
The thought of her in the arms of the
perfidious Fargolt closed a cold hand
about his heart, even as it fired the
resolution within him to rescue her—
or avenge her—though an entire city
stood between them. All he asked was
an opportunity—-no matter how slender

— for escape from his present captors;
and if Lua was anywhere within Cly-
rus he would find her....

He was suddenly aware that the
dyark was slowing its speed, and he
looked quickly out the opening next to
him. Far below he saw twinkling lights
in great numbers arranged in a circular
pattern; and as the dyark sank lower
he began to make out shadowy shapes
that became two- and three-story build-
ings lining broad avenues and narrow
streets.

In the exact center of the circle was
a great edifice of white walls surround-
ed by a park-like enclosure. The roof
of this sprawling structure seemed to
drift slowly up to meet the dyark and
McGurn could see many lights mark-
ing its edges.

There followed a slight grating sound
as the monster ship came to rest.
Rythark left the controls and went to
open the passenger hatch, then turned
and motioned for his guards to fetch
the prisoners.

McGurn descended the three metal
steps to the roof and. turned to help
Athora. She dropped lightly beside
him and slipped an arm through his,
her attempt at a brave smile proving
largely tremulous. A group of palace
guards had pressed forward as the
dyark landed and Atim-Lek was in the
act of properly identifying himself
and the members of his party.

At this point on the roof, midway
between its lighted edges, the gloom of
night was fairly heavy. The priest and
his personal entourage were answering
qguestions put to them by a pantar of
the roof guards and, for the moment,
Athora and McGurn were free of sur-
veillance.

It was an opportunity not likely
to be repeated. McGurn caught the
princess’ attention, motioned for her to
remain where she was, then turned and



FORGOTTEN WORLDS

leaped lightly abroard the same dyark
that had brought them to Clyrusl

Bracing himself for the sound of
immediate alarm, the young American
raced on tiptoes along the flooring to
one of the several wall cabinets near
the craft’'s stern. Through the hull
openings he could hear the continuing
murmur of conversation and an occa-
sional scuff of feet against gravel.
Evidently his absence had not yet been
noticed, although an alarm was bound
to come within seconds.

tttlTH
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lightning movements of his
fingers, he opened the nearest
cabinet, jammed back its locking
mechanism and crawled within, pulling
its doors closed behind him and holding
it shut with steady pressure of his
fingers....

A voice outside said something loud-
ly, stilling all conversation for a second
or two; then there was a babel of many
tongues all at once and feet raced
along the roof. A girl's voice, which
McGurn recognized as Athora’s said
something, only to break off in a muffled
cry of pain.

McGurn gritted his teeth and waited.
Suddenly the line of light outlining the
cabinet door grew brighter as a switch
was thrown in the dyark’s cabin, and
feet echoed along the metal flooring.

“He’s not in here,” growled a man’s
voice, so close that McGurn started a
little despite himself.

“Of course not,” replied another.
“Only a fool would run no more than a
few steps, and only a fool would
suggest it.”

“What else would you expect a priest
to be?” observed the first and both
men laughed shortly.

Palace guards, McGurn told himself.
He listened to them move carelessly
about the cabin before one of them
said, “Well, he's not here, that's certain.
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We’'d best find Xyban and tell him so.”

“He won’'t get far,” declared the
other. “Xyban has posted men at every
exit along the roof. Even in the dark
he’s bound to be spotted; you saw the
strange garb he wore.”

“Yes. One of Atim-Lek’s men says
he’s neither Atlandian nor Klysan. A
stranger from another world, | hear.”

“Perhaps Set sent him here from
Oruzal. That would explain his ability
to disappear so easily!”

Their laughter faded as they left the
cabin. McGurn let go a muted sigh
of relief and allowed tense muscles to
relax even as full realization of the
hopelessness of his position swept over
him. With armed men guarding every
avenue to the building and streets be-
low he was faced with the alternative
of remaining in this black hole or ven-
turing out, to certain capture. As far
as being free to accomplish his self-
appointed tasks of finding Lua and
regaining possession of the Golden God
—well, he was as near to success as if
he were still in custody.

If only he could get hold of a tunic!
His naked chest and the torn uniform
trousers were unmistakable evidence
of his true identity. Clothed like the
Clyrusians and able as he was to speak
their tongue he might manage to bluff
his way past guards and get on with
his search.

But finding a tunic to fit him ap-
peared to be as difficult as finding the
Golden God itself. Perhaps if he . . .

The sound of voices ended his reverie
and brought him to sharp attention.
-They appeared to come from outside
the dyark, and a moment later he
caught the sound of sandals slithering
across metal, apparently moving direct-
ly toward the cupboard he was in.
McGurn cautiously drew his legs be-
neath him and made ready to spring
into action the moment that door swung
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back.

But the door remained closed and the
footsteps faded again as they passed
him by and went on toward the dyark’s
stern. Metal clanged sharply on metal,
then a grating noise which McGurn
immediately identified as door fasteners
being secured. Even as he reached
that conclusion he felt the floor beneath
him lurch, then press up against the
balls of his feet.

The dyark was taking off—for what
goal only Ammon-Re might know!
McGurn eased his strained position and
concentrated on holding the cabinet
door from swinging open against some
motion of the craft.

FOR what seemed no more than a
minute the airship moved in a
horizontal direction, then once more
McGurn felt the dyark begin to sink
slowly to earth. There followed the
familiar grating sound that meant the
w hite metal hull was grounded on
crushed rock, and again sandaled feet
moved toward his hiding place... and
past. The sound of metal catches
being released was repeated, a door
clanged open, the line of light outlining
the closed entrance to McGum'’s hiding
place disappeared as an unseen switch
was thrown— and then silence.

For what must have been the better
part of half an hour McGurn remained
crouched behind that cabinet door, his
ears straining for some indication that
the dyark was in truth deserted. On
three separate occasions he caught the
sound of human voices but always at
what seemed a considerable distance,
Satisfied at last that it would be reason-
ably safe for him at least to quit the
narrow confines of his present hiding
place, he slowly pushed open the door
and stepped out into the cabin beyond.

The interior was in complete dark-
ness. Through the openings in both
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sides he made out light-tipped poles
lining the distant edges of a roof, and
beyond them was the blackness of a
star-dotted night. As he watched, a
human figure moved slowly across the
roof some twenty yards from the dyark
and faded from sight— the figure of a
man in a white tunic, light glinting on
the barrel of a huar thrust into his
belt.

After a moment’'s thought, McGurn
squatted on the floor and removed his
heavy-soled service shoes, tucked them
from sight in one of the numerous cup-
boards and started a careful and sys-
tematic search of the dyark.

He spent nearly another half hour in
that manner and the net result was—
nothing. Evidently huars were not
standard equipment so far as the plane
was concerned; nor was he able to
find a tunic or sandals in any of the
numerous compartments.

His captors had removed his flash-
light and pocket knife while searching
him at the time he was captured, and
his cigarettes were cached away in his
cave back in Afrota. But his fingers
closed on a pack of gum in one pocket
and he stripped the wrappings from two
sticks and ground them between his
teeth. It had been a long time since he
had eaten and he was very hungry and
thirsty, and the gum did much toward
relieving him.

Moving with great caution he came
up to the frame of the open door and
peered around it. An empty expanse
of gravelled roof stretched all the way
to the lights marking its edge. McGurn
went down the steps and, crouching,
circled the dyark at the stern. There,
he halted sharply and drew back into
the shadow of the craft,

Not more than thirty yards away a
mound-like structure marked an open-
ing into the roof leading to the build-
ing’s interior. Lounging there was the

*
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figure of a man, his light-colored tunic
gleaming faintly amid the darkness.
Some fifty or sixty yards farther down
the roof was a similar opening, this one
guarded by two tunic-wearing soldiers
who appeared to be carrying on a low-
voiced conversation.

There was only one course open to
Reed McGurn, and no matter how long
he stood there telling himself of its
danger it was the one he must follow.
And so, with a fatalistic shrug of his
broad shoulders, he set out across that
open expanse of gravel, moving in a
wide circle as a means of coming up on
the nearest guard from the rear.

Ten minutes later he was crouched
behind that protruding mound, near
enough to its guardian to hear the
sound of his even breathing and the
occasional whisper of gravel under his
feet. Sooner or later that man must
move and when he moved to the right,
he would come within radius of Reed
McGurn’s hands.

Minutes dragged by. At any moment
one of the other guards stationed there
might saunter by and put an end to the
American’s hopes. McGurn turned his
eyes skyward and saw that the stair-
well covering he was crouched behind
had a narrow ledge running about its
top, evidently placed there as an orna-
mental trimming. By standing on his
tip toes, he was able to close his fingers
about that ledge and what had been a
half-formed idea became a full-fledged
plan.

With an agility born of desperation
he drew himself up to the top of the
mound. Woriggling forward he was able
to gain a position above the opening
itself and less than two feet from the
unsuspecting guard.

VK7ITH great care McGurn measured
the distance between him and
that exposed throat. His fingers must
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close there before a cry could emerge.
Had not the surface supporting him
been curved there would be no difficulty
in gaining that hold; as it was a reach-
ing movement might send him head-
foremost to the roof.

A heavy sigh of utter boredom es-
caped the guard’s lips and he yawned
widely, throwing back his head as he
stretched his arms high ... and stared
full into Reed McGurn’s eyes!

For a barely appreciable instant the
sentry seemed paralyzed with terrified
surprise. Then his lips sagged apart
and a scream formed in his throat—a
scream never uttered as steel fingers
darted out to close about his neck.

Even as his hands tightened on the
Clyrusian’'s throat McGurn slipped
head first from his elevated position,
his descending body forcing his victim
backwards to the roof. Frantically he
fought to loosen that terrible grip,
tearing futilely at those implacable
fingers and striking heavy blows at the
grim face above his own. But Mec-
Gurn’s hold only grew the tighter,
waiting as the efforts to dislodge him
grew steadily weaker. Suddenly the
guard’'s body twisted in a convulsive
shudder, then sank into stillness and
moved no more.

McGurn snatched the huar from the
dead man’s belt and flattened himself
in the open doorway while his ears
and eyes sought for a sign that the
faint sounds of recent combat had car-
ried to any of the other sentries patrol-
ing the roof. Off to the left the two
men he had noticed earlier still were
deep in conversation—the only visible
signs of life.

Stooping, McGurn took hold of the
corpse and dragged it deeper within the
stairwell entrance. Working in com-
plete darkness, he stripped the body,
stepped out of his own trousers and
donned the tunic, tucking the huar
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under its belt. The sandals were a bit
loose but they would do.

His good judgment told him it was
time he got out of there. Turning, he
groped his way deeper into the hallway,
his progress barred after a few steps by
another door, this one tightly closed.
His fingers found and solved the latch
within seconds and carefully he drew
the door wide.

A flight of winding steps going down
was revealed in the strong light cast by
a series of glowing rocks set in tiny
depressions in the wall. His interest
piqued, McGurn placed a hand near
one of them, discovering to his surprise
that there was no indication of heat in
connection with the radiance. The
source of that light could hardly be
radioactive, else the entire stairwell
would be a death trap.

This was hardly the time to get
scientific he reminded himself sharply
and continued on down the steps, the
huar back in his hand and ready for
instant use.

Around one bend he went, then
stopped before another door, this one
also closed. He pressed an ear against
the polished wood, listening for a long
moment, but hearing nothing except
the pounding of his heart. Squaring
his shoulders, he released the catch and
pushed into a narrow hall, its floor
heavily carpeted.

There was no sign of life along its
length. Hangings of some rich red
material closed off one end ten feet to
his right; to his left were the naked
panels of another door.

One direction was as good as another.
The drape-covered opening seemed his
best bet: easier to hear through than
wood and no chance of squeaking
hinges while passing through.

The hangings seemed to sway slightly
as he drew near and he froze, huar
leveled. When, after a full minute,
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nothing happened he reasoned a current
of air was responsible and inched his
way forward again.

Another half minute passed while he
stood close to the velvet-like curtain,
ears cocked for the slightest sound from
beyond it. Nothing. He lifted his
hand to sweep aside the material—

“What is the meaning of this?” said
a quiet voice at his back.

CHAPTER XV
Beyond That Door

Tj'ROM the south, moving at great
speed, a small scout dyark shot
over the coast of Atland and swung east
toward the capitol city of Atlantis.
Rays of the setting sun flooded into
its cabin, picking out the grimly set
features of the man at its controls.

Doltanar, a member of the palace
guard, had come on duty only a few
minutes before when he caught a
glimpse of the small dyark as it streak-
ed across the circular wall of stone
about Atlantis. Sight of the craft in-
terested him only a little, since the air
above Atlantis was usually dotted with
dyarks. This one, however, was moving
much faster than was considered safe
in a zone where air travel was usually
heavy.

Suddenly the small craft turned
sharply and shot straight for the palace
roof where Doltanar was standing. It
was then he saw the emblem on its
bow and he voiced a startled shout of
alarm.

“Pantar1’ he bawled. “Pantar San-
tak! A dyark from Clyrus!”

Feet pounded across the roof as San-
tak, officer in charge, hurried up with
several of his men. this time the
small dyark was dropping for a land-
ing—dropping much faster than good
flying required.
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“Draw your huars,”
pantar.

An instant later the craft thudded
heavily against the landing strip, send-
ing up a shower of crushed rock from
the impact, and the door was flung vio-
lently back and a tall slender man
stumbled drunkenly down the three
metal steps.

The officer caught a startled glimpse
of a spreading red stain high up on the
man’'s tunic and he darted forward to
support the reeling figure.

“Who are you?” he
“What's happened?"

The man shook his head as if to clear
a haze from before his eyes. His thin
angular face drained of all color and
there were lines of agony sharply etched
in his cheeks.

snapped the

demanded.

“Ashtoth!” he mumbled. “Must see
—him! Take me to him. Tell him
Tanbor—"

His eyes closed and he slumped for-
ward unconscious, saved from falling
only by Santak’s support.

“Get him below!” cried the pantar
to his men, “and find someone to bind
up his wounds and restore him to con-
sciousness.”

The guards lifted the limp figure and
carried it toward the nearest stair-
well and Santak hurried below, racing
through the palace corridors toward
Ashtoth’s apartment.

CLAT-RON, high priest to Ammon-
Re was pacing the floor in the apart-
ment of Atland’s king, while Ashtoth
sat slumped wearily on an upholstered
ledge near the windows overlooking
the grounds below. Both men appeared
to have aged during the past two days,
their faces drawn with worry and
fatigue.

“l can't understand it!” the high
priest was saying for the tenth time in
as many hours. “She couldn’t possibly
have known of the theft of the Golden
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God or of Mentanek’s request for her
hand. Yet we know she left Atlantis of
her own accord; the guards she meant
to t8ke with her told us that. Then
why—why has she run away? And
where? Where could she have gone?”

Ashtoth passed a tired hand across
his face. “I have fifty dyarks out
hunting for answers to those questions,
Clat-Ron.”

>"pHE PRIEST seemed not to have
heard him. “She can’t be in Cly-
rus or one of my spies would have sent
word to me. The same goes for the
Golden God; it is not in their posses-
sion. Yet only two lats ago Sar-Gath,
the Clyrusian high priest, and the two
men who came to Atlantis with him
took off for Clyrus without first taking
formal leave of you ... a serious breach
of court etiquette. Something has hap-
pened in Clyrus to call him back that
hastily—something that may very well
be tied in with Athora's disappearance
and the theft of the Golden God.”

“Clyrus! Clyrus! All 1 hear is
Clyrus!” shouted Ashtoth in sudden
anger. He leaped to his feet and began
to storm up and down the room. “By
the God, | have a good mind to order
Mathlane and his armies to attack with-
out warning. Mentanek’s corpse alone
would feed every fish in the ocean for
years!”

“We dare not attack them now,”
Clat-Ron protested. “If they have the
Golden God a war would be fatal to
Atland. We must be patient, my king.
It can't be long before some clue will
turn up as to what has happened to
Avar-Ak and the Golden God.”

“l don't care about the Golden
God!” cried Ashtoth, his worry and
fear and uncertainty finally boiling over
into almost incoherent rage. “My
daughter is gone and all you can talk
about is the Golden God! Well, I'm



110

through wait—"

Knuckles suddenly beat against the
door—a hasty, impatient knock differ-
ent from the usual timid rapping it
usually received.

Clat-Ron crossed the carpet in three
quick strides and flung open the door.
A man in the tunic of a pantar of the
palace guard was standing there, face
flushed with some inner excitement.

“An important message for the noble
Ashtoth,” he said. “l must see. him
at once.”

“Come in, Santak,” called the king,
recognizing the other. “What is
wrong?”

The pantar advanced to the center of
the room and stood there stiffly. “A
scout dyark from Clyrus has just land-
ed,” he said. “It was flown here by a
man who has been badly wounded. He
managed to say he must see you im-
mediately, then fainted.”

“A Clyrusian? Did he tell you why
he wanted to see me?”

“No, noble Ashtoth. He mumbled
something that sounded like: ‘Tell him
Tanbor—' and fell unconscious into
my arms.”

Clat-Ron’s hand shot out and seized
the pantar by one shoulder in a sudden-
ly savage grip. “Could it have been

‘Tanborin’?”

“1t might have been. His voice was
very weak.”

“Who is Tanborin, Clat-Ron?” asked
the king.

“An Atlandian spy | managed to get
into Clyrus over a year ago. He is
one of the temple guards there and has
been of great value to us.” The priest
turned back to Santak. “Take me to
him at once!”

“1 will go with you,” said Ashtoth.

The three men hurried along the cor-
ridor outside the king’'s private apart-
ment and on into an adjoining wing of
‘he palace. Outside the door to one
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of the rooms there Santak caught sight
of Doltanar, one of the men who had
helped in bringing the stranger down
from the roof.

Doltanar jerked his head toward the
door behind him. “In there.”

They filed into a small room, in the
center of which stood a low couch on
which lay the wounded man, his eyes
closed and his face incredibly pale.
Bending over him was a white-haired
man who was in the act of tying a white
bandage about the other’'s shoulder.
He looked up as Clat-Ron and the king
entered and made the sign of the tri-
angle, in formal greeting.

A glance at the wounded man’s face

was all that Clat-Ron needed. “It is
Tanborin, all right! Is he badly
hurt?”

“He will live,” said the white-haired
one quietly. “He has lost a great deal
of blood from a huar wound in the
shoulder.”

“lIs he conscious? Will he be able to
talk now?”

“Yes. Try not to tire him.
very weak.”

He is

'T "HEY approached the bed and Ash-

“m toth, compassion strong in his
handsome face, bent and placed a
gentle hand on the man’s head. “Tan-
borin,” he whispered. “It is Ashtoth,
your king. Is there something you
want to tell me?”

The eyelids fluttered and came open,
revealing a pair of gray eyes clouded
with pain. At sight of the monarch the
cloud disappeared and the eyes flashed.
He struggled to sit up, but the effort
was too much for his weakened con-
dition and he sank back, groaning.

“You must lie still,” Ashtoth said.
“Are you strong enough to speak? Can
you tell me why you wanted to see
me?”

“Yes.” The whispered word was

*
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barely audible. “Listen!
a dyark came to Clya. From Afrota.
Man called... Fargolt. A Klysan girl
with him. Fargolt had... the Golden
God. Gave it to Mentanek.”

Clat-Ron, his face ashen, stared into
the eyes of the king. “We are too
late!” he groaned.

The whispering words went on, grow-
ing slowly weaker. “Princess... Athora.

This morning

Dead. A ... Klysan killed her. In
Afrota. Fargolt told Men ... tanek
that. | was there when ... he told him.
Mentanek shot us down so ... no one
else ... would know. He ... only ..,
wounded me. | got out... stole a
dyar—"

The whispering words stopped ab-
ruptly and Tanborin’s eyes closed. The
white-haired man stepped forward
quickly and made a hurried examina-
tion.

“He is sleeping,” he announced,
straightening. “It would be wise to
postpone further questioning until to-
morrow.”

Ashtoth, face twisted with grief he
was fighting to hide, shook his head.
“That will not be necessary. We have
heard enough___ Come, Clat-Ron.”

Not until he and Clat-Ron were back
in his apartment did the king speak
again. “Athora is dead,” he said bro-
kenly. “You heard him say it.”

The priest went to the window and
stood there staring unseeingly down
into the gardens. “Yes, my king. |
heard. ... | loved her, too.”

Ashtoth crossed over beside him and
dropped a hand on his shoulder in

silent understanding. “l know. We
share a mutual loss, my friend. But
we are leaders of our people. It is our

duty to put aside our personal grief to
serve those who look to us for protec-
tion. We must regain possession of the
Golden God before the fat beast Men-
tanek can use it against us.”

m

Clat-Ron threw his clenched hands
wide in a sudden gesture of despera-
tion. “I know, | know! | have thought
of nothing else! But how—how can
we hope to take back something guard-
ed as closely as Mentanek will be
guarding the Golden God?”

The king's shoulders squared with
sudden resolve. *“ First-—by thinking!
We are both students of war and battle,
of campaigns and the elements of strat-
egy and surprise. In this case the
problem is clear. Now call on all the
things you have learned in an effort to
find a solution. 1 shall do the same.”

Darkness came while the .two men
paced the room like caged animals,
their keen minds fighting silently for
some method, some way out of their
problem—a problem threatening not
only their lives but the free existence
of their people.

A palace slave entered and threw the
switch which exposed the radiant stones
set in walls and ceiling, flooding the
room with soft light. And later other
slaves came silently and set up a table
and placed food and drink thereon,
then as silently withdrew. And so
great, so complete was the concentra-
tion of those two men that neither
noticed the light nor saw the food. In
the great city encircling the palace
lights sprang up along the streets and
avenues and in thousands of homes, and
the people of Atlantis and the people
throughout all Atland loved and lived
and argued and died and were born
while these two men struggled to find
a way to keep those people free of
slavery from another power.

It was Ashtoth who first broke the
silence— broke it with a sudden shout
of triumph and exultation that caused
his companion to stare at him in
startled wonder and dawning hope.

“There is a way, Clat-Ron!” He
came over to the high priest and shoved
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Reed McGurn turned away from the bed as a hissing sound struck his ears,

him into a nearby chair. “A way that
has only a bare chance of succeeding.
If it should fail there will be no hope
of a second attempt, for Mentanek will
fill the skies over Atland with dyarks
within a few hours afterward— should
we fail.”

“Tell me!” pleaded Clat-Ron.
the love of Ammon-Re, tell me!”

“And so simplel No wonder the
idea didn't come to me sooner!
Listen. . .

“For

a T THE sound of the quiet voice

from behind him Reed McGurn
whirled about, huar leveled, to come
face to face with a tall, dignified man
of middle age who evidently had step-
ped into the corridor through one of
the doors lining it. For a moment
the two men eyed each other in silence,
then sudden doubt crossed the expres-

sion of the older man.

“You are no guard,” he said sharply.
“Who are you?”

McGurn’s thoughts were fixed only
on one subject—Lua, daughter of Yor-
tak. He thrust the muzzle closer to
the triangle-studded belt of red material
about the man’'s waist. “No,” he
growled. “I'm not a guard. You can
put me down as an Atlandian if that
will help you any. Now where is she?
—and don’'t keep me waiting for an
answer or I'll burn a hole through that
pretty red belt!”

The man averted his eyes and shook
his head. “I cannot help you. | do
not know where she is.”

“In that case,” McGurn said grim-
ly, “you’re no further use to me. So
I'll just send you on to Ammon-Re and
find her myself!”

His forefinger came down lightly
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and he saw Athora calmly shoot down the priest with a shot to the forehead.

against the firing pin on his huar . ..
and the red-belted priest cried out in
sudden surrender. “Don'tl I'll take
you to her ... If you promise not to Kill
me afterward!”

“I'll promise nothingl” snarled Mc-
Gum. “Get moving before | change
my mind.”

“Very well,” agreed the priest re-
signedly. “Come with me.”

“1'll follow you,” corrected McGum
softly. “And there’ll be this huar
pointed at your back all the way. The
first wrong move and you will no longer
be with us!”

“... As you wish.”

The priest led the way through the
hangings McGurn had been investi-
gating a moment before, across a large
room empty of life and through one of
several doors leading off it. This led
into another corridor, along which they

moved to a flight of steps leading down
to the next floor. Descending, they
entered a third corridor lined with
doors barred from the outside. Half-
way along this hall, the priest stopped
before one of the barred doors and
said:

“She is within. Now | expect you to
keep your word and release me. |
pledge that | shall not betray you if
you will leave the temple at once.”

“That trusting I am notl” said Mc-
Gurn. He motioned at the door with
the barrel of the huar. “Remove the
bar, friend; let's see how good you
are at telling the truth.”

His face empty of all expression, the
priest did as commanded and swung
open the door. The room beyond con-
tained a bed, two chairs and a small
table. A girl was lying on the bed,
face down and apparently sleeping.
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But where McGurn had expected to see
blonde hair and a stained panther skin,
were dark curls and a white tunic.
After a single glance the American
swung his eyes angrily to his guide.

“What're you trying to pull?” he said
sharply. “This isn’t the girl I'm look-
ing for.”

The priest was taken aback. *“But
I don’t understand! What other girl
is there you—?”

“Reed! Reed McGurn!”

rpH E eyes of both men swung to the

girl on the bed. She was sitting
up now, staring at McGurn, her eyes
alight with joy and thanksgiving, and

an instant later she was across the
room and in his arms.
“Athora!” McGurn pushed her

gently aside that he might keep his
huar covering the bewildered priest.

“So this is where they put you. Come
on, we're getting out of here.”
“But what of him?” She nodded

toward the watching priest.

“Yeah.” McGurn eyed the man
speculatively. “Can’t let him go or
he’'d have the whole works on our necks
before we got ten feet__ Here.” He
handed her his huar. “Keep him quiet
a minute. 1'll tear some strips off the
bed clothes and bind and gag him.”

“But he may be found before we can
get away,” she protested. “It would be
better to kill him, Reed McGurn.”

“Hell, 1 can't shoot down a man in
cold blood.” He turned and took two
steps toward the bed when a brief
hissing sound reached his ears, followed
immediately by a heavy thump. He
whirled back—to find the priest dead
on the floor, a seared hole in his fore-
head, and Athora looking at him with
a faint smile on her lovely lips.

“He can no longer betray us,” she
said lightly. “I1 do not share your re-
luctance to kill an enemy, Reed Mc-
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Gum.”

“So | see.” He reached out and took
the huar from her hand, only then re-
leasing his breath. “Come on; we’ll
find Lua and blow this place.”

Some of the warmth went out of her
face and her lips narrowed. “There is
no time for that, Reed McGurn. Our
only hope of escape is to get to the
roof of the temple and seize one of

.the dyarks there.”

“I'm not leaving without Lua.”

“But we don't even know that she’s
here!” the girl protested. “Why must
you peril my safety, and yours, by this
senseless desire for a Klysan?”

“She’s here, all right. You heard
what Atim-Lek said about Fargolt
being a Clyrusian spy. There's no
other place he could go. Besides, we
can't leave without taking along the
Golden God, can we?”

She came close to him and slipped
her arms about his neck, bringing her
flushed, lovely face close to his own.
“l don’t care about anything but you,
my prince. Forget Lua, forget the
Golden God— forget everything except
that | love you and you love me. Let
us find a dyark and leave this horrible
place and go far away together— per-
haps to your own land, Reed McGurn.”

None too gently he disengaged her
clinging arms. “Sorry, baby, but it's
no dice.” Her bewilderment at the
strange words reminded him he had
spoken in English. “1 mean—no. I'm
going to find Lua. Do you come with
me or do you want to make a break
for it—alone?”

Athora bit her lip.
you, Reed McGurn.
you.”

“Fine. Now listen to me. The
quicker we find her and the gold statue,
the quicker we can leave. You're used
to the kind of life they live in these
cities . .. where would they be likely to

“1 will not leave
I will never leave
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put Lua and that Golden God?”

She thought for a moment. “The
Golden God is probably here in the
temple—-doubtless in the Altar Room
itself. If that is so, it would require
an army to get it.”

“What's so tough about getting into
the Altar Room?”

“None may set foot within that holy
chamber except the high priest him-
self. Even a king may not enter. It
has but one door and no windows—
and that one door is forever guarded by
a score of heavily armed priests who
know that should anyone enter, other
thaii the high priest himself, their lives
would be forfeit and their souls forever
be doomed to the awful torments of
Oruzal.”

“lIs that the setup in Atland, too?”

“Itis.”

“Yet somebody got into that one and
made off with the Golden God.”

“1 know. It is impossible—and yet
it was done.”

McGurn changed the subject. “What
about Lua? Where would they be
likely to put her?”

“1 imagine she’'s somewhere in the
palace. If Fargolt actually brought her
and the Golden God to Clyrus he would
be welcomed and great honor would
be his for placing within Mentanek’s
hands the power to conquer Atland.
For that reason he—and his woman—
would be given an apartment within the
palace itself.”

ATCGURN caught the deliberate
sting in the words, “—and his
woman-" but ignored it. “Where is
this palace?”
“But, my prince” she protested,
“only a fool would attempt—"
“Okay, I'm a fool. Where
palace?”
Athora gave up her efforts to dis-
suade him. “It was on the palace roof

is this

that you escaped from them. | was
brought here immediately afterward
while the king and Sar-Gath, the high
priest, could decide what was to be
done with me.”

“That doesn’'t matter now,” McGurn
said impatiently. “We've decided for
them. Can you lead me back to the
palace?”

“Yes, I'm sure | can.
able to., reach the streets.”

The American rubbed his chin
thoughtfully. “Yeah. There’s that, of
course. Can you remember the way
to the front door of this place?”

“1 think so. 4We came up one flight
of steps and through one door into the
corridor outside this room.”

“Anybody around when you came
in?”

“Only two guards just within the
entrance itself. The hour is late and
most of Clya is sleeping.”

“All the better for us.” He stood
there for a moment, mapping a course
of action, his eyes fixed unseeingly on
the corpse at their feet. Then: “Only
thing we can do is just walk down to
the main entrance and on out. If the
guards try to stop us I'll have to shoot
it out with them.”

Athora was shaking her head in
patient negation. “It would never
work out, my prince. The moment
those guards saw us coming down the
stairs their huars would be covering
us until you could prove to them your
right to leave. The people of Clyrus—
or Atland, for that matter—do not
come and go from the temple as they
please.”

“That leaves only the back way or
the windows.”

“Temples, my prince, have only one
entrance, and all the windows are
barred.”

“Well, good God, we can,'t just stand
herel”

If we are.
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He began to slap a fist lightly against
his palm, his forehead furrowed in
thought. His roving eyes swept the
room, past the furniture, the corpse,
the windows and back to the corpse
again____

“Hey!” He caught his companion
by one softly rounded forearm, a sud-
den light glowing in his eyes. “How
many priests are there in a city this
size?”

She gazed at him, wide-eyed. “There
are many priests. The rites of wor-
ship demand it.”

“Are they all pretty well known to
everyone by name? | mean would any
one temple guard, for instance, know
every priest by sight?”

“1 don’t think so. Oh, a few of the
older guards, but even that seems hard-
ly likely. Priests are stationed all over
the city.”

“Are they free to come and go about
the temple?”

“Of course.”

“Now we're getting some place,” said
McGurn triumphantly. He stopped
and with quick movements of his hands
removed the triangle-studded red belt
from about the dead man’s waist and
fastened it in place about his middle.
“l am now a priest,” he announced
pompously, grinning at the girl's
startled expression. “At the order of
—of— What's the high priest’'s name?”

“Sar-Gath,” she said in a dazed
voice.

“— Sar-Gath himself 1 am bringing
this girl to the palace.” He gestured
with burlesqued lordliness at a pair of
imaginary guards. “Out of my way,
scum! Dare you stand in the path of
Nabisco, priest of Omahanebraska,
himself!”

She was watching him with mingled
wonder and admiration in her lovely
eyes. “It might work out, at that! You
are a brave and resourceful man, Reed
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McGurn.”
“That's what 1've been trying to tell
you! Let'sgol!”

OIDE by side they moved along the
~ corridor and around a bend to where
a heavy door barred their path, “It
was through this door,” Athora whis-
pered, “that they brought me. There
is a wide flight of stairs just beyond
which lead to a great hall. There is the
door to the street and there are the pair
who guard it.”

“Let’s hope this one isn’'t locked,”
McGurn grunted. His forefinger found
the catch and silently the door swung
open.

A carpeted continuation of the hall
lay beyond, with the top of a flight of
steps visible at its end. Moving with
neither haste nor reluctance they walk-
ed to the steps and down them, side by
side, McGurn’s hand swinging idly near
the huar at his belt.

They were nearly to the floor below
before one of a pair of tall, dark-faced
men in tunics and with a brace of hu&rs
in his belt, glanced up from where he
was stationed at one side of massive
double doors and saw them. He mut-
tered something to his companion and
both men stiffened to attention.

It was not until McGurn and the
girl were nearly abreast of the two
guards that the one who had first seen
them—a sharp-eyed, stern-featured
man somewhat older than the other—
gave Athora a startled glance of recog-
nition and immediately stepped forward
to bar their path.

“Your pardon, noble tian” he said
humbly, “but this appears to be a
matter | do not understand.”

McGurn felt his heart increase its
already rapid pounding, but nothing of
his inner feelings appeared in his face.
He assumed a lofty, rather condescend-
ing air which he felt was in keeping
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with his role as priest, and said:

“1 have no time to waste. What is it
you want?”

“This woman is the princess Athora,
of Atland. She--”
“1 know that.

may pass.”

“She,” the guard went on doggedly,
holding his position, “was brought here
only a few yads ago and was to remain
under guard until Sar-Gath himself
arrived to question her.”

“Those plans have been changed.
Sar-Gath has decided to question her at
the palace and | was sent here to get

Stand aside that we

her. Out of my way!”

There was open suspicion in the
man’s face by this time. “You were
sent here by the high priest?”

“That's what | said.”

“Strange,” murmured the other,
“that | did not see you enter the
temple. 1've been on guard here for
over a lat.”

“1 came in the back way. Now move
before I move you!”

The man’s eyes narrowed into slits.
“There is no back way, tiant” His
hand flashed for the huar at his hip.

Reed McGurn, however, had recalled
Athora’s earlier statement that temples
had only one entrance the second he
saw the man’s eyes narrow. As a result
his fingers were already closing about
his own huar as the guard’'s hand
started to move.

In one single smooth motion Reed
McGum drew and fired pointblank at
the man before him. Voicing a startled,
shriek the guard clutched at his breast
and crumpled to the floor. His com-
panion, galvanized into belated action,
clawed for his own weapon, only to
have it drop from nerveless fingers as
McGurn drilled him through the head.

Across the huge hall a door banged
open and several red-belted priests,
evidently aroused by the first guard’s
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cry, came racing into the room, huars
in their hands. Realizing the range
was too great for his weapon, McGurn
grabbed the girl by one hand and broke
for the front door.

He was reaching for the knob when
one of the heavy portals swung back,
disclosing three white-tunicked men
who were on the point of entering.

CHAPTER XVI

The Power of Ammon-Re

VTTHEN Lua, daughter of Yortak,

*' had first been thrust within a
small room on one of the palace’s upper
floors and heard the heavy bar drop
into place on the other side, she was
aware only of being utterly weary.
There was a huge bed near the barred
windows—a bed so much larger than
the room deserved that only a small
amount of open floor remained.

Dispiritedly she crossed to the bed
and dropped face down on its yielding
surface. What was to become of her?
She thought of the incredibly fat man
who had sent her here— remembering
his final words even as a picture came
to her mind’s eye of how he had shot
down with cold efficiency those helpless
men back in that luxuriously furnished
throne room.

Lua was hardly more than a savage
at heart—accustomed to violence and
sudden death and seldom moved by
sight of them. But useless and callous
murder was strange to her and filled
her untamed heart with loathing for
anyone capable of such an act. Be-
cause she was completely alone in an
amazingly new and frightening world,
tears came unbidden to her eyes. Even
as they began to roll down her cheeks
she was sleeping soundly------

She awoke with a start, to find dark-
ness had fallen outside her window,
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leaving the room in total blackness.
She was conscious too of being very
hungry and thirsty but there was noth-
ing she could do about that. Rising
she went to the barred window and
looked down into the shadowy gardens
below. Water from the numerous foun-
tains made a soothing sound against
the night and the widely spaced lights
atop metal poles made the entire view
a thing of beauty.

The sound of the bar outside her
door being lifted brought her around
quickly, and she watched in helpless
fascination as the heavy barrier swung
slowly back. In the dim half-light
from the hall outside she saw, framed
in the opening, a huge hulking shape
monstrous and evil. A clicking sound
followed and abruptly the room was
bathed in light from a number of
radiant stones set in recesses in the
ceiling.

Mentanek, ruler of Clyrus, stood re-
vealed in the doorway, a small smile
on his lips lost in that vast expanse of
face. He was forced, because of his
immense height, to lower his head to
clear the entranceway, and he stalked
in and drew the door shut behind him.

Like a bird hypnotized by the un-
wavering gaze of a snake, Lua could
not wrench her eyes from those un-
blinking eyes in that great expanse of
grayish-white flesh.

Mentanek’s lips parted and from
that cavernous chest thunder seemed to
rise and fill the room—thunder that
resolved itself into words.

“You need not fear me, Klysan.
There is none in all Clyrus who cannot
tell you how gentle and kind | can be.
Come nearer to me.”

Despite herself Lua felt herself
moving toward him, compelled by some
horrible fascination. She stopped finally
directly in front of him but he made
no effort to reach out and touch her.
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“What is your name, Klysan?”

“Lua.”

“What a beautiful name it is! A
tribute to your loveliness.”

He put out a hand the size of a
boulder and passed it lightly over her
hair, his touch strangely gentle for a
man of his dimensions. The fingers
dropped lightly to her bare shoulder,
tightened there almost imperceptibly,
then fell to his side. “I regret it was
necessary for me to Kill your lover this
afternoon, my dear. But you see he
was a very evil man and | dared not
let him live.”

“He was not my lover,”
tonelessly. “1 hated him1”

“But you came with him to—"

“1 came here because he forced me
to.”

Lua said

I TE TOOK a step nearer, towering

over her, those mammoth rolls of
flesh that made up his body quivering
repulsively with his slightest move.
“What a horrible experience it must

have been! You are very fortunate
that 1 have taken an interest in you,
lovely Lua. You are mine now and I

will make you forget how badly you
have been treated by that evil man
who called himself Fargolt. In return
I shall expect you to be ... understand-
ing—"”

His gross arms slipped slowly about
her unyielding body and he bent to
bring his moonlike face toward her
own. “Tiny, tiny Lua,” he murmured.
“So alone, so fright—"

And then pure revulsion snapped the
spell that had held her helpless and
with a snarl that was half sob the cave
girl twisted convulsively to free herself
of the man’s slimy embrace.

To no avail; those immense arms
only tightened their hold and the pen-
dulous lips came yet closer. With a
single movement Lua raked her nails
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across that bloated face bringing lines
of blood, while her teeth sank through
a coating of blubber covering his
shoulder.

Mentanek cried out and drew back,
releasing her so suddenly that she al-
most fell. He raised a shaking hand
to his torn cheek and an expression of
infinite sadness came into his face.
“Why?” he said, and for a dazed mo-
ment Lua thought he was about to
burst into tears. “Why do you repulse
me, beautiful Klysan? Can you not
understand the things | can give you?
All Clyrus can be yours if only you
come to me willingly.” Again he raised
his arms to embrace her. “You must
not be cruel to me, Lua. How can one
so lovely—"

With a quick turn of her body Lua
avoided his grasp and retreated to the
far wall, the huge bed between her and
the king. Mentanek stood there staring
at her, arms still half-lifted, while
seconds passed. And then his pleading
expression faded gradually, replaced
with an ugly anger.

“You have made your choice,” he
said in a voice like distant thunder.
“What you refuse willingly | shall take
by force. And when | am through with
you, my guards shall enjoy the little
loveliness | leave for them!”

Moving with slow, ponderous steps
he came toward her, seeming to fill the
entire room. Frantically Lua’'s eyes
darted about the chamber, seeking some
avenue of at least temporary escape.
Between her and the unbarred door
loomed that nightmare figure; the wall
and the bed hemmed her in on either
side.

As the mammoth hands came out
once more to seize her, Lua threw her-
self on the wide bed and sought to roll
across it to the open floor beyond. But
Mentanek, despite his bulk, was too
fast. One hand snaked out and wrapped
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thick fingers about her slim ankle and
she felt herself being drawn to his
embrace.

A hand caught her by one shoulder
and as he drew her close, the stench of
his breath beat against her nostrils.
“You might have shared a kingdom,”
he muttered; “instead you shall—"”

A heavy knock sounded at the door.

Without loosening his hold Men-
tanek turned his heal. “Go away!”
he thundered.

“Open, noble Mentanek,” called a
voice from the corridor. *“I1 must speak
with you at once!”

p'O R a moment Lua thought he would
* ignore the summons; then with an
abrupt sweep of his arm he threw her
into a heap on the bed and turned to
cross the room and go out the door.

He did not close the portal com-
pletely and Lua was able to hear the
conversation which followed.

“1 regret disturbing you, noble Men-
tanek, but Sar-Gath, high priest to
Ammon-Re has just arrived from At-
land in response to your summons. He
asks that you do him the honor of
coming at once to the temple where he
is already closeted with the com-
manders of your armies.”

“Tell him the matter will wait. A
lat or two either way will not ruin his
plans.”

“1 was instructed to inform the noble
Mentanek that every yad counts.
There is a report that a member of your
own guard, wounded in some unknown
manner, fled Clyrus in a dyark earlier
today and headed for Atland. Sar-
Gath, upon being told of the incident,
feels the man was a spy and that he
may have reached Ashtoth of Atland
by this time and told him that the
Golden God is being held within the
Altar Room itself.”

“Why was | not told of this before?”
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thundered Mentanek.

“As to that | cannot say.”

“It would seem | am being served
by fools and traitors! Only a lat ago
the man who was captured with At-
land’s princess escaped from my guards
with unforgivable ease. Have they
found him yet?”

“Not to my knowledge, noble Men-
tanek.”

“Not to my knowledge!” mimicked
the king angrily. “Once this business
of taking over Atland is out of my way
I shall make some changes here. Very
well, 1 shall go to the temple. But my
stay there will be brief; | have an im-
portant matter here to dispose of.”

The door shut and Lua, still huddled
on the bed heard the heavy bar thud
into place and the sound of feet retreat-
ing along the hall.

Minutes dragged by and she made
no movement— only lay there trembling
with relief at her narrow escape and
growing horror of what his return would
mean.

Despite the turmoil within her she
began to sink once more into the
blessed relief of sleep when a sudden
stealthy sound in the corridor outside
brought her bolt upright on the bed.

A moment later she heard the bar
being lifted slowly from its place.

A'VNLY because McGurn’s nerves
n were keyed to expect danger from
every quarter was he able to act more
quickly than any of the three men who
had opened the temple door. Too, his
huar was already within his hand, while
the newcomers still wore theirs at their
belts.

And so it was that McGurn’s weapon
was spitting its lance of fire while the
men outside were still slackjawed at
finding him barring their way. Two of
them died before realization came; the
third, a tall, hawk-nosed individual who
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wore the familiar triangle-encrusted
belt about his waist, caught one of his
sagging companions by the belt and
held him as a shield while he drew his
own huar. McGurn, seeing there was
no time to angle for a crippling shot,
lifted a foot and, planting it against the
limp shield, shoved with all his
strength, upsetting the living enemy be-
hind it and sending him sprawling.

All this took place within seconds,
and McGurn and the girl were gone
into the darkness of the surrounding
gardens before those within the temple
were able to gain the door.

When the hoarse cries from behind
them could no longer be heard, Mc-
Gurn and Athora slowed their headlong
pace to a walk; and soon thereafter the
winding path they were following ended
at one of the building-lined streets
forming the bulk of Clyrus.

Spaced at regular intervals were
metal poles some twelve of fifteen feet
high and tipped with the strange, light-
giving balls of rock common to both
Clyrus and Atland. These, however,
were far enough apart to furnish no
more than a ghostly radiance sufficient
to prevent collision with other pedes-
trians but not strong enough to permit
close scrutiny of any chance passerby.

They covered two full blocks before
regaining breath enough to waste on
conversation. Several times they
passed other white-tunicked figures on
the street, but without attracting any

undue attention or interest. Then Mc-
Gurn said:
“Okay, we've reached the streets.

Now how do we go about getting to the
palace?”

Athora took a deep breath. “Are you
still determined to go through with
your mad attempt to rescue that Kly-
san?”

“Her name,” McGurn said promptly,
“is Lua. And | am!”
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“Very well.” Athora lifted her head
and looked beyond the one- and two-
story edifices lining the street. “Over
there,” she said, pointing to a four-
story structure whose outlines were lost
in darkness but from windows of which
lights marked its location. “There is
the palace of Mentanek. No other
building in all Clyrus is so tall.”

‘About four streets over and three
ahead,” mused McGurn. “That’s where
we're going.”

They covered the distance without
incidence, reaching one of the unguard-
ed paths leading into the palace gar-
dens. Here the darkness was more
intense and they threaded their way
past clumps of bushes, half-hidden
benches and whispering fountains until
the path ended at the outer perimeter
of a circle of open ground bordering
the white walls of the palace itself.
Directly across from'them was a side
doorway, closed by a heavy wooden
portal, in front of which stood an armed
guard.

McGurn drew the girl into the con-
cealing shadows of a bush at the path’s
edge. “What are the chances that door
is locked or bolted from the inside?”

“It probably isn't locked,” Athora
replied. “Else they would not have
stationed a guard there.”

“Fine. There's where we're going
in.”

“But—the guard...”

“Yeah. The guard.... Look, you're
used to these palaces and their routines.
What would be the reaction of a guard
in Atland who was watching one of the
entrances to your father’'s palace and
somebody came walking up to him.
Would he shoot first and ask questions
later, or what?”

“He would not fire at once,” Athora
said. “He would demand to know why
we were trying to enter by a side door
when all visitors must go into the
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palace by the principal gate. Because
of the many spies and possible assassins
in both countries none may enter with-
out proving the right to do so.”

“But we could get close enough to
talk to him?”

“Yes. But the moment he sees us
he will draw his huar and cover you
until we are permitted to enter or have
left.”

“Cover me, hunh?”

“Why yes. The only possible danger
to him would be from you___ " At his
meaningful silence comprehension light-
ed her face. “Of course!” she exclaim-
ed.

“Smart girl!” McGurn said approv-
ingly. “Here,” he added, drawing his
huar and handing it to her. *“St]sk this
under your belt, pretty well toward
your back so he can’'t spot it as we
come up to him. While I'm talking
you sort of sidle away until he can’t
watch you too well. Then pull out
the huar and tell him to put up his
hands.”

“But what if he shoots you any-
way?”

“Are sentries around palaces that
fanati6il?”

“The chances are they're not,” she
admitted. She tucked the gun into her
Belt as McGurn had designated, and to-
gether they stepped into the expanse
of open ground and moved toward the
guarded doorway at a brisk walk.

fpH E armed warrior caught sight of

them while they were still twenty
feet away. Instantly his hand shot to
his belt and came up with a huar which
he leveled at McGurn.

“Halt where you are!” he command-
ed crisply.

“A thousand pardons,” McGurn said
easily, still moving ahead but at a
slower pace. He appeared relaxed and
friendly and a trifle ashamed. “This
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young lady and | made—"

“Halt or I'll fire!” There was no
mistaking the ring in the man’s voice.

McGurn stopped immediately, but
the space between them was now no
more than ten feet, Athora being a pace
or two further back.

“Who are you?” snapped the guard,
“and why are you approaching this
entrance?”

The American spread his open hands,
more to indicate their emptiness than
anything else. “We’'ve run into a little
trouble,” he said placatingly. “My
companion is a daughter of one of the
guards stationed at the palace entrance.
He has forbidden me to see her—" he
was aware that Athora was moving
little by little to one side— “and she
fears to pass him. Of course, he has
no reason to dislike me, but for some
cause of which I am in total ignorance
he refuses to allow his daughter—”

“What is the name of her father?”
demanded the sentry suspiciously.

Even a moment’s hesitation might get
him a streak of fire through the head,

McGurn realized. “Hitler,” he said—
the first word that popped into his
mind.

“Hitler!” The man’'s forefinger

jerked toward the huar’s firing pin.
“There is no such name in all—"”

A lance of flame glinted briefly in
the night and the guard crumpled and
fell, the huar dropping from nerveless
fingers.

McGum'’s sigh of relief was an un-
ashamed gasp. He darted forward and
caught up the dead man’s huar. *“And
jyst in time!” he said to the coldly
smiling Athora. “There are times you
come in handy.”

Because he spoke in his own tongue
she did not understand his words but
the tone made her beam with happiness
at having pleased him. McGurn was
already at the door and an instant later
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it swung back, revealing a softly lighted
hallway.

Nobody was in sight along its length.
Quickly Athora followed him in and
McGurn was about to swing the heavy
door shut when he caught a glimpse of
an open doorway a few feet along the
hall. The room beyond was dark.
Quickly McGurn caught up the dead
body of the guard and pushed it within
the darkened room, closing the door
upon it.

“That may keep an alarm being
given too soon,” he whispered in ex-
planation. Then: “Well, I'd say we've
done pretty good, everything consid-
ered. Now where is it likely Lua would
be in this place?”

Athora said, “It is unthinkable that
you should have come this far without
losing your life—and mine in the bar-
gain! But beyond this | cannot help
you. The Klysan might be in any one
of the palace’s three hundred rooms!”

McGurn scratched his head with the
muzzle of his huar. *“Like that, hey?
All right. We'll find somebody who
can tell us!”

“But you'll be killed on sight!”

“Maybe.” He gave her a grin he
was a long way from feeling. “We’'ll
see. Come on!”

Together they moved along the hall,
side by side, their manner relaxed, their
progress casual, their hearts in their
throats. Through a door—and into a
large, overly furnished room crowded
with men and women grouped about a
table loaded with food. Others were
standing and there was a buzz of con-
versation.

The fact there were so many un-
doubtedly saved them from being
noticed particularly. The triangle-
studded belt about McGurn’s middle
attracted the attention of one of the
men in the room, for as he came toward
them McGurn saw he wore a similar
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belt.

Athora saw another door, open, off
the room and only a short distance
away. Lightly she slipped an arm
through that of her escort and, smiling
engagingly up into his face said, too
low for any of the others to hear:

“Don’t let him catch your eye!
Look at me! Turn to your right;
there’'s a door only a few feet from
us.”

AT ANY moment McGurn expected

to hear the priest call upon them
to halt; then they were through the
opening and moving along another hall
lined on either side with doors.

McGurn whistled soundlessly and
slowed his steps. “That was close!
Wonder why he singled me out?”

“It was a dinner in honor of some
court noble. At such affairs it is
customary for any priest who attends
to call down Amrnon-Re’s blessing on
the principal guest.” She laughed, a
delicious little giggle of amusement. “I
would have loved to hear you invoke a
blessing from Ammon-Re!”

The American glanced at her ap-
provingly. What a woman she was!
Stealing through the corridors of an
enemy stronghold, with probable cap-
ture lurking at every turn, and she
could still laugh. He caught himself
comparing this girl with Lua, and this
time Atland’s princess did not suffer
quite so much in comparison------

“We can't waste much more time,”
he said, “Let’'s get our hands on some-
body who knows where Lua is and coax
the information from him.”

“It will not be easy.”

“So few things are.”

Through another door at the corri-
dor’'s end—this time into a reception
room, to judge by its furnishings. It
was deserted; but at the far end an
open doorway revealed a flight of car-
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peted step® leading to the floor above.

Up they went, feet soundless on the
thick piling, McGurn in the lead. An-
other corridor lined with doors. Here,
however, the rug was more deeply piled,
the walls were hung with rich tapestries
depicting scenes of court life and
battles magnificently done, the doors
were decorated with intricate scroll-
work.

“It would seem we are in the palace
wing that houses Mentanek himself,”
whispered Athora, glancing around.
“Such as this is found in Atland’s
palace.”

“Then Lua may be behind one of
these doors?”

“Perhaps. But it would take hours
to investigate them all, for the quar-
ters of a king take up a great deal of
the palace itself. No, we must find—”

Suddenly a door almost abreast of
them swung back and a short, thickset
young man stepped into the corridor.
At sight of McGurn his eyes went
wide and his hand darted for the huar
at his belt—only to freeze an inch from
its stock at sight of the muzzle pointed
at his heart.

“Who are you?” the newcomer mut-
tered, “and what are you doing in Men-
tanek’s apartment?”

“My name would mean nothing to
you,” McGurn said. He smiled thinly.
“You might put me down as a friend
of the family’'s. What's your name?”

“1 am called Ceodmak, noble of the
court of Mentanek,” was the sullen
reply. “l1 demand to know why you
are here. Unless you have an excellent
reason | shall report you for trespass-
ing.”

McGurn’s mind was racing. “Per-
haps | should be the one to do the
reporting,” he challenged. “What right
do you have being here?”

Ceodmak drew his not very con-
siderable length stiffly erect. “Now I
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know you have no right to be here!
There is none in all Clya who does not
know that I, Ceodmak, am Mentanek’s
personal attendant, that in these quar-
ters | am second only to the king him-
self!”

“Is that true?” McGurn allowed the
other to see that he was impressed.
“Why, a man in your position must
know everything that goes on around
here— no matter how trifling.”

It was a trap—but Ceodmak was too
bent on adding to the empression he
was making to sense it. “Exactly,” he
said. “Itis my business to know. Now
hand over that huar at—"

“111 hand you fire from its muzzle,”
growled McGurn, “if you don’t tell me
where Lua is!”

Ceodmak’s jaw sagged at the abrupt
change in the man who had been so
visibly impressed only a moment be-
fore. “L-Lua?” he stammered. “I
know nobody by that name.”

TTTITH a single rapid motion Mc-

Gum struck the Clyrusian across
the face with the huar’s barrel. “Don’t
give me that!” he snarled. “Where is
she?”

The man staggered back; a shaking
hand lifted to his cut cheek, fear flood-
ing his eyes. “But | don’t know who—"

“The Klysan girl who was brought
here earlier in the day,” interposed
Athora, satisfied the stricken man was
being truthful. “An Atlandian traitor
named Fargolt owns her.”

Ceodmak’s expression cleared. “ That
one? Fargold owns her no longer. In
fact, Fargolt is dead!”

“Dead, hey?” McGum'’s eyes lighted
up. “l owe something to whoever
killed him.”

“Mentanek killed him and his body
was thrown to the beasts.”

“What happened to the girl?”

The other looked away. “As to that
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| do not—" At sight of the huar lifted
to strike him again he shrank back,
lifting his hands as a shield. “Menta-
nek took her for himself as she is very
beautiful for a Klysan.”

“Where is she?”

“l—1 assure you | do not know.”

This time McGurn made no effort
to strike. Instead he leveled his weapon
at the manis head and his finger hov-
ered close above its firing lever. “Then
you're no good to me,” he said between

set teeth. “This is where you leave
us, friend; I'll find somebody who can
be of help.”

“Wait!” The king’'s personal attend-
ant cowered back. “Don’t kill me! |
will take you to her but you must not
let Mentanek know | did so or he will
put me to death!”

“And if | don't find her I'll do the
job for him. Get moving!”

“B-But Mentanek is with her now.
How will—"

McGurn, his face suddenly white,
thrust the huar’s muzzle hard against
the man’s middle and sending his
breath whooshing between his lips.
“Movel”

They went on down the hall to a
door at its far end. Ceodmak hesitated,
his hand on its knob. “The room be-
yond,” he whispered, “leads into a cor-
ridor off which is the room where the
Klysan was put. Four guards are on
constant duty beyond this door.”

“It’s up to you to get us past them,”
McGurn said flatly. “And the first
wrong move on your part, or theirs,
and you'll be the first one to getit!”

Ceodmak nodded, appeared to brace
himself, then pushed open the door as
McGurn, unnoticed, thrust his huar
into the belt of his tunic.

They went into a large square cham-
ber, its furnishings more severe than
those of the other rooms of Mentanek’s
quarters. Directly across from them
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were four guards, two on either side of
a pair of closed double doors. As Mc-
Gurn's party entered, the sentries
reached automatically for their huars,
but at sight of Ceodmak in the lead
they relaxed and their hands fell to
their sides.

“Open!” snapped Ceodmak
periously, gesturing at the door.

Wordlessly one of the guards obeyed
and McGurn and Athora followed their
captive through.

The instant the doors had closed
behind them McGurn’s huar was back
in his hand and prodding Ceodmak
onward. The hall along which they
now passed was wider than the others
they had found, and lined with doors—
all of them barred—from the outside!

Halfway along its carpeted flooring
their guide halted and pointed at one
of the doors. “She is within,” he whis-
pered, almost too low for them to hear.
“Mentanek is in there with her now.
| beg you, do not let him know that it
was | who brought you here.”

“l don't see any way to keep him
from know—" McGurn was suddenly
silent, his keen eyes fixed on the indi-
cated portal. “Wait a minute, guy!
What are you trying to pull?”

Both Ceodmak and Atland’s princess
blinked at him uncomprehendingly at
sound of the unfamiliar words. Mc-
Gurn took a deep breath and, in their
own language, said,

“If Lua is in there and Mentanek is
with her—then why is that door
barred?”

The Clyrusian stared open-mouthed.
“But | don’'t understand. He went to
her only a few yads ago___”

im-

T rOICING a muttered curse McGurn
v stepped forward on soundless feet
and slowly and stealthily removed the
heavy bar, then motioned for Ceodmak
to open the door and precede them
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through. The man’s hand was shaking
as it closed about the knob, then with
a quick motion he flung back the door.

Sitting upright in the center of a
huge bed within the room was Lua,
daughter of Yortak!

With a single bound McGurn shoved
his guide aside and was across the
threshold, huar ready to blast in case
Lua had not been alone. And then
Lua was off the bed and in his arms,
tears of joy and thanksgiving streaming
down her cheeks. “It is you, Reed-
mcgurn! You came for me! Now do
I know that you—that you...”

Her voice faltered and was still as
she noticed the princess Athora staring
at her with eyes flashing a mixture of
pain and hatred, and she drew slightly
away, her face flaming. In the silence
that followed, McGurn motioned for
Ceodmak and the princess to enter and
close the door.

“Our next step,” McGurn said terse-
ly, “is to gain the roof and get hold of
a dyark large enough for the three of
us.” His narrowed eyes went to their
unwilling guide. “Where’'s the nearest
way to get there, friend?”

“Continue on along the corridor out-
side,” was the prompt reply, “then en-
ter the chamber beyond the end door.
Four entrances lead off that room. The
one on your extreme right gives on to
a flight of steps leading directly to the
palace roof.”

“Fine. Lead the way.”

“But—but | have given you direc-
tions. You no longer need me. You
have only to . . .”

“You gave directions a little too

readily,” McGurn said sharply. “ Quit
stalling and start moving!”

His gesture with the huar was more
lucid than his words and Ceodmak
obeyed with alacrity. When they
reached the chamber he had mentioned
they found it deserted of life. The Clyru-
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sian went without hesitation to one of
the four doors and reached for its knob.

“Hold itl” the American said. “You
said the extreme right. That one’s the
extreme left.”

Ceodmak shrugged and tried a wry
smile which failed to live up to its
name. “I1 know,” he admitted. “But
that was before | learned you were
taking me with you I”

McGum grunted.
you one!”

The four of them filed up the winding
steps and a few moments later were
standing just within the dome-like
structure masking the exit onto the
roof. Some distance beyond them was
the first of three dyarks—all of them
sufficiently large to carry them safely
from Clyrus. Other dyarks, most of
than the smaller type used for scout-
ing, lined the roof’s edge, faint radiance
from the light poles giving an atmos-
phere of ghostly gloom to the entire
scene.

Escape lay not more than thirty to
forty yards away. But between them
and that escape were the dim forms of
several landing field guards moving
restlessly about the crushed-stone sur-
face.

“Looks like we're going to need you
again, Ceodmak,” the American point-
ed out, “Lead the way to that first
dyark, and no little signs or unneces-
sary words if anyone stops you. Other-
wise you earn yourself a hole in the
head!”

“1 cannot help you now,” the Cly-
rusian said resignedly. *“These guards
will take no orders from me. Their
pantar is answerable only to Rythark,
or to Mentanek himself. Your break
for freedom ends here, my friend.”

“You sure discourage easy!” Mc-
Gurn grumbled. He stood there for a
moment, gnawing his lip and gazing
longingly at the distant dyark. Ab-

“1 ought to slug
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ruptly he turned to Athora.

“Give me your huar.”

“But you cannot hope to shoot down
every—"

“Give it to me!”

Wordlessly she reached within the
the folds of her tunic and brought out
the huar McGurn had taken earlier
from the dead body of the guard out-
side the palace.

“How,” McGurn asked,
this thing so it won't work?”
“But why would you—"
“Come on! Tell me!”

“Remove the round ball set just
ahead of the stock. A twist to the left
will free it. Within its opening you
will find a bit of stone and a small rod
of creonum. By removing that rod
the huar will be rendered useless.”

“do I ‘fix

Ti/rC GURN was following her direc-

tions as she spoke. With the
designated rod removed he snapped
into place the round ball and handed
the worthless weapon to the astonished
Ceodmak.

“Here's what you do,” he told the
Clyrusian. *“Keep that huar pointed at
us while we cross to the dyark. We’'ll
walk a few paces ahead but I'll be off
to one side just far enough to keep an
eye on you for tricks. My own huar
will be in my hand but concealed by
the folds of my tunic." If any of those
guards stop you your story is that we
are prisoners being taken by you to the
temple at Mentanek’s orders. That
huar you're holding will probably con-
vince 'em you're telling the truth. Un-
derstand what you're to do?”

“l1—think so.”

“Think so, hell! You mess this up
and Mentanek will need a new boy!”

Again the American’s words were
unintelligible but his meaning was
crystal clear. Ceomak nodded and they
started boldly across the faintly lighted
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roof, the Clyrusian a pace or two be-
hind them.

For a delirious thirty seconds Mc-
Gurn thought they would reach the
dyark unchallenged. Then from the
surrounding gloom two white-tunicked
guards, huars in hand, barred their
way.

“What is the meaning—” one of
them began, then recognizing the man
with the huar, stopped uncertainly, ad-
ding: “Your pardon, noble Ceodmak.
| failed to recognize you in the faint
light.”

“Of course.”

The guard hesitated. “ 1—ah— It will
be necessary for me to report this mat-
ter to my pantar, noble Oeodmak. You
will be kind enough to inform me of
the details?”

“1 understand.” Ceodmak was carry-
ing out his act with superlative finesse,
undoubtedly because his life depended
on doing so. “These are prisoners |
have been ordered to take to the temple
where Mentanek awaits them for ques-
tioning.”

“1 am grateful for your gracious ex-
planation, noble Ceod—"

Suddenly the speaker’'s eyes were
fixed sharply upon McGurn’s middle
and the huar he had lowered flashed
up to cover the group once more.
“There is something wrong here!” he
exclaimed. “This man is wearing the
belt of a priest!”

Athora, understanding too late the
blunder she had permitted, felt her
heart sink. Priests who were prisoners
of the State were not permitted to re-
tain their holy badge of office. An-
other second and the entire plan would
collapse into ruin.

But Ceodmak, the memory of that
huar hidden in McGurn’s tunic, was
equal to the crisis. “This man is no
priest,” he said boldly. “He was cap-
tured while masquerading as one and
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the belt was left in place to prove his
guilt of that~charge.”

“l see.” Three breaths of relief re-
leased in unison, were faintly audible.
“Forgive me for acting thus hastily,
noble Ceodmak. 1 was but doing my
duty.”

He bowed and retreated back into
the shadows while the taut-nerved
group of four moved on toward the
dyark. From the comers of his eyes
McGum saw their questioner join two
of his fellows and saw all three were
staring after them.

The dyark loomed before them now,
its entrance hatch ajar. Another prob-
lem confronted the American now: in
what order should they enter. Nor-
mally a guard would send his prisoners
ahead lest one of them break for free-
dom the moment his back was turned.
But for them to go in first, leaving
Ceodmak behind even for a moment
would give the Clyrusian an opportu-
nity to sound an alarm.

But a glance at the man’s face
convinced McGurn he was thoroughly
cowed and would dare not give them
any trouble. And so it was that as
the second of the two girls entered the
dyark’s cabin, McGum went up the
three metal steps ahead of Ceodmalk,
meaning to turn and cover him the
moment he was out of sight of the
other guards.

But the wily Ceodmak was not so
frightened as he had appeared. The
moment McGum turned his back, the
Clyrusian dived nimbly beneath the
sheltering bulk of the ship, setting up
a simultaneous shout of alarm that
echoed across the landing field and
brought guards racing from all direc-
tions.

M C GITRN slammed the heavy door
and threw its catches. “Quick!”
he shouted to the dazed princess. “Get
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this thing out of here!” A horrible
thought crossed his mind. “My God,
don’'t tell me you don’t know how to
fly it!”

Athora was already on her way to
the pilot’'s chair. “Of course | can fly
a dyark,” she flung over her shoulder.
“Every child in Atland can do so.”

McGurn, at the nearest window,
made no reply. He aimed his huar at
a guard dashing toward the ship and
sent a streak of fire into his body.
The man fell, skidding headforemost
across the crushed stone, and McGurn
ducked back suddenly as a lance of
fire from another quarter melted the
metal window frame inches from his
head.

And then the heavy ship lurched
abruptly, rising steeply into the night
as Athora’s fingers darted along its in-
strument panel. Below a cluster of
guards became swiftly dwarfed as the
distance grew greater and tiny streaks
of flame fell impotently short as the
dyark moved out of range.

~NWe made it!” shouted McGurn, his
spirits soaring with the ship. In an
ecstacy of relief he threw his arms
about the blonde cave girl beside him
and crushed her to him until she cried
out in pain. “l guess we showed 'em
what happens when they fool around
with—"

Suddenly a searing wave of heat
seemed to pass along the ship’s entire
length and it staggered sickenly, then
rolled at right angles in midair, throw-
ing both McGurn and Lua to the floor.
Before they were able to regain their
feet Athora managed to right the dyark
somewhat, but already the craft was
slanting earthward in a steep dive.

“What happened?” McGurn cried
wildly, clutching at one of the seats to
maintain his balance. “Why are we
going down again?” He raced back to
where Athora, her face a white, ex-
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pressionless mask, was wrestling with
the controls.

“A ray from one of the big huars hit
us,” she exclaimed, her voice curiously
flat. “1 hadn’t expected they could get
one in use so quickly. We are out of
range now but that one blast melted
away most of our power, leaving us
just enough bouyancy to keep from
falling like a stone!”

McGum’s eyes were fixed on the
vision screen, intent on the scene below.
They were floating slowly but steadily
down on a slanting path, the buildings
below swimming slowly up to meet
them.

A glimpse of a white, flat-topped
building just to the left of their course
and not far ahead struck a responsive
chord in his memory. “What building
is that?” he cried, pointing at the image
on the screen.

She hesitated, “1I'm not—why, it's
the temple we left only a short while
ago!”

“1 thought so! | can see several dyar
dyarks on its roof. Can you set this
thing down on that landing strip,
Athora? It's our only chance!”

“1 can try!” Her slender fingers
thudded against two of the buttons on
the panel and sluggishly the heavy craft
swung left. As the temple roof swam
slowly beneath them, McGurn indi-
cated a large dyark resting there only
a few feet removed from one of the
rounded domes masking a stairwell.

“Try to put her down right next to
that dyark. I'll have our door open
and my huar ready to cover you and
Lua while you make a dash for it.”

“The odds are against us,” the prin-
cess said matter-of-factly, nodding to-
ward the images of a score of white-
tunicked guards converging at the point
where the injured ship was about to
land.

McGurn grunted. I'm getting used
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to being on the short—and dirty—
end.” Huar in his hand he ran swiftly
to the passenger hatch and threw back
its catches, one hand flat against the
section of metal, ready to thrust it
open the moment their craft grated
against the crushed-stone surface of the
temple roof.

CHAPTER XVII
Defilers of the Temple

XTTITH a breathtaking lurch the

* * dyark struck the rooftop, then
skidded forward in an uncontrolled
half circle. An instant later there was
the sound of tearing metal as the in-
jured dyark crashed full into the side
of the parked craft in which McGum
had hoped to make a fresh break for
freedom.

The American had flung open the
door a second before. Unprepared for
the sudden impact he was flung vio-
lently forward through the open hatch
and full in the midst of a group of
guards.

Three human forms went down be-
neath him, cushioning his fall, and
before the remaining pair could grasp
what had taken place, he was on his
feet and the huar in his hand had cut
them down.

The two girls were already descend-
ing the dyark’s three steps to join him.
McGurn, after a single kick that re-
duced to unconsciousness the only
guard showing signs of life, whirled
about and discharged his huar at four
men racing across the roof toward him.
These paused as the fiery impulses
crackled about their heads, then re-
treated momentarily as Athora caught
up a huar from the hand of an un-
conscious guard and added her fire to
McGum'’s.

It required only a moment for the
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American to size up their hopeless
position. “These wrecked dyarks cover
us from two sides,” he pointed out to
his companions, “and we can probably
hold off any attack until dawn. But
after that they need only to send a
dyark or two at us from above and—"
He left the rest unsaid.

“If only 1 could have kept from
crashing into that dyark,” Athora said
sadly.

“You did a big job of getting us down
here without breaking our necks,” Mc-
Gurn pointed out cheerfully. His rov-
ing eye caught sight of the opening into
the stairwell only a few feet distant.
“Look, there's no point staying here
where we can be picked off like clay
pigeons. Let's try making a break for
it through the temple itself.”

“1f not that,” Athora said, “we may
be able to find a hiding place some-
where below, remaining concealed until
a better opportunity comes for us to
steal a dyark.”

McGurn stooped and caught up an-
other huar and handed it to Lua.
“Think you can work this?”

“Of course.”

He glanced at her quickly, noticing
her subdued, almost sad, expression
and remembering she had said but little
since her rescue. “Anything wrong,
Lua? Other than the fix we're in,” he
added, grinning.

“Nothing is wrong, Reedmcgurn.”

“We’ll lick this thing yet and spend
the rest of our lives laughing at it—
together.”

The tenderness in his tone, the un-
mistakable meaning in his words,
caused her to reach out impulsively and
touch his bare arm in a brief caress.
But the sadness in her eyes did not
disappear.

“1 think,” Athora’s quiet voice broke
in, “they are preparing to rush us
again.”
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McGurn nodded. “We're not wait-
ing. Come on; we’'ll make a run for
that stairwell.” 1

Crouching to lessen the chances of
being hit by enemy fire, they broke
suddenly across the open stretch of roof
between the dyark and their new goal.
A chorus of angry shouts told them
their move had been observed and fire
streaks cut apart the night in their
direction.

McGurn entered the doorway last
pausing to return the fire and bringing
an abrupt halt to any enemy advance.
Then he turned back and, motioning
his two charges to precede him, has-
tened down the narrow flight of steps.

At the first landing McGurn brushed
past the girls and threw open the door,
only to jerk back and slam it shut as a
dozen lances of fire burned as many
holes through its metal.

“A roomful of them!” he yelled.
“Come on; we'll try the next floor.”

Down they went, sandals clicking on
bare metal. At ground level now,
McGurn opened a door off the landing
a crack and peered through. Directly
above them feet thundered on the steps.

“Empty!” he whispered harshly.
“Follow me and keep those huars
ready!”

npHEY filed quickly across a wide,

richly furnished room and on
through a door McGurn selected at ran-
dom in the far wall. This gave on to a
corridor similar to others the young
American had traversed this night, and
along it they raced past several doors
all of which were closed.

The corridor forked ahead of them,
and even as McGurn was debating
which of them to follow, the decision
was made for him as a door at the end
of the left-hand fork was thrown back
and several guards swarmed through.
At sight of the escaped prisoners they

uttered an exultant shout and bore
down upon them, only to fall back in
confusion as McGurn’s fire-spitting
huar cut down the leading pair.

“To the right!” roared McGurn.
“We've got to reach that door before
they get to the fork!”

Both girls proved even fleeter of foot
than McGurn; and the door was
opened by the time he reached it
He slammed it shut behind them and
then went down a long carpeted ramp
at headlong speed—down and down
until the man from the Twentieth Cen-
tury realized they must be well under-
ground by this time.

Twice the incline turned sharply left
passing room after room lining the
way, those whose doors were open ap-
parently empty of life.

When McGurn was no longer able to
hear sounds of pursuit he called to Lua
and Athora to slow their pace that

they might save their strength. “Any
idea where this can be leading us,
Athora?”

“None,” was the prompt reply.

“There is nothing like this in Atland’s
temple so far as I know.”

The ramp’s downward slant ceased
abruptly, at the same time splitting into
three separate tunnel-like corridors.
In the ceiling small bits of illuminated
rock cast rays of light on the scene.
Each corridor appeared to turn after
a short distance, making it impossible
to see where any of them led or ended.

As they stood there debating which
avenue to follow, faint sounds reached
their ears from a long ways behind
them.

“We've got to keep going,” McGurn
said. “Let’s take the middle path. But
first...”

He drew the red, triangle-adorned
badge of priesthood from about his
waist and cast it a dozen feet further
along the winding corridor to his left.
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“That may draw them into the wrong
way for a while.”

Moving at a brisk but soundless pace
they hurried down the center corridor,
hesitating briefly before rounding each
turn.  After progressing a hundred
yards in this manner they followed an
abrupt bend arid stepped squarely into
a small circular chamber, freezing to
an abrupt halt as four surprised guards,
fully armed, rose to confront them.

McGurn was keyed to expect trouble;
the guards were not— the sole reason
why his huar was spitting soundless
lances of death before a weapon could
be raised against him and his com-
panions. Within seconds four lifeless
bodies lay scattered about the chamber
and McGurn was crossing to the single
huge door on its opposite wall.

He had it open and was well within
the chamber beyond, huar ready for
instant use, before six men seated about
a giant blackwood table occupying most
of the floor space were aware of his
presence.

For a long breathless moment no one
spoke or moved. McGurn was staring
at open-mouthed wonder at the Gar-
gantuan figure seated at the table’s
head ... the most fantastically fat, fat
man he had ever seen.

The others were the usual lean,
hawk-nosed, dark-skinned men he was
accustomed to meeting in Clyrus, al-
though three of them wore the red,-
triangle marked belts of priests”™ and
each had about him that undefinable
air of authority which marks all leaders
of men.

McGurn spoke first. “Sit still,” he
commanded. “And | mean still. The
fir§t one who moves so much as his eye-
brow's gets himself killed!”

His words, in English, meant nothing
to them, but the savage gesture with
the huar he was holding spoke recogniz-
able volumes. They remained glued to
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their chairs, hands resting on the table
before them, eyes fixed unwaveringly
upon the young American and his two
companions.

(OLOWLY McGurn let his eyes drift
AN about the room. Across from
where he stood was a mammoth door
of solid creonum, two dials similar to
a safe’'s combination knobs set in its
surface. The restof the room was rich-
ly, although austerely, furnished, and
its only other door was the one through
which he and the girls had entered.
It was not until his eyes came back
to the table and the men about it that

.he saw two objects, side by side, on the

wood’s polished black surface. Both
he recognized instantly: one the long-
barrelled xorth taken from him by
Atim-Lek earlier that same day; the
other was the golden image of Ammon-
Re, its strangely pulsating light par-
tially concealed by one of Mentanek’s
tremendous hands.

“All right,” McGurn said tersely. “On
your feet—rail of you. And the first
man who moves his hands any direction
except straight up will never move ’em
again!”

Wordlessly the six Clyrusians rose
from their chairs, hands lifted shoulder
high as evidence of their peaceful in-
tentions. “Now your noses against the
wall,” the American ordered, “and keep
your hands raised.”

When his command had been obeyed,
McGurn gave low-voiced instructions
to his two companions to keep their
huars trained on the six while he re-
moved their weapons. Carefully he
moved along the row of stiffened backs,
one hand holding his own huar ready
while the other snaked a fire-pistol from
each belt and tossed it onto the table.
This accomplished without untoward
incident, he spent a few precious
minutes removing the tiny metal tod
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from each huar, rendering them use-
less.

With the fangs of the enemy drawn,
McGurn restored his own huar to his
belt and caught up a world's most
terrible weapon—the xorth. An un-
inhibited smile—his first in several
days— crossed his lips and he flourished
the xorth in a gesture of airy non-
chalance.

“This is what will get us out of here,”
he said to the watching girls, “—and
with us goes this!” and he caught up
the figure of the Golden God.

There was no warning—no hurried
footsteps, no excited voices. Suddenly
the chamber door burst open and be-
fore McGurn could wheel about five
Clyrusian guards had crossed the
threshold, huars ready in their hands.

Their leader proved quicker of wit
than most of these men McGurn pre-
viously had encountered; for even as
the American was turning, the guard
struck a swift blow with the muzzle of
his huar, knocking McGurn’s xorth
to the floor. A moment later the huars
fell from the paralyzed fingers of both
girls in response to a sharp command.

“Me!” said McGurn in tones of pure
disgust. “I'm the guy who thought of
everything! | took all their guns, | got
hold of the Golden God, | had the one
thing in my hand that would get us out
of here! Yes, sir, | thought of every-
thing—-except, by God, to lock the
door! Old hero McGurn—that's me!”

Only the girls were listening to his
self-castigation and neither of them
understood any of the rush of foreign
words.

Now came the monstrous Mentanek,
his button eyes alight with supreme
satisfaction. “Well done, Lebardat,”
he said to the leader of the guards.
“You arrived not a moment too soon.
I am curious to learn how you knew
these three were in here.”

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

“Four dead men lie outside your
door,” replied Lebardat.- His face was
very grave and there were lines of
worry deep in his brow. *“I bring dis-
quieting news, noble Mentanek. Only
a few yads ago a host of Atland’s
dyarks, carrying hundreds of her fight-
ing men, crossed Clya’s walls and land-
ed on the streets and roofs bordering
this temple. Already they have over-
come most of the guard on its upper
floors and are steadily working their
way downward.”

“The fools!” roared Mentanek.
“They are throwing away their lives!
Within a lat there will be thousands
of our own warriors surrounding them
on the ground and in the air.”

“But that will require another lat—
perhaps two,” Lebardat reminded him
grimly. “Meanwhile they may put to
death everyone within the temple,
Your own life is in grave danger, my
king!”

T TNDERSTANDING dawned on

Mentanek’s colossal face. “I1 see
it now!” he thundered. “The Golden
God! They hope by means of this

insane raid to regain possession of it,
then flee to Atland before we are able
to muster enough warriors to repulse
them. That is why their attack has
been centered here—the logical place
for the Golden God to be.”

His face darkened. “They shall not
have it.” With a quickness that belied
his bulk he bent and scooped up the
fallen xorth at McGurn'’s feet. “Before
I permit the Golden God to fall again
into Atlandian hands | will turn the
rays of this xorth upon it and blast it
into nothingness!”

Every face in the room other than
that of McGurn, to whom the idol was
no more than a symbol of superstition,
and Mentanek’s, whose anger drove all
else from his mind, blanched at the

t
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king's awe-inspiring threat. One of his
red*-belted companions stepped quickly
forward, panic twisting his expression.

“Recall your words, noble Menta-
nek!” he cried. “Recall them, | beg
of you, ere Ammon-Re, himself, strike
you dead where you stand!”

He reached a trembling hand for the
holy image, only to have the crazed
king strike it aside. “Don’t be a fool,
Sar-Gath!” he bellowed. “You know,
as do |, that the Golden God was
fashioned by no holier a hand than
yours or mine. It is no more than a
token, an emblem fashioned from in-
sensate metal by the hanpl of some
ancient artisan long forgotten and long-
er dead. Ammon-Re,” he went on con-
temptuously, “—what is Ammon-Re
but a figment of some other dead imag-
ination!”

“ 1 will not listen to such blasphemy!”
screamed Sar-Gath. He sprang at the
king, arms outstretched to claw the
glowing statue from the other’s hand.
“Give it to me! Give it to me, lest |
call down the righteous wrath of our
God upon you!”

“1'J give it to you!” roared Men-
tanek. The xorth in his hand flashed
up, there was a sudden almost in-
audible crackling in the air, and Sar-
Gath was gone—gone as completely as
though he never had existed.,

There was.no semblance of sanity
left in those black button eyes as Gy-
rus’'s king turned his Attention to the
fear-stricken guards and his own com-
panions. “Here is my god!” he
screamed, brandishing the xorth. “Get
out of here— all of you! Aid the soldiers
of Clyrus to hold back the enemy until
help comes, aid in the protection of
your king and your country and Am-
mon-Re himself!”

The room emptied—and no room
was ever emptied more quickly. When
all were gone other than McGurn, the
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two girls and Mentanek himself, the
king bolted the door and turned back
to his captives.

“They will never get me,” he mut-
tered, more to himself than the others.
“1 know where | will be safe.” Moving
with short, heavy strides he went to the
huge metal door in the opposite.wall
and began carefully to turn the two
calibrated knobs set in its surface,
muttering to himself the while.

A minute later the heavy barrier
swung silently outward, revealing its
tremendously thick layers of creonUm
and gold. Beyond yawned a lighted
chamber, the walls of which appeared
to be the same mixture of the two
metals.

“Enter!” Mentanek thundered, mo-
tioning with the xorth’s fluted muzzle.

Silently McGurn and the two white-
faced girls stepped within ahead of the
crazed monarch, and at the touch of a
button the door swung silently closed.
Dials matching those on its other side
were set on the heavy portals’ inner
surface, and these Mentanek spun with
two sweeps of an incredibly huge hand.

His eyes came back to his silent
captives and a smile, more horrible than
his darkest scowl, curled those tiny lips.
“Now let them come!” he gloated. “Let
them try to batter their way through
that door. Ten thousand men could
not more than dent it in as many days.”

Brushing the other aside he strode
to the room’s center where a smooth-
sided pyramid of solid gold rose some
five feet from its base resting on the
floor, its apex flattened to form a square
surface perhaps a foot across.

YTTITH a dramatic flourish that was
" v wholly, cynical, Mentanek placed
the two-foot statue of the Golden God
atop the pyramid and stepped back to
study the effect. “There stands the
image of Ammon-Re!” he sneered.
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“Moulded in Ms likeness by his own
hands, according to every sniveling
priest since Egyptus, himself. Look at
it!”

Obediently they looked...and in
looking felt their pulses stir and an
unfathomable awe steal into their
hearts and minds. Glowing with a
strange, eerie radiance which appeared
to swell and wane and swell again, it
held their eyes with almost hypnotic
fixedness, while those miniature fea-
tures, handsome beyond earthly stand-
ards, seemed almost to come alive.

The spell was sharply broken as
Mentanek’s ear-shattering bellow filled
the small chamber. “Down on your
faces, you worthless clods! Down on
your faces at the feet of the Golden
God. Yours is the honor of being the
first sacrifice to him whose own hands
fashioned his likeness in cold metal.
Prepare your souls for Ammon-Re, for
only seconds remain before this xorth
disintegrates your unworthy bodies!”

Again that spine-chilling, mocking
laugh boomed out. Helplessly, realizing
any protest was utterly useless, Mc-
Gurn and the two girls sank to their
knees before the golden pyramid sup-
porting the holy image of Ammon-Re
and bowed their heads. From the cor-
ners of his eyes the American could see
Athora’s lips moving in silent prayer,
her lovely face strangely serene. As
for Lua—her expression was largely
bewildered, but there was no fear there
for the eye to see.

As for his own reactions— they were
too chaotic to be classified. He was
conscious of being very frightened—
more because of his complete helpless-
ness than the thought of death itself.
To turn and attempt to wrest that hor-
rible weapon from the ham-like paws
of this inhuman travesty of a man was
worse than useless—it would only
hasten his own end.
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And so it was that Reed McGurn
braced himself for the rays that would
bring instant and complete disintegra-
tion. ...

Heavy blows began to rain against
the door!

McGurn, his senses reeling under the
shock of the sound, heard Mentanek’s
harsh breathing catch in sharp alarm.
Then came the slither of sandaled feet
and he turned his head in time to see
Mentanek moving toward the door, the
xorth tightly clutched in one hand.

“Who is there?” shouted Clyrus’s
king.

“It is I, Ashtoth of Atland!” came
the reply, clearly audible despite the
heavy portal between. “Hand over the
Golden God, Mentanek, and your life
shall be spared. Refuse and you die!”

McGurn fastened his fingers on the
shoulders of Lua and Athora. “Quick!”
he breathed, close to their ears. “Crawl
behind the pyramid. It’'s our only
chance to gain time enough to be
rescued.” .

“There is no Golden God here,”
shouted Mentanek. “Who should know
that better than Atland’s king. How
dare you violate the sanctity of Clyrus’s
Altar Room? Go away lest Ammon-Re
strike you down for your blasphemy!”

Cautiously Reed McGurn drew his
feet beneath him and turned in a slow
half-circle, his body crouched like a
lion in ambush.

“You lie!” came Ashtoth’s reply,
clear and ringing. “The captain of your
own guards is my captive and he has
told me it is in there with you. Open
this door!”

Carefully McGurn measured the dis-
tance between him and the fat-sagging
expanse of Mentanek” shoulders and
back. With infinite stealth he sidled
forward.

“Go back to Atland
screamed Clyrus’s Kking.

at once!”
“Unless you
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do so immediately your daughter shall
diel'*

There followed a momentary silence
more eloquent than many words, “My
daughter!” called Ashtoth, incredulity
plain in his voice. “My daughter is

dead! What lie is this, Mentanek?”
“She is here, within this room!
Shall I have her call out to you to

leave lest she dies in shrieking agony?
Wait, | will—"

It was then that Reed McGurn
launched himself at that hulking figure!

A WARE that his greatest danger lay
N in the xorth Mentanek was hold-,
ing, McGurn aimed his attack accord-
ingly. With unerring certainty his two
hands locked about that mammoth
wrist even before the fat man was
fully aware what was taking place, and
with all his strength sought to force it
back into such a position that Men-
tanek would be forced to drop the
weapon. And so completely was the
element of surprise in his favor that he
came within inches of success.

But there was considerably more to
Mentanek than fat. Beneath those
sagging lumps of soft flesh were muscles
equal to those of a bull elephant. Bel-
lowing curses, the king lifted his im-
prisoned arm high despite McGurn’s
solid weight—Ilifted it and shook it
violently, the American’s body whip-
ping crazily in midair like a branch in
the path of a hurricane.

Fingers, no matter how strong, could
not hold under that strain. With a
despairing shout McGurn felt his hold
torn away and he fell, landing solidly
on the balls of his feet, helpless before
the Gargantuan madman who deliber-
ately lifted the bell-shaped muzzle of
the xorth, took aim and fired!

Even as that immense finger closed
on the firing button McGurn was
throwing himself to one side, the crack-
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ling air exploding almost in his ear.

And then Reed McGurn witnessed a
sight unlike any ever before, or since,
vouchsafed the eyes of man. He saw
the Golden God rock in the path of
those unseen rays meant for him, saw
its radiance dim almost to blackness as
the metal statue resisted impulses no
other matter could ever resist, saw it
topple heavily to the floor. And in the
instant those rays bathed the image
of Ammon-Re, Mentanek, king of Cly-
rus, cried out in terrible agony—cried
out as both the xorth and the hand that
held it utterly and completely dis-
appeared into nothingness.

But even that miracle won no more
than a brief glance from the wide-eyed
American. He saw the Golden God
touch the floor in an upright position,
and as it did so it began to glow again
—glow with a radiance so intense Mc-
Gurn felt his eyes burn in protest, yet
some power beyond his seemed to hold
them open.

And as that radiance increased, the
golden figure began to enlarge, to grow,
to swell, to increase in size until it was
no longer a tiny figure carved into the
likeness of a man—it was a man/

gTRAIGHT and strong and of in-
credible beauty was the Golden
God—standing inches beyond Mec-
Gurn’s six feet. And the once stiff and
lifeless metal now was transformed into
muscles and sinews and flawless skin
. a completely naked man—a man
whose body was of the perfection no
human body might ever hope to attain.
Mentanek, the stump of his severed
hand dangling as his side, could only
goggle with bulging eyes at the Divine
Presence before him, fear rippling over
his gigantic body in tiny waves.
Those golden arms lifted slowly...
and suddenly McGurn'’s eyes could bear
that awful light no more and he sank



136

to his knees, burying his head in his
arms.

Moments passed. Dimly at first,
then very clearly, McGurn could hear
the sounds of shouted words from be-
yond the creonum door. A soft hand
touched his shoulder from behind and
he cried out suddenly, lifting his head
to learn who stood beside him.

It was Athora. Dazed, he swung
his glance about the small chamber.
Gone was that unearthly radiance, on
the golden pyramid stood the two-
foot figure of the Golden God* its soft
emanations of light normal once more
— metal instead of living flesh.

On the floor in front of him was a
horribly mangled mound of grayish-
white flesh, emptied of all life, its once
mammoth bones evidently reduced to
little more than powder. Mentanek of
Clyrus was dead.

Reed McGurn got shakily to his feet
and reeled drunkenly across the room
and leaned his head against the door’s
cool surface. “Let us out,” he cried
weakly. “For God’'s sake let us out of
this awful place!”

“Open the door, Mentanek!” came
Ashtoth’s voice.

“Mentanek is dead,” called McGurn.
“Your daughter is here with me. |
don't know how to open the door.
You’'ll have to force it open.”

A brief pause followed, then Ashtoth
shouted, “ Get into a corner as far from
the door as you can. Hurry1”

Through a dim haze that seemed to
grow increasingly thick,” McGurn drew
Lua and Athora aside as directed. A
long moment dragged by—then that
creonum barrier vanished magically and
through the opening, a giant xorth in
his hands, came Ashtoth of Atland, a
crowd of his own fighting men at his
back.

Suddenly the room appeared to spin
in a slow circle— then blackness poured

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

into McGurn’s overwrought mind and
he knew no more.

CHAPTER XVIII
Conclusion

“"D EED ... Reed McGurn!
your eyes, my princel”

The soft, wondrously sweet voice
seemed to be calling to him across a
limitless void, through an opaque wall
of shimmering blackness. And then
the blackness began to fade, replaced
by a swelling green light that became
more and more intense....

He opened his eyes, blinking in the
sunlight streaming across his bed from
an open window.

A face hovered above him— a face of
blood-warming beauty... a face framed
with soft strands of blue-black hair.

“Athora,” he mumbled, then stopped
there to marvel at the weakness of his
voice. His lips seemed dry to the point
of cracking, and he put out his tongue
to wet them. “Athora. What are—"
Suddenly the gates of memory opened
and he sat quickly erect and groped
wildly at the covers. “We've got to
get out of—"

Her hand came up to cover his lips
with tender pressure, forcing him gently
back against the pillow. “We are safe
in Atlantis, my pignce. We brought
you here over a moon ago.”

,He stared at her uncomprehendingly.
“A moon? You mean a month ago?”

She understood the strange word he
used and nodded. “When you fainted
in the Altar Room of Clya’s temple we
were unable to revive you, discovering
then that you were burning with fever.
My father bore you in his own arms
to one of our dyarks on the temple roof
and brought you here, where men
skilled in the treatment of jungle fevers
fought to save your life. You came

Open
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very near to dying, my prince.”

He thought that over for a little
while. “.. .The Golden God?”

She smiled. “Back where it belongs
—in Atland’s temple.”

“You saw—" his voice faltered—
“you saw what happened to Men-
tanek?”

“Only when it was all over. The
Klysan and | were crouched behind the
golden pyramid until it grew quiet with-
in the room. Just before that a great
light seemed to fill the chamber and we
were forced to hide our eyes Against
it.... Your rage must have been very
great to crush Mentanek so terribly.
Even with the evidence of his torn body
we found it difficult to believe any man
could possess sufficient strength to do
that to him.”

“But it wasn’'t...” His voice trailed
off. She would never believe him—
none of them would believe him. They
would become alarmed and call in the
doc’s again and maybe keep him in bed
longer than necessary, figuring the
fever had left him on the balmy side.

And then the memory of another
girl—a girl whose hair was golden and
whose beauty was no less than Athora’s
herself—pushed into his mind.
“Where,” he asked eagerly, “is Lua?
Did you rescue her? Is she all right?”

An expression the American could
not analyze passed across Athora'’s face
and she lowered her eyes. “You must
rest now, Reed McGurn. 1| should not
have allowed you to speak at such
length. | will come and visit with you
tomorrow.”

“But what of Lua?” he protested.
“Will you bring her with you when you
come again?”

She patted his shoulder and stood up.
“We'll see, Reed McGurn. Go to
sleep now.”

He would have pressed the point but
a wave of weariness seemed to sweep
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over him then and he closed his eyes.
Instantly he was sleeping soundly.

ON THE following day the princess

Athora came again, and again he
asked about Lua. But when he saw
such questions appeared to pain the
girl, he desisted, telling himself she was
made unhappy by his interest in the
cave girl.

In the days that followed, strength
came slowly back to Reed McGurn,
and when a week had passed he was
back on his feet and his old self again.
Athora and he walked often in the
palace gardens where sunlight and fresh
air restored the color to his cheeks and
tone to his muscles.

On several occasions Ashtoth came
to see him, and a strong friendship
built on mutual admiration and respect
formed between them. At times the
king’s remarks disturbed McGurn se-
cretly, for he spoke as though the
American would some day rule Atland
with Athora as his queen. Always
those remarks were made as though
such a marriage was a foregone con-
clusion; and McGurn held his peace
for this was not the time to bring
matters to a head.

Always his thoughts were filled with
Lua, daughter of Yortak, although he
refrained from speaking of her to the
others. Yet, as the days passed in the
comfort and beauty of his surround-
ings, he found himself thinking more
and more of Athora— comparing the
gently bred princess of Atland with the
untamed girl of the jungle. Gradually
he began to wonder— to doubt that his
feelings for Lua were truly the love he
believed them to be. And when, in
parting each day, Athora held up her
lips for a farewell Kiss, he felt an in-
creasingly stronger impulse to crush her
to him and pour out his pledge of
love.
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Reed McGurn said his farewells to the men, but the Princess Athora

One bright sunny morning he rose
from his bed with the knowledge that
he was completely cured and his full
strength had come back to him. He
dressed leisurely and was on the point
of summoning a slave to announce his

readiness for breakfast, when his door
opened and one of the palace guards
entered.

“His majesty, the noble Ashtoth,
sends his respects,” the guard said for-
mally, “and wishes to know if you will
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threw her arms around his neck and kissed him lingeringly on the mouth

honor him and his daughter by eating
the morning meal with them.”
“Why not?” McGum said with alac-
rity. “Lead the way; I'm starving!”
They moved along the corridors and
through lavishly appointed rooms, and

many were the friendly greetings the
American received from members of the
court in passing. Finally they entered
a small room bright with sunlight
through its many windows, and here,
grouped about a small table spread
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with food, were Ashtoth and a smiling
Athora and a stem-faced man of about
his own age whom he recognized as
Clat-Ron, high priest in Atland, who
had called on McGurn during the early
stages of the latter’s convalescence.-.

They greeted him warmly and con-
versation lagged until the food was
gone and all sank back in their chairs
in the expansive mood that follows a
good meal.

Ashtoth was first to speak— and he
wasted no words. “For some time,”
he said soberly, “1 have noticed the
growing attachment between you and
Athora. That she loves you | am sure
you know; she told me of it on the very
night we took the two of you from Cly-
rus.”

McGurn shot a glance at the prin-
cess. Her eyes were lowered to study
the tips of her fingers and a slow wave
of red was rising in her cheeks.

“But,” Ashtoth continued weightily,
“during rny talks with you | detected
an uneasiness on your part whenever
I purposely turned the conversation
into such channels—a reaction which
caused me to doubt that you returned
my daughter’s love. And so | waited,
watching the two of you when to-
gether.”

He smiled suddenly. “Unless I am
a blind old man, Reed McGurn, | would
swear that you are very much in love
with Athora— and are hesitating to ask
for her only because of her position as
Atland’s future queen. What do you
say to that?”

“Where,” McGurn blurted out, “is
Lua?”

AGONIZED gasp broke from
Athora’s stricken lips and the two
most powerful men in Atland stiffened
in their chairs, their faces suddenly
stern. But when Ashtoth spoke his
voice was courteous and kindly.
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“She is no longer in Atland, Reed
McGurn.”

“No long—” The young American
stared at him, disbelief strong in his
eyes. “Where is she, then? .What has
happened to her?”

“Soon after we brought her to Atland
with Athora and you, she came to me
and asked that she be permitted to re-
turn to her own people in Afrota. She
was not happy here, she told me— only
in the caves of Mosat would she feel
at home.

“Because in your illness you spoke
often of her, | asked Lua if there was
anything between the two of you. |
shall never forget the way she lifted her
head proudly and said, “l1 owe him
much, for he was very good to me and
he tried to rescue me from the Cly-
rusians. But it ends there for he is
not my kind and his heart belongs to
another.”

He sighed. “And so | granted her
request to return to Afrota. The fol-
lowing day a pantar of my Air Fleet
flew her back to the land of her
people.”

“ ‘His heart belongs to another,
repeated McGurn softly. “How could
she be so sure?”

His eyes came to rest on Athora’s
suffused countenance, and as she looked
up and saw his troubled expression, all
self-possession failed her.

“l told her that, Reed McGurnl”
she cried out, tears of anger and hurt
pride spilling on her cheeks, “She is
not for you—she is a Klysan—a beast-
woman! You belong here. In Atland.
Beside me. Here you shall have power
and beatiful surroundings and—and
me, Reed McGurn. Forget her, my
prince! I will make you forget her!”

For a long time McGurn sat there,
his eyes fixed unseeingly on his hands.
When at last he raised his eyes to the
silent Atlandians, Athora knew that she

1
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had lost.and she buried her face in her
hands,
' To Ashtoth he said: “Will you sum-
mon the same pantar who took Lua
back to Afrota and instruct him to fly
me to the same place he left her?”
“Are you sure this is what you want,
Reed McGurn?” the king asked tone-

nessly.

“It is.”

Athora’s father bowed in acquies-
cence. “When do you wish to leave?”

“At once, if you will.”

Both rose to their feet. “The man
you want is, | believe, on duty at the
roof landing stage at this time. If you
will accompany me there ...”

Reed McGurn hesitated, then placed
a gentle hand on the girl's bowed head.
“Will you come and say goodbye to me,
Athora?”

She lifted her dark head, tears spar-
kling in her cheeks, and said brokenly,
“As you wish, Reed McGurn.”

The silent Clat-Ron rose with her,
and together the three men and the
girl mounted a flight of circling steps
to the roof. Ashtoth called over the
officer in charge of the guards stationed
there and ordered that a dyark be

OSTRICH GHOSTS

By CAL WEBB

enjoy hunting the ostrich, and when they

have killed one and are bringing it home,
they are careful to outwit the ghost of their
victim. They believe that when the first shock
of death wears off the ghost of the ostrich pulls
himself together and takes off after his body.
Because of this belief, the Indians pull feathers
from the bird and strew them along the way.
At every bunch of feathers the ghost encounters
he stops to wonder if they are his and if it is
his whole body or only part of it. His- inde-
cision at each bunch of feathers wastes valuable
time, and the hurters arrive safe at home. The
outwitted ostrich ghost stalks in vain around
the village, which he is too timid to enter.

T HE Lengua Indians of the Gran Chaco
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readied for immediate flight and that
Lua’s pilot be found and put at the
controls.

Within a few minutes the giant air-
craft was ready, the pantar at its in-
strument panel.

Just before mounting the three metal
steps to the dyark’s cabin, McGurn
turned to say his farewells. Both Clat-
Ron and Ashtoth made the sign of thg.
holy triangle; but the princess threw
her arms about his neck and Kkissed
him lingeringly on the mouth, the tang
of tears remaining there.

“Goodbye, my princess,” he whis-
pered. “Who knows—some day we
may meet again.” Gently he loosened
her hold and her father stepped for-
ward and drew her away as the Ameri-
can entered the cabin.

From the window, as he took his
seat, he saw Clat-Ron’s hand reach out
and close about one of Athora's .. . and
she did not resist. McGurn’s lips part-
ed in a slow smile.

The dyark rose vertically, turned
its nose toward the east in a sweeping
half circle and sped toward Afrota—
and lovely Lua.

THE END

ST. SWITHIN'S DAY
By PETE BOGG

HERE is a legend that if it rains on St

Swithin's Day, which falls on July ISth,

that it will continue to rain for forty days.
This superstition came about in connection with
the canonization of St. Swithin, a ninth century
bishop of Winchester, England. About two cen-
turies after he died, it was decided that he should
be canonized, so his body wes transferred from
the churchyard to a shrire in the cathedral. The
task of removing his body wes hindered by rain
which fell steadily for forty days. The supersti-
tious people of that time thought St. Swithin had
taken that way to voice his disapproval of moving
his body from its resting place of two centuries.
That is why some people believe that it if rains
on St. Swithin's Day, it will rain for forty days.



The Watching Eyes

by Robert Moore Williams

It's bad enough to be watched
by a pair of eyes yon can see, but if
yon know the eyes aren’t there —

HE patient pounded on the door
I of his room.

“1 want to get out of here,”
he yelled.

Dr. Thomas Cavanaugh, making his
late afternoon rounds of this big public
institution, cocked an ear toward the
commotion.

“A new patient?” he asked.

“Yes,” the nurse answered. “He was
brought in this morning.”

“How long has he been trying to
escape?” the doctor questioned.

“Since noon, Dr. Cavanaugh,” the
nurse answered.

“He was quiet before?”

“Very quiet,” the nurse answered.
“1 looked in once or twice this morning
and he was lying on his bed.”

“1 got to get out of here,” the patient
yelled again. “They’'re after me. They'll
get me if you don’t let me out.”

His fists thudded violently on the
door.

“His name is Kirkham,” the nurse
said. “He was brought into the hospital
last night and was assigned to this ward
this morning. Dr. Jones was on the
admitting desk when he was brought
in. His tentative diagnosis was para-
noia.”

“Paranoial Aht1” The doctor's in- nh» »¢ in tha eh«intunn.d by
. .. * what ha thought ha saw dosaby
terest quickened. He was writing ai4zintha room— a pair of ayat. ..
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book, “Visual Hallucinations in Para-
noia.” This case might provide inter-
esting information.

The nurse took a ring of keys from
her pocket. “Do you wish to talk to
him, Dr. Cavanaugh?” she asked.

“Certainly,” the doctor promptly
answered.

The nurse unlocked the door.

Kirkham, the patient, looked ap-
pealingly at them.

“Did you come to let me out?” he
said.

Kirkham was a little man. Not
young any longer. Bald head with a
thinning gray fuzz around the sides.
A worried, wrinkled, yet somehow kind
face. He was wearing a hospital night-
gown and a faded blue hospital bath-
robe and he looked pathetic in them.

He blinked at the doctor, seeking
help in this new face.

“1’'ve got to get out of here,” he said,
with simple directness. “Will you help
me?”

“1'll try to help you,” the doctor said.
He stepped into the room, spoke to
the nurse. “1I'll call you when I'm ready
to leave.”

She nodded, closed the door. The
lock clicked softly. Kirkham looked at
the door, his gaze centered on the click-
ing lock.

“1 thought you were going to let me
out,” he said reproachfully.

“Tell me about yourself,” the doctor
said.

“About me?” Kirkham looked sur-
prised. Very few people had ever been
interested in him. No one had ever in-
vited him to talk about himself.

He didn't know what to say.

The doctor waited. It was good
technique to let the patient speak for
himself. He smiled and nodded en-
couragingly.

“They—they’re after me,” Kirkham
said at last.
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The doctor's nod said this was a
reasonable statement, that it made
sense, and that he was glad to have the
information. He was a psychiatrist,
this Dr. Cavanaugh, and an expert in
dealing with mental cases.

“Who is after you?” he said.

Kirkham frowned. He hadn’t been
expecting this question and he didn't
know quite how to answer it. He was
eager to answer it, though; he was
anxious to oblige this doctor who had
asked him to talk about himself. If
he hesitated it was not because he was
unwilling to tell who was after him but
because it was difficult.

“1 know who it is,” he said slowly.
“1 know all right. Sometimes it's right
in my mind, right on the tip of my
tongue. But before | can think of it,
it's gone, before | can say it, 1've for-
gotten what | want to say.”

rT"HE doctor nodded again. Another

1 name for paranoia was the persecu-
tion complex. Somebody was always
after the paranoid. Or people talked
about him. People watched him when
he wasn’t looking. People were trying
to kill him. Or this was what the para-
noid thought. So far, Kirkham’s case
presented the standard pattern for this
mentakaffliction.

“How do you know they're after
you?” the doctor asked.

“1 feel them looking at me,” Kirk-
ham answered promptly.

“You feel them? How is that?”

Kirkham fidgeted. It was hard cov
answer these questions but he wanted
to try. “Did you ever have the feeling
that you were being watched?” he
asked.

“That’s quite a common feeling,” the
psychiatrist answered, dodging a direct
answer. “Go on and tell me about it.”

“That's the way it started,” Kirk-
ham spoke. “1 kept getting the feeling
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that someone was watching me from
behind. Only I never could catch them
at it.”

“You couldn’'t?” the doctor said sym-
pathetically.

“No. No matter how quickly | turned
around, they were always gone before
I could turn my head.”

The old delusion, the doctor thought.
They always think somebody is watch-
ing them from behind. No one is watch-
ing them. They just imagine it.

He kept his thoughts from appearing
on his face.

“But | fooled them once,” Kirkham
continued. There was a note of triumph
in his voice. “l saw them, once.”

“You did?” the doctor questioned.
Here was something concrete. What
had Kirkham imagined he saw? The
form of the hallucination might provide
a clue that would lead him to the rea-
son for the patient’'s difficulty. “Who
were they?”

“1 thought of a way to fool them,”
Kirkham said.

“How was that?” the doctor ques-
tioned.

“1 fixed up a little mirror,” Kirkham
answered. His wrinkled face was aglow
with pleasure at the thought of his
cleverness.

“A mirror?”

“Yes. So | could watch what went
on behind me. | saw them in that.”

The doctor nodded. “That was vefy
clever,” he said. His tone of voice and
the nod of his head congratulated the
patient on a smart piece of thinking.
In professional circles, this technique
was known as establishing rapport with
the patient. When you had won the
patient’s confidence and gotten him to
speak freely, you had succeeded in
establishing rapport.

“What did they look like?” the doc-
tor questioned.

Kirkham frowned. “They didn’t look
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like anything |I had ever seen before,”
he answered. The frown became more
intense. “No, that's not quite right,”
he corrected himself. “l have seen them
before, somewhere, but | can't seem to
remember where.”

“Ah,” the psychiatrist said. His
interest quickened again. This case
might go very nicely into his book.
Visual hallucinations of unusual types
—but Kirkham was speaking again.

“npriERE was a glowing window

A hanging in the air behind me. -It
was about six inches in diameter and
it looked like a halo. It was sort of
a ring of mist. The eyes were watching
me through this window.”

“Eyes?” the psychiatrist questioned.
Kirkham had imagined he saw eyes
watching him. What kind of eyes?

“They looked like the eyes of a
goat,” Kirkham answered. “They were
yellow, with narrow, slitted pupils—"”

“The eyes of agoatl’ the psychiatrist
blurted out. “Now | wonder—” He
caught himself quickly. It wasn’t good
practice to wonder out loud in the
presence of the patient.

Why would this patient think it was
the eyes of a goat hanging in a circle
of mist that looked like a halo?

There was something important in
this fact. There was something sig-
nificant in the fact that the patient had
thought he had seen goat eyes looking
at him.

The doctor thought of goats. Had
the patient owned a pet goat when he
was a youngster? «Had he harmed the
goat and felt guilty? Were unresolved
childhood guilt feelings responsible for
the paranoia of middle age?

“Did you have a pet goat when you
were a boy?” the doctor questioned.

“No,” Kirkham answered promptly.
“Not that | remember anyhow. |
don't—" and he frowned “—1 don’t
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remember my childhood very well. Now
that | think more about it, it does seem
that somehow | remember seeing goat
eyes a very long time ago.”

He shook his head. “But | can't re-
member where or when | saw them.”

He shivered as though the subject
were unpleasant.

“Are you sure you never owned a
pet goat when you were a boy?” the
doctor persisted. He felt he was hot on
the trail of something here. Childhood
conditioning accounted for most of the
mental aberrations of later life, he
knew. How had this patient been con-
ditioned so that now he was haunted by
the eyes of a goat.

“l can't remember ever owning a
goat,” Kirkham answered. He shook
his head. “No, | don't think | ever
owned a pet of any kind.”

“Did some of your friends own one?”

“Not—not that | remember,” the
patient answered. “As | told you, I
can’'t remember my childhood very well.
But I don’t think | ever knew anyone
who owned a goat.”

Unpleasant childhood memories have
been blocked out, the doctor thought.
His childhood was unhappy. Therefore
he can’t remember much about it.

That was the way the mind worked.
It tended to forget the unpleasant, the
unhappy things.

“Tell me,” the doctor continued.
“What is the first thing that comes
into your mind when | say the word
‘goat’ ?”

“An association test, eh?” Kirkham
said brightly.

“Has someone given you an associa-
tion test before?” £he doctor asked.

“No. Not at all.”

“Then how do you know about the
test?”

“1 read about it.”

“1 see.” The doctor was a little dis-
appointed. The value that might have
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been found in an association test was
largely lost now, but he persisted, hop-
ing for some small crumb of informa-
tion.

“What comes into your mind when
| say ‘goat’?”

“Eyes,” the patient promptly an-
swered. “Goat eyes looking at me
through a misty window.”

NG AIN the fine shiver passed over

his body. He was afraid of those
eyes. Maybe he didn't know exactly
why he was afraid of them but the fear
was in him, deep-grained.

“1 have to get away from here,” he
said, looking closely at the psychiatrist.
“Are you going to release me?”

Again that patient, pathetic appeal
for release./

“Why do you have to get away from
here?” the doctor questioned, probing.
“You're being treated all right, aren’t
you?”

“Yes.”

“No one has done anything bad to
you?”

“Not at all.”

“Then why do you have to get
away?”

“1 have to, that's why,”
answered.

“But why do you have to?” the doc-
tor questioned. He was seekihg the
reason for this fear.

Kirkham didn't want to give the
reason. He had to be urged, he had
to be prodded, before he would talk.
The doctor had to use all his skill and
powers of persuasion before the patient
would answer.

“Because they’ll find me if | stay
still,” he blurted out at last.

“Ah. And who are they?”

“The eyes that look at me.”

“But | thought you said they had al-
ready found you. Having found you
once—"

Kirkham
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“When they first found me they were
just watching me. They didn't want
me, then. They do want me, now.”

“Why do they want you now?”

Again the patient didn't want to
‘answer. Finally he spoke. “l1 know
something,” he said, a little sullenly.
“I've made a discovery. It's an im-
portant discovery. They were afraid
I would make it and they were watching
me to see if | did. As long as | didn’'t
make this discovery, they wouldn’'t
harm me. But now that |'ve made it—"
His voice trailed off into silence. Fear
walked along the lines of his face.

He has made a discovery, the doctor
thought. He wondered how many men
who thought they were Edisons or
Steinmetzs were held within the walls
of some lunatic asylum. How many
great secrets existed only in diseased
brains? ‘

The doctor continued his patient
qguestioning. If the patient would talk,
if he could get at the root of the con-
ditioning that had warped his mind,
it might be possible to help him.

“What is this discovery?” the doctor
asked.

Kirkham shook his head. The sullen

look settled firmly on his face. “1'm not
going to tell you,” he said.
‘ “Why not?”

“And let you steal my idea!” the
patient jeered.

The doctor paused. He could see the
stone wall being erected in front of him.
This man was not going to do much
more talking. His paranoia was coming
strongly to the front once more. It was
making him suspicious.

“1I'm trying to help you,” the doctor
suggested. “If | am to help you, you
must try to answer my questions. 1'm
not going to steal your discovery.”

“That's what you say,” the patient
answered. “If you want to help me,
get me out of here.”
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nPHE doctor sighed. They were back

1 where they had started. He rec-
ognized the ending of rapport, the
termination of the interview for this
time. Later, he would talk to this pa-
tient again. Kirkham, in many ways,
presented an interesting case, one that
would well be worth discussion in his
forth-coming book. He wanted to know
more about Kirkham’s hallucination*
concerning the eyes of a goat. What an
odd idea that was!

He rapped on the door.

The nurse came and opened it.

Kirkham watched them suspiciously.

“So you're not going to release me,”
he said.

“Not today,” the doctor answered.
“1'll come back tomorrow and talk to
you again. Perhaps in a few days you
can be released.”

He stepped out of the room. The
nurse closed and locked the door.
Kirkham'’s fists thudded against the
heavy oak panels.

“Let me out of here!” he yelled.
There was hysterical frenzy in his voice
and in the way he pounded on the door,

“1 suggest you keep a close watch
on this man,” the doctor said to the

nurse. “He will try to escape if he
can.”

The nurse laughed. “Escape from
here?” she said. She made a little

gesture which indicated the steel bars
on the windows, the stone walls, the
steel bars on the door at the end of the
corridor. This was a public insane
asylum. The architect who had de-
signed the building had made provisions
for the restraint of violent patients.

“No one has ever escaped from here,
Dr. Cavanaugh,” she said.

“1 didn’'t say he would escape. | said
he would try to escape,” the doctor an-
swered. “Now | would like to see his
records.”

“They're in the office.”
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An attendant at the end of the cor-
ridor unlocked the door for them and
let them out. The office was in a room
adjoining the closed ward. The nurse
found the records for the doctor. He
sat down at the desk and began to read
them.

Somewhere in the building a man
screamed.

The doctor ignored the sound. This
was the place of screams, the place of
wailing, the place of pounding on doors
and on walls. The nurse left the office
and returned to the ward.

A few minutes later she rushed back
into the room.

“Doctor! Doctor Cavanaugh!”

He looked up.- She was breathless
and her face was white with sudden
strain.

“What is it?

“That patient— Kirkham—the one
you just interviewed—"

“Yes. What about him?”

“He's gone!”

He heard the words but his brain was
slow in accepting their meaning.

“Gone?” he echoed.

“Escaped,” the nurse answered. “I
looked into his room just now and he
isn't there.”

The doctor finally realized the mean-
ing of what the nurse was saying. He
got quickly to his feet.

The attendant unlocked the ward
door for them. They stopped in front
of Kirkham’s room. The doctor looked
through the small window in the middle
of the room. He needed only a glance
to see that the room was empty.

“Unlock the door,” he said.

The nurse already had her key out.
The lock clicked and the door swung
open. They stepped inside.

The room was empty.

There was no closet, no place for a
man to hide, except under the bed.
They looked there.
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There was no one under the bed.

npH E bars on the window were intact,
the door showed no signs of tamper-
ing, the room was not disordered.

The doctor and the nurse looked at
each other. Each tried to grasp the
significance of this locked, empty room.

“Possibly he picked the lock. In
that case, he’'s somewhere here in the
ward—"

He had the feeling he was grasping
for straws.

“We'll search,” the nurse said.

She summoned two attendants. They
searched the ward.

The patient was not in the ward.

The doctor thought about this fact.
Kirkham was gone. It was incredible.
It also happened to be true. He couldn’t
imagine how the man could have es-
caped from this locked room, escaped
without being seen, without leaving a
trace.

He thought something with the eyes
of a goat was watching him, the doctor
thought. He was afraid of that some-
thing. He wanted to escape. He has
escaped.

The doctor shook his head. He didn't
like this line of reasoning. It somehow
led to an uncomfortable conclusion.

“He’'s gone,” he said to the nurse.
“Well, we’ll report his escape to the
police. They'll pick him up.”

Somehow the thought that the police
would find Kirkham made him feel a
little better. There was something se-
cure in the thought of the police, the
protectors of society. That was one of
the things the police were for: to round
up escaped lunatics. He went back to
the office, sat down at the desk to write
a report on Kirkham’s escape.

“Patient suffering from emotional
disturbances with paranoid character-
istics,” he wrote. “Visual hallucina-
tions of an unusual type—"
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He was alone in the little office. He
thought about Kirkham’s hallucination.
The patient had imagined something
was watching him from behind.

Suddenly the doctor had the impres-
sion that something was watching him
from behind.

He ignored the feeling.

It grew stronger. It became so strong
he was forced to turn around in his
chair.

Flesh crawled all over his body as he
turned.

Something was watching him from
behind.

A circle of misty light hung in the
air. Beyond this circle, an unimagin-
able distance away yet at the same time
right here in the room with him, was a
creature that had the yellow eyes of a
goat.

The doctor could see the yellow orbs,
the slitted pupils.

The eyes regarded him approvingly.

“1 want to thank you,” the voice of
the eyes whispered in his mind.

“Thank you!” the doctor choked.

“Yes. For not releasing him. If he
had gotten away from us again, we
might not have found him until it was
too late. But we've got him now, thanks
to you.”
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“Uh!”

“He was very dangerous,” the voice
of the yellow eyes continued. “He had
actually made a most important dis-
covery. If he had been permitted to'use
his discovery, he might have destroyed
the whole human race. You were very
helpful when you refused to release
him.”

“Uh?” the doctor’s voice was a croak.
“Who— what are you?”

The yellow eyes smiled at him. “You
may think of me as a sort of supernal
policeman,” the voice whispered. “As
a kind of supernatural watchman set
to guard your people.”

The voice whispered off into a vast
distance and was gone. Then the circle
of light began to disappear. The last
thing the doctor saw were the two
yellow eyes watching him approvingly

'from some far-off space. Then they
vanished too, and he was alone in the
room.

A year later Dr. Cavanaugh’s book,
“Visual Hallucinations in Paranoia”
was published.

It did not include a discussion of the
case of Kirkham, the patient who had
thought he had seen goat eyes watch-*
ing him from inside a misty circle.

MITIIRAISM

By CARTER T. WAINWRIGBT

ITHRAISM was an ancient religion
based on the powers of Light and Dark-
ness. Light was a symbol of Life and

Darkness was the symbol of Death. Mithra wes
a god bom in a cave in poverty. He lived in the
cavem till he received the sacred mark which
we know as the sign of the covenant with Abra-
ham. As he went out into the open he appeared
to be a pillar of shining light He became a
symbol of Life and devoted himself to fighting
the battles of the Sun. Mithra was the god that
slew the mystic bull who fertilized the earth by
its blood and made the com grow in abundance.
In some statues of the mystic bull, instead of

blood flowing from his wounds, com appears to
be growing out of him. Mithra's holy day wes
Sunday, and Mithra worshippers were forbidden
to work on that day, except agricultural work
The law of Constantine stated that “all judges
and townspeople, and the occupation of all trades
rest on the venerable diy of the Sun; and let
those who are situated in the country freely and
at full liberty attend to the duties of agricul-
ture; because it often happens that no other day
is so fit for sowing com and planting vines: lest
the critical moment having been allowed to slip,
men might lose the commodities granted of
Heaven.”



You Bet Your life

by Elroy Arno

The game of roulette is played for
money—Usually. But there are some places

where the stakes are measured in lives .. =
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fifty-cent piece still between his

-fingers. His hand started to
shake. He stared with narrowing eyes
at the dark-faced croupier. He felt,
goose-flesh ‘creep up the back of his
neck.

“Say that again,’5 he invited.
voice wasn't very steady.

The croupier’s face remained expres-
sionless.

“If you don’t win sir,” his voice was
cold and impersonal, “Your body be-
comes my property.”

The meaning seemed to sink into

ROSS CHANEY hesitated, the

His

Chaney’s brain slowly. He turned pale. .

“You mean that if | win, I'll take
fifty thousand bucks for my measly
fifty cents. If I lose, I'll .. . ?”

“You bet your life, sir, so to speak.
If you lose, you no longer own your
body.”

The dim, deeply carpeted room was
silent. Half a dozen carefully dressed
men were grouped at Chaney’s back.

Suddenly Chaney knew that they
were trying to make a fool of him. He,
Ross Chaney, the poor class-mate, in-
vited to the Millionaire Club to play
the part of a sap. He turned on the
others, his eyes blazing.

“Look here, what kind of a gag is
this? You sponsored me to become a
member. If this guy is being funny, |
don't like it.”
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He saw only serious, unsmiling faces.
It didn’t seem to be a joke to them.

“Ward,” Chaney begged, “What the
hell is it all about?”

Ward Talmud stepped out of the
group and faced the bewildered Chaney.
Talmud was a stout, well fed little man
with three chins and a pale clammy-
looking face. He tried to smile. He
put a comforting hand on Chaney’s
shoulder.

“I'm sorry Ross,” he said, “But this
is all on the level. You've been after
me to get you in down here. Now
you know why the Millionaire Club
exists.”

Ross Chaney gulped.



152

“You mean to say that this is where
the money came from. The money you
and the other . . . ?”

Talmud nodded.

“There used to be a gambling casino
in this building,” he said nervously.
“We took over the space when they
went out. The law caught up with
them. At first we called it the Local
Yokel Club. Then,” he nodded toward
the croupier, “he moved in. Ross, |
didn’t tell you to come into the roulette
room. Usually we break the news gent-
ly to new members. You don't have
to play. The stakes are so high that
most of us feel we are forced to take a
chance.”

“But he, you call him,” Chaney
turned to stare at the croupier. “What's
his game? Where does he come from?”

Talmud shuddered.

“Ask yourself who would have ac-
cess to all the money he needs. Who
would force men to sell their souls for
one twist of the roulette wheel. You
have an answer.”

Chaney shook his head.

“1I'm sorry,” he said, “But it's too
fantastic. Why don’t you stay away
from him?”

The croupier uttered a short, bitter
chuckle.

“Because,” Talmud said, “We are
human. Show me a man who won't risk
everything for a fifty-fifty chance at a
fortune.”

Ross Chaney didn't want to believe
what Talmud said. He couldn’t believe
that the agency behind the wheel wasn’t
human. He looked at the gambler and
the man grinned back at him, lips part-
ed evilly. He bowed slightly as though
saying;

“/ am Satan, sir, at your service.”

Chaney looked quickly at Talmud.

“The rest of you have been lucky,”
he said.

Talmud nodded.
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“All but two.” He shuddered. “Bill
Tower and Shorty Walker bet on the
wrong color. They— disappeared. May-
be they just left town,” he added hur-
riedly.

A"THANEY looked again toward the
croupier.

“You bet your life, sir.
red or black?”

Chaney grinned crookedly.

“Have you ever been broke and out
of a job? Have you ever tried to fit in
with a crowd that throws away more
dough in a week than you ever saw be-
fore?”

The croupier didn't answer him di-
rectly.

“What do you think, sir?” he asked,
and pointed at the wheel.

Chaney swore. Most of them were
lucky. They owed their fortunes to a
twist of this wheel. It might be a
joke. Perhaps they greeted all new-
comers this way.

Ward Talmud had brought him here,
and damned if he, Chaney, would make
a sap of Talmud.

He dropped the fifty-cent piece on
the table. It spun around, rolled a foot
and dropped on Black 22.

“Take your pound of flesh,” he said
in a low voice. The croupier chuckled.
He leaned forward and spun the wheel.
He dropped the ivory ball on the edge
of the wheel and it started clicking
around swiftly.

Chaney stared at the wheel. It was
like watching someone else lose or wilf.
He couldn’t believe that it was actually
he who was concerned. The wheel
moved slowly. He could feel the warm
breath of the men who gathered close
behind him. The croupier’'s eyes were
not on the wheel. They were burning
into Chaney’s face. Chaney wasn't ex-
cited any more. He was cold all the
way through. He felt no emotion. His

Will it be
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arms and legs seemed separated from

his body.

“Good Lord,” Talmud whispered.
“Black 22.”

It was true. The ball had not only

stopped on black, butit had stopped on
the exact number he had chosen. Even
Chaney knew that such luck seldom
touched a man.

He stood up. He forgot now that his
own life had been at stake. The others
were forming a barricade between him
and the croupier. He was glad, because
he looked up. The croupier’s eyes were
cunning. Like two red-hot coals.

He pushed a stack of money toward.

Chaney. Chaney picked it up and
stuffed it into his pocket. As he did so,
his eyes fell once more on the roulette
table.

Somehow, after they had looked
away, the ivory ball had bounced once
more, from Black 22 to Red 34.

He had to do something about it be-
fore the croupier saw the changed
number.

He pretended to fumble the roll of
money and a fifty dollar bill fluttered
to the floor. Chaney leaned forward,
hit the table and the wheel jarred
around a few numbers.

“Greedy man,” Talmud said without
humor. Chaney managed to pick the
fifty up. With shaking fingers, he tossed
the fifty to the croupier.

“Use it to light your fires, if you
ever light fires.”

“That's a little old fashioned,” the
man said, and sipiled. “I'll be look-
ing forward to seeing you often, Mr.
Chaney.”

Chaney was able to smile once more.

See you in hell,” he said, “and I
hope not for a long time.”

He turned and followed his compan-
ions into the bar. The roll of money in
his pocket felt comforting and powerful.
Ross Chaney had plans.
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OHANEY leaned back in his chair
~and placed both 'feet on top of the
desk. He stared in an amused manner
at his younger brother.

“1 tell you, Johnny, this play-boy
stuff isn't half bad.”

Johnny Chaney stared down at him,
standing stiffly near the other side of
the desk. Johnny held his cap in his
hand. His face was almost as red as
the mop of uncombed hair. Johnny
ran a gas station on the South Side
and he pumped more gas than any other
attendant who worked for the company.
He made thirty-five a week and was
damned proud to get it honestly.

“But Ross,” he protested, “You got
things all wrong. | don’'t know where
the money comes from and it ain’t none
of my business. It's this office, and
you staying away. Mom wants you tot
come home.”

Ross Chaney chuckled. He leaned
forward, opened a box on his desk and
removed two Havanas. He passed one
to Johnny, who took it mechanically
and pushed it into his cover-alls.

“You ain't a bad kid, Johnny,” Ross
said. “Maybe | can show you how to
pick up some of this dough. Like to
get your hands on it?”

Johnny’s good intentions did a nose
dive. He had come strictly as an up-
right member of the family to plead
with a brother who had, according to
Mom, “gone wrong.” Johnny’s eyes
started to shine. He looked around at
the huge forty foot room and the rich
dark wood of the furniture.

“It ain't crooked?”

Ross shook his head, mimicking
Johnny’s squeaky voice.

“No— it ain't crooked.” For an in-
stant he looked serious, then smiled as
he thought how easy it would be to
make the family rich. “With me along
for a lucky piece, you can’t lose.”

“Btft you gotta have money to make
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money,” Johnny said. “That’s the first
rule.”

“In this case,” Ross said dryly, “You
need fifty cents to make fifty thousand
bucks. You got it?”

Johnny was thinking about all the
gas he’d pumped to save a thousand
smackers.

“But—how in heck . . .?”

“Roulette,” Ross answered quickly.
“One spin at the roulette table.”

He stood up. He wasn’t sure what
the kid would do if he knew what the
odds were. Better not tell him until it
was all over.

Ross Chaney was sure of one thing.
He had faced the roulette table twice
now and won. The second time he
won fairly. Johnny couldn’t lose if he
stayed under Ross’ wing.

“What d'ya think Mom would
say?” Johnny asked. “She’'d get mad
if 1 gambled,”

Ross scowled.

“You're nuts,” he said. “A chance
to win fifty thousand and you're spout-
ing goody-goody.”

Johnny looked worried.

“1 ain't taking no chances?”

Ross shook his head.

“You might lose fifty cents,” he said
sarcastically. “How can you lose any
more?”

Johnny grinned.

“Guess | can't,” fie admitted. *“ Gee,
Ross, you're a swell guy.”
“] sure am,” Ross admitted. “Come

on kid.

Johnny Chaney took two spins at
the wheel. He quit his job and bought
out a chain of service stations on the
West Side. Johnny got tired of the
desolate poorly furnished house on the
south side, moved out and rented a nice
place on Ashland Avenue. Johnny was
doing all right. He'd probably take one
more swing at the roulette table, then
quit. Too much money wasn't*good
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for a man.

'JAH E ragged little man with the black
patch over one eye stopped Ross
Chaney as he came out of the Million-
aire Club. Ross was laughing loudly
and flourishing a burning five-dollar bill
in front of his companions. To the little
man with the eye-patch they looked
half drunk, and therefore fair prey. He
doubled himself up, groaned and
shuffled into the center of the group.

“Spare a quarter for a bite to eat*’
he sniffled. “Just a quarter, gents.
That ain’t much for gentlemen like
you.”

Ross Chaney' applied the burning
fiver to his cigar, sucked the smoke in
deeply and tossed the burning bill on
the pavement. For the first time the
man with the patch seemed to realize
that Chaney was burning money. He
stared down at the ashes of the bill.

“My God, sir . . .” He looked at
Chaney. “You're nuts, that's what you
are.”

Chaney chuckled. He had just taken
his tenth whirl at the wheel. No one
could stop him now.

“Give the bum a few bucks, Chaney,”
Ward Talmud said. “You cleaned up
again tonight.”

Ross Chaney stared down at the
pinch faced bundle of rags.

“What's your name, Bud?”

Somehow all his money had given
Chaney a permanent sneer. He tried
to hide it, but he was forced to look
down his nose at the poor saps who
didn't have plenty to spend. Chaney
was living high and no one could knock
him down now. He was so high that no
one could reach him.

“Peter Squab,” Patch-eye said.

Chaney looked serious.

“Well, Pete,” he said, “you come
with me and I'll make you a fortune.”

Peter Squab looked doubtful.
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“You're kiddin’ me sir. You ain't got
aright to kid . .

He stopped. From the look of the
others around him, Peter Squab knew
he wasn’t being kidded, at least not like
you'd expect. He stood very still,
staring at Chaney. Chaney was wait-
ing-

“You were lucky with your brother,
Ross,” the little fat man said. Peter
Squab had no way of knowing what
Talmud was talking about.

“I'm always lucky, Ward,” Chaney
said. “And if | wasn't, what difference
would it make. No great loss.”

He looked at the bum and saw only a
useless, shivering sack of bones.

“Well,” he shouted. “Fortune or no
fortune, what do you say?”

Squab tried to grin.

“T’Il take all you got to give, mister,”
he said. “Lead the way.”

The crowd parted and Chaney went
back into the softly lighted club en-
trance. Peter Squab removed his hat,
smoothed his hair with a rough hand
and followed. The light blinded his
eyes.

Ward Talmud said:

“Jeez— it's just like Chaney to make
it stick. | never saw such luck. If he
don’t slip pretty soon, I'm going to take
another crack at roulette myself.”

They stood close together just out-
side the door. The wind grew colder.
Fifteen minutes passed. Talmud kept
looking at his watch.

“l1 got a feeling . ..

“No, wait,” someone said. “Good
God, Ward, they're coming out, both
of them.”

Talmud whirled around. They were.
Chaney led the way, a broad, self-sat-
isfied grin on his face. Rambling along
behind him was Peter Squab. Squab
held the money in both hands, staring
down at it unbelievingly. Chaney came
out into the night, held the door for
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the unseeing Squab, and chuckled. He
looked at Talmud.

“Another rich citizen, thanks to me,”
he said.

Peter Squab had forgotten that the
others existed. He stood close to the
door, leaning against the building out
of the wind. With shaking fingers he
tried to count his pile of money. Once
a bill fluttered to the ground and Squab
pounced on it, muttering under his
breath.

He looked up and caught them star-
ing at him. Peter Squab grew tense.

“It’smine,” he said, “My money, un-
derstand? You can’t have any of it.”

Talmud chuckled.

“Seems to have upset the old cootie.
Maybe someone better show him how to
hide it so his buddies won't take 't
away from him.”

Squab held the roll close to him.

“No one ain't taking nothing,” he
snarled. “You stay the hell away from
me.”

He backed away from them. A safe
distance from the group of men, he
turned and started to run. The wind
was cold but he didn’t feel it.

Tonight he was going back to the
flop-house where they had kicked him.
out last night.

Tonight they couldn't kick him out.
No one could throw him into the street
again. If they tried, he’'d buy the whole
damned joint. The cops better leave
Peter Squab alone. If they threw him
in the coop, he’'d go to the mayor and
buy the damned police force.

As he ran, Peter Squab felt more and
more of the power that money gave him.
He slowed up, drew up his chest and
started to walk, slowly. He didn’t have
to rim again ever.

. He turned in at an all night restau-
rant and sat down at a table near the
window. When the waitress brought
the menu, she looked at him distaste-
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fully.

“No handouts,” she said.

Peter Squab fished out a fifty dollar
bill. He peeled it off his roll and pushed
it at her.

“Start at the top,” he pointed at the
menu. “1’ll tell you when to stop!”

He stared out the window. A bum
stood with his nose pressed to the glass,
looking eagerly at Peter. Peter turned
away, an expression of distaste on his
pinched face.

A TARY HOWARD stood with her

back to the door, watching Ross
Chaney as he climbed out of the ex-
pensive car and came up the walk.
Mary couldn’t make out who he was in
the dark. She had seen the car coming
and adjusted her carefully dyed blond
hair. She stood quietly and the porch
swing creaked because she had just left
it. She surveyed the worn pair of
slippers and the hole in the knee of
her dress.

Probably a politician to see Pa, but
if it wasn't, she’d have time to run and
change. Ross passed under the light
at the side-walk and she saw his face.
She turned and ran inside, screaming
as she went:

“Ma— Fer God’'s sake, it's Ross
Chaney. He just drove up. Stall him
off while I get some clothes on.”

Ma Howard reminded Ross Chaney,
as they sat on the porch swing, that
Mary was as pretty as ever and that
she’s been awfully worried about him.

“You ain’'t been around for weeks.”
Ma had heard that Ross struck it rich
and she saw that he was covered with
clothing that shouted “class” half way
down the block.

“1've been busy,” Ross said. “Made
a little dough since you saw me last. Is
Mary stepping out any these nights?”

Ma shook her head.

“She’s all broke up over you, Ross,
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Ain’t been seeing a man in weeks.”

It was a lie and Ma knew it. She said
what she knew Mary would say. The
two were in perfect accord, so far as
parting Ross Chaney from his money
was concerned.

Ross was satisfied. They sat silently
for a few minutes. Then, at a sound
from the door, he looked up.

“Ross, honey.”

He rose swiftly and Mary came into
his arms. It seemed to him at that
moment that Mary was as fresh and
perfect as a rose. He didn't suspect
that the suggestion of a rose garden
came directly from Woolworth'’s.

“Ross, where have you been keeping
yourself?”

. He held her at arm’s length.

“Some big business has been keep-
ing me away,” he said. “I almost forgot
how swell you looked.”

She hoped that he couldn’t read her
mind. She might not look so swell to
him if any of the other boys showed up.
Mary Howard didn’t believe in letting
the grass grow under her feet. After
all, money was the most important
thing, even if she didn’t like the way
Ross Chaney carried his head and put
on airs about it.

“1 been hoping you’d show up,” she
said, and for the first time, seemed to
notice the powerful coupe at the curb.
“Ross, that ain’t your car.”

“Sure,” he said. “How about trying
it out. I got ideas.”

Mary looked at him coyly, then at
her mother.

“You wouldn’t care, Ma, not for a
little while?”

Ma Howard tried to look worried.

“1 guess not,” she said finally. “Not
with Ross.”

So the evening led toward the one
haven Ross Chaney knew. It ended at
the roulette table, and Mary Howard
went home fifty thousand dollars richer.
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That night, Ross Chaney lost the last
thing he had ever wanted. For, in
spite of the warm kiss Mary Howard
gave him on the porch, her real thoughts
were not with him, but on the money
and the way she would put Ma and her-
self in an apartment in Beverly Hills.

“You were real sweet,” she said, look-
ing up into Ross Chaney’s eyes. “That
was a funny man at the roulette table,
Ross. He looked mad when | won all
that money. Can anyone have a chance
like that?”

“Only people | know,” he said
promptly. “It's my luck that pulled
you through.”

She squeezed his arm and hoped he’'d
go soon.

“1'd like to try it again some time,”
she said excitedly. “Thanks, Ross, for
letting me keep all the money.”

“Sure,” he said. “Well—1 guess I'd
better go. Can | see you tomorrow
night?”

She kissed him again, warmly this
time. After all, a girl can afford a kiss
or two for fifty thousand.

“Sure,” she said airily.
night, and all the others.”

She wondered if you could buy a
house and move in the same day. |If
they couldn’t, she and Ma could take
a nice hotel room down-town. That
would be fun. To hell with Ross
Chaney. He couldn’t find her, not once
she got away.

“Goodnight,” he said, and went down
the walk. She watched him climb into
his car. He was whistling proudly.

“Sucker,” she said in a low voice and
whirled toward the door. “God buthe’s
anut. When | go back to that gamblin’
house again, it won’t be with him”

“Tomorrow

O OSS CHANEY hesitated, the fifty

cent piece between his fingers.
For the first time in a year, his fingers
started to shake. He stared at the nar-
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rowing eyes of the dark faced croupier.
He felt goose-flesh creeping up the
back of his neck.

“Say that again,” he invited.
voice wasn't steady.

“1 said some of your friends were in
today. They weren’'t so lucky as you
have been.”

The room was dead silent. No one
had come in with Ross. They didn't
dare come any more. Each feared
that he wouldn’t come back. They
stared at him as they would a ghost,
because he always had come back, to
become more domineering and sure of
himself after each victory.

“You can’'t scare me,” he said.
he was scared. He wanted to ask who
had come. Who had been unlucky.

“Your brother was here,” the crou-
pier said.

His brother—Johnny.

“He—didn't—lose?”

The croupier leered at him.

“The girl was here also. The one
you called Mary. Peter Squab was
here.”

Chaney
wheel.

“You're a damned fool,” he said.
“You can’t rattle me with that line.
They wouldn’t all come the same day.
They couldn’t all lose at once.”

“Money is powerful,” the croupier
said. “People cannot leave it alone,
even if they know it will bum their
fingers.”

Chaney grinned crookedly.

“1t was their own fault,” he said.
“Mary was a bum, only just a different
kind of a bum than Squab was.”

“Johnny wasn’t a bum,” the croupier
said. “He was a good kid. You
brought them all here.”

“Listen here,” Chaney shouted, “you
shut up. They didn't have to come
tack. They had enough.”

The croupier smiled.

His

But

leaned forward over the



158 FANTASTIC

“You keep coming back,” he said.
“You'd come even if you knew you
couldn’t win. It was your fault that
the others came.”

Chaney was becoming quite calm
now. He had convinced himself that
he hated Mary. Hell, what difference
did it make about Peter Squab? As
for Johnny, well, the kid had plenty
of fun for a while.

“Y O U can’'t beat me,” he said. Re-
member the number I won on the
first time?”

The croupier nodded ever so slightly.

Chaney dropped the coin on Black
22.

“It's my lucky number,”
and leaned back as the wheel
around.

“You've been quite a profitable ven-
ture for us,” the croupier said.

He dropped the ivory ball on the
wheel. Chaney didn't look up. He
was on guard. His voice was harsh
with fear as he asked:

“What do you mean?”

The croupier laughed. The ball was
still spinning swiftly.

“l mean the way you acted as our
agent.”

Chaney’s head jerked upward.

“1 don’t get it.”

The wheel stopped spinning. The
ball was poised neatly on Black 21.
Chaney sighed. He’'d done it again.

“Not quite up to my first touch of
luck,” he said. “But—as long as it's
black, | can't kick. Let's see, that
makes it a million this time, doesn’t
it?”

The croupier folded his hands across
his chest and didn’t offer to pay off.

“1 think it’s about time we stopped
kidding, don’'t you?” he said.

Chaney leaned forward, trying to
look tough. He felt his knees growing

The

he said,
spun
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weak. He didn’t dare stand up.

“l—don’t get it.” he said again;
This time it was hardly more than a
whisper.

Perspiration stood out on his face.
His hands were cold and moist.

The croupier grinned evilly.

“1 think you do,” he said. “You've
done more than your part to help us
out. You've donated the souls of three
people we could never have reached
without your help. It's time to stop
trying to evade us yourself.”

Chaney didn’'t speak. His hands
gripped the edge of the table.

“You didn't actually think we were
childish enough to make that mistake
the first night, did you?”

Ross Chaney remembered suddenly
the night he had first beaten the wheel.
The night he jarred the roulette table,
sent the ball skidding away from Red
34, and saved his life.

He tried to speak: to defend himself,
but when he opened his mouth, no
sound came out. The room was darker
now, and the croupier’'s face seemed
longer and a sickly shade of yellow.

“You helped us a great deal, Cha-
ney,” the croupier said, “and all the
time you tried to play us for suckers.”

Chaney was thinking of Mary How-
ard, and Peter Squab, and of Johnny.
He was thinking of how little good he'd
done with that dough and how much
harm.

“And all the time, you were the
sucker, Ross Chaney,” the croupier
said. “Look around, Chaney, and see
what it got you.”

The voice was harsh and filled with
raw hatred. Chaney turned slowly to-
ward the place where the door had
been. His eyes wide open and his fists
clenched. Ross Chaney’s throat mus-
cles moved convulsively and a horrified
scream escaped his dry lips.

End



MYTH OF TIE ARAWAKS

By FRANCES YERXA

HE Arawaks that- lived in Brazil, the

Guianas, and in part of Colombia, believed

that in the beginning the animals were
created by Makonaima, the great spirit who had
never been seen by man. Makonaima created a
wonderful tree which produced a different kind of
fruit from every branch. The agouti discovered this
tree, and ate from it daily without informing the
other animals. Signu, son of Makonaima, suspected
him and ordered the woodpecker to keep watch
of him. He was able to do so, and the tree
becarme known to all. As it was about to be en-
tirely consumed, Signu decided to cut the tree
down and plant every seed and slip from it over
the whole world. All the birds and animals
helped him to accomplish this, all except Iwarrika,
the monkey, who kept spoiling the work of oth-
ers. It seens that the stump of the tree was filled
with water and the fry of every kind of fresh
water fish. The water was flowing out of the
stump at such a rate that Signu covered it with a
tightly woven basket, which the mischievous mon-

THREE ON A MATCH
By JUNE LURIE

HE superstition that it is bad luck to light

three cigarettes on one match has more

than ore origin. In Russia, it was the cus-
tom for a priest to light three altar candles on one
taper. But for anyone else to do this would be
sacrilege, and might bring misfortune. But this
superstition might have come from the Russians
during the time of war. They believed that for
any soldier to hold a match long enough to light
three cigarettes, was inviting gunfire from the
enemy. This was' true when three men would be
on night watch, and one tried to keep a scarce
match buming long enough to give all a light
Quite often one or possibly all three would be
killed.

Some think this superstition came out of the
Crimean War, and others say it originated among
the British troops in South Africa during the
Boer War. The Boers were very good marksmen
and it was an easy matter for a sharpshooter to
pick ofl a Britisher who was trying to conserve
matches. Although this superstition developed
from a practical situation, it has come down
through the years to mean that all kinds of super-
natural dangers lurk in the practice of lighting
three cigarettes on one match.

key removed causing a terrible flood. Signu led all
the birds and animals to a place where high palm
trees grew, and had all the animals that could
climb go to the highest branches. The other ani-
mals, he sealed in a cave. After the flood waters
receded, they all came down from the trees and
out of the caves to re-people the earth.

The Macusis believed that only one person sur-
vived the flood, and repopulated the earth by
changing stones into human beings. The Tama-
nacs said that only one man and one woman
remained after the flood, and that they threw seeds
from the Mauritius palm over their heads from
which sprang men and wormen.

Another Arawak myth states that the Creator,
after completing the cosmic scheme, seated him-
self in the top of a large silk-cotton tree by the
bank of a river, and threw pieces of its bark in all
directions. Those which landed in the river be-
came fish, and those which went high in the
air were birds, and those which landed on the
earth became men and animals.

BOW-LEGGED BEAUTY

By JON BARRY

ODAY we consider crosseyes and bow-

I legs a misfortune, but long ago these con-

ditions were very stylish. When the Span-
iards explored Yucatan in the sixteenth century
they found the Mayan Indians with a civiliza-
tion that boasted of large dries, grand architec-
ture and splendid sculpture. The natives could
read and write and had some knowledge of science
for they knew the stars, and could determino
time by their sundials. But they had the most
unique ideas of beauty. They deliberately made
it the style to be crosseyed. An early bishop to
Yucatan left a record describing the procedure to
cause eyes to cross. It was brought about by
the mothers who suspended a tiny plaster from
the hair down between the eyebrows and reach-
ing the eyes of the new baby. This was con-
stantly binding and the child eventually became
cross-eyed.

Bowiegs, however, were a natural accident
It was the result of the mothers carrying their
children on their backs for so long that the
pliant leg bones took on a permanent curve.

It was also fashionable for the head profile to
slope back into a peak. This they did by bind-
ing the heads of infants at the time of birth.
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Bobby knelt beside the open window, and as he pointed, the ring on h? finger shimmered . . .
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The world was a sad place

lor Bobby —but that was because his

own world was far away from Earth...

My World Died Tonight

by RICHARD CASE!

OBBY WALTER stood, very stiff

B and frightened, before Miss

Long’s desk. He stared straight

into her deep, violet eyes with his timid

brown ones. He seemed so sincere that

strictness was a difficult trait for Jean
Long to practice at this moment.

“But, Bobby,” she pleaded, "I've
warned you so often. You must stop
telling your friends these wild, unbe-
lievable stories. Your friends don't
understand that it's just imagination,
They think you lie to show off before

them.”
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A suspicion of moisture appeared in
Bobby's eyes. His small fists were

clenched. His body was rigid and un-
bending.

“They're not lies. Nothing | say is
a lie”

Miss Long wasn’t really angry. She
had told herself for a long time that
this talk was necessary. Now it was
growing very involved, and she wished
she could skip the whole thing. Per-
haps she should have written a note to
Bobby’s father.

“Miss Long?”

She had almost forgotten that he was
still standing there.

“Yes, Bobby?”

Her voice was almost a sigh. She
knew that she could never be stern with
him, but was losing the battle. He kept
shifting from one foot to the other.
She’'d have to kiss that freckled nose in
another minute.

“Miss Long, do you think I tell lies?”

That question meant so much. The
wrong answer would break his heart.
She was aware of the small boy’s wor-
ship of her. She couldn’t hurt him.

“l—1,” she paused, staring past him
at the blackboard. “Bobby, | don't
know what to think. Would it help if
you and | talked with your father?
Would he understand?”

Bobby’s eyes brightened. He took a
hesitant step closer, then hesitated,
feeling the gulf between teacher and
student. He smiled.

“Daddy Jim—mad? Gosh no, he’s
never angry at me. 1'd like for you to
talk with him. He’s not like— Mr.
Black. He’s nice and gentle— like you.”

If his father was anything like the
boy, she thought, 1I'd never have a
chance with either of them. She
blushed prettily at the thought. It was
— well—just that you felt better with
your arm about Bobby, talking to him
as a mother should talk.
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“We’'ll talk with your father, then,”
she said. “I'll write him a note.”

TIM WALTER came in late. He
J found Bobby, busy with the scis-
sors, sitting by the kitchen table. The
boy had designed a world of planets and
stars, cut from silver and mounted on
a large sheet of blue paper. He dropped
his things when Jim came in and locked
his arms solidly around his father’s
neck. Some ten minutes of important
news passed between them before Miss
Long’s note was produced for Jim'’s in-
spection.

" Jim Walter stretched out in his fa-
vorite wing-backed chair, lighted his
pipe and waited for Bobby to find his
frayed slippers. Then he opened the
note and read:

Dear Mr. Walter;

We have a problem, Bobby and I.
Bobby has a wonderful imagination,
but he speaks too freely of his
thoughts before other children. With-
out understanding, they have
branded him a liar. That word is do-
ing a great deal of harm to your boy.
Bobby has consented to a talk with
you and feels that you will under-
stand. Will you set a date?

Cordially,
Jean L. Long

Jim Walter rested his hand, with the
note in it, on the arm of the chair. He
stared solemnly at Bobby.

“The story of the stars and the
planets, Bobby?”

Bobby gulped. He nodded.

“We agreed that the story was to be
our secret, didn't we, Bob?”

Bobby nodded again. He crossed
the room and sat at his father’s feet,
on the carpet. He rested his head
against the man’s knees.

“1 keep thinking all the time,” he
said miserably. “l—1 just can't stop
thinking! Seems like | have to tell
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people. Then they say I'm crazy, and
I'm a liar. That makes it worse.”

They sat quietly for along time. Wal-
ter puffed slowly at his pipe, his left
hand resting lightly on the boy’s head.
He wanted the kid to get the best of
everything. Bobby wasn’'t like other
kids. He wasn't just kidding himself
there. Smart, he was. Smart as a
fifteen year old. His problems at times
approached the adult stage. His brain
was a fine thing-—active and mature.

You couldn’t push Bobby around.
You had to understand him, and most
people didn't. Sometimes Jim Walter
wasn't entirely sure that he did.

“l1 guess we better have a talk with
your teacher, hadn't we?”

The boy’s head moved slightly.

“l—guess.”

His voice sounded faint and very far
away.

IVITISS LONG brought a plate of

cookies and some tall glasses of
lemonade. She tried not to notice how
tall and good looking Jim Walter was.
She pretended also not to see how he
was dressed a little more neatly than
the average man, and that he treated
her with a fine respect that so often was
lacking. Her apartment was neat and
comfortable. The little party was go-
ing along nicely.

Between bites on a sugar cookie,
Bobby tried to tell her why he and his
father didn't look alike.

“Because he’s really not my Daddy,”
he said. “Not from the beginning.
That's why my hair is so light and his
so dark.”

Jim Walter nodded, smiling a little.

“But I've been 'dopted so long, he's
just like a real Daddy,” Bobby
hastened to add.

Jean Long, without any reason to
rush around longer, sat down near
Bobby.
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“I'm sure that he's a fine father,”
she said, and put so much sincerity into
her words that the speech left her a
little embarrassed.

“Bob and 1 get along swell,” Jim
said. “Bob’s a pretty good boy most
of the time.”

His eyes were on the girl's face.
They had been there for a long time
now. He was watching the calm, deep
violet eyes, the small, oval face that he
had already decided was the prettiest
he had ever seen. No wonder the boy

worshipped his teacher. It wouldn’t
be hard.

“l wonder,” he said absently, “if I
may smoke? Some people don’t
approve . . .”

She was on her feet instantly, bring-
ing him an ash tray from the kitchen.
She brought a handful of matches. Men
always burned more matches than they
did tobacco.

“1 like people to be comfortable
here,” she said. “Life is lots more fun
when the rules aren’t too strict.”

They avoided the subject of Bobby’s
stories for a long time. The cookies
were finally gone and it was nearly
time to leave. It had been time to go
for hours, Jim Walter thought. He
was relaxed and comfortable. Pipe
smoke wove sleepy patterns against the
low ceiling. Jean Long’s eyes were
growing a trifle misty.

“About Bobby,” Jim said abruptly.
“What's the big problem at school?”

She shrugged.

“You won't report me to the school
board?”

He chuckled.

“Never.”

rJ~HE three of them were very happy
just then. Happier, perhaps, than
the occasion warranted.
“Then I'll confess that Mr. Black,
the principal, is rather set in his ways.
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He comes from the spare the rod and
spoil the child school. Bobby has been
telling some rather fanciful stories, and
Mr. Black brands him as a deliberate
liar and a boy who is willfully hurting
the morale of the other students. He
says it's bad for the children, and some-
thing will have to be done to stop it at
once.”

Jim Walter nodded slowly. He
frowned and removed the pipe from his
lips.

“Bobby has some very interesting
things to tell about the stars and plan-'
ets. He has, shall we call it, a recurring
nightmare. | suppose he's told you?”

Jean Long's eyes widened a trifle.

“1 haven't heard any of his stories.
Bobby has never talked with me about
them.”

Jim Walter was surprised.

“Bobby, have you been neglecting
Miss Long? 1'd think you'd like to
tell her about your world?”

Bobby turned a trifle red.

“l—thought she’d laugh at me. |
didn’t want her to laugh.”

Jim Walter winked solemnly at Jean
Long.

“I'm sure she wouldn’t laugh.”

Jean shook her head.

“Oh! 1 wouldn't.
about your dream.”

Bobby sighed. He looked very sad.

“It's about my first home, on the
magic star,” he said hesitantly.

The girl shot a puzzled glance at the
boy’s father, but his eyes silenced her.

“Yes, Bobby?”

The room was very quiet. Bobby
Walter's voice filled it with tense, ex-
cited words.

“1 haven't always lived with Daddy

I want to hear

Jim. | lived in my own world.”
His eyes stared deep into his
teacher’s.

“My real father and mother are in
my other world. It's—a long, long dis-
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tance from here.
want. . . .?”

His father’s
quietly.

“Tell the story first, Bobby.”

The boy seemed a trifle disappointed.

“1 can't tell all the story. It would
take years and years. It's all about
my world, where the buildings are tall
and sparkling and you can see right
into them. My world is all colored and
sparkling in the sun and made of
dream stuff, and—and Mother and
Daddy used to take me to the Park of
Kings and for rides on the Avenue of

I'll show you, if you

voice interrupted

Transparency.”
Jean Long’'s eyes sought Jim
Walter’'s. What madness was this?

She had never dreamed . . .

The boy was talking again, and he
held her spellbound.

“It was a very wonderful place,
where it was never cold and the houses
were heated by the sum.”

He stopped speaking abruptly, and
the room was hushed. His head bowed
forward. When he looked up again,
there were tears in his eyes.

“1 had to leave my world.”

“Why— Bobby? Why did you
leave?”

He stared at her earnestly.

“Daddy said the dream star was go-
ing to be destroyed. He said | must
come to earth because earth was going
to live on for millions of years. He
said | would find someone here who
would love me and take care of me.”

“You did find someone, didn't you?”

She stared at Jim Walter, almost be-
lieving.

The boy went to his father and sat
on his knee.

“Now—can | show her my world?”

'Y'HE three of them stood on the
front porch, and the boy pointed to
a bright, sparkling star in the depths of
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the black western sky. The night was
so still that not a tree moved. The
Heavens were bright with a harvest
moon and covered by a dream pattern
of stars,

“That's my world,”
softly, and pointed toward the star.
“It—it will die soon. My Daddy told
me to watch the ring for his signal.”

Jim Walter said quietly.

“The boy was found a long way

the boy said

ofrom town, an infant, lying in the
grass by the side of the road. The
night was warm, late in June. He was

about two years old, and without any
clothing. The ring was on his finger
—a huge, perfectly cut stone. It seems
to be a diamond.”

Jean Long shivered. The night
seemed suddenly very cold and
frightening. Her own voice seemed
queer and far away as she spoke.

“l never dreamed of anything like
this. I'll—try harder to understand.
We'll work it all out somehow.”

“l want you to see the ring,” Jim
said, “I’'ve had it examined by experts.
They say that there’s an odd thing
about it. It's harder than any dia-
mond they ever saw. It's clearer,
without a flaw.”

Bobby held out his hand.

“See?”

She looked down into the pure well
of the ring, holding his small hand in
hers. It startled her, for in the reflec-
tion of the moon, the stone might have
been that single star that shone bravely
in the west. It sparkled back at her,
mysterious and powerful.

It couldn’t be true. Not any of it
Still, she recognized that she now
shared a deep, sincere secret between
the boy and his adopted father. A
secret that she held sacred.

J EAN LONG
special work at home.

liked giving Bobby
She liked
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the smell of tobacco and clean soap
that filled Jim Walter’s rooms. It was
late and she put her books aside and
watched Bobby go up to bed. He
stopped on the stairs and looked back
at her. His eyes were frightened, as a
fawn’s eyes are frightened when you
startle him in a Wood thicket.

She smiled at him.

“Goodnight, Bobby.”

“Goodnight,” he said, then. *“Miss
Long, you don’t think 1 was telling
lies any more?”

She was very sincere in her reply.

“You'd never lie to anyone, Bobby.
| believe that every word you say,
you're sincere about.”

He looked quite content, now, his
back to her, trudging up the steps.

Jim Walter spoke from the door-
way.

“1 like you for that. There's no
harm in white lies, when they make the
boy feel at rest. He wouldn’t lie pur-
posely.” S

She turned, smiling up at him from
her chair.

“1 wouldn’'t have promised to give
Bobby private instructions unless |
thought it would be worth the trouble.
He's a grand kid. He’'ll outgrow
those little fairy tales, and be a better
boy for it.”

Jim Walter looked suddenly stern.

“1 hope you feel at home here eve-
nings. | try to stay out of the way
while you and Bobby are at work.”

She gathered her books hurriedly
and pushed them into her leather case.

“You don't bother us at all,” she
said, her face averted. “It's—sort of
like home here.”

Her face felt very warm and uncom-
fortable.

Half way across the room, they met.
He smiled down at her, noticing for
the hundredth time in these past two
months, how soft her hair—how warm
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her eyes. She tried to speak.
“Jim . . .?"
“l won’'t say a word that |
mean sincerely.”

don’t

“Jim." Py
She melted against him;
“Jim—1 guess | love. . .

She was bewildered.
“And 1,” he answered softly. He
kissed her.

rJ*'HEY both heard Bobby cry out. It

was a soft, frightened cry. The
girl reached the stairs ahead of Jim
Walter. They went up together, and
he threw open the door to the boy’s
room.

Bobby was on his knees, elbows rest-
ing on the window sill. He was staring
toward the western sky, toward the
mysterious star. He turned wide,
frightened eyes upon them.

“Daddy Jim, | couldn’t sleep. Some-
thing awful is going to happen. I'm
all tied up in here.”

He put his hand over his heart.

They reached his side and Jim sank
down at the boy’s side.

“Bobby, for the love of Heaven,
what's wrong with you?”

Then they saw. They all saw, and
without speaking, stared out the win-
dow toward the star. It lost its place
in the black velvet sky and plunged
suddenly out of its orbit, shooting
wildly across the sky. Bobby’s voice
lifted in a sob and the girl, standing
behind them, caught her breath and
released it in a sigh. The star turned
a brilliant red, seemed to burst into
flame and then the sky was dark again.

No one spoke.

Bobby’s voice came after long sec-
onds, firm and steady, but filled with
awful horror.

“My world died tonight.”

* * *

Jean Long sat alone in the living

room, Jim hadn’'t come down yet,
and it had been half an hour since she
left them alone in the dark room up-
stairs. -

She heard footsteps on the stairs and
looked questingly at him as he came
into the room. Jim Walter walked
past her to the window, and as though
he hadn’t noticed her presence, opened
the door and stared out into the night.
Neither of them spoke. He closed the
door after a time, and came to her. He
sat on the arm of the chair and put his
hand on her shoulder. His fingers
were cold as ice.

She had to speak, to say something.
Her voice was weak and very shaky.

“Jim—it couldn’t actually happen,
could it?”

“1 don’'t know.”

She shivered.

“Jim—we don’t really see stars fall.
We see the light that they made mil-
lions of years ago. That star we saw
tonight— must have fallen a long time
before any of us were born.”

His finger tightened on her shoul-
der. He held his pipe in his free hand,
the ashes long since cold.

“Bobby will be all right,” he said,
as though he hadn’'t heard. “He's
sleeping now. He's resting well' for the
first time in months.”

“There’s no use kidding ourselves,
is there Jim?”

'She knew he understood what she
meant, because he stood up suddenly,
straight and tall, and swore softly.

“Theories and science be damned,”
he said bitterly. “You can’'t discard
anything like this from your mind.”

“The ring?” She asked.
He nodded.
. “Yes, the ring. Let them tell you we

don’t see a star fall. We saw it fall,
and we know that both of us have a
rare duty to perform. The boy is more
than a son. He’s been placed in our
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trust.”

“1 saw the ring before I came down,”
she said haltingly. “It frightened me.
I—didn’t want to stay, not as long as
you were with him.”

A shudder traveled over Jim Wal-
ter's body.

“A star dies, and turns to flaming
red. A diamond, white as that star had
been, turns a bloody, significant scar-
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let. Jean, we can’t ignore that. We
can't call that the product of a child’s
imagination.”

She arose and went to his side. In
his arms, she felt safer, and warm once
more.

“Bobby’s world died tonight,” she
said softly. “We’ll have to make this
new world a fine, safe place for him to
live.”

WEATHER CONTROL

* By H.B.STANTON *

the weather but no one has been able to

do anything about it. But this year, for the
first time, we are able to control the weather to
a small degree. High flying planes are experiment-
ing in snow making, rain making, and fog re-
moval. A snowstorm was started in Massa-
chusetts by dropping pieces of dry ice into a cloud.
Dry ice with temperature minus 70 degrees,
dropped into a cloud started the formation of ice
nuclei, which grew into snowflakes.

Every year heavy snow storms tie up traffic and
communications in our large cities, and the tax-
payers have to foot the bill for removing the snow.
Science cannot prevent these storms but it may
be possible to make the snow fall before it reaches
the cities.

Hail is another form of destruction. Hailstones
have their beginning in thunder clouds. They are
spun around by turbulent air inside the clouds
and take on layer after layer of ice When they
are finally released, they come smashing to the
ground with such force that they drive crops into

F OR millions of years man has talked about

the ground. Scientists believe they can prevent
this form of destruction by seeding the thunder
clouds with ice nuclei to release the moisture in
a steady rainfall instead of hail.

Fog is another destructive element. Navy ex-
periments indicate that high-frequency sonic waves
may clear fog. One scientist actually cleared a
path through his back yard by swinging a basket
of dry ice pellets over his head.

Although hurricanes do not happen very often,
they take a tremendous toll in lives and property.
There may be two possible ways to lessen their
force. The rotary motion of a hurricane is very-
great, but its progress is comparatively slow and
controlled by the wind. By spreading oil on the
ocean and lighting it, the heat would cause an
updraft, modifying the motion of air masses in the
hurricane path and detouring the storm. Another
way to divert them would be to put a fast-spread-
ing dye on the ocean surface that could increase
or decrease the solar reflection and change the air

currents.
* ‘ *



OSEPH LEIDY was bom in Philadelphia, Pa.,
J on September 9, 1823. After receiving an

early education in private schools he entered
the University of Pennsylvania and in 1844 grad-
uated in medicine. He soon after became libra-
rian and a curator at the Academy of Natural
Sciences of Philadelphia, and in 1847 was made
chairman of the board of curators, which position
he held for a period of 44 years. Leidy was always
more interested in natural history than in the
practice of medicine. In 18S3 he was appointed
professor of anatomy at the University of Penn-
sylvania, which position ho held until his death,
becoming director of the biological department in
1884." In that year, for distinguished contributions
to the science of paleontology, he was awarded the
Lyell medal of the Royal Geological Society of
London, and in 1888 the Cuvier medal of the In-
stitute of France. He was also professor of natural
history at Swarthmore College from 1871 until his
death.

He won distinction as an anatomist, especially
in the field of comparative anatomy. His Elemen-
tary Treatise on Human Anatomy (1861) was for
many years the classic American text-book on the
subject. His Researches, into the Comparative
Anatomy of the Liver (1848) was the first thor-
ough study of that organ. Leidy spent much time
in microscopical study of the lower forms of life.
His book A Flora and Fauna Within Living Ani-
mals (1853) was the first important study of the
parasites of the alimentary canal. Leidy’s dis-
covery of Trichina spiralis in pork led to Leuck-
art’'s discovery of the cause and mode of prevent-
ing trichinosis in man.

In 1886 Leidy expressed his opinion that hook-
worm was the cause of pernicious anemia in the
United States. He also became the chief American
authority of his time on protozoa. His Fresh
Water Rhizopods of North America (1879) is still
a standard work. This, and many others of his
books are illustrated by his own drawings, noted
for their delicate accuracy, especially in micro-
scopical studies. His Synopsis of Entozoa de-
scribed and named more than 100 new species.

It was as a vertebrate paleontologist, however,
that Leidy won his chief fame. Before his time
there were but a few scattered papers on the sub-

JOSEPH LilDY
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ject in America, and the discovery of new fossil
deposits in the western states offered him an un-
paralleled opportunity to lay the foundation 6t
American paleontology, his knowledge of compar-
ative anatomy being his chief aid in the work. He
Will be remembered largely in connection with the
fossil history of the horse and camel, in the study
of which he was associated with Marsh. Their
field of exploration was those remarkable fossil
beds in Wyoming and western Nebraska which
yielded such an abundance of the remains of the
two animals as to make it possible to trace their
ancestry in the remote past, and their development
up to the forms known at the present day.

'"T'HE conclusion reached by Leidy was that the

camel arose in early Tertiary time, contem-
poraneously with the pig family, and perhaps from
common ancestry, and that the place of its origin
was the ancient lake region of the Rocky Moun-
tains. This was at first a well watered and even
marshy country, but Ilater became desiccated.
Diminutive remains suggesting the camel have been
found in the lower Eocene division of the Tertiary,
and in the upper Eocene skeletons undoubtedly
cameloid.

These latter were about the size of a jackrabbit.
They had four toes but used only two of them.
Their dentition exhibited strong similarities to both
the swine and camel type. In the upper Eocene
was found the procamelus, as large as a sheep, and
presenting many points of likeness to the llama
of the present*day as found only in South America.
As the aridity of the region increased the large
splayed feet with sole pads were shown in the
skeletons found. At the close of the Miocene the
climate again changed, becoming warmer and
moister. This seems to have put an end to camel
life in North America, for no further remains of
the type have been found. It was the belief of
Leidy that an emigration then took place of the
existing type, some going to the south and be-
coming the ancestors of the three or four varieties
now living in the highlands of the Andes, and
others going to the northwest, via the land bridge
at Bering straits into Asia where, in the arid
regions of Mongolia the double-humped Bactiian
camel was evolved, and from it later the single-
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bumped variety known as the Arabian camel.
All the fossils of the F. V. Hayden Expedition
in the Rocky Mountains (1853-66) were given to
Leidy for determination, the results appearing in
Extinct Mammalian Fatma of Dakota and Ne-
braska (1869), which contained many species and
genera, unknown to science, and others hitherto

TAKE A
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not known to have existed on the American con-
tinent. The book is described by H. F. Osborn as
“with the possible exception of Cope’s Tertiary
Vertebrates, the most important paleontological
work which America has produced.”
Leidy died at Philadelphia on April 30, 1891.
3'. * *

CHANCE

By CHARLES RECOIIR

“laws” give rise to some unusual and al-

most inexplicable phenomena in spite of
the fact that they lie at the basis of modern phys-
ics. Everyone is familiar with the statement of
one of the modern physicists who said that if a
sufficient number of monkeys pounded at random
on the keyboards of an equal number of type-
writers, in time they would duplicate the Encyclo-
paedia Britannica. The time would be long, of
course, but the fact is that they would succeed
in that effort.

Such a thing is naturally impossible to try, but
there are some other unusual experiences that are
capable of being tried easily and that yield effects
almost as astounding. In particular, there is the
evaluating of the quantity, pi. Normally we think
of pi as the numerical value of the ratio of the
circumference of a circle to its diameter. While
this quantity is not obtained by direct measure-
ment, it can be so obtained if desired. Ordinarily
it is computed by evaluating a series of some sort.
There are many of these series that lead to pi,
ranging from relatively simple ratios to rather
complex logarithmic set-ups. But no one would
ever expect to find any relationship between
chance or probability and the quantity pi.

Yet there is a very definite relationship. In fact
it is one of the most astonishing connections in
any branch of mathematics. At a first considera-
tion it is almost incredible.

Take a board or a sheet of cardboard or even
a sheet of paper and on it draw a series of parallel
lines about an inch apart. Cover the surface of
the gadget with these parallel lines. Then from
a height of a foot or so repeatedly drop on the
paper a needle or pin whose length is a little less
than the distance between the parallel lines. The
pin is to be dropped at random. That is, no
effort is to be made to aim it. Merely raise it a
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foot in the air above the paper, and drop it casu-
ally, making no effort to manipulate it. Pick it up
and drop it. Do this five hundred or a thousand
times. Keep track of the number of times that
it touches a line when it lands on the ruled board,
and keep track of the number of times it does not
touch a line. Something must be inserted under
the paper to prevent the pin from bouncing when
it is dropped—say a sheet of rubber or cork.

This unbelievable fact emerges: the ratio of the
number of times the pin touches a line to the
number of times that it does not touch a line,
comes out to be pi! The first number divided
by the second yields the number pi! Why this
should be, how this can happen is absolutely inex-
plicable.

The more times the operation is repeated, the
more closely the ratio approaches pi. A fair
approximation to pi can be gotten by doing the
dropping a thousand times. A better one will be
obtained if the operation is done ten thousand
times. The more often the operation is repeated
the better will be the value of pi obtained. There
is no apparent reason why this should be so. It
simply happens. No one in his wildest dreams
would ever remotely conceive of any relationship
between a purely chance-like operation like drop-
ping a needle on a ruled paper and the ratio of
the circumference to the diameter of a circle—pi.

This calls for imagination of the first order.
Is there some unknown connection between things
of chance and reality? Apparently there is. All
throughout physics, from the elementary facts of
radioactivity to relativity there appears an odd,
almost fantastic link, with chance or probability.
A scientist can tell usually how many things will
happen on a statistical basis, on a basis of chance,
but rarely can he say why, or how. What is the
mysterious power that causes all this? Do you
know the answer, by chance?
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READER'S PAGE

(Continued from page 7)

too abstract for my 1.Q.
This is my first letter to your' magazine, and
for your sake I will make it the last.
Harold P. Thrower,
P.O. Box 1152,
Odessa, Texas.
We like everything about your letter except the
last two lines, Harold. .Don't make this a first
and last—make it the first...........ccoooiiin, Ed.

CLOSE TO LOVECRAFT
Sirs:

Richard Shaver did come pretty close to match-
ing H. P. Lovecraft in his “Slaves Of The Worm”
in the February issue of FA. It's the first of his
cave-type stories I've read. | was dubious of it
at first, because it looked more like science fiction
than fantasy. | can't stand rockets, or planets
and ray guns in fantasy mags.

I hope in some future issue William P. McGivem
will do a horrific werewolf yarn! (Just a hint to
one of my favorites).

Milton Papayianis,
133 W. Main St.
Barstow, Calif.

Your comparison of Shaver's work to that of
the master of mood, Lovecraft, is interesting, Mil-
ton. We're inclined to agree with you because we
feel that both men have that deep emotional qual-
ity in their work. But how about the rest of you
Y= To LY o O Ed,

CHANGE THE SUBJECT MATTER
Sirs:

The very first issue of FA | ever owned was the
September 1946 issue. Since then you have put out
some very fine issues. | myself am very interested
in fantasy fiction.

I believe that FA carries the finest fantasy
fiction and art work. Your stories are good lit-
erary compositions, and the illustrations that ac-
company them are tops. | can truthfully say
that | get a great deal of enjoyment out of the
stories and the art work—BUT LET’'S CHANGE
THE SUBJECT MATTER!

I would be very embarrassed to have any of my
friends see me buy your January issue. | think
that that type of cover should not advertise your
magazine. | know | do not stand alone with this
belief. 1f you remember correctly, H. P. Lovecraft
had no patience with obscene covers.

One of the best covers you have had was the
November 1947 cover. | have nothing against your
artists, but | think they should paint more con-
servative subjects.

I also want to say that I am looking forward
to future issues of FA.

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

Richard Fink,
7837 N. 43rd St.,
Milwaukee 9, Wis.

Thanks a lot for your constructive criticism,
Dick, but one thing we don’'t agree with you on
is the fact that you say the January cover was
obscene—that's a pretty potent word. But we’'ll
leave it up to the rest of you readers. How about
IT QANG? et e e
THORNE SMITH IS TOPS
Sirs:

I have been reading FA now ever since it
started, and as a whole | find your stories very
good and very well written. To be honest, though,
I must say that there have been a few bad ones.

A note to Beth Trent and Michael Wigodsky in
the February issue: There never was and there
never will be a better writer than Thorne Smith.
I know, for I have all of his books and have read
them two and three times apiece.

As for FA, it is swell. Just keep up the good

J. A. Mayo,
Apt. 143
Airport Village,
San Jose, Calif.

We echo your words in saying that we think
Thorne Smith is tops too, but like Beth and Mi-
chael, we also think that Charles Myers, the author
you and they are referring to, is also pretty darn
GO0 I e Ed.
MUSH, GOO, AND HURRAY!
Sirs:

I just finished reading the February issue of
FA and it was a pip. Every story was good, al-

though “They Buried Her Body” and “Dpuble
Cross In Double Time” were only slightly so.
McGivem usually does better. I'm not ordi-

narily wild about Shaver, but “Slaves Of The
Worm” was tops, his best, and the best in the
book. “Twice To Die” ran a close second,
though.

This is my first letter to any magazine, but
I enjoy FA (and AS) so much that I just have
to let you know. | might as well cover every-
thing while I'm at it, so here goes:

Artists: Keep right on with Bob Jones. He's
really got it on the bail. Virgil Finlay is my sec-
ond choice, and MacCauley third.

Authors: Chet Geier and Bob Williams are in
first place on my bill, and Bob Bloch and Charles
Myers for humor (and good plots). Leroy Yerxa
and J. W. Pelkie are two more good ones.

Covers: Swell.

Features: No't bad at all.

I only recently began reading the Reader’s Page
(and I'm sorry about it) so this item may have
appeared before, but if you will mention it I'm
sure it will be of interest to many that “Sian”
by A. E. Van Vogt is now in book form. It's a
great story.

I always believed that mush and women had no
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place in science-fantasy fiction, but | just real-
ized that the stories | liked best in the Feb. issue
had just that. I'm wondering if it didn't have
a lot to do with my enjoyment of the stories. |
am inclined to believe it did, so, contrary to many
of your fans I'm casting, a vote for it.
Here's to mush—Ilong may it goo up the works!
Hurray!
Eldon R. Hansen,
2014 Los Angeles Ave.,
Berkeley 7, Calif.
CMC. Eldon, we'll toast along with you on that
one too. It would be a sorry world without wom-
en, wouldn't it? ... Ed.

ON TWICE TO DIE
Sirs:

I bought my February isue of FA on the way
borne from my office this evening. Now, two
and a half hours after dinner, 1 have completed
reading it—including all stories and articles.

Though only twenty-four, | have been reading
science-fantasy magazines for the past ten years.
Perhaps my love for these stories is an over-
developed imagination, or at least my faith in the
future of real space travel.

I liked “Slaves Of The Worm” especially and
the ending was really terrific.

“The Silver Medusa” was written weli, but a
plot I have read several times before, so the story
wasn't interesting to me.

“To Dust Retumeth” just didn't appeal to me,
as it seems to me to be too ridiculous to even
be fantastic.

“Twice to Die” was a wonderful story. | won-
der if a second death would be “different”—you
see, | was pronounced dead by a physician, when
my mother, in maternal horror, flung me over her
shoulder and thereby dislodged a blood clot in
my throat, and the doctor says, it started my
heart beating again. Wiil a second death have
any particular influence on my spiritual essence?

. . But guess I am wandering quite a bit off of
the subject at band.

“Double Cross In Double Time” was a superb
tale, but why leave them in the past, to fight
his father’'s war, and knowing all the future ahead
of him?

“Miracle Man”—science has done wonders, but
it would take a miracle to release many that are
in now. | know, as | worked in a military neuro-
psychiatric hospital and saw the present-day treat-
ments.

When “They Buried Her Body” they should
have let it lie. | believe that fantastic things do
come to pass, but spirits and 18th century witch
stories leave me cold. They are superstition and
not advancement of science.

Give me time, and space travel, life on other
planets, and the unknown. Thus, as unknown,
they are possible. What is possible is always
plausible. That makes a good story.

But, after all, | am not a critic. 1 am a reader,

11

and | read everything that is in a science-fiction
magazine. | know every author strives to please
the most readers most of the time.
Keep up the good work on FA.
Paul A. Gilbertson,
4S Sixth St.,
San Francisco, Cal.
Thanks for your comments, Paul, but as to the
unknown, wouldn’t you put spirit stories into that
category? There have been some very fine fan-
tasy yarns written with such themes—and most
of the readers of PA like a good old fashioned
spook yarn on occasion. Your account of your own
“first” death was very interesting. Rog Phillips’
story struck pretty close to home we take it.
And we might add that a lot of theories taken
up by fantasy writers have some foundation in
fact—if only you search hard enough............... Ed.

A GRADE B NIGHTMARE
Sirs:

“Slaves Of The Worm” in the February issue
of FA was a change from the usual fare of Shaver,
but | think he got it out of a grade B nightmare.

First place in the issue goes to “Twice To Die”
by Rog Phillips. Keep it up, Rog! “They Buried
Her Body” takes a close second, and the others
aren't worth mentioning. Anyway, | got to go
to bed and get my beauty sleep. And | do not
think that Charles F. Myers is better than Thome
Smith in any way.-Goodnight,

Jirn Goldfrank,
- 1116 "Fulton St.,
Woodmere, N.Y.

Sleep fight, Jimmy, and don’t let any of those

“grade B" nightmares get yOoU.....ocovieniinnennes Ed.

FANTASTIC FAN—HAH I
Sirs:

Early this month | happened to buy my first
copy of FA. It was the January issue, and I'd
like to say that I never have read a magazine
that has given me more pleasure. | particularly
enjoyed “The Drums of Murd” and “The Isle of
Doom.”

You may now call me a fantastic fan. Hab!

Eugene C. Wagner,

307 S. Carolina Ave. S.E,

Washington 3, D.C.
Welcome into the fold, Eugene........ccceuenee. Ed.

ALL PRAISE AND ONE COMPLAINT
Sirs:

I have just finished the Feb. FA and would like
to compliment you. For a change it has enough
short yams to keep them from being boring.

My only complaint is with Shaver. It seems
that he repeats over and over in his stories what
he has said in previous ones. How about that?

Cye Ackerman,
3052 Brighton 7th St.,
Brooklyn 24, N.Y.

We'll have to let the readers answer your ques-

tion, Cye. Lots of room for discussion............ .Ed.
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WINGS OF WAX

By SANDY MILLER

T HE Greeks have always been noted for
their cosmopolitan interests. Even so mod-
em a field as aviation was not neglected

by them in their rich, earthy legends. In almost
any history of aviation some mention will be
found of the legend of Daedalus, the first man to
fly. The story of Daedalus concems more than
flying though and is quite interesting.

Daedalus was suppasedly an Athenian artisan, a
sculptor and an architect of note. It is said (fiat
he developed the sculpture of the Greeks to the
point which we now know. His great drawback
wes that he knew that he was good. He had an
inordinate pride in his various skills. Daedalus
had a nephew, an up-and-coming young fellow
who threatened to overshadow his uncle’s fame
by some of his own work, notably the invention
of the saw and compass. So, Daedalus put the
finger on Talus, and had him taken for a ride—
throamn from a fortress wall.

The murder was discovered though and Dae-
dalus was haled before the courts. Naturally he
wes condenmned to death. But being a shrewd
character he managed to escape to the lIsle of
Crete.

Minos, king of the Island, took a liking to Dae-
dalus and commissioned him to do some architec-
tural works, the most reknowned of which was
the Labyrinth. The Labyrinth wes a vast build-
ing, a huge structure filled with intertwining
channels and passages, so complex that Daedalus
the designer almost got lost in it. Condemned to
roam through this vast Labyrinth by the King of

Crete, Minos, was a monster with the body of a
man and the head and shoulders of a bull.

Daedalus remained with Minos for a long time
and the king took such a liking to him that he
insisted that he remain. In fact, Daedalus became
more a prisoner of the king than merely a friend.
But Daedalus desired to escape in spite of the fact
that he had acquired a son and was practically
now a relative. Being ingenious, nothing could
stop him.

He fitted himself and his son, Icarus, with wings
which he attached with wax to their shoulders.
And of course, their escape was simple. Daedalus
had often wamed Icarus that because the wings
were fastened only with wax it would be wise—
necessary—to stay away from the sun. Icarus
was of a curious tum of mind. He flew too close
to the sun. The wax melted, the wings fell off,
and Icarus plunged into the sea and was drowned.
His body was turmed up on the beach of a small
island. His father buried him and named the
island Icaria.

CGrief-stricken, Daedalus went to the island of
Sicily where he constructed important works for
King Cocalus. Minos found out about this and
invaded Sicily in order to capture Daedalus. But
fortunately for Daedalus, King Cocalus, cleverly,
if somewhat treacherously, managed to lure Minos
into a warm bath whefe his soldiers stabbed Minos
to death. Daedalus had gotten away with murder
though he paid for his crime by the death of his
son. Daedalus managed to pass away the rest of
his life doing artwork and architecture in Sicily.
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Oftentimes, in fact and not in legend, attempts
have been made to duplicate Daedalus’ feat. Men
have attached wings of huge birds to themselves
and tried to simulate dying—with the obvious
result. Artificial wings of fabric and light wood
have been constructed and there have been a
number of successful gliding attempts with this
sort of contraption. But only for- short distances.
So far, no machines, have been devised which
duplicate the flapping of birds’ wings, because
there is simply no relation between the structure
and the power plant of such a set-up. Naturally,
the failure is in the realization that in comparison
to its weight, a bird has a tremendous power plant
—its metabolic rate is extremely high, enabling it
to give forth a terrific amount of energy.

* * *

“*ANAPQU and BITOU"
By FRAN FERRIS

HERE is a story in the D'Orbiney Papyrus
T purchased from Italy by the British Mu-
seum in 1857, about two brothers, Anapou
and Bitou. Anapou’s wife wanted to kill Bitou,
so he had to run away. After meeting the nine
gods and accepting the “Daughter of the gods”
as his wife, he was told by the Seven Hathors
that he would die by the sword. He told his
wife that he had placed his heart in the top of
an acacia tree, and whoever found it there would
have to meet him in combat. Pharaoh heard that
Bitou had a beautiful wife, and he sent armed
men to Kill him in order to carry her away, but
Bitou slew all of them. Then Pharaoh lured her
away, and she told him the secret of where her
husband’s Heart was hidden. Pharaoh cut down
the acacia tree and Bitou died. His brother, Ana-
pou, found a berry inside the tree, which he
placed in water and Bitou came back to life: But
he took the form of an Apis hull. Being sacred,
he was led before Pharaoh, and when he entered
the harem he told his wife who he was. So she
had the king daughter him. When this was done,
two large drops of blood fell from his neck on
each side of the Pharaoh’s door, and became two
beautiful trees. The Pharaoh and Bitou's wife
sat under the trees, and one day the trees whis-
pered the secret to her. So she had the trees
cut down. While this was being done, one of the
chips flew into her mouth, and in time she had a
son who was actually Bitou, himself. He suc-
ceeded the Pharaoh, and had his unfaithful wife
put to death.
This myth is more than four thousand years
old. It shows to what extent a man would go
way back in the earliest times to bring punishment

to an unfaithful wife.
* *
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BLOOD SACRIFICE

T HE savages thought that the spirits that
shared the world with them were sub-
stantial beings made of flesh and blood

like themselves, and like man, were nourished by
food and drink. Therefore they are not immortal,
but like man are subject to death by violence and
starvation. Some spirits, were considered injurious
and evil, while others were benevolent. Man tried
to keep the good spirits alive and satisfy their
every need and wish, and try to give them pleas-
ures that would keep them interested in their own
enterprises. That is why they provided the spirits
with food and drink. Hunters who had no god,
sacrificed food to the spirits in order to insure a
successful chase. The Veddah of Ceylon placed
offerings of blood and flesh on the ground for
the Veddle-Yakko (spirit of the chase), promising
more offerings when the game was caught. If the
spirit accepts these offerings, he appears to ore
of them in a dream telling where to find the best
hunting. Some agricultural people and cattle
raisers used to place pieces of manioc-root and
ears of maize on branches of .trees to propitiate
the spirits. They thought these spiritual beings
were of animal nature, differing from animals in
that they were invisible, but having the power of
assuming different forms and moving about
through the air from place to place. Air, rather
than earth, was their natural element, so the
offerings, in order to reach them, were committed
to the air. liquids were poured on the ground or
placed in a dish in the air where they could
evaporate, and solids were bumed so that the
smoke could pass into the air.

At one time man ate his game warm and raw.
He would be tired from the hunt and from doing
without food for a day, and he would slay his
victim and drink the hot blood hastily. Feeling
at once refreshed, he would eat the flesh at his
leisure. The rest of the blood that is spilled on
the ground, quickly dries up and the savage, who
had but a limited reasoning power, thought that
the spirits had drunk it. From that they reasoned
that blood was the natural food of the spirits,
and were always careful to pour out some of the
blood from all the animals they slayed for the
spirits or for the gods that succeeded them. Later
on when the sacrifice was more fully accepted,

clotted blood was collected from the cold carcass
and wrapped in a cloth and suspended in the air.
This was the practise of the Indians of Nicaragua
when they sacrificed to the gods of deer and rab-
bit, teomazat and teotoste respectively. At a later
date when they thought that spirits should share
in all the pleasures that man enjoys, offerings of
fermented liquors, perfumes, narcotics, clothing
and omarments were made to them. As flesh be-
came the common sacrifice, it was the custom to
offer fat which they would bumn, the smoke and
odor reaching the spirits in the form of a grateful
saviour. At a much later time when man de-
pended on his domesticated animals for his meat
supply, meat offerings were made only to the gods
of first rank. In Peru the chief deities who were
so honored, came to be known as “huira-cocha,”
meaning fat sacrifices.

* * *

WORSHIP OF THE SCIMITAR

P RIMITIVE man, both ancient and modem
have worshipped some unusual gods. All of
us are quite familiar with the tribes of Cen-

tral Africa who worship everything ranging from
animals to phallic symbols. The significance that
one of these natives attaches to a carved bit of
wood passes all understanding until one realizes
that the gap between certain conventional religions
and certain primitive ones is more one of degree
than kind.

Probably the most unusual form of religious
worship is that of weapons. While it is well known
that many native groups have believed in the
power of worship to affect their anmed might, it
is not so commonly known that there are some
primitive societies in which the sum total of wor-
ship revolves around a weapon.

In the small, never-the-less independent state
of Afghanistan, which borders northem India and
which has always been a thorn in the side of the
British Raj, there is a unique tribe of sword-
worshippers.

The Khyber Pass leads from India to Afghan-
istan and the British have always maintained an
armed guard at that point to repel the ferocious,
predatory raids of the Afghans. These people are
nominally Mohammedans, mixed with a few other
sects not so well known. British ethnologists have
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penetrated into Afghanistan and studied some of
their peculiar customs.

There was found a small group of tribesmen
nomadic in character, who periodically occupied a
number of small village sites bordering the Khyber
Pass, from which they made numerous raids. This
was more true in past times than at present be-
cause the British, with the aid of planes and ma-
chine guns have to a great extent eliminated these
nuisance raids.

Among the tribes mentioned was a small unit
called the Buhans. The Buhans' chief object of
worship was a yataghan, a sword with a broad
almost blunt-ended blade ideally designed for
hacking. It7looks much like a machete. Every-
thing connected with the worship revolved around
the sword. Swords were regarded as living enti-
ties which could never be surrendered to an en-
emy. Their “souk” would protest against this.
For any warrior to lose his weapon was the
equivalent of getting banished immediately. Fre-
quently, elaborate ceremonies were held in which
youths of the tribe were given their first sword,
theirs alone to possess. This sword was assigned a
name, treated reverently and was dedicated in the
blood of its owner.

As time went on, for some reasons as yet un-
fathomable, the yataghan went into disfavor, and
the sword changed to a scimitar, a weapon similar
to the yataghan but with a curved tip. Probably
there was some technical preference for this sort
of weapon. The scientists who studied this could
never discern the exact reason for the change.
Whenever a raid was made, and a native tribes-
man was Killed, invariably he was found dead
with his sword in his hand certainly indicative of
the power of his adoration for the steel.

* * *

BUDDHIST HELL

UDDHA taught that all mankind should do
B good without hope of reward or fear of
punishment, but after his death, the priests
made up an elaborate hell divided into eight parts,
each part more terrible than the one before it.
One could expect to get relief from any of the
first seven hells after his guilt bad been expiated.
But those who were sent to the eighth hell had
no hope of ever leaving. Those poor souls had to
rot there forever. Their crime was that of not
giving alms to the Buddhist priests, and not be-
lieving in the “gospel of evidence.” The nature of
these hellish tortures has differed in different lands
and in different ages. In Greece, one method of
torturing a man was to make him roll a rock up
hill, but he could never get it way to the top for
it would roll back down again. Another torture
was to stand a man in a pool of water that came
way up to his chin; but whenever he stooped to
drink, the water would go down and he was des-
tined to be thirsty for eternity.
The north countries thought that hell was a
place of refrigeration. Dante used that belief in
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FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

his inferno. The lowest hell, for Dante, was aa
icy place, with the king of hell living in an ice
palace, with the damned standing around in *
partially frozen condition. When missionaries
went to see the Eskimos, and told them about the
heat of hell, the natives were so impressed that
they asked how to get to hell. They were always
so cold and afraid of freezing to death, that any-
thing suggestive of warmth appealed to them.
Their idea of paradise was a lake of perpetual fire.

* Kk *

FIRE AND WHIPS AS AMULETS

EARS ago it was necessary to employ
Ymagic when waging war, whether it was

against fairies or flesh and blood. One was
never safe unless equipped with all sorts of charms
and amulets. Fire was the charm used on
Hallowe’en and May Day. Before that, whips
were also used. The old witches had had ex-
perience with fire and floggings, and the smell
of smoke or the crack of a whip caused them to
flee in horror. The ceremonies included building
huge bonfires and rolling burning hoops down
hill, and tossing flaming disks high in the air.
If there happened to be any wayward witches
loitering overhead on their broomsticks or other
vehicles, such as black cats, they knew enough to
be on their way if they wished to remain healthy.
On the Eve of May Day, boys used to crack
whips, and the country was cleared of witches
as far as the crack of the whip could be heard-
Primitive people thought that creative powers
resided in whips and fires. Sacrifices have always
been burned on the altars of the gods. Vesta
and the Vestal Virgins kept their sacred fire for
centuries. The whip is not as well known as
fire as a religious symbol. The monks of the
Middle Ages were flagellants who carried leather
straps with them and publicly flogged each other
as they walked along the road. During the
feast of the Lupercalia in Rome, the young men
stripped themselves to the waist and took thongs
of goat-hide to whip aJl the girls that they met.
The maidens did not try to evade these floggings,
but were glad to be chastised with an object that
possessed the virtue of life.

I  THE MYSTERY OF THE FLYING DISKS g

Read the sensational ancensored story of the now famoos Hying disks.
- Hero is die proof at lost that they were net figments of imagiiKifionl
i Set an actoal photograph of a flying disk. Why did die newspapers
suppress it? Are the flying disks really space ships from another world?

I (lead the Complete SloJuf, m. FATE

H The Sensational New Magazine Devoted To Unusual Truth*
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THE INCREDIBLE
WHEELS

AN IMPOSSIBLE BUT TRUE
FEATURE. . .

By A. MORRIS & J. B. SETTLES

fSEE BACK COVER)

the month of May in the year 1880. It

+ was an exceedingly black night on the

Persian Gulf. A British India Company ship, the

steamer Patna, was cruising along, following its

course on the open sea, when suddenly the night
seemed to be lit up around the ship.

It was observed by the officers and members of
the crew and passengers, that two large luminous
wheels appeared on either side of the ship, wheels
whose dimensions were judged to be some 600
yards in diameter.

These strange wheels, the spokes of which
touched the sides of the steamer and seemed to
move it along as they rotated, were lit by a
phosphorescent light. The light seemed to be
visible only on the surface of the water in the
immediate area of the wheels. Unlike a lamp or
other conventional illumination, the light did not
extend into the surrounding darkness.

It was an eerie sight that lasted for approxi-
mately twenty minutes, and then, as suddenly and
mysteriously as they had appeared, the wheels
vanished.

There has been much speculation on the validity
of the reports of these wheels, although no one
openly accused the witnesses of perpetrating a
hoax. To the contrary, the incident was shrugged
off with the view that those who saw the wheels
mistook them for something entirely different—
and plausible. And yet no other suitable explana-
tion has ever been advanced, with the possible
exception that the wheels were actually sub-
merged luminous wheels that were seen in the
water as the steamer passed them. This of course
is open to a number of questions: Has there ever
been a wheel constructed with the dimensions of
from five to six hundred yards in diameter? And
if there has, what was it used for? And if they
were man-made, how did they get out in the Per-
sian Gulf? And why were they never seen again?

What real explanation there is, we do not know.
But one fact remains—the wheels, incredible as
they were, were seen. Impossible, yes, but true!

n STRANGE phenomenon occurred during
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HISTORY OF THE
EYII EYE

By LYNN STANDISH

CCORDING to ancient Greek mythology,
there once lived a handsome young man
called Narcissus. He was so attractive
that women fell in love with him Wherever he
went, but he never became attached to anyone and
left a trail of broken hearts. The goddess of jus-
tice, Nemesis, wished to punish the young man
for his lack of consideration for female hearts, so
she bad him fail in love with his reflection in the
water. His frustration became so great that he
pined away and, himself, died with a broken heart.
The water sprites came to take care of his body,
but in its place they found instead a beautiful
floner.
This story was probably invented from the be-
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THE INCREDIBLE WHEELS: In the year 1880 a British ship, the Patnc
was steaming through the Persian Gulf at night, when suddenly aroum
the ship two huge luminous wheels appeared, and from the accounts a
witnesses, seemed to move the ship along. (See page >177 for details.



