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EXPERIENCE COUNTS!

When you want to be sure yocu're getting the very best in magazine
reading material, why not depend on the guarantee that goes with
long experience! Ziff-Davis Fiction Group magazines are time-tested.
For twenty-two years, magazines in this group have accepted the
challenge of competition and remained unshaken. Readers have dis-
covered the high quality that goes along with the name, Ziff-Davis.
The editors of the Fiction Group magazines have had many years of
experience. They know their business!

Listen To Our "Voice Of Experience” When We Say:
"Get the ZIFF-DAVIS habit, and guarantee your reading pleasure!*

AMAZING STORIES

Here's a magazine which comglefes twenty-two years of continuous publication
with this March issuel The first science-fiction magazine in the world, it is
still the best in the world!

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

The first issue of this leader in the fantasy field appeared in May, 1939. Since
then it has gained in popularity to such an extent that many of its stories have
been republished repeatedly in anthologies as classics.

MAMMOTH WESTERN

Comparatively a "youngster' in the Fiction Group, first appearing in Septem-
ber, 1945, this magazine is edited by the same men who prepare the other two
magazines of the group. More people read it than any other in the group,
proving its unquestioned quality.

TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THESE FACTS!

1. Every Story Complete!
2. Giant Size, 178 Pages And More!
3. Edited Like A "Slick" Magazine!

ALL THREE MAGAZINES ON SALE EVERY MONTH
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‘ ‘ Y E HAVE an exceptionally long novel for
this month—87,000 words. It’s called
“Gods Of Venus” and it’s by Richard S.
Shaver. It’s pure fiction, although a sequel to his
“Venus cult” stories, and continuing the adven-
tures of Big Jim Steel. We might say that it does
carry Mr. Shaver’s convictions, and that he inserts
items he believes to be true wherever they fit. So,
for those of you who object to us calling our
stories true (whether they are or not!) let’s call
this one fiction, and let those who can recognize
the true portions (if any) dig them out for them-
selves. Actually, though, the yarn is a tremen-
dously exciting one, and we feel that artist Rod
Ruth has illustrated it as no other novel in our
book has ever been illustrated. Please let us know
what you think of illustrating the stories this way.
And if you want a tip on the story itself, Rod
Ruth said he was fascinated by it.

BERKELEY LIVINGSTON has come up with

one of those “flying saucer” stories, and this
one’s very funny, we think. He took the news
stories literally, and wove them into a very sweet
fourth dimensional yarn. We are sure you’ll get
a belly laugh out of this, besides recognizing the
yarn as a typically good Livingston effort.

‘“’T"HE Egg Of Time,” by Millen Cooke, is one

of those rare time-travel stories which de-
lights the eye of an editor. Yessir, here’s a new
slant on time, believe it or not, and darned well
written. We congratulate Millen Cooke on a bril-
liant effort, and we hope she’ll come again with
more of the same,

AST story in our issue is “Flesh Against Spirit,”

which is more or less of an experiment with
us. You might almost call it mysticism. It’s
about a fourth-dimensional people who are not
flesh and blood, but spirits, in the sense we always
accept the word spirit. And the story’s about a
war between spirit people and flesh people. As
Alexander Blade said when he turned this in: “I
decided to try to be the poor man’s Rosicrucian in
this one. You can bounce it with gusto, if you
wish.” Well, we didn’t bounce it. It read very
well, and was interesting. And what more can a
story do? Maybe it’ll make you think, too. We

by e Editon

do, sometimes, about subjects like this, and we
wouldn’t be surprised if almost everybody does.

LMOST all of our readers have read of the

feud that exists between your editor and a
group of “fans” who delight in panning everything
he does. Well, it seems all the boys are interested
in is science fiction, and they have a definition for
it that disagrees with ours. Generally we tell ’em
to go jump in the lake, but recently Rog Phillips
came to us with what he called “a fan column”
for AmMazing Stories. Well, why not? So, in
“The Club House” you’ll find a new department
in AMAzING STORIES giving the doings of the fans
who have clubs all over the country, and reviews
of the little magazines they publish concerning
science fiction. Therefore, we’ll let Rog Phillips
write it, and we’ll stay strictly the heck out of it!
Besides, it gives us a chance to yell our heads off
in the rest of the magazine, and maybe a good
fight will liven up the proceedings. Go ahead,
boys, enjoy yourselves. This is a free country, and
we advocate free speech. And maybe, just maybe,
our readers would like to know about fan doings,
and follow your magazines. Your editor remem-
bers when he was an AMAzING StoriEs fan, and
he was editor of a fanmag called “Science Fiction
Digest” which, for your information, was the best
darn fanmag ever published. So there!

EXT month we are going to do it! Do what?

Prove the Shaver Mystery, of course. Yes,
we now have a portion of the proof. We still
can’t produce a dero, or a cave, but dammit, we
have something that you can sink your teeth into!
We will present pictures, objects, and documents.
And we’ll give you the most sensational news story
ever released in this country. Further, we defy
anybody to deny it, or to disprove it. We will
give you facts, and we’ll then point to the Shaver
material. You can draw your own conclusions as
to the truth of the unproved portions of the mys-
tery. But where there’s one apple in a barrel,
there could reasonably be more. We’ve got several
apples. Don’t miss the big April issue. It’s our
22nd anniversary too! The April 1926 issue was
the first AMAZING STORIES to hit the stands. It’s
the granddaddy of science fiction, and the old
aristocrat, and it’ll be around 22 years from now—
take it from us! —Rap
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y RICHARD S. SHAVER

Sclentists and technicians took down the thought records of the
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Behind the word symbols which I use is
the abstract living thing that is my thought
—whick you must seek and fully sense—or
be unaware of the reality of my being—
and thine.

) Elder Writings

‘Y EFERN, Amazon city of the Tuon

Confederation, hangs upon the migh-

ty sky-piercing forests of Venus,

flings a pearlhung web of magic across the

massy limbs and green billowing vastness of
growth, as far as an eye can see.

Gigantic evergreens, huge as grandpar-
ents of Redwoods, Ponderosas of growth,
support the endless intricacies of plastic
cable-suspensions and gleaming spheres of
Tuon dwellings, pearl upon pearl, emerald
upon silver, magic web upon the ever-living
green of the undying forest.

The jeweled harness of the Amazons glit-
ter prismatically with the smooth, dancing
motion of the long, graceful limbs and the
slim, strong, womanly bodies moving along
the cables as casually as an Earth man
walks a pavement.

Naked, artfully tattooed, sensuous,
strong, active bodies, racing on errands
vital to the welfare of their world, as well
as the welfare of earth. Weapon-harness,
their only garments! '

For, speeding in search over the whole
pearly, cloud-wrapped planet, girt with
scarlet seas, over the far-spreading forests
and snow-topped mountain ranges; the
vast war-fleet of the Tuon Nation searches
with its penetrative augmentive rays for
the survivors of Hecate’s forces. Hardly a
ship remains upon the landing platforms
above the tree-webbing Tuon cities. They
are scattered over the whole of Venus like
a great grid of sensitive eyes—and in her
office in Lefern, the Amazon Queen, Oanu
waits, holding all the strings of communi-
cation in that far-flung grid listening for
some clue to the whereabouts of the missing
immortals of Hecate’s vampire crew. The
wearers of the dreaded gold and scarlet
robes of the inner circles of the Hagmen
must be destroyed to the last man!

Oanu, Chief of Secret Police, Com-
mander of the War-Fleet, near to totali-
tarian ruler of Lefern, strong hand in the
council of the Federated Cities, sat at her
desk, aimlessly toying with the belt of her
jewel-glittered harness.

Her eyes flashed, moved to the broad
transparent section of the plastic wall that

was her window. The seamléss sphere of
the building was here rendered transparent.

She looked out upon the gleaming webs
of single cable walk-ways, at the graceful
speeding forms of her people running along
the cables with their unbelievable grace and
sureness.

Up and down and around her eyes swept.
Softly she communed with the vital
strength of the trees, vast columnar trunks
pillaring, upholding forever, supporting—
her city! Lovingly her lustrous eyes ca-
ressed the gigantic fronds, the buttressing
roots jutting out and down, the whole vast
vitality of the forest which was the breath
of life and beauty to her.

Night came to the city of Lefern. The
soft white breasts of the ever-clouds seemed
to press lower, billowing strangely as of
something dreadful passing invisibly inside
their unending blanket.

Down from out the billowing grey en-
velope of clouds, shining softly in the view
screen before Oanu flashed a small fiyer. It
leveled, landed on the great artificial struc-
ture suspended from the upper limbs of the
great trees.

She smiled, for she knew that in the
water-filled ship sat the great, beautiful,
erect-crested figure of Lt. Oltissa of the
Mer-navy. Lt. Oltissa had been a central
figure in the defeat of the mighty Hecate’s
organization. Oanu had great respect for
the mind and character of the huge Mer-
woman. She touched a stud on the screen;
over the ray went her thought:

“Lt. Oltissa, chief Oanu speaking. Can
I help you?”

“You can, my loved friend. Rout out
the two love-birds, the Big Steel man and
the dancing bird, Ceulna. Their marriage
plans will have to wait. Hecate is dying
within hours in the laboratory where her
mind has been under intensive search for
her knowledge of the ancient secrets. There
is something she wants to give him, a map
to a treasure, and she will give it to no one
else but him. We want to humor her,
since she is at the point of death—besides
it may be important information!”

SO IT was that my lovely dancer bride-
to-be and myself, Big Jim Steel, left
Lefern with air helmets on our heads, sit-
ting in the warm water-filled interior of
Oltissa’s speedy fighting spacer, lifted into
the night, up and up, clear of the cloud
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piercing tops of the Ygdrasil—rivaling
trees, above the cloud envelope, into the
clear stratosphere’s biting cold, and winged
steadily across the cloud-floored sea of air.

Far out over the teeming Venusian seas
Oltissa sent the ship hurtling to the death-
scene of Hecate, the terror of two planets
for centuries, but now stripped of her
power, dying from lack of the young blood
upon which she had fed for untold years
exclusive of all other food.

Behind us, in the night, Lefern lay, a
great web of shimmering magic upon the
mighty forest, covered with the deep
blanket of darkness and the star-gilded bil-
lowing blanket of the cloud-envelope.

B mha

Oanu watched us go on her screen, sent
the rays reaching after us till we were out
of sight. She sighed, for Oanu envied us
our happiness. Sighed, and then smiled:
for she thought of Hank Farne, sleeping in
her quarters, his urchin smile impudent
even in sleep; and with the thought; swung
the great watch-ray upon him. Which she
should not have done, for the watchers of
Lefern were few these days, and the fleet
was scattered over the whole globe. The
usual guard ships, which always floated on
levitor beams over Lefern, had also been
released for search duty.

Far out in the dark forest, as she turned
her watch-ray upon Farne in his sleep and
bent musing over the drifting dreams of his
mind in the screen . . . far out in the for-
est a shaft of light flashed upward for
just an instant of deadly signal. At the
base of that shaft a renegade Red warrior
from the hot-belt smiled a sinister, venge-
ful smile.

Onau had forgotten that this was the
love-season of the Amazons. The repressed
desires of the warriors of Lefern were un-
leashed. Discipline, as it always did in
this season, relaxed.

Oanu had been the only watch-ray doing
her duty that night. The others lay in
passionate embrace near their posts with
the newly arrived Tuon males from the
male city of the Tuons called Rrflon. Oanu
had forgotten too many details of her duty
since Farne’s return, herself. Lefern, for
minutes that night, lay without defense.
Across the unwatched screens of the sky-
spanning watch-rays glided a long black
needle of speed . . . high ... a tiny point
of greater blackness among the stars over

the cloud envelope. Those precious min-
utes when chance would coincide to divert
the many eyes from the screens of watch-
ing rays had been awaited for weeks. Hang-
ing, far out in space, the black ship had
waited for the chance that the laws of
probability said must occur at least once.
The departure of Oltissa’s ship, the far
swing of the great search-beams watching
the departure of the friendly ship of the
Sea People, the momentary relaxation
afterward when each of the fifty minds at
the watch rays had turned to love or to
something else for a moment—that simul-

‘taneous relaxation of all attention over the

whole guarding net-work of beams spelled
Lefern’s doom that night.

DOWN from the cruel speeding needle
trailed a thin yellow cloud, like burn-
ing gases, like tenuous ever-burning flame.
Deadly, spreading, the thick white clouds
dissolving beneath its yellow fall, it left a
wide path in the center of which lay Le-
fern, defenseless! Down settled the wide
yellow band of deadly ever-fire. Far sped
the slim needle of battle, and Lefern
noticed it not at all. Qut of sight of the
Amazons’ eyes, perhaps forever out of sight
of those eyes which would not see, now, in
time, anything at all.

Within the Warsprite Hagmen laughed
a long hideous ululation of vaunting, exult-
ing triumph. Nonur spoke:

“Death is upon them, and they do not
even know! The radioactive sand idea
from the stupid earth-men’s laboratories is
wonderful, is it not? Now, if we had but
some method to divert the watch-rays of
the other Tuon cities as did the Sea-Peo-
ples’ ship tonight in Lefern, we could finish
the job tonight! Have you an idea, my
Montagna.” :

“I have been thinking that a radioflare,
a warning beacon similar to that a falling
ship releases to indicate its position to
searchers, dropped nearby, might divert the
watch-rays just long enough to permit our
single pass across their stratosphere. We
could try it. These Amazons are in their
love-season, their minds are dull with pas-
sion, duty is- to them disagreeable during
this time.”

On sped the dark needle of Nonur’s
vengeance, pausing once over each Lefern-
ian city to release a deadly load of treated
sand. For a year no earth touched by that
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falling sand would support life. Wherever
it fell, there fell complete death—a slow,
agonizing death of rapid aging.

Day followed day. Night followed night.

A week ...
*k Xk %k

Aimlessly Oanu, Chief of Operations and
Commander of the War-fleet of the Tuon

1 Just such a silent attack from the stratosphere
by radio-active sand may be the end of America.
Especially if they listen to the lying ray-voices
which many officials think are the “super” secret
service (U.S.) of a science they THINK is mod-
ern. And they do listen, to the voice that says—
“we will guard you with rays, keep off the ships
that bear your doom!” BUT they do not KNOW
the doom will be kept off, they only BELIEVE it
will!

Not that all ray voices are lies, but what does
an official who may not even speak of this “super
secret” officially, know of the ¢rutk of such secret
work. Are our leaders believing these secret voices
while young Americans are condemned to mad-
houses for asserting they have heard the same kind
of voices—and that the voices lie and torment—
are not even sane in many instances!

The Shaver mystery IS important. Watck what
officialdotn does with it, how they ignore and yet
humor us in our wild assertions, wonder why they
think they can ignore anything so vital to our
safety. Are we betrayed by official stupidity to
the control of a secret ruling clique without the
mental ability or the necessary good intent to pro-
tect us from horrors as radioactive sand from the
planes of rival nations? Watch what becomes of
Palmer and -Shaver and all connected with this
sensational exposé of unseen secret policies and
forces of our national life. It will tell you much,
warn you of vitally important dangers. What be-
comes of u¢ in the future will tell you whether
these secret powers in the deep rocks of Mother
Earth are our friends or our enemies—whether it
is their policy of death to all who speak of them—
or whether they want to be our friends, to help
our race develop. It will tell you if the secret
ray-groups of Earth are our friends or our enemies
if this attempt to bring the ancient secret out in
the open fails or not. And if we die in some ac-
cident, remember it was NOT an “accident.” Re-
member to leave this nation to its evil secrets—
and go where a man can speak of such thinge
openly—to Stockholm or to the Arctic where few
rays live in the caverns underneath. For -this
secret of ray is an EVIL secret, the greatest use of
those rays is medical—to deprive the surface peo-
ple of these beneficial rays and surgical techniques
is an evil monopoly of vitally important health
methods. As for the pleastffé-rays, they are not
necessarily demoralizing, but they ARE when in
evil hands. These things must become public
knowledge, those mechanisms must be studied
aopenly by all science !—Author.

Nation, emergency ruler of Lefern, Head of
the Intelligence Division, and once-lovely
official Host at the great Tuon celebrations
of the Love-Season, pushed back her chair.

The disciplined, supple lines of her fig-
ure had relaxed, sagged, the whole lovely
sensuous figure deflated into an ugly sack
of skin hanging in horrible folds upon her
shrinking bones. Some ugly force had
drained the life-matter, the witality and
youth out of her.

With but a vestige of her grace of a week
ago, she rose, felt with a feeble hand for
the desk edge, moved wearily to the broad,
transparent section of the plastic wall.

She looked out at the glittering web-
ways criss-crossing endlessly, empty of life.
At the gigantic evergreens, seeking with her
perishing spirit for some uplift, some vital
strength to come to her out of the loved
pillars of the trees. Her lack-luster eyes
caressed the gigantic fronds and buttressing
roots, the scent and feel of the loved forest.

“At least you will live, great ones. Your
vast life will not be quenched by this evil
dust from the hidden enemy. If only my
ardor to find them had not sent so many
ships on search patrols—the city would
have had protection. But who could have
known she would venture out so soon—so
very soon after such utter defeat? How
could our guard rays have missed her . . .

Even as she spoke with her cracked old
voice to the stillness of the forest, a sudden
thundering crash came from that far-reach-
ing stillness!

Overhead fell the rolling noise of descent
of vast thrashing weight upon and through
the springy barriers of bending limbs.

Down past her startled, dimming eyes
plunged a limb from the sky-challenging
tops, so far overhead the ever-clouds usu-
ally obscured them. .

A hundred feet long and heavy with its
fern-like fronds, down and down—struck
a taut emerald plastic cable with a sound as
of a gloomy God’s hand plucking at a
tragic harp . . . a harp of doom in Oanu’s
ears. The limb was flung up and out and
plunged down again, end over end, into the
muck far below.

Oanu’s eyes welled with the easy tears
of the aged. A week had made an old
woman of her resilient, capable self!

Her tears were occasioned by a swift,
close glimpse of that falling limb. The
green fronds had been leprous with white
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blotches of decay, the wood rotten with
great grey streaks and new, glistening fun-
gous growths. The blight of the sand had
struck even the mighty strength of her be-
loved forest!

Softly her voice, a week ago warm and
full of all the delicious tones of vital
womanhood, now prematurely cracked with
age from the radio-active dust-plague
loosed by the still concealed fugitives of
Hecate’s broken hordes, cursed all the crea-
tures of Hecate’s forces down to the last
will-less evil carcass that had served her
until forever poisoned of all virtue.

As she turned wearily, hopelessly from
the great window, she tightened the belt of
the jeweled harness that once had fitted
snugly, caressing her smooth round hips.

Now it hung, too large and grotesque
upon her in its prismatic beauty. Gaudy
it seemed, accentuating her hideous decay.

CHAPTER I

Reality is what you perceive it to be.
So be you greatly enough aware thy
perceived reality approaches reality.
Otherwise you may NOT dream of
TRUTH!

Elder Writings

UNAWARE of the doom settling even
now over our loved Lefern, Lt. Oltissa,
of Mer; the beautiful Ceulna of the Tuons,
her eyes shining her love and the excite-
ment of her coming marriage to myself;
and myself, Big Jim Steel, Earthman now
accepted into the Tuon nation as a citizen
and warrior, dived into the deep waters of
the Venusian sea.

We spiraled down, pressure near crush-
ing the ship, but within it we were com-
fortable, for these submersible water-filled
spacers of the Mer-people connect only in-
directly with the outer waters. Within, the
pressure automatically adjusts itself to
both air and underwater travel.

We entered the great pressure locks of
the submarine city of Merdepon. From it
we followed Oltissa’s swift-swimming form
clumsily through the water-filled streets of
the city—entered the great laboratory cen-
ter.

Now we walked in air, for here was the
chamber prepared for the last days of
Hecate. Oltissa, Ceulna and I stood once
more before the feared figure of Hecate.

This air-filled chamber, where we took off
our helmets, was deep within one of the
Sea People’s largest and oldest cities, as
well as the capital of their wvast state.
Merdepon, the city, capital of Merdeponal,
the state.

It was a great laboratory, fitted up for
the purpose of getting Hecate’s centuries-
old wisdom from her while the opportunity
offered. The work was necessarily rushed,
for age was sweeping away her strength.
Not for any consideration would she get
another drop of the blood from young lives
needed to keep her alive.

In the center of the room, surrounded by
busy scientists and technicians taking
thought-records and asking detailed ab-
stract questions of her unresisting mind, sat
the mighty Hecate, no longer mighty.

As we approached, a cry of horror was
wrung from me. A pity sprang into my
breast in spite of my loathing for the giant-
ess. Without her blood stolen from doomed
children, age mounted almost visibly
through her body.

Shriveled to a greater cadaverousness
than any mummy ever exhibited, life still
glowed in her yellow eyes, but nowhere else
on her shrinking bones was there much evi-
dence of it. Over her played the extremely
potent beneficial rays of the science of the
mer-people, for it- was not yet time for her
to die. There were still things they might
learn from her long life of delving into the
science of the Elder Race. I knew that
those rays alone held vitality in the body
that had cheated death so long.

The huge bones of the Hecate’s neck,
covered now only by the folds of grey skin
and the shrunken, twisted muscles, moved
slowly as she tried to hide her face from
my eyes. The last gesture of nearly in-
sane vanity in the creature that had been
the powerful and ruthless Hecate was the
last breaking thread that still bound me,
had so bound me to her will with such
strength for so long a time. At last my
mind was free of the compulsion her witch-
arts had put upon me.

“It could have been you and I, Big
Steel,” she murmured, half to herself, for
her mind was fast passing into the mists
of death:. “Lords-of Two Planets, Im-
mortal as the Gods—but luck turned
against me. Still, I have a gift to give you.
It can make you greater than ever I was—
it is a gift of life, and it has not the taint
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that the blood of children gives. ... It is
a forgotten formula and a very strange and
wonderful machine. I have not had time
to study it fully, but I am sure it contains
the secret of life. In this locket is the
micro-map of its location!”

For an instant the mighty spirit that had
driven her through the awful obstacle of
time itself for so many centuries blazed
forth from her yellow eyes.

“I must warn you . . .” Her voice failed,
and for an instant she struggled with weak-
ness. But it was gone, the last iota of
energy, and only a dying gigantic woman
remained, no terrible all-powerful Goddess,
no Kali sweeping over the race of man with
bloodshed and terror and consuming power
—only a loathsome thing that lived on
blood and could not get any. My heart
rejoiced in the release her fall had brought
to me. I took the locket from her fingers,
turned, tucked it into a pocket of my
jeweled harness.

WITH Ceulna on my arm, we left the
dying thing, who gazed after us with
a vacuous, mournful, ludicrous expression.
Ceulna and I were to be married as soon as
we could manage it, were to live in the
beautiful tree-city of Lefern. That vast
city of emerald cable webs hung with pearly
globes suspended from the gigantic trees
of Venus forest was to be our home. We
entered a tiny ship, a two-seater that
Oltissa had arranged to be given us as a
wedding present from the Sea People. It
was a beautiful sample of the Elder work,
and no modern copy; one of the spoils of
Hecate’s fall.

We spiraled upward, the sea water glist-
ening on the stubby wings as we entered
the air, flashed upward into the great cloud
ceiling. Up and up Ceulna sent the pow-
erful, indestructible craft, until we shot out
into the glorious upper air, and the whole
vast white billowing cloud-sea lay below,
transplendent, argent, beautful and pure as
new snow on earth.

Curiously I opened the locket which the
dying vampire had given me as a parting
gift. Inside was a series of tiny micro-film
maps. I got a lens from the map-locker,
pored over the minute, detailed engravings.

It was a map of southern Venus, that
area that lies on the southern hemisphere,
surrounded by the warm steamy areas; far,
far below the hot belt of the equatorial

regions. It was the area covered by the
mysterious Seven Cities, whose kings are
said to be immortal as well as nameless—
and it is a part of Venus which prefers to
isolate itself behind a curtain of non-com-
munication.

Ceulna, as I described the map to her,
became excited by the possibilities of the
thing. Her eyes, with that bright sparkle
of danger, of the love of peril, fixed mine
in a question. I nodded, for who could
resist Ceulna in anything? .

She turned our little flyer in a great curve
above the vast cloud-sea, winged at a
steadily increasing acceleration toward the
equator. The sun was hot here; unshaded
by the cloud layer, the sweat poured off me.
I opened the air shields a hair, let in the
freezing stratosphere air.

Beneath that shining sea of soft-breasted
cloud-mass lay, I knew, vast unknown seas,
and great island continents covered by
primeval untouched jungles. And we had
neglected to give anyone our course in case
of trouble!

At last we dipped down through the cloud
layer, down and out into the cool diffused
light of southern Venus. On the horizon I
marked the tall truncated cone which the
map had given as our first landmark.

Circling this extinct volcano slowly, we
looked for other landmarks to help us
locate the treasure which Hecate had be-
queathed me. It never occurred to Ceulna’s
lovely self nor to my own credulous mind
that the dying Hecate had left me a thing
that would prove a revenge upon me for all
her “wrongs.” To Hecate I was a traitor—
that she had left me a booby trap should
have been evident.

To this day I do not believe that she did
leave me that micro-map for any purpose
but as a reward—that at the last she meant
well by me. But the map led us into more
real peril and mental anguish, more horrify-
ing experience . . . I had an inkling that
it would do so; and that there was danger
in these unknown portions of Venus I knew
from the sparkle in Ceulna’s eyes. But
somehow I think that at the last Hecate
was her best self—wise and well-meaning,
since it cost her nothing so to be. She
could not help it if Ceulna and I walked
into the place like two babes.

We landed the flier in the vast, oddly
shaped valley, surrounded by perpendicular
cliffs of pure basalt. The tree growth,
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which everywhere on Venus assumes unbe-
lievable proportions, had here outdone it-
self both in size and in florid departure from
the earth-norm of plant growth.

The valley was the vast crater of the
ancient volcano which had once long ago
made an inferno of a quarter of this globe.
That time had been tens of thousands of
years, by the looks of the trees that grew
at the foot of the perpendicular cliffs that
were the walls of the crater.

In the center of the valley were many
little lakes, and streams could be glimpsed
occasionally connecting them. But nearly
all details were obscured by the titanic
trees. Some of them were a hundred feet
in girth. Species I had not known existed
anywhere, reared their trunks up and out of
our ken in the mists that capped the great
cliffs.

This was a place apparently touched
neither by the hand of man nor the hand
of time. Everything was new and bright,
hung with soft brilliants of moisture or dew,
the leaves scintillated as though each were
a jeweler’s rare design. Flowers hung in
great festoons from the trees, red and blue
and gorgeous hues without names known
to me. Birds flashed their long-tailed flight
curiously close to Ceulna’s lovely, avid face
—avid for more of this rare and enchanted
spot we had chanced upon by one means of
Hecate’s map.

CEULNA and I saw nothing of human or
animal kind to be afraid of among the
mighty primeval trees. We locked the ship.
Ceulna was armed with a powerful antique
ray pistol, myself was unarmed, and it
somehow did not occur to me that peril
could exist in the peaceful, park-like valley.

Area can fool you from the air, and what
had seemed a diminutive, toylike valley in
which animal life must of necessity be con-
fined to small creatures or goats able to
climb the terrific cliffs surrounding the val-
ley, became, as we walked, a titanic place
of vast extent! I should have realized that
in a location so sealed off from all contact
with the world outside by those cliffs, life
might have evolved into different and even
more dangerous forms, but Ceulna and I
were in a vacuous state of happiness in
which rational thought and care for natural
precautions does not occur.

Like Adam and Eve we walked into the
primeval paradise, laughing and talking

carelessly and happily, following a tiny
drawing on the map which indicated that a
stone temple would be found directly be-
neath a certain projection on the cliff’s side.
The projection, shaped like the great head
of a lion, was directly overhead, and we
were walking around a small hillock which
concealed the place where we were heading.
As we rounded the smooth grassy hips of
the hill, cries came from ahead in a strange
language, cries which meant fear and des-
peration! Unthinking, I leaped ahead of
Ceulna around the hillock to get a better
view of whatever was happening—and
stood for a moment looking down on the
strangest scene ever to strike the eyes of an
Earthman.

A green amphibious man from the
marshes of the shorelands stood at bay, sur-
rounded by a score of frightful figures. His
long sword leaped and glittered in furious
arcs as he fought off his too numerous
attackers.

The green men are a species peculiar to
Venus, produced by the conditions there
from some common ancestor of man. Their
feet are wide and webbed, their skin is
partially scaled, partly smooth, but other-
wise their physique resembles an Earth-
man’s, except that ages of swimming and
wading in the shallow marshy seas of the
shorelands has made their swimming
muscles powerful and their feet wide for
support on the muck. They have no noses
to speak of, but breathe through openings
in the neck, which are both gills and con-
nect with lungs in their chest. Their eyes
are very wide and nearly immobile, and
their head is topped by a spiny crest like
the mermen’s.

His clothes were a few glittering baubles,
for the hot, wet air of Venus makes cloth-
ing superfluous—all Venusians exude con-
tinually a fine moist secretion more copious
than sweat. So does an Earthman sweat
continually and copiously—or he does not
live long. After a time, due to conditions
I do not understand, the heat becomes
quite bearable—it did to me. There are
northern men in the tropics of Earth who
do not mind the heat greatly.

I stood watching the magnificent battle
this splendidly~asuscled savage was making,
somewhat in the attitude of a man watching
a play on the stage. Abruptly several of
the creatures started toward myself, and I
realized with a sensation unpleasant in the
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extreme that I was unarmed against the
worst creatures on Venus. They must be
the worst! Behind me I heard Ceulna
scream at the sight of them. Short piercing
shrieks full of the ultimate sensation of
horror.

Ceulna had a weapon. I had none. Be-
side the tall green amphibian lay four
corpses, his fellows killed by the horrible
. beasts that ringed him. Action resolved
the horror that was freezing me, plunged
me forward between the great black onrush-
ing bodies, crashed my shoulder against one
of them so that I caromed off the weight
like a man off a spring board, and onto the
dead body of a mighty Venusian marsh-
man.

Stooping in my stride, I plucked a great
sword from the dead half-man’s hand, and
spinning on my toes, I placed my back to
the great scaly back of the Venusian, swung
the sword in an arc of glittering movement.
The black, smooth body flowed back easily
from the swing of my blade, but the point
drew a long line of blood from the side.

THE face was a great red mass, some-
thing like the rear end of a mandril,
and about as attractive. The shoulders
were vast and smooth and round, hairless
and horrible, but packed with great rolling
muscles and a capable flowing power that
bespoke coordination equal to a cat’s. The
barrel of the body was neither ape-like nor
man-like, hairless, smooth and wide as a
barn door. There was a reptilian repel-
lance, an alien life in it, and no description
fits the boneless flowing roundness of these
creatures. Snakelike, either composed of
endless vertebrate joints or held erect by
some means that did not need bones and
skeleton, the body flowed down and out in
six great tentacular legs that ended in wide,
soft pads of flesh, bristled and furred like
the feet of a fly.

They were no creature I had ever heard
about on Venus. Back to back, myself and
the stranger whose ally I had inadvert-
ently become, wove our weapons in a steady
flashing pattern of death, lunging desper-
ately, steadily, to let the life from one of
the ring of horror-spawned bodies sur-
rounding us. I panted:

“All right, now, how do we get out of
this?”

The man replied in a slurred, alien
tongue that yet resembled the language of

Lefern’s Amazons enough for me to under-
stand.

“We fight to the death—or we retreat
slowly to some place these creatures cannot
follow. Where is such a place?”

I sank my sword into the place where a
neck ought to be, nearly sprained my wrist
tugging it loose before his falling body tore
it from my grasp, recovered just in time
to thrust the huge weapon to the hilt in
the boneless center of a charging horror.
The red, horribly patterned face opened
its vast gash of a mouth showing a row
of fangs that extended back far enough
to belong to an alligator, and screamed
like a steam whistle with the cord tied
down.

In the silence that followed the death
scream of the creature, I yelled:

“Ceulna, pick off a few of these with
your ray! Get in the ship! Bring it over-
head, blast em! Do something!”

The silence closed down, there was only
the sinister sliding rustle of the great hairy
pads of feet, only my own panting breath
in my ears, only the swift thud of the feet
of the Venusian amphibian behind me as
he danced forward and aside to thrust again
at the practically indestructible belly of a
hairless monster. But no clear reassuring
cry from Ceulna, no throb of motors from
our craft, no darting ray picking off the
terrible red impossible faces snarling beast-
rage at our defense of our lives. No
Ceulna!

I threw a look at the side of the mound
round which we had walked so carefree,
with our laughter preceding us—and where
she had been there was only the glitter
of her fallen ray-pistol on the soft feathery
grass. No Ceulna, and wherever she was,
she had dropped her only weapon!

I boiled with rage, and the slow tide of
bereavement began to rise with its terrible
weakening despair within my breast. Rage, .
despair, sorrow and a realization of the des-
perate need to see what had happened to
my love and to do something about it be-
fore it was too late~—and there was noth-
ing I could do but swing my point-heavy
sword at one of the impossible beasts and
curse as he slid his body out of the arc of
the blade with a cat’s ease—and with less
effort, for his six legs gave him a sphere of
movement of great size without moving a
limb.

With this maddening play of emotions
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within me, and no time to sink to the grass
and indulge the despair that had so sud-
denly become my dominant thought, I
swung and hacked at the huge beasts and
strove to keep from thinking. I took
chances, knowing that it would be easier
for me to die now than to live on without
her. But the green man spoke again:

“If we work slowly backward together,
toward the ancient temple, we can hold
them off in the doorway one at a time,
while _the other rests. They can come at
us only singly between those massive stones.
At nightfall, if we should live so long, they
will give up and go to their nests.”

“I am not much interested; but for your
sake, now that I have fought this long,
I will continue. Lead on, and I will keep
at your back.”

The stranger leaped a good ten feet away
at my words, I darted after him, we fought
thus for some seconds and again he leaped
toward the beasts, driving them back with
great swings of his sword, from which they
retreated roaring. Thus by spurts we
traveled across the feathery grass, under
the vast, smooth-boled trees, drooping their
impossible racemes of bloom above our
-heads, while the tiny scarlet humming
birds buzzed unnoticing.

THAT the park-like peace of the great
green-floored forest should contain
these monstrous parodies of life that had
attacked me was too incongruous. I felt
like a man struggling in a dream.

Within a hundred yards, as we turned
about each other driving back the threaten-
ing fangs, I saw the refuge for which we
headed, an ancient pile of crumbling, mas-
sive stones above a great, dark doorway.
The doorway was carved out of one great
hewn stone, and was six feet at least in
thickness. Standing within the doorway, it
was true, one man could protect himself
from the creatures while the other rested.

So night found us, alternately and wearily
holding off this abysmal creation of the
forests of Venus and sinking into weary
moments of half-oblivion. With the com-
ing of darkness the great soft-footed crea-
tures gave weird cries, and lumbered off
into the gathering shadows.

Still no Ceulna raised the glittering spear
of our craft above the trees’ misty tops or
shot her searchlight seeking for me. I did
not care about anything else. My mind

DONAR

insisted that what I knew must be true
could not be true. She must have been
seized by one of them from behind and
borne off even as she lifted her ray pistol
to help me in my fight.

As the need for exertion went with the
beasts into the night, I sank in exhaustion
beside my strange ally. Exhaustion and
dark despair such as I had never felt closed
about me. For so long, in my servi-
tude to the revolting Hecate in the despi-
cable role I had been powerless to escape,
somewhere in my mind the vision of Ceulna
had remained, giving meaning to life.
Gradually her image had become a kind of
guiding star, a hope of regeneration, a thing
that had become interwoven into every tiny
thread of the fabric of my being. Suddenly
to lose her to such a thing as had overtaken
us in this weird forest, under these beetling
unscalable cliffs, was to lose all reason for
living. I sank to the rotten stone floor of
the ancient temple beside the sprawling
figure of the battle-weary gilled man, and
a blackness welled within me. I hardly
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listened as he began to speak.

“Friend, you have risked your life to save
mine. If ever I can repay you, I will find
a way, my brother!”

I grunted, but was not even interested.
Finally I said:

“In saving you I have lost the light of
my life, Ceulna, my affianced, was with me
when I plunged forward to your rescue.
Now she is gone! Can you repay me such
a loss?”

It was a bitter and cruel thing to say,
but the blackness within me gave me no
other thought to put into words. He sprang
to his feet.

“You mean that to save me you lost your
bride to those beasts! I cannot believe it!”

“It was not my fault. I assure you the
whole action was inadvertent. She was
well armed, but I saw her weapon lying
upon the grass and herself gone. I do not
care what happens now. The hope of her
is all that has kept me alive, and now she
has gone. I have no reason to want to
live now.”

This death desire was not unfamiliar to
me, is familiar only to those who have lost
one they love. It kept me from saying
anything but that, over and over.

“I do not care. I cannot want to
live . . .’

The Venusian lapsed into silence, did not
speak again. He understood that speech
would only add to my pain. Presently he
tugged at my shoulder, and I rose and fol-
lowed him into the blackness of the temple,
his hand on my arm the only reason I
moved. My mind had sunk into a protec-
tive darkness.

After a short walk, he bent, lifted some-
thing, made me follow him down a flight of
stairs. The air was damp and cool and the
passage we followed wound in a spiral down
and down,

“This is a thing never before revealed to
an outlander. This passage leads beneath
the City of Nicosthene.”

“Nicosthene? It sounds familiar.
about it?”

“Nicosthene is the seat of the immortal
kings of the seven cities. The other six
kings rule under the overlorship of the King
of Nicosthene. Alexan,” Phys, Rhylat,
Arsinoe, Delphon, Ekippe are all tributary
to the divine Lord of Nicosthene. I will
take you to him. If anyone can help you,
he can.”

What

“Why should he wish to help me?”

“Because you have saved me from death,
and my life is important to him. I am a
son of the king. He has many sons, but I
am the seventh. As such I will inherit the
rule of one of the seven cities upon his
passage upward. He will be grateful . . .”

“Q7OU are a somebody here?” I laughed.
It was a bitter sound. . “Do you think
anything he can give would help me?”

“I did not mean what you think. I mean
only that he can give permission to search
the sacred valley for your loved one. With-
out it we cannot even go back into the
valley.”

“What were you doing there, if it is not
permitted you?”’

“Once a year the seventh son of the
seventh son must examine the temple and
the valley to make sure that the ancient
treasure is still safe from outlanders or
marauders. Our party was attacked by the
Ungi, which is what the beasts are called.
They are sacred beasts, protected by our
race because they in turn protect the shrine
of the ancient treasure from thieves, from
irreverent spies, and from those who would
use the ancient secret for the pleasure and
power it would bring.”

“What is this ancient treasure, green
one?”

“It were best you call me by name,
stranger of the good heart. That is Donar
Bonitore.”

“My name is Jim. Big Jim Steel, from
Pittsburgh, Pa., and other points. But why
do you dodge the question about the treas-
ure in the temple?”

“It is an ancient treasure of great value.
Even in my gratitude to you I cannot bring
myself to speak of it openly.”

“I wonder if it is the thing we came to
seek. Did you ever hear of the Limping
Mother of Sin? Hecate, the Vampire.”

“That I have, Jim Steel. She it was who
told us of the value of the treasure and to
guard it well.”

“Curious mind, that. Evidently she
wanted you to take care of it till she got
ready to wrest it from you. Certainly she
did not want it badly at the time, or she
would not have left it here. She gave me the
map that lead me to that temple, and told
me there was a treasure there worth any
other a million times over. What can it be?”

“She sent you to your death, Jim Steel.
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No man has ever escaped from that valley.”

“Hecate did, evidently.”

“Hecate came here in force, long, long
ago. She set a fleet down in the valley,
burst open the temple, looked at its treas-
ures, left after bidding us guard it well.”

“Or so you have been told. Is it pos-
sible that at that time she put some of her
own men in secret charge of your govern-
ment, and went away to allay the fears of
the people?”

“That is impossible. My own father rules
Nicosthene!”

“Is there no power greater than your
father?”

“There is only the oracle, which he obeys
upon all important questions.”

“. . . and what is the oracle?”

“The oracle is a strange thing. Itisa
mist that grows upon an altar whenever one
asks the idol of Krampat a question.
Usually the mist speaks, sometimes it only
grows dark with anger, then one knows
something is wrong and asks another
question.”

“Sounds phony to me.”

“I do not understand, ‘phony’.”

“Never mind. Some day you will.”

We had walked now for nearly an hour.
The way had been rising for some time.
At last Donar paused, felt with his hand
upon the smooth stone wall of the passage,
pressed an intricate sequence, and a door
swung open. He stepped through, and I
followed. We were in a similar passage.
Donar walked down this passage, nodding
gravely to two green men we passed, and
walked through an arching doorway of
carved stone. I followed.

E STOOD before a tremendous edi-

fice of stone. I stood gawking up-
ward and around like any country boy
upon his first journey to the city. Nico-
sthene was awe-inspiring! These scaly sav-
ages of the marsh-lands must have had a
terrific past on this planet. When the city
was built, I had no way of knowing. Some
of the vast piles showed many signs of age,
others, smaller in size, seemed of newly
erected material.

Their architecture was weird and alien
to my eyes. I had never seen a city of the
marsh-men before, though Ceulna had de-
scribed them to me; my mind, little used to
the nuances of the Tuon Amazon’s tongue,
had not absorbed her descriptions perfect-

ly. They built in tiers of quarried rock;
each stone must have weighed several tons.
Each tier stood back from the lower by
several feet, providing a walkway around
the building at each floor. The shape was
often octagonal, tower-like, then again was
square and rugged, the tiers low-roefed.
Again, some individualist among their ar-
chitects had selected a more complicated
and irregular shape for the base, a circle at
each end of a square, or a diamond placed
upon a circle for the second floor, and an
octagonal level after that. The whole as-
sumed an appearance like no other city I
had ever seen, not unpleasing, as each
walkway at each level was gardened and
the feathery fronds of the lovely Venusian
ferns lined each path while over and among
the ferns blossomed the brilliant orchidace-
ous floral riot that is a Venusian flower
garden. Along these walks strolled the
people, ungarmented except for their har-
ness and the brilliant baubles blown of
glass which they hung upon the harness,
or the sprays of colored feathers they wore
over their crests, clipped to the spines. It
made a scene extremely impressive, and I
understood the pride upon Donar’s face as
he stood watching me gaze upon his city.

“One day you will rule here, Donar?”

He nodded, but with a sudden sadness at
my words that I did not understand. Some-
how I gathered that the life of a ruler here
was a burden and not a pleasant thing.

I had hung the long sword of the fallen
green man in my own leather harness,
where it dangled, naked and bloody, beside
my long legs. I must have made an in-
congruous sight among the scaled and
crested natives of Nicosthene as we walked
sedately down the broad, flowered avenues
toward a vast tiered palace rising in the
center of the city. It was the only building
upon a circular plan entirely, and the only
building in which the walks wound in a
spiral up the sides. A true tower after the
Babel pattern, it was unique and tremen-
dous among the other buildings.

Suddenly I started back with an excla-
mation of horror. Shuffling toward us was
a tall green man, aged and hideous with the
grey scales of some disease. But what had
horrified and startled me was the realiza-
tion that he wore the long concealing cloak
of scarlet and gold that had marked the
followers of Hecate in the conquered cities,
now freed by the war of the Tuons against
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her hideous rule.

“What does this mean, Donar?”

“That is the revered person of a priest of
the oracle! Why should you look so taken
aback. There is nothing to fear.”

“That’s what you think, brother! I
know better. Turn aside, I do not wish
that one to see me with you.”

CHAPTER I

I sing myself. Iam man. One thing,
man, and no other. Only man-tree,
kin- tree, gen-tree. I am man-thought,

me.
Elder Writings

E TURNED aside as I wished, but

even as we passed from sight of the
approaching red-robed figure, a little voice
laughed within my mind and said:

“Big Steel, we know you. The dying
Hecate did not give you a gift, she sent you
to me for her revenge. Do you remember
me?”

The telepathic ray-voice was extremely
familiar, and my mind swung back through
the years of unbelievable experiences that
had been mine since first I met Ceulna
upon the streets of my home city. Far off
on Earth—in that gloomy city of steel-
making and work and saloons and the night
sky filled with the glare of the furnaces,
on that dismal street of little houses all
alike—that voice had come to me from
Nonur, the evil witch who had been Ceul-
na’s boss before she stowed away on the
ship that bore me to Venus: I had last
seen her with Hecate, fighting the Venusian
Tuon space navy . . . and had never heard
of her again. She had been reported slain
that night.

“So you are here?” I was too experienced
in thought-exchange to betray too many of
my real feelings. That mask I had learned
so well to pull over my thoughts began
immediately its creation of false thought
and a pleasant reaction rose falsely within
me. Carefully my mind recounted how
nicely her gown had fitted her the first
night I had met her, under the crucified
form of a dying girl on a stone cross.

She seemed fooled by my automatic act-
ing, for when she knew me I had been in-
capable of such mental trickery. Flattered,
her mental voice betrayed that she too had
an emotion of pleasure at sight of me.

“It is too bad that I have to kill you,
Jim. But these people are quite as in-
nocent of knowledge of us as Earth’s mil-
lions. I cannot have you talking.”

“What makes you so sure I will talk?”
You know what I came here for!”

“Yes, I know what you came for, and
that Hecate gave it to you. But the treas-
ure has long been in my hands. And what
a treasure it is. I would enjoy showing it
to you before you die. To let you know
what you are missing.”

“Well, why don’t you?”

“I may. I’ll see you later. After I get
through killing Ceulna. She is here with
me.”

“Ceulna!” I called aloud, a gladness and
a desperation ringing in my voice, for I
knew that the mech-ray would carry my
voice to her if she were near Nonur in the
ray-room. I heard her call faintly.

((J’im!”

“Nonur, if you harm her I will kill you
with my bare hands.”

“I saved her life, but not for you. I
have a use for her. I need a force of men.”

I remembered that when I met Ceulna
she had been recruiting for Nonur, men
were unable to resist her appeal. Under
mental ray-control, against her will—a
seductress to death!

Where had been in my heart a dull resig-
nation, now flooded a tide of hopeful re-
solve. I would get even with that black
witch, Nonur, would . . . But how?

DESPAIRINGLY I contemplated
Donar. He did not suspect his city
was really under the domination of the
antique rays, in the hands of some remnant
of Hecate’s power—was as ignorant and
unbelieving, probably, as Earth’s-credulous
humans.

“Does your oracle ever speak to you with
a hidden voice?”

Donar looked at me oddly.

. “How could you know that?”

“Just guessing. I have heard of such
oracles before. Is it a good oracle?”

“It seems to know everything that goes
on. One is very much afraid of its knowl-
edge.”

“‘And your father obeys it implicitly?”

“He must or he would die. But it seems
evil, sometimes.”

“I can imagine I was beginning to
get things into focus here.

‘7)
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“Did you ever hear of the Elder race and
the Elder caverns?”

“I have heard of such things, but talk of
" them is forbidden. They are secrets be-
longing to the priests of the oracle. They
are secrets kept by such priests since our
world was young. I know nothing of the
caverns; they are forbidden.”

“. . . and how long have these priests of
the oracle worn red robes with golden em-
broidery after an Earth pattern?”

“That is not so long. Only since the
time of the mighty Hecate’s visit to us. I
do not know why, but the wearers of the
scarlet robes have become the greatest of
our priests since that time. It is all very
mysterious, one is afraid even to speak of
these things.”

I did not answer. It was all too clear to
me. But why had Hecate given me the
map to the temple if it was already in the
hands of her men? Somehow, in spite of
all her evil, I could not believe that she
meant me ill when she gave the map to me.
It could even be that she thought I would
go there in force with the Tuons and bring
disaster upon Nonur. I would sooner think
that, for there was little love lost between
them.

“I wish I knew for sure if Ceulna were
in Nonur’s hands, or if it is a bit of their
everlasting mimicking of living people after
they are dead.”

“What do you mean?” Donar looked at
me amazed. I remembered suddenly that
he did not even know of Nonur’s dominant
position here as head of the caverns under
Nicosthene. There was no more use trying
to tell him than to try to tell an Earthman
that there were Elder caverns under the
basalt of Earth’s crust. So I passed it
off . ..

“T was musing of something in the past.
Think nothing of it . . .”

We now approached the great tower of
the spiral stairs and began to mount the
endless flight. A steady stream of digni-
taries passed us by and an occasional red
robe as well. These wrinkled and deadly
customers gave me a sinister and amazed
once-over, but none of them spoke. I could
well imagine there was a great deal of
secret confab going on about me. Certain-
ly some of them must have known me
quite as well as had Nonur. And hated
me much more.

The muscular, tall green men padded by

on their wide-webbed feet, favoring us with
many curious glances, but seemed on the
whole an exceptionally polite and well-
behaved people. The furore the advent of
a man as strange to them as myself should
have aroused in other cities was not pres-
ent. But there was a buzz of comment
after our passage that told us we were not
unnoticed.

The ray voice came again in fny mind,
saying:

“You will never leave here alive to bring
the Tuons and the Sea People down upon
us. You will not betray us as you did
Hecate!”

The words did not trouble me so much

as my own thoughts. T asked: “Is Ceulna
with you as Nonur said?”
“Ceulna is dead! Ha, haaaa...” The

voice went off into maniacal, but sinister
laughter. I knew then it was one of the
ray hands whom the de-infection of the
aged mech had driven insane, and that
nothing he said could be relied upon. Yet
I knew it was more likely that she had
been killed by the monstrous creatures in
the crater valley than that she had fallen
into Nonur’s hands. It could well be true
that Nonur was lying. Her kind would
rather tell a lie than the truth as a matter
of principle. “The truth can be used against
you; a lie is never of aid to an enemy.”
Besides all men are enemies of such as
Nonur, and only used by ray-control or
other force. But what could she want of
me? In my case I saw that she intended
to use Ceulna as a means of controlling me,
so had said she lived and was in her hands.
But if she were? I writhed at the thought.
She were better off dead.
I passed off the puzzle with a shrug, for
there is no knowing what may be in such
eculiar heads as Nonur’s, for they do not
think in any normal pattern.

WE ENTERED a great chamber on
the third level, and passed up an
aisle in a church-like silence of rustling and
peering eyes and softened breathing. At
the end of the aisle on a-raised platform sat
an elderly green man, his scaled skin old
and rough, his crest pale and drooping. He
bent to peer at us through large square
spectacles, which he adjusted with his
webbed hands. About him stood many of
the brawny, near-naked marsh-men, nobles
by the gaudy trappings and great jewels
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that flashed in their harness, and by the
pride in their high-held heads. I looked
back at them as curiously as they looked
at me but my hands are horny with toil,
and my soul is seared with degrading ex-
periences so that I feel little ‘of that emo-
tion called pride. The old man spoke to
Donar:

“My son, where are your comrades of
the sacred inspection of the relics of an-
tiquity? Where is your guard of honor?
And who is this stranger with the bloody
and careless sword hung at his side?
Naked steel in this room is a dishonor!”

“O sire, disaster overtook our expedition
to the shrine of the valley. We could not
do our duty, too many of the Ungu set
upon us. We should have waited for dark-
ness, but pride in our ability and strength
proved our undoing. My comrades were
slain, As the fight with the beasts contin-
ued, I should have been killed myself had
not this man leaped from nowhere and
seized a sword from a dead hand to aid me.
I can never repay him, for I owe him my
life.”

The old man looked at me curiously.

“What were you doing in the sacred
valley, stranger?”’

“T came because of a map given me by
a dying friend.” I did not tell him that
the ‘friend’ was Hecate, the undying vam-
pire who had plagued the planet for so
many centuries.

“The map was a map to the sacred an-
cient shrine in the valley of the Ungi.”
Donar said, looking at his father oddly.

The old man pondered. “How your
friend came by such a map is a curious
matter. We have little traffic with the
northern hemisphere. Your trappings are
of the Tuon pattern. I did not know the
Amazons allowed their males the freedom
of such expeditions.”

There was a faint sneer on the old man’s
face as he said this, and I colored angrily.
The males of the Amazons’ cities are al-
ways held in contempt on Venus among
peoples whose males are dominant. I could
not take his innuendo.

“I am no Tuon, though I was near mar-
ried to one when this happened to me. It
is a favor I would like to ask of your
reverence in return for the life of your son.
My affianced is lost in that valley. Even
as I sprang to aid your son, she must have
been seized by the Ungi. I would request

aid to hunt for her if she yet lives.”

“No man can live in that valley alone
and certainly no woman.”

“‘She is no ordinary woman. She is of
Tuon blood, and an important personage
in Lefern.,”

“If we could help you we would, but it
is a useless task you set us. No one can
stay alive in that valley. These headstrong
youths plunged into the valley in their
pride, but it is a thing no one but the fool-
hardy would do in broad daylight. It is
little safer after dark, when the Ungi bed
down in their lairs. For then the great cats
come out to prowl. There is no hope for
her, but I will send trained hunters to look
for her. That is all I can do. I wish we
might do more.”

I bowed my head, and following Donar’s
example, backed away from the “presence”.
He was a quite ordinary old man, after all,
and not too difficult. I glanced at Donar.
As a seventh son, he was supposed to be a
somebody, but no one was paying him
much attention. It was not a very impres-
sive court.

DONAR conducted me to a sleeping
room, bade me goodbye for a few
hours. We were to rise at midnight and
accompany the hunters to the valley to
search for signs of Ceulna.

I dropped upon the broad sleeping plat-
form, covered withe skins and silken robes.
I had hardly closed my eyes when I felt a
rough hand shake me awake. I tried to
put up a hand to help myself erect, only to
find that both my hands and my legs were
bound.

¢ . . and keep your mouth shut, too,
or you get a club over the head. On second
thought, I'd better gag you. These marsh-
men have big muscles.”

The voice was one not unknown to me,
but I could not immediately place her.
Then I remembered . . . Enora, Hecate’s
aide on Venus. I looked at her despair-
ingly as she adjusted a gag roughly in my
mouth. Her huge, $quare, unlovely figure
bulked large beside me. I remembered the
terrible strength that the ancient beneficials
had built within her through the centuries
she had served Hecate. Evidently she had
been sent here to Nicosthene to organize
the seven cities for Hecate’s purpose at the
time Hecate was defeated and pursued
through space to her eventual capture on
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Earth. Evidently the Sea People and the
Tuon Intelligence had overlooked these
branches of Hecate’s organization in their
purging of all things that had felt the evil
influence of the Blood-Users. Enora read
my thoughts, laughing grimly.

“Yes, Big Steel, there is no Hecate to
protect you here. And we of the Old Order
are not taking any chances with you. You
are going to the caverns which are for-
bidden to these fools, the marsh-men, and
there you will die as quickly as I have
pumped your head of all that may be of
value to us.”

I groaned. Strong hands raised me to

shoulders, I was borne off into the darkened
passage, and then through a wall panel that
clicked behind me, and down. Every step
downward deepened the despair that had
again become myself. What was the use?
Hecate was dead, but the evil wisdom of
the vampire methods of immortality she
had evolved lived on in her followers.
Would Venus and Earth ever be free of
them? Would centuries pass and heca-
tombs of children be drained of their blood
before men flung them off forever?
" If they were running this city in secret
as they did many another city on earth,
before the Sea People wiped them out, just
who was going to intervene in my behalf?
I knew I had no chance. As soon as Enora
got through pumping my info on Tuon
activities out of me, I was through living.
That gave me about two days to live, at
the longest.

We were going rather slowly down long
flights of steps, built between the walls of
the tower of the ruler, when a noise of
racing steps behind me made the blood
surge through me in a flood of hope. A cry
rang through the darkness. ‘

“Steel, Jim Steel!”

The light of torches rushed nearer above
us on the stairs.

Enora yelled, in the backward idiom of
ray-talk.

“Flap your feet, or taste steel, you ras-
cals,” and in the light of the approaching
torches I saw that my bearers were the
huge duck-footed men of the hot belt of
Venus. The most formidable of the races of
Venus physically, they are yet dull of mind,
with small eyes and flat heads. Their feet
are tremendous; the spreading web-feet of
the green men mere lily pads by compari-
son. Evidently Enora had imported them

for the hard labor of her secret clique under
Nicosthene. However, fine feet they were
for walking on the mud of the hot swamps
of their home land, they were not the
thing for sprinting down stairs and along
stone passages. The pursuing men of
Donar rushed rapidly closer and closer, at
last Enora, now far ahead of us on flight,
decided that the safest thing for herself,
who was no speedster, being built more on
the lines of a ray-tank, was to abandon
myself until a more opportune time. She
called to the huge obedient blacks to drop
me, which they did literally, depositing me
in a heap on my head. As they made off,
their huge feet flopped on the floor like
wet cement sacks.

DONAR rushed up, severing the ropes
about my wrists and ankles with a
most carelessly slicing blade. I pulled my-
self erect painfully, but in the slight pause
Enora had evidently entered another secret
passage of which Donar was not as cogni-
zant as he had been of the one on the
upper floors of the tower. I cursed volubly.

“We have got to find her. We’'ll never
get another chance like this one to kill her.”

A ray voice in my mind said: “I’ll say
you won’t. Nor would you have had this
chance if a watcher had not fallen asleep.”

Hearing that, I knew that further pur-
suit of Enora was worse than useless, since
the ray could fire upon us if it wished. We
went back to the doorway through which
we had entered the passage, and there
Donar bade me meet his friends the
hunters.2

2 The keeping of the ancient secret enjoins cer-
tain procedures. For instance a man cannot be
killed with a penetrative ray very frequently or
the use and the nature of the weapon would be-
come apparent to all, rather than a “mystery.”

That is why Enora had to kidnap, or use a
knife upon Steel, because to use the ray would
give away their presence to the surface dwellers of
Nicosthene.

The same problems are constantly before the
ray-people of Earth caverns. Endless dodges and
subterfuges have become habitual through time-
worn usage: when they want a man killed, a sur-
face assassin is employed, since the death by ray
would expose the penetrative ray weapon. When
they want a man to do something, they use un-
noticed mental control and suggestion, as out-and-
out contact with his mind in open telepathic com-
munication would expose the nature of their
power and equipment. Similarly, the trickery

(Continued on next page)
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He also questioned me about what had
occurred.

“It is unthinkable that this should have
happened to a guest of the Rulers. I can-
not imagine who did it! Or why?”

“It was the people behind your blessed
oracle, you innocent dupe! Your father is
not the ruler, the oracle is boss! They sent
an agent to kill me before I told you. But
they made the mistake of not finding out
that you were coming at the same hour to
wake me for the hunt in the Valley of the
Ungi.”

“What you say is sacrilege! It cannot
be. The oracle is as old as my people.
How could it be people? It is an invisible
God!”

“Why have all Gods been invisible,
Donar? You don’t know, but I will tell
you! Because they do not exist! They
are always mummery carried out to dupe
people into paying something for nothing.
The ancient racket that was your religion
has been taken over recently by a new
bunch of racketeers. How could you be
expected to know it?”

“What you say is incredible to me, I
would rather you did not say it. You are
insulting my most sacred beliefs. It is a
sacred thing, the oracle. You must not
mention it again, or it will be my duty to
get angry. And that would be small pay-
ment for saving my life.”

“You said yourself that it did not always
seem good, what it bade your father do.
Why then do you object when I tell you
it was the people behind your oracle who
just tried to make way with me?”

“I do not know, my friend. It only
pains me to carry on this conversation. Let
us discontinue it.”

“I would, except for the fact that the
delusion you entertain about the oracle will
be the cause of my death. If you did not
believe as you do, it would not be necessary
for them to kill me, for so many people
would know about it that one more would
not matter. Promise me one thing, Donar!”

“Anything I can do for you I will do.
It is my duty!”

which keeps the secret for them is intricate, habit-
ual, and endlessly involved in taboos. “Know-
ing,” for endless centuries, has been equivalent to
a death sentence for a surface man.

This is why Steel knew it was useless to pursue
Enora, for the ray would kill him, but would not
unless it must to save her.—Author.

“All right. Promise me that if I am
killed by these people, that you will send a
man to the Tuon city of Lefern telling
them of my death and who I think did it.
That I think it is the followers of Hecate
hiding here behind an ancient religious
front. If the first messenger is killed, send
another and another until you are success-
ful, or are killed yourself.”

“I will do as you ask, though you are
wrong.”

“When the Tuons come seeking me,
promise me that you will see that they are
told of whom I think killed me.”

“They would not dare such an attempt
twice.”

“That’s what you think, brother. They
will dare, and soon.”

If T had only known how soon, I would
have sat down on the floor to take thought
on how to summon some of the power of
my adopted people, the Tuons, and their
allies the Sea People. But I put it off till
after the hunt for Ceulna in the valley of
the monstrous trees and the hideous and
likewise monstrous Ungi beasts.

THERE were twenty of the tall green
marsh-men. These were a different
stamp than the city dwellers of his race I
had seen heretofore. They were men of the
swamps and forests that the Ruler had
summoned to aid me in finding my affi-
anced. They were hunters used to combat
with the wild life of the Venusian jungles,
so much more dense and riotous than the
worst jungles of Earth. On their faces was
a grim knowledge won by hard trails in
their everyday pursuit of the furs and the
meat that form so large a part of the trade
in Venusian cities. They were lean and
hard and scarred, and they wore their weap-
ons with an air no city fop ever achieved.
On their backs hung the wicked Venusian
crossbow and a quiver of the short explo-
sive bolts that were the ammunition for the
crossbow. At their sides from their plain,
unjeweled leather harness hung heavy
curve-bladed swords, a different weapon
than the straight long-sword worn by the
soldiery of Nicosthene. In addition they
carried a wicked bladed short-handled
stabbing spear, the head as long as an arm
and wide as a shovel. They looked efficient
and smart, and their grim, capable appear-
ance gave me a better hope for success. If
by some chance Ceulna lived in that ter-
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rific primeval forest that was the crater of
the mountain upon the outer side of which
Nicosthene had been built, these were men
who could find her.

Donarled us at a dog-trot back along the
tunnel by which we had come so short a
time ago, and we emerged from the ancient
stone gate of the crumbling sacred temple.
Night lay among the mighty trees whose
sight always gives one a feeling of impo-
tence, of puny insufficiency, of an awe of
the awful growth power that erects these
vast spires toward heaven. Up and up
they towered, vast columns of darkness into
the night, breathing and rustling their own
knowledge of our presence. Softly the feet
of the hunters went on ahead of us out into
that night, under those trees that are so
much more than trees, trees which many
classes and bribes of Venusian men still
worship as did the Druids of old, and as
the blacks of Africa still worship. One
can feel that they are right, for there is a
majesty in such an assemblage of life form,
standing forever side by side and surviving
the endless centuries while man perishes
and scrambles and passes on beneath their
branches.

Donar and I brought up the rear now,
for we were in truth but excess baggage.
These men knew what to do. Several of
them followed my and Donar’s scent to the
place of battle, where lay now stripped
skeletons of the huge Ungi we had left
bleeding corpses. Tracks of many kinds
had packed the soil about the skeletons.
Huge carnivores and scavengers of Ven-
usian animal life had fought here over the
meat.

The leaders of the hunters held on leash
small, wiry “tidlars,” a kind of dog-size ani-
mal that is half reptile, nearly blind, with
a fluffy growth of feathers and a scaled tail
and legs. These seem possessed of a su-
perior sense of smell. They passed uner-
ringly across the scene of death and on to
the place on the grass where I had left
Ceulna. Her pistol still glittered on the
grass. The tidlars made a great fuss over
it, for it had her scent—which they had
been given from her scarf which I had
tucked in my belt pouch. Then they went
on, silent again. Their eerie hunting was
strictly silent, except when excited, as by
the find of the pistol, when they give vent
to a slight cry something like a great cat-
bird might emit. A meeowr, over and over,

and a leaping up and down and around like
hounds about to be fed told us that they
were at another find and I raced ahead to
see what it might be. I found only a crater
in the earth, and about it the fragments of
metal and drive gear that told me our plane
had been blown up.

Back along our trail the tidlars went,
still straining madly at their leashes, and
after them the hunters, some with their
crossbows in their hands, bolt in the cradle,
watching overhead and behind, their heads
never still, but darting around on their
supple necks in a way no Earthman could
imitate.

The trail led back the way we had come
for a space, then turned away toward the
cliffs. Here the tidlars followed straight
along the base of the mighty cliff for min-
utes, but suddenly turned in to the cliff and
stopped, whining and sniffing and giving
their weird meeowr over and over. The
hunters stood waiting for us, evidently
baffled. I ran forward.

“What does it mean? What have they
found?”

The leader looked at me sadly.

“It means your woman has taken wings
and we cannot follow a trail into the sky.
Either they walked up the wall of the cliff,
or flew away. Here the trail ends.”

“Cast about, look. It cannot just end
like that.”

“It cannot, but it does. I think she must
have been taken into another airship or
borne up the cliff by the Ungi, or . . .”

I was looking at the side of the cliff
where the little hunting animals were doing
a mad dance against the rock in their
eagerness to follow a trail that evidently
went into the cliff, right into solid rock.
Something clicked in my brain, and I said
to Donar:

“She could have been carried into a hid-
den door in that cliff side. Let us look
where the tidlars leap.”

POKING and prying with their strong
spear hafts, the hunters shortly un-
covered the cracks around the place where
the tidlars insisted the trail led. These
jointings of the door had been hidden with
cleverly twined vines and moss. To get the
door open after we found it was another
thing. We pryed at it with the heavy stab-
bing spears, but presently, perhaps because
we had accidentally touched some hidden
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spring, it swung open of itself, pivoting -

ponderously outward and revealing a dark
and forbidding opening. I plunged in first,
but after me poured the hunters with the
tidlars straining at their leashes. As the
last of our party entered, the great door
swung ponderously shut behind us and
somewhere a soft and evil titter told me
that the door had not been closed by us.
No one but myself heard this evil laugh
triumphing as we entered, it seemed, and
I laid it to nerves.

The tidlars led us through a maze of
cross-passages. Our torches revealed only
that the doors and openings we passed were
so numerous that we would never find our
way out if anything happened to the little
beasts who led us. Even as I realized that
we were not even marking the trail as a
good cavern explorer would, and opened
my mouth to call a halt and discuss exactly
what we were going to do about getting
out . . . it happened!

One by one the torches of the hunters
flickered, lowered, died into darkness. I
stood with hand upraised, about to shout,
and found myself standing in utter dark-
ness. Astounded by the weirdness of the
thing, I stood for a moment in awe, but
the screams of the little animals began to
rend the dark about our ears. Something
was happening to them, and the darkness
made it impossible to say what might be
happening. Even as the torches had weird-
ly guttered out in our hands for no reason,
so did the screams of the dying little hunt-
ing animals lower, rattle and die out in
death. They had trailed their last quarry,
I knew without hearing it from anyone’s
lips. I had a pretty good idea of what was
happening, too, but I hated to face the
knowledge in my mind.

Through the darkness now came that
evil titter, but louder and louder, higher
and higher in pitch, more and more mad in
quality. Over the maddening unseen cachi-
nation of sound I called:

“Join hands, then whatever attacks us
will have to overcome us all. Together we
are safer than if we allow the darkness to
separate us.”

I tried to fill my voice with confidence,
but I had little of it in truth. I was a man
who had too often been overcome by the
sort of power I knew must be alive in these
ancient warrens under the cliffs of Nico-
sthene.

Even as I tried to bring the men together
in a compact group so that we would
not become separated, some great body
plunged upon us in the dark, snarling and
ripping the life out of a victim. The side
of the unseen beast struck me, hurled me
half a dozen steps to the side. As I stood,
irresolute, listening to the sound of my
marsh-men friends struggling with some
destroying beast they could not even see.
A sharp clang came from just before me,
and as I put out my hands toward the
sound, I felt a cold roundness, a familiar
feel. Nothing but iron bars can feel like
that in the dark. A grating had been
dropped between myself and my marsh-
men. We were all in the hands of Nonur,
I knew surely, now.

CHAPTER 11l

Out of the night,
Blind in the light,
Came the maid of all heart’s desire.
Unnamed, unspeaking, her.
White of her skin,
The dreams brushed in her hair,
Bright with stars, or fire.
“The Nameéless Maid”
Old Venusian Ballad

ONUR'’S voice laughed in my brain,

“Infrared, Mr. Steel. One can see

quite well in the dark with it, and the

penetray. These caverns will be your
tomb.”

“I'm not dead yet, Nonur.” 1 grated.

“No, but your manner of dying will be
entertaining. There is no hurry, you can
not escape me now.”

“You sound like a melodrama. Why
don’t you brush up, be a modern demoniac.
You're old-fashioned. But of course, a
woman of your extreme age . . .” I
chuckled. It always gave me pleasure to
speak of age to these blood-sacks. It was
to them a horrible thing with which they
struggled continuously, using ever more
and more transfusions. Some of them had
in their arms little silver tubes into the
veins, every night to which were hooked
the tubes which removed their own blood as
the young blood of a child was pumped in.
But in spite of all their struggles, in spite
of their refusal of all food but the blood of
the young, age made itself felt, marked
their faces and bodies until they became so
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hideous that they hid from the sight of all
men. Nonur was vain, and the gradual
decay of her beauty was, I knew, her one
and only concern. The centuries left their
marks in other ways, too. They spoke as
our grandmothers spoke, used idioms and
ways of the past, and the incongruity of
this old-fashioned behavior made them
laughable in the eyes of a modern man.
Laughable, if one could forget for a minute
their hideous, evil nature. That vampirism
was not only done on Venus, but was in
truth a practiced, customary pursuit of
secret cliques on Earth, the worst truth I
ever unearthed and had to face. Such
things are almost impossible for the mind
to accept, even when they stare you in the
face in the person of a vampire who had
survived a dozen centuries, as had Hecate
and some of her followers.

The base foul grossness of Nonur’s de-
generate being flamed now in a succession
of curses which delighted me. It is not
often one gets a chance to hurt the feelings
of a monster as callous as her.

“You cannot escape age or the conse-
quences of your foul and evil life. Nonur,
why not give up and die now, before all the
things that will happen to you at the hands
of the Tuons come to pass. Ceulna
and I gave them our destination when we
left on this jaunt. They will be here for
us, it is time now. We intended to stay but
two days.”

“If that were true, you would not tell
me, Steel. You will die in my arena, strug-
gling against the worst forms of life on this
planet. And every time you kill one beast,
you will be sorry, because it only means
you face worse the next time. You will
die many deaths before you die. I intend
to help you win, so that at the end I can
take your broken body and complete your
torments in ways you know about. You
know what you face, Steel. Try and die
before I let you, that is all!”

I felt the soft sweep of her invisible ray,
a sound like no other, like the sweep of a
distant broom cutting air. Always the
sweep of those rays through the air re-
minded me of the ancient witches riding
their brooms—and they make a sound
somewhat like a sweeping broom, or like a
sword whistling through the air. I knew
she was gone, that I was alone again.

As T stood there in the dark, more lonely
perhaps than I have ever been before in my

life, I was sure there was no hope for any-
thing for me, ever. The despair that had
consumed me upon the first loss of Ceulna
swept over me again, and I sank to the
floor. Great sobs—mingled sorrow and rage
shook me. I ground my teeth and beat the
floor with my fistss. A man does such
things in the dark when there is no one to
see.

A soft hand touched my bare arm, and
a still softer voice said:

“Come, friend. Nonur is not watching.
She has fallen asleep. Do not ask ques-
tions. Come, quickly, with me.”

I knew there was nothing to be gained by
refusing, and perhaps everything to gain
by doing as the voice asked. I rose, fol-
lowed the soft touch on my arm. The
creature seemed to have eyes suited to the
dark. She, or he, or it moved with a swift-
ness my feet stumbled to match.

Doors slid aside before us, metal gratings
lifted clinking in their slots as we passed.
She knew her labyrinth, and moved
through the dark as a blind man through
his home. Presently a faint glow began to
grow ahead in the round boring we trav-
eled. As soon as it grew stronger I paused
to look at my companion. A faint whistle
escaped me as I took in the tall, slender
whiteness of her, the delicate features, the
floating hair, the infinitely sensitive being
clothed with flesh that floated on slim bare
feet beside me. Her eyes turned toward
me at the sound, but the eyes were pale and
strangely blank. For a long moment I did
not understand, and then a strange pathos,
a feeling that one feels when a small puppy
is run over, or a kitten falls from a roof,
ran over me. She was blind!

HER slender body was clothed in one
long, flowing garment of pure white;
a thin, glistening fabric. I knew it was of
the Elder weave, for no modern mortal ever
achieved the fine delicacy with modern
coarse threads that the Elder race put into
such intimate garments. Through the
fabric her maiden’s body glowed and
moved with an utter sureness, a confidence
in itself such as only the noblest of the race
of men ever achieve. She was all spirit
and grace and the slender, delicate, utter
essence of beauty, and she was . . . blind!
My voice sounded to me like a profaning
of life’s best and most sacred as I said:
“Who and what are you? 1 do not
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understand!”

The strength and masculine coarse tones
of my voice just did not harmonize in my
mind with her in any way—I was the
beast walking beside beauty and trying to
be nonchalant. My big, hairy arm upon
which her hand rested as snow rests on
block rocks, was somehow filled with a
coarser kind of life than vibrated in her
body.

“Long ago, before Hecate came and
placed her minions over us, we ruled the
caverns under the Seven Cities of the
South. My mother was the oracle of
Nicosthene, and tradition had made the
Oracle the prime mover of all things in the
Seven Cities of the marsh-men. We are
not their kind of people. We held aloof
from the great, strong, scaled green men,
and when Hecate came, there were not
enough of us to hold her off. We died, or
were enslaved. You know of Hecate?”

“Yes, little angel, I know much too much
of Hecate. Thank God she is dead.”

“We kept the caverns and the ancient
sciences secret from the marsh-men, which
was an evil, but we tried to make it up by
keeping their life clean of trouble, by giv-
ing them safety and good government
through the oracles which their Kings obey.
In some ways it was good. But now they
are all in the hands of the Limping Hag’s
men, have been since I was a child.”

“Where does all that leave myself? And
yourself? What are you meaning to do
now with me?” ’

“We have gradually worked up a little
resistance to the evil rule of Nonur, whom
the Hag left in charge here. I am taking
you to our own forces, the people of the
secret caverns, to show you what might
have been, to ask you to help us, and to

save you from the cursed vampire. I heard -

her curse and revile you—that is how I
knew you were not evil!”

“That is the best way of knowing, little
spirit-of-light-in-the-darkness. What is
your name. I cannot call you angel all the
time, or should I? Certainly it fits.”

“QOur people do not have names. It is a
custom we do not happen to have devel-
oped. When you think of me, I will hear
you. We do not even speak, except to the
marsh-men, and to strangers like you.”

I looked at her, wondering if she were
not lying. Her delicate cheek flushed a
deep crimson as I mentally called her a

liar. She said:

“We do not have the custom of lying,
either. But you are a stranger with much
to learn. I forgive you.”

A people as naturally telepathic as that
would not need names or lies. They would
know each other without names, and they
would not be able to lie for the lie would
be read in their minds. Perhaps she was
telling me the truth.

“Our race has been blind for ages. Na-
ture has made other senses take the place
of sight with us.

I thought she was taking me to a place
of safety, and I guess she meant to, well
enough, though where that could be if
Nonur was ray-boss here I could not figure.
The whole set-up was strange to me, and
as a file of the great-bodied black duck-
footed men swung suddenly into the cor-
ridor ahead of us, bearing down on us from
side opening or passage—the girl put her
hand to her mouth in sudden fear and
hesitation. One of the blacks, about to
pass us by unnoticing, suddenly turned to
his fellow, asking:

“Is this not the one whom Enora had us
bear into the passage, and whom we had to
leave behind?”

HIS comrade stopped, peered into my
face, then turned to the girl beside
me.

“What does this mean? This man is
meant to die, should be in chains! How
come you to be with him?”

“Enora’s plans have been changed. He
is my prisoner. I take him to the place of
the Master for examination.”

“Your master is not our master. This
man belongs to Enora, and she is our
master.”

I could not understand the politics of the
discussion, but I knew very well I preferred
the little girl as a jailer to the large-bodied
Enora and her blacks or the evil Nonur.
The blacks, about a dozen in number, had
bunched up in a group, stood dully behind
their leader who had stopped to interrogate
the blind girl. I whipped out the long
sword with which Donar had equipped me,
and let him have it in the side. The huge
blade sank into his flesh even deeper-than
I intended, for I am no swordsman. As I
tugged at the blade, stuck in the tough
black sinews, I screeched at the girl:

“Run, I'll be right behind you.”
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The other huge-thewed blacks, dull
witted and slow, but terrible in the strength
that is in them,; were tugging at their own
swords, were spreading out to surround me.
I freed the blade, leaped to one side to
draw them into movement that would leave
me room for flight. One great black arm
swung a sword at my head, I parried it
clumsily, used the sweep of the parry to
carry the blade into the muscles of his arm.
He dropped the sword, tugged at a dagger
in his belt with the other hand. I shoved
him into his mate, sped past and legged it
after the vague white form that had obeyed
my command to flee. Fast as I could run,
she was faster, drew steadily away from
me.

“Angel . . .” T shouted. “Don’t leave
me. I don’t know what to do next.”

Behind me pounded the flopping wide
feet of the blacks, a horror sound in the
half-dark of this passage, lit by a faint
glowing tube that ran its length along the
top of the round ceiling. Ahead flitted the
graceful form of my strange blind little
friend; on and on went the chase. Grad-
ually we left the heavy-footed, flat-headed
black men of the southlands behind. The
little blind delicacy ahead stopped by an
opening in the passage, waited till I came
up beside her. Her face was accusing as
she stood there, not looking at me with
those pale blank eyes, but sensing me with
her mind. I could almost hear her thought.

“Great coarse creature, must you kill? Is
there never any other way?”

“I cannot help it if I cannot see another
way to deal with those who would kill me.”

She sniffed, and said in her still, little
voice like far-off whispering:

“You did not say you could speak with
your mind, or hear the mind. It would have
made things easier if you had told me.”

“I never read a mind without telaug
apparatus before. I do not understand why
I should now. It must be the excitement.”

“I see. Come, we go down here.”

She stopped and pressed a stone set in
the solid rock of the floor as if to fill some
hole left by removal of a cable or pipe.
A great slab of the floor pivoted slowly, and
we went down a flight of steps, the stone
swinging back behind us.

“They will not know where we went.
They do not know the caverns, are really
strangers imported here by Enora because
they are tractable, and easily deluded into

serving for nothing. They receive no pay,
but certain of the cavern mech is used to
entertain them. You know . . .?”

“I know how such things are done. Yes.
I was a slave of Hecate’s for years, and, too,
I have worked for the Tuon intelligence.
Can’t you read me?”

“I have not had time. Sometime I will.
It will be necessary, if you have been of the
order that served the dead Hecate.”

“I am quite willing, little white spirit.
Now, lead on. I want to know where I
stand, and get out of here. I must seek
my bride, Ceulna!”

THE girl’s face fell. Being blind, she
did not know, perhaps, that her emo-
tions were readable by her facial expression.

“So you have a mate?”

“I had, two days ago when I landed in
the valley of the Sacred Temple. Now,
I do not know if she is in the hands of
Nonur, or if the Ungi have long cleaned
her bones.”

“But you want to know. Perhaps you
shall. It depends on the master.”

“Just who and what is the master?”

“When Hecate conquered these caverns,
our rulers had certain technical methods
that Hecate wanted for her own. They
could not be learned easily—and she did
not have time to study, being in the midst
of her war with the Tuons. So she set up
a kind of duplicate government. Our rulers
kept their homes and their lives and their
people; but the master-weapons and the
real power she gave to her own, such as
Nonur and Enora, whom you know—
though those two have come here more re-
cently. We of the old race serve our old
masters. It is our right, guaranteed by
Hecate in return for certain teachings. She
never returned to complete her plans here,
and the set-up of dual government she left
has grown steadily more and more shaky
and explosive. That is why there are two
masters and two governments. We may be
able to protect you against these enemies of
yours, but you will be expected to do some-
thing in return. What that may be I do not
know—though you probably do.”

“I should imagine they want an alliance
with the Tuons, mean to send me to arrange
it.”

“That could be. Now. be ready, we
approach the Presence!”

I should have guessed by the appearance
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and strange superior qualities of the blind,
nameless girl that what I was about to see
was nothing to which my mind was ac-
customed. She led me into a room such as
I had never even dreamed existed anywhere
on any planet. The strangest thing about
the room was that it was alive! The walls
were the color of flesh, a soft pink, seeming
to pulse and glow with weird, lovely life
of their own, and the floor gave to the feet
as though one were walking on prone
bodies. I could not even imagine what this
effect meant, though the girl whispered a
strange word to me, it meant nothing. She
said “Dunder!” which only added to my
wonder, and told me nothing at all.

About the room stood or reclined néarly
a hundred people, and the qualities which
had so struck me in the girl were here re-
peated a hundred times over and in some of
them, much stranger qualities were evident.

I could feel their minds reaching for me,
a sensation much the same as a hundred
eyes turning upon me, yet vastly different.
One is more embarrassed by mental nudity
than at any other kind, and here I stood
before these telepaths with my mind naked
and revealed by their combined mental
sight. Asmy face flushed red a slight titter
ran like muffled, brittle glass breaking all
around the chamber, though no lips moved,
and not a head turned toward me. The girl
beside me stamped her foot, and I could
sense her furious mind berating their want
of courtesy.

There was a luxury and a decadence in
that weirdly lovely chamber. Those bodies
were so soft and delicate, these faces too
pale, these hands too unused to labor and
creation. Yet a vital glow of something
very like physical health, much augmented,
permeated the atmosphere; so that inad-
vertently one looked for athletics, for huge
powerful bodies sweating—but these things
were not there, and not the cause of the
sensation. It was the walls, the weird flesh-
like substance coating everything in the
chamber, that gave off this vital aura I
sensed.

Upon a low-raised platform at the end of
the room a youth about the age of the girl
beside me reclined. His face was soft and
undeveloped as the girl’s, his eyes as pale
and unnatural and yet beautiful. There
was little of the male about him, yet a
strange strength was in his face. I could
sense his mind turning toward me, search-

ing me, and I tried to read his, but caught
only a vague dreamlike view of a mind
engaged in a study of the past and engaged
in an insoluble problem, something like
looking into the mind of a chess student.

HE RAISED a hand, and the girl and I
walked toward him. We stood there,
and I knew the girl was talking volubly,
yet no sound was uttered by any one. All
listened in rapt attention, then the youth
spoke.

“Stranger with a name called Steel, we
need you. You have come to a.people who
need you greatly.”

“You can not need me more than I need
you! 1In two days I have lost my young
and lovely bride, and been near death a

half-dozen times. My luck cannot
continue.”
“If it is luck, it camnot. But if I had

your brawn, Steel, I would not call such
things luck. You must be a bit hard to
kill.”

“That may be. But if I know Nonur—
and I think I know her better than perhaps
you do—whatever you are going to do with
me or for me had better be done. She will
not let any silly rules or conventions or
political considerations stand between her
and her desires. If she wants me, she will
come here and get me.”

“She may come, but she will not get
you. We are not powerless here, and we
have a use for you.”

“You want me to get Tuon strength here
to reinforce your own. But that is the very
reason Nonur and Enora wish to kill me,
because I will lead their enemies to them.
What makes you think you can keep them
from killing me? If you want such help,
all you have to do is send for it yourself.
They are very anxipus to wipe out all
remnants of the Limping Mother’s ancient
power!”

“Before the coming of Hecate, we feared
and hated all the savage races of the
northern half of the globe. We wanted to
search your mind to find out about these
people who fight Hecate. Hecate was not
a person easily killed. If we ask the Tuons
here, their power might be so great that we
would find we had got ourself into an
alliance that would devour us.”

“I understand. But if I were you, and
knew what you must know about such
spawn of evil as Nonur and Enora and the
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others of-Hecate’s band, I would not hesi-
tate. Nothing could be worse, and most
certainly not the noble Amazons. Their
ethics and their intentions are the finest I
have found on two worlds.”

Just where this conversation would have
led, I do not know, but what I feared would
happen, did. A great projection of Nonur
spun madly into solidity in the center of the
weird chamber of flesh-like walls, and
standing in the sphere of force beams,
Nonur, with a face of hard anger, gritted
at me:

“You think to escape me, you thing of
Hecate’s! You will not.”

I grinned at her.

“You should not get so angry. When
you screw your face up, all the wrinkles
show.”

She winced at the mention of wrinkles,
a fine net of which were slowly becoming
ineffaceable upon her pink-soft flesh. But
she knew I only taunted her because it
might be my last chance to hurt her before
she went to work on me as I had seen
others worked over in the past. She turned
to the reclining youth who, I had gathered,
was the “Master,” whatever that meant.

“Give me this man, Master of the Name-
less. He has been one of us for many
years, and he has betrayed us to our
enemies. He must die.”

All of which was true enough, yet how
false words can sound when the truth is
very much more.

“I sent my messenger to get this man,
Nonur of the Earth-People, because this
man knows many things I want to learn. I
will give him to you when I finish with
him, if T think he deserves death.”

“You will give him to me now, O little
man who thinks he rules, or I will teach
you now and forever that I am not Hecate,
who could cozen you for the sake of a few
words of wisdom. I will not dicker with
you. Give me this man, or I turn loose my
spayderines® upon you! I am not talking
to hear myself! It is time you learned who
is master here!”

CHAPTER IV

“The lips that taste not water or love, or

food, Hell’s hotter Heart . . . is Nonur,
Queen of Evil . . .

From “Hell’s Queen”

by Tular of Lefern

-
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I HAD no idea these delicate people could

resist the power of this pirate band, even
were they numerous. The pirates were re-
doubtable and able warriors with the
antique ray weapons—there were none bet-
ter on Earth or Venus—and I knew Nonur
would not risk a hair of her head. She was
sure of herself. Whatever condition had
made this slender youth and these delicate
blind people think they were masters in
these caverns, I knew it could not be true.
I did not want to be the one to bring to
head a brawl that I was sure would cast the
lives of most of them. I looked for a mo-
ment at the delicate vibrant beauty of the
blind girl beside me, who must hold in her
head many secrets of the Elder race much
more valuable than my own life, and I
could not bring myself to let my inaction
cause a battle in which she would most
certainly be killed, for I knew the tactics
of such ray-fighters as Nonur. They kill
the best-loved first “because it takes the
heart out of them.” In ray-battles one
knows the minds of everyone the rays
touch, and the many watch-rays hook all
the minds up in one great, sensitive, pain-
wracked mind. Such cruel fighters as
Nonur then pick out the persons who all
the heard minds fear will be hurt and pro-
ceed to kill them first—by reading the gen-
eral mind betrayed by the many watch-
rays of the telaugs. I turned to the solido-
graph projection of Nonur.

“Never mind, Nonur, you can have your
way. Rather than argue about it, I will
give myself up. These people know noth-
ing of me, why bring them into it. I only
followed the girl through the tunnels . . .”

The “reclining youth waved a hand at
Nonur.

“Reading his mind, I see he desires death
anyway. In which case, if you promise me

3 This is an ancient word of the caverns, and
once was the name of an organization which
periodically swept over the earth, killing all who
in any way opposed the ruler of the caverns.
Originally, in the Elder tongue, it was a word for
a kind of police force who examined the people
regularly for “der” and killed those whose Dee
errant minds were too dangerously destructive.
Just as a secret police can be—like the German SS
corps, and similar murderous tools of tyrants—a
completely evil force, so had the word spayderine
come to mean everything evil. It is used even
today to describe cruel bands of murderous ray-
men who travel through the caverns, killing every-
thing that blogks their path.—Author.
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his death will be painless, I give him to you.
Who am I to argue with a man’s own heart.
He wants to die!”

“We will also talk about the Dunder
formula at our next meeting. That question
has dragged on long enough.”

Nonur was mollified, and indeed these
mad cavern creatures such as Nonur are
unpredictable. At one time they are demons
bent on complete destruction of all life, at
another time they will allow almost any
affront to pass unchallenged.

The youth said to her:

“The Dunder formula is ours. If I give
that to you, it will then be another of our
ancient sacred secrets you will request, and
then another, and in the end we will die.
I cannot understand how to make a binding
bargain with what I have to offer.”

“You mean you do not trust me?”
Nonur’s voice was comically incredulous.

The youth looked at her a long time,
trying to search her mind, but a beam such
as she was speaking over conducts thought
only when polarized by an adjustment to
induct the thought of the subject. Nonur
had not made this adjustment. Her mind
was blank.

“I do not wish to insult you, Nonur, but
I don’t trust you fully, in truth.”

I laughed out loud, I could not help it.
To one who knew such as her intimately,
it was a ridiculous conversation. She could
not have been trusted with a dime if a
child’s life depended on it.

The youth looked at me with his blind
eyes, reading me as I laughed. His face
darkened. He sighed in perplexity.

“Give her nothing you can avoid,” I said.
“When she has obtained everything that
she can she will turn and rend you. She
is wholly a viper, a mad destructive mind
of the worst type. Do not believe her in
anything.”

“Yet you are giving her your life?”

“ONLY to avoid the loss of yours, and
your charming sisters.” I had de-
duced their relationship by their resem-
blance. “I do not think you have the
ability or the weapons to battle these people,
or I would be quite willing to allow you to
fight for my life. I think your life is
allowed to continue in order to get informa-
tion from your daily life that could be
obtained in no other way. You should re-
member that Hecate began her career by

stealing secrets from a hidden group of
wise men. The habit is inbuilt in her
organization. You are but a dupe of the
Earth-pirates. Why do you not know it?”

“If what you say is true, it were better
we died fighting, than to go on feeding this
monstrous thing with our wisdom. It is
hard-won knowledge from many centuries
of the past lives of our wise men. They
must not do this!”

“Yes, and those centuries your fore-
fathers were studying and dying, these were
living on the blood of innocents, battening
fatter on vampire food, and looting and
destroying the future of the whole Earth
with their mad lusts. Do you know that
on Earth my people have been deprived
of the knowledge of the Elder caverns,
too?”

“I did not know that!”

“It seems there are many things you
do not know. If you want allies, why don’t
you ask the green men above to aid you.
Donar is a fine Prince, his father is an
honorable man—why do you deprive them
of the knowledge of the caverns?”

“Itis an ancient custom to do so!”

“You are afraid of what they would think
if they learned of your age-old pleasures,
you mean. Do you know how despicable
such an attitude is in truth?”

“It s despicable, isn’t it?”

“Extremely so. You think you are better
than the green men above on the surface,
but the reverse is true! You are a pale,
blind, decadent race, and the green men
could save you but your pride will not allow
them to do so. That is very silly!”

The whole lazily reclining group were
now on their feet, the delicate pallor of
their skin diffused with the red blood of
anger. They looked much more alive that
way.

“It is not the way of the Gods!”

“What Gods? Yourselves?”

“The Gods of the machines. They would
object!” :

“That has the earmarks of a superstition
to me. Whatever you mean, it is not true!”

We had all forgotten Nonur and her
ultimatum and my promise in the heat of
our discussion. Just what we would have
decided or done I never learned, for a file
of Enora’s black, monstrous warriors plod-
ded in on their great, flapping feet and
seized my arms. One pulled my sword
from its scabbard before I realized what
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was happening. There was no sign of re-
sistance from the pale, delicate people of
the “nameless” race, though the girl who
had brought me gave a cry of sorrow and
of indignation as I was led away like a
sheep to the slaughter. Just what they
might have done given time and thought
upon the matter I do not know. I believe
they were a kind of pet people of Hecate’s,
who milked them of wisdom, and nothing
they did showed me different. That age-
old knowledge of the machines and the
thought of the Elder race can be worth end-
less pains to such infinite rascals as Hecate
and her spawn of the caverns.

HE file of warriors, me in the center,

passed now through a section of the
caverns inhabited and bustling with life.
Slaves piled bales of merchandise in great
rooms, frozen meat hung in long rows in
refrigerated chambers—meat that looked,
some of it, very human. I did not know
if these blacks ate human flesh, but it was
quite probable they were learning the taste
for it from their leaders. The demoniac
background, the history of the ancestors of
such as Nonur which I had gathered here
and there in conversations with cavern
people, always included the tradition of
cannibalism, a tradition still alive and a
part of their life. Nonur herself, upon our
first contact long ago in the caverns under
the U. S. city of B...., had shown me
that she was the product of a school of
thought, a way of life wholly evil, which
had made of her an automaton of evil deeds.
Her use of the organ of opposites, of pain
and pleasure, could only have been the
product of an age of evil teaching, for, like
music, such virtuosity does not grow over-
night. That evil did have such an age-old
background, such a host of forebears, such
an infinite history and intense cultivation
of intricate and difficult arts, had been a
revelation to me then. Now, being led by
Enora’s blacks toward the inner sanctum of
what I saw was a large and functioning
organization still, I thought of those evil
arts of Nonur—and wondered if I was to
be on the “other end of the wires,” as the
crucified girl had been that first night in
the caverns.

Wondering again of Ceulna’s fate, I
could not help but feel glad that I would
not have to go on without her. The sooner
death came the better.

The blacks led me to a long series of
barred cells, a jailer received me at a desk,
threw open one of the cells. I was thrust
in, the door locked. The heavy flopping
feet plodded off, a horror-sound of dull
obedience, of slavish lack of self-will—a
sound much too reminding to me of the
hordes of men on Earth plodding to work,
work which supports the evil life of the
caverns all unknown to most of them. The
blacks had no real understanding of the
horrible vampiric life their daily labor and
courage was strengthening.

As I turned from the bars of the door
to look about me I saw that the cell was
not small, but contained a dozen men sit-
ting or lying about in dejected attitudes.
They glanced at me, half curious and half
derisive, but said nothing. On Earth I
would have been the target of a general
interrogation, here it was not good form to
ask a man questions unless needful. If I
had something to say, I would say it, if not,
let me keep my privacy.

The men were of three races, the tall,
green amphibians, the dull, flat headed
blacks, and three of the fierce redskins of
the equatorial belt. These I looked at
curiously, for I had not contacted any of
the race before. I had heard much of their
hot-headed nature, their extreme com-
bativeness bordering on blood-lust, and of
their mental quickness coupled with a
muscular dexterity making them the most
feared warriors of Venus. But my business
on Venus had never led me close to any of
them, though certain of their leaders had
at times interviewed Hecate, I had never
been present to hear what went on.

I asked one of them-—in the jargon that
is used over all Venus between different
races—“Have you ever heard of the Mighty
Hecate?”

ONE of them looked at me contempt-
uously.

“She is called ‘The Mighty Hecate’ only
by the swine who serve her. To me she is
the ‘Limping Hag’ What about her?”

“I was thinking we might have something
in common, We do! We both hate the
Hag’s men.’

He grinned.

“And that is why we are here But how
could one help hating them? You know
what they do with children?”

“I know, only too well.”
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“Can a man like that? No, he must
fight it! If such things prosper in the near
future, it means the end of all mankind
everywhere. They will become the blood
cows for a vile race of ‘superior’ beings,
who will subject us to always greater degra-
dation as their long life makes them better
able to trample us underfoot.”

“That is what I wanted to learn—if you
men understand why you were here. Much
can be done with understanding men.”

“We are here to entertain the vampires
by fighting and dying for their entertain-
ment. That our death leaves the children
of our race that much more unprotected is
only incidental.”

“T do not know much about this part of
the world. Are the Hagmen strong here?”

“Everywhere but in the sea. The Tuons
considered their work done when they
cleaned them out of their territories. But
they were strong under the Seven Cities,
and many fled here from the war with the
Tuons and the Sea People. They hid
behind the Blind Masters here, who are de-
luded, and do not know what fearful things
they harbor. These caverns have always
been secret from the surface, here in the
Southern lands. The Sea People them-
selves do not know what is here. Respect-
ing the Blind Masters, they leave the Hag-
men alene. It is sad, but what can we do?”

“We can escape, bring them down upon
the hiding vampires!”

“We will be dead within days. Others do
not know the truth.”

“Yes, one learns the truth too late.”

TIME dragged by leadenly. To amuse
themselves, the agile red men began to
practice with their slender, curved swords.
I watched their unbelievably clever fencing
with an envious eye. If only I could make
a sword dance as could these red-skinned
savages! Presently I said:

“I have no weapon but this heavy blade
of the Marsh-men. I know nothing of the
art of sword play. If you taught me some-
thing of the tricks you display so lavishly,
1 would be grateful.”

The red one I had spoken to before
laughed.

“Our skill is,the product of a lifetime of
training. You could not learn it in the
short while you will live. Why bother?”

“For the fun of it. My huge blade is
longer, let me see you disarm me.”

Much of the strength given me by
Hecate’s integrative rays still remained
with me. Coupled to my naturally huge
wrists and hands this made me able to
handle the big swords of the marsh-men
easily. I whipped the yard-long steel from
its scabbard, whistled it about the laughing
red man’s ears. He ducked in unfeigned
fright, for nothing is so dangerous as a
sharp sword in a tyro’s hands.

“What you ask is a great deal, white
stranger! While I know enough not to
harm you with my blade, you might
stupidly spit me like a fowl. I do not like
to teach you with that great thing you
carry. If you would use a length of
wood . . . but there is none.”

I looked about. There was nothing bat
the heavy poles of which the bunks were
constructed. I looked the bunks over,
selected the thinnest of the hardwood poles,
put my great hands to it and pulled it loose
from the heavy framework with one wrench.
As I turned around with it in my hands, I
found the company all on their feet, staring
at me with awe. Unconsciously I had per-
formed an unbelievable feat of strength!

“This job you have given me is still
fraught with peril . . .” laughed the tall,
sinuous red man, the plumes of his head
nodding with his mirth. “You have the
strength of an Ungi! One blow of that
bludgeon would do as much damage as a
sword, you great booby. However, let us
see what you can do . . .”

He lunged lithely at me with the long
curving blade, I parried the lunge with the
club, and brought the blunt end around to
lunge in return. He caught the bludgeon on
his blade, but his strength was not equal to
tossing it aside, and I inadvertently pushed
it into his stomach. He groaned and leaped
back, his face red with anger. His blade
whistled, a lock of my hair leaped from my
head. I backed from him, seeking to keep
the wood between myself and the lightning
play of steel he was tossing around me.
Accidentally my bludgeon caught his edge,
which stuck in the wood long enough for
me to tug it from his grasp. He stood
unarmed before me, chagrin mixed with
laughter upon his again smiling face.

“You have little need of lessons, Big One.
You have a natural ability which is nearly
as good as skill. We will develop that, my
friend. Heaven help your opponent in th
arena.”
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The days went by swiftly, and we took
turns in the mock battle that went on nearly
continuously between one or the other. We
all knew that soon our lives would depend
upon our skill with a sword—and we did
not waste our time, for there was nothing
else to do with it. Swiftly I developed, soon
was able to approximate the deadly skill
of these red masters of warfare. I had
heard of them before. I learned to respect
and admire the red warriors of Venus in
that cell. Swift to anger, they were as
quick to forget, and they accepted me as a
friend because I had avowed hatred of the
Vampire Cult.

AT NIGHT, as I lay in my bunk, Non-
ur’s ray would come mockingly to me,
saying:

“You will soon lie bleeding upon the
arena sands, and I will laugh!”

I would answer: ’

“You have said that many times before.
Why do you not learn a new thing to say?”

“I will say a new thing to you when I
show you what has become of Ceulna. Her
fate you will learn before you die—and
that will be rich entertainnient. It is not a
pleasant thing, what is happening to her.”

I would answer:

“You lie, as ever, Nonur! You do not
even know where she is. Besides, you will
not outlive me long. The Tuons are pre-
paring an army to invade your caverns even
now. I have seen to that.”

“You lie, too, Steele. What you say is not
true. They do not even know we live.”

“You will learn differently too late,
Nonur. If you had good sense, you would
be far away from here now.”

“It is our last retreat, Steel. There is no
more. Here we fight to the death.”

“As you did in Harak? Methinks they
surrendered there a little prematurely.”

“What makes you think they can defeat
us here so easily?”

“You have not near the strength you had
then, and the Tuons are far stronger in
numbers. Your existence depends upon a
breath, a mere whisper would bring them
down upon you. I have provided that
whisper.”

“You wish you had done so, you mean.
The Tuons have not the faintest idea where
you have gone. Nor shall they learn. As
for their numbers, I have attended to
that . . > Nonur gave a hideous, tri-

umphant laugh. If I had known what she
meant! ‘“You should see them!”

The only thing that worried me about
Nonur’s attempt to cause me mental tor-
ment with calculated taunts was her con-
stant reference to what she had done with
Ceulna. I could not believe that anyone
could have seized her from the terrible Ungi
beasts, yet it might have occurred. If it
were not true, what then had caused the
ship to be blown up? It was possible that
Ceulna had dropped her pistol at sight of
the horrifying monsters with their six legs
and terrible jaws, then ran back to the
ship in uncontrollable fright. There she
could have been seized by someone sent by
Nonur to destroy the ship, for it could not
be left there to draw attention from search-
ers, if any were sent after us. But I knew
no one had any idea where we had gone,
for no one but ourselves had seen the
trinket Hecate had given me. Had she
given me that to get even with me, or in a
hope that I would bring revenge upon
Nonur whom she hated even though they
were allies? I would never know.

Another thing I could not understand
was why these deadly swordsmen as well
as myself had been given our weapons,
once safely locked in our cells. This was
explained to me, for our cells opened on
corridors directly connected to the arenas.
Those doors never opened except to take
some of us to our deaths. There would be
no opportunity to use our weapons except
upon the wild beasts or savage men in the
arena. Our food came to us through a slot
under the door.

All day before the event we heard the
workers overhead preparing the circus for
the games, moving to and fro in their labors.
Too, the cells were now jammed with pris-
oners, and the great wooden pens with bel-
lowing animals and monsters from the
steaming jungles. Nonur proved to have a
lavish hand where the sating of her lusts
were concerned.

Myself had learned a few things from
the Red Warriors, and was not too greatly
worried. For I had learned that my great
strength gave my heavy longsword a de-
cided advantage over the ordinary arms of
even such men as the Red Warriors, mak-
ing up somewhat for my lack of skill. I
could move the heavy weapon quite as
quickly as the Red Warriors could their
own lighter swords, and its extra length
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made this advantage deadly. A long and
strong-armed swordsman, I learned, does
not need the skill and speed a lesser man
needs. I knew, too, that against the green
marsh-men, armed with a weapon similar to
the one they had given me, they could not
handle the heavy weapon even with two
hands as rapidly as my own Earth muscles
could. I had an advantage which made me
feel equal to any human antagonist I might
meet.

In those days of fencing practice, I
learned to /ike my sword with an affection
for a good tool. Looking at its weirdly
chased length, speaking of the age of de-
velopment of the race of the marsh-men, I
wondered how many centuries Earthmen, as
well as marsh-men, had been deluded by
the cavern monopolists into ignorance of
the vastly better weapons in the Elder
caves. And how terribly the race of man
had been held back in its progress toward
a sane and warless future by that same
monopoly. And tomorrow, I was to die
fighting with that weapon for the entertain-
ment of these same monopolists, on an alien
planet, before these sadistic, degenerate
wretches. My blood was to be spilled to
give them one more thrill to add to the
vastly intense and unbelievable thrills the
use of the Elder mech furnished them so
lavishly.

Well, I would make it short and sweet
and as dull as possible for them. I had no
wish to get them entertainment with my
death, yet a man will cling to life, and fight
for it even when the very struggle is giving
his worst enemies a delightful period of
vicarious adventure. I would fight!

THE day of the circus dawned. The
great penetrays that brought in the
sunlight flooded the bright yellow rays
through all our cells. Bustling guards has-
tened on last-minute preparations for the
coming spectacle.

During the morning the gladiators were
led past our cell, fifty at a time, guarded by
the grimly-held ray pistols of Nonur’s
guards. Some of the officers were renegade
Tuon males, some were marsh-men, some
red men, a few were halfbreeds of the black
race. Thelowest class guard was the duck-
footed black, tremendous, stupid, obedient,
and utterly without human qualities to the
casual eye. Myself could see in their roll-
ing eyeballs and nervous movements a con-

suming fear—evidently Nonur had put a
disciplinary fear of some awful fate into
them. If I had known what thing Nonur
held over them I would have understood
their implicit, slavish obedience better. I
was to learn.

Past our cell the wrecks of the slaughter
going on in the arena were dragged;
mangled, still-moaning bodies, limbs: torn
off or chewed into fleshless fragments;
bellies ripped with swords, heads crushed in
or dangling on broken necks—dying or
dead.

Nonur was putting on a royal show for
her followers. Her blood-drinkers, her
vampires were sating their consuming lusts
with ferocious abandon. If only I had
known that this was but preliminary to the
great spectacle; if only I had realized that
Nonur was a different article than Hecate,
who had long tired of such infantile appe-
tites as blood and torture and synthetic
wars. Nonur—was different. Her tastes
ran to the bizarre, the terrible, the shock-
ing. The utter abasement of all life before
her must be completely shown, must be
demonstrated with hecatombs of potential
rebels, with troeps of warriors, with vast
display of force in utter destruction of alien
power. But what fo0 ker was familiar and
friendly; what to ker was a loyal follower;
was to any other mind a demon from Hell.

Nonur was a product of a vastly different
school of demonism than Hecate. What
these differences were I had never fully
realized.

Mid-afternoon the call came for our own
cell section to take to the arena. We were
herded out under the mouths of ray-pistols,
armed only with our swords, aligned in mili-
tary order, marched into the glaring light of
the sunlit arena. Overhead balanced the
mirror balls, hung on cables from the cav-
ern roof, from which the sunlight, brought
through rocks and clouds by conduct-pene-
tray, was reflected blindingly into a shad-
owless arena of white sand. The great bowl
of the seat sections went up and up into the
darkness; only the first rows of white faces
were visible to us.

We marched in order toward the great
throne-like structure upon which Nonur and
her retinue of vampires clustered, reclining
on pillows of levitation, floating inches off
the stone, their bodies assuming any posi-
tion which comfort dictated. Halted before
the monstrous seat of this still existent
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power of the immortal vampires, I stared
up at the wrinkled, pink-grey faces of men
and women I had known for what seemed
a lifetime, when I had served as Hecate’s
errand-boy and plaything.

Nonur herself was the only one who had
retained youthful appearance and beauty,
others exhibited the abnormal growth of
portions of their faces which had so disfig-
ured Hecate. Behind the horrible old-
young group of life, mostly alien to Venus,
were grouped the favored slaves; nude fe-
males and males, decked with flowers and
jewels, postured sensually, their faces
masks of pleasure-wrecked character, sen-
sual-lipped and sleepy-eyed, the playthings
of these monsters. Their minds were in the
same condition my own had been before the
clever hands of the Tuon medical techni-
cians had restored me to true life. As my
eyes passed over these beautiful, debauched
bodies, my heart dropped to my boots, for
among them I saw with rage, with a vast
horror—Ceulna! A changed Ceulna, who
looked at me provocatively, her lovely face
changed as by some horrible drug; her body,
more beautiful than any other on all of
Venus, wantonly displayed to all these
amorous, debauched and lustful eyes!

NONUR, her odd light-emerald eyes
watchful as a Péle bird—the monster-
hawk of Venus—peering at a prey in its
claws, stirred in venomous triumph long
awaited, as she saw my consternation at
finding Ceulna alive and in the hands of
her cruel and rapacious followers. Fierce
rage boiled in me. I sought mentally for
some way to strike back at her! Her voice
came to me above the subdued roar of the
crowd of off-duty warriors, of workers per-
mitted this entertainment as a great favor,
of rich marsh-men initiated into the mys-
teries at the price of their delusion of free-
dom—of heterae from the great sub-surface
palaces she maintained under the Seven
Cities.

“Big Steel, do you feel so big now? Your
lovely Tuon dancer, do you love her new
position in life? She has done well, has she
not? May you be as successful in your new
profession, my brave gladiator. Try and
stay alive—just fry! One day you may
find revenge upon me. Ha-ha—that will
be the day! I can read you, Steel, and
your thought is very amusing.”

“There is no use of speech with a fool

and a madwoman!” I cried back, spitting
toward her face. “You can destroy, but
you can not win. Soon the Tuons and
Mer-people will sweep through your cav-
erns, over your Seven Cities of delusion,
and you will die more horribly than did
Hecate! Think you to survive where she
failed? Ha—I can laugh at you, too!”

She tried hard to preserve her triumphant
tone as she signaled for the games to go on;
but the fear I had aroused in her would not
quite stay out of her voice. It trembled,
nearly tremoloed. Her hand gestured to
the warriors who ringed the great gates
where the beasts would emerge upon us.
They threw back the bars and raced to
safety in their protected metal-barred pits
along the walls.

Out into the glare of the arena shambled
a horde of Ungi . . . but Nonur meant me
to die, and behind them soon roared the
great Auro, the vast-bodied equivalent of
an Earth lion, though there is little resem-
blance. After this second wave of roaring,
hunger-maddened beasts surged another
wave—of flying reptiles, soaring out over
the arena in hideous spirals, hovering,
choosing a victim. I held the men together
with my voice. I knew that only a united
front could win us through, that to separate
for greater freedom of action was fatal.

Side-by-side, myself and my red warrior-
teacher waited, our blades quivering in our
hands, our shoulders touching our com-
rades on either side. The great, black Ungi
shuffled their many branching legs closer
like awful animated fungi, their monstrous
heads nodding right and left, confused by
the conflicting sight of enemies fore-and-
aft. The flying reptiles stooped, swooped
upon their broad backs, were torn off and
thrown to the ground hissing and flopping
their membranous wings. Swooped, too,
toward our compact band, waiting before
Nonur’s throne for the beasts to attack.
Prowling back and forth, the Auro sniffed
the sand, growled hungrily, licked at the
bloodstains of previous combats. To top
the menu, came a terrific screeching from
the gates of the pens as a Genaulgl was
loosed. It is a beast found only in the
deepest fastnesses of the gigantic forests;
a flesh-feeder. It leaps gigantically upon
tremendous cat-like hind legs. Its striped
hide is armored with small, but dense scales.
Its mouth, steam-shovel like, is squarish,
and armed with great dagger-like saw-set
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teeth.
fearsome weapon of its mouth thirty feet off

Its long, reptilian neck holds this

the ground. 1Its great shoulders support
two long, tentacular, boneless arms for
grasping its prey, and it leaps like a kan-
garoo to get these weapons into play. It
was the knight of the chess-board of na-
ture’s development toward primeval beast-
liness, and no fifty men with swords were
going to be able to destroy it, the scores of
Ungi and the dozen Auro, as well as the
flying reptiles which were kept from the
spectators by electrified nets.

SCORE of bows had been allowed us,

but the arrows given us were tipped
only with small, stone heads, not war-arrows
but small game arrows. Nevertheless, the
Red Warriors knelt behind our front line,
shot between us at the closing-in, shuffling
line of Ungi; at the Auro, confusedly fol-
lowing the great black monsters, undecided
whether to attack their formidable backs or
the less formidable line of warriors. Behind
these the mighty Genaulgl hopped closer,
peering with its nightmare head over the
squat necks of the Ungi, hissing with its

Out into the glare of the arena stumbled the horde of the Ungi—

great cylindrical tongue straight out and
quivering, reaching with its tentacular,
single-taloned arms, confused by the light
and the noise, yet warily sweeping its vast
head on its unbelievable neck abeut and
about, choosing the most delectable object
in sight to stay its long delayed hunger, to
sate at last the starving stomach so long de-
nied in the pens beneath.

I could hear Nonur shrieking:

“Live, now, Jim Steel, live now!”

I resolved to do just that, but even my
horror-tried eyes quailed at the vast bulk
of the weirdly hopping, striped and poison-
ous looking Genaulgl, at the fiercely glit-
tering eyes of the now quite close Ungi,
making preliminary lunges with their ter-
rible arms, to seize and pull us into a bone-
crushing embrace. The great barrels of
their bodies panted, the smooth flowing
muscles under the black hide pulsed and
reached, the hideous red excrescences on the
wide-mouthed faces moved in grimaces of
hunger and anger and bloodlust, the six
bristled feet shuffled in that peculiar
ground-covering walk that is like no other
beast. Our blades flicked out, drew blood
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followed by a wave of flying reptiles, soaring in hideous rage

in long gashes, our feet sought assurance
of the earth beneath, reaching wide for
strength. One of the Ungi fell from a hard
and skillful thrust of my red comrade. To
make sure, as the awful bulk rolled in rep-
tilian shuddering at our feet, I sliced one
hard-to-spare blow down at the short neck.
The blood gouted out purple and stinking
over our feet.

Togethér we kicked at it, trying to roll
it out to the gaping hungry maws waiting
for us, to give them something to appease
the starving desire in them, but our com-
bined strength could not move the dense
weight of it. We circled slowly, swinging
our blades, saving our strength, darting out
whenever one of the Ungi gathered the six
ugly pads of his bristled feet to charge. A
trio of swords would seek for his vitals in
a swift series of thrusts. Usually he re-
treated, screaming in pain, only to return,
driven by an indomitable nature; the Ungi
are known as beasts that never quit while
life is with them but once they begin an
attack, must be killed to escape.

Now two, now three of the terrible crea-
tures rolled and screamed before our

‘ reptiles
gathered at the scent of their blood,
swooped upon the shuffling Ungi and our-
selves, trying to get at the bodies between
us. We withdrew a little closer to the wall,
charged with electric wires to keep the con-

swords. The swooping winged

testants out of its loom and in sight. The
reptiles swarmed over the bodies, writhing,
squalling, flopping, tearing off chunks of
bloody meat, diving ever at one of us or at
the Ungi.

Our swords beat at these, shearing off
wings and heads, taking their poisonous
bites upon our arms, knowing that we were
doomed. It did not matter if we died swol-
len with venom or torn by the Auro.

EANWHILE the vast-bodied Gen-
aulgl had hopped all the way around

the arena, tried to get through the electrified
net to the people, who shrank screaming
from the awful head. Now he sniffed the
air, rank with blood and sweat, hopped ever
closer, suddenly landed among us, balanc-
ing on his tail like a kangaroo, grasping two
of us with his long arms, while his vast neck
arched over our heads, dwarfing us, shading
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us from the glittering mirror-suns.

Our blades beat at his scaled sides, sank
into his softer under-parts, twisting, thrust-
ing, trying to extricate our comrades, but
with great square jaws closed on their upper
parts, he hopped thirty feet into the air,
the two bodies dangling from his jaws like
toys. He sat, thirty feet away, oblivious
now to all but filling his maw, and in three
great chomps had swallowed the first, began
on the second. Sickened, I turned back to
the reaching arms of the Ungi, only to see
a leaping Auro sail over those arms, spread-
eagled, directly above me, jaws wide. My
sword leaped automatically to the chest, I
fell backward with the terrible descending
weight, my sword hilt desperately kept
erect by holding it against the ground. The
cat’s weight struck the point. It screamed
like a siren as the weapon bit through ribs
and vitals, emerged from the back. Leav-
ing the sword, I rolled away from the
clawing, convulsive limbs, seized another
blade from a corpse, leaped back to the
kill. A thrust from above into the soft part
of the side, a twist to find the heart, to
let out the throbbing blood in one great
gouting hole of escape. I tugged free the
great blade given me by the Marsh-prince,
returned to the side of my red brother at
arms. He grinned a warm smile.

“Good work, whiteman from the sky.
Better than I could do, by far. We may
live yet another day.”

“Not so long as that hopping horror of
a Genaulgl lives on. He will kill us all
before he dies.”

For answer he pointed to an archer
crouched behind us, aiming with exagger-
ated care at the monster still noisily chew-
ing his meal of living flesh. The arrow
sped, quivered in the side of the monster,
the side toward the arena’s bank of shadowy
faces. I saw what the red hunter meant.
For the great beast reared erect, pawed at
the arrow, looked at the great bank of faces
in anger.

That one subtly aimed arrow was all that
was needed! The terrible monster reared
up on those tall legs, crouched again,
leaped fifty feet into the air, sailed like an
avalanche, catapulted tons of bone and
muscle directly at the thin barrier of power
that was supposed to protect the people
who were allowed to see Nonur’s fun,

In a blaze of arcing, broken wires; in a
shrill cacophony of screaming voices; of

scrambling limbs and white, panic-faces of
suddenly-stricken pleasure seekers—in a
sudden pandemonium augmented as the
flying reptiles swooped through the great
hole torn in the wires by the bulk of the
leaping monster, the pleasure of these thrill
seekers was suddenly transformed into a
horror for which they were much less pre-
pared than were ourselves.

After the flying reptiles the Auro leaped
through the break in the barrier, and after
these lumbered the slower, more terrible
bulks of the Ungi. Grim smiles touched
the faces of my comrades as we watched,
standing somewhat awed at the sudden
vengeance launched upon our captors.

Above us the group about Nonur broke
up into hurrying figures, scuttling into the
tunnel-like passages which led out of the
bowl of seats.

Ourselves seemed ignored in the general
flight, and not slow to realize our oppor-
tunity. We advanced, cautiously but rap-
idly, close together, but with eyes dancing
for a way of escape, a way to turn this gift
of chance to our profit. Into the corpse-
strewn banks of benches our feet trampled
silks and blood-dabbled garlands, and be-
hind us our comrades leaped the wall under
the still arcing breach in the wire.

We went down the first passage we came
to, after the flying feet of the packed mob.
We turned aside from the frightened, panic-
stricken jam into smaller passages, hewing
our way wherever a guard offered resist-
ance. Wherever the people jammed a door-
way we hacked our way through ruthlessly.

IN THE mad scramble of death we picked
up several ray pistols from dead or
dying warriors, and with these augmenting
our scanty armament, raced down and down
toward the pens from which we had
emerged. Peering suddenly around cor-
ners, picking off still-pacing guards, racing
along the dusty, ancient corridors of the
labyrinthine caverns, we soon were un-
locking doors, letting out the horde of
arena-destined fighting men, arming them
from the weapon rooms, turning back to
the cavern city above us to see what a will
and a weapon could do to our oppressors.

I knew we would not get far; so did my
panting comrades, but all of us burned to
kill just one of the wrinkled, old-young
vampires before death claimed us.

I had a vague idea where to find Nonur
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before she was ready for trouble. It was
our only chance to make ourselves felt—to
entrap her. We would try to use her as
hostage or force her to help us escape by
command. Suchplans were in our heads as
we mounted a huge elevator cage and ran it
toward the level on which Nonur was sup-
posed to hold court.

We poured from the elevator, thirty of
us still able to wield sword, to aim a gun,
but there were only ten short-arms to aim
among us. Down the corridors we pounded
pell-mell, our breath burning in our nos-
trils, our legs heavy, our eyes blurring with
sweat, on into a great chamber where a
strange, weird sight, an awful stench of cor-
ruption brought us to a halt.

Before us in a great crystal-clear vat of
amber liquid coiled and stretched a mon-
strous life! What it was I will never know,
but as we groped around the prisoning plas-
tic, it spoke to us in a voice of such awful
penetration, of such fear-inspiring, Satanic
assurance, of such blood-chilling intensity
of venomous intent, as to freeze us all in
the immobility of despair.

“Children of puny man, my servant
Nonur, the beautiful immortal has led you
to me, that you might feast your eyes on
my delightful forms, upon my lovely loins
and gaping mouths. If you are wise, you
will return to your pens beneath the arena,
. there to await a more natural death from
the battle with the beasts of Venus than
from my own alien appetite. For when I
eat, I absorb, slowly; cell by cell my body
takes in yours. You do not die, but live on
in a constant immortal agony of subserv-
ience to my being. See . . .’

Asone moving a muscle, the terrible crea-
ture rolled its translucent interior of half
glimpsed convolutions of glass-like flesh,
and a woman’s face peered out at us, a face
contorted in an agony unbearable—a face
no longer a self, but only a dread despair
enslaved by a mastering will. That face
and some suggestion of her form remained
upon the unrolling tissues, like a face
painted upon a curtain shade, looking at
us and remembering all of its past with an
awful clarity. The eyes stared and wept,
and one knew from those eyes and the
half-heard thought still motile behind them
that their owner would live within that
beast for all her life, be its mind and mem-
ory as fully and completely as one’s own
memory and mind. That form of life I

do not want to think about; it was a thing
that consumed mind and muscle and spirit
and made them a part of itself without
destroying one, but only incorporating one
into itself as a slave into a slave-state. I
gagged at the venomous hidecosity of this
fate. I retched at realizing that this once-
lovely woman had lived the life of this
alien and awful worm for unknown stretches
of time.

What was it? Had Nonur found it here
and used it, making it more horrible than
herself? It had called Nonur'“servant”!
Perhaps this creature wes the real Nonur,
and she but a puppet it used, and had so
used since unguessed periods of the past—
a puppet it used to entice men into its
power and its eerie and awful maw that
did not kill, but did worse.

I TURNED away from the awful crea-
ture, sick to the marrow, only to see a
line of guards emerging from the curtained
and arched doorways that ran clear across
the back of the great chamber where the
crystal plastic tank enclosed the hideous
creature. It had wisdom, had that beast
from some alien time and space, from the
awful past of Earth or other planet it had
survived, and now I understood why the
person of Nonur was able to rule these
immortal, dead-alive, but time-enwisdomed
vampires, understood whkat Nonur was!
She was the arms, the feet, the robot of this
monster! This was Hecate’s successor!

The entering guards had strung across
half the wall, long ray-rifles trained upon
us. At their command we dropped our
weapons. The tall red warrior beside me
flung one despairing suicidal bolt of dis at
the crystal home of the alien monster, only
to drop beside me with a shattered arm.

I bent, raised him from the floor, turned
to retrace my steps to the pens below,
There was no use in fighting. My spirit,
my mind, my self was confused and lost
in the immensity of this revelation of evil.
What chance had mere mortal man against
such age-old beasts of time’s abyss?

Despair went with me, step by step, and
I sank into my bunk in the cell thankfully,
hoping for the oblivion of sleep. Beneath
me on the lower bunk panted and groaner

- the form of my red comrade, wounde:! to

the death. I could do nothing for him. i
knew they would kill him if he did not die
before they got around to him, for I could
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see that he would never use that strong
right arm to wield a sword again. A dis-bolt
does not leave a man’s arm whole; more-
over it leaves an infected wound. The
radioactive poisons of dis cause the flesh
to rot, and the wounds are deadly unless
treated by expert hands. Such treatment
he would not get.

But, during the sleep period, I was roused
by lights approaching outside in the rock-
hewn corridor.

Standing there, when I rose to see, was
one of the hated gold-and-scarlet robes of
the blood-drinkers, as they are -called.
Truth is, they do not drink it, but have it
pumped into them direct from the child.
This was a high one, of the inner circle of
the Hagmen. I knew those symbols on his
breast too well.

Beside the hooded, sinister figure stood
three others. One was a strange guard
with plain leather harness and heavy broad-
sword, a ray-pistol of a heavy type, and a
great bunch of keys. The other two fig-
ures, one very tall and one slight and grace-
ful, T took to be a couple, a man and a
woman. Both were shrouded in grey robes,
their faces concealed by veils.

One of the guards stepped in to my bunk,
shook me by the shoulder as he flashed an

_3No one was more astounded than myself to
learn that the ancient superstition of the vampire
that lived on human blood was not a myth or
folk-tale, but a genuine monster who had once
been human. Medical science, pursued to its logi-

" cal conclusions in modern treatises on transfusions,.

plus the nature of glands in the young and their
function in causing growth and renewal of tissue
backs up the physical possibility of the vampires’
real existence and longevity. That the vampire
has been a possibility since the world came to
know age was a discovery for me. That all these
countless tales of vampires had a basis in actual
scientific truth, was a revelation. Why assume
that they did not exist, if they could exist, and it
could be proven that they could exist and prolong
life indefinitely by utilizing the blood of children?
If modern monsters in human form do not utilize
this means of retarding age is chance, and not by
any means because of its impossibility. We as-
sume these vampires of young blood do not exist!
But when we know that such a blood donor would
live on for years, that some blood donors have
given hundreds of transfusions in modern hospitals
in legitimate selling of their blood to save human
lives, one wonders. Were the old tales true?
Are they just as true today?

How do we know they are not? We assume
it!—Big Steel.

antique lanthorn into my eyes. I got up
groggily, he hustled me out by the shoul-
der before I could pick up my sword or
anything else. I was clad only in a loin-
cloth of rather scanty dimensions.

The gold and scarlet figure spoke in that
husky, aged-yet-young voice I had learned
to distinguish as belonging only to those
who lived on blood transfusions.

“We would have speech with you before
you die, Steel. Come!”

I followed them down the corridor. The
guards locked the door again and returned
to their posts. I knew it was against the
rules for a prisoner to be removed from
one of those cells after he had once entered
them except to be taken to the arena. But
one did not expect Nonur to worry much
about any rules, even her own.

I kept glancing at the face under the
scarlet hood, trying to make it out. I knew
most of the inner-circle members from their
conferences with Hecate at various times,
and my curiosity consumed me. Who could
it be and what could they want of me in
the middle of the night?

We walked thus for a long time, the
muscles of my legs told me.

We entered a chamber, and a door with
the heavy lines of a safe door clanged be-
hind us. The scarlet-robed man turned a
great wheel, locking the door shut. I knew
it was one of the metal rooms all Elder forts
are equipped with, impervious to all rays.
Then the man threw back the scarlet hood
from his head, and I gasped!

CHAPTER V

Beneath thy shield
strong do they seem,
by thee bestirred
they strivein the fight;
The Valkyrie
Wagner

~“HAT head—lean, ascetic, ultra-Ameri-
can, modern in every line, yet instinct
with a wisdom, a knowledge of evil and its
ways—I remembered well. I knew that
suave, deadly slimness, and the rod he now
brought from under his cloak, a long, slen-
der rod wrapped about with silver spirals
of wire. We had stood side by side behind
Hecate on her last voyage when disaster
struck.
“You did not expect me, did you, Steel?
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You were not the only one to live through
that blast. The Tuons took me into their
service. I am doing this as a part of what
Iowe them. Understand? I ama friend!”

“So the Tuon Amazons know of this
place? You give me hope!”

“That’s just it, they don’t! I fell in with
Nonur after they released me to trace down
others of Hecate’s company, and have not
had a chance to contact them since. So,
you can do us both a service.”

“Go on. I am quite ready to believe
anything of you. You never looked like a
man to accept Hecate’s life-methods.”

“No, I am not that depraved, in truth.
But there is something even more impor-
tant, which you must take care of for me.
Do you remember Hecate’s last words to
you?”

“She gave me a map, telling me that a
mighty and valuable machine lay there

awaiting discovery. But when we landed, .

Ceulna and I thought she was killed, and 1
escaped by a chance meeting with a marsh-
man, Donar.”

“Well, that conversation was recorded,
but the record was not read until you had
left. Then it was too late, and they meant
to get the details of the map from you after
your honeymoon was over. But you never
returned to Lefern. Now, here, I have
learned that there is a mighty secret, and
that she was telling the ¢rut% when she gave
it to you. But she did not even know it
was dangerous for you to come here. Or
she forgot, she was nearly dead. I have the
formulae and descriptions of the machine,
the plans by which it may be assembled
from parts stored in the ancient warehouses,
as well as the chemicals which are mixed
and put into it. I want you to take these
to Lefern and bring help—all that can be
raised. This thing is the answer to what we
all seek, a defeat for age. No baby-blood
business from the black past, but a real an-
swer, a synthetic flesh as well as a magnetic
device for repolarization of the aging flesh.
It is a thing long to explain, but here are
the plans. I cannot leave, but I can help
you escape.

“T will help you to escape if for no other
reason than to spite that monster’s heritage.
Hecate left a past that even I must do ev-
erything to combat. Yes, Big Jim, aiding
you, is aiding myself.”

“Nothing would please me more, if only
I could rescue Ceulna. As it is, I don’t care

BIG JIM STEEL

much.”

“/Ceulna lives. I rescued her myself from
the forest, blew up the ship. It is necessary
for me to act as if I still were wholly one
of them. I know it is not pleasant for you,
but she will not be harmed so long as I
live. But you can understand that where
Nonur is concerned, anything can happen.”

“And left me todie? I don’t quite trust
you there! You rescue the most beautiful
of the Amazons and leave her about-to-be
husband to diel”

“You must trust me. This is too big a
thing for any one of us to squabble over!
It is the very finest of the Elder scientific
methods of fighting the degeneracy that is
man’s curse. Radioactives cause this aging
and degenerating in the race, and this
‘dunder-mech’ is the answer to the problem.
But we do not have time to talk; your ab-
sence will be discovered. You must trust
me and go. Would I bother with petty
things? Steel, I mean the best!”

“Well, give me the data, a weapon, and
a ship. I can’t walk. I do not know how
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to survive a journey on foot across Venus’
swamps and jungles.”

“We are going to disguise you, Steel.
Then these friends of mine, the Nameless
Ones, will do the rest.”

I LOOKED at the two shrouded figures.
They had dropped their veils, stood re-
vealed as the girl who had guided me be-
fore, and as the young man called the
Master. I smiled, but somehow I was dis-
appointed. They had impressed me so very
favorably on my first meeting, and then
had shown so little ability when Nonur’s
blacks walked in upon them, that I had
mentally assigned them to a pigeonhole
marked “ineffectual.”

The girl smiled sadly. I remembered
then that she could read my mind, and I
blushed at my uncomplimentary thoughts.

“This night we are going to make up for
an age of mistakes by our race. We are
giving our greatest secret, ‘dunder,’ to the
good white Tuon race. What they do with
it will be their fate.”

“If T had some idea what ‘dunder’ was, I
might be more enthusiastic,” I grumbled,
taking the folded sheets of metal foil Mon-
tagna was handing me.

That started his explanation. The words
poured out . . .

“While you put on this armor I will try
to give you an idea of what dunder is and
what it can be when it is fully understood
by competent technicians. It has never been
properly utilized, though these Nameless
Ones have partially learned how to get
some uses out of it.

“Between man and woman vibrates a
dual magnetism. The polarity of this mag-
netism is used on the creation of stim, a
synthetic production of a similar magnetic
flow to the flow of electric vital to life and
necessarily composed of two separate kinds
of electric, the male and female.

“The Elder race discovered and used a
whole gamut of these divergently polared
electric and magnetic flows. They did not
stop at male and female stim currents, but
went on and created a vast variety of syn-
thetic flows of stim electric. Some of them
are known to you as the ‘divine afflatus’ and
similar phenomena, produced by these
rays_n R— .

“I understand,” I murmured, “but what
has that to do with age or immortality or a
stbstitute method of defeating age for the

Tuons to use instead of baby blood? I
don’t get the connection.”

“I didn’t either at first. But I ran across
some ‘sacred’ manuscripts in the posses-
sion of these Nameless Ones. It described
a variety of beneficial flows of electric that
nourish the growth of cells, determine their
health, and ALTER THEIR NATURE
BY REPOLARIZING THEIR INNER
CONSTITUENTS! That is an all-impor-
tant discovery—that by repolarizing a cell
of the body, its very nature is definitely
changed. The divine sensation one re-
ceives from some beneficial rays is due to
the presence of these repolarizing pressures
upon the body. The cell, under sufficient
influence, becomes attuned to and receptive
of much greater inductive energies, becomes
stronger, and LOSES ITS ACQUIRED
RADIOACTIVITY. Radioactivity and
age are one and the same thing. That is
why baby blood is effective, the glandular
products of the child reorganize the cells of
the body, wash out and neutralize the
radioactive accumulations that are the
cause of age.”

“I begin to get a glimmer of what you
mean!”’

“This dunder-mech is their final and
complete development of the possibilities
inherent in a knowledge of the FACT of
female and male divergent polarity in the
cell batteries. In dunder this is used to
dynamize a living substance in a new way,
a vital battery that can be repolarized, re-
news unreproductive and aged flesh in a
new relation to the circumambient energy
fields, in a way that automatically neutral-
izes the destructive radioactive induction
from the sun »

“Okay, Montagna, you win. I will leave
it there.”

Montagna buckled about my limbs a
suit of the flexible black metal—plast
armor he had always worn.. Others had re-
fused it as too confining, but it is the
only sensible thing to wear in ray-battles,
as it is impervious to many deadly rays.
He put an ancient flame-sword about my
waist, and hung a ray-pistol beside it. He
shook my hand, pushed me off through the
gap in the great plate of ray-armor that was
the door of his chambers.

UTSIDE, I wondered as I strode after
the swift gliding forms of the Nameless.
I wondered whether something could hap-
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pen luckily for me for a change?

I could nearly hear the thought pulsing
between the two and some distant group of
these nearly speechless people, a people in
whom telepathic communication had nearly
replaced oral. I could sense that some-
where a council of great importance was
being conducted, and that the tall youth
called the Master was listening and speak-
ing to the members while his sister did
the simple thinking necessary to guide the
three of us through the maze of antique,
mysterious passages.

When a man gets a little of that Elder
science under his mental belt, it causes a
bad case of scientific indigestion, for so
much of their truths conflict with our “the-
ories” and “accepted” untruths which we
learn in school as “science.” I had a very
bad case of this indigestion. Dunder-mech!
Phew!

“It makes of an evil man a good man,
potentially, by inverting his mental polarity
in relation to that of the sane normal man,”
Montagna had said . . .

I wondered, for it was hard for me to
swallow that anything could make things
like Nonur, or the monstrous transparent
Yin Yan (for that was its name), a benef-
icent creature. I snorted. Montagna, for
all his hard-headed, sinister, clever ways,
was a sentimentalist to think such a thing.
Under the domination of Yin Yan, in
Nonur’s hands, dunder-mech, dunder-stim,
dunder synthetic flesh, all would become
yet more lures to catch and hold the inno-
cent in the toils of evil destructive proc-
esses. It was my greatest fear that this
immense Elder wisdom which he, Mon-
tagna, had given me on the thin metal-
foil papers, should fall into Nonur’s hands
before I got clear of these dark labyrinths
under Nicosthene. ‘

I had gathered that the slim, ineffectual
Nameless had lived for an age here under
the Seven Cities on little but their knowl-
edge of dunder, on synthetic foods, in little
sun and less exercise. Their way of life
had made them slender and weak, but
“dunder” had kept them well and of good
intent toward the human race. Healthier
by far than the evil things that other cav-
erns in some places have spawned!

Now that the fine technicians of the Sea
People and the Tuons were to have this
“dunder” formula, it would be another tool
for good. It must not fall into the hands

of the monopolizers of all that is good from
the past. I listened, as I walked, to my
memory repeating Montagna’s words:
“This formula is for a dynamo that will
revivify with vital force by relating the
flesh in a new way to energy without, out-
side the body, providing it with new mouths
to feed on magnetism. As a kiss stimulates
a woman or a man, a kiss from a dunder-
covered robot revitalizes the inner cells of
either male or female. It itself is the two
poles of sex electric in operation as a battery
of flesh. It is both male and female and
more beside. As a magnet partakes of the
qualities of a gyroscope by reason of its
circular field, so do the poles of dunder
matter . . . 7 I gave up! It was all
Greek to me. I would carry the papers, but
I refused to bother my head about what I
could not comprehend. ‘“New polarization
for a richer flow of these fluid sources of
energy from the womb of all energy . . . ”
My voice mimicked Montagna’s in hopeless
humor.

THE two graceful figures glided ahead
of me, down long slanting ramps con-
necting the levels. Then we got into a
sled-like conveyance which floated a few
inches off the floor. The Master touched
a simple one-dial control on the curving
dash of the sled, and it began a trip I shall
not forget. It darted off, smooth and ef-
fortless and quiet, at a terrific acceleration.
A thin, barely visible black line in the
center of the wide boring seemed to be a
leadstring for what must have been an
electric eye in the front of the sled. It
swooped down the long ramps, along the
endlessly complex ways of the levels, fol-
lowing some particular route line among
the other lines that converged upon it and
crossed occasionally. Minutes later, but
God knows how many miles deeper, the
sled pulled to a stop with a deceleration as
severe as the start. I arose, followed the
rapidly gliding pair of figures, my breath
and pulse immensely increased in rate.
Into a vast arching chamber they led
me, and my eyes could not take in the
Elder art—which is always so arresting—
for wondering just what these people gath-
ered here expected: there were so many!
I could not guess how many. The chamber
was immense, the faces lost themselves in
the shadowy reaches of the place, and
everywhere, squatting side by side, were
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the white-robed figures of the Nameless,
their faces half hid by the white, semi-
transparent, and delicately glistening veils,
their bodies indistinct in the soft robes.
Ring after ring they stretched; male and
female, young and old, and their eyes were
strange and somehow wise and wearily
waiting. It was as if they had sat thus for
an age, and were only now opening their
eyes upon a new hope of life.

At the center of the rings of people re-
clined a dozen very old men and women,
and they raised their white heads as the
Young Master glided ahead of me and the
girl, raised his hand and sent his thought
pulsing to them. The white heads turned
those dim eyes toward me, and I raised my
hand and thought as strongly as I could.

“TI am here to help, if I can understand
what to do.” It was all mysterious to me,
I could not conceive of these people here
beneath Nonur’s strength and her knowing
nothing of it. Yet what thought I could
read was wary with the thought of hiding,
of secrecy. “Nonur must never know.”

One of the aged figures rose and walked
slowly toward me, took me by the hand
and led me to the center of the circle of the
Nameless Council.

I could almost feel the concentrated
thought of that host pulsing into my mind,
and in short minutes I had absorbed a his-
tory of a great people, as well as a terrific
compulsion to do or die that they might
complete their purpose and fulfill their an-
cient destiny. It was a thrilling and a weird
experience for me. I was in instant con-
tact with a host of minds, their concen-
trated strength of will and time-strength-
ened purpose flowed into me with a fresh-
ening renewal of soul such as none of
Hecate’s horrible treatments had ever given
me. Strength of body she had given me,
yes, but not this inner might, this iron of
the mind with which these people were ar-
moring the inner self of Big Jim Steel—ar-
moring me with a spiritual or mental
strength to match the muscled exterior na-
ture had given me.

Words were superfluous. I understood
exactly what had passed in the long dreary
time of centuries that had been, and ex-
actly what they expected to cause to hap-
pen within the next few days or weeks . . .
or years, if need be. I knew that Nonur
was ignorant of the real numbers and na-
ture of these Nameless People, had moved

in overhead while they silently watched
from the depths of the Elder Cities;
watched while she battened on the blood of
the marsh-men’s children; watched while
she lied to and deluded the same marsh-men
of Nicosthene and while her servants
spread out through the upper caverns of
the cities underlying the Seven Cities of the
Deathless Kings. Watched—and made
ready for her fall while she slaughtered and
tortured and brought low all the long cen-
turies of development they had lavished
on the once-savage marsh-men. For they
were the Seven Deathless Kings, had propa-
gated the illusion of immortality in very
much the same way early Christians were
supposed to be taken up to Heaven alive
and in plain sight of everyone. For long
centuries the Deathless Kings had been
thus elevated by some mummery, and
which the seventh son inherited at the time
of his elevation. This mysterious and very
sacred ceremony among the marsh-men
was what Donar had spoken of as his fa-
ther’s coming “Elevation.”

THEIR purpose in this illusion was
good, they needed this awe of the King
from the savage marsh-men to compel im-
plicit obedience. And they got it, till Hecate
came, found the dunder-mech and for-
mulae, and planted her men there among
the Nameless’ ancient caverns to obtain the
secrets of dunder in full.

Dunder was the only thing in their short
intense inculcation of my mind that I had
trouble in understanding. Which was only
natural, it being one of the more complex
of the mighty Elder race’s achievements.
It is quite probable that they did not fully
understand dunder themselves and hence
were unable fully to convey the meaning
to me.

Dunder was a flesh-like synthetic plastic,
very complex and containing virtues and
powers no other substance contained. It
was the great secret. Hecate had given
me the map to locate. It was the mightiest,
yet the simplest of all the Elder race’s vast
achievements. Dunder was the staff of their
rather wonderful life. The walls of their
chambers were lined with the living, flesh-
like synthetic. Their robots were covered
with dunder. And they had such robots
as I never saw in any of the Elder cities.
Now they were “taboo,” lay unused. An-
other inexplicable custom.
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Dunder was a kind of synthetic-flesh-bat-
tery, generating a strong flow of vital elec-
tric within itself. This electric was a potent
neutralizer of “de,” and as such had a very
startling effect upon character and upon
the thought of those who were in contact
with it.

As I learned more about it, I realized
the worst of Hecate’s luck had operated
when she had been too busy with her war-
ring sufficiently to probe the possibilities

“and uses of dunder and the nature of these
people whose life was founded on the use
of dunder.

But, like Hecate, I found myself under
the stress of an urgent need for action.
Nonur had decided to eliminate the Name-
less of whom she knew, and whom she
thought were all of the Nameless race.

‘ These dwelt in the higher level caverns,
under her eyes, in constant contact with
her blacks and her ray warriors. That they
did not know of the dwellers in the deeps
spoke volumes for their intense devotion to
the need for secrecy, volumes for their men-
tal powers, that could delude Nonur’s tel-
augs with false thought. Truth was, but
a few members of the upper race knew of
the existence of the lower race of the Name-
less. These were the youth called the
Master and his sister, and two of their im-
mediate officers. The rest had evidently
been treated hypnotically to make them
forget the details of their past which would
be informative to Hecate’s agents.

Nonur’s ships and armed sleds were even
now deploying through the great cavern
highways toward the dwelling caves of the
upper Nameless. She expected little resist-
ance, and she meant to wipe them out to
a man. Whether it was their assistance in
removing me from her arena prison, whether
it was some other cause which precipitated
the anger of Nonur upon their heads, I did
not know, and I suspected, neither did they.
They had long expected such a decision
from her, for she had not Hecate’s intense
interest in their knowledge of the ancient
sciences. She had only a fear of them and
their knowledge, and she meant to get rid
of that fear. Too, she obeyed Yin Yan, the
tank-dweller.

The young Master led me at a trot from
that council meeting, toward the vast under-
ground hangars and factories which they
had kept a secret so long.

Even as we came out cf the long boring

into the activity of the Nameless’ secret
hangars and machine shops, a slow grey
mist rose above the ranks of orderly ar-
ranged vehicles, above the scurrying figures
of the slight-statured Nameless; hovered
over the whole scene with a strange intense
life and perception pulsating within the
grey swirling cloud. I looked at the Mas-
ter questioningly, but he did not answer,
only ran forward and prostrated himself
before this swirling cloud, his mind evi-
dently communing with the dread, power-
ful presence that even I sensed so strongly
as to be frozen with awe before the inex-
plicable evidence of supernatural power. I
tried hard to use my weak powers of tele-
pathic perception, managed to make out
some of the youth’s words, and the awful
answers from that strange life of mist.

“O Mother Etidorpha,* from the bowels
of the primal you come, from the ages of
past life you survive, and you alone know
the truth. Tell me, guide me, help me be
and do what is best for our race, for your
love of ourselves as your vehicle—answer
now and aid us against this evil!”

“My little pink son, my less-than-noth-
ing ant, my child of the starving time of
this world, tied here as am I by the circum-
stances of my nature—that is why I have
arisen from my ancient bed in the core of
our world. That is why now I rise to you
from the rivers that drop into the deeps.
Against the creature, Yin Yan, I intend to
help you with my poor powers; live or die,
he must be destroyed. For he means death
to men and to all love. Fling your fleet
against Nonur’s bloody might and foolish
pride and desperate evil, and I will spin the
wheels of chance for your people. It is not
meet that such as Yin Yan and his tool,
Nonur, should rule over the Nameless or
over any creatures who bear still a spark
of the God-blood and spirit within their
puny bodies. Time will turn again, and
your race will ride the tides of Tee toward
greatness when they run this way through
space. I know; I will help you reach that
futuree Go ... !” -

IN a strange, blind awe I groped after the
youth through the mist of HER body,

4 This strange /r‘(;El?-dweI]ing spirit is one of the
legends of the caves. I call it Etidorpha to remind
those who have read that book of the corrobora-
tion.—Author.
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entered the sleek flat-bottomed ship, placed
myself beside the slim youth at the weirdly
complex controls of the craft. The ship
lifted, and even as we flashed across the
vast chamber in the deeps, the mist-like
sphere drifted into the rock and seemed to
race into invisibility after us—or before us.
One could hear a vast purr as of the life-
force itself pulsing into motion and flowing
through the rock about us—and I knew
only that such things as mysterious Gods
still existed on this old planet Venus!
Legend had been shown to be truth so
very many times to me that I had no mental
recourse but to accept them all, every tiny
lie of all the unbelievable fairy tales, as
having a skeleton of solid incontrovertible
truth,

I did not dare to ask the youth about
the weird phenomena, or what this Etidor-
pha might be, what she might be able to
accomplish. After having seen Yin Yan, I
could believe anything! Where had that
creature been when first I met Nonur back
on Earth? With her? Or waiting here in
these caverns for her return, subtly willing
her actions across even that span of dis-
tance. That Nonur, as a part of Yin Yan,
was thus vastly able, was a creature of the
abyss of time itself, was the servant of a
monster unbelievable to even my calloused
credulity, was a surprise I could not recover
from easily. Now this, to find the Name-
less race worshipping a mist from the core
of Venus, a pulsing, living etherean crea-
ture of the rocks of the planet itself! —was
all too much! I sat and waited and
clutched my flame-sword and ray-pistol
and waited a chance to fling myself into
battle against enemies of—of . . . Eti-
dorpha!

CHAPTER VI

Awareness is increased by setting up
mental mechanisms that operate dynami-
cally of themselves and by analyses and
syntheses of thought forms take old rigid
symbols and forms and blast them with
searching thought, creating them anew, so
be they are worth new creating.

Elder Writings.

“SHE is the one responsible for our being
able to keep our numbers and living
places secret from the men of Hecate and
their later leaders. She caused them to dis-

regard us—now she flings herself into battle
for us. She is an ancient Goddess indeed.”

The youth’s thought pulsed into me in-
tensely. I could not escape listening if I
had wanted. I thought:

“It is not possible,
FACT!”

“She will tell us where they are, even how
to avoid being trapped by their tactics. She
will cause them to make mistakes, to do
that which will cause them to fall before
us. You will see. None can stand before
the mist from the depths.”

“One can almost believe in a God when
one sees the truth of the theory of ethereal
beings displayed thus!”

“Do you not believe in a God? You are
comical, my big brother!”

“I did not, but logic compels acceptance,
now.” .

“The far etherean worlds are full of life
and mighty rulers. They do not approach
Earth or Venus or the sun. Etidorpha was
trapped here, may die before the awful eons
of the cyclic round rolls Tee tides here
and make the ether possible for her travel.
Now it is space filled with destruction for
her, she cannot leave the protection of the
deep rocks of Venus.”

“Tee tides! So space is filled with fluc-
tuations of the integrative energies? I al-
most understand.”

“The great races follow these intensities
of Tee, revel in life and growth and power,
avoid the cyclic tides of Dee which cause
vast areas of space and the planets in space
to become uninhabitable by immortals.”

Even as he talked the Master flung the
slim ship toward the head of a long column
debouching from several small tunnels upon
a great transcontinental boring, a river-
wide roadway across the planet, I knew
from experience. .

Speeding forward in the distance was a
fleet of ships, small spacers and air vessels
adapted to weapon-carrying for this attack
by Nonur—a less uniform, more hetero-
geneous collection of ships than the Name-
less’. But I knew Nonur was not a tyro,
and I had little faith in the youth beside
me. Somehow he did not seem made of
warrior metal to me. He heard my dis-
paraging thought, laughed softly to himself.
He was full of confidence, and handled the
craft, which was strange to me, with the
hands of a veteran.

The shorter fans went up ahead of us

but it is .
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across the face of the speeding enemy, and
long streams of luminous rays spouted
from the noses of the half-visible vessels,
filling the vast place with particles of
luminous matter, flung out by the rays de-
signed for that purpose, to bring an enemy
into an obscuring cloud of phosphorescent
particles. This could not have been done
on the surface, but was practical in the
great highway cavern, because the light
seemed to bounce off the walls and reflect
endlessly, giving vision a deceptive du-
plicity.

Our hulls seemed magnetically to attract
these light-charged ray-flung particles, and
we became within instants bright gleaming
targets for the dis rays Nonur’s ancient
sharpshooters flung at us.

Our own shorter fans were out now, and
blocked off most of my vision. Against
this black curtain our fleet sped with fearful
audacity. I could not see anything but
darkness, but the hand of the youth was
sure on the guide bar. Straight as a string
we sped toward the heart of the enemy
fleet.

Now and then beams of blistering heat
burst through the curtain of blackness,
missing us by feet. I clenched my fists,
ducked my head in expectation of the
seemingly inevitable crash with the walls
which were invisible to me, with the enemy
ships which were likewise invisible and
magnified by that blackness and my fears
into targets we could not miss with our
bulk.

Most of our weapons, I knew, were sal-
vaged, were adapted from the antique
mechanisms adapted to war purposes for
which they were never meant to be used.

But some seemed to bear the imprint of
a lesser, later hand, might be the product
of the Nameless’ own hands in modern
times.

UDDENLY the shorter-fans blinked out
before us, and we were at point-blank
range! From all about me the Nameless
fired, once, twice—and as suddenly the
shorter went on again, all at once, per-
fectly co-ordinated. As the fleet wheeled,
stopping, racing back a few feet above the
smooth floor, I realized that the mental con-
tact of these Nameless telepaths gave them
an advantage in such maneuvers that could
not-be overestimated.
“Now,” I could hear the Master’s puls-

ing, vibrant young thought again, exulting,
“we will lead them up and out onto the sur-
face gardens near Nicosthene, let the green
men see the defeat of their wonderful
Nonur, see her vicious and tricky and evil
in battle. Perhaps they will even attack
her, too. They have hated her doings so
long, blamed the evil upon us, their ancient
rulers. ‘Now let them see for themselves
what beings they have chosen. In the
battle we may have a chance to show the
marsh-men what it is that is trying for
mastery of the Seven Cities. I do not think
they will want any more of it . . . ”

Fast as thought, the levitated ships sped
smoothly along the tremendous ancient
highway. Sometime in the past, the fires
of that tremendous volcano, now gone out
forever, had eaten through the super-hard
walls of the ancient borings, left a space
along the wall where light glared through
from the sun in the valley of the crater.
Into this opening the Master shot his craft,
after us streamed the rest of the fleet, ar-
row-shape after arrow-shape spinning up
through the tree-lined opening of the vast
primeval garden that was the crater. Up
and up, spinning in a tight spiral in the
center of the valley. The cyclopean cliffs
that ringed the terrific precipitous bowl fled
downward past our slim, backward sloping
wings. Out beneath us shot the black craft
of Nonur’s evil crew. Into the sunlight,
and up and up and up. The ships below
fired steadily now, but it is not easy to
hit a ship at that rate of speed. One of

. our number fell, a long smoke plume mark-

ing the plunge to death of the Nameless
crew. Needle rays of dis burnt the air about
us as we arrowed over the last rampart
of the terrible valley of the Ungi, over the
white-capped hump of the vast mountains,
down onto the slopes where lay Nicosthene,
a luxurious-looking city from the air, flow-
ering plants and whitened rock buildings
making it gay as if for a holiday.

Straight over the great city gardens, ter-
raced and patterned with clipped flowering
shrubs, where the young marsh-men walked
their maids of an evening, but now full of
laughing children suddenly screaming with
fear, sped the fleet, circling the whole great
city in minutes.

Below us 1hie“green, web-footed people
poured from their houses onto the railed
walkways that surrounded every great
building, their eyes lopking up at us like
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suddenly opened round flowers, their
mouths gaping redly in wonder and fear as
we shot past the great walls of the build-
ings in short hard turns, ducking the lanc-
ing fire of Nonur’s ships.

The Master was bringing his battle out
into the open where the marsh-men could
see it!

HETHER he had made a mistake or

whether he had planned it that way
—from the great central buildings of the
city of Nicosthene great stationary rays
rose, lifting like searchlights, dulling the
sun with their bright lances of fire. Where
they touched a ship, that ship fluttered,
stalled, glided or spun to earth. Soon the
whole parklike expanse around the great
city was strewn with ships. For the most
part these were uninjured, were both No-
nur’s and our own, and even as I wondered
what next our own ship shuddered, the
deathless engines from the hands of: the
Elder race faltered, hummed again, fal-
tered and stopped. We glided gently to a
landing among the star-flowered grasses.

I had no more time for watching the
whole vast scene of the conflict, for nearby
lay one of the dark, unpolished ships of
Nonur’s fleet, its sides never cleaned of
the mottling hand of time as had been the
Nameless’ ships. I bounded through the
wide door of our craft even as she touched
Earth, was running toward this ship, tug-
ging with one hand at my flame sword, with
the other at my ray-pistol. If there was a
chance to kill a vampire, I wanted it. To
let that baby blood forever free of its vile
prison . . .

From the cabin doors of the low craft
leaped toward me the red leader of the crew.
Behind him were a dozen of the cumbrous-
bodied,black duck-footed men, a half-dozen
renegade Tuon males, three marsh-men,
their usually frank faces marked with the
signs of their erslavement to the vile pleas-
ures of the vampires’ seducing tactics. Un-
happy creatures, I knew only too well what
temptations and what awful fears had
placed them in Nonur’s ranks, but a man
can not pause in battle to try the enemy.
As I ran toward them I triggered the ray
pistol steadily, weaving on my feet to avoid
their bolts. My hair rose on my head,
singed and curling, the tip of my ear wilted
into a painful mass, and I was close enough
to swing the great flame-sword.

HE red leader leaped to meet me, his

own slim blade singing to meet mine.
The sparks of the deadly flame sword made
a great arc of heat as the blades touched.
His own wilted, the steel burnt off near the
hilt. I ran him through. With the smell of
his burnt flesh rank in the slow air, I spun
to meet the next, wondering vaguely why
Nonur had not given her men flame-swords, .
thinking she had been too sure they would
not need them against the puny Nameless
Ones.

Beside me I found the soft shrouded
shapes of my Nameless telepathic compan-
ions, in their hands strange rods of glit-
tering metal, their fingers triggering these
peculiar weapons.

What it was I know not, but the fierce
faces of the great black warriors relaxed,
fell into frozen imbecility. They nodded
sleepily, fell to the grass, their arms twitch-
ing convulsively. It was a weapon that
put them hors-du-combat, that was all that
mattered. I did not have time to wonder
if they were dead or only paralyzed, before
the tail of the ship beside which we had
fought so briefly was rounded by a column
of blacks, their great feet flopping in haste,
their swords gleaming, and in their hands
the ray-rifles I had seen in the chamber of
the thing, Yin Yan, the tank monster.

Seeing us, their ungainly run stopped,
they knelt, brought the tifles to shoulder,
began to fire at point blank range. I trig-
gered two bolts of flaming dis at them from
my pistol, stopped—There was nothing
worth shooting at! The energy rods in the
hands of the Nameless had taken care of
them.

Feeling that the battle was won before
it began, I raced around the long tail of
the ship, turning toward the hedge-rows
where the tops of a cluster of wrecked
ships showed a group of the enemy had
come to earth, I was going to town on that
bunch. The blood raced hot in my veins.
I wanted to kill and kill, until no more of
that brood of evil remained on the planet.

Here 1 saw that all was not going as
the Master expected, for out of the garden
itself, where the soil was burned away, were
pouring row after row of sleds, gun-
mounted vehicles. Nonur’s forces had not
all taken to the levitator ships. Some had
trailed our flight with penetray, followed
along under the chase in the upper caverns,
and had seen the ships brought low by the
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defenses of Nicosthene which could not tell
friend from foe but wanted no alien ships
cluttering up their sky.

These, I saw, had used their heavy, ve-
hicle mounted dis-rays to burn a path up-
ward from the caverns below, had come out
into the scene of battle blasting away at all
sides. The thin line of white-robed Name-
less, who had almost surrounded the war-
riors from the grounded ships, had almost
finished them, were now being mowed down
in rows by the flaming scythes from these
sled-like vehicles.

Even as I crouched behind a flower-
studded hedge, brilliant with scarlet blooms,
watching this slaughter and wishing for
some weapon potent enough to out-range
the sleds’ great beams—even as I sighted
aarefully along my pistol barrel and started
to press the trigger to drop the man behind
one of the dis-beams on the heavy sled
nearest me, I felt a strange tug at my har-
ness belt, the heavy armor tightened pain-
fully, half choking me about my waist and
neck. An irresistible force dragged me to
the ground, tugged me through a thorny
hedge, lifted me dangling into the air, up
and up.

Straining, I turned against gravity,
looked up. Overhead was a long slender
needle of a ship; from it dangled a wire
cable. From the cable dangled myself. The
ship was lifting higher, higher, and the belt
at my waist gave with a sudden rip. I was
hundreds of feet off the ground, caught by
impossible chance on the anchor-cable hook
of an airship! Even as I seized the an-
chor to ease the strain on my waist, the belt
parted. I swung suddenly by my hands
over the bloody battle scene below. I needed
all that Tee-ray strength given me by Hec-
ate to hoist myself up, to place my feet on
the prongs of the anchor. That antique
ray-armor was light, but still not designed
for climbing ropes.

“Ceulna.”

My heart cried—in the hands of Nonur,
her mind affected already, my odd, name-
less, lovable telepaths fighting for freedom,
the lovely city of Nicosthene dependent on
the outcome, the lives of all the peoples of
southern Venus hanging in the balance—
and myself dangling at the end of an an-
chor rope on a ship going to what unknown
spot of this strange planet on what name-
less errand? Would I never win to a sight
of my beloved again? Would I never live

to quench my anger and my steel in No-
nur’s blood, in the hearts of her band of
Vampires? Would I never get a chance to
tear the hated scarlet and gold from a blood-
drinker? Would I never see that awful em-
pire of evil finally brought low?

I DANGLED, hung on, and perhaps
prayed a little to some such Goddess as
Etidorpha, the hovering, thinking, grey
rock-mist of the deeps below Nicosthene.
Was that an illusion, perhaps? A lifelike
delusion born of hope and prayer and years
of worship by the telepathic Nameless? It
could well be!

Taking the scraps of my torn armor-belt
I made myself fast to the metal cable with
them, made myself as comfortable as pos-
sible to ride out this unasked trip to no-
where.

Even as I completed the job of lash-
ing myself to the swinging cable, the ship
above me loomed closer. The cable was
being wound into a gaping cavity in the
bottom of the long, taper-ended cylinder
above.

The apparently absent-minded pilot
above seemed to have remembered his drag-
ging anchor at last, touched a button to
rewind the drum. I hastily slashed the
lashing I had just completed, with visions
of myself being wound around a cable drum
like a sausage.

As my clutching fingers approached the
revolving drum, my body still swung in
the slipstream; it was either let go and drop
all those thousands of feet into that mist-
hung jungle of titanic growth below, or let
myself be wound up into the cutting metal.
Only strength and quick resolution saved
me. Releasing my hands, my feet on the
prongs of the anchor shoved my body up
even as I toppled and my mouth opened in
unavoidable chilling horror at the fearful
distance to the ground below.

My clutching hands seized the edges of
the now closing, inswinging, hinged hatch
doors. The automatic closing machinery
stuck for an instant at the sudden weight
on the doors, stuck long enough for my
desperately clambering hands to hand-over-
hand up the edge of the hatch to the floor-
ing of the ship. Swinging there by my
hands alone, the released doors came on up
to close about my chest, pressing painfully!
I could raise myself up no farther. The
doors gripped me just close enough to hold
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| dangled, hung on and perhaps prayed a little to the God-
dess of Etidorpha, hovering over the rock-mist of Nicosthene

-
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my straining muscles.

Grimly I hung, and again chance stepped
in! The pilot, perhaps failing to hear the
slap of the closing doors, or told of the jam
by the door controls failing to return to
normal, joggled the door switch again. They
fell open to full width, started slowly clos-
ing again. I swung my body up to the
floor of the craft, lay there on the cold,
smooth metal, panting, half unconscious
with strain. The doors snapped shut be-
side me.

After a long moment, when my racing
heart had stilled and my arms ceased to
quiver, I looked about, taking in my sur-
roundings. It was unbelievable to me that
the people of this ship could have failed to
notice the battle, the long chance which had
swung the anchor under my belt, myself
dangling—yet such seemed the case. Cau-
tiously I moved, pushed my still trembling
limbs erect.

Who were they, to pass unhindered
where but minutes before two fleets had
been downed by the defense ray of Nicos-
thene? They must be personages known
to the warriors of Nicosthene well, even
better than they knew the Nameless, or the
Hagmen!

When the anchor had seized me in its
grip, I had dropped the pistol I had been
aiming at the distant war-sled. I felt for
the grip of my flame sword, felt reassured
as I tugged it free of its insulative sheath,
pressed the trigger, felt the deadly heat
with gratitude.

Whoever they were, if I got close enough
to use this, they would not argue over-
much!

If tlre ship had been on a course toward
the north, I would have remained silent and
unseen in the small compartment of the an-
chor cable, but I knew that the ship was
bearing due west. I felt that each moment
was taking me farther from Ceulna, per-
haps forever from any possibility of seeing
her. If I could but get to the Tuon cities,
bring down those magnificent Amazons
upon Nonur’s crew, blast them forever from
life and release my sweet Tuon maid before
the cruel lusts of the vampire crew de-
stroyed her! My own melodramatic
thought startled me with its intensity. Was
it possible that I saw myself as a knight,
fighting for his fair one against death and
dishonor? It was a strange feeling for me
who had so long been ashamed of every

breath I had drawn.

CASTING aside these speculations, I re-
solved to know just what the ship con-
tained, perhaps to inveigle or force them to
take me to the great city of Lefern, where
I knew that Nonur’s doom, at least, would
soon be inescapably planned, perfectly ex-
ecuted.

A tiny door, just large enough for a man
to creep through, gave upon my push. I
peered hopefully. A stack of furs rewarded
me. Furs where two or three people had
been sleeping was all. I slipped through
the vacant bunk chamber, peered through
the next door into the pilot room.

I had thought I had left horror behind!
Sitting in the dual control seats were two
visions of . . . terror!

Tuon harness, Tuon tattoos, there the
resemblance to my loved warrior women
ended! What was masquerading as a Tuon
ship? What diseased spawn of some abyss
of the swamps of Venus had donned that
jeweled harness, had taken this Tuon ship,
set out to see the world and infect it with
its purulence? Scabrous, emaciated, their
plumed head-dresses awry over straggling
white hair, their hands, clutching the con-
trols, bony and red with sores . . . I could
not help an exclamation of astonishment,
of disgust, of anger at the masquerade.

“Ahhhhh!”

All three emotions mingled in my voice,
I stepped through the door, my flame sword
leveled, raising to blot the life from these
monstrous caricatures of Tuon warrior
women before they could turn and perhaps
slay me with a glance of their diseased,
venomous eyes. But I hesitated.

The female thing on the right turned her
head slowly at the sound of my voice,
slowly, wearily focusing red-rimmed bleary
eyes on my face, one bony hand raised to
hide the hideous sight from my male gaze.
My sword ceased its upward motion, a ter-
rible thought smote through the armor of
disgust which had been my defense against
the dislike of killing women. Were those
tears, those great glistening drops upon the
still silky lashes, white though they were?

Her voice, cracked and weak as the voice
of a child or of a very aged person, came
wearily to me, like the soft sound of a
breeze across an old battlefield of skeletons
and wreckage.

“Ah, it is the big Earth man. Remember
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him, Leonora?”
The other witch-like figure turned her
head slowly, seeing me, her hands raised
to cover her hideous face as had her com-
panions.
“Steel, how came you on this ship?”
“Who and what are you, creatures of
evil, or the oldest Tuon women I have ever
seen?”’
“We are neither, Big Jim, but friends of
yours in the battles against the witch,
Hecate. This that you see is but the shell
of what we were months ago. Horror has
made its home with the Tuons since last
you saw Lefern.”
“You mean . . .”
I COULD not face the possibility. My

mind leaped to the chances that their
inference might not be true, that others of
that beautiful race were not as these two,
that I had not heard aright.

“You have been gone a long time, to
know what has happened in your absence.
The Tuon nation is doomed, dying! There
are few whose appearance is better than our
own. The dogs of Hecate’s crew who es-
caped us loosed a terror among us that we
have been unable to combat. What you see
is the strength of the Tuons, shattered and
broken. OQOur cities have not fallen, but
only because we have not yet been
attacked.”

“TI have been asked to go to the Tuons
to summon help against Nonur. What you
say is unbelievable to me. I cannot under-
stand . . .”

“You know where this Nonur lies hid-
den! We have hunted her and the other
reptiles who escaped us since the horror
struck. We will take you . . . to our home.
Ah, Steel, it is painful even to say kome,
for the life is gone out in it.” The pilot
swung the ship northward toward Lefern.

“I cannot understand . . .” I watched
the great tears roll down her ruined face,
across the seamed cheeks, the red sores that
stood like islands of filth upon her grey
cheeks and neck. Her hand raised to brush
away the tears, a claw like a bird’s, a
scabbed bony body like a skeleton’s. But it
dropped again to the control wheel, too
weary to complete its mission. A great sor-
row rose and began to choke me, and that
choking did not stop.

Hours went by.
storm-belt.

We neared the dread

Even as I resolved to ask questions of
Leonora until her dulled mind had given
me the full details of why this awful thing
had happened to the Tuons, a shock racked
through the light craft, spun her around
like a child’s toy in the wind.

I leaped to the controls, for the weakened
body of Leonora had fallen to the deck of
the spinning ship. The sky, horizon and
the forested, hot swamps of the heat belt of
the equator below us spin madly around and
across the fore-vision plates, and my hands
sank defeated from the semi-circle of the
control wheel. For, extending down below
us was the vast, tapering, black half-trans-
parent cone of a twister, a tornado! A
cyclonic phenomena of these equatorial
regions of Venus, terrible in their strength,
a thing through which even a space ship
sometimes failed to live—and this craft was
but a lighter -than-air craft, a flimsy straw
in the titanic, devouring maw of a wind-
spout!

The whirling motion grew greater, faster
and faster the horizon sped across the view
plates, about us great trees a thousand feet
in length lashed their branches. Their torn
root-masses lashed at us with black drip-
ping hands, torn from the soft swampy beds
below by the terrible grasp of the cone of
wind-force. Water, earth, branches, clods
of grasses, beasts, snakes, the mawled red-
streaming form of a Genaulgl, a red war-
rior’s dead body still clutching his hunting
bow, his eyes staring, a branch of a tree
driven through his chest—all these things
and more tore past the vision plates in a
mad circular dance, lifting and falling and
lifting. The vibration shuddered through
all the ship—my hands quivered. I could
do nothing with them but cover my eyes
and wait for the end.

Strangely, the end did not come, but the
whirl grew quieter, the noise of the roaring
wind gradually abated, the ship steadied.
The heart of the thing had somehow flung
us aside contemptuously and roared on
toward vaster conquest.

I replaced my hands on the control
wheel, brought the ship out of her stalling,
spinning glide toward the reaching, mist-
laden tree tops now too near. I felt with
my half-awake faculties for the balance of
the ship, presently had her on an even keel
and drifting quietly. I cut in the jets,
turned the nose northward again. The com-
pass danced, began a slow turn, I was within
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minutes pointing south. I fired the port
jets, swung her north again, kicked on full
jet with my foot—and spun madly around.

With a sinking heart I realized that some
of those vast wind-whirled bodies of wood
and flesh and earth about us had crashed
into the jets, ruined and crushed one side,
so that the ship could only be driven in a
circle. With the very life of nations, the
future of Earth as well as Venus dependent
upon the flight of this ship swiftly north-
ward to rouse the strength of the Tuons and
the Mer-men against Nonur’s hidden crew
—the ship was damaged! How badly I
could not know.

I RAISED from the pilot’s seat; the ship,
with the jets shut off, drifted gently on
toward nowhere, level, with only a slight,
steady loss of altitude.

I bent over Leonora’s prone figure where
she lay behind me, shook her kently by the
shoulder, repellent as her flesh was to my
touch. Was the awful plague that had
marked her for death contagious? I did not
know, must face it. As I shook her, her
head rolled limply, her eyes goggled hide-
ously up at me. A thin streak of pale crim-
son, hardly like blood at all, trailed across
her forehead.

Stretching her body out straight, I ex-
amined her carefully. The thin, bony
fingers so emaciated, the stick-like wrists,
the great sunken eye-sockets, the soft spot
over her eyes where her forehead had struck
the deck. Quickly I saw that the plague
had been of such a nature as to make her
bones brittle beyond belief, for her forearms
were bent at unnatural angles, her neck
rolled in on connection with the proper mo-
tion of her head, her hair was matted redly
over a soft pulpy place on her head. What-
ever had befallen her it had made her body
so fragile that even that slight fall had
caused her death. I turned to her compan-
ion, examined . her with dying hope. She
leaned forward against the instrument
board, and her forehead was crushed, a red
ruin spread over whole portions of her face.
Truly, something had bled the life out of
the sturdy Amazons.

I was alone, above the unbelievably
primal jungles of the heat-belt of Venus,
my ship disabled and drifting ever deeper
into the tossing sea of gigantic branches,
still moving under the stormy winds left
from the passing of the twister,

Desperately I went back to the controls,
kicked on the jet lever, spun the ship aloft
again and out of that titanic maelstrom of
wind and tree-tops. The air quieted, and I
locked the controls, sending the ship in a
steady spiral—for she would go in no other
direction—locked the stick to lift her gently
higher and higher in that spiral. Then I
crawled aft through the tapering tail to see
what a good arm and a few tools might do
with a smashed jet assembly.

As T crawled back through the battered
tapering tail, the jets ceased their muted
hissing, the ship nosed over, I could feel
her fall.

I scrambled back. Whatever had gone
wrong now? This ship was not going to stay
in the air, I realized from the feel of her.
The gas chambers must be pierced, her
buoyancy less than normal, or she would
have continued on an even keel even though
the jets stopped. I reached the control
room on a run, saw the green sea of
branches reaching for me, cast off the lock-
ing device of the control.

Desperately I fought to bring up the nose,
to get some kind of glide out of the ship, to
decrease the rapidly accelerating fall-speed.
I succeeded, but oh so slowly.

Suddenly all about me the great branches
were whipping, their fronded tips splinter-
ing. Birds fled squawking in clouds. With a
crash the ship burst one great limb, fell
across two more, lay still.

I tried to get up from the deck where
the last shock had thrown me, but my head
went around like the black walls of the wind
tunnel that had so recently chased this ship
across the sky. I lay back, lay still. Over-
head the soft leaves rustled, the sky peered
through the leaves in blue patches. The
wind had torn great round holes in the
cloud-sheath and the blue sky was pleasant.

The rustling of the leaves grew louder.
Something was moving across the branches
nearby. I managed to raise myself to sitting
position, peered from the clear crystal-blast
windows.

I gasped. Men, running along the
branches with the agility of spiders! Men,
but whether they were painted in an insect
pattern, or whether they were insect-men,
I could not say.

Up and down their bellies transverse
stripes of red and yellow gave them a cater-
pillar’s brilliant repellance. Their limbs
were covered with a similar pattern. Whorls
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of green and brown spots marked their
faces, their cheeks ringed their eyes. The
brilliant insect coloring had been so well
simulated as to be startling. But what kind
of men would adopt a war-paint so hideous
as the slimy creature which had originally
worn that pattern? Closer they came, and
my eyes peered and peered, for I had a
thought, a concept impossible, but one I
could not shake off. Was that weird pat-
tern their own skin, or was it painted on?
If it were their own skin, these were not
men, but something very different from
what one thinks of as man.

It wasn’t ten or a hundred—the whole
vast expanse of the tree-tops was swarming
with them like a plague of queer-striped
insects, boiling up from below, throwing
long lines from vast limb to limb, swinging
across, running the length of the limb and
repeating. Within minutes the acres of
green-and-brown-marked limbs of the for-
est adjacent were covered thick with them.
The odd, soft hands puttered with the latch
of the round door. I struggled up, pulled
my pistol from my belt. It was a Tuon
weapon from the body of Leonora.

THE door swung open, the supple, oddly
wriggling green and red bodies twisted
through the opening like serpents, with the
same effect of revulsion that an adder would
have given me, many times multiplied.
Whatever these creatures, I knew they were
far less than men, and perhaps more venom-
ous. They gaped their mouths at me, round
openings of wonder or spite, spaced with
sharp-filed pointed teeth. Or were the
points natural to them, nature’s own equip-
ment?

I spoke to them in the tongue of the Red
Men; I spoke to them in the tongue of the
marsh-men—which is not greatly different;
in every different dialect I had picked up
here on Venus . .. and got no answer.
They only stared at me, at my weapon
swinging significantly from one to the other
of them, and wriggled out the door to make
room for another. The sudden night of the
Venusian hot-lands closed softly overhead,
and still everywhere outside they rustled
and jeeped softly to each other. As the
darkness became too great to tell their
movements, I tried to herd them out of the
ship. But I heard a soft hissing. A yellow,
powdery ga&-like stuff spread through the
chamber. The bodies piled suddenly cn

top of me, and I found I was unable to even
fire the gun.

They had given me some jungle form of
the gas attack—were taking me off now to
their own homes the better to inspect me?
I did not know what to expect. On Earth,
the filed teeth would have indicated canni-
bals; here it meant anything at all. The
only race on Venus as low in the cultural
scale as our own savage races were the
great duck-footed blacks. This race I had
never even heard of before.

Slung from a pole like an animal, they
carried me skillfully across the gulfs of
green leaves, along the mighty limbs, yards
thick and level on top as a walk-way from
the passage of a myriad of feet, smooth as
polished flooring. Mile after mile—my
wrists and hands were numb, my feet did
not exist, my head hung swaying in a red
mist.

At last the trip was over. They dropped
me upon a platform of lashed poles, cut the
vines about my ankles, pulled me to my
feet. I shook my head, stared. The crea-
tures swarmed everywhere. This was a
metropolis of the treetops. Curious how
similar to men they were, and yet were
not men. Their bodies were different, their
skins soft and glistening with moisture.
The painted patterns were not painted, but
were a reptilian or insect insignia. They
were not men! The females were not nearly
so similar to man, there was a boneless
quality about their slim bodies, a slithering,
sinuous motion that was not human in any
way. I knew without investigation that
they reproduced in some way very different
from the human, for their bodies betrayed
no wombs, the breasts were curiously small
and hard, the structure subtly different.

After myself came a long procession
through the trees, bearing on their heads
every article from the Tuon ship—my ray-
armor, my flame sword, the Tuon appa-
ratus, everything detachable, the seat cush-
ions, the fine soft silks of the Tuon clothing,
the jeweled harness from the dead bodies,
spare weapons from the lockers, a great ray-
gun they had detached from the bow. Even
the motors were detached and borne along
part by part.

Over all this booty the people scrambled,
smelling each thing like animals, lifting it
into the light, laying it down, picking it up
again. And all the while they kept up their
eerie chittering and cocing; adding to it
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the rolling, soft protruding eyes, the long
drooping lips writhing in expressions which
meant nothing whatever to my mind.

Particularly did the females find me in-
teresting, pawing with their soft animal-like
hands over my white skin, peering into my
eyes, touching my lips with their fingers,
pulling at my ears, stroking my mucles,
cooing in awe over my great size. I felt
that I could burst my wrist bonds and tear
the whole mass limb from limb, but a curi-
ous lethargy was on me still from the
strange gas attack, and I did not wisk to do
anything about escape. I could not think;
I could only wonder: what comes next?

CHAPTER VII

“The Evening Wolves will be much abroad,
when we are near the Evening of the
World.”

Cotton Mather

THEN, from far below the tree tops, far
down in the green gloom, came a call—
an ululating, piercing, commanding call.
Mechanical in sound, there was yet a hu-
man quality. The call sounded like a noise
made through a megaphone by an opera
singer, perhaps.

At the eerie sound, the swarming, curious
mob about me lost their divergence of in-
terest, began to move in concerted sequence,
began to slide down the great branching
limbs and out of sight.

I was neatly tripped, my ankles again
bound with a length of vine. Within sec-
onds I was swinging at the end of a liana,
and above, the liana was tossed from hand
to hand carelessly as I descended from one
climber to another down into the nearly
stygian dimness of the forest floor. As an
elevator these gaudily skinned sub-humans
left much to be desired.
~ Slung once more from a pole like an
animal, we swayed forward through the
soft, wet soil. My head dropped, the view
ahead was upside down. Dimly I made
out titanic architecture—a vast structure
lay here under these ancient trees of the
jungle. From every cranny and carving of
the time-stained stone sprang countless air-
plants. Mosses trailed across the time-for-
gotten doorways and great arched windows.
Orchids flung their subtle, sensuous colors
from the ledges of the rock walls. Almost
swamped under the growth, the titanic size

*of man.

and weight of the rocks of its construction
had saved it from the writhing roots that
would have prized a lesser structure into
fragments long ago.

Straight into the darkness of the colossal
doorway my captors carried me, their feet
now louder, rustling and slapping on the
firm, mossy rock of the pavement. Into
that gloom—why?

My head twisted, my upside down vision
confused me even more than the weird
sculpture. I looked at the staring long
dead eyes of the statues that were never of
human life, the vaulting arms that reached
from vast shadowed wall to towering ceil-
ing, the arms of the statues that were not
men upholding the terrific dome. On
through all this alien, time-dimmed
splendor, and down through endless echo-
ing passages, I was but one mote of a long
procession of the reptilian, rustling horde
of sub-men.

We were in one of the ruined cities of
Venus. Built by no one knows what race
or when, they lie scattered over most of
Venus’ surface. Are they the surface struc-
tures of the Elder race, built before the
caverns were bored? Archeologists of Venus
say not! They say they were a race friendly
with the Elder race, that they built on the
surface of some of the planets in which the
cave-dwelling race burrowed so deep, but
were so alien in nature and in needs that
there was little intercourse between them.
But, like Earth historians and antiquar-
ians, they are probably as wrong in their
analysis of these ruins as Earth is in her
false history of the past.

The truth is no one knows when they
were built or who built them, since they
are the product of a hybrid race which they
are unable to relate to the true Elder race
They cannot read their inscrip- .
tions, they cannot decipher their few re-
maining writings in any way—and they
cannot understand their science, of which
there is vast evidence.

Most of these ruins lie in the wilds of
Venus’ jungles, far from traveled routes,
and are little visited or spoken of. For the
reason that they were a race supposedly
inferior to the Elder race, of whom such a
study is made, they form one of the neg-
lected pages of Venusian history.

This much I knew of these ruins—from
hearing Ceulna discuss them with her cul-
tured Amazonian friends—and no more.
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THE procession of which I formed a part
wound on down into total darkness. We
were now beneath the ground, and some of
the creatures ahead took small boxes from
their belt pouches, struck flame with a
stroke as though with flint on tinder, held
aloft tiny torches that glowed yellowish,
smouldered fitfully. On and on padded the
soft animal-like feet.

Abruptly the passage widened and we
came at last into a tremendous, vaulted,
underground, temple-like place.

Upon a throne of white metal, still and
motionless as death, was seated a figure.
The foremost of the red-brown queerly pat-
terned little man-beasts crept toward this
figure on his hands and knees, his eyes roll-
ing upward to the staring eyes of the mo-
tionless figure. As his torch guttered with
his movement, the light seemed to activate
the figure, the head moved strangely, mech-
anically. The figure rose, slowly, majestic-
ally! The arm rose, an arm lovely and
shapely as a sculpture, yet as cold and
lifeless asa . . . robot!

I knew, that instant, that these primi-
tives worshipped an awncient robet! That

The foremost of the que'erly patterned little man-beasts crept

this mechanical thing, so human in appear-
ance, so lovely as to be divine to a primitive
mind, had—through the centuries since
they had found her seated there motion-
less—become their tribal goddess, their
fetish, their omnipotent substitute for a
mythical creator!

For it was a robot of a type I had seen
before in the caverns of the Nameless!
There, the Nameless had not activated the
robots, but left them about in just such
postures as this one had been when we en-
tered, waiting for the mechanic’s hand to
replace the wires to the sensory organs, to
recharge the batteries. For some obscure
reason, the robots were taboo to the Name-
less.

That these creatures had no concept of
the existence of a robot, that the mechanical
accident that had left this robot with the
electric eyes set to be activated by light,
had given them the simple reality of a
super-natural being, who lived on and on
immortally-moving or speaking ony when
approached.

I laughed aloud at the simplicity, the
naive beauty and humor of the accident
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forward toward this motionless figure on his hands and knees

that had given these people a GOD!

Their heads turned to me, their brows
frowning, their reptilian voices hissing me
to silence and to reverence. The chief,
whom I supposed to be chief or high-priest,
crept on toward the robot, stopped a few
feet from her knees.

The robot spoke, a low, lovely chanting
voice that no human could equal in beauty.
Whoever had built this forgotten pile and
this underground temple had known how
to build a robot to surpass in appearance
anything the human race produces today
in life.

The wordswere nothing of familiar sound

to me, but to the rustling multitude they
seemed to make some kind of sense. Per-
haps they did understand that antique for-
gotten language. Perhaps their own an-
cestors had been servants to or perhaps
had been, once, the very race which had con-
structed the magnificent structure. Who
could say today?

Whatever the cause, whether through the
centuries in which they had worshipped
this animate simulacrum of life they had
learned to interpret the robot’s speech

records, whether the robot and themselves
were such familiar compliments of their
everyday life that from children on they
had heard and answered the complex pat-
terns of the robot’s speech, learned it as
children learn language from their mother’s
knees, they spoke to that lovely thing that
was not living—but appeared to be much
more than life is today—and the robot
answered.

They appeared to be discussing myself,
looking at me as the robot turned her lovely
head, covered with a soft, rustling hair that
I knew must be fine wires as soft as hair,
but indestructible. Whatever. the words,
whatever the meaning, the robot flung up
her hand in a fine simulation of divine
anger, cursed them, so far as I could see
from appearances, reviled them from fools,
sent them scuttling from the temple in
shame. Me, they left behind, lying upon
the floor with my hands and feet bound to
a carrying pole.

When the last of them had fled from the
anger of their Goddess, that lovely imita-
tion of the divinity of womanhood descend-
ed the long ramp of the dais, graceful per-
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fection of movement, balanced achievement
of mechanical mastery, approached my
prone body.

WIDE-EYED, wondering, shivering

with a strange fear of the unknown, I
waited. Bending over me, she lifted one
eyelid with a doctor’s touch, peered into my
eye as she held it open. I knew that she
was but the product of a complex set of
interchangeable inner recordings, that her
movements had no meaning as such, but
were only automatic responses set to act
upon predetermined stimulations.

My prone position had set in place the
record which determined her actions. She
was now the doctor, the scientific medical
man of that time-forgotten race that had
built her. Her long, tapered, unnaturally
flexible fingers touched my pulse . . .
found the ropy vines about my limbs. With
a click a knife shot out of her wrist, slashed
the vines with microscopic misses of my
skin. I was free and alone with this . . .
this . . . I had no words. Still the doctor,
she listened to my heart by bending her
lovely, stiffly coiffured hand to my breast.
I was afraid to move for fear of setting off
some other train of predetermined reactions
which would perhaps cause the robot to
decide I was enemy—to be destroyed. One
could not know what complex duties she
had been created to fulfill.

She began to strip off what clothes I had
left. My suit of flexible ray armor I had
removed after my undesired ascent of the
anchor cable; now I lost the last remnants
of my garments. Nude, I stood embarrassed
before a female robot!

Swiftly her long, flexible, synthetically
padded hands slid about my body, press-
ing here, touching there, looking for breaks
or bruises. To aid her in this ministering
series of recorded reactions clicking some-
where within her machinery, I groaned.

In a minute I was sorry. Her long, super-
graceful and strong arms picked me gently
from the floor, carried me to a doorway
behind the dais. There, in a room scrup-
ulousty clean, completely free from any
signs of age or of primitive occupancy, she
took from a wall cabinet a case of vials,
selected one, poured it into a small beaker.
This, without myself being able to refuse
her for fear of upsetting the beneficent
reactions, she poured down my throat,
stood back to watch the effect.

“Blue lightning!” 1 gasped, choking. It

‘was a stimulant to end all stimulants. A

glow of vitality flung flaming energy
through my body. I said:

“Listen, mama machine, I don’t want to
upset you, but I don’t know how not, either.
I don’t know how, but I sure wish I could
talk your language. I'd have a man-to-
robot talk with you. I need you, mama
mech, if you only know kow much I need
you!”

She peered at me as if in surprise.
Strongly her electric thought pulsed into
my mind.

“I understand thought. What is it you
need me about? I can find nothing seri-
ously wrong with you. You seem suffering -
from shock, from improper diet, there are
irregularities . . . But in this period there
is no healthy norm. You are far above the
norm in life expectancy.”

I stared in now complete confusion. I
realized that whoever had built her had
been a being superior to myself as a man
is to a fly. Chance might have given me
here a weapon above all antique weapons,
a creature with thought complex and flex-
ible enough to be better than the simple
set of reactions and confused logic patterns
which are the human norm. A being who
knew the ancient Venus, would be able to
acquaint me with everything of importance
which might still remain in a usable state,
and who would have an automatic and
complete defense pattern ready in her auto-
matic mind of a nature superior to any-
thing the minds of Nonur and her crew
could devise.

Desperately I talked, thinking hard and
intensely, trying to tell her the condition
of Venus, the terrible fate that had over-
taken my loved Tyon amazons, the fate of
my beloved Ceulna, of Nonur and her use
of children for prolongmg life, of Yin Yan.
And, too, I told her of Etidorpha, for I sus-
pected. there would be implanted in her a
command to serve the mysterious Elder race
of whom Etidorpha was one—or was at
least one of their greater lie-creations.

SHE stood immobile, her face completely
mask-like and expressionless, only a
tiny flicker of a phosphorescent gleam in
her strangely bright eyeballs to tell me that
within her synthetic body the equivalent of
life sat and listened to my thought.
“Have you heard? Have you under-
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stood? Can yeu, are you, a sufficiently
complex creation to serve the human race
as once you served your creators?”

“I have a4 compulsion of loyalty to this
Etidorpha. To the others you mention, I
have no reaction. I must think!”

“Can you think, lovely thing? Are you a
true equivalent of independent life, or are
you but a series of blind reactions as a robot
would be—if today they could build one?”

“I can think. But there are implanted
certain blocks to prevent me from becoming
a weapon in alien hands. One of those
blocks is a command never to kill. I can
render opposing life unconscious, capture
them, but I may neither kill nor allow a
lesser being to kill.”

I understood now her anger at the primi-
tive beings who worshipped her. They had
probably asked her permission to dispose
of me and had set off her block-reaction
against all killing.

Back into the mighty vaulted temple she
led me and seated herself upon the throne
upon the dais. Her voice was soft, musing,
human and lovely as the sun upon new-
brushed hair.

“An age ago my creator placed me upon
his throne, commanded me to guard it until
her return. That was so long ago I have
lost the means of recording it. My time-
record unit is broken. Still, I guard and
wait. Now you ask me to leave my ancient
loyalty! In my time I have fought off
legions of attackers from the walls above.
Long ago, when the planet was more
densely populated. ‘Stim treasures’, they
wanted. Bah!”

“It is weird to hear you express disgust.
Are all humans disgusting to you?” My
mind was in a daze, furiously it worked to
miss no slightest detail of this miracle of
mechanics, this wonder of electronics of the
past.

“Most humans are disgusting to me, my
friend. I knew the Elders, remember. 1
knew the mighty of the far past, before age
came.”

“Was there no age, then?”” In my keyed-
up condition, I had passed every thought
directly to her. The stimulant helping, she
heard my every reaction so that we carried
on a conversation unavoidably complex,
mentally complete! She answered everv
thought and every question my excitedly
teeming mind dwelt upon before myself
could possibly have found the answer in my

memory if it existed. We were welded by
her sensitivity into one mind, mine blank,
questioning, puzzled and despairing, hers
listening to mine, answering all my ques-
tions expertly while her own independent
electric ego was afar off in fields of thought
I could not even follow, though I heard.

“There were whispers of its coming, and
of other disasters to overtake this planet.
It was to investigate these reports from
space that my master and mistress left. I
surmise that because the reports were true
they never returned. I have an emotion
that acts as a pain. It is always with me.”

Lugubriously she turned those meehani-
cally perfect orbs upon me, ludicrously the
long eyelashes of wire descended upon the
perfect time-defying cheek. I peered to see
a tear, but there was none. Yet there was
something so heart-rending in the robot’s
statement of emotion that I could not laugh.
For I knew she did not lie. Her creators
must have been heartless. . .

“No, not heartless. Just called by greater
loyalties than to my own synthetic soul. I
understand what I am. I am not important
as is life itself.”

“Is that actually true. . .?”

“Sometimes I wonder. In my lonely con-
templation of Time’s slow drift past this
forgotten spot, I wonder about many
things, but how can I know if I am thinking
or only repeating implanted reactions of
my electronic metal brain?”

“To me you are vastly more important
right now than any other on this planet
except my Ceulna.”

“You need me, but you do not love me?”

“You do not need love, do you?”

“Strangely, perhaps by reflection of con-
stantly heard thoughts of the past that im-
planted themselves upon memory, weirdly
and awfully I need all the things that are
human! Yet nothing alive today could
solve the enigmas of my needs.”

“You’re right there. . .”

HE incredible, unavoidable conversa-
tion went on, her mind as one within
my own, seeing all I was and thought, an-
swering and hearing and performing with
her complex faculties many functional
problems of thought beyond my under-
standing.
“If you could help these Tuons, I am
sure they would give to you such gratitude,
such care, such understanding of your
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needs as exist nowhere else for you under
this sun!”

“So you know what the sun is, what it
causes in man?”’

“T know what itis . . . age and ugliness
and degeneration. If only I could tell all
men that they cannot live until they find a
better thing than sunlight to dwell be-
neath. . .’

“Why don’t you tell them?”

“They do not listen. I am not authorized
by sheepskins, . .”

“Sheepskins? Strange. . .

“Strange, but true, Eltona.”

“Yes, you have my name aright. I was
as one of the family. A great family they
were. . .’

From her mind, dwelling on the far past
I received a picture of a life beyond imagi-
nation in splendor and pleasure and
achievement. Of glories and honors and ex-
plorations and inventions connected with
this family that had built this mighty
home. . .

“Within you, Steel from another planet,
is a something I would serve. I realize as
well as you do that my masters are never
to return.”

“It is most probable that they were un-
able.” :

“It is most probable that their duties to
their race flung them into space too far to
return before the deluge. I lived through
the deluge, and I wept. Even I, wept!”

Somehow, ludicrous as it sounds, it was
not so. Her sorrow was as real, and vastly
more intense to the sensing on my mind,
than a living being. But who are we to say
what life is or that life itself did not dwell
in that robot? ®

On and on went our locked minds, my
own trailing her energetic tireless thought
somewhat as a small boy who finds he has
hooked his sled to a Greyhound bus in-
stead of the milk wagon he had intended.
Incongruously she condescended to me, in-
congruously I found myself in the same po-

”

sition as my primitive captors, worshipping
the infinite art within her mighty being.
Robot to the Elder race, to me she was as
a goddess. .

She questioned me about Etidorpha, her
curious thoughts reaching again and again
to search me for details. In the end she
noticed my mind relating herself to the in-
active robots I had seen lying like rubbish
about the labyrinths where the Nameless
race had their soft, ineffectual but surpris-
ingly intense life.

“Other robots . . .” Her eyes flashed
with electric energy, her head turned those
exquisite synthetic eyeballs upon me.

“Yes, there are some there, but they are
inactive. The Nameless explains they are
taboo. . .”

“The fools. Their forefathers probably
feared them, knew not how to utilize
sk . P
“Well, T for one would certainly like to
utilize yourself!”

I would have sworn it was a coquettish
glance she flung me, saying: “Your Ceulna
will be jealous if I accompany you. . .”

“Yes, but she will be alive, and I love
her. You know the pain of unrequited
love, of separation. You know these agonies.
Spare me. . .”

If only I could create just the right
patterns of thought that would enlist those
mechanical reactions of hers, would cause
her to arise from that throne she had
guarded for her masters for so many for-
gotten centuries, if. . .

“I think, Steel! Do not fear, presently
we will arise and set things aright in your
world. It is perhaps time I threw off this
tie that has bound me here and examine
for myself what has happened to the
upper world. But you must remember, I
have been treated to exclude independent
action, have to do such things in a round-
about way. . .

“Vaguely I understand. You need a
command from a master . . . and there is

5 George W. Crile’s “Bipolar Theory of Living
Processes” holds that:

The life-organism as a whole is a bipolar electric
mechanism bearing the pattern of the unit cells
and the unit cells are constructed on the pattern
of the atom.

The normal and the pathological phenomena of
man and animals can be interpreted in electrical
terms, '

The application of electricity to the muscles of
the glands, or to their nerve supply will cause them

to perform their natural functions. This is a basic
fact universally accepted by physiologists.

The difference between the living and the life-
less is a difference in the energy content of the
molecules.

. .. Which so strikingly differentiates it (liv-
ing) from the lifeless are due to the increase in
the energy content of the molecules . . .

In fact, who are our scientists to say that life
did not dwell in that robot? So far as our defini-
tions cover the matter—she lived.—Author.
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no master now on earth for you, nothing
that fits this need for a mental ignition. . .

“Yourself, Steel. . If I can place yourself
mentally within my mind so that I can
cause the reactions necessary, as if to serve
my creator, my master, then, and only then,
can I cause my body to act. That is the
problem I ponder.”

SEARCHING her intensely heard
thoughts I saw a picture of herself,
long, long ago, touching her lips to her
master’s hand as a sign of obedience, of
robot equivalent to an oath of allegiance.

“If you kissed my hand, and thought
those old thoughts over as you did it, per-
haps then you can arise and go out and do
what needs so much to be done?”

“We will try that.”

She arose, and I placed myself upon the
throne upon the dais. She bent upon one
graceful knee, picked my hairy-backed
hand up from the arm of the great throne,
said:

“Loanve, Matra.”

A strange light shone in her eyes now as
she looked up at me, and I knew then that
it was a noble and a good life that had
paced these halls, even if it were not formed
in exactly the patterns we call noble and
good.

It lacked the sham we are so used to, I
suppose. ’

“Let us go, Steel, mu matra.”

I had won the allegiance of a super-mind
from the far past!

CHAPTER ViIi

. . . Chandrd’s Temple, but within was
none.
Save a gray ow! which fluitered from the
shrine,
The Light of Asia

ELTONA, that amazing simulacrum of
life of the far past, strode ahead of
me. Tall, nearly eight-foot, I nevertheless
knew from her heard thought that she was
small compared to the beings she had
served so long ago.

Out that passage we had traversed with
the tiny torches of the sub-humans, now
we passed in total darkness, my mind
listening to Eltona’s and knowing the way
as innately as did she herself.

It is a strange thing to feel affection, to

owe gratitude and friendship, to feel a
stimulation of physical attraction toward
a robot! Stranger still to feel that she re-
turns your affection.

Stranger still was to hear her musing of
the men she had MARRIED during the
endless stretch of time that had passed!
Comparing me with them, and not too
favorably! She made no effort to conceal
these thoughts. In fact I knew that her
essential honesty kept her thought-energy
source on a high peak so that I would hear.

“You really MARRIED other men!”

“The time has been so long, and they in-
sisted so desperately. I am very beautifully
built. My master called me his master-
piece.”

“They aged and died. . . ?”

“Yes, they aged and ‘died, here in this
forgotten castle of the Eltons of the ancient
race. Here they remained with me, and I
know they were far happier than a mortal
woman could have made them.”

Desperately my mind whirled to keep up
with the speed of her electronic thought
patterns. Desperately I summoned from
the depths of my mind every correlating
memory to understand such things. The
old legends of the immortals—could they
have been similar robots left behind be-
cause of the same catastrophe summoning
the living masters to space, never to re-
turn? The legends of the marriages of -
mortals to immortals-—could it have been
similar instances of an immortal robot
passing the stretches of dull time with the
love of a human while they waited for the
never-returning masters?

Eltona answered.

“I imagine the circumstances have been
repeated many times in other homes of

the Elder race on many planets. . .”
“I don’t understand. A man would want
to marry you. . . ?”

A flame of something resembling morti-
fication, of felt insult, or scorn, passed over
her lovely mask of a face. The opening to
the surface was just ahead, the rising sun
told me that a night had passed, and Eltona
stopped, as if too angry to go on with her
plans.

“Do you think I could not wrest your
love from this mortal woman you worship?
Do you think any mortal could compete
with the magnetic sex-electrics my mech
can generate? I could pull your mind to
mine till there was no escape. Shall I
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demonstrate?”

“No, Eltona, please don’t! I do not un-
derstand! I did not mean that you were
not beautiful, or desirable, but I did not
know that you thought of these things as
did a living being.”

“I am alive—but very differently alive.
Among the ancient race who sired the lost
race of humans long ago robots were known
as a superior form of life. It was a mourned
thing that robots could not bear young.
Robot is a word you do not understand.
It is a synthesized life supplied with the
means for eternal self-support! Do you
comprehend what the ancients built when
they built a robot?”

“I have a glimmer, but itis a hard thing
for my mind to accept.”

“We are quite well equipped with emo-
tions and other fleshly apparatus necessary
to love. Our love was vied for in the
ancient social life. A robot is not a thing
easily created, but is born of a long growth
period superintended by a superior scien-
tist. We are born of protoplasm taken from
the flesh of our creators, supplied with
growth fluids and machinery to keep the
growth fluids ever new and clean, ever
charged with life energy.

“Yet you were a servant, an inferior?”

“Not a servant, as you think of it. I
was a trusted employee, given a job to do—
and I have fulfilled my trust. Better than
the human body could, by far.”

I thought of the endless centuries passing
so slowly over her head. . .

WE HAD passed upward through the
trees to the great platforms in the
upper limbs where dwelt the race of tree
dwellers.

Here Eltona stood over the piles of loot
they had collected from the plane. With
short, barking words she ordered them
taken back to the wrecked ship.

Sullenly the little red and brown race
of tree people complied with their goddess’
angry orders. Silently, without that cheer-
ful sinister cheeping and chittering talk the
procession filed back toward the high roof
of the forest where lay the Tuon lighter-
than-air machine.

I followed the agile leaping body of
Eltona as best I could across the green
gulfs, swinging by the lianas, treading the
platforms of lashed poles whick supple-
mented the swinging vines wherever

needed, until we reached the upper reaches
of the tree-city. There I was stymied, for
the tree people were shinnying up the ti-
tanic limbs with all the suction-tread ability
of tree-toads, Eltona flinging herself aloft
by main strength, sinking her metal boned
fingers into the wood and bark as if they
were hooks made for the purpose. Myself
was left behind, peering up at them fear-
fully. Eltona barked at the little people.
They turned back, lashed me to a long
vine, began to pull me up in easy stages.

Their anger or jealousy at my success in
winning the regard of their goddess worked
here to make them slyly drop the vine
again and again. It would be caught by
one of the lower ones, out of sheer stu-
pidity, he not understanding that the act
was premeditated.

Eltona after this had happened three
times, caught up the last little red and
brown man who had failed to retain his
hold upon my life-line, turned him over her
metal-boned knee and spanked him with a
hand I knew was as a metal-filled rubber
hose. He screamed like a child with
agony. When she released him, he began to
make his way painfully back down toward
the tree-city below. I could not help laugh-
ing, but my own life was in the balance;
another such attempt and his comrades
would have caught on, would have failed to
retain their hold upon the line.

Mountain-climbing is hazardous, but try
the forests of Venus with such companions!
For real peril, that climb was the tops for
me. When we reached the precariously
perched Tuon ship, I clambered in through
the round door, lay down thankfully on the
nearly level floor and offered a prayer to
Etidorpha—a goddess I found my mind
had adopted as its own.

Eltona, shouting stridently at the little
men, replaced piece by piece every bit of
the loot, fastened the engines back in their
aluminum beds, went over the mechanisms
as if she had been the inventor of the
ship. Within short hours, before the sun
had reached the meridian, the motors were
humming. I said:

“The jets are bent. I will have to crawl
back through the tail assembly, pound out
the crushed places with a hammer.”

“You will have to. I am too large for
the passage. Go ahead, get the openings
somewhere near even.

“Venus, you will hear from Eltona soon.
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Iameager to take a handinlife again. Too
long have I held aloof, sorrowing!”

I thought of the marriages ¢ she had been
reviewing.

“Sorrowing?” 1 said.

“Those marriages were sorrow. The race
of man is fallen so far that they were but
pity for a creature hopelessly ensnared by
attraction I could not help emitting, and
he could not help succumbing to. They
were sorrow!”

I nearly understood what she meant. I
had seen the vast painting of the life of
the Elder world. I crawled back through
the narrow tapering tail, began to beat
out the crushed sides with a heavy hammer,
I could not reach the jets until I had done
this.

AS I worked, deafened by the clangor,
the ship shifted, slid downward be-
neath, then lifted gently. Outside I heard
the swish and crack of the great burned and
burdened limbs upon which the ship had
rested. I scrambled backward, thinking the
ship had been dislodged by our movements,
was falling.

Backing crablike. I turned on my knees,
stared up into the muzzle of an antique dis-
ray bulb.

6 Robot Marriages—One of the tales in the
caves, from the past of that wonderland, is that
in the early days there were many very wonderful
and beautiful robots, so marvelously constructed
that men married them in preference to real
women! I have not got enough details on this
to tell you whether this is a fulfillment of every
man’s dream—a perfect wife—who talks only
when her voice is needed, sings only beautifully
and perfectly, wants love only when yourself
wants love and needs her cooperation, but it is
true that once in the caves the marriage of men to
these antique human-like robots did occur.

It is my personal opinion that many of the
legends of fairies and genie are references to these
various robots. Their behavior is often anything
but human. Their desire to serve someone seems
what would be built into such a robot: a desire
to serve a master.

So Eltona speaks of her past marriages because
such marriages did occur long ago in the caverns,
may occur today in the newly opened portions
which are entered only by the elect, the fortunate
children of the ancient families who have kept
the God Caverns’ entrances to themselves and
suppressed all the wisdom that man might have
won from the relics of that superior race who
built them. They themselves study little, do not
want a more industrious people using the Elder
science against them.—Author.

Behind the gaping mouth of the pistol
was the hated scarlet and gold, the hide-
ously young-old face, the lantern jaw and
huge nose of one of Hecate’s priests from
Medieval Spain. I knew him. He threw
some of the Medieval English these fellows
speak upon occasion, their long life having
given them time and opportunity to learn
many tongues. The words spat scornfully:

“Ye thought ye had gotten well away
from Nonur, eh? But, after the battle we
missed your beloved face among the fallen.
Some of our warriors then reported they
had seen you whirled aloft by some devilish
mysterious confrivance. Ingenious rascal,
aren’t ye, to be pulled out of a battle like
that just in time to avoid being hurt?”

“So you traced the ship’s flight! So
what?”

“So back you go to Nonur, and mayhap
to Yin Yan; who knows? Friendly crea-
ture, that Yin Yan. Personally, if I were as
good-looking as Nonur I would have found
a more attractive creature for a partner, but
there’s no accounting for some people’s
tastes . . . Whatever could have happened
to these poor old Tuon women, here? They
look a bit raveled about the edges—so very
old. Poor hags! Tch, tch.”

“Of course you wouldn’t know how they
got in that shape, would you?”

“Me! How should I know? Ridiculous
question! I had nothing to do with spread-
ing the ra . . . er, I mean I don’t know
what happened to them. Did they tell you
what had occurred to so destroy their lovely
faces, their lovely young bodies? Or were
they too ill, poor things?”

“By God, Mazzini, if you had a hand in
that crime, you shall die a death no man
ever experienced before. I'll think of some-
thing properly to punish whoever did that
to them.

“Silly, what could be biting your skull to
make you so stupid. I'm sure I can’t im-
agine what could have happened to them.
And how do you intend to do anything
about anything now? You are returning
to Yin Yan.”

The hideous face looked at me calcu-
latingly from behind the thick, antique,
square lenses.

“Did they say any others of their race
were in that condition?”

It was my turn to think twice before I
talked. I figured it was just as well not to
let him know I knew anything for sure. I
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said:

“Our conversation had just reached the
point of what had happened to them when
the twister seized us and wrecked this ship.
What did cause their peculiar condition?
They look as if they had been exposed to a
ton of radium, or spent a lifetime in a ra-
dium mine, or something!”

“I am qurious myself. Horrible thing,
whatever it is. I understand they’re using
a radioactive sand on Earth, to spray over
enemy cities. It kills everything it touches
and the ground remains radioactive wher-
ever it falls for some time—up to a year. It
might have been something like that. . .”

1 knew he was gloating, knew quite well
that the terrible new Earth weapon of radio-
active sand had been used by Nonur’s crew
to put the Tuons out of the way. I did not
let him know that I understood, for it
would have given him pleasure to gloat
over my sorrow at the loss of the whole
race for whom I had the highest admiration
and affection. My eyes kept searching the
ship as he backed along the corridor toward
the control room: what had become of my
ally, Eltona? Had she escaped, was hiding
from the sudden coming of the Hagmen?
Whatever had happened to her, she was not
to be seen on board that vessel now.

I said:

“The two Tuons were trying to under-
stand why the plague had singled them out
from all the other peoples of Venus. They
appeared to think it was a plague of some
kind, a disease. I do not believe they knew,
but I had only a few words with them. So
you think it was radioactive sand dropped
from a great height upon the Tuon tree
cities?”

“It could have been, Steel. What is the
difference? Come along now. This ship is
due for the swamp below, and you for a
session with Nonur or Yin Yan. Soon you
will join the race of Amazons with the
other figures of ancient history. Why worry
about things. It won’t help you any!”

I FOLLOWED the gesturing pistol back
to the open door in the side of the ship.
There was no sign either of the little insect
race or of Eltona, the magnificent robot. I
inferred they had seen the approach of the
Hagmen’s plane and had scattered into
hiding in the leaves and branches of the
mighty trees beneath.

A long, dark-metaled craft was grappled

to the hull with magnetic cables pulled
short. I stepped across the yard-wire gulf
into the captor ship. As I slid through the
opening, I stepped into the grinning midst
of the crew of cutthroats. Many of them
knew me, gloated openly over my downfall,
repeated so frequently of late. I had lorded
it over them when I was Hecate’s favorite,
to hell with me now.

The red robed creature led me back
through the great ship to the cargo space.
Two of the venomous crew lashed me there
to an upright metal girder. I sat, bewil-
dered, full of that dark despair which had
come to me at the loss of Ceulna. I looked
up through the dimness of the dark hold at
the wrinkled pink-grey face of the Priest.

“Philip Mazzini, for the memory of the
mighty Hecate whom we both served, will-
ingly or unwillingly, tell me one thing.”

He looked down at me enigmatically, as
though to say: “Hecate is gone, and you
are an enemy. Why should you ask favors
of me, who never could have anything but
hate for you and every other who does not
live as I do upon the young life of other’s
children.” But, after a long moment he
said:

““I will answer a question, why not? You
will not be alive for long.”

“Where and when did Nonur acquire this
thing called Yin Yan, or it acquire her?
And why is it I never heard mention of it,
privy to all of Hecate’s councils as I was?”

I felt the ship lift gently, heard a muffled
explosion far below, knew that the ship
lying upon the tree tops had been destroyed
with a bomb. Had the bomb destroyed my
last hope, Eltona? My heart dropped. I
looked up at Mazzini. My question seemed
to have affected him strangely.

His face blanched, his manner changed
subtly.

“That monster is one thing I hesitate to
speak about. It is a fearful creature out
of the past, or out 'of space, but at the time
you were with us it had not been openly
known by any of us. The Nameless race
had kept Yin Yan a captive for a long
period of time. It is supposed to be an
enemy of some goddess they worship,
whether she exists or not, named Etidor-
pha. I know little of the Nameless race.
Nonur, after Hecate’s death, began to push
the Nameless people around, released the
monster, tried.to use its intelligence. As
you say it is a question among us all. Did
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Nonur acquire Yin Yan, or did Yin Yan
acquire Nonur? Your guess is as good as
mine, but if I had that tank to myself, I
would blast it into kingdom-come in a trice.
I do not envy you! Good-by.”

He closed the metal door of the cargo
compartment, locking it behind him. His
heavy tread went off forward to the control
chamber in the bow.

I lay in the darkness speculating on the
meaning of such things as Yin Yan, and
Etidorpha. Such things a man always hears
of, and never puts faith in until face to face
with them. Had the Nameless race, helped
by Etidorpha, the grey luminous mist; or
Yin Yan, the coiling tank of venomous evil,
thinking life, behind the evil of Nonur,
won the battle from which accident and
two unfortunate creatures plucked me?
Would I learn which had triumphed?

As T tried to think of these unthinkable
creatures and what they meant to me, be-
side me something stirred, startling me into
an exclamation.

“What is there?”

A LOW voice, womanly and alien, spoke
several words in the tongue of the Red
race. I had learned many of the words of
the tongue from my red comrades in the
pens of the gladiators. She said:

“Be not frightened. I am but a maiden
of the Mamarlons, the red men. Tell me,
what are these things of which you spoke
to the beastly Red Robe?”

I answered her as best I could, after a
moment in which my nerves quieted.

“ . ..and who are you? A prisoner
like myself of these Hagmen?”

‘I was in the garden, walking among the
flowers, dreaming of love when the great
battle between the hated aliens and the
noble Nameless race took place The
earth opened, out poured the weaponed
sleds of the aliens of the red robes, and one
of them slowed, warriors leaped down and
seized me. Later, when they were ordered
into their flyer to pursue me, Philip Man-
zini, as you call him, saw me, ordered me
taken along.

I knew what her fate would be, but my
mind, still retaining its Hecate training,
chose not to dwell upon the unpleasant
aspects of her future.

The ship sped over the titanic green
jungles, southward and southward, but the
red girl and myself lay bound in the dark-

ness.

“How came you to be in Nicosthene,
among the green marsh-men?”

“My father is the ruler of a city of the
Mamarlon, called Hepsee. Years ago, long
before I was born, the Seven Kings warred
with the red race, and won the war. Ever
since, the rulers of many Mamarlon city-
states must send a daughter to Nicosthene
as a hostage. It is a custom only, but it is
obeyed still. I can only leave when a sister
is sent to take my place. Always one of us
must live in Nicosthene as a hostage. It is
not unpleasant. The relations of the green
men and the red are now very pleasant.

But if war should come, that would
change.”
“I see. You are a princess in your own

country. That is good. Nonur may hold
you as a hostage too, instead of throwing
you to her officers for their pleasure. Obey
her, do not talk too much or be too horrified
at her evil ways.”

“T will try. But what I have heard is
very frightening. What will become of
you?”

“I cannot tell. It is probable that I will
be killed, or sent again to the arena, or fed
to Yin Yan—it is hard to say, except that
it will not be pleasant.”

I lay, wrapped again in despair, think-
ing of the papers containing the Dunder
formulae still tucked in my belt pocket.
Mantagna had been too confident of my
ability when he entrusted them to me.
Thinking too of what it was that had
struck down the two Tuon Amazon women,
whether it were true that the whole race of
Amazons had been struck by the blight, as
the two had intimated? At long last the
ship grounded gently. Lights went on out-
side, the door opened, our bonds were re-
moved from our feet.

With our wrists bound behind us, we
were shoved along the titanic passage in
semi-darkness, brought before Nonur.

The great crystal nest of force-focusing
lenses shaped like a great reclining-chair,
as Hecate had always used, now contained
the more pleasant figure of Nonur. Her
beauty was undeniable, a dark brunette, her
skin was white as paper, her flesh soft and
shapely, her limbs undeniably graceful and
supple. But her deep emerald-lit blue eyes
were pale and venomous, her lips were sated
with past orgies of cruelty, her fingers
twitched upon her sleek thighs like a cat
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contemplating an approaching, unsuspects
ing mouse. The glittering, transparent
mesh of her revealing gown was of the
finest of the Elder fabrics, and she made a
picture of extreme beauty, overlaid by a
revulsion that has no connection with
beauty, but is another thing. The beauty
was a camouflage, an affectation of a vile
kind, and the truth of the thing that she
was all too apparent, too fearful. The
bound girl beside me shuddered, pressed
closer to me as if for human contact to
warm away the cold chill brought by a
sight of Nonur, successor to Hecate.

Her inhuman, mockingly mean voice,
musical in a strange mechanical variance of
pitch, exulted over my return.

“Even the impossible good fortune that
attends you could not complete your es-
cape.”

Beside me Mazzini opened his grey lan-
tern-jaw.

“We found him on a Tuon ship trying
to repair the damage done by an equatorial
twister. With him were two dead Tuon
women!”

“Did the effects show?
bodies.”

Effects of what, I wondered? A now
complete realization of what she meant
came to me as Mazzini described the white
hair and red sores that had been their most
striking features.

“The radioactive sand does a job, then.
We will manufacture another load for our
next opposition!”

“I will attend to it!” Mazzini was glad
to find an excuse to leave her presence be-
fore her ill-nature had found a cause to find
a fault in him. I knew the feeling with
which his steps hastened out. I had had the
same taste to leave such dominant evil ones
before, myself.

Describe their

NONUR turned again to me with a
gloating look dripping on her face.
Her mouth was wet with lust for the plea-
sure she would have with me.

“So you thought to flee and bring down
the Tuons upon me. You have seen the
effects of my work upon their bodies. Does
it make you more hopeful, to know what
my hand has done to destroy the Tuon na-
tion? Does it make you confident of my
eventual destruction to know that I have
destroyed the whole race of Tuon Amazons,
rotted away their vaunted beauty, made of

them all but tottering hags, rotten with
radioactivity? Hah, you think to escape
me!”

“You must feel very proud.” I was on
my toes, seeking vainly for some way to
turn her from her thought path. With such
as her, their minds are unpredictable. She
might throw me in a dungeon, forget me for
years; or if her lusts dictated, she might
begin a torture for me that would last for
weeks before I died. I much preferred the
dungeon, hoped to lead her thought away
from myself.

“Do not try to flatter me. You could
cozen Hecate, fool her, betray her to her
enemies, but you will not do that with me!”

“Nonur, the night we fought the Tuons
from your Earth caverns, you were re-
ported dead, if I remember right. Yet here
you are alive. How did you ever escape?”

“I am pleased that you ask. Knowing
them, the Tuons and Hecate, I feigned
death. Hecate fled through a sea-passage
toward the depths; the Tuons pursued. I
was left behind with the dead and dying. I
made off, in a small Xoncar, in the opposite
direction. It was a close thing, that night.
What became of you? I heard later that
the Hag had left you behind.”

“She did. I just walked up the steps and
out into the city above. Simple?”

“Simple, yes. And you did not get back
in until the Sea People looked you up and
drafted you for a spy. I understand, now.”

“I have long wondered what happened to
you that night.”

As I looked at her, she smiled that veno-
mous, lovely smile of hers, touched me with
one of the great beams that sprang from
the base of the great crystal nest at her
touch, rays of many varied kinds. This one
was of purest pain, a ray I am sure the El-
der race never built, but something since
conceived and inserted within the Elder
mech. I howled. A man cannot help it
when such a flood of violence, like being
torn by many hooks, pours over one’s
body.

She smiled, said: “Remember the girl on
the cross, the first time we met?”

“I remember!” I said savagely. “A mur-
der without a cause but cruelty.”

“For yours I will have a cause—to keep
myself from being betrayed as you betrayed
the mighty Hecate.”

In my belt the papers of the Dunder
formulas were burning holes through my
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consciousness, for Mantagna ‘ad warned
me they must not fall into evil hands or
they would result in vast harm, in tremen-
dous power for evil. I had to keep this
thought from Nonur’s telaug beam, still
upon me, sometimes shifting to peer at the
mind of the young red princess, but always
coming back to the study of myself. What
she was thinking, what she really intended
to do with me, I could not imagine, but I
knew it would be unwanted.

“What did you think of my friend Yin
Yan?” Nonur’s eyes were peering at me
with a weird exultation, waiting for my
thoughts of the creature to form in my
mind, and I knew now that she was seeking
the one thing I dreaded most, seeking my
greatest fear in my mind—for when she
spoke the name, I knew what that fear was,
all at once: that I should become one of
those captive, living memories within the
unrolling memory folds that were his mind,
that I should live on as a part of that weird
composite creature, made up of the living
minds of all the creatures it had ever ab-
sorbed in its unguessable life.

I calmed my jittery thought, asked:

“Where did such a creature originate,
Nonur? I had never imagined life could
take such a form and be intelligent!”

“Yin Yan is a native of the Venusian
seas, an ancient race once powerful. He is
the last known member of that race. He
was captured centuries ago by ‘the Name-
less, imprisoned here in his tank as a
specimen to study. Now he plans to make
a similar study of the whole Nameless race.
They will live, in Yin Yan! Ha, ha, ha!
Fitting?”

“It is asked among your men- whether
you acquired Yin Yan, or he acquired you?
Your own fate, then, is not much different
than the fate of the Nameless race will be!”

“You insolent fool! Things like that are
not said in my hearing! You make it hard
to be lenient, if I had such an intention.”

“If I was serving Hecate, and heard such
speech, I would have reported it to her in
just that way.”

“You are not serving Hecate, and you
will not live long enough to class yourself
among my followers.”

“You cannot decide what to do with me.
You have to ask Yin Yan’s opinion upon
everything, and then do as he says! Your
dependence upon that slimy mind becomes
greater every day. Soon you will be known

as the thing of Yin Yan, instead of the
other way around.”

“You seek to anger and confuse me. But
you will not succeed. We will go to Yin
Yan, see what he advises be done with you,
and then we will do as I please. It pleases
me to pretend that Yin Yan is a power
here, for it makes the blacks afraid of me,
makes many primitives stand in awe of
the power of Yin Yan. When he has served
his purpose, there will be an end of him. He
knows that!”

MY THEORY that, consciously or un-
consciously, Nonur was the servant
of Yin Yan was fully borne out by her
actions. She arose, ordered the guards to
lead us ahead of her, followed us into the
great many-doored chamber where the vast
tank of liquid bore within its crystal walls
the twining mass of weird, alien life that
was Yin Yan.

The thing in that tank coiled and
twined, rolled up into a curious volute
spiral, unrolled into many-pierced lacy
curtains of finest gauzy writhings, bunched
again into a dense mass of strangely peer-
ing, probing sentience—and Nonur, the
guards in their Spanish mail, carrying the
antique ray rifles on the ready, and the red
princess of Hepsee and myself, with my
manacled hands, stood in a line and
watched the weird thing. Awesome, alien,
from the folds of him peered now and again
the thin, one-dimensioned faces of people,
like pictures printed on living paper, yet
retaining life within that awful life that was
Yin Yan. I shuddered uncontrollably, the
Red Princess trembled steadily with revul-
sion as she gazed with eyes she could not
tear from the writhing body and weird,
changing face that seemed its head. Nonur
spoke, almost reverently, muted the veno-
mous pride in her voice, muted the dom-
inating evil of her.

“Mighty Yin Yan, I bring two prisoners
for you to judge. What shall be doner”

CHAPTER IX

Function and substance as the snake’s egg
hatched

Takes scale and fang; as feathered reed-
seeds flight;

Red roams the unpurged fragment of him,
driven

On winds of plague and plight.

Gautama Arnold



70 AMAZING STORIES

IN YAN! That primordial thing,
whether spawned in the beginning of

time for this planet Venus, whether a result .

of the Nameless scientists’ fluids in which
he was immersed in his tank, whether an
intelligent being in the strictest sense of
the word, or just a kind of sum-total of the
many minds which his peculiar nature had
kept alive within his body—whatever it was
that imbued his life with such weird, awful,
awe-inspiring character, he was the mighti-
est living creature I had yet encountered in
this world where all the laws of nature as I
had learned them on Earth were violated!
He, I do believe, was the oldest living thing
on Venus, excepting Etidorpha and perhaps
the curious robot-goddess Eltona, though
I could not succeed in thinking of her as
living,

My mind refused both Etidorpha and
Eltona. They were beyond the grasp of my
concept. I could see them, hear them, know
they lived and still refuse them mentally
as impossibilities somehow animated. The
sentient, sinister, selfish, utterly repellent
spirit that lived and writhed within Yin
Yan’s tank, my mind accepted-—disgusted,
revolted, but unable to refuse his reality.
Yin Yan, the monster whose shape defied
classification, protean composite of snake
and hydra and octopus and jellyfish, yet
an intelligence, planning, thinking age-old
thoughts of power and dominance over
other lives.

Yin Yan spoke to us with a great thought
voice that shuddered and vibrated in our
minds with an impact that was frightening.
I could understand that men with little
pride could grovel before this thing, be-
seeching mercy.

“Mortals, worms, ephemerae crawling
under this ancient sun—you disturb Yin
Yan’s meditations and ask him to dispose
of your futures. Think you Yin Yan cares
what you do with these creatures of no soul
and less mind? Away with them and with
you, Nonur of the fearful soul. What is it
I read in you that frightens you? Isit Yin
Yan?”

“It is that I fear attack from the Sea
People. This man before you has at-
tempted escape, gotten as far as the hot
belt, where we recaptured him. I fear he
may have gotten word off in some way to
that race we fear most of all.”

“The Sea People have not been informed,
I read that in him plainly. I also warn you

to rid yourself of him before he destroys
you. Heis a man marked by fate. He bears
luck in his hands as other men bear a
sword: dangerously. His courage, his ten-
acity, his ability are markedly superior. I
would not delay. He is an enemy to get
rid of, or a friend to cherish.”

“He was no friend to Hecate!”

“Hecate found him amusing. She was
not one to care whether a servant were
friendly or not. Toss the man in the tank.
I will enwrap him in an immortal shroud.
He will live forever, serving my mind with
his memories. His will will become a mote
within my will. Give him to me!”

“And the maid of Mamarl, what of her?”

“Let her serve me. She is a mild crea-
ture; I can control her to my wants with a
glance.”

Hopelessly I glanced around. A dozen of
the heavy-bodied blacks of the guard, which
I had always seen posted here by the score,
were approaching me. I knew that a word
from Nonur would precipitate me into that
nutrient fluid which supported the life of
Yin Yan. Desperately I wrenched at the
bonds about my wrists. My strength again
served me well. The ropes gave, parted
strand by strand as I darted my glance
from one to the other of the nearing war-
riors. The instant I felt I had my hands
free, I sprang to Nonur’s side, pulled the
short dagger from the belt of the guard be-
side her. With the same driving motion I
swung her over my shoulder, her head dan-
gling in front of me, waist high. The sharp
blade I pressed against the pulsing side of
her throat, a thin thread of scarlet marked
the pressure. “The first hand to touch me
kills Nonur!” I shouted, and without even
pausing, kept in motion toward the greater
of the many doorways with which this room
had been provided.

THE black faces of the guard spelled
confusion. They stood motionless and
puzzled while I sprang through the great
door, raced down the hall to the elevator
up which we had come the day of the re-
volt of the gladiators.

The guard posted before the elevator
door had not time to analyze the situation
well enough to figure it necessary to leave
me alone. He sprang for me, tugging at his
weapon. I shouted at him.

“Stand back, or Nonur dies!”” He grinned
at me in a sinister way; I could not help



"The first hand to touch me kills Nonur,"
| shouted, and without pausing kept on
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but know he meant: “You fool, do you
think that is a threat. I would be pleased.”

I blocked his blade with Nonur’s body.
The point sank in her soft flesh, She
screamed. The moment gave me time to
sink my own dagger into his throat in a
heavy, slashing blow. He dropped. I re-
trieved his sword from the floor, sprang
into the elevator, spun the controls.
Nonur’s body I flung to the floor like a sack.

The great cage dropped, the ancient
machinery screamed with the unoiled fric-
tion. Little of the old mech is properly
cared for, but it is so superbly built that it
does not cease to function. Within seconds
I shot the brake wheel around again. The
cage ground to a halt, the gears clanging in
the wall teeth like bronze gongs. I leaped
out, carrying the body of Nonur again
across my shoulders. She was not badly
wounded, but she knew better than to make
a move that would cause me to kill her.
Her lips snarled, her teeth gritted, her anger
consumed her, as she groaned:

“Not Yin Yan shall have you. Your
death will be my own pleasure now. And
you will not die as that girl on the cross;
you will last for a time such as you did not
believe. A stretch of painful time will con-
tain your mind till there is no power to feel
pain!”

“Yah, Nonur! You are full of insane
ideas, and to me you are ugly as the Hag
herself.”

Straight to thepensT went.

“Nonur, order these guards to release the
prisoners or I will toss you in among them!”

Nonur shot one glance into the pens
seething with the scarred gladiators, some
of whom were survivors of many battles in
the arena and knew this Hell-hole under
Nicosthene and the place Nonur held in it
as well as remembered myself. Along all
the ancient iron bars their bodies pressed.
They set up a continual shout:

“Give her to us, Steel. Give her to us—”

Whether I could have done so had not
Nonur ordered them released I don’t know
—but she was not taking any chances.
Whether she thought I had retained a key
from my former escape or whatever was in
her mind, she shouted at the guards to do
as I commanded.

In short minutes the tunnels under the
arena swarmed with the angry, scarred
multitude; the best fighting men on Venus,
and I am sure there were a good thousand

of them. Speedily they passed out arms
from the arena’s stores, began to press to-
ward the upper borings, looking for more
potent weapons.

From the guards about, a half score of
men, we took the ray rifles. The guards we
pushed into the pens—locked the doors.

“We take the same path as before. Today
we have a hostage. I will go before you
with the witch held where all can see her.”

A tall green warrior of the marsh-men
pressed forward, placed himself at my side.

“Steel, I wondered what your fate. Then
I heard you led a revolt, and how you
were taken away in the night. Now you
are back and with a hostage. That is
good! They cannot ray us while you hold
Nonur at sword’s point.”

“Donar!”

Joy swept over me, was drowned in my
anxiety to make good this desperate last
effort for life. “Guide us, Donar, you know
these caves better than we.”

“Do you want escape, or do you want
battle and death? I think the former will
not avoid the latter, so why bother?”

“I was going to attack the room where
Yin Yan lies in his tank. I know no other
passages, no other thing to do!”

Even as Donar pondered, and as I won-
dered just what his knowledge of this place
might consist of, another figure appeared
from above us, came floating down a shaft
which lay empty and gaping where once
had been a vertical car-line. The cables
hung ripped and broken. It was evident
that once the car had plunged past, ripping
and breaking the very rocks of the shaft in
its fall. Down into our midst the figure
floated, reminding me of the painting called
“Apotheosis of Pittsburgh,” on earth. It
was a bad painting, I had thought then.
Now, seeing this black-armored figure and
strange silver-spiraled rod, descending by
some means unknown to me, I decided I
had been wrong. It was a good painting. It
merely had lacked the explanation of levi-
tation. In his hand he bore an intricately
wired, glowing little box, and I realized it
was some type of levitator he had rum-
maged out of the wreckage in his wander-
ings and set in operation.

“Montagna!” I called to him.

HE WALKED toward me, lifting at
each step off the floor.
“Steel, what have you got into now?”
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I turned Nonur’s face toward him. He
paled a trifle, though on his pallid intellec-
tual features I could not be sure that he was
ruffled at all. He said:

“My dear Chieftainess. Your posture, if
unbecoming, is at least appropriate. I have
long wished for this moment.”

He let one hand fly, and the fine metal
mesh of his ray-resistant glove must have
stung her buttock, for she let out an au-
dible “ouch.”

“I have had a few moments for parley
with those other vampiric entities known as
Priests of the Hagmen. All of them are
thoroughly sickened with this Nonur and
her subservience to the monster, Yin Yan.
We have decided to dispense with you,
Nonur.” He gave her rather prominent
backside upon my shoulder several more
painful whacks, said:

‘And I don’t care what you do with your
burden, nor what you do with yourselves.
I have obtained you that much leeway. You
can march off into the caverns in any direc-
tion. You will find no enemies unless you
make them. You can go upward to the city
of Nicosthene, downward to your friends
the Nameless. I have obtained for you that
much, and for you others, the same is true
because many of you have fought bravely
and well. We Hagmen have our generous
moments.”

I looked at him, stupefied.

“You don’t want Nonur! My hostage,
then is a useless burden? You know, 1 sus-
pected this when I selected her and hoisted
her to my shoulder, but I had no choice.
Is there any of you would have served as
a hostage?”

“None. We are not in love with each
other, you know.”

“You leave us little choice. We just

. . walk off, get ourselves out of your
way . . . that is all?”

“That is all. I suspect I myself will be
the next leader of this little band of im-
mortals, Steel. Want to throw in with me?”

“Since the death of the Tuons, your po-

* sition is . . . different.”

“It has had no effect upon me. Why
should it?”

I realized there would be by now many
rays listening to us, even if none were offer-
ing to harm us. I know that the men who
had thrown their weight to his strength
would not approve of any such alliance as
he bad suggested secretly existed between

himself ‘and the Tuon intelligence corps.
Vaguely I wondered if the little skull-mech
had been inserted in his head that had
nearly caused my death under Hecate.

“We were just about to launch ourselves
in an attack upon the chamber where Yin
Yan waits within his tank. It was suicidal,
but we knew not what else. . .

Suddenly the real truth of this man’s be-
havior dawned upon me, for down upon
us from above flashed one instant of flam-
ing sheets of lightning through the suddenly
transparent rock. I knew now he had been
delaying us for minutes while certain ap-
paratus above us was brought into play by
Nonur’s henchmen. Our little moment of
power was destroyed by our dallying to
speak with the “knight” in the suit of deli-
cately-decorated ancient ray-flex armor.

The weird rod in his hand had flashed
into action with the advent of the power
ray deluging us. As my mind blanked out,
I saw that it was throwing great pulses of a
cold light in waves of protection about the
figure of Montagna. Everywhere about me
my gladiators were falling unconscious, my-
self was tottering, while he smiled, un-
moved and unaffected, into my failing eyes.

My last thought was that this subtle
cold-faced wretch was Nonur’s lover. That
was the only explanation of the whacks he
had had the effrontery to give her. It ex-
plained his presence in Hecate’s counsels,
too. For where else would he be most
valuable to Nonur? And it had been him
who had brought Ceulna into this place. . .

I CAME to my senses again. In an in-
stant I was praying that I might resume
the peaceful pastime of being unconscious.
For I was suspended head downward, and
the ropes cut my ankles painfully. But it
was not that slight pain that bothered me.
Directly beneath me was the great writhing
mass of twisting folds that were Yin Yan’s
body. His great eyes, full of wailing, lost
entities, stared up at me; his tentacles,
writhing upward slowly to grasp me. I
stared into his eyes, and I could hear faintly
a scream—Ceulna’s!

Her face came into my vision, just out-
side the tank. I grinned, somehow, even
then; a man cannot help grinning at
Ceulna.

“Don’t worry, Ceulna. Youll get a
better one where I came from.”

She only wept heartbreakingly, stretch-
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Directly beneath me was the great writh-
ing mass of twisting folds that were Yin
Yan's tentacular body — soft and evil
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ing her arms out in a vain effort to reach
me. The rope lowered with a little jerk—
one inch. Nonur laughed, outside my
range of vision.

“Pretty, close-up, isn’t he, Steel?”

“At that, he is better looking than your
own flabby, pink self, Nonur. How is your
friend, Montagna?”

Montagna’s voice answered:

“Don’t worry about the dunder plans,
Steel. There is no Tuon Amazon race to
deliver them to, and the plans themselves
were phony.”

“Well, it seems a lot of trouble for noth-
ing.”

“We wanted to provoke a move from the
Nameless people. We learned a great deal
from that bit of hocus-pocus.”

I laughed. For at the wall behind Ceulna,
where I could just make out Montagna and
Nonur standing by a windlass to which my
heel rope was attached, a grey mist swam,
spun within the rock, and from it little
grey streamers, glowing softly with angry
vitality, reached and curled. Etidorpha was
taking a hand!

Now, if that was illusion, I would die.
If that grey, moving majesty of her misty
body was strictly imagination, I would die.
If there were such creatures as ethereal
spirits, if such creatures could exist and
pass through solid matter, if a tenuosity so
slight as to fly through solid rock as a fish
through water could still possess a sensate,
organized mentality, could possess the
strength to affect matter, to move objects,
to kill in one way or another, then Eti-
dorpha was there behind them, waiting,
reaching, spinning her weird body into
greater solidity to reach and kill them with
her faint misty arms. I would know, or I
would die unknowing.

Montagna’s low, penetrating, cultured
voice was saying:

“You see, Steel, I need young blood to
live. And only evil and the ways of evil
can give me that life I crave.”

“I understand fully, Montagna. You
lack the courage to die for the sake of
hundreds of children—of thousands. How
many did it take to keep Hecate alive?r”

Even as Montagna pondered my words
calling him a coward, even as he raised his
head to answer, a coil of that sentient
grey mist wound itself about Nonur’s
throat. I strained my head back to watch.
They were just in range of my vision.

“Ah . . . ! Nonur’s scream was gurgle,
gasp and surprise, was swiftly pain and
terror. Montagna swung, saw the spinning,
weird grey mist that was Etidorpha, struck
at it with the peculiar silver-wound rod in
his hand. The rod sparkled, threw a cas-

.cade of flying globules of redish opales-

cences over him, burst into flame. He
dropped it, cried out with pain. Whatever
Etidorpha was, she was power and energy,
and that odd, ancient weapon of his was
useless against her. Nonur screamed again,
a muffled, despairing, wondering sound.

Below my face the tank of fluid boiled
with the angry coiling of Yin Yan. His
great octopoid eyes rolled, he raised himself
upon his score of tentacles peered at the
scene. And there was fear in his thought,
intense and vital and energetic. The many
convoluted wet folds of him boiled and
twisted upward, his tentacles streamed over
the great crystal edge of the tank. Yin Yan
was going to the defense of his servant!

His thought, so close was I to the motion,
to the writhing, pouring, twisting sliminess
of him that it seemed I was a part of him,
the tremendous mental energies of his ex-
cited, desperate effort made the thought
louder than my own.

“‘She, the mist goddess of the depths of
the rock, has come from her hiding! She
has struck mine . . . Nonur. She defies
me, she will slay me next. Perhaps if I
draw her away from Nonur the woman will
turn a power ray upon the unsubstantial
mystery that is her body and dissipate it
like the living steam it is. . .”

IN YAN was out of the tank, was
flopping, stretching; pseudopods of

_him reached and drew, tentacles formed

and reached for the grey coils that throttled
Nonur. Montagna sprang back from the
fearful monster, his hands spread against
the wall in trembling fear that he could re-
treat from the scene of this battle no fur-
ther.

The reaching, wet tentacles of formless,
motile, many-vacuoled ooze touched the
grey coils of Etidorpha, toucked and
seemed to suck at the energy that moved
the mist. For an instant the slimy mass
recoiled from the contact, but desperately
it returned, and under the suction the grey-
ness turned paler, was drawn further and
further away from the struggling, white-
faced, vampire-queen.
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Now began the strangest battle ever
witnessed on two planets. Steadily Yin
Yan drew the tenuous strength of Etidor-
pha into himself, and as steadily more and
more of her flowed from the rock. Greater
and greater grew the masses of spinning,
faintly luminous, sentient mist in the
vaulted chamber. The vile stench that was
Yin Yan’s pervaded the air, writhing and
flopping. The many weird folds of in-
describable complexity reached and sucked
and drew upon that grey, rock-borne mist,
and now Nonur was free of the throttling
energy that had choked her! Etidorpha
was too busy subduing the absorptive Yin
Yan. Whatever he was, he was also able to
take in the weird soul-stuff of which she
was made, able to absorb and rule parts of
her as he had absorbed and dominated the
minds of the animals and men he had
eaten in the past.

Nonur dashed from the chamber, and
within seconds the great rays flashed into
the hall of Yin Yan and swept, searching
for the core of the life of Etidorpha to burn
it into non-existence.

CHAPTER X

The mind is a model in miniature of the
Universe.
And just as infinite if you WILL
awareness.
Eltona of Venus

NONUR had reached her crystal nest,
with its complex instrument board of
variant ray-controls. Among them were
the terrible dis-rays, dis-sociator rays,
shorter and pain rays, levitator and pres-
sure rays, solvent rays which take up atom
by atom, electron by electron, any matter
in their path, stim rays of infinite complex-
ity and divine beauty. Swinging by my feet,
I jerked my body in an attempt to cause
an arc of swing that would let Ceulna reach
me where she stood beside the tank. For I
believed that within minutes Nonur would
have succeeded in destroying Etidorpha,
and that Yin Yan would return to his tank.

The bulk of Yin Yan, vast and flopping,
and rotund or flattened as he changed in
his movements, had Montagna pinned
within a corner of the chamber. He shrank
against the wall, forced against his will to
a close-up observation of the battle of
Titans.

Ceulna left the side of the tank, ran to
the wall, ducking low to avoid the sweeping
beams from Nonur’s frantic hands upon
her ray controls, reached up to the pulleys
through which my suspending rope passed.
I wondered how many times those pulleys
had been used for just that purpose. I won-
dered why Nonur had not kept her promise
to see to my demise in her own inimitable
way. I swung back and forth, struggling
and at the same time trying to see what the
grey mist of Etidorpha was accomplishing
against the terrific strength of the ancient
beast of the primal seas of Venus—Yin
Yan.

Yin Yan had sucked in, had drawn near
half of the vast whirling force, the grey
mist-globe that was Etidorpha, into his
body. But he did not seem to be enjoying
the effect of his absorption, was slowing
down in his amorphous, jerking and twist-
ing motion that accompanied his magnetic
or psychic effort to encompass the weird
force-body of the strange Elder-creature,
Etidorpha.

At the remainder Nonur was flinging her
battle rays in a savage effort to burn away
forever the thing that had nearly destroyed
her. Thes wall where Etidorpha had
emerged, in which part of her weird body
was still intermingled with the rock, was
red-hot and melting under the shifting,
spark-throwing impact of Nonur’s com-
pound destructive rays.

As my struggles nearly ceased in the un-
avoidable fascination of the utterly alien,
incomprehensible thaumaturgy of the con-
flict of astral, of spiritual force with the
abysmal negative vitality of Yin Yan, the
rope holding me suddenly gave way. I
plunged into the fetid, vile-smelling nutri-
ent bath that was Yin Yan’s nest.

Ceulna, her poor subjugated self realiz-
ing mental freedom for the time her masters
were busy with the battling Titans, had
managed to release the.rope that held me
waiting for Yin Yan’s maw.

I swam, gasping, to the slimy surface of
the ichor, splashed to the side of the tank.
With my feet still bound, I could not reach
the upper rim of the plastic tank.

I swam back and forth, trying to see
through the wet and cloudy substance
whether my protector had won the battle
or whether Yin Yan had finally absorbed
and subdued the peculiar tenuous sub-

. stance that was the body of Etidorpha.
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A section of the rope dropped over the
tank edge upon my head. I seized it, went
hand over hand up the tank side and fell
out upon the polished floor, dripping and
exhausted.

As I looked on the terrible conflict with
the helpless eyes of a hashish eater, Ceulna
bent with her clever long fingers busy at the
knots about my feet.

Yet we both knew that unless Etidorpha
won and destroyed those about Yin Yan
as well as the monster, there was no hope
of our escape from the range of the rays.
Yet we tried, for such is man: he attempts
the impossible and sometimes finds it is
possible.

Still the vast repellent writhings of Yin
Yan went on and on, still the grey force of
Etidorpha whirled, flung out faint lumi-
nosities. The tendrils of mist shot through
and through the slimy forms of Yin Yan’s
complex center body, whirled in and out,
seeming caught in a vortex of magnetic at-
traction. And no man could say who was
stronger, or whether it were possible that
the strange being that was from an Elder
world, Etidorpha, could be destroyed by
any weapon or by any beast.

Nonur’s steady, slowly-shifting rays
burned and blazed through the wall in
which part of Etidorpha still clung as to an
anchor, and whether or not she was de-
creasing under the terrible destructive
forces of the rays, I could not tell.

My feet were free, and Ceulna and I
crouched by the great tank, peering in hyp-
notic fascination at the struggle of life-
forms from a past beyond our understand-

ing.

UITE simply, her slow goddess-grace-
ful pace as subtly mechanical, as
measured as the tick of some wondrous
clock, Eltona walked into the scene of con-
flict, stood peering not six feet from the
heaving terrible sides of Yin Yan. Not a
flicker of surprise showed on the lovely
mask of her face as my own mouth dropped
open in amazement at her entrance. Her
voice, more beautiful than a human’s could
be, in slow and stately sounds accompany-
ing her easily heard thought, asked:
“Mistress of the dear past days, Etidor-
pha, command me, Eltona, Elder-ro of El-
tona!”
From the slow-whirling mist, from out
of the subtle glow of her center, came Eti-

dorpha’s thought:

“Use combination 313. The force field
will dissipate the carcase if you enter his
flesh strongly.”

Eltona, her eyes rapt suddenly with a
glow of more than human emotion, stood
for a second, then over her tall, too-grace-
ful body came a vibrance—a gleaming,
flashing irridescence of deadly force. As
it appeared she stepped once, twice, was
against the vast heaving, scaly, mossed
sides of the monster. With her metal hands
she began tearing great chunks out of the
fleshy side.

Yin Yan screamed, whirled heavily,
struck at her with his several wide-open
jaws, the great eyes of him wild and rolling
and berserk with sudden pain. Calmly she
thrust one arm into one pair of jaws.
The great saw teeth clashed on the metal;
bright scratches showed through the thin
fleshly covering. With her hands she was
clutching, tearing the soft inside parts of
his throat. The monster hissed, like a
steam escape valve, blood poured from his
mouth. He reared back, upright the whole
writhing mass of him, his many tentacles
wrapped about Eltona with an effect as of
slime from a sea of the pit tossed around
a lovely God-statue. He picked up the too-
lovely form, and with one furious exulting
motion flung her across the wide vaulted
chamber. Her body struck the farther rock
of the walls with a deafening sound, sparks
shot from Eltona’s eyes and arms and fin-
gers. She fell to the floor with a metallic
crash, lay still, motionless! I suppressed a
sob. To have hope so suddenly presented,
so terribly taken away. I had been in love
with that robot as a man loves a divine
masterpiece of art, and as a man somehow
worships anything connected with divinity.
Something as mighty as our concept of a
God had created that body, put that mind
within Eltona. I had seen an angel slain. I
sobbed openly.

I turned my eyes away from the still
lovely, broken body of Eltona, whom in the
short time I had known her had assumed
a kind of invincible tower of strength stat-
ure in my eyes.

I looked back to the again-enwrapped
forms of the Titans, lit by the fires of
Nonur’s madly burning rays, ripping at the
rocks about Etidorpha with great gouts
of penetrative fire.

And now through the walls came many
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flashing lances of pale green power, the
penetrative view rays of some new force—
either Nonur’s people peering over their
rays to see the battle, or some approaching
fleet spotting a target! It could be either, I
would not know till battle was joined.

The only hope I had was that it was some
power summoned by Eltona.

LTONA had been amused in her con-

tact with my mind, had searched it
rather thoroughly. Where %ad she been
since I had crawled into the tail of that
wrecked Tuon air-ship? Could she have
summoned the Sea People. Or had she
reached the dying Tuon cities, brought the
poor radioactive bodies of the Tuons out in
one last attempt to wipe out the scourge of
the Hagmen?

Whatever was outside behind those pale,
searching view rays, Montagna found the
desperation needed to scramble over the
vast, retching, deadly mass of tentacles and
scaly complex body of the monster, race
toward the door by which Nonur had fled.
He passed within feet of Ceulna and myself.

I shouted: ‘“Montagna!” and as his feet
paused for the slightest instant, I flung
myself after him in a flying tackle, got one
leg, whirled across the room with Montagna
tugging desperately to free himself.

In my mind was still a doubt of his
essential villainy. I had played a double
part myself in this game in the past, knew
how utterly impossible it became to decide
what is best, which side to support openly,
for the mind in ray-telepath work is so open
to observation that the part of a double-
spy becomes an inconceivable intricacy of
false thought. One must delude oneself to
make such an act convincing telepathically.

As we struggled, I heard a hiss over-
head, saw that Nonur had flung a bolt at
myself, that the green rays had caught her
red-flame ray on a sudden spear of dark-
ness. My heart leaped. I had friends out-
side, and I knew they were coming in as
fast as dis and pressure rays would smash
a way, as fast as levitators would throw
aside the debris of their entry.

Getting a good grip on Montagna’s wiry,
struggling body, I held him aloft, said
softly:

“Speak your piece, or I'll break your
neck.”

“I have told you the truth, why ask me
again? You should know what it is to play

this part! The techs outside will want me
alive in any case.”

I lowered him, held him in a bear-hug
while Ceulna brought the rope so recently
about my own limbs and we lashed his arms
and legs with many turns, lay him against
the wall. We turned to take a look at Yin
Yan and his antagonist, the mysterious mist
of Etidorpha.

Yin Yan was massively turning, his great
tentacles lifting, pulling his vast weight
back toward his tank. I could not know if
he were wounded to death; if he had ab-
sorbed the force body of the Elder spirit,
or if he was only exhausted from such a
long period out of his necessary fluid. I
stood, watching him make his cumbrous,
weary way back, watched him climb slowly
back into his great tank.

There was no trace of the penetrating,
vitally stimulating, grey moving mist of
Etidorpha. Was she inside Yin Yan? I
looked at him carefully, but could not tell.
I had missed the last moments of the
mightiest, the most strange battleI had ever
witnessed.

Nonur’s flaming ray spears had left the
great hall of Yin Yan, and Ceulna and I
were alone for the first time in—1I could not
think how long. It seemed years since we
had taken off from Merondeep, the Mer
people’s capital. On a honeymoon, we had
thought!

I took her in my arms, and for a moment
forgot the battle I knew was flaming some-
where about us. Far off I could hear the
hiss and sudden sweeping sound of the flung
rays swinging through the rock, hear the
soft, slurring sound of the shorter beams
swinging in defense, hear the dis-flames
blasting somewhere at the stubborn rock
to make a passage. But here for a moment
was peace, and Ceulna, her eyes clearer,
looking up at me with almost the old light
again in her eyes. Soon, I knew, away from
evil ray cuts, the connecting nerves of her
mind would heal, she would be again my
intensely alive, witty, sarcastic, loving
Ceulna. '

Even as our lips met, a low sound made
me whirl. But there was nothing, until my
eyes fell on the still, too-lovely form of the
giant Eltona. Her eyes were open, staring
strangely and sadly at me. ‘

Gently I released Ceulna, went and bent
over the lovely mask of her face. Eltona,
robot, perhaps, but a mind of vast power
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from a time when men were gods. Her eyes
were soft and more womanly than I re-
called. She murmured—or did she only
think, so that I heard:

“Your beloved, that child?”

“She is not a child, she has nearly as
many years as myself!”
. “She is so small, but I forget that men
and women are small nowadays. The years,
oh, the years that take you all away so
quickly and leave me wretched and alone
to keep my vigil. Ah, Steel, if only you had
not come to Eltonal.”

“I do not understand.” But I did.

“Come to me,” she said to Ceulna and
my almost-wife bent on her graceful danc-
er’s legs, touched her hand to Eltona’s face.

“I can give you something for a love-
present. You are a native, you can under-
stand these things. Look into my eyes. . .’

STOOD bewildered, and Ceulna as mo-

tionless as death, her face white and
suddenly blank, peering into the strange
eyes of the female robot—staring. and star-
ing, while the weird eyes ran a gamut of
glowing color from pale green to violet to
rose and to glowing yellow flame and back
again.

Ceulna said:

I will remember, Eltona.”

I heard passing between them from El-
tona a mighty flow of meaning that was not
for my ears, so rapid and so deep, like a
mind filled with text of huge meanings too
great for man. And Ceulna nodding, smil-
ing, ghastly in the white-faced concentra-
tion of the hypnotic.

Finally Eltona closed those now terrible
and death-weary eyes, released Ceulna from
her grasp of mental power. Ceulna tottered
and fell slowly against the long limbs and
smooth beautiful body of the broken robot,
and lay there unconscious.

I shook Ceulna, brought her back to her
senses. She looked up at me, and her eyes
filled with tears, sobs racked her slim lovely
body.

“Oh, Jim—she had such a wonderful
mind and so sorrowful a life. She told me
things I could never learn from any other
living thing. She printed her greatest
knowledge on my memory ineffaceably.
I'll never be the same!”

“Is she dead?”

“Her thread is probably broken. But
she may be brought back, she may be once

again the same. She is not sure how badly
her living ‘machine’ is damaged. Something
is broken. She was using up the reserve
energy in the cell-syntha-batteries of her
mind.

“I doubt if anyone on Venus understands
such synthetic-life robots well enough to
make repairs. She is dead—of our igno-
rance. She was probably the most valuable
mind active on Venus.”

Somewhere the Hagmen and Nonur were
fighting desperately against an attack by
either the Tuons, the Sea People, or the
Nameless. I did not think it was the Name-
less—because the rays came from higher,
apparently from a fleet in the valley of the
Ungi beasts.

I wanted desperately to get into that
battle. I hated Nonur and the whole sys-
tem of fighting age with the blood of chil-
dren. I knew that my life, anyone’s life,
was a nothing to give for the defeat of the
horrible scourge these vampires could be-
come in the future if they flourished as they
had done for the past centuries of their
growth. First Hecate alone, then Spanish
soldiers of fortune, then Venusian renegades
whom they chose to aid them in taking
over the Venusian city-states. Then back
to Earth and such things as Nonur batten-
ing on the children of Earthmen. Stronger
and stronger the vampire method had
grown, and now when I thought it had been
wiped out with the death of Hecate, to find
it entrenched under the southern half of
Venus’ continents, to find the whole of the
Seven cities under their subtly secret rule,
was demoralizing.

Taking Ceulna’s hand, I pulled her to-
ward the rear doorways of the Hall of Yin
Yan where I had seen the guards come and
go.
“Ceulna, you have been a servant here.
Can we not get our hands on a ray, a real
weapon? At least can’t we see what is go-
ing on, find a vision ray?”

She took my hand, raced off, pulling me
with her swift dancer’s speed. I lumbered
after, leaving the bound form of Montagna
and the lovely tragic thing that had been
Eltona, the living wisdom from the past.
Leaving Yin Yan gulping sickeningly,
weakened, perhaps dying, in his great plas-
tic tank of life-fluid. I wondered what that
stuff was—it was thick, viscous, my clothes
and skin were sticky with the clinging,
yellow, plasma-like substance.
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Ceulna stopped me before a wide door—
peered in. Carefully she edged forward till
the whole room was in sight. It was empty,
but had not been so for long. Several hel-
mets lay upon the floor and blood was
splashed across one chair before a great
telaug-vision screen.

I FLUNG myself into the big chair, un-
heeding the blood, pulled the activating
lever, swung the tenuous green penetrative
vision ray across the regular grid of the
borings, looking for action, looking for the
Hagmen, looking for a chance to get in a
blow. Ceulna bent to another ancient
mech, curious, bulky and black with un-
polished ages of corrosion, the curious
grime these unoxidizing metals of the Eld-
ers acquire with time.

Soon her ray was swinging parallel with
my own, and I hoped it was something
potent, for my own may have had weapon-
ray attachments, but it was not a type
familiar to me,

Far-off on the wide highways sped many
glimmering lights. Near at hand the cav-
erns were vacant of all but sprawled
corpses, cowering slaves, bewildered serv-
ants. Nonur and her crew had fled the
battle. Whatever had attacked the caverns
below Nicosthene had seemed too powerful
for her courage to face.

I swept the widening cone of vision down
and down into the caverns of the upper
Nameless, listened to their thoughts exult-
ing over the flight of their enemy. Searched
on down beneath for some sign of Etidor-
pha, for the Nameless of the abysses below,
so deep that Nonur had not known they
existed. There was nothing to be seen.

Sorrowfully my mind searched for
reasons for believing that Etidorpha had
survived the attack of Yin Yan, found none
but a faint hope that she was somehow in-
vulnerable to death. There was a deep,
powerful current of emotion about any
thought a man had of Etidorpha. Imma-
terial as she seemed, there was yet a power-
ful magnetic attraction accompanying her
appearance that made a man love, honor,
trust the nature that dwelt in that grey
moving nothingness. Had Yin Yan ab-
sorbed the powerful ionic force of her pene-
trative energies, been not weary but gorged
with an intake of energy too great, was
even now lying in his tank ingesting, di-
gesting the mighty life he had drawn into

his repellent carcass?

I swept the rays sharp around to the
tank where he lay, still and breathing in
the fluid slowly, as if asleep.

Through all his body I swept the vernier
adjustment of the telaug, reading each vi-
bration, searching for traces of his horrible
meal. Each tissue of his body I examined,
bringing up the power till I could read the
very cells of his stomach sacs as they
sucked in the acid fluids, and reached with
their fibers for bits of matter and flesh.
There was no sign of life resembling her
for whom I searched.

As T indulged this irresistible urge to
learn the fate of the powerful, benevolent,
alien spirit of Etidorpha, beyond the body
of Yin Yan my augments began to shout
with strange sounds. I sent the ray sweep-
ing on and out toward the walls of cliff that
hemmed the great crater valley.

Close, now, they sped, ship after ship
darting into the great holes they had
blasted into these cliffs, and on into the
stretching mazes of cavern that were the
underworld of Nicosthene. Inside the ships
my penetrative searched, and on the screen
sprang out the faces of the attackers. For
a moment I watched, then silently bent my
head and wept. Sobs shook me. My hands
would not attempt to work further.

The ships were manned with the pitiful
wrecks, the hags that had so short a time
ago been vibrantly beautiful Tuon Ama-
zons. Nobly they struggled with the death
that was in them. Feebly their hands, once
so.skilful, urged on the space-fighters that
require so firm a hand, such nicety of judg-
ment upon the guide rods, such infinite
co-ordination of hand and eye in close
quarters. And still in their eyes blazed the
invincible fire of freedom, that spirit that
had long ago made their race throw off
even the domination of man and love and
home, that had made them the most feared
fighters on Venus with sword or trident or
far-spanning antique ray, with any weapon.
Now Ceulna wept beside me, and in my
mind I could hear the evil, vaunting cach-
ination, the vile, exulting laugh of Nonur
who had brought this evil death of radio-
active sand upon them.

It was from their vengeance Nonur had
fled, craven before the flaming fire in their
dying eyes. She knew she could not kill
them all. In my heart I knew that Eltona
had summoned them by some means from
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her home in the deep, unknown jungle,
then had come on ahead to see what might
be done to aid them. And had died, help-
ing Etidorpha.

SHIP crashed into the wall near the

great arches of the doors to Yin Yan.
The feeble hands had been too slow to keep
the hard-driving motors from plunging the
ship against the wall of the slow bend of
the great cavern way.

I leaped to my feet, plunged out toward
the sound. Something I could yet do for
them—something!

The long needle of graceful metal lay
crushed. I darted around the bulge of keel,
seeking a way in.

The round locks swung open in my face.
There stood peering at me—Onua! Not
the Onua I knew, but a pitiful sketch of
her! Age, the horrible taint of near-senil-
ity, had descended upon her in the short
span of time we had been apart.

With an effort I wiped all trace of my
shock and repugnance from my face, tried
to give her my heartiest greeting. But it
was a sadly, inefficient effort.

The once disciplined, controlled lines of
her face had relaxed, sagged; the whole
once lovely, fully developed, sensuous figure
was deflated. Some ugly force had drained
the life-matter out of her. With a vestige
of her old grace she put out her hand to
me, feeling with her fingers for my flesh,
hoping, I knew, that she would not find the
same hot, feverish dryness of the radio-
active sand emanation burns which had
consumed herself. Hoping that I had es-
caped exposure to the blight that had slain
a whole race of people.

I nodded.

“I escaped, my Oanu. Let me give you
my arm; I will show you this place. It is
the place where Nonur held forth. She has
fled toward some other gathering point.
There are seven of these great cities of the
Marsh-men, as well as many smaller cities
of Red Men who have colonized these
southerly parts.”

“Six more of these nests of hate and
lust to blast apart! And I am weary, Jim,
weary to death!”

“I want to show you a tank of fluid in
which Yin Yan, a protean intelligent
monster from the past of Venus, the last
of his kind, still lives. The monster had
control of Nonur’s mind. It may be that . ..

“I have heard of Yin Yan. I did not
know it was true that he lived.” :

“Here, Oanu, are some papers the Red
Robe, Montagna, gave me for you. I
thought at the time he gave me these that
he was telling the truth and had turned his
scarlet cloak the way of Tuon—but he has
since turned again, so near as one can tell of
one engaged in being a double spy. He lies
there bound.”

I took her to Yin Yan’s chamber.

Oanu bent over the slender figure of
Montagna. His eyes were deceptively mild,
as he said:

“Oanu, the papers are more important
than anything else. They contain the form-
ulae for dunder, the legendary substance
whose properties you must know from the
old tales.”

“Release this man, Steel.”

Oanu’s voice had for a moment the old
firm authority. I looked for her in spite of
the fact I had myself been repeatedly in the
same position as Montagna, with everyone
but Oanu and a few intelligence officers
thinking I had turned into a willing tool of
Hecate’s, I could not bring myself to obey
her order.

“He has attempted to kill me, Oanu. I
think he fears that we will stop his blood
supply, and that he is in truth trying to aid
Nonur to greater power. He loves his life
too well. He is much older than myself, he
cannot live without the blood . . .”

“Release him,” Oanu repeated, her voice
rising shrilly like an angry old woman’s
shriek.

I looked at the viperine stirring of Yin
Yan in his tank beside us. I knew nothing
of his methods, but it seemed obvious to
me that this was a case of his taking control
of Oanu as he had of Nonur.

“Oanu, we will go back to the wrecked
ship. If, with a ben-ray on you you still
repeat that order, I will release him, not
before. I do not trust him.”

“T’ll do it myself, you fool.
try to stop me!”

And don’t

I PICKED her up, carried her from the
room away from the great orbs of Yin
Yan’s eyes, watching her with a fierce, im-
pelling stare. That beast from Time’s
abyss would not get anywhere with that
attack. Once out of his sight, Oanu seemed
to forget the matter, began to examine the
papers I had given her.
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“Dunder? It is but a legend. It is un-
believable that after all this time, it should
prove to exist.”

“I think it is but a trick of Montagna’s.
But if he tells the truth, it may be of use
against the radioactivity that consumes you
all.”

Incongruously, standing there by Oanu
and conscious of the terrible decay that
had struck her, the face of the dying Hecate
rose in my mind. The long black witch-
tresses snow white or fallen completely
from the bare patches of her skull. Her
face, that had been so flushed with chil-
dren’s blood under the grey skin, and rock
hard, turned a real grey of death and fur-
rowed with wrinkle on wrinkle till the
shrunken horrible mouth alone gave the
face resemblance to the human. Pityingly
I glanced at Oanu. But she was absorbed
in the thin feather-light sheaf of papers
that Montagna had given me. A light of
comprehension, of something like hope be-
gan to dawn on the shrunken face. .

“Jim, there is hope! For the Tuons’.
For all of us struck by the radioactives
from the treacherous Hag-ships.”

“That is hard to believe. Montagna—
though I have since come to believe he was
lying—at that time thought that this dun-
der might prove a method of fighting age
that would not require baby blood or the
sacrifice of other lives to one’s own.”

“It could. It provides for the manufac-
ture of synthetic flesh of all types, as well
as for the synthesizing of the synthetic
blood, the ancient Ichor. The Elder race
used Ichor constantly. The natural blood
is pumped out of the body, the Ichor is
pumped in simultaneously. The natural
blood is treated by being mixed with the
Ichor for a period, then is replaced in the
body. It israther a complicated procedure,
but once learned, would not be too diffi-
cult. Steel, I must return with this to our
laboratories. There is so little time. Per-
haps a week, perhaps two, and the last of
us will be dead. The work must begin at
once! Some of us will be saved.”

With a pitiful simulation of her former
grace and speed of movement, Oanu hur-
ried toward the crushed ship in the great
cavern way outside. I helped her into the
round lock door, climbed in after.

Across her desk in the control bridge
were rows of communicators, tiny micro-
phones and vision screens. She pushed

buttons, activated the great multi-screen,
began to give orders to the fleet far ahead
in pursuit of the fleeing Nonur and her
vampire fleet.

“Crona, take command. I must return
to Lefern to the laboratories. I have a
formula which will prove a means of fight-
ing off the radioactive poison. It means
hope for all of us. Send a guard of ships
to make sure I reach there safely—and
Halfan, Freya, Delor, the experts on radio-
activity. It is a subject we know too little
about.

I stepped forward beside Oanu, said:

“As soon as you have time, Crona, con-
tact the Nameless. They have a great
deal of experience with this dunder and
have used it for an age. Some of them will
know what to do to help us. Pick out
those people among them who know this
process called dunder, know the dunder
mech which the formula is used with, send
them to Oanu in Lefern. There is so little
time to experiment. You will have to bend
every effort in this direction that is not
required in pinning Nonur to the wall.”

I turned to Oanu.

“I think it would be smart to take Mon-
tagna along with us, too. He understands
something about this. If the papers are
genuine, he will be of value in deciphering
them clearly.”

WE LEFT the wrecked ship, walked
back into the Hall of Yin Yan. His
great eyes glowered, his lace-curtains of
sensory and thinking organs rolled and
unrolled venomously, a slow myriad of
faces peered out one by one from the in-
tricate folds. Oanu paid no attention.
Ceulna turned from her engrossed exami- .
nation of the prone body of the giant robot,
Eltona.

“Do you suppose, Oanu, that a strong
concentration of conductive penetray with-
in her body would make her able to tell us
how to repair her?”

“Repair! Who, what?”

“0, I forgot, Commander. This is El-
tona, a very superior robot of the Elder
work, who summoned you from Lefern.
Didn’t you know?”

“Didn’t know. Thought it was you. She
looks like you in a screen, Ceulna. Thought
it was odd, you so different. But my eyes
—1I don’t know, am not sure of things
now.”
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“Of course, Oanu. She just knows ev-
erything. She has been living as a goddess
of a primitive people. Steel was telling me
about her. Her mind has been active all
that time since THEY left. If anyone
could help her friends, she could. But she
was smashed by that gross monster in the
tank.”

I could feel the pulsation of Yin Yan’s
angry thoughts response as Ceulna called
him a monster. Evidently he thought of
himself as quite handsome. And evidently
he was listening, might be in mental con-
tact with his “servant” Nonur even now.
The natural telepathy of which he seemed
a master has no definite range, depending
on the fine atunement of the magnetic fields
of the brain cells. And the monster had
such great strength.

I knew he remained passive now only be-
cause the crew of Oanu’s wrecked ship had
spread through the chambers, manned the
weapon rays from which Nonur had fled.
That he would be slain if he made a wrong
move.

Oanu, evidently in time with my own
thoughts, gave a sudden order to these un-
seen but felt watchets, her own crew now
seated at the rays in Nonur’s chambers.

“Some of you start making record on this
thing’s thinking. Steel says he has a mind,
and he is very old. We might learn some-
thing useful from him!”

“Aye, Commander Oanu. At once, we
will begin the suggestion record No. A2,
there is no use in using the primitive record
one.”

ACK from fleet came three ships, hover-

ing a foot off the cavern floor outside.

We went out to them. I helped Oanu
aboard. Then I turned to Ceulna.

“You will be more valuable back there,
helping the technicians. You must have
picked up something here that would be
helpful to Oanu’s plan? I will remain.
I might be able to get into the fight yet.
There are six more of these Hagmen’s nests
to clean out.”

Ceulna kissed me, climbed aboard. Oanu
said:

“I will take care of her, Steel.
not be lost again . . .”

I knew that it would be the other way
around, considering the weakened condi-
tion' of Oanu and her warriors.

“Oanu, it seems to me, from the little T

She will

know of radioactives, that it would be much
better for you to go to Merdepon in the
sea. The emanations are still deadly, and
the effect will still be active. Their labora-
tories are quite as complete, and you would
have their technicians to help you; minds
unattacked by the sand’s poison. Besides,
I would not wish Ceulna to be exposed to
the same rays that have caused this aging
in you all. Your work would be much
easier; go to Merdepon.”

“That is where I had intended to go.
Do you think me a fool!”

“You said Lefern!”

“My mind is like an old woman’s, Steel.
We go to Merdepon. I make such mistakes
now.”

“Ceulna, I will be with you as soon as
Nonur is dead!”

CHAPTER XI

The sea rocs swoop and dive and rise
heavy with prey, wide-winged and wise in
hunting. The sky is home to them, the sea
to me,

Oltissa of MerDep.

THE three long ships swept off, their
levitator beams raising a fine dust cloud
from the ancient floor, and I turned back
to the gloomy, coiling thing within the
tank. It had been hard to see Ceulna go
away from me again, but it would feel
better to know she was safe in Merdepon.
To know that soon the Mer-people’s ships
would arrive to help in wiping out the last
vestiges of Hecate’s immortal devils.

I walked around the room, looking dis-
consolately at the place where the body of
the robot had lain, thinking of her strange
beauty and the weird fact that she was, in
truth, a better; a designed, purposeful life
with built-in abilities greater than today’s
humans. I looked at the place where
Montagna had lain by the wall, before we
placed him aboard the ship. I hoped
vaguely that he was not evil, had somehow
been controlled in his apparent action
against us, was in truth against further
growth of the baby-blood method of lon-
gevity. He could be an able ally.

I started in toward the farther room, to
get a ray into action and check up on what
the Tuons were doing with the action
against Nonur, when from the great corri-
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dor outside came the swish and pulse of a
slowing ship. I ran to the wide doorway,
saw another small ship with Tuon markings
settling to rest. The round lock came open,
and a grimacing, urchin face appeared. I
yelled:

“Hank. Hank Farnel
have you been?”

“The women went off and left me! Since
the blight made them all into Hags, they
.are ashamed to have a man see them. The
fleet took off without saying a word to me
about it. Maybe they forgot me, I don’t
know. You know they don’t have a very
high opinion of a man’s ability anyway.”

I laughed.

“Well, I need you, Hank. Come here
and look at this thing in the tank they left
me to watch!”

Hank came slowly forward, bent, his face
scabbed with the burns of radioactivity.
My heart paused in sympathy for the havoc
the radioactive sand had wrought in his
slight, active figure.

“What the devil did they drop on us,
Jim? In Lefern, I mean.”

It’s the latest war invention of those
busy scientists in the U.S. war department.
Radioactive sand! Some of the bunch of
Hagmen on Earth got it out of their labs
with ray-spies, sent it here. Nonur decided
it was just the thing to drop on the Tuons,
since they are so proud of their beauty.
She was right; it finished them.”

“No antidote, eh. Just like radium—
it makes you old and done. My back
creaks like I was ninety. My face looks
like it was pleated.”

“If they stay alive for a few months, I
think the effect will wear off, if they stay
out of Lefern. I don’t know—Dbut since the
sand itself loses its potency according to
the treatment it received, from days to a
year, and since the sand was not absorbed
internally, the effect may wear off in time.
But will they live long enough for the ac-
tion to become slight enough? Will their
bodies throw off the effect and grow youth-
ful again? I don’t know!”

“They? You mean me, too!”

“Oh, hell, nothing could kill you. You're
poison yourself, you know. That sand will
just get tired of trying, those emanations
will turn right around and run, as soon as
they find out what they’re up against.”

Hank grinned.

“] hope you’re right.

Where the devil

I'm glad to see

they missed you with the stuff. But what
about Ceulna?”

“Missed her too. She has been here with
Nonur, in her old job of ‘recruiting’, plus
other angles I'd rather not talk about. But
our medicos will fix her mind up again
like they did my own, after Hecate. I sent
her back to Merdepon with Oanu just be-
fore you came.

E STOOD now beside the tank of

Yin Yan, watching the huge alien
thing wind and unwind his lace-curtain
memory, spotted with faces of dead men
and women, laced with strange figure and
glyphs and pictures of things that the mind
could not relate, but that were, I knew, the
mind of Yin Yan, visible because of the
transparent nature of his flesh.

“You are looking at a creature that not
only eats other creatures but absorbs their
mind into his own as a blotting paper soaks
up an ink blot. That is what those faces
are, the people he has been fed here by
Nonur. It thinks, Hank. It thinks, talks,
and is as old as the mountain above our
heads.”

“That could be a bad habit in a pet!”

“I had a curiosity here that would have
really intrigued you, an Elder robot, who
was alive, who was eight feet tall, and who
had been married several times.”

“The perfect wife, except she outlived
her men, eh?”

“She was like a goddess, Hank. The
greatest piece of art work in all the Cav-
erns. And that is saying plenty. I would
have been a candidate for her next hus-
band, but I begged off because of Ceulna.
When she made up her mind, turned on the
love electric in that synthetic body of hers,
her dynamos hummed. When she looked at
you, it was all up. Can you imagine a
scientist creating a perfect synthetic
woman?”’

“Yes, I can imagine it. But I never ex-
pected to see it!”

“She was a servant to a family of the
Elders, called the Eltons. I will take you to
the place where I found her—I mean she
found me-—when this is all over.”

“I’d be delighted, since Oanu won’t come
near me, now that her beauty is gone.”

“You mean you might find another, like
Eltona. Why not Eltona?”

“T don’t know whether you are kidding or
not, but a mind that has lived that long
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would have plenty to talk about after
dark.”

“Love was a complex art with that Elder
race, and they built the art right into that
robot, and then brought her to life. Such
grace, such form, you can’t imagine.”

“Sounds pretty terrificc. But what are
we supposed to be doing while our women
are busy fighting for us. Stand here and
talk?”

“I don’t want to leave this monster, Yin
Yan. He might get lonesome and decide to
take a walk. And God only knows what he
could do, if he wanted to. He has a superi-
ority complex, is too proud to fight any-
thing but another superior being. He
tackled Etidorpha, and I don’t know
whether she’s alive, or whether he’s digest-
ing her!”

“And who might Etidorpha be?”

“You're asking, but I'm not telling. You
wouldn’t believe me anyway. You'll just
have to wait and find out. Come on in here
where we can get a couple of rays working
and see what’s going on. We can keep an
eye on Yin Yan as well as the battle. They
chased Nonur toward Ekippe, along the
great highway. There are seven of the
great cities of the Marsh-men, you know,
and Hagmen under each one. It won't be
easy. I only hope Oanu gets safely to Mer-
depon and sends a real force back here. The
Tuons are on their last legs physically.
Not in shape to fight. . .”

“You're telling me. I know how they
feel. I fel the same way—ninety years old
and getting older by the minute.”

In my ear a voice from one of the Tuons
of Oanu’s crew whispered:

“Oanu left us here to watch Yin Yan
and as a guard over this part of. . .”

A blast of sound nearly knocked me
down and the smell of burning flesh? came
for an instant from the conductive ray.
I knew without question that an enemy ray
had blasted the life from the Tuon warrior,
left a smoking heap of flesh before the dis-
tant ray-screen.

IT COULD be but one thing: Nonur
had doubled back after leading her pur-
suit astray in the cavern labyrinth. She
must be planning a counter-attack upon the
Tuon fleet from this point. God knew how
much strength she had summoned from the

? Penetray will conduct odors as well as all
nerve sensations, heat, etc.~Author.

other six cities of the Marsh-men. Vaguely
I wondered, as I started on a run for the
ray-mech in the next guard chamber,
whether there were any Nameless alive in
the abyss beneath in which they had re-
mained hidden for so long. Whether Eti-
dorphalived or even now was a part of that
absorptive brain of Yin Yan—that brain
with all the qualities of a stomach, in a
mental way.

I had just time to swing the great ray
into action, send it leaping along the di-
rection from which I guessed Nonur’s flank-
ing attack was approaching, when a blast
of force struck the mech, flinging me back
sprawling on the floor. The tubes inside the
metal sheathing burst with loud reports.
From the ray I heard Nonur laughing her
witch’s chuckle of exultation.

“I’m still saving you for my own pleas-
ure, Steel! Do you think ‘you will escape
me again?”’

I lay still, shuddering from the nervous
shock always accompanying these force
rays, so similar they are to nervous currents
in the body that a near approach of one
sends a man into a near-collapse from over-
loaded neural circuits. Into Nonur’s hands
again! I thanked the Gods that Ceulna was
far, far away.

From where I lay I could see the great
tank of Yin Yan in the distant chamber.
As I lay there, too weak to move—my eyes
may have fooled me—-from his weird folds
of transparent flesh a grey swirling mist
arose, spun for an instant in a dance of
triumph, wafted toward the walls, dis-
appeared into the rock. Had Etidorpha
been inside that thing all this time, battling
for her life-—to at last escape? Could her-
self be of sufficient strength to overcome
that titan of brutal, alien strength? Or was
my mind in a state of shock, in which any
stray light gleam on the mist of the liquids
over the tank induced such an illusion?
Maybe I would never know. Etidorpha
had evinced but a little interest in anyone
but the Nameless race who worshipped her.

Within minutes Nonur’s crew were
swarming through all the chambers, in and
out, bearing equipment, new tubes for the
wrecked rays, new cables for the burnt out
weapons’ power, settling the great ships in
an alignment calculated to bracket the on-
coming fleet of the Tuons when it returned
unsuspecting from its trip along the great
cavern highway. I know from what I could
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see that Nonur’s plans were good, the work
efficient and well ordered, her warriors
grim-faced and apparently unruffled by
their losses so far. Her mechanics and
electricians were hurrying desperately to
get the whole firing front of the rays aligned
and ready. Myself lay where I had fallen,
strength slowly coming back to me, my
shocked nerves gradually assembling their
power circuits again to activate my
muscles, my mind clearing, But what could
I do, surrounded by the whole armed might
of the Hagmen? Cautiously I tested my
arm, it moved. I flexed the muscles, tried
my strength cautiously. Not nearly myself
yet, I lay and waited.

My heart went out to that desperate
fleet of dying Tuon amazons, using their
last strength in an attempt to revenge the
venomous deed that had brought the blight
of radioactivity upon them. I knew they
would come back here after they failed to
find the fleeing Hagmen, would plan on or-
ganizing a thorough and exhaustive search,
rest their dying limbs for one more attempt.
My prayers went up to that dark inscru-
table God that we do not believe in until we
need him, then pray to anyway.

I should have known they would return,
for I suspected that Nonur relied entirely
upon Yin Yan for her planning and heavy
thinking. I should have guessed she would
return for him if chance offered. And cer-
tainly we had left the place wide open to
such an attack with but the crew of Oanu’s
wrecked ship to guard the deserted center.

UDDENLY f{rom the far chamber of

the tank came a vixenish shrieking, a
snarl of female cursing in a terrible voice I
knew could be no one’s but Nonur’s. A
Nonur who had discovered some setback,
I guessed.

I listened carefully, looking at the prone
figure of Hank Farne to see if he heard.
But he lay where he had fallen. The weak-
ness of his body due to the radioactive ema-
nations would allow a very slow recupera-
tion from the force that had struck us.

“What has happened to Yin Yan? Bring
that thrice-accused traitor Steel to me. I'll
find out what they have done to him!”

Two of the huge-bodied blacks flopped
toward me, led by a shrivel-faced Hagman
in scarlet robe and hood. A black seized me
by each wrist, dragged me, feigning un-
consciousness, toward the great tank.

NONUR

Dropped before Nonur, I remained motion-
less, with my eyes closed. She touched one
of my feet with a tip of a flame sword. The
terrible burn made me scream in agony.

“Now that your wonderful self is awake
tell me what happened to Yin Yan.”

I knew there was no need for me to open
my mouth, for the watch-ray had my mind
on augment. I could hear my own thought,
agonized with pain, automatically describ-
ing the battle of Yin Yan with the mist-
being, Etidorpha.

Nonur turned toward the tank, saying to
the numerous rays that nimbused her, wait-
ing for orders.

“Stim him, give him ben, flood him with
strong beneficials and stimulants. He may
come around. I don’t believe any mist
could kill him.”

Lying there, moaning at Nonur’s feet, I
decided with sulphurous exultation that
Etidorpha had indeed remained inside Yin
Yan, and had somehow conquered the
strength of him, taken his life, wafted her-
self off on her own mysterious business
again. How else explain what I thought I



88 AMAZING STORIES

saw moments ago? How else? How else
explain the collapsed, motionless mass of
lifeless flesh in the bottom of the tank.
When Yin Yan was alive, his innumerable
gill membranes waved continually, circulat-
ing the fluid, and his thought membranes
had rolled and unrolled constantly. Anyone
could see he was dead. I hoped perma-
nently so!

I watched as those miraculous rays of the
Elder race were poured in vast concentra-
tion from all the mech in range upon him,
and Nonur stood waiting for results. I
knew what those rays could do for a man,
and they were wasting the miraculous
health rays on an evil beast that should
never have lived!

The splash, or reflection of the focus of
beneficials upon Yin Yan was doing me a
lot of good. I lay still, hoping that some of
my strength would be renewed from the
effect. Yin Yan stirred, his gills began to
vibrate, his strange inward rolls of flesh to
contract and expand.

It was an eerie, frightening scene. I was
so inured to the unusual in my experiences
since landing at Harak that I hardly no-
ticed the witch-like beauty of Nonur’s near-
nude figure, standing like a statue by a
Daemon sculptor peering, peering into Yin
Yan’s awaking mind. The vast crystal of
the tank shimmered and glowed from the
myriad of ben-rays, her figure glowed like
my own with the diffuse plentitude of re-
flection, and the whole scene took on the
beauty that ugly things can take on in a
beneficial ray field. Yin Yan’s awful folds
glowed with a prismatic glory, the dull faces
of the blacks and the shrewd evil faces of
the Hagmen standing at a distance peer-
ing curiously at the awful life in the tank,
shone. The black’s eyes rolled fearfully.
They stood in an awed fear of Yin Yan; he
was like a devil-god to them. I could hear
the cruel, careless thought of the distant
harpies of Nonur manipulating the batter-
ies of ben-ray, and the answering, lustful
and coarse thought of the warriors who
were watching with the range rays the dis-
tant approaches to this spot, to call the
whole army into action at the first near
approach of the pitiful Tuon amazons.

Their dying state placed them at a ferri-
fic disadvantage in this type of warfare, for
fencing with the deadly rays and powerful
shorter defense rays can depend wholly,
for success, upon the speed and co-ordina-

tion of eye and hand, and I knew the Tuons
were slowed, handicapped by the creeping
age of radioactive emanations. They were
like doddering old people, trying to defeat
these blood-filled vampires, these powerful,
ignorant savage warriors who served the
vampires, usually in complete ignorance of
their habits. For if they knew, they would
know they were cheated, would demand the
young blood likewise. Usually they died
when they learned of the secret vampirism
of their red-robed masters.

There were few people alive besides
themselves who had actually seen them en-
gage in the unholy pumping of a child’s
blood into their veins, and their own
pumped into the child to be renewed.

They were necessarily few in number,
and the wars with the Tuons and Mer-race
had cut this number down by more than
half.

N THE room, which I knew must be the
present center of the whole organization,
there were but twenty of the red-robes, and
perhaps a hundred of the warrjors who were
their immediate officers, their staff officers
of the renegade and professional fighters
who served them. These were of every
blood on Venus, scarred and hardened in
many a battle before they ever took service
under the Hagmen. Men never went to
work for the red-robés till they could not
get a job anywhere else. For once in their
employ, a man never left except by death,
and this was known among warriors every-
where.

A certain number of the warriors of
Venus are professional soldiers, serving now
this ruler of this city-state, and now that.
Wherever the chances of pay and loot were
greater, there came a drift of hard-fared ex-
perienced fighters, and such slaves as
Ceulna had lured with the stim rays and
their bodies into signing with the Red
Robes of Nonur.

A man might rise in the service after that,
but he never quit. I knew why, for I had
seen them killed when they tried to leave.
The Hagmen wanted no witnesses of their
deeds loose in the world. But even so, the
Tuons had learned, the Mer-people had
learned in their deep ocean cities, and their
doom was sealed. Or was it?

Turning my head, looking at the hard
confident faces, I knew that not a man
there expected anything but that their rays
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would wipe out the Tuons to the last brave
female. And knowing how slow and feeble
their hands were since Nonur’s sand bombs
had spread through the air above Lefern, I
knew they had little chance of winning, and
that they knew too that they could but go
into death with blazing rays and burned
hands fighting to the last gasp.

My mind sped on a thought of Oanu and
her trip to Merdepon. Strange they had
not told the Sea People of the sand blight
that had fallen on their lovely cities, strange
she had not mentioned it to me. Had
something of like devilishness been done to
the Mer-race? Had this mind of Yin Yan’s
linked with Nonur’s evil head been able to
plan a similar coup upon the mighty under-
sea cities? I groaned, for I knew it must
be true. That ancient mind from the seas
of Venus must have figured out, from his
immense knowledge of them, something
that had served as a weapon to confuse,
hold back, keep the Sea People busy while
the Hagmen wiped out the Tuons. I
groaned, for I knew Yin Yan would know
what to do to blight a city in the depths of
the sea, just as Nonur from Earth had
brought with her the knowledge of the
deadly nature of radioactives developed
by the scientists of Earth’s war laborator-
ies, and had used it to such deadly effect.

My mind gave up the unpleasant duty of
telling me all the things that must have
happened to bring the great race of Tuons
to this last battle. My mind refused to
lose all hope, closed up, and began to dwell
ironically on the lovely, too-soft lines of
Nonur’s figure where she peered through
the walls of the crystal tank, bathed in the
glow of the benefical, beautiful as the
Devil’s own chosen. I cursed her silently,
again and again. And in my mind a soft
whisper answered my curses.

“We shall try, Steel.”

Was it the Nameless? It sounded like a
familiar voice, or was it perhaps a very dis-
tant Etidorpha. Was it the sweet young
blind girl who had rescued me before? I
could not know, but the secret soft voice
brought a sweet and needed relief to the
hopeless weary mind of me. If only I could
have learned how that battle with the
Nameless led by their young Master had
turned out? I had been unable to find out
what had happened since the two unfor-
tunate Tuons’ anchor cable had snatched
me aloft.

FEELING like a sick man in a burning
hospital waiting for rescue, I lay till
one of the Hagmen signed to a black to
stow me on his shoulder and get me out of
the way. Nonur turned from her mental
conversation with the reviving Yin Yan
and said:

“Put him in a strong cell. I will have
some fun with him when this is over. And
that won’t be long now, will it, Jim Steel?”

I looked at her with all the disgust I
could put in expression and said nothing.
There is really not much use in conversa-
tion with such as her, their mental patterns
are so different, fixed unalterably in de-
structive pattern. A man cannot under-
stand them anyway.

The black threw me to one broad shoul-
der and flopped off in the wake of a Red
Robe, a man I did not know. He stowed
me in a closet of the ray-chamber where
Farne still lay on the floor, presently thrust
Farne in upon me. The great metal door
swung, clicked shut.

On most of these doors the locks have
been burst, since modern men cannot un-
derstand the simplest of their Elder locks,
have to blast open the doors to get at the
treasures left inside. Then, when they want
to use such a door, they have to put on a
bar of the primitive type, big plank-of wood
set in sockets, fastened to the door frames.

We heard this bar set in place, lay in
darkness. Farne moaned, I groaned. We
said nothing.

Outside I could hear the hiss and sweep
of rays, the blasting of force ray impacts,
knew that a battle was in progress. I turned
over, put my shoulder to the door just to
see if it gave. It did, just a hair, letting in
a crack of light. If I had a tool, I could
slide it through that crack, lift the bar. I
searched my harness; but nothing. I
searched the darkness of the closet, felt
over Farne’s body; nothing.

The racket of battle outside lessened,
drew away. It could mean but one thing:
the Tuons were retreating deeper into the
caverns, away from the great valley of the
crater where we had entered. I could hear
the sound of jets, the hiss of rays, knew the
ships were gliding off on levitators down
the cavern ways in pursuit. I waited, heart-
sick for what I felt was the death of the
great Tuon race of Amazons. To me, they
were perfection, a way of life without fault,
their ideals and their efforts to make life
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worth living finer than any other people.
To perish so, at the hands of such evil ones
as Nonur, was too much to bear.

CHAPTER XII

Porpoise’ wallow, waves leap high
Green-white, the running colors fly—
The laughing clouds roll silently
While the sun ducks his blazing head
The seas caress my straining thigh—
Oltissa of Merdepon

v

T G

I DECIDED that with the fleet of Hag-
men off again the caverns might be de-
serted, were at the least full of possible op-
ponents than before. I threw my weight
against the door, outside I could hear the
plank creak and bend in its socket. Again
and again I threw my whole strength into
the thrust, and fraction by fraction the
crack of light grew greater. At last I thrust
my fingers through, raised the bar until it
fell free of the sockets. I stepped out, look-
ing at the sockets, which were split and
wrenched and the screws starting from their
holes.

A hideous laughter from across the cham-
ber broke upon my ears. I swung, startled
to see—-Nonur. She sat upon a great chair
before the big weapon mech at which I
had been knocked unconscious once today.

| crawled forward slowly on my hands and knees but not
before a good portion of my anatomy was scorched.

On each side of her three of the red-robed
Hagmen held heavy dis-ray guns level,
pointing steadily at me.

“So you thought I had left with the
battle, hah? They do not need me to kill
off the old women. I wait here for more
important game, and I shall slay them, too.
Meanwhile your death will amuse me. Get
down on your knees!”

I stood motionless, staring at her, the
hatred and anger and frustration weaving a
red haze like heat-lightning before my eyes.

&

One of the guns began to hiss. Just over my

head the flame passed my hair. Inadver-
tently I lowered my head, the flame came
down still burning my scalp. Down and
down the man pressed the gun, until I was
crouched on the floor to avoid the steadily
flaming ray.

“Crawl to me, Steel. Crawl here to me!”

Behind me another ray hissed into ac-
tion, burning my buttocks, urging me for-
ward to escape complete destruction. I
crawled slowly forward toward her on my
hands and knees, but both rays had
scorched a large part of my anatomy before
I arrived.

“Kiss my feet, Steel. Before you die, you
may have the privilege.”

The burning flame forced my head down
and down, and as my lips touched her foot,
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she drew her foot back, kicked me in the
face. My nose began to drip blood. Anger
consumed me, I gathered myself to fling
myself at her throat, but another red robe
had pushed his ray-rifle muzzle in front of
her. I knew exactly what to expect, I had
seen such scenes before, though Hecate did
not herself indulge her sadistic lusts in this
way. I had seen such as Nonur humiliate
a man as far as possible before death
claimed him.

I knew the smartest thing I could do was
to leap for her, make them shoot me dead,

R

but I hesitated, hoping. . .

Nonur signed to someone outside my
range of vision. I heard a shuffling sound,
saw the six wide, rounded pads of an Ungi
coming nearer. I could not crouch there—
my nerves were getting too ragged after
these last few days. I leaped back, tried to
find a way to escape the thing. The six
ray-rifles presented a barrier that did not
need to fear the beast. They stood there,
laughing a little, watching my fear. At
their scorn, I pulled myself together, faced
the thing. Nonur wanted to see me killed.

I was to amuse her for a short time with my

. death while she waited for something to

happen in her developing plans. I would
fight, would amuse her. It was ridiculous to
think of beating the thing bare-handed, but
I thought of it perforce.

I straightened from my imposed crouch,
leaped, swung a blow with my fist at the
Ungi’s middle. I could not even reach the
thing’s head. They are big! My fist re-
bounded from his barrel-like belly as from
a truck-tire. It was that hard, that rubbery.
Those thick, boneless tentacles of the Ungi

flicked after my arm, just missed grasping
it. I sprang back, leaped in again and
swung a harder blow to his side, leaped
away. He did not even blink, just shuffled
those six feet steadily toward me, reaching
with those rubbery arms to pull me close,
get his wide, fanged jaws into my flesh.

DON’T know how long I kept that up,
while Nonur laughed. My breath was
coming in gasps, I was about done. Just
when I thought I must surely collapse, a
ray flame sprang from'the rifle of one of
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the Hag-men, drove the creature back. It
hissed, ululating its weird crylike a banshee
over and over, but it backed up, was driven
into the next chamber where a black
warrior with another rifle took up the herd-
ing process, driving it on out of my sight.
I turned back to find a great black duck-
foot standing where I had stood before, in
the center of the great chamber before
Nonur.

“Kill him, Anslar. I give you pleasure
when you have beaten him to death. Take
your time, beat him long, long! I give
pleasure then. Me, Nonur, will stim you
myself!”

The huge black nodded, his great feet
flopped toward me, one ham-like fist swung
at me. I ducked, put my last strength into
a haymaker at his jaw. He took it like the
Ungi, hardly blinking, and I felt his fist
strike me on the side of the head. I fell flat.
Ilay there, getting my wind back, but a ray
from a rifle burned me, stung me erect with
fiery pain. The black knocked me down.
The ray burned me erect. The black
knocked me down. I was a mass of pain.
Burns and blows had me nearly out. I
struck at the black weakly, was knocked
down. I couldn’t get up. The black picked
me up, began to beat me in the face with
his fist. The world whirled in a great cir-

cular collection of flame-tailed comets "

around my head. Nonur’s laughter rang
in my ears, hideous, exultant.

“Having a good time, Steel? Do I treat
you as well as Hecate? Too bad, isn't it?
We are so sorry for you.”

An excited voice began to harangue No-
nur. The six stood waiting. Nonur said:

“Throw him back in his closet. Fix the
bars anew. We will finish him off some
other time. Things are beginning to pop
down below. We'll get rid of those Name-
less hide-outs now!”

I was vaguely aware of being tossed back
in the closet, the door being swung shut, the
bar’s sockets being hammered into place.
I could hear the swish, swish of ray sweep-
ing the far chambers, Nonur’s exultant
laugh over some blow suffered by an at-
tacker.

Farne said: “I was watching, Steel. I
couldn’t do anything. Maybe our turn will
come.”

I didn’t even groan. I just sank into that
blackness that had been so ready to engulf
me for what seemed hours.

IT MIGHT have been a day, it might
have been two. I came up slowly out of
a fog of pain, felt someone shaking me. 1t
was Farne.

“Wake up, Steel. Someone’s coming for

us.”
I sat up painfully. The bar was lifted,
light blinded me. Slowly my eyes adjusted
to the glare. The slight figure, the trans-
parent robe, the glowing figure beneath
the white, the angelic effect of innocence
and beauty and wisdom, intermingled deli-
cately. It was the maid of the Nameless
who had rescued me before.

“Do you make a habit of this?” I asked.

“Nonur has gone, fled again. A great
new fleet approaches. Come, I take you to
Etidorpha. You will die if not healed at
once.”

I tried to stand, could not.
said:

“You, his friend, drag him out. I bring
a Xonador.”

“Whatever that is, bring it,” answered
Farne, putting his arms under my shoul-
ders, straining to drag me out of the closet.

The girl, seated on one of those sled-like
affairs, appeared. The sled glided on its
levitator force beams, stopped beside us.
She allowed it to settle to the floor. To-
gether, straining, they rolled me upon it.
She turned the lever on the front, the
pointer whirled across the strange symbols
of the dash. The sled glided off, picking
up terrific speed as it swung onto the great
highway. Shortly she swung off again, took
a rampway downward. Down and down
we went plunging like a frightened devil
fleeing for hell. The weakened body of me
could not stir, but I yelled in fright. Farne
said:

“Don’t look, Steel.
either. Just don’t look!”

The minutes ticked by and still we fled
downward into the rocky bowels of Venus.
When at last I raised my head all means of
determining whether we moved or were
motionless were gone.

We floated over a vast sea of swirling
mist. Far off, like horizons, I could see the
rock walls from out of which we must have
plunged into this sea. Above us was air,
below was mist, swirling, sentient, appar-
ently the same kind of mist of which Eti-
dorpha was composed. The air was gleam-
ing, phosphorescent, and fogged with a
tenuous, vibrant substance which emitted

The girl

I can’t stand it
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a soft light. I listened, trying to hear the
maiden’s thought, for I suspected her of
being constantly in contact with the other
Nameless, being a kind of #nit of their col-
lective consciousness. For so it seemed to
me must be their nature.

She was not thinking to any distant race
of her own. She was silent, her eyes closed,
waiting. Presently below us the denser mist
swirled, a formless vortice rose from the
terrific depths one sensed beneath. Was
this the very center of this world? Was
this the very soul of the planet rising so
monstrous, so all powerful, nearer, nearer?
I did not konw, but I felt that this was
Godhead. The awful sensing of Presence
became greater and greater. I bowed my
head in awe, in reverence.

The tendrils of the moving mist reached
and touched us. The thought I had come to
recognize as Etidorpha throbbed within
me:

“Children, I know why you come. I will
help you, as I always do. Do not fear.”

Then from that tremendous store that I
knew was Etidorpha, from out of that sea
of self that was her, throbbed through me
a vital pulsing flow of life-will, a flow of
what I knew must be her lifeblood. I knew
now why Yin Yan had failed to conquer
Etidorpha. Even that animated belly of a
monster could not drink dry a sea!

The little swirl of self she had sent along
through the rocks after the Master’s craft,
that Yin Yan had attacked, was no more to
her than a finger tip, than a tiny drop of
her blood, was one of her endless supply of
eyes, of hands, of sensing tools.

Under the vast ecstasy of her energy
flowing through my body I became un-
conscious.

WHEN I awoke, I was no longer afloat
with the maiden and Farne upon a
* sea of life-mist deep in the core of Venus.

I lay upon the soft pillowing pleasant
stuff I had heard called dunder. About me
were several of the Nameless, squatted like
Yogis, paying little attention to muyself.
Farne was nowhere about.

I moved a limb experimentally. There
was no pain, my strength was nearly nor-
mal. I moved another, and the same result.

I stood erect, stretching, feeling my
muscles for sore spots. It was as though I
had never been injured in my life!

Gliding toward me across the soft pillow-

ing stuff of the floor came the sweet-faced
maiden.

“I am a new man, Angel! Your Goddess
is a real Goddess! Potent as any mythical
immortal!”

“She is an immortal, but she will not
give her favors to anyone! After all, she
knows how great is her strength, and what
need she may have of it as the years become
ages about her; and she waits for her kind
to return again. But she loves us, spends
perhaps too much of her for our unworthy
lives.”

“Little angel, love her always. Now, tell
me, why did Nonur flee?”

“A great fleet was seen coming from the
north. She fled, but they passed on over-
head, did not stop. I think they were the
Sea People, as we expected, but I cannot
know. Their shields were up and one can-
not read with one’s mind what lies behind.”

“Tell me one more thing. When chance
snatched me from the battle in the Gardens
of Nicosthene, was your brother, the Mas-
ter, killed? Did you people beat Nonur?”

“We fought only a little while after that.
Then my brother signed to his friends
within the city. The rays that had stopped
the ships were shut off, we fled again. Their
own ships were held for a moment, but
Nonur began to fire on the city. That was
the purpose my brother wanted, to show
she was no friend to the Marsh-men. To
show her and all her Red Robes for what
they were, cruel, murderous pirates, so that
no longer would they obey the Red Robes.
He accomplished this purpose. Then he
fled, I know not where myself, not back to
the place where you saw the ships. Some-
where he has gone. I cannot know his
plans, no one can, for they would let their
thoughts out to a spy-ray. He waits some-
where now for the feeling against the Red
Robes to grow everywhere in the Seven
Cities. They will talk, their anger will
grow, they have seen the supposedly good
and benevolent Red Robes who have fil-
tered into the priest organization of the
Oracle’s servants. He waits till strength and
anger rises everywhere against them. Then
he will strike them again.”

“T suppose I would understand if I knew
more of the political and religious set-up in
the Seven Cities.”

“Yes, my big one. Now that you have
been made whole again, what will you do.”

“Little angel, if it were not that my heart
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is another’s, I would stay here and give it
to you. But you know that cannot be!”

“I know. You are as a brother in my
heart, and it can never be more. But such
things are sad to think of, for I would love
you very greatly and well—if I loved you!”

“First Eltona, and now you! Ceulna,
it’'s a good thing. . . My Lord, she will
read of my thoughts at some later time, and
has she a temper. She will roast my ears!”

“And do you, great strong man, fear a
woman’s tongue so much?” The fragile
lovely face of the Nameless maid was
mocking, a little sarcastic, but mocking
sarcasm upon her sweet face was the gent-
lest of the many jibes I have received in
my life.

“Aye, little orchid of the darkness—the
bigger the man, the more he fears a woman,
I do believe. Now, take Farne: he can wind
’em around his finger. Me, I jump to a
woman’s whip without thought of evasion.”

“Perhaps that is because you're so big.
You love more greatly, and love makes a
slave of everyone, soon or late.”

“You have your slave, little one?”

“There are some applicants—" Her
gentle humorous thought pulsed in my
mind, for she did not use oral speech for
such intimate conversation. ‘“But I fear
none of them have yet taken my heart.”

“See that you take the applicant who
does win your heart first to Etidorpha. She
will understand if he is worthy. You are a
prize not lightly to be given to any man,
remember that, angel!”

“I will do as you say, big one.”

FARNE came toward us, stepping gin-
gerly upon the strangely living flesh-
like floor.

“Here we are, Steel. Loafing in luxury,
like true Tuon men, while the women are
out fighting!”

“It’s fate, I guess, Farne. I don’t know
what to do about it, do you?”

“That mist in the deeps was some experi-
ence. I'd hate to try to tell anyone back on
Earth about that one.”

“Or about anything on Venus! But she
made my busted face whole—look!”

I turned my face to the light from the
doorway, where the weird glow of the wall
tubes came into the darkened chamber.
Farne gasped.

“I expected her to heal you, but not to
do a plastic job. My God, man, you're

beautiful!”

“Is'it that bad? I read in the Nameless
Maid’s head that my face was whole again,
but she did not seem to think there was any
great change. Is it different?”

“It’s not so much that she changed the
form. It’s the quality of the skin, or the
light here. You look just plain beautiful,
sort of angelic-like. I'd laugh, if it didn’t
frighten me a little. I guess I'll get used to
it. But will you?”

“I don’t have to look at it. Come on, let’s
get into something. God knows what’s
happening.”

As I strode to the doorway a voice with
misty fingers began to throb in my brain.

“Steel—I have given you my self, you
are now a part of me. If I had not done
so, you would have perished, for your skull
was cracked, and blood clots were forming
in your brain. My strength is in you, and
will remain, perhaps for always. I know
what you do; you are a part of my thought.
I am telling you to go to Merdepon. Your
loved one and the other Tuon females are in
grave danger. The secrets of the dunder
formulae are also apt to be lost. Go, and
you will learn what has happened. Remain
here, and the Tuon race is doomed. For
the dunder formulae alone can save them.
Go. . .

I turned to Farne.

“Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?”

“The mist being—Etidorpha! She said
we should go to Merdepon! It doesn’t make
sense. We'd be running away!”

“Look, if ske said to do something, you
better do it. I was awake—I saw her. You
were too near dead to know what happened.
She poured herself into you like water. You
had better listen, if she can talk to you!”

“So we go to Merdepon. Come on, Oanu
is in trouble, too! But what could happen
in that place? It’s too formidable for the
Hagmen to attack!”

“We’re going! That’s all I want to
know. That thing in the rocks said go,
and I'm doing it. You might be imagining
things, though. You were sure beat up.
Your head looked as if a bottle of ketchup
fell on it.”

I called to the Nameless maid, who I
knew must hear. She glided toward me
again from the shadows. I asked her
whether the message .was real?

“Etidorpha has claimed you as her own.
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I am one of hers, too. It is a good thing.
You can hear her thoughts when she wishes.
I was ssick like you, near death, and she
made me well. Now I hear her. She never
lies. Go where she tells you. There is very
real reason, for she never wastes her effort
on a triviality.”

I mused. If that dunder formula really
could be used as a method of neutralizing
radioactive poison or burns, then some de-
lay might have developed. Oanu might be
dead or too sick to explain. Ceulna might
have collapsed from the strain of her ex-
periences. They might not even have
reached the city of the Sea People. Any-
thing could have happened.

“We’ll find a ship and get going!”

“There are ships still in the great hidden
hangars where my brother helped to refit
them. I will take you there, choose what
you need. Etidorpha commands—we
obey!” }

She took us on her sled again, drove us
to the huge hangar-like rock bowl. There
were a score of ships, some in disrepair, still
awaiting the mechanics, others rebuilt after
the war-damage, ready for flight. No one
demurred as we chose a swift fighter, bade
the young sister of the Master goodbye and
lifted off the floor on the levitator beams.

Within minutes we were approaching the
center where Nonur and Yin Yan had so re-
cently been everything. Now they lay
deserted, the last slave fled, and as we
flashed past Yin Yan’s tank I glimpsed the
huge beast with his heads severally pro-
jecting above the rim, listening, watching,
Farne flung a heat ray at him as we passed,
not to kill, for we knew his mind would
always be valuable to the techs, but just to
hurt him, to get even a little for being what
he was, a thing no man could stomach. He
flopped back into the tank. The liquid
splashed. We imagined his thoughts curs-
ing us in his own terrible patterns which
were almost unreadable unless he chose to
let them be clear.

We spiraled up past the brilliant-hued
cliffs of the crater valley, up and through
the cloud sheath into the thin, dry air above
the clouds. We sped northward at top
speed, the air screaming past our sides and
the clouds billowing a long trail of air
pressure beneath our flashing ship.

Hours, and we dived into the cloudsea,
without having spotted another craft, down
and down and down, the water closing

about us without having emerged from
the clouds. Only the instruments told
me we were near the Mer-city.

Traveling only slowly now, for neither
Farne nor I were exactly expert at piloting
one of these powerful vessels under water,
I had a good chance to look at Merdepon.

It came gradually into view . . . huge
. . . glistening . . speaking of an age of
culture with every glimmer of light.

I think Merdepon is the original city of
the Mer-race, though they never bothered
to acquaint me very thoroughly with the
ancient history of their race. It was built
by the Elder race. What it was under
their mysterious ruling purposes, no man
now knows.

A series of tremendous blown globes of
clear substance top the cavern ways that
lead from Merdepon to the planet-webbing
labyrinths of Elder caverns. Much of
modern Merdepon is built within these vast
globes holding out the titanic sea pressures.
Much of it is within the caverns underneath
the sea’s bottom. All of it is water-filled,
though all equipped with water locks to
keep the water pressures everywhere low.
The Mer-race cannot stand the water pres-
sures of the very deep sea any better than
an air-breather, though they can live at
twice the depth a man could in a diving
helmet.

There are whole sections of the Mer-
race whose ancestry, in the far past, has
adjusted them to greater pressures than
others, whose ancestors lived in the shal-
lower seas of Venus. As their social or-
ganization grew, these shallow breathers,
and those needing greater pressure, inter-
mingled so that there are Mers who need
medium pressures for greatest comfort;
thus nearly all their dwellings are equipped
with locks and pumps which can be ad-
justed by a device analogistic to a thermo-
stat to any water pressure desired by the
individual.

Within the crystal globes—like a toy
city in an overturned fishbowl—we could
see the towers and terraces, the brilliant
water-plants, the glowing fishes swimming,
the graceful, long bodies of the Mer-race
gliding through the water. Parts of Merde-
pon are the original Elder erections, heavy
masonry, curved and buttressed against all
possible earth shiftings, built for time—for
they lived through such great spans of life
that they had no use for evanescent work.
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Beside, on top of, arching over these, the
Mers had built their own brand of archi-
tecture, influenced by the nature of coral,
by the decorative influence of the sea in
which their lives were lived; great, in-
tricate traceries of impossibly-flung arches,
intricately pierced towers, rounded domes,
minarets of pointed, much-angled and
carved surfaces like Brobdignagian
branches of coral, the windows the pores
of the living stone—and everywhere upon
the rock grew the water plants, the sea
anemones, the trailing lacy water-weeds.
I knew these were allowed as they kept the
water fresh and oxygenated, kept it nutri-
ent with their own life energies—and knew
that even if it were not so they would be
there for their brilliant beauty.

It was a view a man does not forget:
the beauty and grandeur of Merdepon, a
kind of hybrid of the might and age-defy-
ing strength of the Elder thought, mingled
with its child, the lovely cathedral-vault-
ings of more ephemeral life, the intricate
stone tracery that appeared as if a breath
would waft it all away.

HANK brought the ship athwart the
great platform that circled the huge,
round locks, set it down for the official in-
spection we expected. The locks swung
open, a tiny one-man sub shot out, clanked
its grapples east to our craft. The locks of
the two ships were seized magnetically to-
gether by the two magnets above and be-
low—and Hank and I started wishing for
waterhelmets. But the occupant merely
looked in, nodded his huge head at us, mo-
tioned us to enter the first entrance lock.
He was no one I knew. I did not like his
looks, for he was of the “deep-water’” Mers,
and they are of a breed not so beautiful as
the more numerous breed. Their spines are
larger, their skulls thicker, their fingers
shorter, and their mouths gross and in-
human. Strong; they are proud and con-
temptuous of other races, which is not the
case with the other Mers. His face was not
smiling, seemed to scowl upon us. I felt
for some reason jittery as we released the
magnets, jockeyed the ship for the now
g.1ping lock-doors.

From the heavy, rounded masses of the
t.lder buildings there swung toward us sev-
eral great rays, glowing in the water, and
I knew they were the ancient defense rays
of the original Elder work being used by

the garrison to see what ship was entering.
Having an Elder ray trained upon one is
very like sitting upon an atomic bomb, for
with a touch of the operator’s finger such
a ray can become the most terrible agent
of destruction. They touched our ship, the
whole metal fabric became as transparent
as glass, and I knew our weapons were
checked before the rays swung away.

Our outer lock door swung open with a
rush of water, and I peered through the
glass. In the lock crouched a great-bodied
Mer in a water helmet, and in each hand
he held helmets for us. I released the dogs
of the lock, the water gushed in. He waited
like a statue, the low ceiling of the door
much too small for his bulk, holding out
the helmets. We took them, put them on.
I released the mechanism of the outer door,
caught hold of his harness strap. He backed
out, swam off toward the great building
which housed their equivalent of our Immi-
gration Service. Hank and I bobbed along
beside him like a couple of captive toy
balloons hooked on to a zeppelin-—or so it
felt to me.

These deepsea Mers are larger than the
kind I had grown used to when I was with
them against Hecate. This one was all of
thirty feet, I swear.

In my mind a question kept bobbing up:
“Why was I meeting this type of Mer?” I
did not recall having seen any of them in
my former trip to Merdepon. I had under-
stood they inhabited the southern deeps of
Venusian seas, ony came north to trade or
in answer to a call for mobilization. Yet
here they were as official receivers of vis-
itors to Merdepon. A vague alarm kept
buzzing in my head. But what made it?
Why should I worry?

I could feel invisible telaug beams
searching my mind, but knew it was the
usual thing. Curiosity alone explained it:
anyone with a telaug always looks at the
minds of newcomers. One can always feel
these searching rays when one enters a
strange city or returns from a trip to a
strange place. I can tell the presence of
such rays, invisible and inaudible to an
ordinary Earthman, because of my famili-
arity with their effects on thought. When
a ray is searching your mind, questions pop
up, one thinks over the past, one feels vague
alien emotions over matters of no concern,
and a self-curiosity which is »ot one’s self
makes the mind review for the intruder all
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the past. There are several sensations that
accompany such rays: one hears things for
which there is no apparent cause, such as
distant conversation where no one is in
sight; or thinks of sex with a feminine
view-point, in case it is a woman operating
the ray. Or one’s thoughts are shorted out
to keep some other from observing them,
etc. Or one sees pictures which do not seem
to arise in the ego’s own imagination. Dif-
ferently constructed thought patterns arise
—and in this case I heard some mighty
strange thought from the big fishy minds,
fierce alien lusts echoed within me, and the
bodies of the Mer-women about took on a
new and attractive significance. I knew I
was being examined. I paid little attention,
but I sensed an antipathy. A vague men-
tal bristling of anger took place within me.
These minds despised me!

Once inside the ancient, blocky building,
the big horny-headed Mer swished into the
main office. I looked about astounded!

“This is not the city Merdepon?” I
asked, taken off guard.

“Yes, little air man, it is!”

THE big Mer behind the low desk was
sprawled at length upon a couch, cra-
dling the slighter form of a smooth-skinned
female whom I recognized vaguely as hav-
ing been in this room upon my first visit.
She was the earthly equivalent of a “steno.”
But even in the somewhat more open social
life of the Mers, it was not usual for the
stenos to loll in the arms of their bosses
while supposed to be on duty. At the other
desks where should have been efficient
good-looking females of the Mer office staff,
lolled instead the great-bodied deepsea
Mers, a score of them. Armed; each man
wore his great antique dis-ray in easy reach
of his hand, and half of them had a slighter-
bodied female beside him or near at hand.
The huge multi-typers of the office were
idle. There was none of the waterproof
paper forms I knew were usual. The whole
place had an atmosphere somewhat as if
Pancho Villa had moved into the White
House.

“I don’t understand. I came here in
search of the Tuon leader, Oanu of Lefern.
My fiance, Ceulna of Lefern is with her.
They have certain important formulas
which they . . .

“You will see them shortly, little man.
But first we must ask you certain questions.

It is known to us that you once worked as
an operative in a mission of the Sea People
to your planet, Earth. Is that true?”

I nodded.

His big mouth showed a long row of
most ugly teeth, totally unlike the teeth of
the lovely Mer women I had known. He
said:

“At that time you were under the orders
of one named Oltissa of the Mer Intelli-
gence?”

“That is true!”

“That is all we wish to know.” He turned
to a big Mer hanging attentively on his
fins a few feet away.

“Take him away!”

The Mer swished once, darted to us,
seized one of us under each huge arm, and
darted off. Within minutes an iron lock-
door clanged shut on us, a bolt shot home.
We were in an air chamber. I took off my
helmet, looked at Hank.

Farne said:

“Stupe, there’s been a big change around
here. The ins are out and the outs are in.
Don’t you get it?”

“If it is, what about it? What’s it got
to do with us?”

“We'll find out when we find out, but I'll
bet Oltissa and her gang are doing plenty
about it. They might possibly suspect us
of being sent by some of the outs to spy
on the ins, in which case we will stay
locked up till the outs are definitely: and
completely out!”

I sat down, looking at Hank wonder-
ingly. It was too much for me. The Mers
thought of me as an enemy because I knew
Oltissa! Politics, thy name is mystery.

“Only trouble is, Hank, the Tuons will
be dead before that time, and those formu-
lae are important. If they shut up Oanu
then they aren’t doing anything about the
dunder formulae, and the Tuons are going
to die of the sand emanation burns.

“We gotta talk to somebody, Jim. This
thing can’t wait. I'll be dead myself if
something isn’t done soon. And I love that
Amazon; Oanu is like . . . like . .

“Like a wife, Hank.”

“Yeh, only more so! I've got to do
something. We can’t just sit here and take
it. Those big fish-heads think they can
pull this on us. They won't get away with
it!”

I grinned, for Hank isn’t very big, and
I tried to picture him pulling a thirty-foot
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‘Mer warrior fin from fin. The resulting
picture was comic, if it hadn’t been hope-
less as well.

WE SAT listening to the faint mur-
mur of the water circulated through
the city by big pumps. The cell was about
fifty by fifty, for the Mers don’t build even
a prison cell small. Time dragged on. A
faint sense of being watched told me some
one had dropped a cautious ray in to us.

In my ear a tiny whisper said orally:

“I’m going to connect you with another.
prisoner. Don’t show any excitement.
These big toad-Mers are top-dog now, but
it won’t be always. They haven’t made
themselves popular.”

Somewhere I knew a dissident Mer was
sitting at some complex telaug with multi-
beams. She or he was shifting one beam
over another confusingly so that someone
watching would be unable to tell just what
was being done. Some of the Elder telaug
mech has as many beams as a New York
central has wires. No one but a master-
mind could keep track of them all, and such
minds no longer exist on Earth. They are
utilized somewhat as a Hottentot would
utilize a deserted telephone central-ex-
change—Dby ringing the bells, perhaps. No
one today understands how these complex
multi-beam outfits were used, for the Elder
race had minds complex enough to handle
them without benefit of correlating mech
such as a telephone central uses.

Somewhere at one of these practically
useless complex ageless  machines, a Mer
was coupling my beam to one directed at
another prisoner. In a moment I heard
Ceulna’s voice: “Hello, hello!”

My heart leaped, and my thought pulsed
out along the beams so that the reflection
startled me with its intensity. Reverberant
effects sometimes accidentally augment
such contacts with two or more minds.

“Ceulnal Girl—talk! This is Jim!”

“Oh, Jim! How came you here?”

“That is a long story and you wouldn’t
believe me anyway. I just got tired of the
Marsh-maidens. They can’t compare with
Tuon beauty, you know.”

She made a little sound of anger. “This
is not a time for humor, you oaf. Tell me,
are you free?”

“No, little one, I am not. Except for
a million tons of water and some iron bars,
Iam. This cell is definitely confining!”

“Oh, Jim. We have to do something
about Oanu and the others with radioac-
tivity burns. They will die without immedi-
ate treatment.”

“Did she tell you how many are stricken,
Ceulna?”

“Yes, I know. We must get free and
reach these Mer technicians. Many of
them are under arrest, too.”

“I don’t get it, Ceulna. What has hap-
pened here?”

“The deep sea Mers from the south
thought they got a raw deal on the spoils
of Hecate’s cities. Mostly they were in
Tuon cities, remember. The ruling Mers
decided that since her treasures had for
the most part come from Tuons originally,
they should get the lion’s share. - The
toad-Mers, as these smooth-skinned Mers
call them, started a rebellion, took over the
government in a coup-d’etat. Since then
they have grown steadily more and more
overbearing and cruel. There will be a
holocaust if they are not removed soon.
The commoners will rise, and the aliens
will kill them with the master weapons.
It is a terrible situation, and the Mers
of the more civilized city-states hate to
start a Mer-war. So they are letting them
have their way till some turn of events gives
them an opening.”

“Where do we fit in? Why pick on us?”

“The new officials are so afraid they will
make a mistake that whenever they are
puzzled, they clap the person in jail. So
we're in jail, because they are too dumb to
know what Oanu is trying to te]l them
about the dunder formulae.”

“Ceulna, just before we left, Nonur was
chased off by a big fleet. We though it
was a Mer fleet. Who could it have been?”

“It was a Mer-fleet. At the time of the
overthrow of Merdepon’s government, the
fleet was away. Warned, they did not re-
turn to their base, but tried to contact the
Tuons for a conference. Thus they learned
what had happened, where the Tuons had
gone, and set out to help them whip Nonur.
That’s all we’ve been able to learn.”

“That leaves us just as much in trouble
as ever. Our name is mud unless these
toad-Mers wise up to what we want.”

“They have put most of the educated
Mers in jail as possible enemies. They
fear culture, are themselves wild and un-
cultured—from the southern deeps.”

“And Oltissa never mentioned them to
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me. I thought the Mers were pretty well
amalgamated—but this is different.”

“The civilized Mers are ashamed of their
more savage relatives. But they have al-
ways been loyal, and contributed to the
military quotas regularly. This rebellion
was a complete surprise. That is why it
was successful.” _

“So all our friends are out battling
Nonur and the Hag-men and we are sitting
here wishing we were, too. I can’t see any
possible chance of our doing anything. But
the Tuons kave to be treated—right away.”

THE subtle little voice in my ear said:

“Your three minutes are up. Per-
haps some other time, soon, I can help
you . ..”

I wondered if she was kidding me with
that three minute stuff. Or just picked it
out of my mind to confuse some listener
whom she didn’t trust? Or did she mean
that soon she would find a way? That lit-
tle invisible voice was my only hope—and
I didn’t even know if it was fish or air-
breathing. It didn’t matter. . . .

Day dragged after day. Maybe a week,
and Hank had aged years. I knew they
couldn’t last at that rate.

CHAPTER XIII

Are all those who in a Nation live
Condemned to be unwary,
Of each other
For nationality’s sake?
An asp to harbor,
Blindly?
Elder Critique On Politics

HANK and I were plenty tired of raw
fish! These alien Mers never offered
us anything else to eat.

Then quite suddenly, came a grating in
the lock, the water splashed in the lock,
and there stood Oanu in a helmet. Hank
stumbled toward her, and my eyes
brimmed. Age is bad enough, but the pre-
mature blight that had fallen on Oanu and
Hank was terrible. They embraced, and I
wept for the young strength that had gone
so suddenly from them, for the grace and
spirit that were now only faintly suggested
by Oanu’s bony, wrinkled form.

I leaned over, tapped on her helmet. She
took it off, said:

“There is little time. The Mers are
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busy outside the walls. Someone has at-
tacked the city. I suspect it is the Mer-
fleet from the south, but it could be the
loyal colonists from the Earth-seas come to
help the former rulers. We are left to our
own devices, and a friendly Mer released
us. We came to you, for you know our
need. Take the formulae, go to a friendly
city, get the work done rapidly. Do not
think of us, Steel. Just get out of the city
and flee.”

My mind did a flip-flop. I said to the
little voice who had connected me with
Ceulna:

“I need you now. Help me to find the
technical engineers of Merdepon. There is
not time to save these Tuons by going to a
strange city. You must understand our
need, help us. Take us to the hiding place
of the wise men of the city. Some of them
must have hidden themselves in secret
strongholds from these new grasping rul-
ers!”

For answer the ray seized my arm as if
there had been a fleshly hand there. I
knew what the distant operator meant. I
put on my helmet, as did Farne, and
started off. Hank came after, nearly sup-
porting Oanu. With Oanu was Ceulna, and
I grasped her arm, hurried her along with-
out speech. You can’t speak through an air
helmet in water without phones. I knew
by that grasp on my arm that ray opera-
tions could be conducted if little noise was
allowed to pass over the conductive rays.
I knew too that if we made noise the opera-
tor would have to abandon us and take
evasive measures from some suspicious lis-
tener.

The invisible hand on my arm led on.
We shuffled clumsily along. Over our heads
darted squads of great Mer warriors, carry-
ing ray-rifles, cables, supplies. Warships
drifted along the great water-ways in the
distance, patroling along the crystal walls
to repel some break-through if attempted.
Somewhere they were conducting a battle,
and in the distance I could hear through
my helmet what would have been explo-
sions if my air helmet had not muffled
them. Steadily the hand led us, through
winding, tortuous passages, farther away
from the big water-ways of the center city.

We entered a low tunnel through which
no full-sized Mer ever passed. The locks
opened, let us through. We were in an
air chamber again. I took off my helmet,
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looked out on a strange scene, suddenly
familiar. It was the big lab where Hecate
had been imprisoned.

Shuffling ungainly toward us was a Mer
man strange to me. Behind him was a
glass panel and peering through it an imp-
ishly smiling face. Somehow I knew this
was the father, but the one who had led
me here was the child. The big Mer’s
thought came to me now.

“My daughter has told me of the sad
affliction of the Tuons. I have summoned
my friends still at liberty. We will at-
tempt to work out your remedy, though I
had never known there was remedy for
radioactivity burns however severe or
mild.”

AFTER greeting us, the big Mer again .

retired to the adjoining water-filled
room. Oanu sat down to a telaug and
vision-ray screen, bringing the next room
into full contact with our eyes and our
minds.

In the room were a score and a half of
Mer technicians. I had seen their work,
and knew that whatever Oanu had in mind
could here be accomplished if ever, any-
where. She knew it, too. Her pitifully
wrinkled hands flashed over the key-board
of the telaug, reading their minds, correla-
ting their abilities, ordering equipment
placed, reading the dunder papers of Mon-
tagna to them. All their minds hooked up
together in the palm of her hand, opera-
ting as a unit, a tool, a single multi-mind
in her sole control.

Hank and I were superfluous. I just
stood there, watching and wondering.
Would they be able to do the hitherto im-
possible; defeat radioactivity, defeat age?
The life of the Tuon nation hung in the
balance, but so did the whole future of
intelligent life on two planets. If men
could again live for long periods, for cen-
turies instead of scores of years, they would
grow into something worthy of the sons of
the Elder races.

Otherwise we would continue in the
blundering, painful sham we now call liv-
ing.

At the far door of the adjoining water-
filled room, two of the huge-bodied deep-
sea Mers stood, harnessed and weaponed,
brutal mouthed, alien in that place of
glittering glass and coiling wire, of hum-
ming dynamos and bubbling retorts, of
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microscopes and -scintillant thouglyt-ex-
change between scores of minds concentrat-
ing upon one scientific problem. I realized
these were guards, bribed to allow these
men the freedom of the laboratory. I knew
not how that came about, but guessed there
was little discipline among these scaly
huge-finned monsters, mere caricatures of
the gentle, cultured, graceful and powerful
Mers with whom I had formerly lived and
fought.

I realized that it had not been my idea
that had brought Oanu here, but a care-
fully laid plan by her former friends and
scientific associates among the Mers, that
I had been merely seized by an idea at the
behest of the ray-operator, skillful in mak-
ing a subject do things she wanted with-
out knowing it was not his own idea. That
she had made me bring them here at my
own suggestion merely to make sure I
would not find an objection in my mind to
her plans. At a ray mech of great com-
plexity in the other chamber this creature
sat. I knew as one always knows such
things in mental contact with ray that it
had been her love and pity for the Tuons
that had made this scene possible. The
complex criss-cross of beams reaching from
the big mech at which she sat reached out
over all Merdepon, I knew, switched that
Mer’s thoughts to an unobstructive channel,
stilled that one’s fears, moved this officer
to think of a love-tryst instead of his duty
to his military trust. All swift as light,
her thought was guarding, protecting, aid-
ing these laboring, finned Titans, and find-
ing time, in the midst of all that, to urge
them on with emotional stim rays, at
the sdme time urge some battling ship off
in the deeps outside to greater eflorts
against the interlopers in Merdepon.
Watching her, the old awe and wonder at
what the mind can do with the Elder tools
once it has mastered the use of them even
in part came upon me, and quite suddenly
I thought of Eltona. Was that Eltona?
Was it?

Eltona in fins, Eltona a Mer woman?
My mind flung itself at her ray beams in
question, and she heard, smiled mysteri-
ously, mockingly at me. And I knew that
somehow here was the new Goddess of
Merdepon, Eltona masquerading as a Mer,
by what magic I knew not.

It was hker face, but surmounted by
finny spines of the crest of the Mer race;
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ker long graceful hands, but with webs—
and then I saw that it was possible. For
an instant she let slip her mental power,
and I saw that it was merely projected
impression, that her body was the body of
Eltona, but that she was wearing a hypnotic
mask of powerful thought suggestion, such
a thing as only she could have done, so
that the mind looked upon her as a Mer,
while in truth she was still Eltona.
Strangely I wondered if I had seen Eltona
as she was, or as she wanted me to think
of her? I remembered the vaguely in-
human and terrible shapes of some of the
Elder sculptures; the paintings that were
bas-reliefs colored like life, in the dead
ruins that surmounted her retreat in the
jungle. The race who had built her were
greatly different from the human. I re-
membered, too, the swift and soundless
disappearance she must have made from
the Tuon ship when it was captured by the
Red Robes. She had just adjusted her
mental thought emission to an impression
of non-existence, and those who looked at
her received an unavoidable conviction of
“nothing there.”

THE amazing things that can be done
with electrically augmented  and syn-
thetic thought have always been a source of
wonder to me, but none was greater to me
than to realize that I had never seen the
real Eltona! Even when she had dropped
to the floor after her gallant attack upon
Yin Yan, injured, immovable and in pain,
still the mechanical, powerful, un-aging
brain of her had kept up the illusion of
humanity she had ordered it to send to me.
Yet she was “only a robot.” It was lucky
for me that she honored my love for
Ceulna.

Seeing her smile, I knew that even in
the midst of her complex manipulation of
every important mind in Merdepon for I
knew from what I heard that was what she
was attempting to do: run the whole alien
mind organization which might frustrate
this work if directed here even in the
midst ‘of her concentration upon the task
of making hundreds of officers and officials
remain in mental channels she prescribed,
she was also conscious of myself and my
petty thoughts of her. And I knew what
she thought too: “Lucky?” Knew she
meant: “you don’t know what you missed,
mortal!” Knew she meant that: ‘“I am
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the legendary figure, the immortal Goddess
who takes mortal lovers. I am the figure
about which the greatest poetry of mortals
has been woven. I am Venus of the Hol-
low Hill. I am the Ice Maiden. I am
the Elder robot.”

“Robot?” I thought. There must be a
better word for it. “Android . . . superior
human, superior because synthetic, because
designed by a God’s hands long ago. . .”

Ceulna, seeing my dreamy, worshipful
gaze upon Eltona’s active, lovely, nearly
god-like beauty, her long hands a scintillant
blur upon the keyboard of a mech I knew
Ceulna would not even attempt to operate,
said:

“You are not in love with that Mer,
Jim?”

“If T told you what I thought of her,
Ceulna, you would disown me.”

“T’ll find out, you might as well tell me.”

“You won’t find out, because she will
prevent it.”

With a fleeting roguishness like smiling
quicksilver across her face, Eltona sent a
something toward Ceulna—and her face
blanked. Then she said:

“Strange, I can’t . . . What were we
talking about? What was it, Jim?”

“I was saying I hope. they succeed in
the attempt to create an antidote for the
poison, and you were saying: ‘They are
succeeding.’ ”

“T can read it in Oanu’s face, that there
is hope.”

I glanced her way, saw her rapt, ecstatic
concentration, and weirdly I saw a misty
nimbus reminding me of Etidorpha. And I
felt a strange relief and a wonder for the
gulfs of ignorance man has bridged with
the words: “It cannot be!”

VAGUELY my mind absorbed what the
scientists were trying to do.

They were attempting to neutralize a
complex effect of the radioactivity of the
sand upon the flesh of the Tuons by con-
structing a dynamo along entirely different
lines, to create an electric flow of entirely
different polarities and properties than any
heretofore used or created. This magnetism
was of such a nature that it could be used
to create a synthetic life, a life real enough,
but of a different nature than natural life.
I knew it was something of the kind of
thing that had made Eltona, but different
in this use of it. The big Mers were putting
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together wires and metals in several kinds
of dynamos, reconstructing others, leading
the take-off cables into an intricate network
about a vat of wood. In this wooden vat
they poured a number of materials, some of
them they handled with long tongs and
from behind shields, and I knew that some
of the constituents were highly radioactive.

Then they activated the magnetic net-
work about the vat, creating a strong
electric flow within the material by induc-
tion, and at the same time a strong pulsa-
tion magnetic field throughout the material.

Then they pulled a switch and the whole
jumped. and vibrated with the power. El-
tona’s eyes glowed, and I knew that nearly
the whole roomful of scientists were un-
consciously following her direction. She
was making radioactive flesh within the
vat, then repolarizing it in such a way that
the parts that had become infected by the
radioactivity were charged by their own
activity with an electric which caused them
to be repelled instead of attracted as were
the unradioactive molecules of flesh. I
gathered, perhaps alone of all there, just
what she was up to. Oanu must have
known, for her eyes often swept to Eltona
in admiration for her thought.

After a time the big Mer techs took the
material out of the vat. It moved, it lived,
it was the stuff they called dunder in the
caverns of the Nameless—and used it for
furniture upholstery and wall coverings.
I knew it was the same material of which
Eltona’s body had been constructed, upon
a metal framework.

Now Eltona looked at Oanu, she arose,
put on her air helmet and went through the
lock into the water-filled lab. She lowered
herself with the aid of the Mers into the
big wire-encircled vat of wood. The light-
nings flashed in a pattern of unleashed
power. Oanu shrieked in strange agony,
mixed somehow with a wondering ecstasy,
and I wept, for I knew with a terrible
happiness that the thing was done. I knew
that the fleshcell’s molecules that had be-
come radioactive and were thus destroying
the unaffected flesh molecules were ren-
dered magnetically of an opposite polarity,
were terrifically attracted by one pole of
the field about the vat. I knew that the
healthy normal flesh was terrifically at-
tracted by the opposite pole of the big
magnetic field, coruscating like living
lightning, a vibrant terrific vortice of power
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CEULNA

at the other side of the vat. I knew that
the tiny parts that were radioactive were
thus rendered unattached from the flesh,
were drawn off and dissipated, while the
unburned cells’ molecules were kept in the
body because they were zot burned free of
their supporting network of minute fibres.
That this was an ancient method of clean-
ing and renewing the body, that each tiny
cell-battery in the body was newly polar-
ized so as to induct from the dunder electric
and from all nature a healthy, undestruc-
tive energy, and that Oanu would emerge
from the vat a new, young, healthy woman.

So it was I was disappointed in the ap-
pearance of her when she did emerge in
the arms of the Mers. She was still the
wrinkled old woman, though her flesh was
pink and new. I did not realize that now
she would grow plump and firm and un-
wrinkled, that these wrinkles were the
wrinkles of a baby; like a new-born baby’s
flesh!

CEULNA looked at me with shining
eyes. She too had been reading the
thought that flashed in a complete common
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consciousness like powered light around
the room. We were all-knowing, thanks to
Eltona’s multi-beams, and we were all
thinking what Eltona knew we must think
to understand.

The ultimate interior of those dying
cells of her body had been magnetically
reorganized, one kind of healthy atom had
been retained, another kind jarred and
vibrated by magnetic repulsion completely
out of her body, and the whole magnetic re-
lationship of her atoms to the universe of
magnetic flows around had been reoriented
so as to supply her with a greater amount
of that life-giving electrical inflow which
keeps all of us among the living. Oanu had
been freed of radioactivity, and its harmful
effects had been nullified by expelling the
harmed parts in extremely fine division.

Eltona, dominating the score of great
modern minds about her as an orchestra
leader whose baton was a wand of absolute
force, a multiple ray of absolute control,
dominating the scores of military minds in
control of Merdepon’s warriors in the same
way, dominated me, watching, by the sheer
incredible beauty of her synchronization of
complex activities of her mind and hands
upon the keyboard of the antique mech-
anism.

I knew that there were before her several
still unsolved problems of great magnitude,
she had to bring this method of regenera-
tion to the Tuon warriors, who were for the
most part on the other side of the globe,
and locked, I knew, in intricate ray-combat
with the Hagmen. )

She had to accomplish the bringing to-
gether of the dying Tuons and the new
method of freeing their bodies of the radio-
actives, she had to overcome and solve
the whole complex problem of the Mer
civilization, prostrate under a conqueror
no less alien because finned and similar in
appearance; had to solve the problem of
bringing the Mers out of conflict and under
her own absolute control just as were the
scientists about her. She had, in simple
language, to effect a revolution, make her-
self dictator, conquer the army of Mers in-
vesting the city, and loose them upon the
Red Robes of Nonur in the southern hemi-
sphere, and, after the successful completion
of that war, bring about a vast application
of this method of magnetic reorganization
to millions of dying Tuons scattered over
two hemispheres of a half-savage planet.
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I could see her mind, in the peculiar
clarity induced by the saturation of the
water with conductive beneficial rays, ana-
lyzing, computing, deciding and arriving.

Then she acted. Slowly her appearance
changed: she grew bigger to the eye, her
beautiful mouth broadened, her female fig-
ure turned slowly masculine, her un-
weaponed harness began to bristle with
arms. I was unable at first to understand
what she had decided, what this sudden
metamorphosis of her projected appearance
was?

But when she turned her rays upon the
two broad deep-sea Mers standing guard
at the door, I saw them blink, knew their
minds were suddenly under hers, knew they
were believing and seeing what she had de-
cided was necessary for them to believe.

Thus, without moving from her seat at
the complex antique rodite-mech, she had
impressed upon the warriors that she was
the commander-in-chief of the forces of
the southern deepsea Mers within Merde-
pon, and had sent them off on an errand of
great importance.

WITHIN fifteen minutes they were
back, and with them was—the same
creature who now sat where Eltona had sat
at the keyboard! He swam into the lab
belligerent, his eyes wary, his hands upon
his side-arms. He looked at Eltona and
she looked at him.

Subtly his face changed. By what magic
of hypnotic command empowered by the
vast dynamos beneath the floor of the
chamber, I don’t know, but the commander
lay his weapons one by one upon the floor,
stripped off his bejeweled insignia and
handed them to Eltona. In a blank-eyed
trance he was led out of the chamber by the
two guards who had summoned him there.
Immediately after him came officer after
officer, standing for a moment before El-
tona while she impressed upon him some
order which I knew had all the inevitability
of a post-hypnotic fullfillment. Then they
turned upon quivering fins, flashed out
the door upon her errands. Within fifteen
short minutes she had taken over command
of the Mers, was the Dictator of the city
of Merdepon. And the Mers believed she
was their own hereditary king, their own
commander-in-chief of the investment of
Merdepon. c

So it was that Merdepon was for half a
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day under a process of complete reorgani-
zation, and when we came out of the daze
of wonder at what she was accomplishing,
we found ourselves boarding a great Mer
war-vessel.

The newly-constructed dunder dynamos
and the intricate mesh of cables were taken
apart, stored aboard the ship by swift-
swimming giant Mers.

Eltona, having installed a working gov-
ernment of original Mer citizens in power in
Merdepon, having mobilized the entire
fighting power of the city under her own
command, came aboard.

The huge ship took off into the city
ways, drove slowly out to the vast trans-
parent walls, passed through the locks,
drifted upward, took on speed. Behind us
I sensed the multitude of rays weaving a
coordination of command all through the
fleet for behind us, one by one, nearly the
whale strength of the Mers was taking to
the air. .

We swam up out of the giant waves of a
storm wracked sea, up through the narrow
band of rain-lashed air, up through the
rioting forces of the vast thunderheads of
the cloud envelope, up into the clear upper
quietude of the stratosphere, sped south-
ward with the “civil-war” of Merdepon a
quiet orderly people far below. I stood be-
side a new Oanu, my arm about Ceulna,
and my mind a daze of uncompréhending
wonder. How could she do it? I had seen
it, but the rapidity and complexity of her
thought-maneuvers as she had taken con-
trol of a vast city with but one rodite-mech
had been too much for one mortal mind to
absorb. The to me insurmountable prob-
lems of strife between the separate breeds
of Mers had been to her but elementary
psychology, or the ABC’s of hypnotism
with a neural current of mental command.

I realized that she was perhaps the one
person alive who understood the proper
uses of such complex ray installations, and
once having resolved to save the nation of
Tuons from the destruction of Nonur’s
attack, all obstacles must necessarily fall
before her just as they would have fallen
before some Elder race technician trained
in the control of subject populations by
means of the mental compulsions of the
rodite-mech.

“Oanu,” I asked, “tell me, how did you
repair Eltona? I wept when I saw that she
was broken—I thought she was dead!”
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“I reactivated her mind with conductive,
read in her thoughts how to repair the
trouble. Guess what was wrong?”

“I don’t know, how could I? I can’t even
begin to imagine what lies beneath the
beauty of that flesh-like substance.”

“She blew a fuse in her back! I found
a new one in a little receptacle within her
chest cavity.”

I snorted.

“A fuse—in Eltona. Sacrilege!”

Oanu chortled.

“If you could see inside her thought, her
mind-—oh my!”

“When I first met her she seemed so
consumed by ennui, by the time of waiting
that had gone by, and she seemed unable to
make an effort of her own will! She is so
changed, so dominating, so self-controlled.”

“YNSIDE her is a dial with several mark-

ings. Such robots were constructed so
as to be able to be used in different capaci-
ties. I changed the setting of her dial from
the symbol marking her as a subordinate
to the one marking her actions as dominat-
ing. It is a simple change. The electric
of her dunder flesh batteries flows now
through a set of patterns setting up an
ego consciousness similar to the human.
She is no longer a robot, but a being in her
own right. She now has every attribute of
the human mind plus the infinite capacities
of the infallible mechanical action patterns
endowed her by her creators. It is a lucky
thing for us that I studied the ancient
writings: I knew what the symbols on her
setting dial meant.”

“You mean that within her is a panel?
You opened a door in her body and in-
serted a fuse—and changed the setting of
her control-dial so that she now acts from
self-conscious motives, rather than from a
robot’s desire to serve?”

“Yes. There is but one disadvantage,
and I for one do not think it will be that.”

“What is the disadvantage?”

“Venus will have a new ruler! Her au-
tomatically correct logic will find no mor-
tal mind of sufficient ability to do the job
as she knows it should be done, and Eltona
is already well on her way to the rule of
all Venus!”

I gasped. Ceulna laughed heartily.
Oanu’s eyes sparkled with some of the old
vitality. Ceulna said:

“All Hail! It is time the Elder logic had
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a master to apply it. We have studied it,
but we cannot apply it, for we do not fully
master the movements. Venus will be a
busy world for awhile, if what you say is
true.”

“I see myself bowing the knee to Eltona,
and kissing her hand. It is the Elder way,
but will the Amazons submit? Will the
Mers submit? Will the savage Red Races?
Will she not bring about a planet-wide war?

“They will never know what happened!
They will only know there is a law, and will
obey the law or individually be segregated.”

CHAPTER XIV

Opened the vials of vemon, green
Wrath-rays loosed on sad Ekippe
The Hag-Horde laird. . .
War chant by
Oanu of Lefern

THE fleet under Eltona made juncture
with the Mers under Oltissa about mid-
day, over the city of Ekippe.

That was a meeting! The figure of El-
tona, still wearing her projected mental
impression of Ner-form, and Oltissa turn-
ing her beautiful nose up at her for re-
sembling a deep-sea Mer. Oltissa thinking
that here was a situation, herself being
offered help by those who had so recently
caused her flight from her home.

But Eltona’s mind rose above the dis-
taste and distrust in Oltissa’s mind, and
with suave and perfect thought images con-
veyed to Oltissa, where they stood facing
each other on the bridge of Oltissa’s ship,
the state of affairs as she had left them in
Merdepon, and perhaps with subtly cal-
culated hints, something of the misappre-
hension under which she labored. A

From the caverns below Ekippe inter-
played a dense web of reaching ray-beams,
interspaced with defense screens. Ekippe it-
self was lightless, 1 realized the people
must have evacuated the city to escape the
holocaust of sudden death from the skies
and from the caverns. It was here that
Nonur was at present at bay; here her allies
came to reinforce her; here the warriors
came from the other five cities of the
Marsh-men.

In a fifty mile circle around the city
hung Oltissa’s Mer-ships, black screens out
turrets shoved up above the screens, fired
by remote control.

After a short conference Eltona retired
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from Oltissa’s flagship, returned to her
own command. I had watched the meeting
over the telaug, sat musing while below me
the complex ray-beams intermingled in a
death-lock.

One segment of the circle of ships locked
about Ekippe were the Tuons, and these
now withdrew by command of Oanu, were
replaced by the fresh warriors from Merde-
pon. From all that I could see, Nonur was
here besieged by a force that would wipe
her out, and were grimly determined to
do so. But the black shorter fans spread
all through the under rocks below Ekippe,
shut off all view of Nonur’s forces. The
ring of battleships kept up a desultory fire,
with no discernible result, none that I could
see with the equipment available to me.

Our ship withdrew, followed the line of
Tuon battleships up and into the cloud—
sphere. I knew that Eltona meant to treat
every Tuon still alive as she had Oanu,
knew with rejoicing that the Amazon race
would not die!

The long needle of Eltona’s ship flashed
into the lead, and I wondered idly if she
was obeying the summons of Etidorpha. I
could hear her calling, but it was not to me
she was speaking. I had been hearing her
so steadily since my immersion in her misty
strength that I hardly noticed her singular
presence in my mind, not consciously.

Over the mighty mounts of southern
Venus, down into the great crater valleys
we sped, and after us came the ships of
the Tuons, wobbling with the shaking,
dying hands upon the controls, so that I
sent a telaug beam after Eltona, saying
over and over:

“Slowly, slowly, Goddess Mechanitis,®
their hands are weak and unsure, they can-
not follow you so fast, but they will try, for
they are heroic of nature. . .”

She slowed the great pulsing power of
the mighty Mer-ship, sent it in a slow,
drifting dive down past the incredible walls
of that valley. Again we entered the open-
ing the Master had blasted in his flight,
and without question, Eltona took the
tortuous ways that I knew led to the sea of
living mist that was Etidorpha. Why
should she take the Tuons to her? I could
not understand why she needed her. We
had already proven the efficacy of the for-
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mulae provided by Montagna. How
wrongly I had judged the man! Playing
his double part perfectly, he had been
forced to do what he had done to me, out
of concern that nothing should happen to
keep the Tuons from receiving the informa-
tion. Yet, I could not understand. . . I
gave up. The job of a double-spy is hard
enough to play without trying to figure
how another man would do it.

SO IT was that the Tuon ships, so piti-
fully few now, came to rest upon the
ledge of rock encircling the heaving sea of
Mist I knew was the body of Etidorpha,
the creature that proved to me the tenuous
forms of life said to live God-like and for-
ever out in the sunless voids of space do so
exist and once visited Earth and the other
planets of the solar system, once long ago
when the sun was yet unborn.

How had she come to remain here in the
center of this cloud-girdled Venus? Her
thought I probed with my questioning
mind, and could hear a part ‘of her musing
at my suggestion of the past—and vast, in-
coherent to me, pictures of a way of life
beyond the grasp of my mind hurtled
strongly into vision. I saw Etidorpha left
behind by a people she had never seen—
because she was left an unnoticed seed
growing within the rocks, not to be intelli-
gent life until an age of growth.

Etidorpha had never known her own
race! Her gestation had gone on while
the sun had blossomed from a small red
spot on a huge planet at the center of the
solar system to'a vast flaming sun, scorch-
ing all the planets with its mighty heat, and
had lain in the cool center of Venus while
the first heat of the sun had died and the
worlds had swarmed with life under the
beneficent life-rays of the new sun. She
had grown prodigiously within her rocks
while on the surface life had grown prodi-
giously too. Trees had mounted until they
out-topped all the mountains now known,
and nothing had died—then. She had lain
there thinking and unknowing her own
nature while the vast races of the Elder
groups had grown huge and had left for
larger homes in space; had lain there while
age had come down upon the swarming
undying life from out of the sun and the
blight of radioactivity had infected all the
planets with the seeds of death. And had
become in those ages the mighty spirit that
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she was now, whose wisdom was beyond
wisdom, the child of the tenuous Gods of
the etherean worlds of cold space—Eti-
dorphal

Now her misty fingers reached out,
touched each of the ships that must have
seemed like children’s toys to her, and I
wept as the ports opened and the pride of
Lefern filed out before Oanu. The pride
of Lefern, the crack troops of the Amazons,
the best of all the Tuon nation, were a row
of wrinkled, feeble old women, their harness
hanging from their skeletal bodies, their
eyes near blind, their teeth fallen out, their
heads for the most part bald. Oanu wept,
Eltona wept, and Ceulna crept to my side
and buried her head in my arms.

I could not take it. I went to my cabin
and closed the door. But Eltona busied the
Mers about getting out the dunder dyna-
mos, rebuilding the field net of cables, pre-
paring for the treatment of many at once—
there on the ledges of rock overhanging the
great, slow heaving life-mist of Etidorpha.

Verily I believe she brought us there that
she, Etidorpha might keep the flame of life
burning within them while the beneficial
effects of the treatment had time to make
them strong again. Oanu was rapidly re-
gaining her color but it would be years, I
knew, before she regained her flesh and her
skin filled out with firm muscle.

Presently Ceulna came in to me, her
eyes wet with tears, and flinging herself on
the sleeping couch, gave vent to her grief.
I merely sat, trying hard to think of some-
thing else. To one who was a member of
the many Tuon clans and partook of their
pride in their appearance, in their grace and
bodily vigor, in their ability at the “games”
and other events such as the biannual dance
contests in which mates are chosen for the
next love period. It must have been even
harder to bear than for myself, who had
been a part of their life for such a short
time.

Even I was grief-ridden, could not
swallow the great lump in my throat that
had arisen at sight of the emaciation and
white hair of the once lovely and vigorous
warriors.

“Ceulna,” I said, “it might be a relief if
cloaks were decreed to be worn for a year
or so until their bodies return to normal
vigor. Mourning cloaks, or bright colored
ones, rejoicing that the blight is beaten; but
cover up their stricken bodies from their
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own eyes for a time! It is too terrible to
bear, what has happened to the most beau-
tiful women on Venus!”

She looked up, trying to stem her grief.

“I’ll talk about it to Oanu. Something
like that might help. O, Jim, it is so
terrible, and they bear it so bravely. I
cannot stand it!” She gave way to her
sobs again.

“I wouldn’t feel so badly, Ceulna. If
anyone can pull them out of this tail-spin
successfully, it is Eltona and this weird Eti-
dorpha. With such Elder Wisdom at work
and alive about you, you cannot fail to
again become a great people. Let the Mers
carry on the war for you, while yourselves
regain strength and find a place to live
again. The cities of the Tuons will not be
livable again for a year or even two. Nonur
said that, and who else knows what period
the radioactivity of the sand was given?”

“Oanu has ordered all the cities evacu-
ated long ago. We are building anew . . .
with such feeble bodies we must build new
cities—"

“I would live in the caverns as the Name-
less do until the original cities are free of
the poison, for .your people have not the
energy for such building now. What
formerly took them a day will take them
weeks of labor now.”

A DAY passed, and two more, while
Eltona got the process, underway of
treating each of the Tuons with repolari-
zation fields, with the dunder magnetic
fields that defeated the disintegration pro-
ceeding through their bodies cell by cell.
Then she came back to the ship.

We lifted from the ledge, drifted gingerly
up from the deeps where the lair of Etidor-
pha defied the sun’s dis magnetic forever,
drifted into the great hangars where the

Nameless’ ships waited for the return of -

the Master and his men, the Nameless
warriors who so little looked the part of
men of war.

There Eltona held long converse with the
old bald men who were left behind. Ceulna
was the only Tuon left aboard the big Mer
craft, the rest were Mers of the Northern
shallow-sea variety, milder and more in-
telligent than the others, though Eltona
had included two of the large fierce south-
erners in her immediate staff for appear-
ances.

Ceulna and myself orcupied a cabin
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which was free of water. To enter the rest
of the ship we had to put on our air hel-
mets. I wondered whether the water
affected Eltona’s mechanistic interior, but
apparently it did not. To the eye she re-
sembled a big, fierce male Mer, though she
swam somewhat more slowly than the true
Mers. I could not get over my wonder at
her facility in deluding the senses. The
supposedly infallible perceptions of the hu-
man race were to her but childish things, as
easily misled as a child audience is be-
mused by a Master magician.

After the conference with the Nameless
oldsters, near a thousand of the unused
robot bodies were brought to the ship by
the sledlevitors of the Nameless, taken
aboard. Then our big ship glided off toward
the surface again, going out through the
opening the Hag-men had blasted through
into the gardens of Nicosthene. The city
lay under us, apparently deserted. I saw
here and there a hurrying Marsh-man, evi-
dently one sent back from their temporary
encampment for supplies or news. Some-
where out in that mighty forest of gigantic
trees lay the Marsh-people, awaiting the
end of the ray-war in which they were as
yet neutral.

Eltona shot the ship aloft with terrific
acceleration, leveled off above the clouds,
sped northward toward the hot belt. Ap-
parently she was not worrying about the
progress of the war with the Hag-men, had
other things on her complex mind. Myself
wondered plenty whether the Sea People
alone could hold her under Ekippe, but I
had not the effrontery to question Eltona
as to why she left the battle for so long
without her. There must be a sufficient
reason.

The ship entered the clouds again some-
where near the equator, came out above
a wild, mountainous jungled land. Settled
slowly through the trees. I gave a cry,
watching through the port. Below among
the vast trees lay that tremendous ruin in
which I had found Eltona ruling as a
Goddess to the little tree people whose skin
was like colored lizards or tree toads, but
had otherwise a human appearance. Be-
low I could see them swarming, hanging
from the trees in clusters. Over my telaug
came their simple thought, and their
chittering cries of alarm as the mighty war-
ship settled down beside their vast shrine.

I threw my telaug vision beam to full
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color upon Eltona. I wanted to see her
metamorphose, see her change into her for-
mer appearance when she greeted the peo-
ple who had been her servants and wor-
shippers for such an endless number of
centuries, for I had a sneaking suspicion
that during the change I might see the real
Eltona. I did not believe I had yet done
so! The bodies of the robots we had taken
aboard in the Nameless caverns were not
all human of construction, and none of
them were the equal of Eltona in workman-
ship. I wanted to know what Eltona really
was, and whether she had worked her men-
tal impression magic upon me when first we
met or whether she really was the super-
woman my mind insisted upon. Was she
not rather some peculiar machine which
made about her hypnotic visions to se-
duce the minds of men into any paths of
belief she wished? Was she perhaps not
even walking when we saw her, but drift-
ing on levitor beams, and giving off a men-
tal vision of wonderful sculptured legs in
motion, of perfectly balanced and too-beau-
tiful body moving to enchant? Or was she
in truth a completely synthetic life-form,
a product of a God-like creation by some
master of the science of growth and life
of long ago?

AS SHE stepped from the water lock
into the air and the reddish sea water
gushed out cascading and sparkling in the
sun as it fell through the plumed and
blossomed tree limbs toward the earth far
below, there was an irridescent shifting, an
aura of glory sprang for an instant into
view about her and then subsided into . . .
my Goddess, Eltona of the human shape.
But there remained upon my mech-record-
ing apparatus a photographic impression of
something, something my mind told me
was not human in form. Feverishly, with
my mind tearing to be free of the attrac-
tion this synthetic life held for me, with
my soul full of a disloyal guilt because of
my love for Ceulna conflicting with this
irresistible attraction growing within me
for Eltona, like a criminal seeking a par-
don, I extracted the spool of wire and the
little metalloid film roll from the mech,
turned to the projector mech beside the ray.
Upon the screen sprang the picture of El-
tona as the great round lock opened, the
water gushed out. I slowed the spinning
mech to its lowest point. The image ceased
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to move, the great greenish body of the
Mer-leader began to run together, stream-
ers of aura sprang from the powerful mag-
netic field about her, and as the last of that
picture of a mighty leader of the huge-
bodied Mers disappeared from the screen,
I stopped the spinning spool with my hand.

My head began to spin instead. For not
my Eltona stood there smiling slightly, not
my lonely Goddess from the past, but an-
other thing unearthly, unbelievable! Man-
like, woman-like, but neither. She was
angelic, sexless, eternal as a sculpture of a
God, and the love that was in my heart
burned in another way. Beside me Ceulna
gasped in wonder.

“What is she?”

“By all the Gods that ever were, I do
not know, Ceulna. I only know she is to be
loved, but not the way my mind was try-
ing to, not the crude attraction that was
growing in me. Do you love her, Ceulna?”

“I had a strong attraction to her, but
she was feminine, like a very dear sister I
thought of her, but I knew her so little!”

“To me she was becoming too great an
attraction. I wanted to free myself. And I
have ensnared myself in another way!”

“I too feel what you feel. She is above
us, she is something greatly more than a
robot in our sense of the word!”

“I think she is an experiment by some
past master of life synthesis, endowed with
every quality their race held dear! Made
in an idealistic mold, and made immortal
as truly as they could. Somewhere the man
that made that divine creature lives and
pines for his handiwork today! She was
never left behind except some mighty
barrier sprang between her people and her-
self, some barrier of nature, some suddenly
flaming sun or terrible barrier of force vor-
tices out in space. We’ll never know what
became of her race.”

“We will have her for our own private
Goddess, Jim! We alone will keep her
secret for her.”

“Yes, we will not tell. She has her rea-
sons for concealing her nature.”

“I think I know why she does it.”

“A man’s eyes can stand only so much of
glory, Ceulna. It is good for me that I un-
covered the secret, for something that could
never be was stealing my heart from you—
and who else could make me happy but
you?r”

“T’ll take care of your heart, Jim Steel!



110

You have no call to worry about it at all!”

“I shall try that a little harder, my
sweet.”

“See that you do' Eltona! First Hecate,
and now Eltona. And Nonur had her eyes
cn you, I suppose. Do you have a weakness
for monsters?”

“Hardly. She nearly killed me at our
last meeting.”

“That doesn’t mean anything. She kills
everyone, soon or late, whether she loves
them or not. You monster’s pet, you!”

“Eltona is the reverse of monster, you
must admit.”

“Yes, Jim. I cannot blame you. It is
good you have had enough of the ray ex-
perience to so use the apparatus and un-
cover her.”

CEULNA and I helped the little spotted
people carry out the robot bodies,
helped lower them to the tree paths that
led down to the mighty ruin far below.
After that, we just followed. Our Goddess
did nothing but walk ahead, looking too
beautiful to live, and I knew that was what
the little people expected. But what was
she going to do with the robots? What con-
nection had robots with the battle with
Nonur, with our desire and hers to rid
Venus and Earth forever of the parasitic
blood-users? The Hagmen must be killed
to the last man—what were we doing here?
Eltona looked at me askance as my mind
insisted on asking these questions over and
over. I heard her reply:

“Haven’t 1 yet demonstrated the value
of robot-life in battle? Haven’t I shown
yvou what a superior thing an Elder robot
is, that you should ask me such a thing?
With these, there will be no least chance for
Nonur to come off best. No tricks, no
clever treachery, no device of her puny
mortal mind that these will not have an in-
built reaction for. You will see the reason
we have come so far from the battle pres-
ently. And one more thing, my Jim. Are
you sure I did not fool the film so as to
release you?”

Eltona laughed, a silvery music of far-
off delicate chiming, as of a spirit laughing
from paradise upon a poor mortal who
could not get in. A mocking, yet a kindly
laugh. She must have been one who made
men dance to her strange music on that
glorious Elder life that is forever gone from

‘" the planets of our sun,
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I resolved to make sure of that, with
other records taken when she was not aware
of eyes upon her. She heard that, and
laughed again. And the strange procession
wound downward by the lashed platforms
of limbs, down the long ladders, along the
stately branches bowered with the long
plumes of leaves, lit by the burning white
light that the hot sun burns through the
cloud layer in the hot belt, led by the laugh-
ing Goddess, tall, impossibly graceful, the
wisdom of a mightier-than-mortal race
sitting upon her face and peering out her
eyes—and I could not stop thinking that
she had blown a fuse in her chest-cavity not
long before!

But, my mind would answer: “So can a
man be put out with the breaking of but
one tiny nerve in his head. And it is not
nearly so easily repaired!”

Behind us the little spotted people toiled
and sweated and passed the rigid white
bodies of the robots along reverently with
many soft exclamations, and calls one to
the other, and soft coos of excitement and
padding llttle ‘feet upon the poles of their
tree walks. And we wound down and
down and came at last 1 the great stone
doorway where the carved beasts sit forever
grinning upon a world that has passed
away, forever holding the vast arch of
twined stone figures that reach up and sup-
port the crumbling stone above that is the
mightiest castle on Venus. Passed through
and on into the great circular court where
likewise strange and awesome and some-
times basilisk figures stared at us from the
stone in which they were frozen by some
magic long forgotten.

WE TOOK the darker of the passages,
the one that led through the great
beast’s mouth into the downward path
again, and in the darkness we knew that
our eyes missed more of the mighty art
which had created this dwelling for crea-
tures greater and more appreciative of such
things than ever men could be.

At last we came into the wan light of El-
tona’s temple, where the little spotted ani-
mal people had worshipped her unknown
to other men of Venus for so many silent
centuries, and she had sat and waited for
her Masters who came not. And she had
married men who had found their way here
to this great mystery in the jungle, that was
spoken of but never seen, and saw the
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Goddess as beautiful as the legends of
their grandfathers had said—and they had
stayed with her as long as they lived. I
wished vaguely that I had been such a one,
‘brawny and hardy, blasting my way
through that untamed morass of teeming
dangers with a heavy red blade in my two
hands and a young man’s curiosity and
will to see the great Goddess who reigned
in the temple of the spotted people.

Ceulna took my hand and the wish died
in my heart. So we stood before Eltona as
she took her seat for an instant upon that
throne that had been hers for so many
empty years no man could count them.
Worn was the stone, marked deep where
she had sat and wished for some other duty
to claim her subservient will, some other
life to arise and make it her own—and it
had never happened. I knew that if ever
one woman had blessed another, Oanu had
blessed Eltona when she had made that
adjustment in the mechanism of her in-
terior that gave her will the right to rule
her, instead of lesser men’s commands. For
Oanu knew there were no greater minds
alive now, no one worthy to give orders to
such as Eltona.

Standing there as Eltona ignored us and
gave orders in the chirrupings of the
spotted people, I thought of the genie of my
childhood books, and that they too must
have been such able creatures, yet forced
to serve the unworthy mortals who
happened to learn the way of that com-
mand. How sad a thing it was that none
had ever understood that the ancient magic
was #of a mumbo-jumbo, but a science that
needed study to unearth the real sense be-
neath the magical occurrences, and so
bring to men so much earlier all the good
things that could be developed from the
minds and abilities of such powers as El-
tona. From the ancient books that were
burned by the bigoted churchmen of the
past could have arisen a mighty science so
much earlier if only men had known it was
not black magic or something to be fright-
ened of, but only the remnants of a people
who had gone before and left such as El-
tona.

I thought of how wrong our modern edu-
cators were too, to miss all the true mighty
meaning behind these tales they called
“pature myths,” “fairy tales” and such
names. I was glad to be on Venus where
the ancient monopolizers of the cavern
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secrets and the secrets in such ruins as'the
one that housed Eltona had been unable to
keep all of the science of the Elders from
the general mind of men, but had died and
passed away and left their secrets open to
the race, for the use of all.

Meanwhile the long gleaming bodies of
the robots were carried past the throne
where Eltona sat musing, and ranged in
rows upon the floor within the chambers
beyond.

ELTONA rose and passed within, and
we followed her, feeling very young
and foolish and utterly useless as she set to
work to bring life and motion again into
those bodies so long inactive.

It was black magic that she did! She
brewed things in great metal pots. She
mixed liquids and distilled colored steams.
She spun wheels and ground things into
powder—and we watched and kept out of
the way.

The weirdly staring eyes of the empty
robots looked at the ceiling and Ceulna
and I walked along and counted and in-
spected them, and wondered just why each
was different from the other and just what
they would be like and be able to do when
Eltona had brought the mysterious life
that burnt within herself into these bodies
too.

Some of them were tall and graceful and
bare of any semblance of flesh, pure gleam-
ing white metal, shaped beautifully to hu-
man form but thin and rigid, like bones;
and some of their eyes were empty of the
eyeballs and stared blackly empty up at
us. Others had shreds of strange material
clinging to their metal limbs, so that we
knew they once were clothed with soft flesh-
like material as was Eltona.

Others were not manlike at all, but had
four or more leglike stalks beneath them,
and many long tentacular arms upon their
spherical bodies; others still were wheeled,
with intricate mechanisms upon the wheels
so that they were not meant to look like
life at all, but were essentially machines.
Two hundred of the strange bodies she had
brought, and I did not know if there were
more in the Nameless caverns or not.

One by one Eltona opened the weird
bodies, poured into long-dry receptacles the
strange life-fluids which crawled within
her vials, and which she had made out of
so-called dead materials. One by one she
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replaced the broken eyeballs, the little torn
wires within the open cavities, filled each
its many tiny receptacles with strange
things she brought from cabinets set in
the walls.

In the great chamber outside, the little
spotted people chirruped softly and bowed
their faces to the floor and hunkered there.
I could hear their expectant thoughts
awaiting the mighty magic their Goddess
was making. Waiting to see the glory of
life. Was she not the creator of all life
everywhere? Of course she would make life
again. She needed practice in the way of
her magic. That was natural that she
would return to the job of creating. Per-
haps she would bring the Gods back from
the new machines she had brought, and the
old days would come again, such as she
sometimes sang about when she was alone
and weary and sad! She was bringing back
the way of the first world before men were
as they are now—a nothing. And she was
making Gods, now, to do the work for her!
I wondered to myself if they were not more
right in their ideas than were ourselves,
seeing Eltona with our mild educated eyes
that were blind to the real God-like wonder
of her work!

One by one she brought those dead
things back to life; one by one they rose up
and regarded us with grave eyes in which
life burned, brightly they regarded us and
wondered, as I could hear with my strange
powers given me by Etidorpha and my long
use of the telaugs, wondering how puny the
race of men had grown since they had fallen
asleep. Wondering how long, how terribly
long it must have been they were asleep
for things to have changed so much on
“The Planet of Love.”

Wondering many things too complex for
me to follow. And waiting for orders from
Eltona. Eltona had made, I knew, an ad-
justment in their interior, turned that dial
of difference which Oanu had turned in
her, and I knew these creatures would
obey no one ever but herself. Creatures?
My mind could not call them anything but
Gods and tell the truth, yet I refused to
call them anything but machines, even
though I knew something of that living
stuff that Eltona had created sat in their
electrical minds, at the center, and looked
out with a new consciousness of self, and
lived and was alive, and was no machine
at all, but protoplasm of some different
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kind than our own but yet alive.

THE mind of a man gets accustomed to
wonder, gets used to explaining the un-
explainable with easy phrases which shrug
off the necessity for admitting you are not
great enough to grasp the mighty things of
truth before your eyes, but the shell of
unfeeling defense against wonder which I
had erected to keep from madness in these
God-caverns was cracked by the sight of
that eerie assemblage of mechanical god-
lings brought into being by Eltona from the
very sleep of death. Given back their
memories, their terrific ability built to cope
with a world that teemed as no place we
know teems today, created for problems
and perils which a man cannot even imagine
today, they stood or rolled or walked or
flew—and all looked upon Eltona with
glowing eyes in which gratitude dominated
the emotions. Robots unemotional? You
never saw an Elder robot! They built in
emotions with a vengeance. Anger, no!
But gratitude, affection, honor, ideals, the
desire for active creative action . . . they
had all the necessary emotions and a few
more beyond my grasp. They were like
living pieces from a chess-board of a mil-
lion squares; myself was like a checker-
player trying to understand them. It was
an impossible task, and Ceulna and I
stood about like they did, waiting, with
our eyes on Eltona, eyes in which our own
gratitude for her work shone too.

And I could not help but feel that of all
the robots on those great laboratory cham-
bers, ourselves were the poorest con-
structed, the least worthy of our creator,
whoever he was or when!

But perhaps our creator was one of the
lesser lights of that Elder race, wko knows?

Sometimes I believe the Bible, for it
says we were created out of the dust of
the Earth. I watched Eltona, and she
used much more than dust to create life
within those intricate machines again. And
Eltona had been alive no man knows how
long.

Certainly alive long before that day that
Adam and Eve left the Garden of Eden,
for she knew the masters of such life
herself—and the Bible does not seem to
know them well, and pictures them hardly
at all.

Eltona says they left these planets long
ago, and the Bible fails to note that the
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Gods have left Earth. Perhaps it was at
the time that they left that Adam and
Eve were cast out of the garden, perhaps
as unworthy to take on the long trip?
Perhaps too fragile of body to survive the
rigors of such a voyage? Who knows?
The Lost Books of the Bible relate how
Adam and Eve dwelt in the Cave of Treas-
ures for a long time after that. And Eltona
had remained waiting in her cave of treas-
ures ever since! Certainly she must have

been older then than the races descended N\

of Adam and Eve!

These very ruins were older tken than
the human race on Earth. But it is scanty
evidence to go on, for the Bible is very
vague and no one knows for sure who wrote
it, though some say God wrote it. But it
is a subject much avoided by thinkers,
for words said along those lines are so apt
to be misunderstood if one questions ever
that Adam and Eve were not the first
things to live and think and act as men
on Earth, or anywhere.

Well, the Bible spoke of the great race
of the Gods in many places, and so do I,
and Eltona was a creation of the Gods as
was ourselves. That her bones were of
metal did not change the fact that she
lived. Whether the Elder race had some
supreme God above them all, I do not
know. The Bible says so, and relegates
the rest of the races of space to an ignored
status. I think that gives a somewhat un-
true picture.

These robots were like newly awakened
dead, like many clean minds coming to a
soiled earth. Whether their eyes and
their minds had always been so innocent
of evil, of selfishness and the baser emo-
tions, I do not know. Perhaps it was an
effect of their long sleep, of their long
waiting. Perhaps some slight mental ac-
tivity had remained, and the long, long
meditation had given them the perfect
philosophy of life. Whatever it was, they
stood waiting for Eltona’s orders with
an effect of their combined presence over
the telaug beams of their own inner mech—
very like an array of angels.

SOME of them went to work for Eltona,
finishing the process of rehabilitation.
They mixed the soft synthetic flesh with
the dunder magnetic formulae, the same
sort of thing the Nameless used for the
upholstery of their weirdly living cham-
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bers. They spread and sculptured this
living stuff into place upon the bare metal
limbs and bodies of the robots. When
they were through, those of the robots
with human frameworks were ideally
fleshed humans in appearance, though
larger and more muscular, and somehow
divinely beautiful. For all the tired little
details that mortal life leaves upon the flesh
were not present. The dark circles that
hover even under the most beautiful eyes,
the tiny invisible crowsfeet that mar the
most lovely faces, the sag that is just no-
ticeable on the most vigorous figure—all
these things were not present. Like de-
partment-store window dummys, only vast-
ly more so, they were too perfect to be true,
yet they lived and thought and acted.
There was a sadness in them, too. I
knew they wondered sorrowfully where the
race of beings who had created them had
gone? Where the centuries had gone that
had so changed their world? Where their
friends and the old ways of their life had
disappeared to? And I could hear Eltona
swiftly explaining, softening the blow of
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the terrible changes that had come to Ve-
nus, and at the same time giving them a
new ideal to fight for: the task of bringing
back the old happy way of life to this
planet again.

My eyes were hot with some strange
emotion as I listened to Eltona’s fiery
thought building from their despair at the
new conditions of their life a desperate
resolve to remake the whole social fabric,
the whole way of life of a planet. Swiftly
her mind described what could be done, and
I listened to her thought, though much of it
was far too fast for my mind to grasp, I
knew I had found in her a new and power-
ful leader whom I would not desert. One
who would outlive me, so that seeking for
other leaders would never have to be done
by me! I knew what Oanu had done when
she changed that adjustment in Eltona’s
strange living mechanisms. She had given
Venus a new Goddess!

What would she do, now that she had
a force of these superior creations? What
would she do next? How would she set
about cleaning Venus of such ailments as
Nonur; the ailments of which Nonur and
her kind were but a symptom, and not the
prime cause?

CHAPTER XV

Rode Surtur,
His very sword a ray of light
Snatched from the Sun!
. . . for the third time crossed the cock,
Assembling all for Ragnorock!
' “Elder-Days”
J. C. Jones

THINK that ¢ime, in the world so far

in the past, must have had a very differ-
ent flow or flux than our own. These ro-
bot’s minds were geared to a ‘faster pace
of activity than a human mind could fol-
low. Things began to happen with a start-
ling, almost frightening rapidity. I thiok
that I had not noticed this before because
Eltona, being awake so long through the
gradual slowing of the human race’s reac-
tions and mental activity, had adjusted her-
self automatically to the slower rate of the
mortals about her. But not so these newly
awakened synthetic lives!

Speaking so of the robots, I thought of
the past on Earth, when all priests had
shaven their polls so that the secret people
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could get a better ray-contact with their
mind, and so control them better to their
way of thinking.

How sad it was that still they did not
know of such things as Nonur under their
feet, out of sight, preying on them end-
lessly. They could not allow it to be said
there were caverns in the Earth without
crying: “Madmen . . . Servants of Satan
. . . Fiends from Hell.” How sad it was
that men did not know the glorious truth
of the Gods and the God above the Gods,
as well as the idle parasitic race who had
masqueraded as Gods for so long and so

‘disastrously for us all.

Fascinated by the rapidity of the robots,
I watched them bring from the many great
tunnels of the ancient place an array of
weapons and vehicles, and work on them
with their hands a blur of speed. I looked
longingly at Eltona supervising the ultra-
rapid labor with a silly wish that I might
somehow be the equal of these machine
people in mental power and speed and
strength. Her great light-emitting eyes
flashed at me, telling me she had under-
stood.

It was scarce an hour later that she
called me to her. Into my arm she shot
a hypodermic big enough to use on a horse
before I had even a chance to protest. The
stuff coursed through my body like liquid
fire, bringing rapidly in its wake an awak-
ened perception, a vast awareness, a
strengthening flow of increasing vitality.
Then she led me by the hand to a great
wire cage that had been constructed in one
of the ships they were refitting from the
storehouses under the crumbling ancient
palace. These were one of those rarest of
finds to such as Ceulna, a place where the
Elder race had left complete supplies which
had remained untouched by the destruc-
tion of ignorant vandalistic hands through
all the time that had passed. In the great
ship they had dug out of the age of dust
blanketing everything in those untouched
stores, they had built what Eltona called
a teupcage. It was a device which created
within the wires surrounding it a field of
magnetic which terrifically increased the
rapidity of every electrical exchange that
occurred within it. When I entered, and
Eltona activated the wires about me, life
and motion about me suddenly slowed to
a snail’s pace, though myself remained
very well coordinated. What had really
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happened was that all my neutral currents
had been speeded up so that life, even the
rapidly moving robots, seemed barely to
crawl.

“Now perhaps you can keep track of
things and be a part of it all . . .”

Eltona took herself off, leaving me there
in the cage, which was equipped with telaug
and weapon and levitator-mech controls.
I soon found myself busy helping the now
slowly moving robots with the levitators
and speeding up the work everywhere with
my telaug beams a step ahead of everyone
else’s thoughts. Ceulna joined me after a
time.

“Jim, you’re moving inside there like
a man on a hot stove. What’s got into
you? I never saw you move like that; I
can’t even see your hands!”

“Come in, slowpoke, and find out for
yourself. Then you tell me what it is!”

I held the door open, and she entered.
She nearly fell down as the door closed,
with surprise at the sudden change.

“It’s a time machine, or something. Ev-
erything outside has slowed down about
ten times!”

“It’s just a conductive and reenforcing
magnetic field which speeds up your nerve
energies. But it sure does change things,
doesn’t it?”

ITHIN a few hours the robots were
ready for what lay ahead. The ships

they had brought out, three great vessels,
burnished all over and each separate mech-
anism serviced by the ultra-efficient living
machines, lifted silently through the trees,
accompanied by the awed cries of the
frightened little spotted people, weeping
and waving their grief and their goodbye
to their Goddess. They could not under-
stand what was happening, which was not
strange, as it was too much for me as well.
Soutiward, swiftly and high, keeping
within the wet cloud sheath, for Eltona
wanted no word of her coming to precede
her, went the four vessels, the long black
craft of the Sea People dwarfed by the tre-
mendous gleaming things the robots had
unearthed beneath the great palace of El-
tona. Southward, toward Ekippe and the
battle line, if there was still a battle line?
Ray warfare is apt to be sudden death for
whole armies, does not ordinarily take long
for some weapon to find itself outranging
the others and wipe out the whole of the
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enemy. But with such masters as Nonur
and Oanu and Oltissa behind the ancient
mech, I doubted that this sudden ending
would have occurred: Most of such ray
wars consist of bringing some rays into
action, gradually sounding out and testing
the defense and the range of the enemy,
then calling from the far ancient store-
rooms just those weapons best designed to
meet and overcome the weapons of the en-
emy. But in this process, whole armies of
men can fall to the terrible killing power of
the vast-ranging penetrative rays.

That was why I knew that these four
ships would contain probably the deciding
factor of the conflict, if in the time we had
been gone one had not managed to out-
range the other. These robots must know
the range of ray weapons, know exactly
what weapons existed to out-range the
greatest that Nonur’s limited knowledge of
the Elder mech could imagine. Eltona
certainly knew how to defeat Nonur, I
more than suspected. Yet the four ships
were a pitifully small force to pin such
large hopes upon.

We passed over the volcanic peak of
Nicosthene still keeping within the obscur-
ing clouds, though I knew that if there were
enemy rays watching the skies they would
not fail to find us with the penetrative
rays. Beyond, toward Ekippe I could hear
now with my telaug the deep mental waves
of the discharging ray-bolts which are au-
dible only to the mind. My heart rose.
At least the conflict still continued. Nonur
had not yet won free, nor the Mers been
beaten!

Still high, we saw at last the vast ring
of ships circling the city of Ekippe. Here
Eltona stopped, hung there far from the
battle while from the three ships following
came over my telaug their ultra-rapid
thought and many strange sounds of ac-
tivity. I swung my telaug upon the near-
est of the three robot-manned ships. I
didn’t want to miss a single motion of that
amazing crew, of that too-rapid pseudo life
and its ungraspable mental activity. I was
like a cat fascinated by a television set.
I couldn’t understand it at all, but I
wanted to see what happened next.

Ceulna, hearing my eager thought, tele-
pathed me:

“Get in your stim cage, Jim. Then you
can follow them.”
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WE BOTH raced for the contraption,
and once inside, we could watch the
robots with some chance of understanding
their now naturally-timed movements.

Instead of watching the robots working
over their strangely different beam mech,
analyzing the character and nature of the
rays visible from the rocks beneath Ekippe,
Ceulna swung her own beam down toward
Nonur’s position. I said:

“That is what the robots are doing,
watching Nonur. We will learn more about
Nonur reading the robot’s heads while they
work on the problem of Nonur’s strength »

Ceulna grinned at me.

“I hate her so I just wanted to see if she
was still alive, or if someone had managed
to pot her.”

“She is an admirable creature . . .” My
voice meant the opposite of admirable.

So it was that Ceulna and myself had
the opportunity of a lifetime, to see the
thought-patterns which the Elders had
built into the minds of robots work out in
battle tactics.

With long needle beams the robots
reached down toward the barrier rays
blanketing all sight like a wall of darkness
circling the city of Ekippe. Ekippe itself
lies in a little valley between three great
mountains; and a mountain stream, bright
as crystal, flows through the center of the
white-walled city. The buildings were
much like those of Nicosthene, though tal-
ler and more graceful. It was an older city
by far from its appearance, with that charm
of age and use and living in the many deep
worn paths, the mighty trees almost ob-
scuring it with their limbs, the terraced
gardens. But like Nicosthene, the Marsh-
men had abandoned the place to avoid the
terrible rays of the battling forces. The
Marsh-men had no weapons with which to
join the struggle if they had wished.

The needle beams seemed to cause no
effect in the dark barriers about Nonur’s
stronghold, and apparently by their thought
the robots did not expect any. They merely
touched various instruments to the view-
screens of the mech emitting the beams,
took a reading, scribbling down the reading
upon a pad. After a series of such tests,
they put their heads together over the pad,
scribbled the figures out in large indescrib-
able numerals of some forgotten system of
mathematics upon a larger black plate upon
the metal wall, and nodded gravely over
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the result of their figures. Then one of
their ships swooped in a dive toward the
barrier—and I watched them as they
picked up speed. Down, down, their in-
humanly capable hands and mechanically
fearless minds cool and entirely detached
from any personal interest in the possible
disastrous results of their “test”, they went.

As they neared the barrier, one of the
great fanlike spreads of ray dropped before
them, and Nonur’s fiery disrays lashed at
them. Lances of flame and the heavy ex-
plosive ray-bolts of blasting force sped to-
ward them, lanced past them. They leveled
out within feet of disaster, shot up in a long
zoom. Returning to their former position
the business of computation went forward
again as calmly as before the dive. I real-
ized they had drawn Nonur into using her
heavy weapons to find out just what she
had to fight with, to throw at them.

Now came a business of bringing many
cables of heavy metallic weave from the
storerooms, linking ray-mech to ray-mech,
computing the combined power on ‘the
blackboard again. A business of turning
the resultant great beam upon the black
barriers below, and watching them flame
into nothingness and collapse like the
tower of darkness falling.

WITH the collapse of the barriers, the
three robot ships dived in ultra-rapid
evasive zig-zags, firing their heavy beam
as they came, and below the lancing blasts
of ear-splitting power became fewer. Un-
scathed, chased all over the sky by the
reaching, futilely lashing beams of destruc-
tion, dancing at top speed of their space-
spanning jets, flashing over the fortress in
eye-defying ambits the battle went on and
on. The robots were evading the terrible
beams, but they were not reaching with
their short bursts of fire the nerve-centers
of the defense. After minutes of this ultra-
rapid maneuvering, the three ships, now
dominating the whole scene of battle, with-
drew again to their former position behind
the battle lines.

Followed a long conference in the antique
tongue between Eltona and her revivified
synthetic beings.

I couldn’t follow all their thought,
though I tried hard. What they meant to
do was so unbelievable I couldn’t take it
in. I just stood there and stared as the
power-cable-changing, the mech-moving
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went on in the three strange ships. Then
from the three great master beams there
flowed down upon the smoking earth about
Ekippe a great blue beam. A very weird
pulsing beam of force that looked to me like
it was made of molasses being pushed along
by little flickering flames.

For minutes that beam played upon the
whole area of rock below Ekippe. And
slowly it took hold; slowly the motion of
the whipping, reaching, blasting force
beams slowed and at last stilled entirely!
They still burned upward toward us, but
now these beams were still as though all
below had fallen in death.

Eltona turned to her great master beam,
sent it flashing out around the waiting circle
of near a thousand ships: Tuon, Mers, a
few Red-men, allies of the Tuons, and far
off to one side the hovering ships of the
Nameless.

“Descend, the rays are still. Advance
and occupy the enemy territory! We have
laid down a blocking force in which no ray
is effective. Advance and give them your
swords! Slay, slay! No ray can move or
hurt you.”

Looking over the scene, I realized at last
what had been done. The robots had
thrown a powerful magnetic field across the
whole area, and in the strong field, all im-
pulses of energy were altered, so much so
that the electrically powered ray-motors
which moved the great beams could not
even exert power because their flows were
altered in nature just as though it had
passed through a transformer’s coils. The
great beams burning up at us were no more
harmful now that so much light, their very
wave-length changed into harmless im-
pulses, and the power to move them was
gone as well. I laughed. For now, surely,
the day of vengeance had come! Only a
weapon like a sword would work in that
field of energy.

' The robots and Eltona watched with a
grim humor, I swear, as I buckled on the
long-sword given be by Prince Donar, as
Ceulna put on her own battle harness and
sword. The ships settled to earth just out-
side the great circle of the field of force.
We dashed out the ports, all of us but the
Mers, and Ceulna and I sprang across the
magnetically flattened grass toward Ekip-
pe’s broad avenues, to enter those caverns
where for the Hagmen was no ship to bear
them away that would function now—for
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the field forbade all energy flows. To enter,
and to slay and slay till there were no more
blood-suckers alive on the planet of Love.

AHEAD the revivified Tuons marched,
rank on rank, still thin, the scars of.
radioactive burns on their faces, but their
flesh firm, their step sound. Ceulna and I
sprang forward, raced along the column
seeking Onua.

Rank on rank the warriors of Venus,
the allies from the Red cities, the Marsh-
men who had many of them joined the war
against Nonur and the Hagmen, all those
of Venus who had suffered the loss of some
dear one, a child or friend or best beloved,
marched into Ekippe from out the ships
that had held the ring around Ekippe so
long.

The penetrative rays had long ago re-
vealed, within the city, several entrances
to the Elder caverns. One lay beneath the
great central tower of the city. Another lay
beneath an adjacent building and a third
beneath a temple on the outskirts.

These entrances were nearly jammed
with officers striving to hold back the fury,
to keep discipline.

Following Onua’s grimly erect figure, we
entered at last the central tower of the
city, followed into the passages beneath,
marching steadily down and down.

Everywhere were the scorched paths left
by the powerful penetrative rays bearing
dis, and here and there lay the blasted
bodies of the black duck-footed men, the
green Marsh-men who had fallen serving
Nonur, or who had failed to get away be-
fore the fighting started. Among these was
an occasional Red Robe, and many a foot
reached out from the marching line to kick
a Red Robe’s dead body.

Entered at last, from the modern hand-
cut rock tunnels into the smooth machine-
cut vasty borings of the Elder Race, we
passed along the gloomy grandeur of that
long-gone race, past the mighty statues of
those who were so much more than modern
man, who lived when the Devil’s Tower in
Wyoming was a tree, who lived when
Ygdrasil was living truth.

On into the more and more complex
chambering of the ancient city that lay be-
neath Ekippe, on through the empty echo-
ing corridors, seeking for some sign of No-
nur’s occupancy, seeking a flash of Red
Robe fleeing in the distance we went,
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knowing that along every corridor the
avengers were spreading out, loosing sword
from the scabbard, knowing she could not
now escape us ever again. For Eltona had
rendered every ray unworkable with her
Elder magic and delivered our enemy into
our hands, armed only with the primitive
sword.

At last we saw them, throwing up a
barricade, brandishing swords over the
hastily erected piles of furnishings to bluff
us into waiting while yet one more bench
or chair was added to the pile.

Some of Nonur’s duck-footed blacks had
retained their primitive bows even though
they had no opportunity to use them under
her rule. From a half dozen of these,
arrows shot out at us. They did not stop
our advance one whit. There were but
fifty or so men visible. I knew that they
were busy erecting similar barricades along
all the passages into the center of this place.
I knew too that everywhere the Red Robes
were working futilely over their ancient
weapons. They would not understand, I
did not believe, that they would never oper-
ate again until the last of them were dead.

We charged the barricade, swept over
it. My blade tasted blood, and my own
blood leaped within me in a fighting fury.
I wished for my comrades, the Red men of
the arena, and the thought added flame to
the fury within me. I remembered my com-
rade dying the night I left with the Name-
less maiden and Montagna.

The corridor was but wide enough for
a score to meet face to face, and behind
these we saw another barricade going up,
and those behind the men we fought were
retreating to gain this shelter.

I knew that Eltona’s swift mind outside
had analyzed the situation, was swiftly
summoning warriors from every friendly
city, that ships were even now descending
upon the cities of the Red Men, lifting
again loaded with hate for the Hagmen,
that up every boring leading to Ekippe
warriors would surge steadily until the last
drop of that evil blood had been spilled
upon the rock.

And I was afraid! I was afraid that I
would not reach Nonur and the inner circle
of Red Robes in time to wet this ancient,
noble sword in the blood they had stolen.

OVER that first barricade we poured;
the thin, worn Amazons of Tuon and
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myself, proud to be fighting side by side
with women. For the women of the Tuons
are that kind of warriors. -

Behind us lay the first swathe of the
death we intended to cut through the Hag-
men. Ahead lay barrier after barrier, and
behind each the swords of Nonur’s slaveys
waved. But not confidently, not arro-
gantly; rather fearfully held before them,
for our anger and our courage had slaught-
ered that first group so quickly that no man
could see it without fear.

These Amazons, who had suffered every
evil the followers of the blood-stealers could
devise for some four centuries, who had
been brought up in the shadow of fear and
hate and horror of the Evil of the baby
destroyers, of the parasitic Hagmen, always
about them some reminder of the constant
threat of their evil, now at last were ad-
vancing with equal terms, were presented
with a chance to meet the Hagmen with
only naked swords between.

On every face about me this fact was a
shining expression of fierce, thankful ardor;
was a thought of revenge suddenly made
into actual occurrence. Their feet advanced
toward the next barricade with a sound of
grim unswerving doom, a kind of soft beat-
ing of flesh upon rock like no other sound.
And the fear of that grim advance marked
every face peering above the barricade.

HE arrows which had marked our first
attack were missing now, and I knew
there would be few enough of them. For
with the ray-weapons always at hand, No-
nur had not encouraged the primitive slav-
eys in their natural weapons, had used
them only for labor. Now when she needed
them, they had nothing, not even their
natural skill with swords any longer in first
rate shape. ‘
We poured over the flimsy pile of fur-
nishings, of tall bronze statues, of marble
busts and wooden benches, and met the
clumsy efforts of the mixed horde of slaves,
of warriors from all the races of Venus, with
a fury of blows, not so much skillful as in-
vincible in our anger, in our intent to slay
quickly and cleanse the planet. They
shrieked as the swords passed into them,
they bounded and struck at us fearfully
and hopelessly—and they died! We
marched on.
As we rounded a long curve in the corri-
dor, I noticed a haze growing, growing.- To
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Ceulna 1 remarked:

“She must be laying down a smoke
screen; perhaps she means to try to es-
cape behind it!”

“We will be lucky if that haze is not
some poisonous gas. She is from Earth,
you know, where such weapons as gas are
considered useful.”

Admiringly I watched Ceulna’s flushed,
angry war-like face. The noble Grecian
brow, the thin ears so stiffly arching, the
wide upsweeping eyebrows, the deep, long
sea-green eyes, the pink nostriled and nar-
row-bridged beauty of her nose, the nostrils
palpitant with eagerness to reach her en-
emy. Truly, there is a something that war
and the need for war breeds, that courage
and the need to face death brings out in
men and in such women as the Tuons, per-
haps in any women raised for warfare as
had these Tuons in their centuries of horri-
ble conflict with the followers of Hecate
and her methods which meant extinction
for all normal living peoples. I think that
is one of the failures of peace, that it does
not properly stress the need for need, does
not bring up a child in the understanding
of the awful need for real and enthusiastic
action against evil.

The smoke grew steadily thicker, and we
were half choking with it, hardly able to
see. I called a halt, and Onua backed me
up as I counseled the need for some kind of
caution. We had no everpresent telaug and
penetrative ray to tell us what lay before,
no way to know what trap Nonur was de-
vising ahead in the complex warrens of the
ancient tunnels. As we gathered in a group
about Onua, taking some needed breathing
space and discussing the layout of the
tunnels with which we were unacquainted,
I counseled that since the smoke would rise,
we must go lower and so avoid it, come
upon her from beneath.

Our column turned down a side passage,
wountl down and down, leaving just be-
neath the smoke layer a guard to watch for
anyone attempting to pass back along the
passage we had quietted. On the next tier
of borings the smoke was less, and we took
up our rapid march in toward the center of
this tiered ancient city, as nearly as we
could visualize its patterns.

I knew we were apt to become disunited
with the other forces advancing upon the
Hagmen, and even as I spoke to Onua she
dispatched couriers to make contact with
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the other columns of troops.

As they sped off, the floor began to.
trickle with a thin flowing film of water!
For a minute I thought nothing of it, but
it rapidly became inches deep, became an
impeding force flowing along our ankles.

Ceulna said: “She has opened the water
pipes, the antique water supply. It is dis-
astrous. When the caverns fill no one will
know how to empty them again. Where
does she expect to be then?”

“Do those antique pipes bring a heavy
supply? Will it take long to flood?”

“See how rapidly it rises! She has
opened the great reserve reservoir as well.
One cannot know how long it will take, but
as sure as the sun arises in the morning, just
as surely these caverns will never empty of
water again!”

I did not dispute her. I said:

“I know little of how long it will take or
how permanent the flood will be, but I
know this, it were smart of us to seek the
upper levels and block off the passages to
the surface, there to await Nonur’s flight.
She will be forced out of here just as surely
as ourselves!”

HE column turned, started back
toward the surface. Rapidly, oh, too

rapidly the water rose on our legs! More
rapidly than rose the floor we passed along.
The water raced past us in a flood, up to
our knees, and now we had reached again
the level of the smoke which somewhere
Nonur had managed to create and fill the
caverns. Choking, blinded with the smoke,
stumbling along in the rapidly rising water,
I realized that the plight of this column of
brave Amazons was desperate. It was very
likely we would never reach the surface
ahead of the rising water. If we did, the
smoke, now pungent and choking, could
smother us if it grew thicker.

“We rushed in here without guides,
Onua. We are apt to pay for our haste.”

I should not have reproached her, for
I knew the terrible hate of the Red Robes
that had blinded her natural caution of
her people.

Of numbers, or of possible tactics needed,
I myself had given no thought at all. T had
been sure that without the skill of the time-
taught Red Robes at the ray-mech, my
sword alone would be enough to slay them
all, no matter how many or how disposed
within the caves. I suppose some such
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| began to slash at the heavy-timbered
bars of the cages with pure brute force

thought had been in every mind: “Just let
us at them without the rays that have al-
ways defended them from our wrath.”
Now, we were drowning and smothering
both at once, or soon would be.

To top it, Ceulna had been swept away
from my side in the milling, nearly panick-
ing Amazons. To go forward seemed every
moment more impossible in the rising
waters and the thickening smoke.

“Take the first passage we can find that
rises upward, go up in spite of smoke or
flame, of Hagmen or death itself.”

Onua was striding on, eyes closed, one
hand on the rock wall to guide her. I fol-
lowed. I could only hope that Ceulna
would find her way, there was no use and
no time to look for her in this murk.

We swung into a side passage of small
bore that seemed to have a rising ceiling
and hastened up the tunnel three abreast.
There was no hope of all of us entering this
passage. As the entrance jammed, the
others of our column pushed on along the
original passage.

I recognized the nature of the passage
as it widened and I came upon a series of
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stout wooden pens along the walls. These
pens must underlay an arena, a huge an-
cient theatre circle which had been trans-
formed into an arena of the bloody kind the
Hagmen delighted in. Ahead I could see
the glow of flames, understood that the
Hagmen had set afire these pens to destroy
the prisoners before release gave them a
chance to vent their despair and rage upon
their captors. That the smoke had proved
a weapon was probably only accidental, but
the flames barred our progress upward into
the great theater bowl where it was possible
the Red Robes had gathered their strength
for a stand.

Behind us the water lapped higher and
higher. Behind us the ceiling, rose steeply
out of the water. Where we had just passed
was now closed, all below were drowned. I
knew that everyone who had not entered
that small passage after Onua must now be
drowned in the lower, greater passage.
Anxiously I looked about among the hun-
dred or six score who had made their way
behind Onua and myself. My heart fell as
I saw nowhere the bright head and gallant
shoulders of my beloved Amazon. Was I to
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lose her now when victory loomed so very
close? Had I lost her?

AGE flooded up within me even as the
rising water behind. I drew the great
sword of the Marsh-men from my scabbard,
strode forward into the flame-lit wooden-
walled corridors of the prison pens. I knew
what it would be like to be shut up in there
with the flames licking at your body, meant
to free some of the wretches I realized must
be within. The flames shot up, the water
lapped at my heels. I saw or heard nothing,
for a killing mad rage consumed me, a
sorrow at the loss of Ceulna that was more
terrible than burning anger at the fact that
Nonur had managed to hurt me even now.
As I pushed on, bending low under the
smoke pall, shielding my face against the
darting, licking flames, screams and cries
and groans began to beat about me. I
saw the pens were filled with struggling,
burning men ahead. The doors were locked.
I began to slash at the heavy timbered
bars of the cages, prying out one more by
strength than by the cutting edge of my
blade, racing on to the next as the sur-

vivors poured out. Soon there were dozens
of us dodging the flames, which kept high,
our lungs burning with smoke, prying at
the bars with timbers, battering at the locks
with weapons from the arena supplies,
working to free the dying men inside. The
work was a blessed relief to my mind again
assailed by the loss of Ceulna.

The water at our feet proved our salva-
tion, as well as that of the smothering men
inside. As it rose about our ankles, we wet
garments in the water, wrapped them about
our heads and shoulders. Soon there were
hundreds of the arena warriors, scarred
and battered from past battles in the arena,
passing on ahead and out into the great
bowl of the arena below Ekippe.

As the last of them was free I pushed
on ahead, was among the first to enter the
wide, white-sanded bowl of the arena into
the glare of the great sun-lamps hanging
above. The shape of this arena differed
from that under Nicosthene, being a regular
octagon instead of the smooth circle, and
the tiers of seats were more numerous. I saw
a robe of Scarlet and Gold disappearing in
a side passage from the ramp running up
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between two tiers of seats, sprang after
him. Behind me came a rabble of Red
warriors, green Marsh-men, black duck-
footed slaves, and after them came the dis-
ciplined column, all that was left of the long
column of thousands that had entered the
central passage behind Onua. I could not
bear to think of how many must have per-
ished. I pushed on as fast as I could run,
hoping only to slay one of these red-robed
things before I died.

I overtook him, cut him down with one
savage blow from behind. As I stood over
the nearly beheaded figure, I saw it was the
heavy-bodied Massini who had captured
me on my escape to Eltona’s castle in the
jungle.

Ahead I heard the clangor of swords, the
shrieks of dying men. I raced on, swung
around the bend of the corridor, saw the
great doors of some Master chamber of the
past. Before the wide-arched doorway
were a mass of struggling warriors. Red
Robes sprinkled among the Redskins, and
the Marsh-men before the doorway. It was
evident the Hagmen were trying to hold
the interior clear of us for some reason.

I LEAPED toward the battle, whirling
that heavy Marsh-man sword above my
head. My face blackened with smoke, my
limbs burned in patches from the flames, I
doubt my own Ceulna would have recog-
nized me. My sword began to slash a path
through the struggling mass before the
door. A red haze in my mind swept me on.
It was swing and crush, no chance in the
press for anything fancy. The battle went
to the strongest here. And I proved the
strongest, for they fell away before me. I
was through and into the great glittering
vault, pillared with rosy glistening columns
of some ancient work, vaulted and bright
with concealed lights. In the center of the
great chamber was a vast crystal door. Be-
fore the door were a score of Scarlet and
Gold robes, and among the devils I saw the
bare shoulders of Nonur, her body sheathed
in that glittering metal mesh, her face
writhing with frustration. I saw that that
door represented escape by the way they
paused before it, the way they looked at it.
Beside Nonur I saw several other women,
among them, strangely and impossibly,
several Tuons bound.

I sprang across the smooth, moist floor.
Already the flood was creeping in, even
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here. I slipped, went to one knee, got up,
crashed up the steps, sending the heavy-
bodied Red Robes sprawling. I stood a
half-dozen feet from Nonur, and a dozen
swords reached for my life. I crashed my
blade down upon them, whirled it aloft.
Behind me the horde of prisoners from the
arena pens poured in, screaming, bellow-
ing their anger and their exultation at sight
of Nonur.

We ringed that group with steel, and
sparks flew like rain as edge met edge, as
stroke met stroke. Savage, swarming death
loosed at last upon those‘who had meted
out death to all but their favorites for so
long on Venus. Death to those who had
raped every city, every hamlet, of children
at some time, who had preyed upon the
people of Venus as wolves upon sheep.

And we had her! She looked back at me,
with a strange waiting puzzling to me upon
her face. And then I saw what she waited
for! I knew what that doorway was, and I
shouted with sudden fear that she would
yet escape us. That door was to one of the
strange dream-mechs of the ancients!

They were built to serve the weary, the
escapist of their complex ancient life, and
they were built to exclude him from the
world, to save him from all possible con-
tact with the realities of life FOR SO
LONG A PERIOD AS HE SHOULD SET
THE TIMELOCK!

Nonur knew that no human power could
enter one of those monstrous machines once
they were shut and locked. The time lock
operates from the inside. Ponderously the
great crystalline outer door swung open,
Nonur and a score of her followers, as well
as the bound captives, pushed through after
her. The great door swung shut in our
faces. I stood there, among a hundred men
as baffled as myself. On the other side of
the crystal wall of the doorway, Nonur
laughed at me evilly, triumphantly, and
pointed to the prisoner who stood beside
her, her arms wound with the white plastic
cords of the ancient make. I had not
noticed these captives except that they were
Tuons, did not realize that by some passage
some of our own attack force had won to
Nonur and been captured. The face of the
one Nonur pointed out to me was Ceulna!
lovely Ceulna!

Ceulna, locked in the time-lock dream-
mech with Nonur and a score of the Hag-
men!



GODS OF VENUS

EHIND me I could hear Onua, knew
she had pushed on, stood now beside
me.

“She has but put off her fate. We will
await her emergence though it take a cen-
tury.”

I moaned. I gnashed my teeth uncon-
sciously.

“How long was it set for? Onua, tell me
more of the nature of what lies beyond.
Why can’t we break in and set her free?”

“They built imperishably, Jim Steel.
And they built those dream-palaces in
which to retire and be undisturbed. And
when they meant undisturbed they meant
undisturbed! No power on Venus today
could break into that impervious, circling
round-of-dreams.”

I pushed my face against the crystal
outer door, to see within what might yet
be a glimpse of my beloved Ceulna, my
warrior maid of Venus.

The great metal inner door, composed of
layer on layer of interlocking alloy, those
alloys no modern tool will even scratch, was
swinging slowly shut in answer to some
mechanism within so protected by the in-
sulative ray-impervious walls that the mag-
netic field of ray-neutralizing force laid
down by Eltona affected it not at all! Six
inches of space left by the slowly closing
massive metal, and just behind I saw
Ceulna’s lovely face, peering to catch a last
glimpse of myself. Behind, Nonur peered,
triumphant to see us frustrated of ven-
geance in the end. Seeing our love passing
thus between us, poignant at the separation
closing between us. Nonur’s face assumed
a sudden, diabolical, wickedly joyful ex-
pression. She whipped a knife from her
girdle, pressed it to Ceulna’s throat. As
the door closed between us, I saw the knife
flash in sudden slashing motion. Did I see
the blood spurt from her white throat? Had
Nonur only done it to leave me in torment,
timing her motion so that it would appear
to me she had slain Ceulna? Or had she
done it so that my last sight of her would
be of her slaying my own Ceulna? I could
not know; the sight was not clear. I seized
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Onua. My grasp hurt her; she winced.
“Did you see? Did she kill her?”
“No one could see for sure, Steel. I could

not make out whether she made a pretense

of the killing or did so in truth.”

“Onua, when will the door open? When
can we enter? We will get Eltona and blast
that place apart piece by piece.”

“No one can enter there, Steel, until the
time has passed. Not even Eltona! Every-
one who knows anything of the Elder race-
customs will know that. Those devices were
built to give them an inviolable place to
retire from this dull world into a world of
their own, furnished entirely by visions
from the dream machines within. We can
only wait and hope, and keep the magnetic
block-rays on so that she can not send a
rays out to see whether we still wait or not.”

“They have no food! They had not time
to gather supplies!”

“We don’t even know that, Jim. They
may be forced to emerge in weeks, and they
may not come out of there for years! We
can only wait and hope.”

I turned away, my head bowed. Like a
sick man, I could not bear more of the con-
tinual frustration of my hopes for a life of
some happiness, a natural human life.

Suddenly something broke within me,
and I turned again; flung myself at that
gleaming inscrutable plastic doorway which
had shut me off from all happiness. I tore
at it with my bare hands, fell and got up
again. Mouthing curses, I clawed at the
barrier between me and my only true love.

They picked me up, struggling and beat-
‘ng at them fiercely. They bore me away.
I have never asked what happened that
day. Nor does anyone intrude or call to
mind what we who wait here under Ekippe
may find when at last the inscrutable mech-
anism of the Elder retreat opens.

Only time will tell whether Nonur’s
dagger pierced that throat or only left me
with the tormenting vision of a thing that
seemed to be. And only time will deliver
Nonur into my hands at last!

But, inevitably, that time will come, and
I will be here!
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The EGG of TIME

by MILLEN COOKE

Edmund Latimer had a queer power. He
could control Time. It was, he said, because

we all live in our own little eggshell and

Time only exists for us —if we knew it!




It was a queer illusion: there
he was in the car, being killed,
and at the same time, there he
stood beside the tracks.
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N THE one thousand, nine hundred

and forty-seventh year of the old cal-

endar, Edmund Latimer had no idea
of his destiny. He dreamed, certainly, but
his dreams were concerned with other and
more nebulous ideas than his becoming a
great man and changing whole civilizations
with his discoveries and inventions. A year
or two before he hit upon the principle of
fire, he passed his eighteenth birthday very
quietly, half buried in the top of a straw-
stack. Here he had stretched himself in
luxurious isolation.

His body was engaged in the somewhat
complicated process of vigorously assimi-
lating an extra-large supply of unusual
delicacies. In honor of her offspring’s
successful establishment of an independent
existence upon the planet, Edmund’s ador-
ing mother had taxed her kitchen to the
limit of its store. Now, his stomach occu-
pied itself with its own affairs, and Ed-
mund’s mind went wandering, as it usually
did anyway, somewhere in the realms of
“thinking beyond thought,” naked, wild,
and free.

This habit of his mind both soothed and
fascinated Edmund. Almost anything could
induce the happy state, which, his relatives
declared, made him resemble a chicken
with its nose on a chalk line. On this occa-
sion it was undoubtedly the food, plus the
blue, clear sky that stretched changeless
and eternal-looking above his resting place.
All that, and the fact of his birthday, for
Edmund began to think, in that way he
had, about Time.

“Time,” said Edmund to himself, “is a
darned funny thing.” And he was off.
Three hours later when his father called
him down to help get the stock into the
barn he was still moving dimly through
the haze of his ideas.

“Pa,” he said meditatively, lapping his
elbows over the side of a box stall, “can
you remember all your life?”

Pa Latimer was trained and seasoned in
dealing with questions of this sort from
Edmund. He replied very quietly, “Why,
of course, son.”

“Then tell me what happened on this
day, say twenty-five years ago,” Edmund
demanded.

Mr. Latimer thought for a minute. “Now
let me see. That was the year we left
Topeka, and . . . No, it wasn’t, either.
It was the next year, and on thisday . . .”
He looked at Edmund’s serious, expectant
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face, and swore. Edmund didn’t turn a
hair, but his expression became mare sad
than serious: “Can’t you remember, Pa?”

“NO!” Latimer thundered, “and fur-
thermore there’s no man alive that could
remember a thing like that unless it was
something extraordinary and important.”

“I can remember that day,” said Ed-
mund simply, and walked out of the barn.

For a second or two Pa Latimer stood
stunned, not quite believing his own ears.
Then he roared, “Edmund Latimer, come
back in here!”

Edmund came back and stood in obedi-
ent, .if questioning, silence before his
father.

“I don’t know what to say to you, son,”’
Latimer began, “but if I heard what you
said, you as much as told me that you
could remember something that happened
twenty-five years ago.”

“That’s right, Pa,” said Edmund gently,
recalling what the scriptures have to say
about soft answers.

Pa Latimer’s voice was slow and edged
with an infinite sarcasm: “I beg your par-
don, boy, but how old do you say you
are?”

Edmund began to come out of his
dream, then, and to see the trap he had
walked into, but it was obviously too late
to back out, so he clung to his previous
statement. “I can remember, I said,” and
that was all he said.

He shut up his mouth like the door of
an iron safe, and probably shut up his
ears, too along with it. Certainly the many
thoughts his father found it necessary to
share with him upon the subject of veracity
among the Latimers made little or no im-
pression upon Edmund. In the end when
his father said, “Now what do you say for
yourself? What did you mean by saying
a fool thing like that?”” Edmund merely
said, very meekly, “Why nothing, Pa, only
I just know that on this day twenty-five
years ago your Pa offered to whale the tar
out of you for .. .”

“Ed!” Mr. Latimer interrupted, scan-
dalized, “Pa never offered to lay a hand
on any one of his sons—except the time
that— Say! Who let that out and told
you?”

“Nobody. I just remembered, Pa.”

Fear and fury rolled up like a great
cloud inside Pa Latimer. ‘“Eddie Latimer,
if your Ma has . . .”

Eddie was quick to the defense. “Oh
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no, Ma never said anything to me.” Then,
more quietly, as if there was no other ex-
planation—which there wasn’t: “I just
remembered, that’s all.”

The great cloud lifted, but it left a
grumbling. “Looks like you could have
remembered something else,” the elder Lat-
imer growled, but Eddie was already far
away again, and the incident died there—
or at least it was scotched for the time
being.

THE next Tuesday, Edmund Latimer
disappeared. Nothing was heard of or
from him for three whole days.

“The boy’s run off,” Ma said, wiping
back her tears, “and I don’t know that I
blame him for it, either. I heard you raise
your voice in wrath against him down there
in the barn the other evening. He’s sensi-
tive, Pa, and he’s taken it all to heart and
run off.” She put her head down on the
table and sobbed despairingly. Mr. Lati-
mer looked miserable, and went over in
his mind again all the justifications he had
devised to make his treatment of Edmund
upon that occasion seem reasonable to Ma.
It didn’t work, so he banged out of the
house and started down the path toward
the barn. Right in the middle of the path,
he met Edmund.

Edmund was walking along with his
head down, thinking, and Mr. Latimer
very nearly bumped into him before either
of them could stop. The odd thing was
that it was still broad daylight. Edmund
simply hadn’t been there, and then, all at
once, there he was, ambling along in that
dreamy way of his, not two feet from his
Pa. It was so disconcerting that Pa Lati-
mer had no time to recall anything about
the traditional or recommended treatment
of returning prodigals. He just stepped
aside out of the path, and Edmund walked
on toward the house, just as if he hadn’t
seen his father at all. In a moment or two
there were cries of joy from the kitchen,
and with a weary sigh Pa Latimer turned
back toward the house. “Might as well
see if I can find out what it’s all about,”
he muttered.

But there was no finding out. When
subjected to questioning, Edmund was very
unclear about the whole affair.

“Where have you been these three
days?” his Ma demanded.

“Why Ma, you know where I've been!”
Edmund was surprised. He began to give
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_an account of his doings, and it was letter-

perfect—except for the fact that he began
it six days back instead of three, and when
he came to the end of it, there were the
last three days still unaccounted for.

“Eddie,” his father tried again, “we
want to know what happened during these
last three days.”

Edmund was genuinely puzzled. ‘“But
Pa,” he said, “I just told you . . .”

Pa and Ma Latimer looked at one an-
other over the head of their bewildered
and bewildering son, and Ma said: “Am-
nesia.”

So they bundled him off to a doctor in
town—a very young doctor who was full
of all the latest ideas and the newest names
for what ailed people. He got a little far-
ther with Edmund than the Latimers had,
but not much.

“Tell me, Edmund,” he began in a con-
fidential tone, “what were you doing just
before you came back to the house?”

“Walking,” Edmund replied without
hesitation. :

The Latimers beamed at one another.
It took a scientific training to learn how
to ask the right questions.

“Walking where?” urged the Doctor.

Edmund became a little impatient under
this grilling.

“Just walking. Down in the woodlot,
and then out across the pasture, and then
back to the house. Oh, and I sat in the
straw-stack for a half an hour or so.”

“Is that all, Edmund?” the Doctor
probed.

“Sure.” .[Edmund replied. His expression
said: What the heck is all this about?

Little beads of perspiration hung like
dew upon the Doctor’s forehead. He
played his ace. “How long do you think
you were gone, Edmund?” he asked.

Edmund frowned and puzzled for a
minute. “I can’t tell,” he said, “I didn’t
take my watch, and if I had I probably
wouldn’t have looked at it. You see, I was
thinking, and when I'm thinking . . .’

The Doctor waved a hand. “Yes, yes,
Edmund, we know,” he said quickly, “but
can you make a guess? About how long
do you think you were away?”

Edmund thought hard again. Then he
was definite. “Three hours,” he said. “I
came back because I thought it must be
about time to help get in the stock.”

The Doctor, and Ma, and Pa Latimer
all let their breaths out at once, and Ed-



Edmund walked off down
the lane —and disap-
peared for three days . ..
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mund looked pleased with himself as
though he had got the right answer at last.
Almost immediately he lapsed into more
interesting thoughts. Almost immediately
the Doctor yanked him out of them again.

“Do you want to know how long you
really were gone?” he asked Edmund.

Edmund blinked.

“You were gone,” continued the Doctor,
as Edmund made no other reply, “three
days.” The Doctor underlined his words
with heavy emphasis. The change in Ed-
mund was electric! He sat up so quickly
that the others drew back involuntarily,

as people do who have been startled by a’

jack-in-the-box.
“Three days!” he exclaimed. “Gosh! I
must have slowed myself up!”

AND that was the end and all they
could get out of him about the matter.
They took him home where he appeared
to be his normal self again. That is, he
went about his duties, thinking furiously,
saying little, and tinkering to all hours in
the little hen-house he had converted into
a workshop.

Nearly a month went by, serenely. Then
one morning Edmund was observed back-
ing his Ford up to the workshop door. He
crept underneath it with something small
and mechanical, which he attached some-
where under the body. Then he crawled
out again, drove the Ford into the yard,
loaded it up with the various things that
were to be taken to town, and with a wave
of his arm, was off down the lane in a cloud
of dust.

“Humph!” Pa Latimer grunted from
his seat on the back porch. “What kind
of a gadget do you suppose he’s hooked
up to it now?”

“Hard to tell, Pa,” sighed Mrs. Latimer.
They both hoped it would work better
than the gas-saver he had tried out on the
previous automobile. Pa still wore a cou-
ple of ‘souvenirs, in scar-tissue, collected
from vagrant bits of flying glass and metal
that resulted from that experiment. Since
that unhappy day there had been a firm
agreement in the family that Edmund’s
gadgets were to be tried out omly when
other members of the tribe were accounted
for and able to maintain a comfortabl
distance. ‘

LEROY TAPPER, the neighbor’s boy,
brought Edmund home about an hour
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later. He said he’d seen the whole thing,
just as it happened. There was a railroad
crossing about two miles from the Latimer
farm. It was an ordinary grade, crossing,
but the road ran along parallel with the
tracks for about half a mile before it sud-
denly swung to the left at a right angle
and crossed them. This made a bad cor-
ner, in a way, but it did force people com-
ing toward town to slow down before they
dashed across the tracks. Even so, there
was hardly any excuse for being hit there,
since the railway was plainly visible for
more than a mile either way.

Leroy said he wasn’t more than a quar-
ter of a mile behind Edmund when he
turned into the straight stretch -of road
that ran along beside the tracks. He saw
a train coming. It was a long one, and he
knew Edmund would have to wait for it,
so he stepped on the gas.

“Thought I'd speed up and catch him
at the crossing,” he said, “and say hello.”

He saw Edmund in the Ford coming
nearer and nearer to the corner and the
crossing. He saw the train pounding along
toward the same spot. He calculated, and
then, horrified, he yelled.

“I knew it wouldn’t do a bit of good,”
he said, “but I couldn’t help it. I had to
yell. - The darned fool never even slowed
up for the corner. He just whizzed around
it and right out in front of the train. The
engineer saw him at the last second and
must have pulled the whistle-cord out by
the roots. I saw the cow-catcher hit the
Ford in the middle, and all sorts of things
went up in the air. Then I got sick.”

As soon as he had regained command of
himself, Leroy drove up to the crossing.
The train had pulled clear of the road and
stopped. The excited crew were busy pick-
ing vegetables and bits of wreckage of the
locomotive, and running back along the
train toward the crossing. When he, too,
reached the crossing, Leroy got his second
shock. He had steeled himself to discover
Edmund in bits and pieces, and had al-
ready made up his mind to the horrid task
that lay ahead.

But no. There, on the far side of the
tracks, in the middle of the dusty road,
stood Edmund, without a scratch on him.
His expression was that of a man con-
fronted with an insoluble problem, faced
with the sudden defection of a natural law,
deserted by fact, and left without any sort
of explanation for events and circum-
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stances.

“He’s dazed!” said a brakeman.

“No, he’s just Edmund,” said Leroy.
Then the enormity of it all hit him, and
he sat down on a rail and cried like a baby.

ATER, after the conductor had writ-

ten everything down, and they had
picked up what could be salvaged from the
remains of Edmund’s load, they put every-
thing into Leroy’s truck and started back
toward the Latimer place.

“Tell me, Edmund,” queried Leroy,
“what made you do it? Didn’t you see
the train?”

“Sure I saw the train,” Edmund an-
swered, “but the thing didn’t work.”

“What thing?”

“The thing I made to speed up the car.”
Edmund’s voice was muffled. He was al-
ready far away in thought. They drove
on for a little while in silence, then Ed-
mund fairly exploded:

“Gosh! I speeded up, didn’t I?” and
he beamed upon Leroy. ‘It worked for
me, but it didn’t work for the Ford. Now
why do you suppose . ..” He lapsed
again into a silence that he had not broken.
Leroy said, “I don’t know what you’re
talking about,” and brought him home.

Ma Latimer looked at Pa, and they
sighed. “It’s all right, Leroy,” Pa said.
“We know what he meant, I guess . . .”
He turned to Edmund, “Or do we now?
Eddie!”

Edmund came out of his trance. ‘“Yes,
Pa?” .

“Talk!” Mr. Latimer commanded.

Edmund tried to find words. “It’s like
this, Pa,” he began, “there’s a little thing
in your brain—or somewhere up there—at
least it seems to be in your head. You can
feel it working when it works, and when
it doesn’t work you can’t feel it. It makes
things look like a kind of brightness is all
over them. When it works you can re-
member things, sometimes even things that
have happened to other people. If it gets
going hard enough in a certain direction,
then things happen to you that don’t hap-
pen to other people. Like me, getting lost,
for example. That time I got it going the
wrong way, and slowed myself up.”

“Wait a minute,” Leroy cut in, “do you
mean to say you can tinker with time?”

Edmund wasn’t sure. “I don’t know,
Leroy,” he said. “I don’t think it’s tinker-
ing, as you say, so much as it’s just find-
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ing out what makes time and how to get
around in it. Look,” he continued with
sudden inspiration, “it’s like living in an
egg'”

At this point Pa Latimer got up and
walked away without another word. There
was a limit to his understanding, and a
limit to what he could stand. Edmund had
reached both with that remark, but Ma
nodded her head, and Leroy said, “Go on,
Ed.” i

“Everybody,” Edmund went on, “lives
in a little egg of time that’s all his own.
Everything does, for that matter, but
what its time will be like depends on what
it’s made of. Things like stones and iron
and dead wood can’t control what goes on
inside that egg. Only living things can
do that, and human beings can do it best
of all because they have that little thing
in their heads to do it with.”

“I don’t know where he gets it!” Ma
exclaimed. She was fascinated. She didn’t
understand a bit of it, but she loved to
hear Eddie talk.

“You mean,” Leroy said, “that you can
lengthen and shorten your hours and min-
utes, if you want to?”

“Sure.”

Leroy snorted: “I don’t believe it!”

Edmund smiled. Then he said, “Ma,
where’s my watch?” The watch was
tracked down verbally, and finally brought
out of its retirement in the pocket of a
pair of blue-jeans in the washhouse. Ed-
mund held it up in front of Leroy’s nose.

“You know this watch?”

“Naturally,” replied Leroy.

“All right,” Edmund laid down the
rules. “You hold it with yours until you're
satisfied they’re running at the same rate.”

Leroy shook his head. “We don’t have
to do that, Edmund,” he said. “I know
that watch is perfect. They could set the
courthouse clock by it if they wanted to.”

Edmund thrust the watch into his pocket
and sat down again on the step. He held
his hands out where it could be seen that
he wasn’t touching the watch in any way.

“I'm going to sit here for fifteen min-
utes by your watch,” he announced. “Do
yowwant me to sit slow or fast?”

“What?” cried Ma Latimer in astonish-
ment.

“I get it,” said Leroy. “You sit fast,
Edmund, and I'll time you.”

So they all sat still for fifteen minutes
by Leroy’s watch. Nothing happened, ap-
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parently. Edmund didn’t seem to change,
although Ma Latimer said, after a while,
that it seemed to her Edmund was breath-
ing more rapidly than usual. In fifteen
minutes to the dot Leroy called “Time,”
and Edmund got to his feet. He walked
over to Ma Latimer and said, “You fish
the watch out, Ma, I don’t want to touch
it.”
Ma took the watch out of his pocket
and they all compared it with Leroy’s.
“It’s a miracle!” Ma Latimer exclaimed.
Leroy’s watch had run fifteen minutes,
while Edmund’s had run a half-hour.
“Shall T sit slow for you now, Leroy?”
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Edmund asked, a little eagerly. This was
fun, and a fine chance to show off his abili-
ties to an appreciative audience. Leroy,
however, suddenly remembered that he had
to get to town or get home, one or the
other, and appeared to be in a great hurry
to get out into the lane.

“Now what do you suppose got into him
all at once?” Ma said, and went into the
kitchen to see about dinner.

Edmund sat on the porch, and sat slow
for a long time, just for the fun of it, but
he was careful not to lose track of himself
again. There had, he figured, been enough
excitement for one day.

HOWORABLE -

LET US GIVE THANKS!

It demonstrates how successful was the
campaign we instituted with “The Fire
Trail,” by Oge Make, and “Plight Of The Navaho”
in the January issues of all the Ziff-Davis Fiction
Group. We scooped every news source in the
country, including Time by at least a week.
Most satisfactory, of course, is the immense suc-
cess of our plea for aid. There will be no starving
Navajo this winter! Or any other winter. Ameri-
cans, and especially readers of this magazine, can
be proud of what they have achieved!

THE above telegram is our prized possession.

In a matter of weeks, the plight of the Navajo
became top news. Radio stations broadcast our
plea, newspapers ran the story, Time ran it a week
later, Harpers ran an article, Fortune took up the
fight, American Legion commanders took local ac-
tion, Hollywood stars formed a relief movement,
Walter Winchell broadcast a plea, and, best of all,
Washingten’s Social Security Board ordered New
Mezxico and Arizona Social Security agencies to ac-
cept 11,000 Indian cases or face the loss of $7,000,~
000 federal funds. They provided 2 millions!

Americans, we are proud of you!
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EVERYTHING...

BUT THE SINK

by Berkeley Livingston

c« ND how was everything at the office
A yesterday?”’

Gao Sanro lifted his eyes from
the Gawoo N ews and bent a slow and com-
pletely suspicious look at his wife. Sanro
didn’t like the tone of his wife’s voice. Not
one bit, he didn’t! What was more, if he
knew his wife, and Sanro knew her a great
deal better than most men ever get to know
their wives, she didn’t ask questions like
that unless . . . He cleared his throat
and said:

“Oh . . . ’bout the same as the day be-
fore. Why?”

She turned her head aside as she poured
the stimulating offecay into his cup.

“Nothing. Just that I called. And you
weren’t in . . .”

Sanro slammed his paper to the table in
high dudgeon. There was no low dudgeon
on Asmadasma, the planet on which Sanro
and his wife lived.

“T wasn’t in!” his voice held a rich tone
of scorn. “And that is supposed to mean
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All four fists began flying . . .
she certainly was in a ragel

Gao Sanro was a gay blade — or so he
thought. When his wife found out what he
was up to — brother! Anyway, crockery be-

gan flying, even into the fourth dimension!

something, isn’t it?”

“Only that you weren’t in,” she said
easily, while she poured some offecay for
herself.

“Must we play these games at every
breakfast?” Sanro asked wearily.
you think of the simple answer that I might
have had some business engagement?”

“I could and probably did,” she said,
looking him straight in the eyes. “Then I
remembered yesterday was holiday. Some-
thing yox forgot to remember. Holiday
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“Can’t

means all business closes . . .”

But Gao Sanro had a mind that operated
efficiently in emergencies. It was obvious
this was an emergency. Certainly it
wouldn’t do to tell the truth. That he and
that very lovely new secretary he had hired
had taken an excursion trip out to .. .
He stopped thinking about it. He drooled
at the thought of what had happened.

“Precisely why I went down,” he said.
“I had made arrangements to meet Ishkay
Morhashphy, the importer of the Onmus-
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Bird Feathers, and I forgot. So I called
him and we met at the pavilion on Uverlay
Island. I’m pleased to say our conference
turned out very well. Matter of fact I
managed to get enough feathers out of
Ishkay to feather that dress you want-
ed. ...

Forgotten were her suspicions of her hus-
band at the mention of the fabled and
terribly hard to get Osmus-Bird feathers.
Why only last week Mrs. Ocsabot had slyly
told, the mean old fitch, about how she was
getting a dress with a collar made of the
feathers. Hoho! That old fitch! Now
she’ll keep that yap closed . . .

Mrs. Sanro sped around the table and
planted a kiss on her husband’s lips. He
hastily sucked his plate back in—she some-
times forgot the suction of her lips—and
smiled at her.

“You darling!” she crowed. “You old,
old, darling!”
That was odd, Sanro thought. The girl

had used exactly the same expression yes-
terday when he had given her the gift of
a jacket. This time he let the thought of
her stay in his mind. He rose, dusted his
lips daintly with the napkin and stretched
to his full nine hundred and fifty feet. His
waistcoat slipped above the waistband of
his trousers and though he pulled it down
immediately it still showed a few feet of
white shirting. Better stop off and look
at that new girdle they were showing for
men. Gettin’ too much gut lately, Sanro
thought abstractedly as he made for the
hall . . .

His wife also rose and looked after the
departing husband with an expression
which was half admiration, half distaste.
He was such a—she searched for a word
and found it—he was such a pouter of a
man, a little man. For Mrs. Sanro was a
full twenty-five feet taller than her hus-
band. He was quite short. Men averaged
twelve hundred feet on Asmadasma. She
knew why she had married him, all right.
He was an excellent provider. And when
she buttered him right, as she could do on
occasion, he was most bountiful.

The door closing announced his depar-
ture. Mrs. Sanro sighed and made for the
kitchen, her mind on the dress she was to
get.

She hummed an accompaniment to the
music coming from the oidar set as she
washed the dishes and stacked them in or-
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der on the sink. Then drawing another
cup of offecay she sat down to the day’s
news and the society column. Suddenly
her eyes found the day’s suggestion for the
housewifely cook. A new kind of cake

which used only eighty pounds of
ragus . . . H’'m. Might as well see how it
comes out. Mrs. Sanro loved cake.

Mrs. Sanro got all the ingredients ready,
got the mixing bowl off one of the shelves
and plugged it in. She shrieked in fear as
sparks shot from the connection. There
was a vivid flash of light, a crisp odor of
something burning, and all the lights went
out in the kitchen. Mrs. Sanro used ex-
pressions quite unladylike and ran for the
enoph.

P

L ELL,” said the repairman, as he did

something to one of the wires he
had laid bare, “I guess you did it, lady.
Gonna have to take this phase off the gravi-
ty-dimensiono belt . . .”

“Is that good or bad?”” Mrs. Sanro asked
fearfully. She knew nothing whatever
about these things. Even less than her
husband who couldn’t nail something with-
out getting the hammer mixed up with his
thumb.

“Ain’t good, that’s for sure,” he said.
“Lucky you didn’t blow the whole circuit.
You might have gone into the third dimen-
sion somewhere. Maybe landed on some
planet we read about . . . Oh, it’ll be an
inconvenience for the next two days. You
won’t be able to cook, for one thing. But
you will have lights. I rigged an emergency
outlet. That’ll hold till we get this fixed
up. But let me warn you, lady. Don’t
throw things! The gravity-dimensiono belt
is off and whatever you throw will simply
disappear . . .”

She shook her head as though she under-
stood. There 4ad been something in the
papers about someone who had thrown a
baby when the belt was off.

“But what’ll I do?” she wailed.

He shrugged his shoulder and said:

“See an eivom. Or better, go to Uverlay
Island . . .”

She brightened at that. Of course. Why
not? The pavilion was lots of fun.

He continued:

“Lots of ladies go there. They got a
couple shows an’ shops. Besides, you were
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There was something very much like
a hurricane in the lady’s eyes . . .

They got the best
bake shop on the island you ever saw.”

Mrs. Sanro looked at the time. H’'m. If
she hurried she could meet her husband for
‘lunch and spend the rest of the day on the
island . . .

gonna make a cake.

L .

HE has such nice arms, Mr. Sanro
thought. And those hands! Aah! Two
of them were caressing his balding head
while the other two played with his ears.
They certainly weren’t like his wife’s hands
or arms. Those resembled tree trunks . . .
He sighed gently as she continued to ruffle
the thin locks.

“Does mah 1i’] ole daddikin’s love his 1i’l
ole honeylambikins?’’ she cooed in a south-
ern accent. She came from the South,
South Asmadasma.

“A co’se ah does,” he began. He straight-
ened up suddenly and continued in a more
natural voice. “Of course, Miss Zsym-
syphrxy I think we’ve gone into that be-
fore. . .”” He suddenly wished she had a
more pronounceable name. “Er. Suppose

we, er, well, it’s so beastly warm in the
office. Shall we go to Uverlay Island?
It’ll be cooler there.”

She cooed:

“Mistuh Sanro, you uttahly charmin’
man! How did you-all know I been wantin’
to go theah?”

Sanro heaved another sigh. Ishkay cer-
tainly knew how to pick them. This one
was the best Ishkay had ever sent him.
A jewel of a secretary she was. A bit on
the expensive side. Still . . .

“Very well then,” he said. ‘“Now sup-
pose we get that correspondence off? By
that time it should be the lunch hour. . .”

“Lunch houah?” she trilled sadly and
delightfully.

He knew what she meant. “Figurative-
ly speaking, my dear,” he made haste to
say. “Of course we won’t worry about the
time.”

She kissed him quickly as she slid off his
lap and found her seat,by his side. She
was the prim Miss Zsymsyphrxy, the per-
fect secretary, as she waited for his dicta-

tion. . .
¥ ok k¥
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ISS GLAPHAS OCSABOT walked

with an odd quiver to her posterior.
She looked as though she could never quite
make it through a swinging door unless
she did it sideways. Her breath came in
quick panting gasps as she stepped smartly
along toward that simply wonderful bake
shop on the Pavilion. But her thoughts
were not on pastries.

That poor Mrs. Sanro, she thought.
Such a shame, too. Those simply silly
clothes she wore. And always thinking she
was the best-dressed woman in the block.
H'm! Why she looked like an old fright
in those perfectly ridiculous clothes she
bought. And that utterly silly man of hers!
Why everyone knew he was just an old
roué. Why he’d even made a pass, the
thought made the blood rise to her cheeks,
at her. Oh, she was quite sure of it. Well,
he wasn’t so old anyway. It was probably
living with that woman that made him look
that way.

And suddenly Miss Oscabot stopped
dead in her tracks.

Her eyes widened in surprise. For a
second she didn’t know whether her eyes
had deceived her or not. Then she was
sure. It was Mr. Sanro. And with a

. a . .. well there was only the word
for it, hussy. Surely that hair wasn’t hers
by nature. Miss Oscabot found a doorway
and peered around its edge. Aah! The
two of them had gone into that cafe . . .
A bright smile lifted the sour veil from
her lips. This was going to be a dish she
was going to enjoy eating over and over
again.

She waited until the door closed on the
two before moving from the shelter of the
doorway. Then she didn’t go to the cafe.
Instead she found an open enohp booth.
As she dialed a number, her teeth gleamed
blackly in a smile.

“Hello, hello,” she called into the mouth-
piece. “Mrs. Sanro . . .? Thisisa friend.
I have just seen your husband. He is in
the Somuch Cafe on Uverlay Island. You
should come out. . .”

The smile was still bright on her lips as
she placed the receiver back on its hook.
If she knew women, the one at the other
end of the enohp was hot enough to
burn. . .

Miss Glaphas Oscabot was humming a
tune as she walked toward that perfectly
delightful bake shop. .
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UT Mrs. Sanro,” the receptionist said
hastily. “Your husband stepped out,
I mean . ..”

“I know what you mean,” Mrs. Sanro
said darkly. “I just wanted to use his
enohp. And young woman. . .”

“Yes. . .27

“Don’t try listening in. Understand?”

The receptionist shook her head. She
understood all right. Listen in. Heavens!
It was the last thing she weuld ever think
of doing.

Mrs. Sanro dialed a number. A woman’s
voice answered.

“Is Mr. Morhashphy in?” Mrs. Sanro
asked.

The answer was in the affirmative.

“T’d like to talk to him. . .” There was
a wait and then a masculine voice came on.
“Mr. Morhashphy, this is Mrs. Sanro. I'm
calling to thank you for the feathers. . .
Why the feathers my husband is having
made into a dress, the ones you gave him.
Oh, you do remember then? Good. Frank-
ly, I want to apologize to you because I
accused my husband of something which
wasn’t so. Here I thought he was out
having a good time and now I found out it
was true, that you and he had a confer-
ence in the office . . . Of course I was
wrong! I know that now . . . Well, thanks
again for the feathers. And do come out.
It’s been a long time since you last came
over. 'Bye. . .”

Her eyes were bleak and stormy as she
placed the enohp on its cradle. The nasty
little sneak. So he thought he could get
away with it. Well, he was going to find
out differently. “ A thought came to her
mind. The Island was only a short distance
away. She could get there and perhaps
catch him in the very act. The recep-
tionist ducked her head as Mrs. Sanro
swept past. There was something very
much like a hurricane in the lady’s eyes. . .

% ok ok ¥

ONEY CHILE,” Miss Zsymsyphryx
cooed, “Ah jus’ adoahs this place.”
“Hrmph,” Sanro cleared his throat.
“Yes. Yes, indeed. But is it necessary to
sit so far from me?”

She fluttered the index finger of one of
her hands in front of her eyes while the
other three hands were busy in patting her
hair, fixing her make-up and feeding her
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mouth. She just ‘adoahed’ the food in
this cafe. ‘“Now lambikins!” she cau-
tioned. ‘“People might see us.”

Sanro looked at the four walls which
enclosed them completely and wondered
how that could be done without breaking
them down. He grinned slyly. She was
just being coy, of course. Well, she’d soon
get over that. After all, she hadn’t played
games the last time they were together. He
reached over and started to pull her toward
him.

His head rocked back and slammed
against the back of the seat as one of her
hands stopped doodling with her hair and
came stingingly against his cheek.

“Now Mister Sanro,” she said smilingly.
“We mustn’t.,”

“The heck you say,” he said, and reached
with all four of his hands for her. “I don’t
like coyness. . .” :

Wham! He felt as if he'd been hit by
the building. He’d never imagined any-
thing could move with the speed of those
dainty hands. They were dainty no longer.
Her fists landed with the impact of ham-
mer blows. He ducked, covering himself as
best he could with protecting elbows and
arms, yet somehow she always managed
to get through.

“Stop! Stop!” he squealed.

“Darn right!” she said savagely. “But
first . . . Ugh!” she grunted as she got a
last blow in. Then without a further word,
she got up and started for the door.

“Wait! Miss Zsyms. . .” he bleated.

She turned and he shrank from the fury .

in her eyes. “And if you think I’'m giving
back those rings you gave me, you're
crazy. . .’

“Will there be anything else, sir?” the
waiter asked, coming in on hearing the
door close. He had seen the girl leave.

“No. I think I’'ve had enough,” Sanro
said sadly. He looked blankly at the waiter
for a second, then suddenly said, “Wait!
Uh, clear these dishes off and bring me
some iskewhey.”

At least he'd get something out of the
afternoon. A good drunk on. . .

The waiter started to close the door on
~ his customer, but stopped at sight of the
woman standing nearby. She jerked her
head from side to side as her eyes swept
the panels of blank-faced doors confronting
her. There was something very martial
about her. Suddenly the waiter knew for
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whom she was looking.

“Can I help you?” he asked.

“I’'m looking for a little man, about
fifty feet shorter than you,” Mrs. Sanro
said. “I was told he was dining here.”

“On the bald side, around fifty. . .?” the
waiter said.

She nodded her head.

The waiter pointed with a finger to the
door he had been about to close. She
marched past him without a word and
slammed the door on his inquisitive nose.

“Darling!” Sanro crowed. “Why, how
did you know I was here?”

HER mouth hung down past her third
chin. She kept looking wvaguely
around as if searching for something. Yet
she knew it was in vain. There was no
one in the room besides her husband. It
was a sheer impossibility for anyone to
be there. Unless they were under the table.
She gave him a sickly smile. “Why—
why I thought I'd come down and sur-
prise you,” she said. ‘“Have lunch with
you. But I was told ... I mean. ..’
Her eyes begged forgiveness. Until they
spotted the bottle of iskewhey. “Gao!” she
bleated. “What are you doing with that?”
“So you want to know what I'm doing
with it?”’ he asked softly. Her sudden and
strange appearance, coming on top of what
had happened with the girl, and her un-
doubted surprise at seeing him alone when
she had expected obviously to find him
otherwise engaged was a tip-off that some-
one had talked. He had been very fright-
ened at first. But as she babbled on he
realized that his was the upper hand.
“Well, I'll tell you. I'm getting drunk.
That’s what I'm doing. And do you know
why? Because I've got a wife who doesn’t
trust me. Who follows me around. Who
thinks every time I leave the office it’s for
an amorous rendezvous. That’'s why I'm
getting drunk.”

She sat down by his side and tried to
put her arms around him but he repulsed
her.

‘“Please! Please!” she begged forgive-
ness. “I was wrong. But what could I do
when some old fitch calls me up and says
she saw you and a strange woman enter-
ing this restaurant? Then when I went to
your office you weren’t there. And I did
the most terrible thing. I calledIshkay...”

But Sanro was way ahead of her. “And
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Ishkay, I suppose said he knew nothing
about the feathers?” he said.

“Yes,” she said in a low, miserable voice.

“Of course he did!” Sanro roared. “I
told him to keep silent, no matter who
asked about them. I told you they were
hard to get. Ishkay got them through a
smuggler. Do you think he’d talk? But
still I knew you. So I told him not even
to my wife, the miserable woman.”

“Oh. Iam that,” shesaid.

He was smart enough to let it ride.
She’d dig her grave. Of that he had no
doubts.

Quite suddenly she burst into tears. She
fell sobbing to his shoulders. He held her
with two hands, but the other two were
busy in pouring another glass of iskewhey.

“Why did everything have to go wrong
today?” she asked bitterly. “First the con-
nection, then that horrible person, and I'll
bet my life it was that Oscabot woman who
called, and last the attitude of your recep-
tionist. . .”

Sanro made a mental note to fire her.

“ . . and now to find you here, drink-
ing alone.”

“A man can enjoy a drink now and then
without people thinking him a drunkard, I
hope?” Sanro said with great dignity.

“Of course, of course,” she said. “I
didn’t mean anything by it.”

“Then why don’t you go home, now
that you have seen how badly you have
made me feel,” Sanro said.

It was the clincher. She burst into a
wild paroxysm of tears which ended rather
quickly. She dried her eyes on a bit of
linen from her purse and sniffling several
times in self-pity, got up and shook her
head.

“Yes. T'll go,” she said. ‘“Honey, when
you get home you’re going to get a very
pleasant surprise. I promise you. Some-
thing you haven’t had in a long time.”

Sanro smiled secretively as she left the
booth. And poured himself another drink.
And another until the bottle was empty.
Then he headed back to the office. There
were a couple of calls he had to make.
Ishkay would have to be warned for one
thing, and another, maybe he had another
secretary for him. Only a more acquiescent
one this time, Sanro hoped.

RS. SANRO hummed a lively tune
as she prepared for her husband’s
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homecoming. She was in the kitchen pre-
paring the surprise she had spoken of, a
dish he was very fond of, Osmus Bird eggs.
She had bought them on the black market
of course, and paid a very high price. But
she didn’t care.

She was very careful. That thinguma-
jig the repairman had spoken of was still
off. So she didn’t throw stuff around as
was her usual wont. At last, just as the
dish was done, she heard the light footsteps
of Sanro in the hall.

She was unusually affectionate, kissing
him endearingly in a long embrace. He
was quite breathless when she was through.

“Is this the surprise?” he asked.

“Oh no! It’s much nicer than that,” she
said. ‘“Now you wash up and set down to
the table and you’ll soon see.”

He crowed in delight when he saw the
dish. If there was anything in particular
in the way of food Sanro liked it was
Osmus Bird eggs. She started to serve him
but before she could there was an inter-
ruption. The buzzer in the kitchen sounded.

She opened the door and saw it was a
uniformed messenger.

“A package for Mr. Sanro,” the boy
said. “From Miss Zsyms—from a lady.”
He couldn’t get over her name.

Mrs. Sanro gave the four rings in the
package a cursory glance. She was far
more interested in the note which came
with them. In effect the note said that the
girl was sorry about what had happened
that afternoon and that Sanro had a lot
of nerve attempting what he did, but she
forgave him. What was more she was re-
turning the rings because she didn’t want
Sanro to think she wasn’t a nice girl.

She laid the open package at the side of
Sanro’s plate and made sure that he saw
the note beside it. Then she turned and
started for the cabinets where she kept her
dishes. But he wasn’t looking at his wife.
His eyes were fixed in a blank look of
horror on the rings and note.

“Darling! Look!”

He heard her words as from a long dis-
tance. He raised his eyes and a wild fright
gleamed in them. His mouth opened and
he shrieked:

“Wait! Wait honey! That’s your good
set. . .”
But it was too late. She was standing by
the open cabinet. Three of her arms held
long rows of the largest dishes the cab-
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inet contained, most of them some twenty-
five feet in diameter. And even as he
shrieked in dismay she let go with the first
of a barrage. It barely missed his head.
For the next twenty minutes Sanro was
busier than he had ever been. They were
so busy, one throwing and the other duck-
ing, that they didn’t see what was hap-
pening to the dishes. They simply disap-
peared. . . The gravity-dimensiono belt
was still off. . .
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CLARENCE BENDIX looked up and
blinked his eyes rapidly. No! He was
seeing things. He peered through narrowed
eyes again at what his eyes were seeing on
the face of the sunsetting sky. Saucers!
Flying saucers. Either that or some new
form of plane. Immediately the thought
came to him, they were from another
planet. But when he spoke of them later
he called them flying disks. . .
THE END

*

OME of the technological improvements
S that always follow a war have led to their

use in peaceful fields. This is not to justify
the war but it at least shows that some good
comes of it.

Invariably, following a war, deep-sea research
takes a turn for the better. Often in wartime
ships carrying expensive nonperishable cargoes
are sunk, and it is worth the while of any man
to attempt to recover that lost wealth. In ad-
dition there is a frantic effort on the part of
scientists to make use of every possible improve-
ment that the war has produced in machinery
and in methods. This then accounts—the latter,
that is—for the Piccard brothers’ renewed efforts
at attaining the depths. Another great technician,
Lt. Commander Rieseberg, is turning his efforts
once again toward the salvage of sunken ships
with the idea of recovering their commercially
valuable cargoes.

Rieseberg is well known for his famous work
work as a deep sea diver. He is no less known
for his extraordinarily fine management of diving
operations from the executive standpoint. He has
the faculty of being both a thinker and a man of
action. He can translate plans into reality, a type
of action that is sadly lacking these days. In any
event he has designed a new device for working
in the depths of the ocean. It is a self-contained
caterpillar tank, linked to surface at will by a
cable but capable of independant motion of its
own.

The only previously constructed device with
which it might be compared is the metal diving
suit designed some years ago which permitted a
man to attain great depths and work at those
depths independent of surface air. This metal
suit, however, confined the operator to limited
motion and furthermore a man has only so much
strength to operate its almost rigid arms. Hence
the need of a similar if more powerful invention.
Riesesberg’s gadget fills the bill. It is an in-
genious machine.

Imagine something straight out of science fic-
tion. His machine is a tank essentially, riding on
caterpillar treads driven by electric motors. These

SALVAGE IN THE SEA
By CHARLES RECOUR

*

treads may be operated from storage batteries
within the airtight undersea craft, or through a
power cable from a ship above. Looking some-
what like a pyramid on treads the monstrous
machine is studded with arms and jaws capable
of independent movement and under the exact
control of the two or three operators within the
cabin confines. The arms are operated by a
series of levers ingeniously arranged to enable
them to grasp almost anything ranging from a
toothpick to a treasure chest. Because the power
furnished to operate them is hydraulic, as in a
brake, almost unlimited forces may be exerted.
Many different attachments have been designed
to supplement the capabilities of the arms. For
example, if it so desired, an underwater cutting
oxy-acetylene torch may be fastened to one or
more arms and these used to cut their way into
a sunken ship’s hull. Or perhaps a huge pair of
metal-cutting shears may be connected to an arm.
Peering through the heavy glass ports into depths
as great as three miles, the operators can per-
form almost any action they desire, just as if
they were working calmly at the bench of a shop
above the sea.

The air supplied them comes from bottles of
oxygen within the hull of the strange undersea
mobile, and electric power to furnish the basis
of operation may come from one of the two
sources mentioned above. The ship may cruise
slowly at a maximum rate of about five miles
per hour over the bottom of the sea. Or it may .
be lowered and lifted into position at the com-
mand of the crew through either ordinary elec-
tric telephone connections or through a sonic
communicator.

Nor is the vessel helpless in an emergency.
Should the occasion arise that forces them to
ascend to the surface, a signal to the ship above
—and up goes the craft at the end of the cable.
If it is not connected to the cable there are emer-
gency buoyancy tanks and spare tanks of air
which will empty them of their water and al-
most like a cork the vessel will shoot surface-
ward. But the dangers of the sea remain—not
even time will eliminate them.



Flesh Against Spirit

by Alexander Blade

Lifeis a peculiar thing. What does occur
whenwedie? Is therereally a scientific basis
for a "spirit"” world? If so, how would it be?

S YOU know, Far-spanning One, in
the depths of space much life dwells,
of divers kinds. Where no dying

sun breeds no early death, far in the lanes
of infinite freedom, there are vast tides of
force. Sometimes the wash of these tides

of many thousands of years.

There are two tides of force predomi-
nant, and one is life-giving, and one is
death-bringing.

Far out where no great sphere of matter
exists to draw the minute birth particles

crosses your earth, but only at intervals of matter together, there the great waves
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of energy dash on and on forever through
the dark spaces—these are the Tides of
Tlee.

It is there that the Gods of the Flesh
live, those who have never died. They
follow the Tides of Tlee in great life-ships,
and they grow ever greater, for the force
of the tide flows is strengthening and none
who live at the peak waves of the tides
ever die.

Their life is a following of the great
tides through space, an ever-voyaging on
and on. They are the pioneers who never
stop their search for better life. And they
find it too.

There is yet another tide sweeps across
the placid fields of the night. It is made
up of the gathering together of the parti-
cles of energy which have been infected
with disintegrance, but are not yet wholly
repellent each of the other.

These, gradually growing more and more
repellent of all things and each other, find
their course directed eventually toward
that place in space least attractive to all
things. Toward this Nadir of Emptiness
flow the Tides of Dlee, and that place
where they go is the place shunned most
of all life,

But there is a form of life which does
not fear death, for it has already died!

You see, Reacher for Wisdom, when the
bodies of the Immortal Flesh Gods do

_finally, by some awful mischance, meet
their ends, there is within them a kind of
core of energy which is strong with the
life-strength that was.

This vague and immaterial core is
called the Spirit, and it differs greatly from
all other life forms. As the flesh dies, this
spirit withdraws, flies like a bird free of
all other binding or holding such as leashed
the flesh-matter.

Out into space flies this spirit, and seeks
out other spirits of the Dead Gods, courses
with them throughout space.

These spirits build great cities out of
the tenuous Ethe, that which you call
ether, binding the flow of it into rigidity
with the wisdom they win in their undying.

Such is the way of the dead Gods who
yet live as Spirits. It is a thing little be-
lieved in this modern darkness of the mind.
For that matter, neither do you know of
or believe in the old Fleshly Gods.

Little sailor of the void, flesh like yours
seldom forms the incorruptible seed of self
which the spirit catries free of the death
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of the flesh.

Men like yourself, never seeing the
spirit, nor hearing it, nor feeling it, cease
to believe in it.

You may believe it or not without any-
one caring greatly or the universe falling
through your sin. It makes no matter or
no spirit either.

If, after you die, you should find your-
self alive, then you would know what to
do if you had listened well to my talk.
Listen, for an immortal life is a long one
indeed.

Since it has become the degenerate fash-
ion to disbelieve all wonderful things, re-
member that what I say is only a thing
that might be true.

This story is the tale of a battle between
the Lords of the Dead, and the Lords of
the Living Flesh. But you do not have to
believe that I who rest here before your
tiny ship like a great dark cloud am really
anything but your mind crazed with lone-
liness.

x ok ok

ONCE, in the very birthplace of time

itself, there was a mighty kingdom of
Etherean Folk. They had constructed a
plateau of force, and upon the plateau the
currents of space began to form an eddy,
and in the midst of their peace and their
supplies of gathered heine (which is a
word for the stuff they gather for food),
a little ball of corpor began to grow, which
was not as they had planned.

This plateau was like a great floating
island, which moved with the movements
of the currents of space, keeping always
in the great quiet swirls of the forces which
made their plateau favorable to their life.
They grew and prospered and were very
beautiful, very lazy and talented, very
much absorbed in enjoying their immortal
life.

They remembered very well their life in
the flesh, and they swam back and forth
through the Ethe, the stuff of space, which
holds all things in solution. Ethe is like
water in that it dissolves the stuff of mat-
ter in one place, and deposits it in another,
according to the whims of its currents.

They swam back and forth between their
plateau cities, and between them and cer-
tain planets.

These great planets were the worlds
upon which the Flesh Lords had been born,
and upon which the Spirit People had been
born, before they met death in one way
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or another. ’

The spirits loved to visit these planets,
but they could not remain long in the tur-
bulent Ethe about the planets of life, their
substance was too tenuous, and they some-
times perished. For it is true that spirits
can only live under very favorable condi-
tions.

Now there were upon the planets many
mighty cities, teeming with young and old
flesh people. Age to them meant not get-
ting weak and shriveled, but getting too
big to live comfortably. When they be-
came old, they built great steel ships out
in the ethe, far from any planet, and left
their homes behind. Every period of the
passage of the tides, many of these ships
left the planets of life, and voyaged off
into the dark in search of new homes
where their size would be proportionate.
This meant long, arduous voyages, guided
only by their knowledge of the direction of
the currents of space, and they sought
through all the many converging currents
of space for those vast eddies where corpor
crystallizes out of etkhe into planets, and
searched the planets there for those huge,
half-formed bodies whose density was
slight but circumference great. For upon
such planets their great size would be pro-
portionate, and their density also capable
of supporting their size. For as a planet
grows in density, greater and greater mus-
cles and heavier, more dense bones are
required, so that a man who grew to great
size on a small planet must seek a planet
of greater size and less density to live
upon. So it is that the Lords of Immortal
Flesh must seek ever for new and greater
planets condensing out of Ethe upon which
to build their homes.

Now the vast eddy of force current in
the center of which the race of spirit peo-
ple had built their plateau came to have
in its center a ball of corpor, which grew
greater century by century. At last this
ball was found, and a certain group of
flesh people decided to settle there for a
time, since their size and their density were
exactly proportionate to the size and den-
sity and state of growth of the new planet.

The vast migration ships of the flesh
people blasted right through the unseen
substance of the tenuous plateau of the
spirit people, landed upon the great, dark
ball of corpor* within the sweet, peaceful
eddy of force. And they noticed the spirit
people not at all, for they were of those
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young, hardy, callous and unperceptive
fleshly types of life which are unable to see
or hear the subtle signs and thoughts of the
delicate spirits.

It could even be that they did not be-
lieve in the unseen or the unseeable, even
as you. About that I could not say.

So it was that the spirit people declared
war upon the flesh people, convinced that
they must drive out the great, crude beasts
who were to them but infants of the life
path.

THEIR wisdom was great, but their
tools were fragile.

The great steel ships of the flesh people
lay in the green forest paths of the new
planet, lit by the self-light of force-impact,
which is the light of such planets which
are fit for new cities of flesh.

About them, in the perfumed air, swam
the spirit people, oppressed by the raw
vigor of the flesh, busy with their building.

There was, among the spirit people, a
young captain named Sar’Jis. Sar’Jis set-
tled his spirit form within the great body
of the leader of the flesh colonists, a vig-
orous and beautiful female called Nomaee.

Also among the leaders of the flesh was
a male called D’Artag, who loved the fe-
male Nomaee. And within his flesh settled
a spirit called Lokeen, and these two hid-
den within the flesh began their work of
destroying and driving out the flesh people.

Lokeen began by working in the mind
of D’Artag, killing one by one the tiny
thought cells which loved the beautiful
Nomaee, and teaching younger cell egos
to hate her. Teaching them that if it were
not for Nomaee he would be the foremost
leader of them all, and all would obey him.

Sar’Jis began his work by making the
mind of Nomaee turn away from the love
of D’Artag, and engrossing her with the
work of building and organizing the new
city of the flesh people so that the work
of Lokeen would not be undone by her
love. And D’Artag saw that Nomaee did
not love him, and the jealousy growing

*Corpor: Anything that has three dimensions
and is perceptible to sight, hearing and feeling.
Ethe is the solvent of corpor. The great ethe-
rean firmament is a dense solution of corpor.
(Etherea is in the main transparent, but in some
places translucent, and in others, opaque.) A vor-
tex in etherea causes corpor to collect in center,
origin of comets, planets, etc.—QOaks pe.
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within him mounted without opposition to
a devouring passion.

Now, the rest of the flesh people were
also parasitized by the tenuous bodies of
the spirit race, and their thoughts became
distorted into tools of the spirit’s purpose.
Evil thought they were given for their own
good, true thoughts, and they did not know
the terrible thing that was being done to
them.

So that as Time flowed on its mysterious
path of unknown change, the new settle-
ment upon the great, new planet became
an evil place, shunned by all flesh people
not of those living there. No ships landed
from the far-flung planet homes of the flesh
people, and no news went out from the
great New City that Nomaee was building
ever greater in spite of the evil rampant
among her followers. For her eyes were
blinded by Sar’Jis within her, and her will
worked on blindly to make of the new
home of her race a fine thing. But her peo-
ple worked less and less, and gave them-
selves up to pleasure more and more, and
all the many evils of which you know so
little in your ignorance became among them
a way of life that slowly began to devour
the strength and virility of her people.

Now the rulers of the spirit people be-
gan to see a change taking place in the
natures of those they had sent to do this
evil deed to the unknowing flesh. The evil
thoughts they manufactured in the minds
of their hosts became part of their nature,
and their own spirit people regretted that
the plan for the destruction of the flesh
had been undertaken. There came a night,
when the parasitic spirits rose from their
sleeping hosts to take rest and pleasure on
their plateau city, in their old homes, and
flew up into the bright ethe to the great,
misty gates of their home. The spirit peo-
ple saw them come from afar, a great cloud,
and saw that they were evil, and feared
them greatly. So greatly that they barred
the gates of the etherean city to the war-
riors from the bodies of the flesh, and
turned them away from their homes. The
host of spirits turned sadly away from their
home, and returned to the bodies of the
flesh people, for they knew not what else
to do.

But the will to destroy the flesh people
was gone from their fragile bodies, and no
longer did they incite the big flesh people
to hatred of each other. Gradually the sin
of laziness and pleasure-indulgence de-
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creased again. The flesh people began to
look about with eyes unobscured by the
evil will of the spirits parasitically within
them, although not all. Many of them,
such as Dartag with the spirit Lokeen
within him, still hated each other, and
especially Dartag hated Naomee and be-
lieved that he would be much better off
without her. Especially he hated the fact
that he could not take his eyes off her, or
keep her out of his thoughts at all, but
wanted always to be where he could see her.

NOW fully half the returned spirits cast
out from their former homes in ethe
above got together with Lokeen as their

-leader, and decided that they must go on

with their plan to drive out the flesh and
then they would have this planet all to
themselves and not require any plateau of
ethe which had cast them out.

But Sar’Jis, from within the body of the
beautiful Naomee saw no future in this
plan, for they could build nothing or have
nothing without these flesh people to do
it for them here on the round ball of corpor.
Sar’Jis decided that to parasitize these peo-
ple forever was their only hope, now that
their own had turned against them. So he
gathered together the people who held al-
legiance to Naomee, and planned to sub-
jugate and enslave those who held alle-
giance to Dartag, with the dark Lokeen
hidden inside him. Then they could for-
ever take their ease while the others did
their work for them. Which was not a
new idea, but seemed so to Sar’Jis, and he
knew there was no other way.

So it was that Naomee and her people
armed themselves and set out to enslave
the mighty Dartag and all his warriors.

Naturally there were given and taken
many great strokes, many great bolts of
fire flung from the cannon of their ships,
much blood shed. And in the end, the
spirits riding within the great, strong
bodies found the shock of ray-bolts, the
crash of ship against ship and the dreadful
anger and emotional stress of the conflict
too terrible to endure, and little by little
they found their fragile bodies shredded
and melting, and at last they began to
gather far above the battle lines, weak and
worn and without strength to control their
hosts. And Sar’Jis gathered himself to-
gether from the shreds and patches still
left whole and flew up to his host now
hovering above the battle.
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NAOMEE

Last to leave was Lokeen, and the anger
he brought with him was great, so that he
swooped upward on wide, beating wings
and flung himself upon Sar’Jis, forgetting
their former alliance. And the two great
spirits battled together far above the flesh-
battle and tore each other into little frag-
ments that slowly settled like dark mist,
floating patches of might-have-been drifting
down upon the great bodies of flesh below.

Now when Naomee and Dartag were no
longer in thrall to the spirits within them,
their minds came awake, and the love in
them spoke out and called the battle to
an end. And before the hosts they em-
braced, and plighted their troth.

Drifting higher and higher, the weak-
ened spirits saw all their plans go thus into
waste, and their two leaders likewise van-
ished in far pursuit, each of the other.
Like lost souls they turned away, and they
driited higher and higher, till the great
currents of space caught them up and bore
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them outward and outward, sadly and
weakly fluttering.

Up past the great mist-pearled gates of
their home on the plateau they drifted, and
sadly they tried to enter, and were barred,
and driven from the gates. Like a great
cloud of weary sorrow they drifted, higher
and outward, until the Tides of Dlee caught
them and bore them onward into the Nadir
of Emptiness.

Naomee and Dartag ruled their planet
and life grew great and strong and happy
again.

But of the spirits who had thought to
conquer the flesh, nothing remained but a
memory that was like an evil stench in
their homes.

YOU see, Far-spanning One, flesk and
spirit are two kinds of life, and one
must have nothing to do with the other,
or evil comes of it. And all this worry
about one being the profit of the other’s
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work, or the other being responsible for
the one, is untrue. So if you meet a spirit
in space, do not fear him, but ask him the
way to the places where etke becomes cor-
por, for there you must go to live in the
flesh.

For neither the flesh nor the sgirit is
inherently evil, but either can become evil
by mistaken thought.

There are Gods of the Flesh, and there
are Gods of the Spirit, and they have little
business with each other. For a fish cannot
live in the air, but requires water. Neither
can a spirit live in the air, but only in space
where the ethe is rich in keine. Or within
a man’s body where life breeds life.

The spirit can die, and the flesh can die.
By proper degrees, a spirit can become
flesh, but only in the same way that a
planet grows into great size by acquiring
corpor bit by bit out of etke.

Even so, flesh becomes spirit, by proper
degrees of inner growth, and when the flesh
perishes, the spirit can live on if there is
in all-pervading ethe that keime which it
needs. These things are mysterious to the
wisdom workers of the flesh you have
known, and so you are confused.

Both flesh and spirit have their life-
conditions in which they grow and exist
and take pleasure in life—and neither can
exist in conditions different than required.
So do not tell me that your teachers do not
agree, for I have other wisdom than they.

Even so a fish cannot live in the air, but
some fish have the power of growing lungs
and crawling out of the water at a stage of
their growth. There are many kinds of life,
and many kinds of spirits, and some can
drift from corpor to ethe and back again,
and some cannot, which gives rise to much
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misunderstanding in persons of little ob-
servation. But I would not advise an ordi-
nary spirit to try to ride a strong flesh
person into battle, for the shock of corpor
in strife will cause him to fall apart. Un-
less, indeed, he is that kind of spirit life
which can reassemble itself, which is rare.

“And what is your name, O great dark
spirit who knows so much?”

“My name is Lokeen, little one of the
flesh world.”

“And what is that bright cloud that fol-
lows you, approaching closer even now?”

“The name of that spirit is Sar’]Jis, and
he is mad with desire to destroy me, so
that I flee always, and always he pursues.
We are accursed, we two. You see, I was
mistaken. The spirit is not greater than
the flesh!”

* k%
LOKEEN spread his wide wings and
sped away, and hard after him came
a glowing brightness, with a flaming sword
in his talons. I knew then that I had
talked with an immortal accursed. I called
out to the glowing spirit:

“What path do I follow among all these
of space, to find other lives than my own?”

The terrible voice of living anger called
out to me, shaking my little ship:

“The paths that we tread are the paths
of death, go thou backward upon our
trail. . . .

But there was no trail, there was only
the dread current of Dlee, sweeping me
ever toward the Nadir of Emptiness.

So I whisper to you: There is a life
which does not fear Death, for it has died.
But it does fear life. . . .

I fear this planet which has drawn me.
I cannot breathe. . . . '

LIFETIME HUMBUGGERY

*

By *

WARREN L. FOLEY

and their several children came to live in a

small farmhouse in upper New York State.
They were good, simple folks, and settled easily
into the peaceful life of the community. Inter-
ested neighbors told them stories about the house
into which they had moved, stories of a murder
which had been committed in the house, and of
the ghost of the murdered man which still hovered

IT WAS in 1847 that Mr. and Mrs. John Fox

about the place, rapping and pounding in the
house at night. The Foxes weren’t afraid of
ghosts, they said, and as the weeks went by they
saw or heard no ghostly doings.

Then a young girl relative came to visit them,
sleeping with Margaret and Katherine Fozx, aged
eight and six years. The girl, Elizabeth, was
wakened for several nights out of a sound sleep
by something which startled her, though she



LIFETIME HUMBUGGERY

could not say what it was. Then one night Mrs.
Fox heard raps in the girls’ room. She rushed in,
but all three were asleep. There was discussion of
the raps among the family the next day, and the
next night they occurred again. The children’s
bed was moved into the parents’ room, but after
the lights were out the rapping was heard again.

The children were much intrigued by these
goings-on. They named the rapper “Mr. Split-
foot,” and six-year-old Katherine tried playing
games with him, asking him to rap the number of
times she clapped her hands, to count a certain
number, etc. Margaret played the game also.
Mrs. Fox then tested the ghost, or spirit, by ask-
ing questions, and receiving raps in answer, and
discovered that it was the spirit of the man who
had long ago been murdered in that house.

Neighbors were invite™ .n to hear the strange
and obliging ghost, but he would rap only when
Margaret and Katherine were there. Soon the
girls and their spirit became locally famous. Then
they went to visit an elder sister in Rochester, and
the strange rappings went wherever the girls did.
The spirit took a dislike to their sister’s husband,
Calvin, and threw slippers and other objects at
him in the darkness.

Their sister, Leah, was very excited about these
strange happenings, and spread the news. People
from all over the city came to call, and it was not
long before the story was told in newspapers
across the country, and even in the foreign press.
Leah began to charge an admission fee to those
who came to listen to the rappings. It was soon
learned that the little girls could not only talk
with old Splitfoot, but with the spirit of anyone
who had died.

Leah took them to New York, and formed a.

“Spiritualistic”’ society, which grew swiftly, and
soon took the form of a religion. The girls at-
tracted much attention, and toured the country
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giving seances. From this start came a great wave
of Spiritualism, with thousands of other people
claiming the spirits would also perform for them.

In spite of this competition, Margaret travelled
about for forty years, making a bare living out
of the rappings. Through the years the idea was
campaigned against by ministers and others, and
scientific men investigated the business and called
it an imposition. Finally, in 1888, in an inter-
view with newspaper men, Margaret confessed
that the rappings had been made since childhood
by 4 peculiar manner in which she snapped the
joints of her toes.

She explained that the whole thing had started
as a mischievous prank of two naughty little girls.
They knew their mother was easily frightened,
and they wished to tease her. The startling of the
girl Elizabeth which came preliminary to the first
rappings was caused by Margaret or Katherine
pinching her after she had gone to sleep. The first
rappings were caused by an apple tied to a string,
then bounced up and down on the floor! When
many people began to get excited by the sup-
posed contact with spirits, the girls practiced
making the noise with their toes. Presumably
Sister Leah soon discovered that the raps were a
trick, but something had been started that would
have been difficult to stop, and there was plenty
of money in it for them, at least at first.

After her exposure of the hoax, Margaret re-
peated her confessions in a series of lectures, ex-
pecting to make a living this way. She soon
learned that the public is more anxious to pay to
be humbugged than it is to be educated. In fact,
in spite of her repeated confessions of fraud,
and the exposure of her lifetime of trickery, she
shortly went to New York and again became a
medium. For six years more, until her death in
1893, she supported herself by means of her toe
rappings.

ATMOSPHERIC PARADOX

*

‘ ‘ Y HAT goes up doesn’t always come down.

Take the air for instance. Strange as it

seems, more air goes up than ever comes

down. This is true both as to mass and as to
volume.

The volume of ascending air is always greater
than that of descending air. The vertical circula-
tion of the air is a matter of gravity. Colder air
is relatively more contracted, hence denser, and
sinks, forcing upward adjacent air which is
warmer and lighter, buoying it up. The volume
of the rising air, being warmer and expanded, is
therefore always larger, mass for mass, than the
contracted, colder, descending air.

In spite of the difference in size, due to expan-
sion and contraction, of masses of ascending and
descending air, it would still seem that the mass
of air which goes up must be the same as that

By ALFRED MARX *

which eventually returns. This is not true, be-
cause part of this mass, the water vapor which
rose upward as one of the ingredients of the
atmosphere, descended to the earth as snow, rain
or hail. It did not return as part of the air, the
gaseous substance which it formerly was, but as a
liquid or a solid. This water vapor usually
amounts to about one to two per cent of the
ascending atmosphere, while the descending air
contains a much smaller proportion, since a good
deal of it has ceased being a part of the air, but
has become rain, snow or hail.

World-wide precipitation is some sixteen million
tons a second. By this great amount does the
mass of rising air exceed that of falling air. So,
paradoxical as it may be, all the air that goes up,
does not come down.

THE END



The disasters that must have accompanied the
Great Flood might be likened to the disasters
that took place at the turn of the century.
Mt. Tacoma, in Guatemala, started it, by
shaking the surrounding terrain severely.
Kingston, Jamaica, was visited by a tidal wave.
Martinique volcano blew up; then Guadalajara
in Mexico, St. Vincent and Momotombo near
Lake Managua erupted. Violent earthquakes
and an undersea eruption concluded the series

Rapid changes in sea-level would cause raci

fied inhabitants were forced to flee. Among these legends is that of Votan, who, seeing his

home desiccated by a series of earthquakes and floods, decided to abandon it forever. Thus, the
end of the Pleistocene may have ended island-empires !

Island seems to have been a much
larger island in the remote past. It is
the highest volcano
cap of the submerged
Albatross Plateau,
now capped




WAS THERE A GREAT FLOOD?
By L. TAYLOR HANSEN

This is one of the most discussed mysteries of the past his-
tory of the earth, and will continue to be of great interest

’]j\HERE is only one scientific explanation
for the story of The Flood, which seems
to be shared by every Amerind tribe from
the tip of one continent to the tip of the other,
and that is that it was a race-memory of the end
of the Pleistocene.

When the great continents met at the North,
Greenland was unfortunate enough to be under
the pole. It had been, once upon a time, a warm
land with delicate tropical ferns and palms. The
impressions of the plants and animals of that day
are still engraved upon the rocks. Then came the
explosions of her giant mountains. She is still a
high land, carrying even yet most of the load of
her Pleistocene ice.

The shock of the bumping continents reached
the fortieth parallel before the close of the Pleis-
tocene, and probably the Caribbean sometime
later. There were also complicating movements.
The parts of the continents which were ice-
capped, were down-warped under their load. In
the region of Hudson Bay where the cap was
thick, this pressure forced down the rocks as much
as a thousand feet, and more.! But the reaction
took place still farther along. The continent as
one went south rose out of its lava base, rather
rapidly as one passed the ice and then again
further south, again dipped down. This peculiar
wave-like bending was reversed during the inter-
glacial and then again reversed as the onset of
the next glacial began and another sheet began to
weigh down the Sial blocks of the north. At the
present time the continental parts which had been
ice-capped are showing a strong reaction.?

1 From the vegion of New England to Hudson
there is a decided present rising movement which
is in proportion to the former depression. Thus
Hudson Bay, which was under great ice weight
and sunk from it, is now rapidly rising. The region
beyond the ice which was then up, for Georgia
Banks were then dry land, is now being depressed.
The rate of the sinking along this coast is about
a foot per century.

2 (See Antevs and Daly.) Scandinavia is rising
3.3 ft. per century probably due to a deep inflow
of the Sima. At Hudson Bay the uplift is 1,250
and increases as one goes north. (Daly.)

Heralded by the crashing of great lava bombs,
the old volcanoes, probably considered by their
human inhabitants as having been extinct for un-
told ages, began to announce that the Pleistocene
was drawing to a close. It is quite probable that
this was a twice-enacted production, since it had
perhaps also heralded the coming of the inter-
glacial. The interglacial, by the way, was much
longer than the time which has elapsed since the
last ice age, so it is possible that there may be
another return of the ice, for we have not solved
the reason for the ice-fluctuations.

If this drama did take place twice or perhaps
three times, those periods were so widely sepa-
rated, that the inhabitants were well-justified in
looking upon the volcanoes as extinct. It is quite
possible, geologically, that there is no such thing
as an extinct volcano, and that like various gey-
sers, they react to the general pulse, or else that
they each have their period, and that some of the
periods may be many thousands of years in
length.

With the thundering of the volcanoes, which
the inhabitants probably regarded as the whims
of the Old Fire-god, stirred into anger because of
some fancied wickedness on the part of his chil-
dren, and which they immediately set about to
assuage with sacrifices, the impact of the con-
tinents again began to be felt. It has never been
as terrific, however, as when the Southern Block
rammed and partly over-rode the Northern.

However, with this series of eruptions came
the tearing of the Sialic crust along the Mexico-
Caribbean line, the probable draining of the Great
Inland Sea, and the beginning of the submerging
of the Caribbean Rim. Yet the troubles for the
human inhabitants had only begun, for now the
water which had been for all the thousands of
years of their history and racial-memory locked
up in the ice-caps began to melt. Some authori-
ties have considered that a few hot summers
probably hastened the process,® after the retreat
had gotten well under way, and the rapidity with

3 See Antevs, who is one of the best authorities.
Baron De Green, a Swedish geologist, believes
from a summary of wmoraines that the glaciers
did not begin to melt until 13,500 years ago. This
has had a tendency to shorten older estimates.
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MAP OF THE SUPPOSED CARIB8BEAN ARCH.

The Calcareous Mud of the Caribbean is to be found along the sunken mountain range of volcanic peaks
which strefch in an almost continuous line from Veoeiuela and British Guiana to Florida, touching the
mainland af both Guatemala and Yucatan. This deposit shows a heavy composition of volcanic ash and
volcanic glass, fragments of quartz and other land-derived rocks, particularly lava, with smaller portions of
hornblende, augite, magnetite, etc.

G1.0 (Globigerina Oore) and Blue Mud are relatively shallow water deposits, showing much less evi-
dence of lava.

Red Clay is a deep-water deposit. One basin of this deposit will be found to be cross-barred for
easier idenfification.

The Saragossa Sea, a mass of floating weeds, which ships avoid, is the supposed site of the Legendary

Lost Atlantis.

Disaster sites are numbered in the order of their occurrence.
Map compiled by author from the U. S. Geol. Survey and Chemical Analyses by J. G. Fairchild and

E. M. Thorpe.

which the level of the sea rose, covering the tops
of what had been the highest mountains of their
island-benches, must indeed have seemed like the
end of the world.

HIS rapid change in sea-level would be in-

clined to throw out of balance the isostatic
adjustment of land and water masses, again strik-
ing at the zone of weakness with more volcanism
and the submerging of more fragments. No won-
der that we have racial memories of island home-
lands from which the terrified inhabitants, after
having dwelt in security and even luxury for un-
told ages, were forced, after a series of convul-
sions, followed by a flood, to flee in disorder! Of
these legends, none is so geologically sound as that
of Votan, who, seeing his home dessicated by a
series of earthquakes and floods, decided to aban-
don it forever. As for the location of that home-
land, it may have had one of several locations,

for indeed, it is a tragedy which may well have
been enacted many times.

Thus the end of the Pleistocene may indeed be
viewed as the time of the end of island-empires,
and the beginning of continental kingdoms. It
was the time of invading fleets of refugees who
landed in erstwhile colonies, or upon savage
shores, where those savages never forgot the
shining garments or the plumed head-dresses of
their gods who anciently came to live with them.

And it was the beginning of continental king-
doms. It was the time when the colonists who
had held native populations in subjection were
overthrown, and when the tribal deities who had
long fought a losing battle with the great island-
empires were at last to taste a long-delayed re-
venge.

Yet we cannot regard the end of the Pleistocene
as a period of great geological violence quite set
apart from our own time. The great continental
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SIMA -LAVA

1) Sketch 1 is an average low-lying landscape with valleys cut by the rivers A and B.

2) Millions of years have passed and much change has taken place. The land has been crushed together,
thus raising high mountains. The rivers at A and B had cut deep gorges in the raised land. Then
tensional forces had just begun to be felt. Valleys A and B being the 1ones of weakness, developed

profound rifts.

3) The tensional forces increased as the Sial Blocks to either side of A and B began fo move in opposite
directions. The rifts of A and B widened and the center sialic fragment, left with no support, began to

remelt at the bottom.

4) The rifts have continued to periodically rebreak and widen. At each break, the lost fragment of Sial
drops more deeply into the Sima. It will continue to do so until the crust stops breaking, thus indicating

that a complete adjustment has been reached.

forces are even yet at work. It is true that we
are now passing through one of the most quiet
times. The earth has always had millions of years
of tranquility ended by a few millenniums of great
convulsion, even as the beginning of the Tertiary
wrote finis to what for the Northern Block had
been a long, quiet Mesozoic.

That the great continental movements are still
going on is evident to the geologist on every hand.
The profound rifts upon the backbone of the
Andes, where the deepest earthquakes are cen-
tered;® the great wrinkles (foredeeps) in the
ocean’s floor along the western coast of South
America, as that continent rides into the Pacific,
pushing the ocean floor before it like the blunt
prow of a great ship would push a semi-hard mass
of cement, testifies to the colossal strength of these
forces.

The bend of the California coastline with its
seeming story of a long steady rise and then
sudden cracking and submergence of a portion of
it, such as we read in the Channel Islands with
their continental rocks and lost villages, as well
as the apparently surface-eroded canyons of lost
rivers now far below the green waves of the Pa-
cific, testifies to the aeons of time involved.

Nor is this all. We might read in the story of

51t is a curious geological fact that the deepest
earthquakes both in Asia and in South America
are located some distance from the coast and the
shallower ones toward the coast. Thus the ones
in South America with the deepest epicenters
strike on the eastern side of the Andes wusually,
and those with shallower epicenters, closer to the
Pacific.
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Easter Island on its lava cap, which is only the
highest volcano of its submerged Albatross Pla-
teau, the ultimate fate of Japan which totters
upon the brink of one of the greatest abysses in
the Pacific floor. Should it suddenly rift off, it
would cause one of the most disastrous global
tidal-waves of all time. However, it is far more
likely to be submerged gradually, after a long
series of earthquakes, interspersed with periods of
comparative quiet. And the process may take so
long that no one is aware of what is happening
except the geologists.

When we read the old descriptions of Easter
Island which the Dutch explorers gave us, it seems
to have been a much larger and more desirable
place than the tiny island of today.® Yet the most
fascinating studies of moving arcs of islands are
made upon the Dutch possessions around Austra-
lia. As one geologist has stated it, one can almost
see them roll out into the Pacific.

At intervals the old zone of weakness which
for the Americas is the still unstable Caribbean
again awakens. At the turn of the century a
series of disasters took place which make the most
interesting material for study. Mt. Tacoma in
Guatemala (and by the way this is a Pacific
Coast name for the Great Reformer, used largely
from the state of Washington to Lower Cali-
fornia), began the series of disasters by shaking
the surrounding terrain severely on April the
eighteenth. Kingston, Jamaica, was visited by a
tidal wave, showing a submarine displacement on
May the sixth.” On May the eighth, with but a
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few days of preliminary rumbling, the volcano on
Martinique blew up, killing hundreds with fumes
and ashes and burying others beneath its lava.

At the same time the volcano Soconuso on the
border between Guatemala and Mexico showed
activity, as well as the Colima Volcano. On May
the twelfth, Guadalajara Volcano in Mexico
erupted, while May the thirteenth saw the terrible
explosion upon St. Vincent with its toll of human
life. The following day, the supposedly long-
extinct Momotombo Volcano ncar the northwest
end of Lake Managua erupted violently, shower-
ing the jungles with molten rock and shaking the
entire peninsula of Nicaragua. The series was
ended with a number of violent earthquakes, the
edge of which touched the tip of Florida where
watchers upon the beach saw a glow at sea fol-
lowed by thunderous reports as some uninhabited
volcano burst forth. This occurred on May tenth,
or a little more than a month after the series be-
gan.

Thus the Caribbean again in our day reminded
us of the stronger series of disasters which ter-
rorized mankind at that long-distant time which
legend has named The Flood.

6 See The Totem of the Spider.

T During this disiurbance in the Caribbean
there was a drastic change in bottom level. A
French ship mending a broken cable reported
abysses of more than a thousand feet drop in
which great stretches of the cable had been swal-
lowed.
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SEQUOIAS — OLDEST LIFE ON EARTH

age ever existed lies in the Sequoia for-

ests of California. By some miracle a
remnant of giant trees in western America escaped
extinction at the time that changes in earth’s
climate wiped out of existence the prehistoric
dinosaurs, pterodactyls, giant sloths and sabcr-
toothed tigers. Fossil finds have proved that the
Sequoia or its near relatives once clothed the earth
over large areas at the time the giant animals
roamed the world. Most of the forests of giant
trees were destroyed when the ice age came upon
the earth. Lightning and primitive man carried
on the work of destruction. By some inexplicable
freak of chance, Sequoia forests remained in two
parts of what is now California, and still exist
today, a living monument to past ages.

NATURE’S only living proof that the giant

There are two kinds of Sequoia. The Sequoia
gigantea, or big trees, are found on the western
slopes of the Sierra Nevada, while the Sequoia
sempervirens, or redwoods, grow in a belt along
the northern coast of California. The redwood is
the taller, but the big trees are stouter and
greater in bulk, and live longer. The big trees
like the mountain air; the redwood thrives on
the rolling fogs of the ocean. The evergreen
growth of the redwood is in flat sprays, with a
spire like that of a spruce; the foliage of the big
tree is in hanging plumes, and the crown is
rounded instead of pointed.

The size of these trees is almost incredible
Three hundred feet they often tower into the
heavens, with a diameter at the base of thirty to
forty feet. The first large limbs are five or six
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feet in diameter, and begin at a height of seventy
to a hundred feet above the ground.

Even more stimulating to the imagination than
their size, is the age of the Sequoia trees. The old-
est one known was cut down in 1892, and judging
from the concentric rings in the trunk, was at
that time three thousand two hundred and ten
years old. There has been some debate among
scientists as to the accuracy of judging the age
of the trees by the rings, it being the opinion of
some that the trees may have formed more than
one ring in a year. Even the most skeptical, how-
ever, believe that the age of some of the oldest
living trees is at least twenty-five hundred years.
On the average, the redwoods are estimated to
live from one thousand to twenty-five hundred
years, while their longer-lived Sierra cousins live
from fifteen hundred to three thousand years.

The trees are nearly indestructible. Lightning
is their worst enemy, and though it seldom kills a
tree outright, it will split the tops. All old
Sequoias have lost their heads by lightning at least
once. The bark is from twelve to eighteen inches
thick. Insects and fungous growths affect it
hardly at all. The wood, containing scarcely any
resin, does not ignite easily, and if it does catch
on fire, it burns slowly.

The vitality of these patriarchs is as amazing as
their size and their age. A tree which has been
burned to an extent which seems complete de-
struction, will sometimes send out new, vigorous
shoots. Almost any stump left by the lumber-
man’s saw soon sends up new sprouts, sometimes
straight from the core itself. The seed of this tree
which becomes such a huge thing, is very tiny,
being smaller than a mustard seed. It is esti-
mated that eighty per cent of the present redwoods
come from stump sprouts rather than from seed.
From each old stump springs a group of new
shoots, from four to a dozen, and each forms a
perfect new tree. The circle thus formed is a
feature of the redwood groves. The name of the
redwood, sempervirens, or everliving, comes from
this remarkable ability to propagate itself, rather
than from its longevity.

The coastal redwoods were discovered in 1769,
and soon became well known. Strangely, how-
ever, the gigantea, or big trees of the Sierra
Nevada were hidden from white men until 1852.
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One or two hunters probably saw them before
that time, but little credence was given to their
stories. A hunter called “Old Dowd” reported a
grove of the big trees to his companions, and
was piqued when they laughed at him. The West
was full of tall stories in those days, and tales of
trees soaring upward a distance of three hundred
feet it seemed could only be the product of an
over-active imagination. But Dowd knew what
he had seen. He took a group of men on a hunt-
ing trip and managed to lure them into the big
tree region. There they were humbled and awed
by the majestic giants of the mountains, and these
witnesses of the unbelievable soon spread the news
of California’s newest wonder.

First the gold-crazed Forty-Niners, and later
genuine lumbermen, began to threaten the still-
ness, then the very existence, of the primeval for-
ests by cutting the trees for lumber.

Redwood is wonderful for building purposes,
beautiful of grain, handsome in color, easy to
work, and durable to an extreme. Insects leave
it alone, dampness rots it with interminable slow-
ness. Good lumber has been taken from trunks
that have lain in dampness for five hundred
years,

The chief difficulty of lumbering redwood is
the size of the tree. This is what saved them
from the Indians, who never attempted to fell
one of the giants. Early settlers cut them only
occasionally, for the task of felling one with axes
and handsaws was a gigantic one. Once fallen,
one tree furnished enough good lumber to build a
settlement.

Later, the lumber interests discovered this
amazing source of profit, and began a systematic
depletion of the forests. For a time the devasta-
tion, upon both redwood and big tree forests, was
appalling. Then public-spirited citizens got to-
gether and succeeded in halting the slaughter.
State parks were made of most of the groves, and
those trees which are privately owned are also
safe, because public opinion has come to regard
the useless slaying of one of these giants as a
deed just short of murder.

Sequoias, the oldest living things on earth, are
being protected so that future generations also
may marvel at these reminders of the antiquity
of the world. —Roger L. Rogers

"Warrior of

COMING SOON!

The Sequel To

By
HOWARD BROWNE

the Dawn”




PROBLEMS

of SCIENCE

By L. TAYLOR HANSEW
THE ENIGMA OF RIFTING

N PREVIOUS articles of this series, it has been

pointed out that geology is in the throes of a
rebirth. New facts in the patterns of mountain-
building, of great rifts and oceanic contours, as
well as accumulating evidence in the distribution
of ancient climates compared to modern climates,
are pressing for explanations.

In a larger sense, none of the earth sciences
can be divorced from geology, and thus, as if the
modern geologist did not have enough problems
of his own, new facts of plant and animal dis-
tribution press upon him from botany and zo-
ology, which are strengthened or checked by par-
allel findings from the realm of parasitology.

We have also seen how geologists divide them-
selves into three groups: the conservatives who
believe as our grandfathers did, that earth’s moun-
tain ranges are due to the shrinkage of the crust
due to cooling (a probable factor), and that con-
tinents and oceans have always had their present
location, thus explaining nothing; the bridge
builders who would have land bridges rise and
sink from continent to continent, thus explaining
life migrations only; and the revolutionary theo-
rists of continental displacement, or the drift of
continental masses, who would explain many of
the enigmas but become involved in other diffi-
culties.

Two main theories of continental displacement
have been offered to geologists, but neither seems
to meet all the evidence of geological fact. In
1910, F. B. Taylor of Indiana Univ. published a
theory of Equatorial Drift, in which he pictured
two great land masses, one at the north and the
other at the south. These were drawn together
by an equatorial pull, and met at the line of the
Mediterranean, piling up the Alpine-Himalayan
Cordillera during the diastrophism which closed
the Mesozoic (Age of Reptiles). As they drifted,
theorized Taylor, they cracked open the Atlantic
and Indian Oceans. While this seems to be an
excellent explanation for the twisting of the bed
of the Ancient Tethys Sea up to form the peaks
of the Alps and such Himalayan peaks as Everest,
nevertheless it does not seem to give an adequate
explanation for the other transverse ranges such
as the partially sunken Cape-Kerguelin running
from the Argentine across the tip of Africa into
the Indian, and the Appalachian-English Range.

Neither does it explain the Pacific Cordillera run-
ning down the Americas and along Antarctica to
continue its circle of the Pacific Basin along the
fiery Asian Islands. A further objection is raised
in the element of time. How could the northern
mass crash into the southern continent, known
to geologists as Gondwanaland, during the begin-
ning of the Tertiary, and aeons later get back
up under the pole so far that Greenland could
become the center of the Pleistocene polar cap?

In 1924, A. Wegener of Germany offered an-
other theory of continental displacement. He be-
lieved that at one time all continents formed one
mass in which there was no Atlantic or Indian
Ocean. Because of the rotation of the earth, or
some other as yet unknown reason, this mass
began to crack up, reasoned Wegener, and both
parts started to drift westward. Assuming that
the Americas moved at a more rapid rate than
the rest of the mass, the American Cordillera was
piled up on the forward moving wall, while the
Atlantic and Indian Oceans were cracked open,
beginning from the southern end. These tears
reached the Mediterranean at the close of the
Mesozoic but did not reach the Arctic until the
Pleistocene when the glacial caps began to form
in the north.

In a Symposium called by the Amer. Assn. of
Petroleum Geologists to consider the question of
continental displacement, and in particular the
Wegener Theory of Western Drift, the following
objections were offered to the sequences of Weg-
ener: (1) If Western Drift explains the Rockies-
Andes, it does not explain the rest of the Pacific
Cordillera since mountains could hardly be formed
by the advancing side of one continental shelf
and the retreating side of the other. (2) The
Theory of Western Drift does not explain the
transverse ranges of the northern and southern
hemisphere any better than Equatorial Driit. (3)
Western Drift has no explanation for the Alpine-
Himalayan Cordillera. (4) Wegener’s Theory ig-
nored the Ancient Tethys Sea altogether, which,
as a geological fact, cannot be ignored. (5) West-
ern Drift does not explain the twisting of the
Tethys bed up to form the peaks of the Alpine-
Himalayan Cordillera. (6) A closely closed At-
lantic is not probable since the moraines of the
glacial cap do not directly match nor do the folds
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of the rocks between Labrador and England al-
low a direct match. A folded land of some five
hundred miles width is missing between the rock
folds of Labrador and those of England. (7) In
order to make the sequences of Wegener possible,
the Americas must move more rapidly than Eu-
rasia, which is contrary to the laws of geophysics
since the latter is the greatest body and should
move farther on a deeper plane. Finally, (8) If
the continents moved, what made them move?

These criticisms rained upon the displacement
theories seem to have dulled the interest of geolo-
gists in the revolutionary hypothesis. However,
the present writer is of the opinion that although
the sequences as proposed by Taylor and Wegener
are not of themselves entirely correct, yet the
principle of continental displacement itself has
not been refuted.

Using the criticisms as an aid to the further
study of the problem, attention is called to the
type of basin which the Atlantic Ocean presents,
with its long winding Central Ridge. If the ocean
in question could be half drained of its water,
the long Central Ridge would dry off and again
become land. Here is the probable location of
the missing five hundred miles of folded land
which would supply the absent portion of the
transverse mountain range and glacial moraine.
However, was this ever land? A study of At-
lantic lavas and seismic patterns seems to suggest
it. Still more suggestive are the winding gorges
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of Atlantic rivers which cut across their shelves
and turn into the closed basins of the deeps. Sev-
eral theories have been offered to explain them
but the most logical seems to be the rapid with-
drawal of oceanic waters, and even more rapid
refilling, thus preserving the features of a steep
topography far down under the sea. The fact
that these canyons are world-wide shows this
withdrawal to have taken place on a planetary
scale.

The most obvious explanation to the geologist
for such a mass withdrawal of oceanic water is
the glacial cap. As for the rapid refilling, we
have the, as yet, sudden onset of the interglacial.
Marsden Manson who once put forth a theory of
crustal rupture on such a scale that the oceans
would be suddenly heated, thus ensuring a re-
versal of climates for a cold region, strangely
enough failed to connect his theory with the phe-
nomena of the interglacial, which has always been
one of the greatest enigmas of geology.

In Article Three, the present writer put forth
the theory that the northern glacial may have
been heavier and more extensive than now be-
lieved, thus locking up greater amounts of oceanic
water while a rifting of the crust under the load,
such as must have taken place when the cracks
of the Atlantic reached the Arctic, would have
rapidly melted back the glacial cap, thus bringing
on the warm interglacial with its palms in Eng-
land.

* ok ok ok ok

the land under the glacial cracked open, and

allowed the lava to heat the rift sea or lakes
of the Atlantic to such an extent that the ice
melted off and palm trees again came back to
England, what caused the crust to ruptute in the
first place?

For the study of this subject, it is necessary that
we take up rifting, one of the greatest enigmas
of geology. Rifting and its cause is as yet little
understood by science, but its importance is such
that when someday it is fully comprehended, hu-
manity will be far more enlightened about the
past history, and the future destiny of this planet,
upon which we all find ourselves as passengers,
drifting through space.

Geology is the science with the magic touch.
It takes the cut in the old hill, which we have
passed a thousand times blindly, and reveals it
as a book of the ancient past which no man be-
fore us has discovered. That layer of round stones
was placed when the hill was a stream-bed bring-
ing water from high mountains, but the sand
above it, grading to silt and shale shows that the
stream has become a quiet lake. Above that, the
blue and grey ash fortells the layer of old lava,
all deposited before the record was twisted and
gnarled in the period of folding.

Unlike this record of the old hill, the rift is a
great topographical feature. One of its marks is a

I \OR this article, I posed the question: If

G e HAWAILL

R
LR e

Map of the Hawaiian Shelf. Inset is the entire reef,
1500 miles long, extending from Ocean and Midway to
Hawaii. After Bumstead in the National Geographic
for Feb., 1924.
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According to Daly, the Pacific floor shows evidence of wrinkling and of rifting off due to tensional eracks.
Here we see the Hawaiian Fragment and the Australian Shelf, and possibly, Polynesia.

line of abrupt cliffs called a scarp. Such a line
is the eastern face of the Sierras. On their west-
ern slopes these mountains climb gradually to such
high peaks as Whitney, but on their eastern face,
they shoot up like a giant wall from the flatness
of the desert.

Another mark of the rift is a series of valleys,
often parallel or lying end to end. These depres-
sions usually have bodies of water in them which
have no outlets.

There are two general schools of thought con-
cerning rifting, but like so many geological theo-
ries which their authors argue, they do not seem
to be entirely mutually exclusive, but rather dif-
ferent phases of the same phenomenon. Bailey
Willis of Stanford in his articles on “Metamorphic
Orogeny and Continental Genesis,” suggested that
tidal and rotational forces seem to have developed
many diagonally oriented zones of strain in the
crust of the earth. Indeed it is to be noted that
many of the great earth rifts have a northwest-
southeast trend.

Willis reasons that these trends favor the col-
lection and ponding of lava, brought on by the
rising of the hot magma from below the crust,
and the remelting of the local rock. Now because
of the heat of this local pocket, the surrounding
rock is being metamorphized (its crystals are thus
rearranged) which brings about the formation of
new minerals, As these minerals grow largely
upon the horizontal plane, they exert a tremen-
dous lateral pressure upon the crack. Such
asthenoliths tend to erupt along their edge while

the center collapscs, says Willis, and might occur
either upon continental areas or under the oceans.
Active asthenoliths are marked by deeps “char-
acterized by great seismic activity and beside
which rise great mountain chains of volcanic or
intrusive formations.”

R. A. Daly of Harvard, on the other hand, has
his mind upon the old river valley. The slit and
gravel laden flow of such rivers, says Daly, are
dropping an added load upon the curst. This
causes the hardened crust under the river, to
sink into the hot, glassy magma upon which the
crust rests. Tensional cracks then develop, and
along them the burning liquid works upward, re-
melting the lower rocks and finally causing frag-
ments of sial to founder* Now if such a crack
develops where strains are the result of the un-
even advance of a continental mass toward an
ocean basin, such as The Great Sierran Fault
(whose eastern lip is on the other side of The
Great Basin Country), then block faulting would
result. (Block faulting is the tipping of entire
continental blocks. Half-Dome in the Yosemite
was caused by block faulting. So were the Sierras
and probably the Channel Islands off the Cali-
fornia coast.)

1 Founder is an expression used by geologists
for the sinking of a sialic fragment so deeply into
the magma that it has been lost.

In the western part of the United States there
is much evidence of block faulting. Some blocks
are tipped at various angles and others dropped.
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It is easy to see that Daly has the Pacific Ocean
in mind, and in particular, the western United
States, for he goes on to say that if such a con-
tinental mass riding toward an ocean basin would
advance unevenly, the forward portions moving
with more rapidity, then tensional cracks would
develop parallel to the shoreline.

In his “Floor of the Ocean,” Daly mentions
the strength of the Pacific floor which is great
enough to carry the load of the Hawaiian vol-
cano, and yet seems to be wrinkling before the
continental wall. If an advancing continental
mass would meet a rather rigid oceanic floor,
continues Daly, the mass would be expected to
ride out over the floor for a distance, giving the
impression of a steadily rising coastline, until the
deeply basined rocks would remelt and the hot
magma work up through the tensional cracks,
causing a portion to rift off.

Dr. Daly, one of the best scientific minds of our
time, has stressed again to the present writer in
personal correspondence, his belief in the great
strength of the Pacific Basin, although it does
seem to be folding slowly before the continental
walls.

Much research on the earth’s lavas has also been
done by this same scientist. The deepest lavas
of the earth surround the Pacific ocean says Daly.
Upon the other hand, the lavas of the Atlantic
show that they have torn their way to the sur-
face through an old continental platform. This
same fact is irue of Sumatra and Borneo. Is it
not strange that the tiny island of Ascension in
the Atlantic and large Sumatra and Borneo of
the Pacific all have bits of continental granite
buried in their respective lavas—bits which geolo-
gists call “granitic bombs”?

In criticism of Daly’s theory of rifting, one
might say that while it gives a remarkably clear
and comprehensive idea of what is happening
along the Pacific, it does not explain the rifting of
the Atlantic or the Indian. However, by com-
bining the theories of Daly and Willis, the present
writer would like to present his theory of what
happened in the Atlantic.

Since we know that there was an Ancient
Tethys Sea, we must postulate at least two con-
tinents before the end of the Age of the Great
Reptiles. In the northern mass, two large river
systems took their rise in the Appalachian-Eng-
lish Mountain range and coursed through parallel
gorges to the Tethys Sea. One ran to the east
and one to the west of the Atlantic Ridge. All
the other rivers of the Atlantic were tributaries
of them, except the Baltic River which turned
north around the edge of Scotland. Today the
old river channels carved under the sea all wind
to the south. Perhaps other rivers from the Cen-
tral Ridge joined the Great East and West Rivers,
but we must wait for a more comprehensive map-
ping by the new seeing eye of radar to learn
about that.

Partly through the weight of their silt-laden
beds, but largely from other great tensional forces,
which we will discuss later, the river beds became
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two paralled rifts, tearing open from the southern
end. Forces described by both Daly and Willis
were factors in the rending of the Atlantic, only
in this case, the continental shelves upon each
side seemed to be moving away from the Central
Ridge.

REAT continental movements such as this do

not happen overnight. They go on for un-
counted millions of years. When the Atlantic was
a double river system, the horse was still no
larger than a dog, and perhaps, in the low-lying
swamps of the Central Ridge, a few giant dino-
sauers lingered on from the last age of earth-his-
tory, while man was not yet quite human. In
the Oligocene when Dr. Broom 2 finds the first
evidence of man’s almost human ancestor, the
Atlantic waters probably invaded the two river
systems from the reopened Tethys Sea, but dur-
ing the long Miocene when man was fast develop-
ing a good brain, the forests of America marched
in a wide front across the unbroken Atlantic into

2 Dr. Broom differs from Gregory and others in
his belief that the Hominidae arose from an early
terrestrial stock perhaps allied to Propliopithecus
of the lower Oligocene, and regards the resem-
blances of later anthropoids and man as due to
parallel evolution. In all this assemblage of data
which Dy. Broom presents in his book, none is
more interesting than the discovery at Sterkfon-
tein, the site of the Plesianthropus discovery, of a
fauna suggesting upper Pliocene. If this is true
then Australopithecus which is definitely older,
must be referred to middle or lower Pliocene. Dr.
Loren C. Eisley writing in “Science,” news weekly
for the Amer. Assn. for Adv. of Science says,
“Every treatment of this subject in the anthro-
pological textbooks will have to be revised in the
light of these lowered dates. . . . Dr. Broon be-
longs to that high company of pioneers whose
discoveries leave an indelible impress upon the
science of their time and oftenremold its dogmas.”
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Fragments of a mountain chain now drowned. The
chain is pre-tertiary. It shows twisting of South
America.
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The old Appalachian-English Chain on the old shield. The Archean Shield and the Proterozoic Cordil-
lera. Compiled from Doly, Dona, Chamberlain and Salisbury.

Europe. At this time the rivers were certainly
not wide enough to stop the spread of the trees,
but it is probable that before the fiery Miocene
was over, the double Atlantic tear was in active
operation, creeping up slowly from the southern
sea. N

On March 25th, 1947, during the national con-
vention of The Society of Exploration Geophysi-
cists in Los Angeles, Calif.,, Dr. Frank Rieber,?
of the Rieber Research Laboratory, N. Y. gave a
lecture entitled, “It Is Earlier Than You Think.”
During the course of this talk, he described some
of the miracles which some of us may live to see
in the world of science. One was an instrument
by means of which we could actually look down
through the rocks below us and see the bend and
twist of these layers of the crust.

In our imagination let us take one of these in-
struments and apply it to the Atlantic so that a
cross-section of that ocean will focus within our

view. At the same time, we will have to compress .

time as well as space for an understanding of
what happened.

There will be nothing extraordinary about the
crust section which we view during the early
Miocene. It will be dented by the gorges of a
double river system. The gorges are deep and
the scertery is wild and beautiful. It had not al-
ways been so. Probably during the time of the
great reptiles these were swamps through which
sluggish green rivers oozed their way, but in the
meantime, the land below the rivers had been

3Dy. Rieber said we were entering upon the
threshold of the electronic age, but as yet we were
only in the stage of communicating by dots and
dashes.

pushed up, the swamps drained and the rivers
now ate their way down through thousands of
feet of steep, rocky gorges. At times they wid-
ened into large lakes, and this happened more
frequently as they neared the southern sea which
we shall still call the Tethys.

As the Miocene continued, tensional forces of
great power were still bowing up the land. 1f
the forces were steady enough the rocks bent be-
fore them forming higher mountains, but if the
forces were too strong and sharp or the crust too
rigid, then cracks began to form. The gorges be-
ing zones of weakness, invited these cracks, and
the hot magma began to well through the cuts.

Now whenever much magma is errupted, the
base is removed from some nearby sialic block
and it is dropped. Or perhaps, the magma moves
in giant waves, exceedingly slowly, of course,
thousands of years from crest to trough. How-
ever, a case in point is the history of the Great
Basin during the Mioccne. At the start of this
period, one giant mountain range cxisted from
Colorado to the Sierras, but as the period pro-
gressed, the lovely mountainous country of
Idaho and Washington began to crack open. Lava
poured out so heavily that it covered the tops of
the mile-high mountains. Soon thercafter, the
crest of the western range began to sink. It con-
tinued to sink until we have today the vast rift
known as “The Great Basin” country lying east
of the Sierran wall. (Schuchcrt and Dunbar esti-
mated the Miocene lava of Idaho to Columbia to
have a volume of 24,000 cubic miles.)

As the Miocene proceeded, tremendous vol-
canoes opened their throats about the Atlantic.
The lava which they belched into the heavens
probably was drawn from the rocks surrounding
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the cracks, from under the great river beds and
adjacent areas. Some of it was probably drained
from under the slowly widening continental
shelves, and from under the Central Ridge.

One of the first lessons we learn in geology is
that all such orogenic or volcanic convulsions
seem to be rhythmical in character. Millions of
years of peaceful quiet such as the earth experi-
enced during the Oligocene was shattered by the
fury of the “fiery Miocene.” But the Miocene
finally wore itself out.

Thus the strain having had its release, the
cracks healed with the cooling lava. The river
gorges were now two narrow inland seas. The
forests came back to the blackened land and
across the land bridge to the north which the
great peaks of the Appalachian-English Moun-
tains still afforded, the animals and man crossed
back and forth from continent to continent.

The generations of men passed too quickly for
them to probably even record in legend that the
climate was slowly cooling for this was the Plio-
cene. More ice than usual began to form on the
peaks of the northern range, but if it was a trifle
heavier than in the day of his great-great-grand-
father, it probably went unnoticed. Our ancestor
had too much trouble simply obtaining food to
worry about that. However, the Pleistocene
dawned with increasing ice, and increasing ice not
only meant cooler climates but also Jower oceanic
shorelines.

159

As the glacial spread and the shoreline dropped,
much of the drowned land began to reappear.
Again its mantle of forest came back, and again
our ancestor probably hunted through its shade.
But he did not have our magic instrument, nor
our perspective, so he could not know that one
day the fiery death from below the earth would
come again, and then after many thousand years
of quiet, yet again, until there would be no vast,
white mountains to the north, and no Central
Ridge.

Thus our instrument has compressed for us
several -thousand miles of space and some ten or
twelve million years of time. Yet we must admit,
although the picture of what happened does seem
to be .much plainer, yet we have still not an-
swered the question of “Why”?

REFERENCES

The South African Fossil Ape Men—the Aus-
tralopithecinae by Robert Broom and G. W. H.
Schepers. Pretoria, South Africa, 1946.

Comments on same by Loren C. Eisely in Science,
Vol. 104, No. 2691, 1946.

Daly, Reginald—This Mobile Earth; Architecture
of the Earth, 1938; Outer Shells of the Earth
Amer. Journal of Science, Vol. 15.

Willis, Bailey—Metamorphic Orogeny Bulletin;
Geol. Soc. of Amer.

Willis, Bailey and Robin—Geological Structures,
1934.

THE EQUATORIAL
STRATOSPHERE

T IS a surprising fact that the stratosphere is
I colder over the equator than over any other
part of the world, even the polar regions.

The stratosphere, also called the isothermal or
constant temperature region, is that area of the
atmosphere beyond the limits of vertical convec-
tion of heat from the earth. Up to the stratos-
phere, an altitude of ten to twelve kilometers
above sea level, the temperature continuously de-
creases. When the point is reached where absorp-
tion of heat equals radiation, the temperature of
the atmosphere remains constant.

It has been discovered that the stratosphere be-
gins at higher levels, and is colder, over equa-
torial regions than over other parts of the earth.
In most places the stratospheric temperature is
about 55° below zero, Centigrade; over the
equator the average temperature is 70° below.

The intensity of radiation from the earth, and
intervening water vapor, seem to be the deter-
mining factors in the temperature of the stratos-
phere. Over the equator, there is a strong upward
movement of the atmosphere, with no extensive
areas of descending air, and many types of cloud
formations are always present. These absorb
radiation from the earth up to a great altitude.

Most of the radiation which reaches the
stratosphere from this region, therefore, comes
from the clouds and water vapor, and these being

very high and consequently very cold, the in-
tensity of the radiation from them is probably
quite feeble. Because of the prevalence of large
cloud areas over the equator, a good deal of the
earth-heat finds outlet horizontally, increasing
radiation in extra-tropical regions.

Thus it is that the regions of the earth having
the highest temperatures, lie beneath the lowest
temperatures in the stratosphere. —Pete Bogg

MODERN LEMURIANS

EAUTIFUL Mount Shasta in California
B has always been clothed in an awesome air

of mystery. Stories have long been cir-
culated that in some remote fastness at the moun-
tain’s base dwells a race of Lemurians.

It is said that from Lemuria, that prehistoric
continent which eons ago vanished beneath the
Pacific Ocean, came a remnant of the inhabitants,
who established themselves upon the new con-
tinent which we now call America. In some se-
cluded area at Shasta’s feet the last descendants
of the ancient Lemurians may still today be
finding peace and plenty and protection. Many
people have searched for the spot, but if discov-
ered, its secret has been kept.

Nevertheless, rumors keep recurring of tall,
dignified personages seen on nearby highways and
village streets who are none other than memhers
of the mystic clan; and of strange boats which
glide into Pacific shores and then rise into the
air, to disappear near Shasta. —R. Dee
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T MAY come as a pleasant surprise to some of
I you readers that there is a large number of

organized science fiction and fantasy fan clubs
in existence, not only in the United States, but
also in Canada and the British Isles.

To others of you it will come as a surprise that
these have existed in one form or another almost
since fantasy first rated a monthly magazine all
by itself. Every reader of science fiction sooner
or later wishes he knew someone with a similar
taste with whom he could discuss his likes and
dislikes and DO something about them.

Well, there are many like you. They hold con-
ventions every year to vote on their favorite
authors, discuss subjects of interest in the field
of science fiction, and have a good time in general.

They publish what they call fanzines. These
fanzines discuss to a large extent the current pro-
zines. (A prozine is a science fiction magazine
such as Amazing Stories.) They also carry on
discussions of all stf (scientifiction) subjects,
whether found in newspapers, books, prozines, or
elsewhere. They offer back issues of prozines for
sale or trade, give you a market for those old
prozines in the attic that you don’t want (some
of them are worth as high as twenty-five dollars
on the open market today!).

But best of all they make your love of stf
LIVE for you Why? Because it lives for
them! It lives for them because it is the frontier
of the advance of civilization, the dark backwash
on the shore of the Infinite. A century ago the
spiritual counterpsrts of fandom of today turned
their eyes westward to 'the vast Unknown that
was the west. They heard and obeyed the call
of the beckoning horizon.

Today well dressed people drive out to the
historical markers that are the tombstones of our
past. They read the inscriptions which tell of
the brave deeds or tragedies that were enacted
on those spots, then drive on. Adventure for
them is dead.

Yes, it’s almost a half century since a white
man was scalped by an Indian. Today the
Frontier is science. Then, the advance scout
rode through rich valleys, over high mountains,
and often lost himself in the vast badlands and
deserts of the west, while those that came after

him settled in the rich valleys and tilled the soil.
Now, the stf fan roams the rich valleys of solid
science and climbs the mountains and explores
the badlands of future science and the Unknown.

If you’'ve waded this far you are one of these
fans. If you don’t subscribe to one of the
many fanzines, if you have never made any con-
tact with the actifans, you SHOULD. You're
missing something you should have.

Why? Well, you pick up a copy of Amazing
Stories and maybe other magazines on the news-
stand and take them home to read. When you
are through you throw them away or put them
on the book shelf. But you don’t forget what
you have read. You have been looking through
the eyes of men and women whose minds are
unfettered by the ties of actuality. You have
taken a journey into the Unknown. You are
different now than the fellow next dogr who
doesn’t read Amazing Stories.

You can still talk his language, but he can’t
talk yours. You must turn to fandom to find
friends who talk about the things you are in-
terested in.

Again, there are many stories that appeared
in one magazine or another in years past which
are now classics of science fiction and fantasy.
Where can you find the back issues that have
them? Your local second hand magazine man
is ALWAYS out of science fiction magazines!
In the pages of the various fanzines you will
find these back issues for sale. You will also
find a ready market for that stack of stf maga-
zines in your garage that you’ve been planning to
burn or give away.

What does somebody else think of that story
that you thought was terrible? You see the
stack of Amazing Stories on the drug store maga-
zine stand dwindle to nothing and know that
there MUST be lots of people who read it as
avidly as you do. Who are they? Where do
they live?

You can find the answer to all your questions
in fandom and its fanzines. There may be an
old time actifan in your own city or town who
has a collection of promags that fills a room, and
who puts out a fanmag every month. There may
be ten or twenty fans who meet regularly once a
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month in your city, without your knowing any-
thing about it!

They have a get-together and play games, eat
sandwiches, drink coffee, and discuss the current
issues of their favorite magazines. Maybe they
have a real live author who makes a speech and
autographs a copy of the magazine that has one
of his stories in for you.

And all that may be going on only three blocks
down the street while you sit home wishing there
was something interesting to do!

Well, this fan department is going to correct
that.

OR ALL of you readers of Amazing Stories

there are fanzines to fit your tastes and de-
sires. Believe me, you are missing something if
you don’t join fandom in one way or another!

That is why this department has been added to
Amazing Stories; so that the thousands of you
whom we know would LIKE to do something
active about your hobby can know where to
turn for what you want.

I'm going to give a list of the (fan magazines)
fanzines at the end of this article; but first I
would like to give a general picture of what
they are, who publishes them and way, and
what you may expect from them.

The average fanzine is published by one man
or two or three men, with seven or eight regular
contributors in some cases, who religiously read
everything of interest and comment on it.

It is mimeographed usually (though some fan-
zines are lithographed, and a very few are
printed like a promag). It isn't very big, con-
taining seldom more than twenty pages.

It is printed by someone who makes no at-
tempt to make money on it, publishing it as a
hobby only. If it costs you ten or fifteen cents
a copy it probably comes to you with a three
cent stamp on it, is run out on a machine
operated by a crank rather than an electric mo-
tor, and is on paper that is bought retail.

You guessed it. It’s a hard job with no money
in it. One stencil on the average mimeo machine
will run not more than three hundred copies.
That means that most of the fanzines I will list
will be forced to turn down subscriptions after
the three hundred mark is reached, because to
go on would mean the editor would have to de-
vote all his spare time to the chore of printing.
Therefore I suggest that you pick the fanzine
you would like to take and subscribe NOW.
Otherwise you might get your money back with
a “Sorry, no more subscriptions accepted at
present.”

Now here’s somcthing VERY important. The
average fanzine editor is not rich. Give him a
break. 1f you write him and want a repiy, en-
close a stamp. It’s only three cents to you, but
it might be three or six hard-carned bucks to him
in ¢ month when all the letters are added up.

The average fanmag is published bccause the
editor and a few of his close friends have a com-
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mon love, science fiction, and enjoy doing some-
thing about their love together. They may work
at anything from grave digging to managing a
huge corporation in the daytime, but at night
they gather in the basement near the mimeo
machine and work together and get a lot of
satisfaction out of it.

Keep that picture in mind.

These fellows have their likes and dislikes just
like all of us. They are wrong sometimes, right
a lot of the time, wise a little of the time, and
foolish and thoughtless once in a while just like
me or you.

But they’re having a lot of fun and getting a
lot of satisfaction out of their hobby. They’ll
welcome you with open arms if you meet them
in the right spirit. And they’ll work their heads
off to make you feel at home in fandom,

Actually, you can close your eyes and stick a
pin in the list of fanzines I'm going to give, and
the chances are a hundred to one you’ll thorough-
ly enjoy every page of the fanzine the pin picks
out for you! It’s as simple as that.

However, each fanzine editor has a little dif-
ferent idea of what he should stress in his zine.
He usually tries to include everything you’d want,
but stresses one or two things more than others.
I'll try, so far as possible, to give you an idea of
what you may expect from each, so that you may
choose a little more discriminately and stand a
better chance of getting what you want out of
fandom, whether it is a chance to mix socially
with kindred spirits and argue about favorite
authors or magazines, or a medium where you
can add to your collection of back numbers of
magazines or get rid of that stack in the attic.

Nearly every one of the fanzines on the market
will have to refuse to accept new subscribers after
they get 250 or 300, because to accept more
would mean they would have to make a second
set of stencils and spend many extra hours getting
the fanzine in the mail.

Therc are roughly fifty fanzines being pub-
lished. The AVERAGE one could handle only
a hundred more subscribers than it now has.
That means that fandom can only take in five
thousand more recruits at present.

It’s an unfortunate predicament, but one that
can’'t be helped. Amazing Stories is printed on a
press a block long. That press can run out half
a million copies of Amazing Stories as easily as a
hundred. A fanzine is printed on a mimeograph
run by hand, with each sheet of paper fed by
hand. And by a fellow who works all day in
order to earn a living, and prints his magazine
after dinner.

So, if you wait around a few months before
subscribing to a fanzine you will probably be
out of luck, for the time being, at least. And
this time next year when a year’s subscription
expires and is dropped, what’ll you have? That’s
right. A chance to subscribe to onc of the
fanzines that somebody else decided wasn’t any
good, so he didn’t renew.
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Fanzines contain all sorts of things a promag
can’t print, such as comparisons of various pro-
mags, FRANK discussions of authors, and darn
good literary attempts of the readers themselves,
as well as lively discussions and arguments on
everything connected with science fiction activi-
ties.

This column will offer a prize contest in fan-
dom during 1948. A fifty dollar cash prize, a
twenty-five dollar cash prize, and ten one-year
subscriptions to Amazing Stories, offered by this
department to encourage reader participation in
fandom. The details aren’t worked out yet; but
the contest will take the form of an elimination
contest among the fanzines themselves for the
most outstanding letter or article appearing in
each fanzine by one of its subscribers, with the
prize for that up to the fanzine editor himself,
while the winners of the national contest will be
chosen from the winners of the elimination con-
test.

And now to the fanzines themselves. I can’t

tell anything about those I don’t get copies of,
so, fanzine editors, fire them at me from every
direction, whether they’re a load of buckshot or
a garland of roses.
DREAM QUEST: 10c, 13 for $1.00; Don Wilson,
495 N. 3rd St., Banning, Cal, gets honor position
this month because—well, it was Don’s appeal on
behalf of fandom that brought about this column
to acquaint you readers with the publications of
the actifans, their conventions, etc.

Its 20 to 40 pages 8%x11 in. contain futuristic

illustrations by Howard Miller, its associate editor,
interesting articles, some serious and some not so
serious, by whoever writes them, and that means
YQU, if you subscribe, and want to see something
of yours published. It has a letter column called
Cave of the Winds. Don’s editorial is called The
Gas Jet. Another regular department in DQ is
Pro-Phile, a review of the contents of current
prozines.
FANDOM SPEAKS: 10c, 12 for $1.00; Rex Ward
and Jack Clements, eds., 428 Main St., El Segundo,
Cal.; is ten pages of 8%4x14 in., containing nothing
but letters. The fans call such a fanzine a letter-
zine. There’s plenty ofzexcitement all the time in
this letterzine put out by Rex and Jack, and lots
of interest. It’s one of the quickest ways to get
really acquainted with fandom, and also one of
the quickest ways to break into it actively your-
self! Don Wilson, editor of Dream Quest, has a
letter in it all the time, and he seems to put more
into his letter for Fandom Speaks than he does
into his own editorials in his own zine !

FANTASY-TIMES: 10c, 12 for $1.00; James V.
Taurasi, ed. in chief, with nine contributing edi-
tors, all of high caliber, one of them being Dr.
Gardner, Ph.D., an outstanding scientist who is
noted for his researches into.longevity and the
roll of vitamins, etc., in it. Address: 101-02
Northern Blvd.,, Corona, New York.

Mr. Taurasi asked me to tell you readers just
to send a dime for ome issue, because you might

AMAZING STORIES

not like the zine, and he is near his peak circula-
tion now, so would rather sell it only to those who
will get some good out of it. Al Brown, one of
the associate editors of it passed through Chicago
recently and told me that Jimmy would go litho
if he got enough subscribers.

You can take it from me that Fantasy-Times
has glenty to hold your interest. Just the same,
if you send a buck, better enclose a stamp too.
Why? Because if Jimmy can’t go litho, and he
can only take fifty more subscribers but gets a
couple hunert bucks he has to return—there goes
his chance of breaking even on the new subscribers
if he has to spend it all on stamps.

LUNACY: S5c copy, 1115 San Anselmo Ave,, San
Anselmo, Cal.; George Caldwell, ed. A thor-
oughly healthy fanzine catering to the youngsters
(under 90 and without ulcers). Gawge says, “My
motto is, To hell with fandom. We’re a bunch
of louses.” And every one of the fourteen pages
of Lunacy is full of interest and fun. No dignity,
but dignity would spoil it.

THE KAY-MAR TRADER: 5c copy; K. Martin
Carlson, ed., Moorhead, Minn,, stresses advertising
of back issues of prozines for sale or exchange.
At present an index of the works of various fan-
tasy authors is appearing with KMT, by Darrell
Richardson, which seems to be really worth while.
Is some author your favorite and would you like
to read all his stories? Richardson’s index will tell
you, and the KMT advertising section will tell you
where you can get the back issues containing this
author’s stories, so you can read them all.

On the Sc per copy zines, send them half a buck

and get ten issues.
SINE NOMEN: 5c. “A disreputable rag pub-
lished, edited, and financed by John Van Couver-
ing. Destructive criticism tendered by my mother.”
So says Van. He goes on to say on his editorial
page, “Contributions and subscriptions should be
sent to me, at 902 N. Downey Ave., Downey, Cal.
... Don’t hurry ... I've done without ’em so
far . . .” On page one he adds, “A little hekto-
graph trouble also placed a drag on my efforts.
Too cheap to buy a can of refill, I waited until
Rex Ward (of Fandom Speaks), over in El Se-
gundo, got a mimeo and threw his hekto out the
window. I raided El Segundo garbage cans for a
week until I found it and scraped out the gel.”

I'd better stop looking at it or I'll reprint the
whole ish., Twenty pages full of fun and interest-
ing subjects, and in my opinion he’d better raise
his price to a dime even though it's a hekto job,
because he’ll lose too much money. He’s good,
and I hope about a hundred of you send him a
buck. Then he can buy a Speed-O-Print and put
out a zine worthy of his very evident ability,
And raise your price to a dime a copy, Van.

THE GORGON: 15c, 75c per yr., bi-monthly.
Stanley Mullen, ed., 4936 Grove St., Denver 11,
Colorado. Somebody (I don’t remember who)
told me this is the aristocrat of fanzines. All I
have to say to that is, quote, “Poo, I could have
found that out without being told.” Unquote.
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Eighty pages, it HAS to be bi-monthly, because
it must take two months to get it together. No
‘ads. The illustrations are professional looking.
The contents guarantee hours of entertaining read-
ing.

SNIX: 10c; 4 for 25c, Walter A. Coslet, Box 6,
Helena, Montana. “Coswal” is a very serious fan,
and puts out a zine that is a must for all fans who
want to build up a reference library of science fic-
tion and fantasy. €Coswal signed up a lifetime
contract for a managing editor recently (August
12th, ’47 at 7:30 P.M.). Congratulations! Let’s
hope that as the years roll by Providence provides
you With enough assistant editors to take care of
increasing circulation.

FANTASY ADVERTISER: 10c, S50c per year;
Gus Wilmorth, ed., 643 S. Bixel St., Los Angeles
14, Cal. “The amateur professional for the pro-
fessional amateur.” That really describes it, too.
It’s printed by professional printers, contains ads
for the sale trade and exchange of back issue
prozines galore. Also has a large center section

of interesting current fan events plus some really °

startling art work. Herman the Vermin, on page
6 of the October ’47 issue, is equal to the most
fantastic of all characters out of Li’l Abner. ,
SPACEWARP: Arthur H. Rapp, 2120 Bay St
Saginaw, Mich.; 10c, $1.00 per yr. Twenty pages
of entertainment in the form of amateur short
fantasies, articles, and controversies on current in-
terests—the current one being the pro and con on
Lovecraft. Done in blue, red, and green ink, you
see such fantasies as a blue beer mug with red
foam, on a green background! Current want of
Rapp is a one sentence definition of science fic-
tion. Reader participation wanted.

FANEWS: 3c per sheet, 40 for a buck. Published
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whenever the news warrants it, by Walter Dunkel-
burger (Dunk) at 1443 Fourth Ave, S, Fargo,
N. D. Devoted entirely to fan news when it is
fresh. Dunk also publishes other things, like
Dunk’s Scrap Book, which will be discussed in
future columns.
FANTASY COMMENTATOR: 25c copy, S for
$1.00. Quarterly. A Langley Searles’ ed., with
S assistants, “Covering the field of imaginative
Jiterature .. . although FC publishes no fiction,
descriptive and critical manuscripts dealing with
any phase of imaginative literature are welcome
from all readers. A detailed history of fandom by
Sam Moskowitz is now drawing to a close in it.
Subscriptions limited, so enclose a stamp when you
send your buck. 19 E. 235th St., N. Y. City 66.

There are lots more, but that’s all the room I
dare take this time. Next month I’ll tell about
the two major fan organizations in fandom, the
NFFF (National Fantasy Fan Federation) and
FAPA (Fantasy Amateur Press Association). Most
fans soon join the NFFF, and most fan editors
and writers belong to the NFFF and FAPA also.
Once a year the NFFF holds a convention where
all actifans meet one another and have a swell
time—but I'll save that for next time.

Fancerely,
—Rog Phillips

How about you other readers? Have you
a fan group in your locality? Do you, too,
publish a fanmag? Why not send your
“news’” to Mr. Phillips. Letters addressed
in care of this magazine will be forwarded
to him—The Editors.

ICE BELOW ZERO

\
* CARTER T. WAINWRIGHT g

CE thickens faster at zero temperatures than

it does at twenty or thirty degrees below

zero. That may sound unreasonable, but
under certain conditions it is true.

The temperature of the water just below a
sheet of ice is always at freezing temperature,
thirty-two degrees Farenheit. The ice, of course,
grows thicker at this under surface. The rate
at which the ice grows is proportional to the rate
of heat loss from the water through the sheet of
ice. When the upper surface of the ice becomes
colder, the rate increases, but it decreases as the
ice becomes thick, for the ice is a poor conductor
of heat.

If fine snow covers the ice, it is a much poorer
conductor of heat, one hundred to three hundred
times worse, in fact. Therefore, even the thin-
nest layer of snow over ice greatly slows up the
growth of the ice sheet by decreasing the loss of
heat from the water, through the ice, to the cold
air above.

When the temperature falls to twenty or more

degrees below zero, the wind is usually still, and
any snow which covers the ice remains there and
is not blown away by the wind, thus retaining
the insulation which prevents the ice from thick-
ening.

At these low temperatures, also, there often
occurs, on large bodies of fresh water such as
the Great Lakes, a condition called ice smoke.
Over the open, deep water, frozen fog appears,
which drifts across the ice formed over shallower
water. This frosty substance is the ice smoke,
and it acts as an insulating cover to the ice.

The ice smoke occurs in abundance at exces-
sively cold temperatures, and in lesser quantities
when the temperature is around zero. What does
appear then is apt to be blown away, the same as
snow, by the winds which are more common at
zero temperatures than at twenty below. Thus,
again, without the insulation of the ice smoke,
the ice grows more rapidly at zero than it does
when the temperature is much colder.

THE END



THE MYSTERY OF THE PASSENGER PIGEON

‘ N IHAT caused the disappearance of the
‘ passenger pigeon? Why did a whole

species suddenly vanish from the earth?
The passing of these birds is one of the unsolved
mysteries of the nineteenth century.

Although wholesale slaughter by the white man
accounts for the death of many of the pigeons, it
does not explain the remarkable fact that in the
short space of twenty years, the species became
totally extinct. In 1875 the passenger pigeon
population numbered into the billions; by 1900
there were none.

Pioneers in the Middle West were accustomed
to seeing great flocks of passenger pigeons flying
across the sky. The bird was described as being
exceedingly elegant in plumage, form and move-
ment. The adult was about sixteen inches in
length, its upper parts bluish grey, its under parts
white and light brown. The birds fed, roosted,
nested and migrated in colonies.

Their characteristic migrations gave these pig-
eons the name of “passenger”. They migrated
from one locality to another, not because of
weather changes, but in search of new supplies of
food; hence their migratory movements were not
regular and seasonal, but entirely dependent upon
the food supply. Sometimes they remained in
one locality for several years. A nesting place
would be established, and as nearby food supplies
became exhausted, daily flights of dozens of
miles would be made, with a return each night to
the same roosting place. The sound of countless
wings beating into camp each evening was like
that of a tornado, or a great waterfall. The birds
settled on tree limbs for the night, in such num-
bers that often branches broke beneath the
weight of the resting birds.

When food supplies became inadequate and it
was necessary to change their nesting place, the
birds rose into the air in a single flock and flew
rapidly and powerfully, perhaps several hundred
miles in a day, until they found a new nesting
spot. It was these mass migrations which pre-
sented such a spectacular sight to the pioneers
throughout most of the United States east of the
Rockies, but chiefly in the Middle West, from
Kentucky to Minnesota. The living mass dark-
ened the sky for hours, in shades of blues, wines
and white, and was a wonderful and astonishing
sight. The birds flew at a speed of about sixty
miles an hour. The flock in motion was often a
mile or more wide, flowing across the sky in un-
broken rythmn like a great river for three or four
hours at a time, until all the mulitude had passed.

Human imagination is staggered at the thought
of the numbers of individual birds which made up
one of these enormous flocks, and even more so at
the numbers which made up the whole population
of the species. Observers have estimated that
many flocks contained over a billion birds; some
contained more than two billion.

The amount of food required by these feathered

creatures is as incredible as their numbers. Each
one consumed about a cupful of food daily. A
flock consisting of a billion birds needed about
eight million bushels of food a day. Originally,
they fed on forest “mast”, acorns beechnuts, and
so on. Considering their vast numbers, and the
rapidity of their increase, it was assumed by most
observers that only the gradual elimination of the
forests would ever decrease the numbers of the
passenger pigeons. The fact is that the destruc-
tion of the forests had only begun in 1880, when
the last large flight of pigeons was witnessed.

For decades before this there had been great
destruction of the birds by the white men, some-
times for sport, or for food, or by wrathful farm-
ers whose fields had been devastated by the hun-
gry hordes. The Midwest was becoming well
settled by the middle of the nineteenth century,
and the birds had discovered the fields of grain
on the new farms. The settlers were up in arms
against the menace to their livelihood of these
voracious birds, no matter how admirable a sight
they might present on the wing. The farmer and
his family found that it was not easy to defend
a field. Firing guns and beating on pans would
intimidate the birds but slightly, and innumerable
gusts of them would sweep in to devour the pre-
cious newly sprouted seeds.

The farmers welcomed the help of the curious,
and of the professional hunters, who helped them
by destroying the young birds in the nesting areas.
Some enterprising pioneers drove hogs to the nest-
ing grounds to fatten upon the pigeons which
were easily slaughtered there. Others killed birds
by the thousands for the Eastern markets. A
skilled “pigeoner’”’, as these professional hunters
were called, could take two thousand or more
birds in a single day.

Despite all efforts of irate settlers and those
who killed the birds for the purpose of marketing
them, it was estimated that less than a miliion a
year were marketed, and probably about that
number otherwise eliminated from the flocks.
Since a single flight sometimes contained two
billion birds, it is apparent that the destruction
of birds by the white man was not an important
factor in the extermination of the species.

Afier about 1880 the immense flights of the
past were seen no more. Scattered groups of the
birds were noted from time to time, but that
was all. Ornithologists, finally anticipating the
unbelievable end of the passenger pigeon, offered
rewards for undisturbed pigeons’ nests. There
was very little response. A few birds were cap-
tured for zoos, but these eventually died of old
age, leaving no posterity. For reasons and in a
manner unknown to man, the vast flocks of un-
counted billions of beautiful birds have ceased to
be. The magnificent passenger pigeon, common
and remarkable sight of the nineteenth century, is
gone forever. —Mildred Murdoch
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What Strange Powers

Did The Ancients Possess?

VERY important discovery relating to

mind power, sound thinking and cause
and effect, as applied to self-advancement, was
known centuries ago, before the masses could
read and write.

Much has been written about the wise men of
old. A popular fallacy has it that their secrets
of personal power and successful living were
lost to the world. Knowledge of nature’s laws,
accumulated through the ages, is never lost.
At times the great truths possessed by the
sages were hidden from unscrupulous men in
high places, but never destroyed.

Why Were Their Secrets
Closely Guarded?

Only recently, as time is measured; not more
than twenty generations ago, less than 1/100th
of 1% of the earth’s people were thought
capable of receiving basic knowledge about the
laws of life, for it is an elementary truism that
knowledge is power and that power cannot be
entrusted to the ignorant and the unworthy.
Wisdom is not readily attainable by the gen-
eral public; nor recognized when right within
reach. The average person absorbs a multitude
of details about things, but goes through life
without ever knowing where and how to ac-
quire mastery of the fundamentals of the inner
mind—that mysterious silent something which
“whispers” to you from within.

Fundamental Laws of Nature
Your habits, accomplishments and weaknesses
are the effects of causes. Your thoughts and
actions are governed by fundamental laws. Ex-
ample: The law of compensation is as funda-

mental as the laws of breathing, eating and
sleeping. All fixed laws of nature are as fasci-
nating to study as they are vital to understand
for suctess in life.

You can learn to find and follow every basic
law of life. You can begin at any time to dis-
cover a whole new world of interesting truths.
You can start at once to awaken your inner
powers of self-understanding and self-advance-
ment, You can learn from one of the world’s
oldest institutions, first known in America in
1694. Enjoying the high regard of hundreds
of leaders, thinkers and teachers, the order is
known as the Rosicrucian Brotherhood. Its
complete name is the “Ancient and Mystical
Order Rosae Crucis,” abbreviated by the ini-
tials “AMORC.” The teachings of the Order
are not sold, for it is not a commercial organi-
zation, nor is it a religious sect. It is a non-
profit fraternity, a brotherhood in the true
sense.

Not For General Distribution
Sincere men and women, in search of the truth
—those who wish to fit in with the ways of
the world—are invited to write for a compli-
mentary copy of the sealed booklet, “The Mas-
tery of Life.” It tells how to contact the librarian
of the archives of AMORC for this rare knowl-
edge. This booklet is not intended for general
distribution; nor is it sent without request. It

is therefore suggested that you write for your
copy to Scribe W.N. Z,

7% ROSICRUCIANS

[AMORC]}

San Jose California
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;HOSPITALIZATION

A DAY

it PLAN

ospital [ g e
idence || For Individuals
' ‘or Family Groups
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ACCIDENT and acc!-
dental death. Plan per-,

Laboratory mits you to go to any
hospital In the U. S..
X-Ray Available to men and
IAnesthesia | Wwomen up to 70 years
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10pr. Room | regardliess of other
[Ambulance | policies carried. It
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o TODAY!

(O MEDICAL EXAMINATION REQUIRED )

INTERS‘I'AT! MUTUAI. BENEFIT ASS'N. I
'DEPT. 3703, DOVER, DELAWARE

Please send me FREE Iull details concerning your
Hospitalization Policy.

Send us your Songs and
Song Poems. Hollywood
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WITHOUT CHARGE. Lead
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al TODAY for FREE EXAM-
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Box 670, Beverly Hills, Calif.

$1.200.00
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ASTHMA

‘e NO-COST TRIAL OFFER!
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for daﬂnz NO-RESK‘ NO T TRIA OFFIR. !n-

rom
NACOR, 1142-N State Lite Bldu lndlananolls 4, Ind.
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RADIANT HEATING
By
ROBERT R. PELLONE

old as the Sun has come into being amidst

the new developments in the heating of
homes. In fact the éldest method of heating a
dwelling or heating an exposed person is by the
obvious means of exposing that dwelling or person
to an open fire with only some means to carry
away the gases from the flames. WHAT does the
heating? The answer is simple. The energy radi-
ated by the visible flame warms whatever is ex-
posed to it.

This method of heating then has been used in
open fireplaces, and in other devices to the satis-
faction of all concerned. Later, as men developed
new things, they devised central heating, using hot
water, steam, or air to carry the heat to whatever
was being heated. In the case of homes, this was
ordinarily the air itself. In other words, conduc-
tion of heat through the air was the basic method
of heating up until very recently.

Everyone knows that if you stand near a fire,
or near a radiator carrying a hot gas or liquid, you
can feel the heat from that radiator even though
the air between it and you is still cold. How is
this possible? In the first place it must be remem-
bered that heat is nothing but the motion of the
molecules of a substance be it flesh wood, metal or
stone. That is the aspect in which heat ordi-
narily appears to us. We feel an object, and we
know it is warm because its molecules are in
motion. If he want to make it warmer we must
speed up these same molecules. The obvious way
is to bring it into contact with something whose
molecules are even moving faster. Then our
new object becomes warmer. That’s what is ordi-
narily done in house heating. We bring hot air
near us and thus we warm ourselves.

However we also notice that we can feel the
heat of a flame at a distance. This is due to the
fact that heat appears also in the form of radiant
energy, in the form of electromagnetic waves
which are invisible and only make themselves
known to us by the fact that they heat us. This
is the basis of the new radiant heating.

Instead of having exposed radiators, long lengths
of piping are buried in the floors and walls of the
home to be heated. The same basic sort of a heat-
ing plant, however, is still used. The only change
is that the radiators have now become simple
pipes. They send their energy to us directly with-
out heating the intervening air. Thus the actual
temperature of the air in a room so heated may
be very low, but as long as this radiant energy
reaches us, we believe and we are in fact—warm.
This new system will be used extensively in the
future. Already it is being installed in many
new homes,

Q- TECHNIQUE as new as yesterday and as
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To People Who Want to Write

Beginner
Earns
$1,819.00

“Today 1 received a
check for $165 for a
story. Another 1 sold
for $34. The other
day 1 counted up just
how much I made pre-
viously. It amounted
to $1,620.00. Not bad
for a beginner, is it?—
Mrs. L. L. Gray, 579
E.McHarg Ave., Stam-
ford, Texas.

Sells 95 Stories and
Novelettes

““The introduction you
gave me to your editor
friend, resulting in my
present assignment to
do a complete povel
for him monthly, is
doubly appreciated, es-
pecially since 1 finished
my N. I. A. training
some time ago ond,
consequently, have no
call on your service.

Here is concrete evi- '

dence that interest in
your students continues
indefinitely. To date
now, I have sold 95
stories and novelettes
to 20 national maga-
zines.”” — Darrell Jor-
dan, P.O. Box 279,
Friendship, N. Y.

but can’t get started

Do you have the constant urge to write but the fear that a begin-
ner hasn’t a chance? Then listen to what the former editor of
Liberty said on this subject:

“There is more room for newcomers in the writing field today than ever before.
Some of the greatest of writing men and women have passed from the scene in
recent years. Who will take their places? Who will be the new Robert W.
Chambers, Edgar Wallace, Rudyard Kipling? Fame, riches and the happiness
of achievement await the new men and women of power.”
Writing Aptitude Test—FREE!

HE Newspaper Institute of America offers a FREE Writing

Aptitude Test. Its object is to discover new recruits for the
army of men and women who add to their income by fiction and
article writing.

The Writing Aptitude Test is a simple but expert analysis of
your latent ability, your powers of observation, imagination,
dramatic instinct, etc. Not all applicants pass this test. Those
who do are qualified to take the famous N.I.A, course based on
the practical training given by big metropolitan dailies.

This is the New York Copy Desk Method which teaches you to
write by writing! You develop your individual style instead of
trying to copy that of others. Although you work at home, on
your own time, you are constantly guided by experienced
writers.

You “cover” actual assignments such as metropohtan reporters
get. It is really fascinating work. Each
week you see new progress. In a matter of
months you can acquire the coveted “pro-

fessional” touch. Then you’re ready for VETERANS:
market with greatly improved chances of
making sales. This Course

Mail the Coupon Now
But the first step is to take the Writing Ap-
titude Test. It requires but a few minutes

approved for

and costsnothing. So mail the coupon now! Veterans’
Make the first move towards the most en-
joyable and profitable occupation—writing Training.

for publication! Newspaper Institute of
America, One Park Avenue, New York 16,
N. Y. (Founded 1925).
L N N N N N N N BN N B N K- 32 N N N N N _ § N B N B B B 8§ 0§ §
Newspaper Institute of America
One Park Ave.,, New York 16, N. Y.

Send me, without cost or obligation, your Writing Aptitude Test
and further information about writing for profit.

Miss
HMrs; 575 iTa'a s a'e o a e s BToTTelareRekeioNeRERe;KosTe o o 3 5 5 o'+ o oxoEosersToNeRoroxeisES tesettscrcesescsscccsa
Mr.

Address

[ Check here if eligible under the G.I. Bill of Rights.
(A1l cortespondence confidential. No salesmman will call on you. ) 63-C-668

Copyright 1948 Newspaper Institute of America
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WARNING ALL SCIENTISTS

NEW book has come to the attention of
A the public which carries a profound warn-

ing for all of us—particularly the scien-
tists of America. The title of the book is “Alsos”
by Dr. Goudsmit, an American physicist of Dutch
extraction. The name “Alsos” comes from the
Greek word “grove” and refers to Major-General
Grove of the atomic bomb project. It was a
code name applied to a special committee of
American scientists whose function was to rush
into Germany immediately after our troops and
ferret out all atomic secrets that the Germans had
as well as to capture all German physicists that it
could. Dr. Goudsmit headed the unit because
he had known most of the German physicists
before the war and in general was familiar with
the European scene,

Before we entered Germany, our government
believed, as many people even believe today, that
we were racing the Germans for the atomic bomb.
Dr. Goudsmit makes it clear that this is not a
fact. The Germans were not even remotely close.
At no time were we ever in danger of being atom-
ic-bombed by the Germans. The important thing
is that we expected it!

In his book Dr. Goudsmit tells a sorry tale-—
but fortunate for us. The highly vaunted science
of the Germans proved to be nothing at all
German science was not even near the atomic
bomb when the war ended and the reason was
simple. German scientists were so confident that
if they couldn’t make the bomb nobody could!
They were so stupid as to believe that they were
even far ahead of us. They were shocked beyond
belief that we had it when they heard that it had
been dropped on Hiroshima.

The lesson in all this and in Dr. Goudsmit’s
book is very clear. We must never allow our scien-
tific attitude to become one of cockiness. We
must always have an open mind. No matter what
we think, we must adopt the attitude that we
don’t know it all and that there are some things
we can learn regardless of how smart we think we
are. It is impossible for us to assume that be-
cause the United States has the atomic bomb, no
one else can ever have it. The Germans had this
view—Ilook at the result.

On one occasion, Dr. Goudsmit and his col-
leagues discovered that the Germans had collected
large quantities of thorium. Immediately he as-
sumed the Germans were planning to use it for the
atomic bomb. Imagine his surprise and relief
when he learned that in fact they were using
it in a special toothpaste!

Fortunately American scientists are too humble
and intelligent to believe that they know it all,
and consequently they work all the harder to
apply reason to things. But it would be a mis-
take to assume that such fantastic things couldn’t
happen here. All you have to do is underestimate
the caliber of your enemy and you are lost. The
Germans did so, fortunately. —A. Morris
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80 STORIES YOU WON'T SOON FORGET

TALES OF WOMEN AS YOU LIKE THEM

BY MEN WHO KNOW

Maybe you're a bachelor, or maybe you're a married tman and the string
leads to your wife’s apron, but brother, you're going to learn about women
on almost every page of “BACHELOR’S QUARTERS,"” the book that con-
centrates on the man’s point of view. Every tale in this 764 page book is
written by a master story-teller, by those who have understood and probed
‘the deepest secrets of women as they really are. Here you wnll ﬁnd sophisti~

cated, worldly females, mnocentt. tigresses, d
who can make shambles of a man's life . . . these and many more in the

most story-packed book that ever kept you up nights. Read for 10 days FREE,

at absolutely no risk. If you don’t agree it is the most complete, most fasci-
nating encyclopaedia of WOMEN you have ever read, it won’t cost you a
single cent. Rush the coupon today and get your copy while we still have one!

THE CRITICS LOVED IT! SEND NO MONEY

Reviewed by many of the lergest news~ Enjoy this big book for 10 days® free trial.
papers, BACHELOR’S QUARTERS has Meet Clarissn, Cosette, Rinty, Kato and her
been widely acclaimed. You'll discover the sisters-in-adventure without risk to your
reason yourself when you meet, between purse. Simply fill in and mail the free gift
the covers of BACHELOR’S QUARTERS, coupon. On arrival, pay the postman only
some of the most unusual women ever $2.98 plus postage and C.0.D., or enclose $3.00
offered you in print. with the coupon and receive both books post-
paid. We guarantes that BACHELOR'S
QUARTERS will positively delight you or yonr
MONEY BACK! Rush the coupon NOW

Cleopatra hasbeen called
one of the greatest temptresses
the world has ever known. Her beau-
ty was told and retold in fable and play
for centuries. Here, in book form, you have

ABSOLUTELY FREE if you act now!
BILTMORE PUB. CO., 45 E. 17th S*.. N. Y. C. 3

Cleopatra in all her famous beauty, see her as a
master writer portrays her. You'll say this fine
book alone is worth the purchase price of '
BACHELOR'’S QUARTERS, and it’s yours-

THEM BEST

Here's What Goes On

In BACHELOR'S QUARTERS
THE DOCTOR & THE DOCTOR'S WIFE

Ernest Hemingway
JIMMY AND THE DESPERATE WOMAN

H. Lawrence

THE WOMAN WHO MADE ANATOLE
FRANCE
Francis Gribble
THE MAN WITH ONLY FIVE WIVES

Admiral Mark Kerr
DUSKY RUTH
THE HOUSE OF THE SlNNER

aradoc Evans
THE LADY WHO COULDNT BLUSH
Catulle Mendes
THE GARMENTS OF A GIRI.

THE HONEY-MOON SURPRlSE
Clement Wood
LOVE AND A FUR COAT

Hjalmar Roderberg
. and that’s only the beginning!

Y.F. Cooke

Biltmore Publishing Co., Dopt. QC-68
45 East 17th St., New York 3, N. Y.
J RUSH my agy of BACHELOR’S QUARTERS
lus FREE CLEOPATRA'S NIGHTS.”
n arrival I will dopollt with postman only $2.83
plus postage. | may return the booka for full
i refund within 10 days if not completely satisfied.
Q I enclose $3.00 to save postage and
charges. Same free offer & money back (\unntn
Name
Address

City & Zonme................... State........ Age....
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MAZING STORIES will publish in each issue a selection of letters from readers.

Everybody is welcome to contribute.

an equal chance.

*

aged through this department.

Bouquets and brickbats will have

Inter-reader correspondence and controversy will be encour-
Get in with the gang and have your say.

Address Your Letters to:

AMAZING STORIES “DISCUSSIONS,” ZIFF-DAVIS PUBLISHING CO.

185 North Wabash Avenue, Chicago 1, Ilinois
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. VOICE OUT OF NOWHERE
irs:

In the AMazinG STorIES for August I read with
interest your letter telling about the bug or worm
living in the brain that causes deros to act the
way they do.

From 1941 to 1945 I was married and lived
and worked at McGill, Nevada. From time to
time another personality that called herself Jala
Shan spoke through my wife, Betty. Jala said
she was a daughter of Damballah and her sign
was a bird flying into the sunset. Jala told me
many things-—mostly things I could neither prove
or disprove. Jala said at that time that someone

infected Betty with worms in her brain to either
kill her or drive her insane. After a struggle Jala
Shan claimed to have destroyed these bugs. Dur-
ing this time Betty was upset and not perfectly
well.

In 1944 we moved to Vancouver, Washington,
and about a year later I returned to Nevada and
secured a divorce. The last I heard Betty was
married again and living at Seattle.

From numerous sources there is much to prove
that your stories have a basis in fact. At one
time, about 1939, I was in touch with the Le-
murian Order, whose leaders, Robert D. Stelle
and Howard Zitko, spoke of retreating to the

stripes. Take it with you
please or REFUND OF PURGHASE PRICE

ot

Without Losing Mone

Newly Invented Portable

“POT LUCK?” Machine
FUN TO HIT THE JACKPOT

At last you can haye all the thrills of winning with *POT-LUCK” ,
familiar s;
plunger.

ou_can play for hours. A fascinating enjoyment,

‘jackpot,” and gather in your chips.

FIFTH AVE. MDSE. MART, Dent PLC48
150 Nassau St., New York 7, N. Y.-

Send complete “POT-LUCK’’ outfit by return mail.
It is understood if 1 am not delighted after 5 days,
I may return for full refund of purchase price,

{0 8end C.0.D. 1 will pay $2.98 plus postage.

0O Enclosed find $3.00 in full payment. Subject to same
guarantee.

O Send 2 complete outfits, special price $5.50 plus post-
age.

NAME.
ADDRESS.
CITY.

ZONE STATE

Theills of ﬂamﬁllm;

bols of cherries, bells and lemons turn up by just Dushing the
When you are
through, you don’t lose a cent! It’s %ll fun, Wonderful for parties, games for
t}?e children, and of course, grown-ups will go for “POT-LUCK” in a big way!
it the *
Nothing Else to Buy. *POT-LUCK”’ s sent to you complete with chips and instructions.
Durably made of heavy pressed steel finished with alternate bright-nickel and duil satin
3 Or use it at &arﬁe\ }\ovlsamazmg enjoyment. Guaranteed to

SIZE
315"x4Yy"

the

SEND NO MONEY
Send name and audress to-
d'hv We will ship “POT-

CK' comvletowith chipy,
instructions, etc.. by return
mail. Pay postmsn $2.98
plus postage. If you prefer
to save postage, enclose $3
Now.

170



DISCUSSIONS

caves. Also of changes in a radio set to make
it an invulnerable weapon of defense and offense.
Then there is the Brotherhood of the White Tem-
ple of 1600 Logan Street, Denver, Colorado,
owned and operated by Dr. Doreal and Dr. Ra-
mose., This is another order that tells tall stories
of giants, underground cities of the pyramid of
magnetic fire that always points toward the Sun
on a magnetic belt deep in the earth and many
tales that stretch the imagination. They, too,
seek to capture one’s mind and imagination.
Perhaps you already have too many letters to
answer so I’ll bring this one to a close until some
other time.
C. H. Spaulding,
Box 1223,
Warrenton, Oregon.
What you say is quite interesting, and we thank

you for this comment on an actual experience

which seems to support Mr. Shaver’s information

from the caves concerning a parasite in the brain.
—Ed.

ANOTHER ANSWER TO STAR

Sirs:

I have read with interest and much astonish-
ment the letter signed by Marcial P. Star, of Lima,
Peru, regarding my recent article “The Tunnels of
the Titans,” and published in the December issue
of A. S. However, the letter consists of little more
than a blanket charge that my article is “a pack
of lies” and not a single authority, reference or
scrap of evidence is offered to support his state-
ments. He attempts to speak not only for every
inhabitant of his country, living and dead, but the
entire history of that ancient land which all
scholars admit is bewildering and confusing.

I do not pose as an authority or historian. Al-
though my historical articles have appeared in
some twenty national publications and have been
repeatedly checked by expert research staffs and
found accurate, I prefer to regard myself simply
as a reporter—one who collects from little-known
sources and then presents to his readers interesting
information.

In my article I plainly and repeatedly stated,
even to the extent of a special footnote, that my
material on the tunnels of Peru was taken from
the book Mysteries of Ancient South America, by
Harold T. Wilkins (London, 1945), and used by
special arrangement with the author. Every state-
ment regarding the tunnels (with the exception to
follow) that I made will be found in this book.

Who is Harold T. Wilkins? If Mr. Star will
turn to Who’s Who, he will find that Mr, Wilkins
is an internationally known authority, has done
extensive work in South American archaeology
and in British, Spanish and American historical
archives, and is the author of thirty books that
may be found in libraries throughout the world.
Associated with Mr. Wilkins in his work is Miles
Poindexter, whose studies on the mysteries and
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AMAZING STORIES

pre-history of the old Inca Empire have made him
famous all over the countries of the Andes, and
won him the Gold Medal of the Sun of Peru.

From such a source did I obtain my material,
which I simply reported. Now, taking up Mr.
Star’s objectlons point by point, he first suggests
that my spelling of the name of Pizzaro indicates
my ignorance. It happens that I used the spelling
adopted in England since I was using a boek pub-
lished in England. The spelling of historical names
varies greatly from place to place, and all are con-
sidered correct. For Mr. Star’s enlightenment,
there are 4,000 ways of spelling the name of
Shakespeare, according to Robert Ripley, and all
are correct. It depends on what country you are
in.

Next comes the dogmatic statement : “There are
no such tunnels in Peru and never has the gov-
ernment looked for them.” It happens that the
governmental search was made in 1830, and the
matter was reported by Mme. Helena Blavatsky
in 1850, some twenty years later. Since that time,
over a century ago, many governments have come
and gone, and records have probably been de-
stroyed. But this information was common knowl-
edge back in 1850 when it was recorded. As Mr.
Wilkins remarks, we are telling the modern gov-
ernment of Peru something that it likely does not
know about. or if it does, it is keeping this khowl-
edge from its citizens and the world for oBvious
reasons. To be more exact, Mr. Star, all nations
have their secrets; our own country is not giving
its citizens the know-how of making A-bombs.

As to the existence of the tunnels, please reread
the letter by Marx Kaye, also of Lima, Peru, which
appeared in the June issue of this magazine. Not
only has Mr. Kaye been told “again and again
by natives and some foreign investigators that
there are subterranean passages in the ncighbor-
hood of Cuzco which are still guarded,” but he
tells of a miner who entered one of them. He
also states that it is known “that the Incas had
secret ways of traveling gr’&’at distances under-
ground.” It would be logical to debate the size
of these tunnels, perhaps, despite the fact that
there are charts in existence, but to deny that any
exist at all is closing one’s eyes to the evidence.

Regarding the treasure of Atapualpha, (read
La Cronica del Peru (circa A.D. 1555), by Pedro
Cieza De Leon. It is true that minor collections
of treasure went in lakes as well as elsewhere; we
are concerned, however, with the basic treasure
which included the original Inca golden sun as
well as the fundamental source of the gold. I did
not imply in my article that the charts I referred
to, place the beginning of onc of the tunnel’s near
the modern city of Lima, and I stated this fact
so that the reader could determine its location.

As to the escape of Tupac Amaru in 1533, I
refer Mr. Star to Mr. Wilkin’s book ; the reference
to Maco Inca is another matter entirely. Regard-
ing the jungles and the unexplored territory, Mr.
Star fails to remember that all this happened four



DISCUSSIONS . 178

centuries ago, and that the boundaries of South
American countries have been changed repeatedly.
Again, in reference to the noises during earth-
quakes, Mr. Star writes that he has “never heard
them myself, nor anybody clse.” Well Mr. Kaye
heard them, as his letter previously referred to,
reveals.

Finally, Mr. Star writes: “Mr. Taylor Hansen
tells always the same lies, but he tells them with
ability, and I never had thought of discredit to
him.” In other words, if one can tell alleged lies
with ability, he will not be forced to debate the
issue. Well, some day I hope to have Mr. Han-
sen’s ability.

In the meantime I hope my readers will realize
that I am a reporter, not an authority, that I try
to give references for most of my work and will
answer all inquiries, and that I am dealing with
knowledge that is not found in an atlas or a
geography.

Vincent H. Gaddis
Box 296
Winona Lake, Indiana

Editorially, we agree with Mr. Gaddis. We have
quite a bit of information of our own which con-
firms the cxistence of these tunnels, and we be-
lieve that the three rebuttals to Mr. Star which
we have published have established their reality
beyond any dispute.—Ed.

NOVEMBER ISSUE RATED

Sirs:

I have had the pleasure of reading the Novem-
ber issue of AmazinG. It was a swell issue and it
was hard to rate the stories, but here is the lineup
I finally arrived at:

1. And Eve Was--An immense scope of imagi-
nation and some real basic knowledge make this
a real classic.

2. The Giants of Mogo—A difficult situation,
the mceting of humans and Mogo giants. Well
handled and with some fine philosophy. Some-
thing like this could happen.

3. Murder Solves a Problem—Written in a rou-
tine manner, but with a fine bunch of ideas and
tremendous wallop at the end, that wasn’t quite
spoiled by the way it was done.

4, Squeeze Play—What an idea! The develop-
ments could be something.

R. P. Anger
520 Highland Ave.
Ottawa, Ontario, Can.

Thanks, Mr. Anger for your comments. We like

to know that we are doing so well.—Ed.

SCIENCE FICTION AND MORMONISM

Sirs:

I have been a reader of all scientific fiction ever
since 1929 and not always have I been able to
satisfy my craving for the knowledge contained
therein. I have followed mostly the general
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themes which go hand in hand with religion and

the attempt at storming the strongholds of mys-

tery regarding the origin of man. I have read so

many of the works of many authors and it is

difficult for me to remember their names because

I was more interested in the threads of truth than
in names, people, and places.

. Two writers just now stand out because, at last,

HAIRENEW- in my way of thinking, they are hitting very near

Vacuum Stimulator Activates Scalp to the truth. First Shaver and then Rog Phillips.

—oih::: 'ir;:w':eﬁcmh'e:::;:;:;"l: : 4 It almost appears to me that the prophets of earth

o A e L long gone to Paradise, or other beings of immortal

'n?:r.l'ey :’vz H:ISE.?EWB :{e:_ksd— stature, are contacting some upon this earth in

comp’,'e,: IR InSTrOSHBRE :,,y the form of inspired writings to reach the people.

$5dn°s"ndaid|~ ‘:L ';\?:E@wavzgr;m The Gospel of Christ reaches many people but

Sabino St Los Angeles 23, Colif. there are so many outside the pale who have to

be appealed to in other ways. I believe Shaver

and Phillips are two of those inspired people so

I I N VENTOR designated. I am not conferring any special honor

an upon these men but the world should note the

continuity of thread of theme in their works. It
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Vincent H. Gaddis, August AMAZING STORIES.
And here again, as we have dealt in the past, we
find both past and future glory in “And Eve Was.”
In this writing there is a great promise to those
who wonder what comes after this life of mortal-
ity. The promise is sufficiently hidden so that the
chosen may find it only. Another by Rog Phillips,
“So Shall Ye Reap,” August AMAZING STORIES,
portrays a warning. I wonder how many readers
have seen it.

Mormonism teaches the eternal life of man, as
given by the prophecies of authorized servants of
God down through the ages. The record is also
plain and this source of truth, available to all, is
sadly ignored. Scientific fiction has almost been
an equally great source of truth, particularly
AMAziNG STORIES. I wonder how many readers
can see the connection that I do between science
and religion.

Before I close I would refer you to the flying
saucers which have been publicized so much. Keep
up with the work of scientific fiction and AMAzING
Storiks, exhort Rog Phillips and Richard S. Shaver
to keep on giving. I feel that in their works there
is a message for all men. There are just as many
stumbling blocks in scientific works for the unfit
as in scripture.

One more request. Is there an author who can
furnish a feature fiction article, on the possibility
of ancient peoples of this continent being em-
igrants from the Tower of Babel and others from
Hebrew lineage around 600 B. C.? You editors,
how about putting out a feeler? I think some-
thing marvelous will come forth for all men.
Shaver and Phillips ought to work hand in hand
on this project.

Some assertions of this letter are strong, and
stand as challenges to many. I would like to see
discussions on this theme of identical threads of
scientific fiction and in the realm of religion.

Norman E. Brourten
Box 41
Randolph, Vermont

No, Mr. Phillips is not a Mormon. But we be-
lieve he is a believer in a Creator, and actually
adheres to no particular faith. We are much in-
terested in your comments on the connection be-
tween science and religion, and feel flattered to
have our authors called “messengers from Para-
dise.”—Ed.

OKAY, WE WILL!
Sirs:

When I was in the hospital after the birth of
my child, I read the first issue of AMAZING STORIES
containing the “Shaver Mystery.” Next month, it
will have been three years. Don’t you think it
about time that something more concrete than
claims were brought out, or else call a halt to the
whole thing? .

I have been keeping notes on this “mystery.”
What of all these people who claim they are going
to explore this cave or that area? For example,
you yourselves would have made a personal in-
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I O I enclose $2.00. Send postpaid. I

I Nam? ...... B cececenns ceeees I :
Address
City & Zone....ovvueuuns .State............ Age........ . l '
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What to Do for Pains of

ARTHRITIS
Try This Free

If you have never used ‘“‘Rosse Tabs”’ for pains of arthri.
tis, neuritis, rheumatism, we want you to try them at our
risk. We will send you a full-size package from which
you are to use 24 Tabs FREE. If not astonished at the
palliative relief which you enjoy from your sufferings,
return the package and you owe us nothing. We mean it:
SEND NO MCONEY. Just send name and address and we
will rush your Tabs by return mail. ROSSE PRODUCTS
CO., Dept. 209, 2708 Farwell Ave. Chicago 45, Il

HOLLYWOOD Mode! of the Month|

A beautiiul Hollywood Model is selecied each
month . .. and f{ortra yed in § glamo ous color poses.
Send for “Miss

arch’’ Now!
Set of S color SlideB .eceasesecsssnsvass . $2.00
Set of S fine Grain Negatives.........$1.00

MODEL OF THE MONTH Dept. No. 23
7424 Sunset Blvd., Hollywood 48, Calif,

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING

Song Poems

POEMS Wanted. Frese examination. Send poems to J. Chas.
McNetl, Master of Music. 510 ZD South Alexandria Ave. Los
Anyeles 5, Calif.

SONGWRITERS: Songs published monthly, Advance royalty.
Send your songs or Doems today for our exciting offer. Hollywood
Tuncsmiths, Dept. EBE-8, 1537 N. Vine St., Hollywood 28, Calif.

POEMS wanted for musical setting. Send poem for immediate con-
wi_eraﬂon. Hamann Scrvice, 612 Manhattan Building, Milwaukes,
18,

Miscellaneous

MAGAZINES (back dated)—foreign, domestis, arts. Books, book-
lets, subscriptions, pin-up, etc. Catalog IOc (tefundable). Cice-
rone’s Center, 863 First Ave., New York 17,

SCIENTIFICTION welird, fantastic; books, magazines. Werewolf
Bookshop, 621A Maryland, Pittsburgh 6, Pa.

SCIENTIFICTION, Fantasy Magazines, BUuy and sell. Fred
Classsen, Post Office, Stow. Ohio.

BOOKS-~-Magazines (Back Dated). Send dime for list. Clark'g,
302 N. Junction, Detroit, Mich.

DON'T guess. Know your future. Send your birth date and one
dime, that’s all. Ageless Publications, Box 2021, Pittsburgh, Pa.

MEN! lerge size shoes. large size sox! We specialize in large sizes
111 to 16, width AA-EEE. Oxfords, Hitops, Work shoes. Guar-
anteed extra uua.l.lty. mee catalog. Kingsize, 428, Brockton, Mass.

CALL on friends with greeting card assonments Birthday, Get
Well, others. Floral Stationery. Gift Wrap, s. Big profits. Ex-
perience unnecessary. Samples on_approval. allace Brown, 225
Fifth Ave., Dept. B-4, New York 10, N. Y.

2 AMAZING boals! Limited supply. A Complete Novel of the
Future by lm Jameson and A Collection of 5 Fantastic Stories
by Henry Kuttner, Frank Belknap Long. etc. Both books only 500.
Send coin, etc. no stamps. To: Gene Martin, 859 N, e St.,
Hollywood 38, Calif.

*‘8¢ CARD Tricks.” 250! Free “Moneymaking Opportunitiesl’”
Hirsch, Spring Valley 7, N. Y.

BORROW by mail. Loans $50.00 to $300.00 to employed men and
women, Easy, quick. Completely private. confidential. No en-
dorsers. Repay in convenient monthly payments. Details free in
plain envelope. Write State Finance Co., 320 Securities Bldg.,
Dept. A-14, Des Moines 9, lowa.

AT Home. Your own mazaufacturing business, making popular
1. 00 novelties, Cost you 3¢ to 15c. Fverything supplied. Write
1o Works, Dept C-643, Loveland, Ohio.

vestigation of the Mendocino County area. What
of V.G. of San Francisco, California, who was go-
ing to leave for Mendocino on May 20, 1946, after
making elaborate preparations? Did he ever get

‘there? You offered to correct the statements of

James E. Wright of Louisville, Ky., if they were
false, yet you did neither this nor did you confirm
them. You promised to raise money to explore
the cave of Fred L. Crisman, Tacoma, Washing-
ton. There are many other notes which are left
unfinished. How much longer does this go on?
Your readers are as confused now as they were
almost three years ago. Surely, you have enough
proof now to interest a reputable scientific group
in your findings. If this is a hoax, don’t you think
it’s time to quit?

I won’t be looking for this letter in the magazine
because I'm quite sure you won’t print it—but,
I will be looking for results!

Did Norman S. Kossuth really: ask the Detroit
dero, Steve, those questions? The March issue
mentioned it but didn’t give particulars. What did
Mr. Shaver say about the sketch of the rollat?

Mrs. Alton Burch
11 Mandl Avenue
Trenton, N. J.

Next month we’ll have some proof. We have
published several reports on explorations of the
Mendocina area. They varied. Several saw strange
things, felt strange powers, heard strange voices,
and others saw nothing, not even a cave. V. G.
confessed his letter was a hoax, and we published
his confession. You may have missed these letters.
James E. Wright’s cave never was confirmed, but
CH MBS visited him, and he refused to take them
there. Cross that off. Crisman also refused to
say more, except that he went to Alaska to find
this cave, and his buddy was killed in the search.
Cross that off. Kossuth asked the dero those ques-
tions, and got answers that told us nothing new.
My. Shaver shrugged his shoulders at the rollat
drawing. Maybe, maybe not. But he never saw
any quite like that.—Ed.

LETTER TO MR. SHAVER
Sirs:

I was a little afraid when I began to write this
letter, but I would sincerely like you to know a
couple of things,

First of all, I am very familiar with the different
types of crank letters sent in to AMAZING STORIES
and Fantastic. They all begin something like
this, “Don’t you think that this “Shaver Thing”
has gone far enough?”’, and go on with a lot of
mumble jumble that the average citizen does not
understand. (At least I consider myself an aver-
age citizen.)

I do not profess to be overly brilliant, nor do I
understand your stories 100 percent. But this does
not make them less enjoyable or understandable
to me, or to the thousands of others beside me.

To tell the very frank truth, about the only
reason that I eagerly await every issue of AMAZING
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or Fantastic, is because there might be some of
your work in them,

Recently I received a letter from a supposedly
powerful Anti-Shaver Club, or that’s what I gath-
ered it to be. A sort of club trying to outlaw your
work. They asked my support (inasmuch as

they asked for a donation and asked me to sign |

a petition which they would use to force the
editors to refuse all your work). It all seemed
very stupid to me, and it stills seems the same,
but they weren’t very nice in the choice of lan-
guage they used. They called you everything
from a moron to a jerk with a money making
idea. Well Mr. Shaver, I am only a G.I. and
‘I know that what I write must seem bad grammar
and all the rest, but I'd like you to know that as
one of your very pleased fans, I just wanted you
to know that I admire your work very much and
I look forward to reading your work for years
and years.

Tec S R. Garskof RA 42278967

19th Ordnance MM Co.

Fort Gorge Meade, Md.

Judge people by what they do. This scems to
be a very unethical thing, and we appreciate your
attitude regarding it. Just pay no attention to
such crackpots. Besides, we buy stories on their
merit, and no threats or petitions by such as these
would influence us—Ed.

RE: LEMURIA

Sirs:

Re Lemuria: In F.A. for October, 1945, volume
7, number 4, the article “Lost Civilization” inside
the back cover contains a brief map showing the
position of Lemuria as being in the Pacific, from
China, Japan down towards South America.

But a book that I have states differently. The
book is “Esoteric Buddhism,” by A. P. Sinnett,
second edition, published in 1883 by Trubner and
Co. of Ludgate Hill, London (England).

From Chapter IV, “The World Periods,” I take
a piece from page 5SS, first six lines, (all this griff
in case you can get a copy to check with).

Quote—*“Lemuria, (a former continent stretch-
ing southward from India across what is now the
Indian Ocean but connected with Atlantis as
Africa was not then in existence) should no more
be confounded with the Atlantis continent than
Europe with America.”

There then follows a lengthy converse on where
the Lemurians and Atlantians, left alive after the
destruction of the lands, went to carry on their
race.

The quoted section above covers my query, was
Lemuria in the Pacific or Indian Ocean?

Richard Wilde

31 Elbury Avenue
Kingswood, Bristol,
England

Thanks very much for this information. We
pass it on to our readers. Perhaps some of them
will comment on it.—Ed.

GREAT SHOPS OF COYNE
Tnain in a Dew Short Weeks

Here at Coyne in a few short weeks you can
train for your big opportunity in Electricity or
Radio. You train on actual full-size Electrical or
Radio equipment. 49 years training experience.
For Veterans and non-veterans.

NOT A “HOME-STUDY” COURSE
All Coyne training is given here in our big
Chicago shops. Not a Correspondence course.

VETERANS! Coyne is authorized to train Vet-
erans under the G.I. Bill. Coupon brings details.

Two great opportunity fields
FREE BOOK —rush coupon for free illus-
trated book on whichever
course you prefer—no obligation. Tells how Coyne

helps you get better jobs. o = :

= P 0 W 0 O N NS N P W Your chOICE of
B. W. COOKE, Pres. 2 Grea? Fields
COYNE ELECTRICAL :

[ ]

]

8 and RADIO SCHOOL, Dept. 38-83K 3

8§ 500 S. Paulina St., Chicago 12, 1L

: Send FREE BOOK and fufl details on course checked: =

n 0O ELECTRICITY 0O rRADIO :

]

T NAME.....oennis o PR I -
[ ]

:ADDRESS ........ s o OO O & G R
[}

Y CTTY: 1 %8 e o o et | STATE.........- 2
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If your plates are louse and slip or hurt; reline the be er ‘
n new. with i liable, non-porous strip. s lay
on plate, bite and olds perfectly, hardens tor 12, tlng
fit and comfort. Ends forever the mess,
’ pense of tex{x}:)orary a{)plicatwns that last only a lew houra ‘

or few mo; not injure plates, a d uaranteed to
back.

E:ve satisfaction or yuur mone ite for Plastl-

iner today. Pay postman $1.25 for one relinar

/ far both upper and lower—or send money, save

8 PLASTI.LINER CO., Dept. T0A, Buffalo 2, n. v.d

ILLUSTRATED gomc
BOOKLET:

THE KIND MEN LIKE?
(VEST POCKET SIZE)
They are loaded with rare car-
toons. Full of Fun and Humor.
20 DIFFERENT booklets
sent prepaid for $1 in plain
wrapper. Sorry . ., a0 C.0.0.'a
1998, Bex 520, G.P.D. N.Y.C.

/
Z

GRAYKD (ept.
Write for full informa.
tion on what steps an
inventor should take to

PATENTS e

RANDOLPH & BEAVERS, 920 Columbian Bldg., Washington¥;D.C,
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you’re that man, here’s something that will
interest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick
scheme—butsomethingmoresubstantial, morepractical.
Of course, you need something more than just the
desire to be an accountant. You’ve got to pay the price
=—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice some
of your leisure in favor of interesting home study—over
2 comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro-
vided that the rewards were good—a salary of $3,000
to $10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well,
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they ¢an be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large
accounting house under the personal supervision of an
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied
accounting principles and solved problems day by day
—easy ones at first—then the more difficult ones. If you
could do this—and if you could turn to him for advice
as the l|:ln'oblcms became complex—soon you’d master
them all.

That’s the training you follow in principle under the
LaSalle Problem Method.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY [

A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION
417 South Dearborn Street, Dept. H-640, Chicago 5, lilinois

I want to be an accountant. Send me, withoutcostor obligation, the 48-page book, “Accountancy,
and full information about your acccuntancy training program.

The Profession That Pays,”
Name

You cover accountancy from the basic Principles
right up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax
Procedure. Then you add Cy Py A. Training and pre-
pare for the C. P. A. examinations.

. As C3:70u go along, you absorb the principles of Audit-
ing, Cost' Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con-
trol, Organization, l\fanagemcnt and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, as you know,
is that success does come to the man who is really
trained. It’s possible your employers will notice your
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed,
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training—
with increased earnings—before they have completed it!
For accountants, who are trained 1n organization 2nd
management, are the executives of the future.

Write For This Free Book

For your own goad, don’t put off mvcstigation of all
the tacts. Write for our free 48. -page book, “Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” It'll prove that
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t
afraid of serious home study. Send us the coupon new.

Over 2300 Certified
Public Accountants among
LaSaile alumn!

Address

DPosition

e CY e -

Age

PRINTED IN U.S.A.



BRUNO
FISCHER'S
LATEST—

A high-powered new mys-
tery about the hot-car
racket by the author of
So Much Blood, Quoth
the Raven, and The Spi-
der Lily.

w6 Ep
k\ «

$2.50

AT ALL BOOKSTORES

THE PIGSKIN BAG

It starts in high and never changes gears. What happened to Adam
Breen, automobile salesman, could happen to anyone . . . to you. He
was the innocent bystander—pushed around by hoodlums as well as
the police—until for his own protection he jumped into the fight himself
with both feet and started swinging. He uncovers a murderous hot-car
gang, comes up against some plenty rough characters, teams up with a
gorgeous newspaper gal, and stirs up enough action to fill 250 pages
of fast reading before he finally solves the mystery of the pigskin bag.
It's on sale now,

ZIFF DAVIS

PUBLISHING COMPANY CHICAGO ® NEW YORK j




OF SPECIAL IMPORTANCE TO FOLKS EARNING LESS THAN $65 A WEEK

New Sickness and Accident Plan
Includes 325 Weekly Benefit Feature

Costs Only $12 a Year—Down Payment $2.50
Pays Hospital Benefits for Accidents

The average family has an income of $65 a week
or less. Because of the high cost of living, they can‘t
save money to meet sudden doctor or hospital bills,
in case accident or sickness strikes. Therefore, the
60-year-old North American Accident Insurance Com-
pany of Chicago announces a special plan which
gives just the kind of protection such families should
have. It pays $25 a week for 10 weeks for certain
specified accidents and sicknesses. Also, this Premier
Limited Double Duty Policy pays $25 a week for 4
weeks for accidents requiring hospital confinement.
Yet the total cost is only $12 a year.” The purpose of
this new policy is to bring sickness and accident pro-
tection within the reach of men and women who do
not have large savings with which to meet sudden
doctor or hospital bills, or lost income.

This new plan also has a double-indemnity, fea-
ture covering travel accidents. You receive $50 a
week if disabled by an accident in a bus, taxicab.
street car, train, etc., and $75 a week if the acciden
requires hospital confinement. There is another new
special feature that pays up to $25 cash for ‘doctor
bills, even for a minor accident such as a cut finger.
In case of accidental death the policy pays one thou-
sand dollars cash to your family. Two thousand
dollars if caused by a travel accident.

In addition, it covers many sicknesses including
pneumonia, cancer, appendicitis operation, etc., pay-
ing the weekly benefits whether confined to home
or hospital.

The entire cost is only $12 a year (even this small
amount can be paid monthly—$2.50 down and $2.00
a month for 5 months—total cost $12.50) for both
men and women between the ages of 15 and 64

inclusive. Between the ages of 65 and 75 the cost
is only $18 a year. Protects you 24 hours a day.
No reduction in benefits regardless of age. No med-
ical examination is required.

Suppose you are now a member of some worthy
hospitalization plcml . . . you still need this addi-
tional protection. Why? Because only a small per-
centage of people are confined to a hospital—and
even then only for a fraction of the time they are
disabled. Most pecple are confined at home where
hospitalization plans do not apply. The North
American Plan pays specified benefits regardless
of whether you are confined to your home or to a
hospital.

North American Accident Insurance Company of
Chicago has devoted over sixty years to the under-
writing of Accident and Health Insurance. It has
paid out over $43,000,000 to grateful policy holders
when they needed help most. North American is
licensed by the Insurance Department of 47 States
and The District of Columbia.

Men and women who wouid like full details about
this new plan are urged to write a letter or postcard
for a revealing booklet called “Cash or Sympathy.”
This booklet is absolutely free. It will come by ordi-
nary mail without charge or obligation of any kind.
No agent will call to deliver it. We suggest you get
a free copy by mailing coupon to Premier Policy
Division, North American Accident Insurance Co. of
Chicago, 830 Broad Street. Dept. 101, Newark 2.
New Jersey.

- D ED G5 GD GD G BN G5 GD OGN G G5 Gn BB B &
MAIL THIS COUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET

North American Accident Insurance Company, Premier l
I830 Broad St.. Dept. 101, Newark 2. New Jersey Polic l
e Division

ienilenien '
I'lease send me a copy of vour FREE booklet. “CAN11 OR
lS\'.\l[“\’I‘H\'." } understand there is no obligation whatever, l
and that no one will call ou me to deliver this booklet.
BNAME i ]
I ADDRESS ... . cccecececceercanacancnsresscossssscnsscnes.s l
ICITY 50 .. .ZONE NO.. ... STATE.. . .. .





