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A Dcpnrhnan' Wherc Readers, Writers und Sergeant Scfurl Get Together

IBRATE my jets! This newly developed
Terrean function (non-geometric, Snag-
gletooth, you Arcturean ess-worml!) of
attempting to envisage your old courier de space
on paper is spreading thmugh the correspond-
c like Venusian fungo!
ccording to the most rece'nt tabulations, com-
pxled by Wart—ears, th old mhuman ballot bo
the whater is-he: ed-by
?asses for flesh, no fewer than 3 442 739 000%4 ef-
orts to pin down your Sarge (thus making
a pin-down boy, I suppose) have been received
via the radio-telegraph smce the good ship Start-
lmi Stories last use anti-grav beams to
e a twenty_eight-point landing on Deneb,
The % goes to Monroe Kuttner of Woodside,
New York, for an especially sub-cretinic effort
that will certainly rate a booby prize if your
Sarge can only come up with a booby—are you
there, Frogeyes?
But something has to be done to lighten the
load in the mailing room and make room for the
reserve stock of Xeno, so ye Sarge is pxckmg

GEE V=
oo LANNG G ThE
RENS AvilLe NG Give us
REST!

one of them blindfolded the way he picks win-
nets st the Ringaide Park races on Saturn

Snaggletooth, so I haven't picked a win-

ner sinée the year before the Plutonian drought,

and, yes, I do know the length of a Plutonian

year. Now shut up, and let me get on with my

work.

Anyway, Sol Levin of Philadelphia comes up

with the firat choice, and not bad either, sven

does overstress the slight protuberance of

my fangs and make the twist of hair atop my

head look l.\ke a ummrns p)g -sticker. And I
certainly could use
What.’s thst, Wsrt—em" You say I'm the fig-
th the Xeno jug? All right, but why all
the e]ectrlc hghl b 1bs? I never went around
projecting mazdas like that in my whole mis-
guided life. And I never wasted a drop of Xeno,
much less two. You're sure, Wart-ears? Okay,
bu: my first guess, the character on the left,
That’s why I thought it was me—
all nght, 1 thgn, you Ganymedean lovmg cup,
but you don’t have to correct everything I say.

OUR NEXT ISSUE
vm-l such asininity out of the way, it's
time for a look into the visiscope at our
next port of call. Frank Belknap Long, well-
known to and liked by all you Saturn Sinatra
fans, has come up with a supreme effort, entitled
THE HOLLOW WORLD.

Starring John Carstairs, the futureworld plant
detective and h)s everloving secretary, Vera
Dorn, it is a story of universal conquest from
far-off Pluto nself wnh the most fantastic agents
of destruction your Old Sarge has limned in

many a Jovian moon.

In_its iption of detective ~l
the twenty-first century, in its developmem of
horror and its gripping personal conflict between

umans, mutants and intelligently voracious
plants; it is a story that will stand out for many
a long year to come.

Co-featured with it is a great Hall of Fame
Classicc, THE RED DIMENSION, by Ed Earl

pp, a story of surpassmg polydimensional
panic that has survived the test of time as an
outstanding_scientifiction Short Tt s guaran-
teed to curl the asbestos hair on the chest of
one of the sun-men of Polaris.

And backing it up are a full quota of first-
class short stories and all the old familiar fea-
tures, including your Sarge—no, Frogeyes, I
am not talking about that nose in the drawing.
Mme is not purple—oh, well, not much.

With the visiscope view tended to, bring on
the mail-bag, Snaggie old ghune. Waxt first the
Xeno, Wart-ears, I can't face this without plenty
of bracing, and this barrel is just a memor:

Hurry, you turtle from Taurus. Put your Pack
in it. There, that’s better. Just one little forty-

(Continued on page
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“Curt!]’” Joan screamed to Captain Future (CHAP. XVIil)

RED SUN OF DANGER

By BRETT STERLING

From the archives of the mighty Ancients, Curt Newton brings
back forgotten Denebian science to balk a greed-maddened
schemer who seeks to loose unspeakable terror on the Universel

CHAPTER 1 now by trickery and greed—yes, the taste of
these things was bitter!
Seven Against a World They put a sickness in Philip Carlin’s stu-

dious, spectacled face as his rocket-car

O SEE your whole life-work smashed purred up the wide north ramp into the cen-
to ruins. by no fault of your own, to ter of Great New York. They crushed his

see the great dream of humanity mind with a black foreknowledge of dis-
which you had helped fulfill destroyed aster to come.

A COMPLETE CAPTAEN FHFUTURE NOVEL

11




12 STARTLING STORIES

He drove into the great paved plaza that
is the heart of Solar System -civilization.
The titanic bulk of Government Tower
loomed like a thundercloud above the lights
of the metropolis. Far up there against the
stars glowed a lighted window, like a vigilant
eye looking watchfully out into the universe
that man had begun to conquer.

A Planet Patrol officer met Carlin. “Dr.
Carlin? I have been ordered to conduct
you to the President’s office. This way, sir.”

Carlin glanced at the officer as they walked
toward the mighty tower. Impulse made
him ask a question. “How old are you, Lieu-
tenant?”

The Patrol officer looked surprised. “Thir-

ty, sir.”

Carlin brooded over the answer a moment.
“I suppose you've got your next seventy
years all planned?”

The lieutenant grmned “Oh, sure. There’s
a lot of things I want to do after I qmt the
Patrol some day But I've lots of time.”

’s voice was heavy with foreboding.
“rd do them now, if I were you. I wouldnt
count on those seventy years too much.”

The lieutenant’s grin wident “You're
joking, aren’t you? Everybody will live more
than a century now, barring accident. Vitron
has seen to that.”

His cheerful words echoed ironically in
Philip Carlin’s mind as a soundless mag-
netic elevator bore him upward.

“Vitron has seen to_that!”

Vitron! The whole Solar System depended
on the magic drug these days, as much as on
the air it breathes—the drug of long hfe‘

For vitron was a

But the room was somehow dominated by
the fourth man, the worn, colorless little
Earthman upon whose shoulders rested the
vast weight of administering the government
of the System’s worlds and moons. Daniel
Crewe looked as though that weight were

him, tonight.
“Theyn not here yet?” Philip Carlin
asked hesitantly.
“They’re coming now,” Commander An-

ders said curtly. “Hear that?”

A low, muffled drone was audible from the
night sky somewhere above this tower-top
room. To Carlin, who was no spaceman, it
was indistinguishable from the sound of any
other rocket-ship. But Anders was sure.

“That’s Captain Future’s ship,” he said.

Crewe’s tired eyes lighted a little. “I was
sure they would come quickly.”

Carlin was unimpressed. Why did all these
people regard Captain Future as though he
‘were something superhuman?

Who was Captain Future, anyway? The
greatest of space-adventurers, people said.
They told wild tales of his planeteering ex-
ploits, of his scientific achievements, of his
three non-human comrades who were called
the Futuremen, of his mysterious home up
there on Earth’s wild, barren Moon.

But what did it all boil down to? To the
fact that a young Earthman with three freak-
ish companions had etformed certain ex-
ploits in space which popular enthusiasm
had magnified beyond all reason. Just as
legend credited the Futuremen with impos-

.sible scientific attainments,

of course, Carhn g'rudgmgly adrmtted
these did have one

D
agent that combated the poisons whwh cause
the human body to age. It would give people
a century of life, and decades of useful youth.
It had at one stroke enormously expanded
man’s prospective life-span.

But nine-tenths of the precious vitron
came from a world far outside the System.
Now that supply was threatened!

If the System learned of that danger, there
would be a panic. But Daniel Crewe, the
System President, had imparted it only to
the scientists who had discovered vitron and
to the others whom he had summoned to
this urgent conference tonight.

CARLIN was thinking of those others now,
without hope. “What can they do, if the
Go\&ernment is powerless? What can any of
us

When he entered the tower-top room that
was the President’s office he found that
Zamok, the solemn Martian biochemist, and
Lin Sao, the plump Venusian cytologist, were
already there. So was Commander Hal
Anders of the Planet Patrol, a hard-faced,
massive man in gray uniform.

major smenuhc acluevement to their credit.
Their invention of the vibration-drive, giv-
ing space-ships speeds beyond that of hght
was what had made interstellar travel pos-
sible. It had enabled the System peoples,
in the last ten years, to explore and even to
start coloni: the nearer st:

People had to have a hero, Carlm thought
morosely. This brash young adventurer had
caught their fancy, had become the center of
nonsensical legends. But why did the Presi-
dent and Commander, in a serious emergen-
cy like this, place such dependence on a
cheap popular hero?

“I suppose none of us are wholly immune
to mob hero-worship,” Carlin thought wear-

The muffled drone above the tower reached
a crescendo and stopped. Quick footsteps
sounded on the stair leading down from the
little landing-deck atop the tower. A man
came quietly into the room.

“Got here as quickly as we could, sir,” he
said to Damel Crewe. “Hello, Halk. I pre-
sume these three gentlemen are the vitron
sclentlsu""
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14 STARTLING STORIES

With a little shock, Philip Carlin partly
revised his cynical estimate. If this man was
Captain Future, he had about him little of
the flamboyant or swashbuckling air i
had expected.

This was a tall young Earthman, lean in
a close-fitting drab zipper-suit. Except for
an atom-pistol unobtrusively holstered at
his belt, he had none of the attributes of a
space-adventurer.

His torch-red hair was uncovered. His
tanned and rather handsome face was grave.
His cool gray eyes looked as though they
could light easily with humor, but their gaze
was searching.

Carlin’s attention next centered upon the
trio who were entering after Captain Future.
Carlin rose sharply, astonished. He'd expect-
ed three clever, freakish automatons. He
hadn’t expected these!

“This is Curt Newton,” Daniel Crewe was
:aymg quietly to the scientists, “and these
are the Futuremen—Simon Wright, Grag
and Otho.”

Simon Wright, the one known to the Sys-
tem as the Brain, held Carlin’s fascinated
gaze as he mumbled acknowledgement of
introduction.

WRIGHT was botally divorced from hu-
man form. His “body” was a ,
square transparent case, poised in mid-air
on jetted magnetic beams. His face was
merely the side of the case on which were
his protruding glass lens-eyes and the curi-
ous resonator of his mechanical speech-
apparatus.

Carlin now remembered the story that
people told and that he heard skeptically.
If it were true, inside that box was a living
human brain. Once it had been the brain of
Doctor Simon Wright, brilliant, aged sci-
entist of a generation ago, but when Wright
was on the point of death, so they said, his
living brain had been surgically removed
placed in the ingenious serum-case which
had ever since served him as a mechanical

!fy that story were true—but it must be
true, after all, Carlin thought in stunned sur-
prise, for the Brain was speaking to the
President, in a metallic, inflectionless voice.

“You said in your telaudio call that the
vitron supply is threatened. What's wrong?”

“Yes, whats all this fuss about vitron?”
boomed the loud voice of Grag. “It can’t
be as important as people make out. I never
take it.”

Grag was a gigantic robot—a metal man,
seven feet high, having massive arms and
legs and a bulbous head with glowing, photo-
electric eyes. Carlin had always believed he
was an automaton, constructed with un-
usual cleverness.

His
and
perceptions equalling a human’s, a powerful
mind and personality seated in the robot’s
complex mechanical brain.

Otho, third of the strange trio of Future-
men, was wholly manlike. Yet the stories
insisted that he too had been artificially cre-
ated, that he was an android or synthetic
man born in a laboratory long ago.

His slender white figure had a litheness
that hinted agxhty and speed to match the
titan strength of Grag. ironical, reck-
less personality was mirrored in the android’s
thin, mobile face and slanted green eyes.

“Of course you don't take vitron—only we
humans take it,” he said tauntingly to Grag.

Grag appealed loudly to Captain Future.
“Chief, I thought you said Otho was to stop
insulting me? Did you hear that crack?”

“Cut your rockets, both of you,” Captain
Future said sharply.

They had sat down around the President’s
big desk. All except the giant robot whom
no ordinary chair would bear, and the brfin
who hovered silently beside Curt Newton
and watched with expressionless lens-eyes.

It was a weird council indeed to gather
here in a tower of old New York! Carlin
still felt a sense of unreality as he looked
at the Brain, robot and android.

These strange Futuremen, this quiet-e; ed
young Ea an—was it possible that
had done the things with which legend cred—
ited them? For first time, Carlin’s
numbed mind felt a vague hope.

“You all know how vital the vitron sup-
ply is,” Crewe was saying. “You ought to
know, since it was your ]omt labors that
gave vitron to the System.

Carlin realized the truth of that. Zamok
and Lin Sao had discovered vitron in their
laboratories, but when the drug proved too
complex to synthesize on a large scale, it
was he himself who had developed vitron-
plants which had a high content of the sub-
stance and could be grown wholesale.

Vitron-plants would grow only in power-
ful solar radiation and high humidity. In
the System, Venus alone met those condi-
tions, and dry land there was limited. It was
then that the Futuremen’s past explorations
of nearby star-systems had revealed that the
star Arl had a planet, Roo, which was
ideal for growing vitron-plants. Roo
had been established the colony which now
grew the precious vitron for the System.

“And you all know,” Crewe continued,
“that the System depends for nine-tenths of
its vitron on distant Roo. Now that supply
is threatened by a rebellion of the Roo col-
ony against the System Government!”

- Curt Newton’s brows drew together. “Re-
bellion on Roo? What would start it? What

But this robot was no automaton!
L i attested i
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gnevance have the colomsts”'

“It's the Roons,” said the President.
“They 've been attacking the colonists, raid-
ing their plan'auons And the raids are get-
ting worse.”

“The Roons?” echoed Otho, puzzled. “The
humanoid natives of Roo? I remember them,
a primitive people of the red jungles. But
they weren’t hostile when we first explored
Roo ten years ago.”

“They weren’t hostile to the colonists un-
til a few months ago,” Commander Halk
Anders said harshly. “Then they suddenly
began attacking the colony. We believe
someone is deliberately inciting them to hos-
tility!”

“We believe it, but we can’t prove it,”
Crewe said wearily. “The attacks have en-
raged the colonists. They want to take sum-
mary vengeance on the natives. But we
can’t permit that—it would mean a massacre
of the Roons. It would be an evil beginning
for our interstellar expansion. We want to
stop these raids without slaughtering the
inhabitants of Reo.” He spread his hands
helplessly. “So the agitators for rebellion
claim that the System Government won’t
protect the colony, and that it should secede
and declare its independence.”

Carlin looked troubled.

“We think someone is using this scheme
to set up a puppet independent government
on Roo and get a monopoly on vitron. Then
vitron, which means health and life, would
be sold only to those in the System who
could pay high prices!”

“A neat profiteering scheme, and not a
new one,” rasped the Brain. “Remember
that fellow Lu Suur who tried to corner
vitron production on Venus, years back?”

hatever became of Lu Suur, anyway?”
Curt Newton asked thoughtfully.

The President nodded. “We thought of
that. The fellow dropped out of sight after
the Roo project broke his attempt at monop-
oly He might be mixed up m this. Joan

Ezra are checking on him.

“I've been saying that the way to nip this
whole rebellion business is to send a big
Patrol squadron to Roo and crush the revolt
before it begins,” Halk Anders cut in

harshly.

WEARILY Crewe shook his head. “We've

argued that out. The colonists are so *

inflamed now that any show of force would
be interpreted as coercion by the Govern-
ment, and would bring the rebelllon to a
head It would play into Harmer’s hands.”
“Harmer?” Captain Future’s question
came sharply.
“Jed Harmer is the leader of the inde-~
pendence movement on Roo. We think he's

only a puppet of the real conspirators, who-
ever they are.”

Curt Newton spoke thoughtfully. “Since
your reports indicate that those conspirators
have deliberately incited the Roons to hos-
tility, why not send secret agents to Roo to
expose that fact? If the colonists there
learned how they’ve been tricked, they'd
turn against the agitators immediately.” .

“We did send four of the Patrol’s best se-
cret agents to Roo,” the President said. “All
our of them met deal e way there—
‘accidentally’. The)r identity and purpose
had been suspecte:

Newton shrugged “Then the job must be

undertaken by agents who know Roo thor-
oughly yet who will not be suspected.”
He looked around their faces. “I think

this is a job the seven of us could do—us
Futuremen and these three scientists,” he
said coolly.

Philip Carlin felt an incredulous amaze-
ment stiffen his face. “Zamok and Lin an
I will go to Roo with you as secret agents?
But how—

“You three have a plausible reason to
visit Roo without being suspected,”
pointed out. “You're the discoverers and
developers of vitron, and what more logical
than that you should visit Roo again for fur-
ther research? No one will dream that
you ’re there as Government agents.

But what do we know about that kind of
work?” babbled Lin Sao.

“You know Roo, and that’s what will count
the most,” retorted Captain Future. “Well,
will you go?”

Carlin felt stunned. The last thing he had
expected was a proposal such as this.

His first impulse was to refuse. He a secret
agent? He, the botanist who knew n
of secret missions, of danger or conspira-
cies?

Carlin opened his mouth to reject the
proposal. Across the desk he met the gray
iyes of Captain Future, quietly watching

im.

He was never after able to explain it to
himself. But with incredulous horror,
heard himself saying, “I'll go, for one.”

Zamok nodded in his silent Martian way.
And Lin Sao, his plump face eager, added,
“I, too! Nobody will profiteer on vitron if
I can stop it.”

Daniel gazed at Captain Future in distress.
“Curt, you Futuremen can’t go to Roo,” he
said. “These three men might not be sus-
pected, but everybody knows '.hat you four
are the G¢ ace tre
If you turn up on Roo, the men behmd ﬁ'us
thing will know your mission instantly.”

“Don’t worry, I can dope out a disguise
for myself and the chief that'll fool every~
body,” Otho boasted.
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in this secret struggle of seven against a
world.

“Yes, but how about Simon and me?”
Grag demanded loudly. “You can’t disguise
us with your make-up tricks.”

Newton spoke to the President. “Don’t
worry, sir—I have a plan by which we Fu-
turemen can go to Roo without arousing
suspicion.”

“But I still don’t see—,” Grag began to
complain, puzzled.

“I'll explain on the way to Venus, Grag,”
sald Cuwrt Newto

“Venus?” repeated Commander Anders,
his hard face betraying surprise.

Newton nodded. “The supply ships for
Roo take off from Venusopolis, don’t they?
Well, that's where our trail begins.”

He gave rapid instructions to Carlin,
Zamok and Lin Sao. “You three will go
separately from us to Roo, immediately.

e the first ship and announce you've
come for research on certain vitron prob-
lems.”

Carlin nodded
we get there

“Just fake some research until we get
into touch with you,” Captain Future said.
“You'll hear from us, never fear. And—
trust nobody.”

The rest of their plans were swiftly laid.
Newton gave no hint of his own intentions,
But when the Futuremen left, Daniel Crewe
voiced another anxious wamingA

“Captain Future, you seven will be on
your own, there on Roo. We can’t send you
help, for as I said, that would p:

“But what do we do when

CHAPTER II
Night on Venus

U NQUESTIONABLY,
the great spaceport at
‘Venusopolis is an epitome
of the aspirations and
limitations of man.

Here, in breathtaking
beauty, the shimmering
traffic-tower rises into
the night, pointing like a
shining finger at the dis-
tant planets and the far
more distant stars toward

which the great ships
take off with thunderous crash of rockets.
Watching those ships go out, one can be-
lieve man is a god.

But leave the spaceport and walk through
the sordid huddle of shabby streets around
it, and you see the god’s feet of clay. Be-
yond the ring of mountainous warehouses
that hold the ores from Mercury and grain
and frozen meat from Saturn, the machinery
from nearby Earth and the precious vitron
from faraway Arkar, lies the zone known as
the “Belt.”

The Belt i is a shabby slum battemng \;pon
ess-
who flow into Venus

the rebellion. And you’ll find few there who
aren’t with the rebels. It'll be you seven
against all Roo!”

Newton smiled understzndingly, “I know.
But we seven know Roo, and we’ve all got
ahpersonal stake in this. I think we have a

Later Carlin stood at the window with the
two scientists and Commander and Presi-
dent, watching a small ship streak an arc of
rocket-fire toward the zenith above New
York. The Futuremen were on their way to
Venus—and Roo.

Roo, world of Arkar! His dismayed
thoughts leaped out to that far, alien world
in whose deadly and secret struggle he too
was now involved.

distant from the familiar Solar System,
and so strange, that foreign world, Its un-
earthly red sunlight and crimson jungles,
its ocher seas and brazen sky, its weird
night-dragons flitting beneath the dark moon
—they rose in Carlin’s memory now.

Yet, somehow, Philip Carlin did not feel
as appalled as he would have expected,
Somehow he felt a buoyant throb of excited
confidence, communicated to him by the
strange quartet who were to be his comrades

through the spaceport.

It has seemed incongruous to more than.
one observer that men who have known the
beauty and wonder of the starways should
find relaxation in the tawdry drinking-
places and amusements of this place.

But human nature changes slowly, too
slowly to match the swift, rising beat of a
star-conquering _civilization.

Rab Cain had some such thought as he
unobtrusively made his way along a thronged,
mist- oked main avenue of the Belt.

“An ugly, tawdry place,” he thought wry-
ly. “Stxll lts lucky for me right now that
there’s such a district as this on Venus.”

Cain stiffened suddenly. Two planet Patrol
officers approaching along the foggy street.

ne was a Martian, one a sharp-eyed
Mercurian, and they were keenly eying pass-
ing faces.

“If they ask to see my papers, I'm done!”
Rab Cain started to sweat.

He tried to look as inconspicuous, as law-
abiding, as possible. But that was not easy
for Rab Cain.

His face was not the face of a law-abiding,
commonplace citizen. It was a tough young
Earthman’s face—the dark features subtly
hardened and worn by time, and with a



livid straight scar across the left cheek which
was only too obviously an old atom-gxm
‘woun

Cain fervently hoped that the deadly Little
atom-pistol he packed in his jacket was not
bulging enough to betray its presence. The
two Patrol officers were looking at him very
sharply as they closed in.

Fortune favored him. A towering Saturn-
ian spaceman further along the street chose
that moment to come to blows with a Venus-
ian whose girl he had been ogling. The
small uproar drew the Patrol men forward
in a run.

Rab Cain uttered a breath of relief.

“If they’d picked me up now, it would sure
be tough!” he muttered.

The streets were risky for him, he knew.
But just ahead glowed the sign of his desti-
nation, the Inn of a Thousand Strangers.

The resorts of the Belt ran to flowery
names. o

Basically, they were all the same—shabby
rooms choked with green rial-smoke, half-
drunken patrons and the haunting wail of
Venusian music.

ey were not as bad as they_ looked.
Slumming parties from the sea-garden sub-
urbs of Venusopolis might find them excit-
ingly suggestive of outlaws and “planet-
jumpers”. ere were a few of these. But
most of the patrons were simply space-
weary men who craved a few hours fun.

Cain pushed his way into the Inn of a
Thousand Strangers, avoided the noisy crowd
at the bar and took a small table in a
shadowy corner.

No one noticed him in the chatter of loud
voices and throb of music.

our Venusians in the opposite corner
picked at their cross-strung guitars and sang
swampland songs in a muted undertone.

“Ah, let’s have somé real spaceman’s mu-
sic instead of that wailing,” bellowed a mer-
ry, half-drunken Jovian spaceman. “Play
‘Wind Between the Worlds™!”

Cain inserted a square coin into the auto-
matic service-pump at the center of his
table and turned the selector to “whisky.”
A plastic tumbler of brown liquid popped
out.

As he drank, he kept his eyes on the door.
Not too steadily, but he watched it with a
furtiveness that made more than one casual
observer put him down as a planet-jumper
dodging the Patrol.

“The wind that blows between the worlds
Has carried me from home—"

They were bawling it out, a dozen motley,
merry spacemen who had bought the illu-

Grag’s atom gun blasted at the
hunting-worm (CNAP. X))
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sion of good cheer for a brief hour between
voyages.

“It never now will let me go
And till I die I'll roam.”

CAIN smlled mirthlessly as he lowered
his glass. The song was peculiarly ap-
propriate in l'ns own case, he thought.

He stiffened to attention. He was looking
at the door, and a gush of mist had just
come in the door, and someone had come
with it.

It was not a Planet Patrol man. It was a
tall, brown-faced young Earthman whose
torch-red hair was bare, and whose gray
eyes were keenly searching the smoke-
fogged room.

But behind that tall Earthman were two
figures whom everyone in the Inn of a Thou-
sand Strangers recognized at once, even
though they had never seen them before.

Not human, those two figures. One, a tow-
ering, steely robot, gigantic, awesome, his

1 head swivelling, photoelectric eyes
glaring.

The other, a poised, floating box that had
watchful lens-eyes.

“The futuremen!” shrilled a voice, incred-
ulous. “That’s Captain Future!”

Rab Cain half rose from his chair, his dark
face frozen, his glass dropping from his hand.
The click of the plastic tumbler on the floor
brought the eyes of Captain Future instantly
toward him.

Captain Future started across the room.

A hundred pairs of eyes followed him, the
gliding Brain, the clanking, towering Grag.

is was an event almost without prece-
dent, this was a thing a man would tell of
for years. These people would have been less
astounded had the System President walked
into the tawdry establishment.

Captain Future was a name, a legend of
the starways. He was even more than that,
to nine hundred and ninety-nine people out
of a thousand.

The distorted, magnified tales of the Fu-
turemen and their exploits on far worlds
and stars were told as of an adventurer of
another age.

And now, suddenly, here they were—Cap-
tain Future and two of his famous band,
walking into this commonplace tavern of
Venusopolis!

Small wonder that the faces here watched
him with intense interest, incredulous aston-
ishment, and in some cases with fear.

Fear! It was naked on Rab Cain’s dark
face for all to see as the Futuremen came
across the room toward him.

Captain Future's gray eyes bored into
Cams face. “You're Rab Cain? We want

Cam found his voice.

T've done nothing!”” he said hoarsely.

Captain Future’s lips tightened. His voice
was a whiplash.

“Nothing that the Patrol can hold you for,
maybe. But I'm not the Patrol.”

“You've no authority to arrest me!” Cain
exclaimed

“Authority?” boomed the huge robot, in
dlsgust “If the lmle rat wants authority,

show him some.”

Grag started forward.

Captain Future shook his head. Fe did
not take his eyes off the cornered man in
front of him,

“Cain, you're coming with us.”

As he spoke, Captain Future started to
draw the atom-pistol at his belt to enforce
the command.

Desperation, and raw terror, flashed into
Rab Cain’s sullen eyes.

“You're not taking me, even if you are the
Futuremen!” he yelled.

Now the frozen throng saw Rab Cain do a
mad, a suicidal thing. They saw him snatch
out an atom-pistol from inside his jacket.

He was crazed with panic to do such a
thing, all knew. No man ever had matched
blazing atom-guns with Captain Future and
won. They knew that the scared young
Earthman was good as dead already.

Captain_Future’s hand moved with blur-
ring speed to bring up his own half-drawn
weapon.

More than human seemed the swiftness-ot
the movement—

Then the unexpected, the totally unprece-
dented, happened! It is said that even the
most skillful fighting-man will find some
day that the averages are against him, that
in time he must make a slip.

Captain Future’s clean, swift draw sud-
denly caught and dragged. Had his atom-
pistol caught on the holster? Nobody could
see. It was over too soon for that.

Rab Cain’s atom-pistol flashed a streak of
blinding energy. The redhaired planeteer
had his gun only half raised. A thin scorch-
ing blast struck Captain Future’s side!

"I HE redhaired planeteer uttered a chok-
ing cry, and fell with his weapon drop-
ping from his nerveless hand.

“Chief!” yelled Grag the robot, leaping
forward to the side of the fallen leader, a
note of awful anxiety in his tones.

Rab Cain stood petrified, looking almost
stupidly at the fallen man, as though he
could not yet believe he had really done this.

Nor was his astonishment greater than the
incredulous amazement that stunned the
watching crowd.

“Gods of space, he’s dropped Captain Fu-
ture!” yelled a wild voice.



RED SUN OF DANGER 19

Then—mad confusion. The Brain rushing
forward, and Grag leaping up from his fall-
en leader with a booming, unhuman cry of
rage.
Rab Cain jumped back, the gun in his
hand spitting crashes of l\ghtmng He was
aiming at the big cluster of krypton-lights
in the ceiling. The shattering of them clapped
darkness on the room.

Screams of women, hoarse, bawling yells,
and over everything the heart-stopping,
booming roar of the maddened robot.

“Captain Future’s been killed!”

Rab Cain plunged through the whirl of
dark figures toward the door. He used the
butt end of his gun to smack yelling, shad-
owy figures out of his way.

He burst out into the misty darkness of
the street. Then he was running at top
speed through the shrouding fog.

He thanked the stars for the fog which
was rolling in thicker from the swamplands
as he ran. It blanketed the uproar behind
him, made his running figure half invisible.

He headed toward the spaceport. He had
to get there, and get there fast before the
Planet Patrol could stop him.

CHAPTER III
Secret Stratagem

ENUSOPOLIS lies
upon a long, wide
ridge between the
swampland and the sea.
The Venusians, always
= the most aesthetic people
in the System, have pre-
empted its shore for their
beautiful floating ~villas
and “sea-garden” sub-
urbs. Mere commercial
structures are relegated
o the swampward side.
Among those structures stood one whose
nature would have been instantly recognized
by any citizen of the nine worlds. The sta-
tions of the far-flung Planet Patrol are al-
ways the same in appearance, from Mercury
to Pluto. There is always a square, grim
black two-storied synthestone building, and
behind it a big landing-court for the cruis-
ers that maintain the law in spac
The Patrol station in Venusopohs showed
lights from one upper window tonight. In
that office, two people were working late.
Both were high-ranking members of the
Patrol. One was an old man, the other a

girl

Joan Randall did not wear the Patrol uni-
form. Secret agents of the Patrol's famous
Section Four never do. She was wearing a
plain white silk zipper-suit that made her

dark young beauty incongruous in this place.

Her brown eyes were tired as she looked
up from the mass of papers on the desk.
“The name of Lu Suur 15 not on any of
these passenger-lists, Ezra.”

“You've covered every ship he could have
taken?” asked Ezra Gumey, white-haired
veteran marshal of the Patrol.

Tt was significant he spoke to the girl as to
another man. The girl had served the great
organization of law for a handful of years—
the man for a lifetime. Yet in Joan’s soft
features was the same intent look as in Gur-
ney 's weathered face.

“Lu Suur disappeared from Venus eight
years ago,” she pointed out. “He vanished
right after his attempt to create a vitron-
monopoly here had been balked. I've checked
the passenger-list of every ship that left
here at that time. He was not on any of
them, but he probably used an assumed
name.”

She looked disconsolately out the open
window from whence came a lilt of gay
music from the dance-palaces out in the
sea-gardens.

Ezra Gurney was watching her with wise
old eyes. “Cap'n Future’s still home, isn’t
he? Wouldn’t wonder he’d be droppin’ in at
Earth, one of these days.”

Her brown eyes met his, without attempt
at evasion. “Yes, Ezra” she said quietly.
“That’s why I'd like to get back to Earth.”

Ezra dropped his chaffing manner. His face
showed contrition. “I'm sorry, Joan. Didn’t
mean to tease you. You know how fond of
you I am.”

She smiled. “Iknow, Ezra.

“And because I am,” he continued with
sudden feelmg,, “I wish you’d never met
Curt Newton.

She looked surpnsed and hurt.
you say that?

“Because if you'd never met Cap’n Fu-
ture, you'd be married by now to some nice
young fellow and have a real home, instead
of bein’ a_number in Section Four of the
Patrol, and eatin’ your heart out for a man
who'll never marry and settle down like
other men.”

“Ezra, you're talking nonsense!” she said
hotly. “You must be out of your mind, to
say that—"

Joan stopped, ruefully. “I'm sorry, Ezra
I know you meant it for my own good. B
it's just no good talking, There’s never been
anyone else for me since I met Curt. And I

now he loves me. Someday he’ll stop space-
roving, someday he’ll want a home on Earth
like any other man.”

“He would, if he were like any other man,”
warned the old marshal. “But he isn’t, Joan.
You know as well as I do what kind of an
upbringin’ he had—an orphaned baby, raised

“Why do
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there on the wild Moon by a Brain, a robot
and an android. A boy who never even saw
another man until he was nearly a man him-
self! He's different from the rest of us. He'll
always be different.”

“Is that any way for one of his oldest
friends to talk about Captain Future?”’ de-
manded the girl.

Her voice seemed to echo back and forth
in the room, like a queer reverberation from
walls and floor.

“Captain Future—” it whispered.

lT WASNT an echo! It came from the
telaudio loudspeaker down in the sta-
tion office. Joan jumped to her feet.

At that moment a breathless Mercurian
heutenant of the Patrol burst into the office.

‘Marshal Gurney—Agent Randall—a flash
just came in from one of our cruiser-cars!”
he cried. “Captain Future has been badly
hurt in a gun-fight down in the Belt!”

“Curt on Venus?” exclaimed Joan incred-
ulously. “It’s impossible!”

“No doubt about it—he and two of the
Futuremen went into_the Inn of a Thousand
Strangers after an Earthman named Rab
Cain,” rattled off the officer. “Cain shot it
out, and Captain Future was hurt. Cain got
away.”

Ezra Gurney exploded. “Expect us to be-
lieve that a cheap crook could match atom-
guns with Cap’n Future? It’s crazy!”

zra, come on!” cried Joan, urgently.

As a Patrol rocket-car whirled them west-
ward through the mist-shrouded streets of
Venusopolis, Ezra was still muttering an-

ily.
“Some fool officer must have got excited
an’ lost his head to turn in a report like that.
Cap'n Future losin’ a gun-fight?”
many times had he and Joan Randall
witnessed Curt Newton’s phenomenal speed
and efficiency in combat, that the old veteran
could not conceive the possibility that the
faTous planeteer could be outmatched in a
fight.

But Joan’s first similar incredulity was
giving way to a frightening foreboding. Al-
ways, that foreboding had been at the back
of her mind. Always she had recognized the
grim fact that even the most courageous and
resourceful of men could not forever chal-
lenge risks without someday losing.

“Go faster!” she urged the officer driving.
“Use the screamer.”

The Mercurian at the wheel flung her a
startled look. They were already tearing
through the misty streets at a dangerous
rate, the infra-red foglamps barely illuminat-
ing the way ahead.

Yet he floorboarded the cyc-pedal and
pressed’ a button that flung a shrill, almost
supersonic note far ahead of the rushing

machine. That screaming vibration, never
used by the Patrol except in emergendes,
cleared streets ahead of them like magic.

They tore into the shabby slum of t.he
Belt. Far beyond it, the vague,
spire of the spaceport traffic-tower hited
above the heavier ground-banks of fog. A
big ship there was rising ponderously out of
the mist on flaming keel-jets, disappearing
in _the

Then the rocket-car’s brakes skidded it
sidewise as they came upon a crowd jamming
the street ahead.

“This is the place!” exclaimed the Mer-
curian lieutenant as they ]umped out, “Make
way, there—Patrol business!”

“Captain Future dying! Future—dead!”

They rang in Joan’s ears like a knell, those
hoarse phrases babbled by the excited crowd
through which they pushed. Her cold dread
deepened.

Ironically, the krypton sign of the Inn of

ousand Strangers ame greeting
above the door. She went inside, hardly con-
scious of the. taut-faced Patrol officers al-
ready here, their urgent voices, the staring
crowd around the wall of the smoke-choked,
shabby room.

She could see only the little group in the
center of the floor. A lithe, man
who lay face upward. The giant figure of
Grag crouch ed over him, and poised above
the prostrate figure was the um:anmly hov—
ering box of the Brain.

“Simon—Grag!” She ran toward

Big Grag whirled, his glaring phntoelecmc
eyes ‘fixed on her and Ezra in amazement.

“Joan! You and Ezra here?”

She ignored the question.
Curt!”

Newton lay limp and unstirring, eyes
closed. His face was a waxy white. Then her
heart contracted, as she saw the gaping,
blackened wound in his side, midway be-
tween shoulder and waist.

Simon Wright’s lens-eyes looked at her
unfathomably. “Steady now, Joan. He’s
badly hurt but not dead.”

e room seemed to waltz slowly around
her, and she was grateful for the rigidity of
Grag’s mighty arm supporting her.

“How did it happen?” Ezra was mumbling,
his faded eyes wild and incredulous.

“The chief's atom-pistol caught in his
holster and that fellow Cain got the jump
on him—then shot out the lights and es-
caped!” raged Grag. “But we’ll get him!”

A MARTIAN captain of the Patrol came
running across the room, his red face

“Let me see

eating.
“Just got a call from one of our men at the
spaceport,” he reported. “We were too late.
e man Rab Cain got away—took passage
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in the Starfarer, the emigrant ship bound
for Arkar.”

“Then order a squadron of cruisers out to
brmg the Starfarer back!” roared Ezra.

“No, wait!” said the Brain urgently. “You
can’t do that. Cain would plead self-defense.
Technically we had no right to arrest him.
We Futuremen will take care of him.”

“But he’s on his way to Arkar—trillions
of miles outside the System!” objected Ezra
strenuously.

“Never fear, he can’t go so far we can’t
find him,” retorted the Brain, his metallic
voice cold with menace. “That can come
later. We've got Curtis to take care of now.
We'll take him to the Comet—I can treat
his wound better there. Our ship’s parked
out at the edge of the swampland. Get a
rocket-car.”

Thie only thing clear in Joan’s mind was
the still, waxy face of Captain Future as
they carried him out through the mist and
laid him on the floor of the car. Ezra took
the wheel, and they started westward
through the misty streets.

She looked up from Captain Future, to
find Grag and Simon were looking at her
strangely.

“Joan, there’s something to tell you,” said
the Brain. “But first, I want to explain that
we didn’t know you were here in Venusopo-
lis. Curt thought you had gone back to
Earth with your report by now.”

“That’s why he didn’t let me know you
were here?” she said. “It doesn’t matter

now.”

“It does matter,” insisted Simon. “You see,
we couldn’t explain things back there in the
cafe. Too many people were watching and
we had to play the part we had prepared,
even when you and Ezra unexpectedly ap-
peared.

“Simon, what are you getting at?”’ She
looked at the Brain with sudden intentness.

“The fact is,” blurted out Grag, “that it

was all a strategem on the chiefs’ part. He
wasnt really hurt at all.”
“Curt not wounded?” she gasped. “But
Her breath stopped. Curt Newton was sit-
ting up in the floor of the car, looking in a
shamefaced fashion.
“I'm sorry we had to give you such a
shock, Joan,” he said earnestly. “You see—"
“Tt ‘doesn’t matter, you don’t have to ex-

plain!” she cried. Happiness and relief
choked her. “Curt, just to know you're all
right—"

“That’s what I'm trying to explain,” he
persisted in distress. “You see, Joan, I'm
not Curt at all.”

To her amazement, he put his hands to his
face. Waxite plugs came deftly away, elastic
flesh smoothed into new features, a false
wig of curly red hair came o

And it was Otho the android who was
looking at her with embarrassment!

“It was Otho, disguised as Curtis, all the
time,” Simon explained. “The ‘wound’ in
his side was faked—he wore a ray-proof
vest. We had to do this, Joan. Weve got
a big job ahead, one of the bigges

He told her, then, of the threat of rebellion
on distant Roo, of what it meant to the
vitron supply, and of the determination of
the Futuremen and the three scientists to
go to Roo as secret agents.

“Curt had to get to Roo in disguise with-
out being suspected,” Simon continued. “To
make sure nobody would dream he was
there, we staged this little drama tonight
so that everyone will know Captain Future
has been badly wounded and is lying help-
less back here in the System.

“No one will dream that Curt is really out
on this mission. And when we Futuremen
go to Roo, we'll do so secretly. Even if the
men we're after there learn of our coming,
they won’t think we can do much without
Curt to lead us.”

[Turn page]
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“But where is Curt, now?” eried the be-
wildered girl.

“He’s already on his way to Roo,” was the
answer. “Otho worked out an effiective dis-
guise for him, too. Curtis is ‘Rab Cain’l”

CHAPTER 1V
In the Abyss

) ILIKE a glant,_silvery
torpedo, the

“All emigrants, this way!” a steward
saying louﬁy “Move forward—don’t block
the corridor.”

'The emigrants’ salon proved a large square
room, with portholes at one side, and
ens of recoil-chairs. Corridors branched off
of it, where there were many small cabins
each’ accornmodahng two passengers.

The emigrants in this big room numbered
more than a hundred. Curt Newton’s eyes
ran quickly over them About three-fourths
us souls

lay n its semi-sunken
cradle, the streamlined
sweep of its hull broken
only by the low hump of
the bridge and the mas-
sive drive-ring at the tail.
Porthole lights gleamed
through the mist, and light
spilled  through open
space-doors down the busy

gangways.

It seemed incredible that this inert mass
of metal could of its own power leap tril-
lions of miles to another star. That was why
the departure of one of the big star-ships
was still an event, to a generation that was
accustomed to ordinary interplanetary voy-
ages. Only in the last ten years had men
begun to stride out to foreign stars.

“Twenty minutes to take-off!” shouted
loudspeakers across the misty spaceport.
“Board at once—Door Two!”

Curt Newton, in his disguise as Rab Cain,
raced across the foggy tarmac toward the
beckoning second door of the great bulk,

paying emigrant’s passage to Roo‘
There was a little crowd of such emigrants
ahead of him, going up the gangway.
“Show your passa d hurry!”

took families wnh them to Roo. A majority

of n were decent-looking represent-
atives of several of the System planets, but
there were a number of tough-looking indi-
viduals.

An annunciator on the wall spoke authori-
tatively. “Captain Kasro speaking! We take
off in ten minutes, You must either be in
your bunks or strapped into recoil-chairs,
in five minutes. Do not leave your chanrs or
bunks until further announcement.”

Newton found a recoil-chair and strapped
himself in. Inwardly he was listening tense-
ly | for a Patrol car’s screamer.

'm John Gordon and this is my wife,”
sa)d i young Earthman on his right. He
stuck out his hand. “Guess were to be
fellow-passengers.”

Captain Future liked the look of Gordon,
a wiry, pleasant-faced young fellow whose
w:fe was a pale, pretty girl. But he kept up

“My name’s Rab Cain,” he muttered, look-
ing nervously at the door. “Wish we’d hurry
and take of

The hulking Jovian in the chair én his
left guffawed dens)vely “You won’t be so
eager when we do take oﬂ' They say the

ge
shouted a steward at the tnp of the gang-
way. “Emigrants’ salon just ahead.”

From the top of the gangway, Captain
Future looked back with a nervousness
which was not assumed. If Patrol cars
dashed up now, before the take-off, it would
ruin his plan.

It was enough for him merely to travel
to distant Roo in disguised identity. The con-
spirators there would sooner or ]ater mves-
tigate his back trail. Their th

ps tears a man
apart.”

“John, that isn’t so, is it?” murmured the
pale girl to her husband.

“Of course not,” Gordon said, with an in-
dignant glance at the Jovian. “They only
use ordinary rockets for the take-off from
Venus, Then when we get outside the space-
lanes they start the vibration-drive for high
speed—but they use a cushioning stasis of
force to reduce the drag. The man at the

1 to me.”

proved by the “accidental” deaths of the
Patrol secret agents first sent out.

It must look as though he, Rab Cain, had
shot Captain Future and boarded the star-
ship to escape. Since they had not dared
risk leakage of their scheme by telling the
Planet Patrol, the Patrol could ruin it now
by seizing him before the ship took off.

“We've cut it pretty fine,” Newton thought
tautly. “But Grag and Simon should be able
to delay a Patrol alarm from going out at
once.”

Captain Future llstened thh a wry smile.

He and the Futuremen had invented both
i the stasi:

That seemed a ]ong time ago, he tlwught
but it was really—only ten years. Yet, those
ten years had brought great things from the
invention he had given to the System.

NOW he was going starward again. But

alone this time, in another identity,
bound for a world of deadly intrigue and
danger.
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“One minute to take-off!” the annuncia-
tor said sharply.
nervous stir ran over the emigrants.
A steward darted into the salon, inspected
them quickly, then entered his own recoil-
had shut,

cl
were throbbmg

The rockets let go with a muffled roar.
Hydro-springs screamed protest under their
chairs as the Starfarer lurched skyward.
‘The rockets fired steadily. Through the port-
hole, Newton glimpsed the misty, shadowed
sphere of Venus dropping rapidly away.

A half-hour later, the rockets were cut
off. They were outside the space-lanes,
ready for the real start of the interstellar
leap.

“Stasis on!” warned the annunciator.
“Keep your chairs!”

A pale glow of force bathed the salon. But
it was force, not light—a subtle stasis that
now gnpped everythmg in the ship.

guess this is where they turn on the
drive,” John Gordon said uncertainly to his
w)fe. He patted her hand. “It won’t bother

No rockets roared, this time. But Captain
Future heard the low hum of the vibration-
drive start a moment before the Starfarer
leaped forward with incredible velocity
through space.

at sudden acceleration would have
crushed them like flies, but for the cushion
of the stasis. The protecting aura of force
was lika a tangible, elastic medium sur-
rounding them, pervading even their bodies
to_prevent internal injuries.

Newton was used to the sickening drag
and shock. But he pretended apprehensmn
and nausea equal to those of his fe p:

“The heavens declare the glory of God,
and the firmament showeth His handi-
work,” quoted the awed John Gordon,
watching with his wife.

The girl shuddered.
lonely, out here.”

Curt Newton knew how these people felt.
He had felt it many times himself. Never
could these cold vastnesses become common-
place to

“It’s so far!” Ruth Gordon was whisper-
ing, looking toward Arkar’s red spark. “Our
own Sun and Earth—trillions of miles
awa,

“We'll come back,” Gordon said sboutly
“In ten years we'll e a fortune growing
vitron out there on Roo. Then we'll return.”

She smiled bravely up at him. Captain
Future, watching, felt a queer envy of their
happiness.

It made him think of Joan Randall. He
had not seen her before leaving on this
dangerous business. Now he wished it could
have been otherwise.

Newton brought his mind sharply back
to his immediate task. He must lose no time
in establishing the new character he meant
to assume.

Hating his chosen role, Curt Newton
forced himself to speak out loudly and of-
fensively.

“Cursed if I couldn’t use a drink, after that
take-off! Why the devil wont Lhey let you
bring liquor aboard, anyway?”

e big, rough Jovian near him grinned
knowingly. “You can bring it if you know
how to hide it, Earthman.”

The green-skinned man of Jupiter reached
into his jacket and brought out a flat bottle.
“Marsh brandy—have so:

“It’s so empty, so

sengers. He heard a yelp of terror from a
Mercurian opposite him, and a woman’s
choking cry.

The dragging sensation lessened. The eery
yellow glow of the stasis dimmed, now they
had built up the first high velocity.

“Take-off completed )’ came the reassur-
ing announcement. u may leave your
chairs until the next acceleration-period.”

“Look out the window there!” cried an
astounded Martian. “Look at space!”

The emigrants, noisy now with relief and
still a little shaky, crowded around the port-
hole windows, and cried out in wonder.

Gordon frowned with dlsapproval “There’s
strict rules against drinking on a space-ship.”

“Rules?” jeered Curt Newton. “I don’t
live by rules. I'm leaving the blasted Sys'em
to get away from some of their rules.”

The Jovian guffawed. “Me too, Earthman.
I'm Jok Korrin. Signed out to Roo as an
emigrant. Told ’em I was a farmer—ha, ha!”

THE marsh-brandy stung Newton’s throat
but he wiped his lips appreciatively as
he handed the bottle back. “Same here,” he
grunted. “I'm hanged if I'm going to grub
vitron-plants on Roo.”

The Starfarer was plunging at a
ratel tiroghWaWdark§andl awesomsabiyzs:
There was nothing but blackness and empti-
ness and stars.

The passengers’ own Solar System, the
yel]pw spark of the Sun, was almost invisi-
ble in a twisted blur of distorted light-rays
behind. Ahead, the small red speck of Arkar
could just be seen, as remote and detached
as the other stars.

crawny with fishy eyes in
a dull gray face, who had given his name
as Li Sharn, heard this.

“There’s lots of planet-jumpers hiding out
on Roo, already,” he said gibingly to New~
ton.

Newton swaggered. “I'm no scared planet-
jumper,” he boasted. “You'd be surprised if
you knew just why I'm on this cursed ship.”

His loud voice, the presence of the bottle,
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Future deserves to be lynched!” exclaimed
Gordon wraf

had drawn a dozen of the tougher-looking
emigrants around. Gordon and the other
men with wives had drawn away in dis-
taste.

Captain Future noticed that, and felt that
his efforts were succeeding. He was, from
the very outset of the voyage, establishing
the character in which he desired to appear

on Roo.

“I could tell you somethmg about what
I've done that you wouldn’t be ieve, " he
boasted. “But I'm not one to

“Listen to the Earthman,” ]eered the
Saturnian, Li Sharn. “You'd think to hear
him talk he was the Falcon and John Had-
don rolled into one.”

“Maybe not, but I did something neither
of those cursed space-pirates ever was able
to do,” said Newton wisely. “Only, I'm not
talking.”

John Gordon pushed his way into the
group. His clean-cut face was stern with
suppressed anger.

here are women in this salon,” Gordon
snapped. “You men can either control your
language or go to your cabins.”

Jok Kerrin turned on him wrathfully.
“Who do you think you are, Earthman? Go
to your own cabin, if you don't like the way
we talk.”

Gordon clenched his fist and swung at the
Jovian. Newton grabbed his arm. “You
can’t hit any friend of mine!” Captain Fu-
ture blustered.

“What’s going on here?” demanded a new,
authoritative voice.

The tall, gimlet-eyed Venusian who spoke
wore the uniform and insignia of ship-cap-
tain. Two other officers were with him, and
an excited steward.

The wrangling group hastily spht up. The
steward was pointing at Curt Newton.

“That's the man, sir—the one called Rab
Cain.”

Captam Kasro advanced and stnred into
lewton’s scarred, disguised face. “You're
Rab Cain? You boarded thxs ship at Venus-

opolis just before take-off?”

Captain Future knew what was coming.
He counterfeited mingled sullenness and ap-
prehension. “That's my name. What of it?”

“We just recelved a message abnut you
from V
Kasro said.

“Youre the man who gravely

wounded Captain Future in a fight there just *
ff.”

before our take-of
“Captain Future wounded by this man
Cain?” cried John Gordon incredulously.
“Badly wounded—they say he’s still living
but that’s about all,” said Captain Kasro.
Newton saw the shock in the faces of the
decent immigrants.
“Any rat who would try to murder Captain

ully.
CHAPTER V
World of Arkar

HOURLY Captain Fu-
ture had expected the
news of the “shooting” to
catch up to him. Star-ships
€ these days, even though
¥ traveling faster than light,
maintained instantaneous

communication by the un-
§ dimensional wave that
carried telaudio signals in
a short-cut across dimen-
sions.

But Curt Newton hadn’t
expected such fierce indignation toward Rab
Cain. It took him aback, momentarily. Nev—
ertheless, he had to brazen out his part.

“I shot Captain Future in self-defense!”
he sneered. “He drew his atom-gun on me
—and I protected myself.”

“If Captain Future drew a weapon on you,
he undoubtedly had good reason,” said the
ship captain in a blistering tone.

A chorus of agreement came from most
of the crowd around them. Newton bared
snarling teeth.

“Did the Planet Patrol say they wanted
me?” he demanded.

“N-no!” admitted Captain Kasro reluc-
tantly.

“You see?” said Newton in triumph. “They
didn’t put any charge against me because
they knew it was self- defense So you've
got no right to bully me”

The captain bit his lip. “Technically, you're
correct. Just the same, Cain, I warn you
that we're watching you. The first disorder
you cause on this ship, you go into the brig.”

He turned on his heel and left the crowd.
Curt Newton looked around the black faces
of the emigrants, swaggermg defiantly.

‘Nobody can bluff Cain,” he boasted
“Not Captain Future, even. He tried it, and
he got his’

“Cain, I wouldn’t be in your shoes” said
John Gordon, showing his dislike. “The rea-
son the Patrol made no charge against you
is obvious—the Futuremen intend to take
care of you themselves for wounding their
leader. And heaven help you when those
three catch up to you some day.”

Curt Newton grew boastful
afraid of them.”

Gordon and most of the other emigra.nm
turned away from him in it some
of the tougher element remained, eymg Rab

‘ain with new respect.

“I'm not
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“You really beat out Future himself in a
g\m-ﬁght"” muttered Jok Kerrin incredu-
lously. “I can hardly believe that Future
couldn’t handle you.”

“Maybe you thmk I'm soft?” rasped Curt
Newton, scowling. “Maybe you'd like to try
me out, Jovlan"”

“Take it easy, Cam, advised the fishy-
eyed Saturnian, harn. “Nobody here is
hunting trouble.”

Newton saw that he had made an im-
pression as a tough, quarrelsome character.
That was what he wanted, for his purpose
was_to the
on Roo as quickly as posslble The best way
to do that was to join the rebellious party,
to work from the inside. With Rab Cain
already a marked trouble-maker, his chances
of that were better.

Time after time, in the hours that followed,
the emigrants had to return to the recoil-
chairs while the vibration-drive again went
on. The Starfarer was methodically building
up speed. Already it was streaking through
the abyss ten times faster than light—a ve-
locity thought impossible a century before,
when there had persisted a faulty conception
of the relation of velocity to mass.

Captain Future heard John Gordon re-
assure his wife. “Only four more days of
acceleration-periods. Then we get a week’s
rest before they start decelerating.”

“T'll be glad when we're safely in Roo,”
murmured the girl.

Li Sharn, the Saturnian, heard her and
laughed mirthlessly. “Safety" There’s no
safety on Roo, these days.”

‘'What do you mean?” demanded Gordon.
“The Government emigration bureau told us
that Roo's natural conditions are good for
Sysbem people.”

“The Government paints a rosy picture
to get emigrants,” retorted Li Sharn. “They
got me to emigrate to Roo, four years ago,
but now it’s so dangerous I'm trying to sell
my holding. I’ve been back to the System
for that purpose.”

Captain Future saw dismay appear on the
faces of the listening emigrants. “What's so
dangerous on Roo?” Gordon tlllemanded

colony. What do those bureaucrats in Great

ork care about our troubles when
we're frillions of miles away? Why, they
won’t even give us arms to defend our-
selves.”

John Gordon spoke firmly. “I don’t be-
lieve it. The System Government isn’t per-
fect, but it has always worked for the good
of all its peoples.”

Li Sharn shrugged. “You'll change your
mind when you get to Roo.”

Captain Future saw the emigrants were
troubled after the Saturnian had strolled
away. Li Sharn had sown a seed of doubt.

“And he did it deliberately,” thought Curt
Newton. “Maybe is Saturnian is a lead to
the conspirac,

Newton haz{ suddenly realized the conspir-
ators on Roo might have agents on these emi-
grant ships to foster anti-Government senti-
ment.

“Devilish clever,” thought Captain Future.
“The;

ey start their propaganda before they
reach Roo.”

He strolled after Li Sharn. “You've lived

on Roo four years?” he said. “Maybe you

can tell me what I can find to do there?”

“The government office will give you a
free land-grant for a plantation, and sell you

tools and vitron-seeds at cost” Li Sharn
answered.

“I don’t want to sweat raising vitron!”
grumbled Newton. “I'm only on my way to
Roo because this ship was the first craft
out of Venusopolis when I was in a hurry.”

But the Saturnian remained non commit-
tal. “You'll find something to do. There are
always opportunities on a world like Roo.”

Curt was disappointed. But he still be-
lieved Li Sharn was connected with the re-
bellion party, and watched the Saturnian
closely in the next few days.

The acceleration-periods ceased, and the
Starfarer now movedsilently in what seemed
no more than a crawl through these vast
spaces. The oppressiveness of interstellar
space was telling on the emigrants. They had
been excited and noisy the first few days,
but that had faded away.

These people, Captain Future knew, were
% 8 o diff. 1

‘The Roons,”
“The natives of the red jungles are an un-
human lot of devils who have turned hostile
in the last year. They raid the plantations
on the fringes of the colony, burn and kill
;lnd destroy, and then vanish into the jun-

el
“But surely,” put in a slow-spoken, stocky
young Jovian emigrant, “surely the System
Government will stop all that?”

LI SHARN looked at him cynically. “When
you get to Roo, you'll find out the Gov-
ernment won't raise a finger to protect the

between interst

lar and interplanetary travel. There was
nothing out here but the vast gloom of dark-
ness and the pinpoint stars. You didn't feel
as though you were traveling toward a desti-
nation. You felt as though your ship and
all on it were falling headlong through an
mﬁmte abyss.

Sham mcreased the depressmn of Lhe

fear, until John Gordon ﬂared up at the
Saturman, on the fifteenth day. “Why do you
keep discouraging these people’ You've got
most of them worried sic!
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Li Sharn shrugged. “It’s not my fault that
things are like that on Roo. It’s the fault of
the System Government.”

“The System Government gave us our
chance to emigrate to Roo, and I don’t want
to hear any more criticism of it,” snapped
Gordon,

Captain Future saw the chance. He strode
forward, scowling at Gordon. “Who says Li
S}}l\srn can’t talk? Do you think you own this
ship?

Gordon eyed him with cold

But after he had gone on, Captain Future
felt a small thrill of hope. He rubbed his
chm ruefu]ly and grinned.
'm beginning to like that chap Gordon,”

he murmured

“Deceleration-period!” warned the annun-
ciators. “All into recoil-chairs!”

They decel d with i i
cy in the next few days. For now Arkar,
small, flaring red sun, was becoming vmbly
larger.

“Cain, you stay out of this. You're lucky that
you haven't been space-jettisoned by the de-
cent people on this ship.’

Newton uttered an angry roar and swung
at John Gordon’s chin. Gordon ducked back.
Next moment, they were exchanging blows.

An excited ring of emigrants formed
around them. Nine-tenths of them shouted
for Gordon.

Curt Newton meant only to prolong the
fight until it was broken up. He didn’t real-
ly want to hurt Gordon, and purpose)y
missed most of his vicious-looking swings.
Gordon was a hard, fast boxer. The young
emigrant’s fist collided with Newton's jaw
and sent him sprawling back on the floor,
half-dazed.

A yell of jubilation went up from the
throng of onlookers. “That’s giving it to the
rat, Gordon!”

Captain Future, seething with assumed
fury, glared up at Gordon. “It’s lucky I
ain’t got my gun on me!” he yell

“That's the only time space-scum like you
are ever dangerous, with atom-guns!” said
Gordon, turning away in contempt.

CU‘RT NEWTON got up and found himself

deserted. Sullenly he slunk out of the
salon and he stood rubbing his chin by a
corridor porthole. Li Sharn came up to
him,

“It was foolish of you to mix into that,
Cain,” said the Saturnian. “I can take care
of my own arguments.”

“You and your arguments weren’t what
got me going,” Captain Future growled. “It
was Gordon sticking up for the Govern-

The Saturnian’s fishy eyes narrowed. “You
don't like the System Government?”
ewton's reply was a blistering oath. “The
cursed Government and its prying officials
broke up the best business I ever had. It
wasn't enough for them to get holy about
what I was doing, they had to send Captain
Future to pester me.”
harn’s voice was casual. “Well, I sup~
pose I owe you something for your efforts.
I may be able to get you some kind of a job
on Roo.”
The Saturnian made no further promises.

On the ieth day, Arkar filled a quar-
ter of the heavens ahead. The star, much
larger than our Sun, shone with ominous
blood-like splendor. Even through the glare-
proof windows, its radiance blinded the ex-
cited, watching emigrants. But they could
make out three planets that circled Arkar
hke gleaming specks of light.

“Reo is the innermost planet,” Li Sharn
told Captain Future. “The other two planets
are uninhabitable.”

a Newton nodded. “So I've heard,” he said

He ‘was thinking of the time, ten years be-
fore, when he and the Futuremen had first
explored this system.

He looked back at the blur of space astern.
The Futuremen must be somewhere back
-there now, secretly rushing on after the
Starfarer in their own small ship. And
Philip Carlin and the other two vitron-sci-
entists must have already been on Roo for
several days, for they had taken the first
ship while Newton had been preparing the
scene on Venus,

Blood-red light beat fiercely through the
portholes as the Starfarer swung in around
Arkar. The vibration-drive had been cut
off and the bow and lateral rockets exploded
frequently to check and guide their rush.

Roo loomed up big ahead, a dull red ball.
Curt Newton’s heart beat faster at Sight
of it. Vitron meant health and life to nine
worlds of people, back across the abyss. He
mustn’t fail here!

The crimson planet was circled by a small-
er, dark sphere. It was a little moon, and
one whose albedo was extraordinarily low,
since it reflected almost no light. Black
Moon, the Roons called it.

“So this is Roo?” muttered one of the
staring emigrants. “It looks plenty wild.”

‘Wild and forbidding, indeed, was the plan-
et spinning beneath them. Hardly bigger than
Earth, its surface was blanketed by dense
crimson jungles from horizon to horizon ex-
cept that part covered by mountain-ringed,
ocher-colored oceans in the south and the
far north.

“Recoil-chairs!” called the annunciator.
“Everybody in their recoil-chairs for land-
ing!”

The scream of parting atmosphere came
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from outside. The Starfarer was rushing
down across the jungles of the red world.

“I didn’t know the place was as wild as
this,” Newton growled to Li Sharn. “I wish
to space I'd never come.”

“You'll get along all right here,” assured
the Saturnian. “Stick to me when we leave
the ship, that’s all.”

Newton’s hopes bounded. But now the keel
rockets let go with a deafening roar, as the
big ship settled further toward the planet.

Through the portholes, there came into
view far ahead a large, roughly oblong ex-
panse of clear land, nearthe equator. It cov-
ered fifty miles, like a great scar in the red
jungle.

Captain Future glimpsed tilled fields, small,
isolated white plantation-houses. Soon a
whole cluster of such white cement struc-
tures came in view, a town of some size.

“That’s Rootown!” someone called. “That’s
the colony center!”

HE Starfarer’s bow tubes thundered and
the big ship hesitated in mid-air. Then,
on roaring keel-tubes, it sank slowly down
through the sunshine toward a scorched
landing-field at the eastern edge of Rootown.
The small shock of landing was followed
by a sharp ringing of bells through the ship.
There was a grinding sound. Then a pecu-
iar silence clapped down. It took a moment
to realize that it was caused by the shut-
ting off of the throbbing oxygenators, for
the first time in three weeks.
“We're here, Ruth!” John Gordon’s eyes
were shining. “Our new home, our new
world!”

’s 1 il NemedRIon
Kerrin, the big Jovian. “What’s going on
ere?”

Captain Future was already at a window.
Out on the landing field, men were running
excitedly toward the town. Rocket-cars
were racing in the same direction.

Li Sharn uttered an exclamation. “That
means trouble.”

They crowded to get out of the ship.

Weird and alien the new world seemed.
The soil under their feet, blackened by
rocket-blasts, was dull yellow. The grass
that patched it was of the vivid red color of
the distant jungles.

e scorching mid-afternoon brilliance of
monster Arkar stunned their eyes. Under its
glare, the white cement structures of the
nearby town stood out against the unearthly
brazen sky. The air was hot, damp, heavy
with scents.

A dim, rising roar of voices came from the
town. Men were still running from the
spaceport in that direction.

Li Sharn called to an excited spaceport
attendant. “What’s up

riot of some kind!” yelled the man.
“It looks like Harmer’s secession party is
going to take over!”

Captain Future felt a shock of alarm and
dismay. Riot and rebellion already reaching
a climax on Roo? Jed Harmer’s rebellious
followers seizing the rule of fhe planet? Themnx
he had reached here too late!

CHAPTER VI
The Rooms

DURING the night, be-
fore the Starfarer ar-
rived, Dr. Philip Carlin,
botanist, sat in a mood of
profound discouragement
in an isolated plantation-
i house near the edge of the
N Roo colony.

This plantatmn lay miles
south of Rootown, so near
{ the jungle that the dank
breath of that night hid-

N den forest came through
the screened windows in a miasmic exhala-
tion, freighted with strange scents and spices
and rot-smells, bringing murmurs of birds
and insects.

Carlin looked across the lighted room at
solemn Zamok and worried Lin Sao.

“So it boils down to the fact that we've
been here nearly a week without accom-
plishing anything,” he muttered.

Lin Sao shrugged fat shoulders. “We've
had to be careful. Scientists can’t show too
much interest in politics.”

“But we still don’t know who's behind
Harmer’s plot, or who or what i 1s inciting the
Roons to these raids,” said Carlin.

He looked gloomily around the room. They
had leased this plantation, with its thousand
acres of vitron shrubs, from an owner who
was only too glad to leave Roo. They had
fitted up the living-room as a laboratory, in
line with their announced intention of carry-
ing on research to better the strain of vitron
plants.

The tables of apparatus, the delicate mi-
croscopes and electro-scanners and testers,
had dust on them. They gave Carlin a sick,
sudden longing for his own shmmg labora-
tory in faraway Great New York.

He shook off the thought. After all, Cap-
tain Future had only asked them to estab-
lish an isolated headquarters here in the Roo
colony and then wait for instructions. They
had done that.

Yet he wished they could greet Newton,
when he came, with some real information
or help.
“That fellow Ka Thaar,” Zamok was say-
ing, “the young Mercurian who’s constantly
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with Jed Harmer. Have either of you learned
anything about hi

Lm Sao fmwned “Ostensibly, he’s Har-
mer’s plantation overseer. But it’s all sham.
He doesn’t know a vitron shrub from a
feather-tree. He looks more like Harmer’s
bodyguard, to me.”

“Wait a minute—listen,” said Philip Car-
lin, staring at the windows. There had been
a sound—a faint something that did not fit
the pattern of wind and bird and insect
noises.

“What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know.” Carlin went to the door
and stepped out onto the veranda of the long,
low plantation house.

Night lay solid over Roo. Black Moon was
the merest shadowy ghost of a disk in the
western sky, It illuminated the long, low
fields of spiky vitron-shrubs beyond.

A distant roaring sound, rising and falling
on the breeze, came from the west. The

'hen,
two tiny jets of white fire low in the western
darkness were followed by sharp, ripping
sounds.

“Atom-guns!”
means—"

The siren came slashing across his words,
a faraway keening wail that rose like a
shriek of the damned.

1t had but one meaning. Every plantation
out here on the frmges of the colony had
such a siren these day:

oon raid!” yelled Lin Sao. “That’s
Horth Or’s plantation they're attacking!”

“Bring out one of the cars!” shouted Car-
lin. “Tll get the guns!”

He plunged back into the house and has-
tily belted on one of the heavy atom-pistols
that always hung close inside the door. Then
he grabbed two others and leaped back out.

Confusion had shattered the night. The
sirens were going now to east, north and
west, plantation after plantation taking up
and passing on the warning.

The low-slung rocket-car roared out of
its shed with a blast of fire from its tubes,
Lin Sao in the driver’s seat. Carlin scram-
bled in with the Martian and tossed them
the gun-belts.

Bucketing along the mud road by the faint
splash of the headlamps, Carlin saw other
car-lights approaching at high speed. Every
planter here was obligated by mutual de-
fense to respond in such emergencies.

“They’ve fired the sheds!” yelled Zamok.

YELL W flame splashed the darkness a
mile ahead, licking up golden tongues
from a half-dozen points. They heard shrill
cries, and then again the crash of atom-guns.

Carlin’s heart slugged his ribs. What was
he doing here in a speeding rocket-car,

cried Zamok. “That

clutchmg the butt of a heavy atom-pistol in
sweating palm, he who knew nothing of
battle or conflict?

“There they are!” cried Lin Sao. “See
rem?”

Carlin saw them. Red humanoid figures,
outlined against the leaping flames of Horth
Or’s bunkhouse and vitron-sheds, looking
like medieval devils as they battered at the
door of the plantation-house.

An earsplitting crash beside him deafened
Carlin, and a scorching breath hit his cheek.
Zamok was firing at the leaping figures
ahead.

Lin Sao had slewed the car around into the
zone of fire light. Carlin was dimly aware
of the hellish scream of distant sirens, of the
roar of other cars coming up the road, of
the atom-gun kicking vigorously in his hand.

He had triggered too hard and the weapon
kicked up like a bolt of lightning above the
Roons outside the house. He piled out of the
car with his two friends, as a dozen. planters
and workers hastily disembarked from cars
now rushing up. Guns crashed deafeningly.

“There they go!” yelled the hoarse voice.

The Roons had turned. Carlin glimpsed
parrot-beaked red faces, smooth-muscled
red bodies clad in soft gray leather tunics,
arms raised with queer wooden weapons.

Roon darts pattered around them. The
door of the plantation-house opened and
Horth Or and another man appeared. The
Jovian planter was yelling and firing at the

oons.

The Roons had no intention of facing the
gathering forces. A weird signal-call shrilled
among them, and they darted back into the
jungle.

Carlin found himself running with the
others up to the blazing plantation. Horth
Or met them, his Jovian green face con-
torted with rage.

“They killed two of my workers, the
devils! Caught us by surprise!”

A stern-faced Venusian planter shouted
to the gathering throng of armed colonists.

“Cut them off before they get back into
the deep jungle! Horth, you and half the
men take the left—the rest of us will take
the right”

Carlin and his two companions were swept
along by the rush of vengeance-hungry men
toward the jungle. They spread out and
started to beat the undergrowth.

Everything was still a whirl in Carlin’s

ind. His feet tripped in loose earth, and
crushed spiky little shrubs under his Soles.

“We're spoiling one of Horth Or’s fields
of vitron-seedlings,” he thought, absurdly.
“We ought to have gone aroun

Crashing atom-guns let go some distance
to his left, but Horth Or was shooting in
mere blind rage. There was a movement of
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shadows into the dark jungle wall ahead, and
nothing more.

“Fan out,” yelled their temporary leader.

They were at the edge of the jungle—not
the vast impenetrable forest that covered
most of Roo, but a region of brush and scrub.

Alone, Carlin shoved through the damp,
undergrowth. Yells ripped the night to right
and left of him. A startled, demoniac screech
came down from the sky as unseen night-
dragons flapped away. Carlin’s heart was
pounding with excitement.

Something shadowy stirred ahead, and
Carlin pressed trigger and speared a white
bolt of energy into the dark brush.

Then he felt foolish. “Shooting at shad-
ows! T just don't know anything about this
sort of thing’

e ), A twenty steps,
he stumbled over the body of a man.

Carlin recoiled with a little startled yelp,
got his pocket-flash out and turned its beam
down. What he saw made him feel sick.

It was the body of a Roon warrior, crum-
pled up. The side of his head was freshly
scorched and bleeding. Carlin knew then it
was no shadow he had fired at.

JBUT the humanity of that pathetically
limp, curled body! He'd thought of the
Roons, always, as something less than hu-
man. Their curious red skins, the parrot-
beaked faces and big, round eyes—these
didn’t keep this man now from seeming to
Carlin as human as himself.

“Buck fever,” Carlin told himself, trying
to laugh, “First time I ever killed anyone.
An inevitable nervous reaction.”

It wouldn't work. He couldn’t make him-
self feel like a tough, relentless fighting-man.

He noticed the Roon’s chest was heaving

to our plantation without the others know-
ing. Tell Zamok and bring our rocket-car.
Hurry!

Darkness and the fact that Horth Or and
the others were still searching the brush,
aided them. Ten minutes later they loaded
the unconscious Roon into it. Carlin had
bound the tribesman’s wrists.

“Stay here so our absence won't be noticed,
Zamok,” he whispered. “Then come back as
soon as you can get away.”

The Martian nodded understandingly.

Carlin drove the low-slung car past the
smoldering ruins of the sheds. Two dead
workers lay there, with darts sticking in
their throats. Dawn was paling y as
they drove rapidly homeward. Carlin was
feeling a curious exhilaration that lifted him
above fatigue. For the first time, the seden-
tary young scientist understood the queer
lure of danger.

Their plantation-house, half hidden by the
surrounding grove of pinkish feather-trees,
glimmered in the full morning light of Arkar
when they pulled up before it. Lin Sao
grunted as they carried the unconscious
Roon into the house. The tribesman was
heavy.

They used insulated cable to bind their
captive tightly into a chair in Carlin’s bed-
room. Then the Venusian sterilized and
ll:angaged the scorched wound on the Roon’s

ead.

The Roon awoke under these ministra-
tions. In the parrot-beaked red face, black
eyes flashed alarm and he sought to jump up.
Then, glaring at them like a trapped jungle-
cat, he tried to break his bonds.

arlin knew the dialect of the Roons. He

had learned it on Roo eight years before,

when the tribes were friendly. It was, like
of 1

slightly. Bending over, he
tribesman. The Roon had been merely
grazed by his gun-blast. The fellow was
stunned, not dead.
Carlin felt weak with relief.
shakily to himself.
this kind of work.”
He raised hls head to yell to the others.
Then a sudden thought kept. him silent.
“Why,” he thought “this fellow

He swore
“I'm just not cut out for

most races through-
out the universe, based on the language of
those ancient Denebian pioneers of space
whose descendants all human races were.

“We are not going to hurt you,” he told
the Roon earnestly
us things.”

The glare in the enormous black eyes of
the Roon warrior died down a little, but he
d them with sullen defiance.

“We want you to tell

would be valuable—to us.”

His brain raced. Captain Future had
stressed the paramount importance of find-
ing out who was inciting the Roons to these
raids. Why not question a captured Roon?

Carlin heard Lin Sao blundering through
the brush nearby, and called in a low voice.

e Venusian scientist came stumbling to

Devnls of Venus—you've killed one of

em
“Not killed—stunned,” Carlin said swiftly.
“Listen, Lin, I want to get this Roon back

“What is your name?” Carlin asked.

“I am Gaa,” said the Roon. “When I get
free, I will kill you. You star-men must
leave Roo. We shall keep attacking you un-
til all of you go.”

“But why, Gaa,” demanded the Earthman.
“Formerly, your tribes were friendly. Now
suddenly you turn hostile and demand we
eave.

Gaa's face became like red stone. “All
star-men must leave Roo. If you do not,
disaster will overtake our world.”

He would not say more. Carlin looked
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helplessly at Lin Sao. “What do you make
of it?”

The Venusian scientist’s plump face was
houghtful. ¢ 1 heir it

through hls spectacles as he pushed through

the crowd. His graying hair was uncovered

in the red glare, and he had apparently come
iedly to the scene.

have been aroused.”

They plied the Roon with questions, for
hours. But Gaa would not speak another
word. He only stared stonily at them.

It was hot afternoon by the time they
wearily desisted. At that moment came the
roar of a rocket-car stopping outside. The
car went on again quickly. A moment later,
Zamok burst into the room.

THE elderly Martian was exhausted and
worried. “The devil is popping!” he ex-
claimed. “Horth Or and a lot of the other
planters have gone into Rootown. They’re
wild with rage at this new raid, and swear
they'll rouse the whole colony if Governor
King doesn’t take action this time.”

Carlin was dismayed. “This is bad. We'll
go into Rootown and see if we can’t quiet
them down a little some way. You come
along, Zamok—Lm, I want you to stay and
watch this Roon.”

The rocket-car took him and the Martian
northward along rude roads that ran between
endless fields of spiky gray vitron-shrubs
and isolated plantation houses.

Rootown came into view ahead, a low and
unimpressive mass of white blocks. A few
rocket-fliers were buzzing above, the town,
and the streets that to its plaza were
streaming with rocket-cars and excited peo-
ple. As they pulled up their machine and
hurried toward the plaza on foot, they could
hear a roar of voices.

No one in Rootown was paying any atten-
tion to the spaceport a mile away where the
weekly liner from the System was berthing.
Ordinarily, a crowd would have been there
to watch the Starfarer landing.

“There’s Horth Or! exclaimed Carlin as
they entered the plaza.

Horth Or stood on the hood of his rocket-
car, above the crowd. The Jovian planter’s
massive face was dark with emotion under
the brim of his sun-helmet, as he pointed to
two bodies that lay in his ear.

“Two of my workers, killed by those mur-
derin; red devils!” he was shouting to the
crowd. “My sheds burned,

The furious Jovian planter saw him, and
pointed to his dead workers, t's more
Rgon work! What are we going to do about
it?”

ng showed he was nervous.

"The Roons must have overpowered the
sentinels I posted in the southern jungles,”
he answered. “We'll try to devise a better
system. You must be patient—

An angry roar from the crowd drowned
his words. The roar changed to one of ap-
plause as a pudgy man made his way through
the throng.

“Harmer! Jed Harmer! Speak for the colo-
nists, Harmer!”

ed Harmer was a plump, benevolent-
looking Earthman of fifty. He wore the sun-
helmet and zipper-suit of a planter, though
he was innocent of any stains of toil. His
bland, round face and mild eyes mirro:
concern as he climbed up beside Horth Or.

Close behind him came a young Mercurian.
Boyish in years, there was nothing youthful
in his lean face and contemptuous eyes.

“Harmer, and Ka Thaar!” groaned Zamok.
“There’s going to) be a blow-off. This crowd
is ripe for action.”

Philip Carlin looked around in despera-
tion. He sensed the imminence of immediate
rebelhon, the thing he had feared.

“—and last night’s outrage was no isolated
thing,” Jed Harmer was saying to the crowd.
“It will happen again and again until we
organize and go mto the jungle and wipe out
the Roon villages.”

He looked down at Walker King. “We
demand that you give us heavy atom-guns
and other weapons for such a punitive ex-
pedition.”

The Governor shook his head. “I can’t do
that. It's utterly against the System Gov-
ernment’s policy to massacre the native in-
habitants of this world. But the Govern-
ment will set up better defenses.”

“To blazes with the Government!” flared
Horth Or furipusly. “If it won’t protect us,
we should secede and form our own inde-
pendent government.”

« ind d yelled

«for Roo!”

wrecked. How long do we have to put up
with these raids?”

roar of angry voices chorused agree-
mel':t. “It’s time we taught the Roons a les-
son!”

“There comes Walker King, the Gover-
nor,” muttered Zamok to Carlin. “He’s
fool to show himself here now. It will only
provoke them -more.”

Walker King was a thin, aging Earthman
whose short-sighted, worried eyes blinked

scores of voices instantly.
“Fellow-colonists, it is a grave thing to
secede from the System Government,” Jed
Harmer oratorically told the crowd. “But
we must protect our homes and families.”
“The regellion’s going to break and Cap-
tain Future and his friends aren’t here yet!”
groaned Carlin. “I've got to try to stop it.”
“Ka Thaar will stop you before you can
say a word"” warned Zamok.
But Philip Carlin was already striding
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sperately forward. Useless as the attempt
ght be, he couldn’t stand by and do noth-
mg.

CHAPTER VII

Planet of Intrigue

m AS SOON as he emerged

with the other emi-
il grants from the Starfarer,
llf Captain Future realized
he had arrived on Roo in
the middle of a crisis.

There was almost no one
at the spaceport to greet
the ship. Everyone was
streaming excitedly to-
il ward the white buildings
f} of Rootown, a mile west-
ward. One of the running
colonists, to whom Li Sharn called a question,
shouted a reply that inflamed the Saturnian.

“Jed Harmer’s speaking to the colonists
now. There was another Roon raid last night,
and the whole colony is seething!”

Li Sharn’s pale eyes glittered. He grabbed
Curt Newton'’s sleeve. “Cain, come with me.
The rest of you people—you'd better come
along, too. This concerns all of you.”

He was addressing the emigrants who were
bewildered by the turmoil into which they
had come.

Curt Newton followed the excited Saturn-
ian across the spaceport toward the town.
John Gordon and his wife, and the other emi-
grants, uncertainly followed. A few officials
on hand to check the passenger lists tried
to restrain them, but were swept as:de They
were running now,

verbial pioneers and trail-blazers of the Solar
System.

Newton’s eyes lifted to the pudgy, pompous
Earthman whose oratory was arousing the
crowd—Jed Harmer. His eyes flicked to the
young man standing just behind and below
Harmer. |

“Dangerous!” rang the thought in Captain
Future’s mind.

That cool, bored young Mercurian had
something in his tight, dark face that Curt
Newton had seen in killers’ faces before.

“He’ Thaar, one of our party’s top
men,” muttered Li Sharn in reply to his
question. “The skinny man’s Walker King,
the Governor.”

He was referring to the man now trying to
make himself heard against Harmer—a spec-
tacled Earthman with uncovered gray hair.

“I admit that my plan of defense against
the Roons has failed, but in time I'll work
out a better defense-system,” King was say-

ng.

“In time, all our families will be murdered
by the Roons!” Jed Harmer retorted, with
fierce agreement from the crowd. “We've got
to smash the Roon

A shrill voice screeched through the red
afternoon sunlight.

“You go into the jungles and you won’t
come back! You'll die! Stay out of there!
Leave Roo to the Roons!”

1t was a strange figure who screeched that
warning from the crowd. unched, griz-
zled Earthman who wore a battered sun-hel-
ment and ragged zipper-suit. His face was
gaunt and unshaven, with mad blue eyes
that glared at the angry colonists.

“Remember I warned you all!” he shrilled.

bobbing,

Captain Future was dismayed.

“If the rebellion breaks nbw, nothing can
stop this planet from becoming a devil's play-
ground!” Newton thought, groaning inward-
ly.

No secret agents’ work would be of any
avail then to stem the torrent! Either the
System Government must admit the inde-
pendence of Roo, and permit a fatal mo-
nopoly of vitron, or use force to quell the
rebels,

Li Sharn was talkmg rapxdly as they ran.
“Stick close to me, C: This may be the
blow-off, though I hadnt figured it was
time yet.

They had now entered the circular plaza.
Here were gathered several thousand colon-
ists.

They were a hardy-looking crowd, these
men and women. Many were Venusians, the
race most at home in the scorching sunlight
and damp heat of this world. But also there
were large numbers of Earthmen, the pro-

ber that Jonny warned you! The
oot keep coming and keep killing you,
until you all leave Roo!”

His shouts added fuel to the anger of the

crowd.

Rough hands pushed the hunched, grizzled
figure out of the plaza.

“They won’t hurt him,” said Li Sharn.
“Even the Roons won't hurt Crazy Jonny.”

“Crazy Jonny’s right, in one thing” Jed
Harmer shouted to the crowd, adroitly utiliz-
ing the interruption. “The Roons will keep
coming and killing us unless we stop them.
Secession is the only way we can protect
ourselves.”

Captain Future saw a crisis at hand.
Somehow, it must be averted. Desperately
glancing around, Captain Future’s eyes fell
on John Gordon and the other newly-ar-
rived emigrants from the Starfarer. Curt
Newton instantly saw a possibility.

e jumped up onto a rocket-car.

“Me, I just got here but I'm for secession!”

he shouted. “And so are the rest of us new

emigrants!”
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LI SHARN angrily plucked his ankle.
“Get down, Cain! Let Harmer run this!”

A cheer Jed Harmer'’s supporters had
greeted “Rab Cam’s" declaranon But that

y
Gordon, as Captam Future had well known
it would be.

“This man has no right to speak,” Gordon
cried, his clean-cut face flushed with anger.
“He’s a_criminal!”

Curt Newton uttered a roar of pretended
rage. “You can’t call me a criminal, just
because I gunned down Captain Future in
fair fight.”

Excltement increased. “Is that true?” a
man asked. “Did this Earthman shoot Cap-
tain Future?”

“Yes,” rasped Gordon. “On Venus, the
night we left. Future was badly hurt in the
fight.”

The news created a sensation in the crowd.
Curt Newton had known it would. He was
counting on that sensation to divert the
crowd’s attention.

His scheme worked. These people on Roo
were news-hungry. And here was a stun-
ning piece of news!

“Will you get down?” Li Sharn said furi~
ously to “Rab Cain.” “You're spoiling every-
thing!”

Newton drog&)ed back to the ground, but
was surrounded by a big section of curious
persons.

“A two-by-four Earthman like that beat
our Future?” growled a big Neptunian. “I
don’t believe it.”

“If he did, he ought to be shot!” flashed a
Venusian glrL

Newton glanced swiftly toward the center
of the plaza. Standing up there, Jed Harmer
was vainly trying to recapture the crowd’s
attention.

But Ka Thaar, the young Mercurian, was
glaring at Newton with a murderous hatred.

‘urt Newton was puzzled. “What in space
makes him hate me like that? Is it possible
he’s seen through my disguise?”

Li Sharn had Newton by the arm.

“We're getting out of here,” snarled the
Saturnian. “Come on, Cain.”

They forced a way out of the crowd. Li
Sharn led along a street to a hangar in which
rocket-cars were stored, and brought out his
own machine.

As he got into the car, Captain Future
looked back toward the plaza. The crowd
had broken into groups, and Jed Harmer
and the Mercurian had disappeared. At least,
Curt Newton thought, he had succeeded in
postponing a_dangerous crisis.

i Sharn drove westward along a muddy
road that ran between gray vitron-fields.
The enormous red disk of Arkar, declining
toward the horizon, poured down

heat. Not until they were well out of the
town did the Saturnian turn and speal

“You blundering idiot! Why the devil did
you sound off? Harmer had them all worked

Captam Future scowled. “How was I to
know? I thought I was helping you.”

“You're a fool!” snapped the Saturman.
He looked at Newton sharply. 'ou’re too
hot-headed. Why should we trust you?”

“Aw, don't talk dumb,” scoffed Captain
Future. “You didn’t pick me up because you
liked my looks. I'd rather throw an atom-
gun for your bunch than earn a living grub-
bing vitron-plants. Give me a good cut and
I'll play your game.”

For a while Li Sharn drove in silence.

“You're not as dumb as I thought, Cain,”
the Saturnian said at last. “Maybe we can
use you. But that’s up to the chief, not me.”

“Do you mean Jed Harmer?” queried Cap-~
tain Future. “Don’t tell me that fat politician
is the real head of your party?”

Li Sharn gave him a level glance. “Cain,
remember one thing—don't fry to learn too
much. Got it?”

“Rab Cain” shrugged. “Sure. I don't care
who the real boss is.”

They drove on, and Li Sharn continued his
grumblmg. “The way you messed things up
in the plaza, I don’t know whether or not
Harmer will take you in.”

More than ever now Curt Newton realized
how desperate was the chance he was taking.
If the rebellious party didn’t accept him, he
would be ruthlessly ~ silenced forever! His
gaze rested on the long rows of spiky gray
shrubs, baking in the glare of sunset. That
vitron was the real stake for which a deadly
game of intrigue and violence was being
played in this remote star-colony. Those
gray shrubs meant health and long life to the
System peoples—but also they meant fabu-
lous riches to the man who could monopolize

em.

“My holdings begin here,” grunted Li
Sharn as they passed a boundary marker in
the fields.

JL SHARN'S plantation was not a large
one. Half-mile fields of vitron, badly
weed-grown and neglected, surrounded a

squat, bare cement house to which were
attached warehouse and bunksheds.

A couple of yellow-faced Uranian workers
lolling lazily on the unswept veranda rose to
greet their employer. Curt Newton followed
the Saturnian into a slovenly living-room.

“We'll have dinner and then go over and
see Harmer,” said Li Sharn. “His plantation
is the next one north of here.”

As the brief twilight of Roo darkened,
Captain Future lounged around lanta-

tion. The was empty of dried
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vitron. The plantation was a mere mask for
Li Sharn’s real activities,

He, the Saturnian, and the two Uranians
shared a carelessly-cooked dinner which had
been cooked by a stringy, sullen Neptunian.
Then Newton followed Li Sharn out into the

ess to the rocket-car.

“Keep your mouth shut and let me do the
talking with Harmer,” warned Li Sharn as
they started. “And keep clear of Ka Thaar.
He’s dangerous.”

Night stretched over wild Roo in a velvety
darkness gemmed with a million stars. The
ghostly, glimmering sphere of Black Moon
was rising, a satellite so dim that one could
barely distinguish the outlines of its shad-
owed surface.

Jed Harmer’s plantation was only two
miles north of the Saturnian’s. Their rocket-
car pulled up in front of a square cement
house set amid a grove of grotesque laby-
rinth-trees, whose myriad limbs intertwined
inextricably a few yards above the ground.

A Venusian servant, who looked far too
burly to be a mere houseman, let them into
the place. They found Jed Harmer bent over
a desk of papers in a comfortable room, ex-
plaining something to aar. Harmer
scowled as he looked up and saw “Rab Cain.”
“Why did you bring that idiot here, Li?”

“Rab Cain wants to work for our party,”
Li Sharn said.
to me, Jed”

“This afternoon he spoiled things in the
plaza!” exploded Jed Harmer. “If he hadn’t
mterrupted I’d have had those people in

“He’s been of good service

didn’t know the score,”
mumbled Captain Future. “I was trying to
help you.”

“He’s a handy man with an atom-gun,
Jed,” said Li Sharn mesaningly. “Anybody
who could best Future is good.”

Harmer looked at “Rab Cain” curiously.
“Did you really outdraw Captain Future in
a fair fight?”

“Sure I did,” boasted Curt Newton. “He
was bullying me in Venusopolis that night,
and sta to draw his atom-pistol, but I
was too fast for him.”

“You're lying!”

Newton turned, startled. Ka Thaar was
looking across the desk at him with an ex-
pression that held the quintessence of hatred.

he young Mercurian’s thin, swarthy face
was dark, his tawny eyes slitted. “There
never was a day when a space-tramp like you
could outmatch Captain Future in fair fight!
You played some cowardly trick on him if
you did beat him.”

Newton let out an angry bellow. “That’s
not so! What the devil are you—a friend of
Future’s?”

Ka Thaar rose to his feet, his face seeming

to freeze. The youngster spoke in a whis-
per. “Don’t talk to me in that tone, Cain.”

His hand hovered beside his jacket, inside
which the outline of an atom-pistol was plain,
Death loomed menacingly, there in the lamp-
lighted room.

Jed Harmer hurriedly intervened. “Take
it easy, Ka! And you, Cain—you watch the
way you talk here”

t, but he can’t bully me,” grum-
bled Newton. “I don’t like Future and I
don’t like his fnends‘ either.”

1nwardly, he was puzzled by Ka Thaar’s
was a
k:l]er, an outlaw wanted in the System un-
der another name. Why should he take this
attitude?

“I'm not a friend of Captain Future’s,” Ka
Thaar said raspingly. “I only saw him once,
ten years ago when I was a boy on Mercury.
I know that Future’s a man. If a cheap ruf-
fian like you managed to shoot him, it was
in the back. We can’t use men of your type.
I advise you to leave Roo.”

“Now wait a minute, Ka,” complained Jed
Harmer. “It’s not yours to decide. Afterall,
I'm the leader of this movement.”

Ka Thaar looked at the pudgy politician
and laughed ironically. “You're really be~
ginning to think you are, aren’t you?”

CURT NEWTON did not miss the implica-
tion, Then Jed Harmer was only a figure-
head of the conspiracy, as they had calcu-
lated?

But who, then, was the real leader of the
plot? Ka Thaar himself? Captain Future
did not think so.

“We will need every loyal supporter we
can get when the rebellion begins,” Harmer
was declaring. “You, Ral in, can be use-
ful to us. Li Sharn will hire you as one of
his plantation workers. You will comprehend
our movement better when you have been
with us a little. We are only seeking the

good of the people of Roo. The remote con-
trol of the System Government is stifling this
world. We must set it free of those shackles.”

Captain Future perceived that Jed Harmer
was the type of hypocrite who can deceive
even himself.

“If you insist on taking him in, all right,”
Ka Thaar conceded sullenly. “But keep out
of my way, d

“Are there any orders for me?” Li Sharn

ked.

“We'll inform you in the morning,” said
Harmer non-committally. “Better get back
to your plantation, now.”

Captain Future was thinking fast. If they
expected to have orders for Li Sharn by
morning, it meant they were to see the un-
known leader of the conspiracy tonight.

“Here’s a chance to learn the identity of
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the man behind this thing at once!” Newton
thought.

He left the house withLi_ Sham. As they
drove back to the

Zamok’s wrinkled red face wore a frown,
“Let's find out more about this.”

They started across the plaza to where the
group of from the Starfarer stood

Newton’s brain was busy with a plan.

The plantation was dark. Newton retired
to the dusty bedroom assigned him, and
stretched out on the cot. After an hour, he
silently arose. From his space-bag he fished
out a tiny instrument. He stuffed this into
his pocket, silently opened the screen of his
window, and stole across the dark veranda.

Captain Future moved straight across the
starlit vitron fields toward Harmer’s planta-
tion. He had soon covered the two miles and
was warily approaching the rear of the house.

e slip) ‘rom shadow to shadow through
the grotesque, twined labyrinth-trees, alert
for automatic alarms. Light was gleaming
from the shuttered window of the room in
which he had met Marmer and Ka Thaar,
They were still there, then. Who was in there
with them?

Curt Newton did not approach the window.
He knelt near it and affixed to the cement
wall the instrument he had brought. It was
a super-stethoscope, invaluable for eaves-
dropping.

He dimly heard Harmer’s voice.
wasn’t my fault!

Suddenly the muzzle of an atom-pistol
jabbed Curt Newton’s back. Startled, he
turned his head. Li Sharn stood behind him.

In the starlight, the Saturnian’s face was
furious. “A spy then, after all?” he growled.
“You might have known I'd watch you at
first, Cain! You fool!”

Captain Future knew the man was on the
point of pressing the trigger, and knew too
with icy certainty that he could not possibly
move in time to escape instant death.

CHAPTER VIII

“—But it

Alien Mystery

HILIP CARLIN re-
mained stunned by

Rootown_after the crowd
began to break up. Though
relieved that open rebel-
lion had been temporarily
averted, the young scien-
j tist was now prey to a
greater anxiety.
<L “You heard, Zamok?”
AY| he gasped. “Captain Fu-
ture’s been shot, badly
hurt. That’s why he hasn’t arrived on Roo!”
“I can’t believe it,” said the elderly Mar-

tian.
“You heard what thac fellow Rab Cain
said,” Carlin reminded hi

bunched together.

Walker King, the Governor, had ap-
proached them and was speaking eamesuy hs
the bewildered group of newcomers.

“You people have had an unfortunate in-
troduction to Roo,” King was saying. “But
don’t let it worry you. Things will quiet
down. You'll be assigned temporary quarters
here in town until your land-grants can be
surveyed and your new homes constructed.”

“Will our land be out on the edge of the
colony?” asked a serious-faced young Jovian
emigrant.

Walker King reluctantly admitted it. “You
see, we continually clear more land from the
jungle, and of course that's what is granted.”

“But from what we heard, the Roons raid
the outer plantatmns"’hpersnsted the Jovian,
uneasiness in his

“The Roons’ll come and kill you, sure!”
cackled a shrill voice from behind the group.

It was “Crazy” Jonny. The hunched, griz-
zled madman was wagging his head wisely
as he surveyed the startled emigrants.

“You don’t know what a Roon raid is like,
do you? You'll find out, if you stay on Roo.
Better leave!”

“Jonny, shut up and get out of here before
I have you locked up,” said the governor
angrily. He added to the emigrants, “Don’t
pay any attention. The fellow’s been out of
his mind for years.”

He went to summon the officials who would
assign them to temporary quarters. The dis-
couraged emigrants looked at each other.

Carlin approached John Gordon. “We're
research scientists working here on vitron,”
Carlin introduced himself and Zamok. “Is
it true Rab Cain shot Captzun Future?”

“I'm afraid it’s true,” Gordon nodded.
“Cain admitted it when our ship’s captain
got an undimensional-wave message. The rat
must have some basis for a self-defense plea,
for the Patrol sent no order to detain

Carlin’s heart sank. When Gordon and the
other emigrants moved off to their new quar~
ters, he remained looking morosely at-Zamok.

“Zamok, what are we going to do?”

“The Futuremen may come, anyway,” Za~-
mok said thoughtfully. “Though if he’s badly
wounded, they wouldn’t leave him.”

Carlin rallied his courage.

“We’ve got to go on, anyway. We’ve still
got the Roon we captured last night. We
still may be able to learn something from

“f hope so,” muttered the Martlan “Let‘
get back to the plantation and find o

The red disk of Arkar had already sec and
darkness was complete when they reached
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their own plantation. Not a light showed
from house.

“Why doesn’t Lin Sao have a light?” mur-
mured Carlin uneasily. “You don’t suppose
anything has happened?”

He entered the house and found the living
room-laboratory in complete darkness, Be-
fore he could find the switch, Carlin heard
a heavy, clanking sound beside him. Gigan-
tic arms encircled him in a crushing grip.

“Zsmok. get back!” he yelled. “Someone

“Qmet'" rumbled a deep volce “It’s all
right, Ezra. Turn on the lights.”

The krypton-bulbs in the ceiling exploded
brilliance. In the daylight glare, Philip Car-
lin looked around, stunned.

He was being held by an incredible metal
giant whose shining photoelectric eyes looked
down at him from a seven-foot height. Op-
posite him, a lithe, white-skinned man, in
close-fitting drab zipper-suit, held an atom-
pistol raised, covering them.

7EE third person in the room, the man
who had just switched on the lights, was
a Earthman, iron-haired, elderly, with faded
blue eyes in a weatherbeaten face.

Carlin did not know him but he knew the

others.

“The Futuremen!” he choked. “Thank
God you're here! We were afraid you
wouldn’t come.”

Grag released him. “Sorry to startle you,”
boomed the big robot. “But we couldn t be
sure who was coming, in the dark.

“We got here less than an hour ago,” Otho
explained swift] “On the way here, we'd
picked up the und)mensxonal code-message
you sent back to the System as planned, giv-
ing the location of this place. We landed the
Comet under cover of darkness in the trees
behind the house.”

Carlin felt a rush of relief. His discour-
agement vanished. They weren’t going to
have to fight this battle unaided, after all.
They were going to have the mightiest of
alhes

gaped, as a slim young Earthgirl, dark
haxred and dark eyed, wearing a simple
jacket and space-slacks, came from the back
of the room.

“This is Joan Randall, Patrol agent,” Otho
s.md. “And that old buzzard there is Marshal

a Gurney.” Carlin knew her now. He
had heard of both her and Eor:

He looked around eagerly “And Captain
Future? He's here?”

“With us?” retorted Otho. “Don’t be fool-
ish, ‘The chief came on to Roo in disguise.
He ll meet us as soon as he can.”

lained to the bewild
“Cun had to come in as assumed ldenuty if
be was to accomplish anything. He built up

a notorious new character for himself. He
is now called Rab Cain.”

“Rab Cain?” The name burst from the lips
of Carlin and Zamok. “He got in on the Star-
farer this afternoon.”

He told them rapidly of the scene at Roo-
town when Harmer’s harangue to the rebel-
lious colonists had been interrupted by Rab
Cain’s swaggering boasts.

“And he bragged he shot Captain Future!”
gmshed Carlin. “Then he went off with Li

harn.

A flash sparked from Joan Randall’s dark
eyes, and was mirrored in the slanted green
eyes of Otho—a vivid electric excitement.

“Then Curt’s on the trail’” she exclaimed.
“That’s why he isn’t here now. But it’s dan-
gerous, workmg under cover by himself.”

“Where is Li Sharn’s place?” Otho de-
manded of Carlin.

The botanist told him. “And Jed Harmer’s
plantatlon is only a mile or two north of it,

harn is known as one of Harmer’s party.”

“I‘ll go in there and find the chief, and
see what he wants us to do,” Otho declared
starting toward the doo

Grag interposed his metal bulk. “No,” the
robot boomed. “You stay here. The chief
said we were to wait till he got word to us.”

Otho flared at the metal giant. “Can’t you
see that the whole set-up’s changed? That
‘mechanical brain of yours must have stripped
a gear.”

Grag_uttered a howl of anger and strode
forward. “I'm a peaceful individual,” he an-
nounced loudly, “but there’s a limit to the
insults I'll take from this synthetic rubberoid
mmanon of a man.”

hilip Carlin was startled by the bellow-
ing voice and unhuman wrath of the tower-
ing robot. But Joan's quick smile reassured
hi

im.

“Will you cut out this bickerin’?” old Ezra
was demanding, “All the way out here in
the Comet I had to listen to you two arguin’,
and I'm tired of it.”

“I still think I ought to find the chief,”
Otho persisted.

“You're just huntin’ trouble” grunted
Ezra. “We'll see what Simon says about it.”

“Simon Wright—the Brain?” echoed Car-
lin, “He’s here too?”

Joan nodded. “He’s back with Lm Sao
questioning that Roon you capture

They went to the back room. When they
entered, an astonishing spectacle met Carlin’s
eyes. A spectacle that had brought beads of
perspiration to Lin Sao’s plump face as he
stood in a corner, watching.

Gaa, the captive Roon, still sat bound in
the chair. His parrot-beaked red face was
stiff with fear and his black, enormous eyes
stared fascinated by the Brain, hovering
above him in the metal box. He was a terrify-
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ing spectacle to the barbaric tribesman, a box
that spoke and watched him with unwinking
lens-eyes.

Fear and awe were plain in Gaa’s red face,
a fear which flared higher when Grag’s
enormous metal figure came clanking into the
room.
“Why have you Roons been attackmg the
colony”' asked the Brain’s rasping voice.

“I have already told you,” faltered Gaa,

“You star-men must leave Roo before disas-
ter comes.”

“What disaster?”

AA hesitated, then answered. “The Old
Ones will come back in wrath.”

1d Ones?” There was a sharp, star-.

tled quahty in the way the Brain echoed it.

“What is it, Simon?”” whispered Joan, im-
pressed by his reaction.

Simon Wright did not answer her. He
spoke again to Gaa. “The Old Ones cannot
come back. They died a million years ago.”

“No!” Gaa’s voice rang with superstitious
fervor. “They did not die. They are too
mighty for death. We have seen the omens
with our own eyes! You must go away be-
fore you wake them and bring horror upon
\ﬁs That is why we must drive you from

The Brain swung toward the others.
“There’s much behind this,” he said. “These
tribesmen have not turned hostile for ordi-
nary reasons. Their superstitions are in-
volved—superstitions based on one of the
most anclent cosmic mysteries in the uni-
verse.”

They looked at him, puzzled yet vaguely
alarmed. In the silence, they could hear the
feather-trees outside stirring in the breeze.

The Brain had turned back to their cap-
tive. “Tell me, what are the omens you saw
that made your people think the Old Ones
are stirring?”

Gaa’s parrot-beaked red face stiffened, and
a deﬁam look came into his black eyes.

‘That I cannot tell. It is a secret of our
worship which you strangers may not know.”

“More superstition,” muttered old Ezra.
“Now I wonder—"

ere was a lolloping sound, and Carlin
turned sharply. A small animal galloped into
the room and flew toward Grag in terror.

Carlin had never seen such a creature. A
gray, bearlike little beast with sharp, beady
eyes and a wide mouth set with enormous
grmdmg fangs. He vaguely recogmzed it as

, one of the y 1 species
of telepathic, non-breathmg creatures native
to Earth’s satellite.

Grag picked up the trembling creature.
“Eek’s scared to death. When Eek’s scar 4
it means danger. d out

Simon anht looked sharply around.
“Where's Otho?

It suddenly dawned on Philip Carlin that
he had not seen the android for the last ten
minutes. Neither, it now transpired, had any
of the others,

They searched the house, and then the lit-
tle space-ship hidden in the dark trees out-

side. But the search revealed nothing. Otho
had disappeared.
CHAPTER IX
Star-World Peril
since he had
that Captain

impa-

The android was always

the most restless of indi-
viduals. The long trip to Roo in the Comet
had worn his patience thin. As always, he
wanted to get into action.

Otho saw his chance when the others went
into the back room. Here, thought the an-
droid, was a golden apportunity to take
French leave.

The thought was enough. Otho slipped out
into the darkness and started back through
the feather-trees toward the shed in which

e_hat oticed two rocket

Before he could reach the shed, two small
animals bounded out of the darkness and
clawed playfully at his legs. It was Eek,
Grag’s moon-pup mascot, and Oog, the fat
little white “meteor-mimic” who was Otho’s
own pet.

Otho tried to shoo them away but they in-
sisted on following. He didn’t want them.
Eek, especially, might prove a serious em-
barassment to hls plans. But how could he
get rid of Ee

Then Otho grmned ﬂeetmgly “There’s
one sure way to shake Eek.”

Otho stopped and thought. He thought of
hundreds of Roon warriors silently ap-
proaching the house, warriors who wanted to
kill everyone her

Eek received that thought! The moon-pup
had a highly developed sense of telepathy,
but was renowned for his lack of valor. That

unnerved him and he bolted toward the
)t

ouse.
Chuckli ran on and ran the rocket-

there.”

ho
car softly out of the shed. He did not eut off
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the baffles until he was a mile from the house.

Running without lights, Otho drove north-
ward along a high-ridged, muddy highway.
The drift of stars and Black Moon together
afforded him hardly enough light by which
to steer.

“Lot of good a moon like that is,” he com-
plained to Oog, who had snuggled up in the
seat beside him. “A cursed desolate kind of
satellite, Roo has.”

Otho's spirits rose as he raced across the
face of darkened Roo. He began to plan He
planned rapidly.

“The chief went with this fellow Li Sharn,
Carlin said. He'll be at Li Sharn’s place now.
I ought to be able to slip in and find out
what he needs me to do. Maybe he'll want
me to kidnap this fellow Harmer.”

That prospect pleased Otho’s action-loving

soul

Otho cut the lights and pulled the car into
a field near Li Sharn’s plantation. Then he
loosened the atom-pistol in its holster, and

on foot across the dark fiel

Oog trotted at his heels. But Otho knew
his devoted little pet would implicitly obey
every c and.
Suddenly Otho stopped and bounded back-

ard.

“Devnls of space!” he exclaimed, his hand
darting to his atom-pistol.

A bunchy, obscene shadow had stirred
from behind a vitron-shrub a few feet ahead
of him—a many-legged thing with huge,
faceted, phosphorescent eyes. It was two feet
in diameter.

The thing was a paralysis-spider, the most
dreaded and venomous of all poison-insects
on Roo. Its bite did not kill. It did worse—
it locked the victim’s body in irremediable
paralysis, a living death.

“Better not shoot the little horror or my
gun-flash might be seen,” Otho muttered.
“Come here, Oog—we'll go around it.”

He looked in vain for Oog, who had van-
ished. But then a big lump of soil at his feet
suddenly writhed, changed, became Oog.

e meteor-mimic, frightened, had used
his perfect ability for camouflage to make
himself as inconspicuous as possible.

“Cursed if Roo doesn’t have a lot of nasty
things,” Otho muttered as they gave the crea-
ture a wide berth. “Paralysis-spiders, hunt-
ing-worms—it’s awful!”

e soon encountered an even more ter-
rible denizen of the planet. The tree-bats,
had been rushing wildly overhead,
swooped franncally low over the starlit field.
“What the devil?” swore Otho, startle
“Something’s scared t

nIS keen ears caught the flap and thrash
of great, leathery wings overhead. Two
monstrous, reptilian flying shapes sailed

down. They had been pursuing the tree-bats
—but now had sighted Otho.

“Night-dragons!” he yelped, his atom-pis-
tol jumping into his hand,

The two creatures were circling close over-
head, small red eyes glaring down at
great fangs and talons gleaming in the stn:-
light.

There were no more dreaded creatures on
Roo and 0 fully realized his dire peril
Yet if he fired his weapon, the crash of it
would give away his presence.

In this extremiy, the resourceful android
turned swiftly to his mascot. Oog was cow-
ering, apparently too frozen by fear even to
attempt one of his marvelous camouflages.

“Spider, Oog!” Otho_ hissed to the little
animal. “Paralysis—spider!"

He pointed, as he spoke, back toward the
place where they had encountered the great
venomous insect.

understood and instantly acted. His

fat white body twisted, flowed with protean
rapidity into a new shape. He became, to all
one of the legged poison-

ous horrors.

The night-dragons were rushing down-
ward. But, sighting the repulsive, many-
legged shape beside Otho, the huge creatures

darted upward again with squawking cries
of alarm. Even the terrible night-dragons
dreaded the giant spiders!

As the leathery wings receded into the
darkness, Otho patted his metamorphosed
mascot and Oog promptly resumed his na-
tural shape.

‘Nice work, Oog,” chuckled the android.
“T’ll bet those things won’t stop in a hurry.”

He went on across the starlighted vitron
fields toward Li Sharn’s plantahon house‘
It showed no lights, nor any sign of

“All asleep,” muttered Otho. “Eut l’ll “bet
the chief isn’t asleep if he’s in there. I'll
soon find out. You stay here, Oog.”

He started forward, then stopped.

A dark figure had stealthily emerged from
the house. It moved swiftly off across the

elds.

“Who in blazes is that, and why’s he slip-
ping out?” Otho wondered, puzzled.

He was starting to follow when a second
stealthy figure emerged from the house and
began to trail the first.

tho swore. “What’s going on here any-
way?”

He went silently forward, trailing the
trailer. The man ahead was too intent upon
his quarry to look back.

They approached a plantation which Othe
knew must be Jed er’s, The first shad-
owy figure approached the
crouched down near a lighted,
window. As he stopped over, a ray
light momentanly illumined his face.

house, and
shuttered
star-
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“I might have known it” muttered Otho.
“But who's the other?

‘The man crouchmg by the wall of the
house was “Rab Cain”—Captain Future. He
appeared to be unaware of the fact he had
been followe:

His trailer was advancing now, an atom-
pistol gleaming in his hand. Otho saw this
second man come up behind Curt Newton,
and saw Newton turn his head in surprise.

There was no need of words to tell the
quick-thinking android that Captain Future
had been surprised spying on Harmer and
that the man who had surprised him was
about to shoot.

Otho could move faster than any other
individual in the System, when the necessity
arose. The necessity was urgent now. He
covered the distance to the two men in three
great leaps, his atom-pistol raised.

—a spy, then?” he heard the second man.
“You might have known I'd watch you,
Cain!”

Otho came up behind the man and brought
the barrel of his atom-pistol down on the
other’s skull.

The man sank limp and silent. “Rab Cain”
whirled, startled.

“Otho!” he whlspered “What in space are
you doing here?

“Is that all the thanks I get?” said the
android with a grin. “Who is this fellow,
anyway?”

“Li Sharn,” answered Captain Future,
frowning. “He must have watched me all
way. This messes up everything for me.”
He bit his lip. “You've got a rocket-car?
Take him to it and wait for me. I've got to
hear what’s going on in this place.”

0THO dragged away Li Sharn’s limp form,
after hastily telling the location of his
car. Captain Future again applied his super-
stethoscope to the wall of the house.

He distinguished Jed Harmer’s voice
again. “—tell you, I could get the colonists
to, declare for secesslon right now.”

It was Ka Thaar’s level voice. “The
boss is right. They need more provocation
before they'll reach the pitch of outright
rebellion. Today showed that. But one more
big Roon attack will fix it. You heard his
orders.”

“All right, I'll hold off as he says until one
more big Roon raid heats them up to the
boiling point,” Harmer grumbled. “Though
1 snll think I could sway them into secession
oD

“You re too confident of your powers of
oratory,” glibed the young Mercurian. Cap-
tain Future heard a chair scrape. “I'm going
to get some sleep.”

Captain Future felt sharp disappointment.
He had learned almost nothing. From the

conversation it was evident the mysterious
leader of the conspiracy had already been
here and had gone.

Newton pocketed the super-stethoscope
and soon joined Otho at the rocket-car.

't know whether it's good news or
bad ch)ef ”’ Otho greeted him, “Li Sharn is
dead. I hit him too hard in my hurry,”
“The devil” exclaimed Newton. “That
complicates things further. When did you
and Grag and Simon arrive on Roo?”

“Tonight. We landed near Carlin’s planta-
tion. He'd sent a code message giving us its.
location.”

“Drive there in a hurry,” Curt Newton tuld
him. “It’s time we held a council of war.”

The rocket-car flew along the lonely roads,
with Li Sharn’s body lurching in the back
seat, until Otho sighted the plantation lights
glimmering through the grove of feather-
trees. The occupants were watchful. Zamok
harshly challenged them as they ascended the
veranda.

“Everything’s all right—it’s the chief and
L” answered Otho.

Grag’s gmnt frame bulked in the lighted
doorway. “So you went after all? You dis-
obeyed orders. I hope the chief bawled you
out plenty.”

Newton grinned. “I couldn’t do that, for
gedsaved my neck by showing up when he

i

He went inside. In the lighted room, Philip
Carlin and Lin Sao looked at him in amaze-
ment.

Carlin could hardly believe that this was
the same man he had tal with on that
night in Great New York. Curt Newton’s
tall, lithe figure seemed somehow shorter
and stockier—the red hair was now black and
close-cropped, the frank, handsome face of
Captain Future was the scarred, tough face
of Rab Cain.

Newton started to speak, then stopped and
stared at Joan Randall and Ezra Gurney.
Then he turned angrily to Otho.

“I—er—forgot to tell you, chief. Joan and
Ezra came along” Otho said hastily. “You
see, they were on Venus that night—"

Joan spoke quickly. “It's not their fault,
Curt. They didn't want to bring us. But
anyway, aren’t you glad to see me?”

Curt Newton fought to keep his temper.
“Joan, you knew I didn’t want you mixed up
in this mess. Why did you insist on coming?”

She tossed her dark head. “After all, Curt,
I'm a Patrol agent. I was sent to Venus to
discover the whereabouts of that Venusian
vitron profiteer, Lu Suur. His trail led to
Roo. So I had to follow.”

“Did you receive any authority from the
Commander?” he demanded.

Her brown eyes faltered.

“Well, no ex-
plicit authority.”
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Ezra Gurney uttered a dlsguswd snorf.
“Fine thanks we get for comin’ all this w:
to help you.”

Curt Newton exploded at him. “You
space-struck old _idiot! Are you trying to
getJoan killed? You knew this was the most
dangerous mission I've ever undertaken.”

Philip Carlin had been astonished by Cap-
tain Future’s anger at the girl’s presence.
But now he understood. There was an over-
powering anxiety for Joan's safety in New-
ton’s voice.

“Since you're here, Joan, see that you fol-
low orders and stay out of trouble,” Curt
Newton finished.

Joan laughed at him. “That’s what I like
about you, Curt,” she said. “Your tender
gallantry, your courtly style of wooing are
the things which make me run after you half
across the universe.”

“Oh, cut your rockets,” he said, with as-
sumed impatience. But as he said it,
warmth in his eyes answered her 1mplsh
smile.

THE scene was interrupted by the appear-
ance of the Brain. Simon Wright came
gliding in from the rear of the house.
His lens-eyes met Curt Newton’s gaze.
They told you about the Roon captive?”’ he

It was characteristic that he offered no
word of greeting. There were those who said
the Brain had no emotions. Captain Future
knew otherwise. But he had almost never
known Simon to display any emotion.

“Yes, and that may help us—and we're
going to need all the help we can get,” New-
ton said. He told them briefly of his falling
in with Li Sharn, his entry into Harmer’s
party, and then the near-disaster brought
about by Li Sharn’s suspicions.

“From what I heard tonight,” he went on,
“they figure that just one more big Roon
attack will excite the colonists to the point
of secession.”

t will” affirmed Philip Carlin soberly.
“I’ve been here long enough to know how
these people feel. And you can hardly blame
them.”

“The conspirators are counting on a big
Roon attack soon,” Captain Future con-
tinued. “This shows somehow they’re re-
sponsible for these attacks by the tribesmen.
T've believed that from the first. What does
this Roon captive say about the reason for
the raids?”

Simon Wright answered in his metalhc
wvoice. “I've found out a little from him.
superstition that's driving the Roons to st-
tack the colony. A supersuhous dread con-
nected with the Old One:

“The Old Ones?” repeated Newton sharp-
ly, his eyes narrowing.

“Yes,” said the Brain. “The Roons say
there are omens of the waking of the Old
Ones, that it is the colonists’ coming that has
stirred them up. The colonists must go or
the Old Ones will truly awake.”

Captain Future’s face grew somber. “I
never dreamed that that was behind the
Roons’ hostility.”

Carlin asked a hesitant question. “Just
who or what are the Old Ones? I've been
wondermg

Theyre the name given by most of the
galaxy’s races to the Kangas.”

Carlin looked blank, but Joan Randall was
startled by that name and so were Ezra and
the Futuremen.

“The Kangas!”

CHAPTER X
Cosmic Shadow

'APTAIN FUTURE

gave a rapid explana-
tion to the bewildered
young botanist.

“I don’t suppose inter-
stellar archaeology is your
field. You know, how-
ever, that a million years
ago our human race ha
its fountainhead on the

= worlds of the star Deneb,

and t those ancient
Denebians conquered
the galaxy? That we of the Solar System
and all other human and humanoid races in
the universe, are their remote descendants?”
Philip Carlin nodded uncertainly. “Every-
one has heard of the Denebians who were
our remote ancestors
to

hes”

Newton contmued swiftly, “before their time
the galaxy was ruled by a great pre-human
race. We know almost nothing about them
except that they were a powerful, wholly
alien, star-traveling race. They are general-
ly referred to as the Kangas, though the
legends of many star-peoples speak of them
as, the Dark Ones or the Old One:
“The Kangas ruled this galaxy ‘more than
a million years ago. It is thought that they
were not many in number. They exerted
their sway through a subject race of proto-
zooan creatures whom they had created.
But the star-conquering men of ancient
Deneb found scientific means to defeat the
Kangas and their creatures. We learned
about that when we visited Deneb. The Kan-
gu vanished, became extinct.
‘But the superstitious dread of them still
haunts many worlds. It’s present even in the
_distorted legends of the Solar System. And
the Roons believe it utterly. They have an
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ancient dread of the Old Ones. Now some-
thing has made them believe that the com-
ing of the colonists is threatening to awake
the Old Ones. That’s why they’ve turned
hostile.”

He frowned. “I believe that Harmer and
the other conspirators here are inciting the
Roons by arousing their superstitious dread
of the Old Ones.”

‘But how?” rasped the Brain. “Gaa would
tell nothing except that there had been
omens of the Old Ones’ awaking.”

“Let me see the fellow,” Captain Future
asked. “We may be able to get a little more
out of him.”

They went into the back room. Gaa still
sat bound in the chair, and his red face ex-
pressed stony defiance still as he eyed them.

Curt Newton spoke fluently in the Roon
dialect to the captive mbesman “You fear
the waking of the Old One:

aa answered sullenly. “We have reason
to fear it. Long ago, we were a mighty peo-
ple who conquered the Old Ones by means
of magic Wands of Power. The Old Ones so
feared us then that they hid from us in
sleep. But my people now no longer have
the secret of our ancestors’ Wands of Power.

e Old Ones wake now they will destroy

s,

“This superstitious legend of theirs is di-
rectly based on tradition,” muttered Simon,
in lish. “You recognize the ‘Wands of
Power’?”

Captain Future nodded. “It’s a legendary
descnptmn of the psycho-amplifiers the an-
clent Denebians used to conquer the Kan-

as.

“Where do the Old Ones lie sleeping?” he
asked Gaa.

Gaa's lips tightened. “We tell that to no
one. If star-men like you knew, they would
tamper with the Crypt of the Old Ones and
unloose disaster.”

Captain Future tried a different tack.
“What are the omens which you said con-
vinced your people the Old Ones are stir-
ring?”

Gaa would not answer that, either. The
Roon simply sat glaring at them. They gave
it up and went back into the bigger room.

Simon Wright summed up the mystery.
“There is a Crypt of the Old Ones That
much is certain. But where is it?”

y do the tribes think that driving out
the colomsts will placate the Old Ones?”
Joan Randall asked keenly.

rt Newton nodded. “You've put your
finger on the crux of the thing. The Roons
wouldn’t evolve that idea out of nothing.
They’ve been told that by someone, someone
who wants them to raid the colony.”

“And that someone is the conspirators
here,” exclaimed Otho. “Undoubtedly, the

same plotters deliberately caused the mys-
terious ‘omens”.

Philip Carlin felt admiration at the way
the keen minds of this strange group were
cutting to the mystery at the heart of the
problem.

Captain Future paced the lamp illuminated
room, then spoke rapidly. “One more Roon
attack means rebellion in the colony. So the
Roons must be quieted, their fanatic fears
allayed, at any cost.

“That means that some of us have got to
go into the Roon country and find this Crypt
of the Old Ones around whlch theu' super-
stitions center, and stop the ‘omens’ there.”

“Say, that's a job for me!” exclaimed Otho.
“I'll make up as a Roon, and—"

“I've another job for you,” Newton inter-
rupted. He turned toward Philip Carlin.
“Doctor Carlin, you know the Roons and the
jungles fairly well from your former visit
here. You and Grag should have a good
chagl,ce of success in this search. Will you
try?

ARLIN did not hesitate. He nodded
quickly. “I'll t;

“That jungle runs from here to the Austral
Ocean, Grag exclaimed. “How are we going

o find t}ns secret Crypt of the Old Ones in
all that?

“It must be near Gaa’s village,” Newton
said. “Otherwise his people wouldn't have
been able to observe the ‘omens’ at the
Crypt, as he told us!

“But where’s Gaa's village?” Grag de-
manded. “None of us know.”

“Gaa will guide you there if you tell him
you want to talk peace with his people,”
Newton retorted. “Of course, Gaa will be
figuring to lead you there and then have his
people seize you. It will be up to you to turn
the tables and beat him at his own game.”

Carlin caught his breath at the calm au-
dacity of the plan. But the others seemed
to take it as a matter of course.

“Shall I go with them?” asked the Brain.

Curt Newton shook his head. “I want you
to stay here and construct a thing for me
that will help to allay the Roons’ supersti-
tious fears, in case we fail to find the Crypt
and stop the ‘omens’.

“Just what do you have in mind?” asked
the Brain keenly.

“Simon, you heard what Gaa said about
the magic Wands of Power his ancestors used
to conquer the Old Ones? We know that’s a
legendary description of the psycho-ampli-
fiers the Denebians used against the Kangas.

“Remember, the Denebians gave us a de-
tailed description of them which is still in
our file. If we could show them we had one
of those Wands of Power, the Roons would
believe we could protect them from the Old
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Ones and thus we could quiet them down
even if we failed to stop the ‘omens’”

“I understand,” said the Brain thoughtful-
ly. “You want me to construct one of the in-
struments to impress the Roons. Yes, I can
do that.”

“We must also discover and seize the lead-
er of the conspirators behind this whole
business,” Captain Future continued. He
turned to Joan Randall. “Joan, you said that
you learned on Venus that the trail of Lu
Suur led to Roo?”

Joan nodded “Lu Suur came here to

Newton pondered. “Lu Suur was a brainy,
dangerous man, from what I've heard. Only
the establishment of vitron growing on Roo
broke his Venusian monopoly. He might
have decided to come to Roo and repeat his
scheme on a bigger scale.”

“You mean Lu Suur may be the real lead-
er of Harmer’s secession conspiracy?” quer-
ted the girl.

“There’s a strong possibility,” Newton said.
“Of course, he'd be using an assumed name.
Have you a picture of him, Joan?”

She nodded _“An old one we got on Venus.
Here it is”

Lu Suur, in the photograph, was a middle-
aged Venusian of average stature, with sleek,
dark hair and a smooth, handsome face. The
face was unremarkable except for the iron-
ical intelligence in the eyes.

“I haven’t seen any Venusian here who
looks like that,” said Philip Carlin.

“Otho, do you think he could pass himself
off as an Earthman?’ Captain Future asked
thoughtfully.

“Sure, it would be easy,” said Otho.
“Venusians and Earthmen are both white-
skinned races. The only pigmentation dif-
ference is that all Venusians are dark-haired,
and dont grow gray with age like Earth-

“Then Lu Suur might have changed his
planetary nationality as well as his name
after he came to Roo,” Curt Newton pointed

out.

He turned to the girl. “Joan, I want you
and Ezra to go in to the Governor’s office to-
morrow and check the records of all Venu-
sians and Earthmen who came to Roo at the
time Lu Suur left Venus. Try and get on
Lu Suur’s trail. As for me, I'm going to keep
on searching for that man in my own way,

‘ain’, new member of the secession

“But you can’t go back to them now!” Joan
protested. “Li Sharn is dead. How are you
going to explain that?”

Captain Future grinned. “I won’t have to
explain it. Li Sharn will be with me. From
now on, Otho, in disguise, is going to be Li
Sharn.”

Philip Carlin stared incredulously. “Can
he do it? Make up enough like the Saturni-
an to pass for him?”

“Can I do it?” Otho echoed loftily. “Lis-
ten, I once made up as an undersea sea-man
of Neptune and got away with it. You are
looking at the greatest master of disguise in
the System, the man of a thousand faces.”

“That’s right,” Grag put in. “Otho’s al-
ways showing up in a completely new face
1 don’t blame the poor fellow—I would too, if
I had a face like his.”

Otho jumped. “Why, you miserable auto-
maton, I suppose you're goodlooking? Lis-
ten, folks, and I'll tell you something about
Grag. Every year regularly he gets his face
lifted—with a welding-torch.”

EZRA started to laugh but Captain Fture
cut in impatiently. “More speed an dess
horseplay from you two! Otho, I've got to
get back with you to Li Sharn’s plantation
before dawn. You've an hour and a half.”
To Carlin and the others who had never
seen Otho assume one of his disguises, the
next hour was a revelation. The android
could twist his mobile countenance of syn-
thetic flesh into almost any des:red features,

placed r pads

the work. With smooth gray pigment, Otho

then stained his body and face. A thin fringe
false hair went onto his hairless skull

He put on Li Sharn’s clothing, after they
had buried the Saturnian back in the grove.
When he finally made his appearance, his
cadaverous face, fishy eyes and suspicious
expression were identical with those of the
late conspirator.

“It'll pass,” Curt Newton approved “rn
have to coach you on his voice on the way
over. We've no time to lose!”

At the door he turned, his eyes sweeping
them. “I'll get into communication with you
here as soon as I can. And Grag, you and
Carlin take no unnecessary chances. Assoon
as you find the Crypt of the Old Ones out
there, report back here to Simon.”

Pale red streaks of dawn were rifting the
sky as Captain Future and Otho drove up to
Li Sharn’s seedy plantation. Hastily, they
ran the rocket-car into one of the sheds be-
hind the cement house.

Curt Newton hoped that the machine
would not be identified as one of Carlin’s.
He made a mental resolve to get rid of it as
soon as possible, and would not have come
in it had it not been for the lack of time.

the way, he had coached Otho upon Li
Sharn’s voice and mannerisms, and the lay-
out of the plantation.

“Here come the workers,” muttered New-
ton a few moments after they entered the
house.

The two Uranians and the Neptunian who
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were the late Li Sharn’s vitron workers had
emerged from a bunkhouse and were lazily
approaching.

Otho eyed them with the fishy stare of the
Saturnian he impersonated, and spoke in Li
Sharn’s whining voice.

“Time you were getting up, if you're going
to do anything out in the fields today,” he
complained.

e men stared at him, surprised. “Do we
really have to start vitron—grubbing?” grum-
bled the Neptunian. “You said we wouldn’t
have to do field-work unless someone was
around.”

Captain Future realized that Otho had
made a slip—these man had not been hired
as vitron-grubbers, that being only a blind.
And the quick-thinking android realized his
mistake at the same time.

“You've got to do something!” he snapped.
“People will get suspicious if they see all
our vitron-seedlings being choked out by
weeds.”

“Oh, all right,” grunted the man. “Does
this fellow Cain help u:

“Dve got other tlungs for him to do,” Otho
retorted.

After the men put on their sun-helmets
and went sulkily out into the baking vitron-
fields, Otho mopped his brow.

“Nearly blew our tubes that time” he
muttered.

“You'll have to do better than that with
Harmer and Ka Thaar,” Captain Future said.
“One of them should hunt you up today—
they were to give Li Sharn new orders from
the leader.”

Curt Newton was bone-weary from lack
of sleep, but seized this opportunity to start
a thorough search of Li Sharn’s plantation
buildings.

“The rebellion party must have a store of

idden away h in prepa-

ran:n for the outbreak,” he explamed “They *

wouldn’t keep them at "Harmer’s place. May-
be they’re here.”

“If Oog were around, he’d smell them out
no matter where they were hidden,” Otho

said.

It had been necessary for Otho to leave
his pet at Carlin’s plantation, a decision
which Oog had thoroughly protested.

Their search found nothing but a few
atom-guns such as every plantation kept for
defense against Roon raids or prowling
night-dragons.

“If they have a secret arsenal, it's some-
where else,” Newton muttered. He stretched
warily. “I've got to catch some sleep. Wake
me before those workers come back in.”

Captain Future slept in the dusty bed-
room. Strangely, his dreams were of the Old

He seemed once again at distant Deneb,

that remote star to which he and the Future-
men years ago had ventured. Again he was
listening to Khor the Denebian tell of the
alien Kangas who reigned before men came.
There was awe in Khor’s voice as he talked
to the Futuremen—

“—Futuremen are taking a hand in this!”

That voice wasnot in any dream. It came
from the next room and had awakened New-
ton. He jumped up, discovering that it was
now midday.

SUDDENLY he recognized the voxce that
had awakened him. Ka ar’s voice!
And Ka Thaar was saying something about
the Futuremen!

Was it discovery? Newton shoved his
atom-pistol into his jacket for instant use
fore he went out into the living-room.

Ka Thaar, standing facing “Li Shamn,”
turned and looked at him with cold dislike
as he ente; he Mercurian youngster’s
thin, dark face was ominous.

“It’s this fellow Cain’s fault that they’ve
come,” he rasped.

“What’s my fault’" demanded Curt New-
ton, yawning.

“That the Futuremen are mixing into
things here!” snapp a Thaar. “I told
Harmer he was a fool to take you in. The
Futuremen are probably here to track down
the man who shot their leader.”

Curt Newton felt dismayed and puzzled.
How could the conspirators have guessed
that the Futuremen were on Roo?

“What makes you think the Futuremen
are taking a hand?” asked Otho skeptically.

“A couple of hours ago, this morning, two
secret agents of the Planet Patrol conferred
with Walker King, the Governor,” answered
Ka Thaar. “They're not just two ordinary
agents—they’re that girl Joan Randall and
the old marshal, Gurney. Everyone knows
that they associate with the Futuremen.”

Captain Future began to understand. Joan
and Ezra, in their search for Lu Suur’s trail,
had been recognized.

Newton took an incredulous tone. “Those
two coming to Roo doesn’t prove the Future-
men are going to follow,” he asserted.

“That girl and old Gurney are two stormy
petrels, warning of the coming of the Future-
men, exclaimed Ka Thaar. “I'm sure of it.”

o what if the Futuremen do come?”
bluffed Newton. “They’re not invincible. 'm
no more afraid of them than I was of Future
himself.”

Ka Thaar looked at him with cold hatred.
“Cain, a man of your stripe wouldn’t have a
chance against Captam Future or his bunch,
except by tnckery

“Rab Cain” sneered. But inwardly, he
was wondering. Ka Thaar had evidentl;
queer, deep respect for Captain Future—]
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that made the Mercurian none the less dan-
gerous!

“Our orders are to get the Randall girl and
old Gurney out of the way at once,” Ka
Thaar said incisively. “They’re too close to
a hot trail for comfort.”

Captain Future stiffened. Did the conspir-
ators mean murder? If so, he’d have to fight
it out with Ka Thaar here and now.

‘o ascertain their intentions, he made a
suggestion to Ka Thaar. “We'll cut ’em both
down with a couple of gun-blasts, eh?” he
asked, meaning]

“Nov l'nssed Ka Thaar. “They’re not to be
harmed, get that. You use your gun on them
and Tl blast you down myself. We're to
grab them and take them out to the Valley
until after the blow-off. Li Sharn knows

Otho nodded, di di

The young Earthman botanist and the gi-
gantic robot stood with their captive in a
reddish gloom. All around them towered the
massive trunks of great trees, supporting
high overhead a whole faery, crimson world
of foliage and flowers. A world of teeming
life whose many leafy levels reached a hun-
dred feet above them, filtering the mid-day
radiance of glaring Arkar.

For six hours, Carlin and the robot had
followed their captive guide into the jungle.
Gaa had readily agreed to lead them to the
village of his people so that they might talk
peace.

“He has agreed too readily,” the Brain had
warned. “Curtis was right—the Roon in-
tends to trick you. You'll have to take care.
Remember, your mission is unly to find the
Crypt of the Old Ones which is the center of

“Oh, sure. That’s the best place 2

Captam Future breathed a little more easi-
ly. He rapidly made up his mind. He didn’t
want to expose his imposture yet, for that
would ruin his chances of the

the It must be near their
c}uef vnllage If you discover it, reconnoiter
it without letting yourselves be seen and
then come back here at once.”

“Do 't worry, well find it,” Grag had

unknown head of the conspiracy in time.

Therefore; he must go through with help-
ing kidnap Joan and Ezra! They’d be in no
danger, with Otho and him among the kid-
nappers.

“We start now,” Ka Thaar said, turning
toward the door. “Harmer’s men will have
the Firebird waiting at the Rootown space-
port. We must hurry.”

A’ few minutes later, Curt Newton and
Otho were speeding with the Mercurian
toward Rootown on their strange mission,

CHAPTER XI
In the Red Jungles

F AR into the jungle,

south of the colony,
the captive Roon tribes-
man led Philip Carlin and

Grag.

Gaa’s hands were bound
behind him. And big Grag
walked closely beside
him, while Carlin had his
atom-pistol holstered at
his belt.

The Roon stopped sud-
denly in the dim trail they
“Now what’s the matter?”

were Tollowing,
Grag demanded suspiciousl,
Gaa looked at the robot.

y.

“The trail forks
here. We must strike a little westward,
toward Yellow River.”

They looked doubtfully at the red tribes-
man, and then around the strange scene.
1(,:au-lm took off his sun-helmet, mopping his

TOW.

“This Roon thinks he’s
going to doublecross us, but he’s due for a
double-doublecross.”
I hope so,” said the Brain dubiously, “But
I’d feel easier about it if I were going along.”

“Are you implying that ’m a dope?” bris-
tled Grag. “Besides, the ch)ef left you a job
here. Just trust this to us.”

So Carlin and Grag had started with Gaa
into the red forests. They had no sooner got
out of sight of the plantation, than Grag
stopped.

He fumbled in the small haversack slung
over his shoulder. He had explained that it
contained his atom-pistol. But now, to Car-
lin’s surprise, he drew from it the little gray,
beady-eyed moon-pup that was his pet.

“I brought Eek along” rumbled Grag,
fondly perching the animal on his shoulder.
“I had to hlde hzm, or Simon wouldn’t have
let me bring

Carlin looked doubtfully at the moon-pup,
squirming eagerly on the broad metal shoul-
der of its master. “Maybe it’s not a good idea,
at that. He might make a racket just when
we need to be quiet.”

“Eek can’t make any sounds” Grag in-
formed him. “Moon-dogs have no vocal ap-
paratus, for they evolved on the Moon where
there s nolalr They dont even breathe. They

wve
“Snu he won’t he any help to us,” Carlin

sai

“Help"’ Grag boomed. “Eek can be a lot
of help! He's the greatest danger-barometer
there is, Eek can scent danger miles away,
by his telepathic sense. When he acts badly
scared, look out for trouble”

Carlin glanced curiously at his giant com-
panion as they went on. Until now, despite
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his awareness of Grag’s intelligence, he had
been unable entirely to accept the robot as a
living personality.

But he was now discovering, as other peo-
ple had discovered, that acquaintance with
Grag dispelled all notions as to his being an
automaton. Grag’s ways of thinking might
be simpler than those of ordinary men. But
the robot possessed pride, loyalty, and that
perception of contrasts which is the basis of
the sense of humor.

It was now mid-afternoon. Gaa had led
them into the jungle along a network of dim
trails made by “shufflers”. And twice, so far,
they had been forced to dart hastily into the
brush to avoid “shufflers” coming along the
trail. The enormous sextupedal hairy crea-
tures, elephant-high and dragging their short
legs in the peculiar gait that gave them their
name, were granivorous and harmless, but
Carlin was not glad to meet them.

Quickly Gaa led the way southwestward
in the new direction. The Roon had been
stoically quiet all the way so far. Now there
was a hint of expectation in his bearing.

“Look at him, the false-hearted son of a
liar,” muttered Grag to Carlin, in their own
language. “He just can’t wait to get within
shouting distance of his village. Then he
thinks he’s going to raise a yell that will
bring them all out on our necks.”

ARLIN was anxious. “We'll have to gag
him before that. But we may not know
we're near the place until we come right on

it

“Sure, we'll know,” said Grag. He patted
the moon-pup riding his shoulder. “Eek will
warn us. When he senses the Roons, he’ll
raise a rumpus miles before we reach them.
I told you he’d be useful”

Philip Carlin almost forgot their mission,
in the scientific fascination of what lay about
them. This jungle was a planetary botan-
ist’s wonderland. The vast majority of its
plant species had never been classifi

He had spent months here on Roo, years
before when its suitability for vitron planta-
tions was being tested. But he had been too
busy on the urgent vitron problem to spend
time in purely academic explorations. Now
an even more urgent mission precluded such
studies.

Grag suddenly stopped, his giant metal
hand also halting Gaa. “Eek’s getting nerv-
ous already,” he said doubtfully. “Yet it
can't be that we're near the Roons yet.”

Carlin looked skeptically at the moon-pup.
Eek had begun to shiver.

“Probably he’s scared of some animal he
senses in the forest,” suggested the botanist.

ay!

Grag never finished. At that moment, Gaa
wrenched suddenly from beside them and

started running forward along the trail.

“Get him!” yelled Grag. “Don’t use your
gun—we can catch him!”

Carlin had whipped out his_atom-pistol,
but he refrained from firing as he and Grag
plunged down the trail after the escaping

oon.

Gaa, his arms bound, could not run fast
enough to escape. Carlin wondered fleeting-
ly why the Roon had made the hopeless at-
tempt.

Gaa looked back over his shoulder at
them, then slackened speed. But now they
were within reach of the frantically stum-
bling tribesman. Grag's great hand reached
vengefully for him.

At this moment Carlin felt the ground cave
in under his boots, and plunged downward.
He struck a soft dirt surface in jarring fall,
ar(xld heard two other heavy bodies thud be-
si

Carlm picked himself up, feeling dazed.
He was standing at the bottom of a conical
pit, whose floor was the base of the cone.
The pit was ten feet across and its dirt sides
sloped steeply upward more than twenty feet
to a small, ragged hole through which they
had fallen.

Grag was picking himself up, and Eek,
who had clung to him in the fall, seemed
frantic now with terror. But Grag turned
with a roar on Gaa, who like themselves had
been unhurt by his fall to the soft dirt floor.

“You dirty red son of perdition!” roared
the robot, grabbing their bound captive. “I'l
twist your head right off your shoulders.”

“Wait, Grag”’ said Philip Carlin. “Don’t
hurt him.”

“Hurt him?” retorted the wrathful robot.
“I'll reduce him to atoms! He led us right
into this hole.”

“What is this place? A pitfall built by your
tribe?” he asked Gaa.

Gaa stood, coolly surveying them without
a trace of fear on his parrot-beaked red face.
“No, this is a hunting-worm’s pit. I saw the
traces of a chain of them as we came along
the trail, and knew there’d be another
ahead.”

“A hunting worm?” roared Grag, looking
around. “Where is he?”

Gaa nodded toward two six-foot round
tunnels that opened into opposite sides of the
conical pit, just above the floor.

“He will come,” said the Roon. “Hunting~
worms hollow out many such pits, in a con-
nected chain. They leave only a thin mask
of dirt above, not sufficient to support an
animal’s weight. They go through their pits
regularly, looking for prey. When he comes,
he will kill and devour us all. Then you star-
men will never reach my village to spy on
my people.”

“You block-headed lummox, he'll devour
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you, too, in that case!” bellowed Grag,

Gaa nodded. “Yes, I will die, too. But I
am not afraid of death.

At another moment P}nhp Carlin would
hiave admired the Roon’s loyalty to his peo-
ple.

But now he had too imminent a sense of
danger for such reflections.

“We've gut to get out of here!” he ex-
claimed. “T've heard stories of the size and
ferocity of these hunting-worms.”

Grag looked upward. “Blast me if I see
how we're going to climb out of this hole”

THE dirt of the pit sides was soft. But the
inward slant of the high, steep walls
made it impossible to dig out steps.

“This is what I get for not paying atten—
tion to Eek,” Grag went on ruefully.
wasn't scared for nothing, I should have
known.”’

“He’s certainly plenty scared now,”
lin observed.

Eek was in a very frenzy of fear, clawing
at Grag’s legs, dashing to the wall, then run-
ning back to the robot. Eek, it was easy to
deduce, wanted nothing more than to leave
the pit.

“The hunting-worm is coming” Gaa ex-
plained calmly. “It will be here soon.”

Carlin reached instinctively for his atom-

Car-

pistol. Then he remembered, appalled, that

he had had it in his hand when he crashed

into the pit. It had been jarred from his grasp

when he fell. Hastily ]he searched the pit
loor.

The weapon was not there. It had fallen
on the trail above.

“I¢’s all right, I've got my gun,” Grag said.
“We’ll make short work of the beast when it
comes.”

Grag reached into his haversack and drew
out his atom-pistol. Then he uttered an ex-
clamation of dismay.

“Devils of space, look at this gun! Eek’s
been at it!”

The hard metal of the atom-pistol barrel
was gnawed away. The gun would back-
blast if it was fired.

Grag _uttered a groan. “I might have
known Eek would start chewing on it when
he was in the haversack with it. He can’t re-
sist metal. It's my fault for putting him in
there”

Carlin heard a faint, faraway rustling. It
seemed to come from one of the tunnels that
opened into the pit.

His heart hammered. The fantastic pre-
dicament loomed now with a brutal horror.
It would be a messy way to die, he was
thinking.
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J—

The best low-priced blade you can get— 2,
Well-groomed men say is Thin Gillette!
1t gives a shave that’s easy, slik— {

And does it

on the double-quick!

Produced By The Maker Of The Famous Gillette Blue Blade



STARTLING STORIES

“We can’t get out, and we have no weap-
ons,” he said. “What can we do?”

“If the huntmi—worms are as big as Gaa
says, I couldn’t kill the beast with just my
hands,” Grag muttered. “The thing would
be sure to lull you and the Roon, in this
narrow hole.”

Grag suddenly turned. “There’s a chance,
if we can get your atom-gun. It must be
lymg right up there beside the mouth of the

The robot picked up Eek and showed him
the gnawed atom-pistol. Eek, even in his
terror, cowered a little, expecting reprimand.

“You want a nice gun to eat, Eek?” Grag
said. “All right, there’s one up there on the
trail. You bring it back and you can have it.”

“How can he understand when he can’t
speak or hear?” said Carlin.

“He doesn’t hear my words but he senses
my thought” Grag explained hastily. “Here
you go, Eek—get the gun and bring it.”

With the words, Grag tossed the moon-pup
accurately up through the hole twenty-odd
feet above. They heard Eek fall with a
thump on the trail.

They heard also, more loudly, the ominous
rustling from the tunnels. Carlin felt an icy
chill along his spine.

Eek reappeared above, peering down at
them. Carlin could have kissed the moon-
pup For in his jaws, Eek held Carlin’s atom-

Grag held up_ l'us arms. “Jump, Eek! Grag
will catch you.”

Eek very deﬁmtely did not want to jump.
Eek’s hesitation showed he’d had quite
enough of the pit.

Grag cajoled him. “You jump, Eek, and
T'll give you a nice big piece of copper to eat.
All the copper you want.”

Eek seemed to be drooling mentally over
that inducement, but still was restrained by
an overpowering terror of the pit.

Gaa_uttered a low exclamation. Carlin
turned and froze as he saw, far back in one
of the tunnels, two cold, ghttermg, lashless
and enormous eyes that advanced softly like
twin pale fires.

He could sense, rather than see, the enor-
mous looping, rippling white worm body be-
hind those monstrous eyes. He heard Grag

yell.
Eek jumped! Grag grabbed him, snatched
the atom-pistol from his jaws, and whirled
with incredible rapidity.
lunt, enormous head of the hunting-
worm was swaying up as the first ten feet of
the monster body uncoiled from the tunnel.
Grag’s gun blasted a streak of blazing energy
that severed the head and turned it into a
charred mass. The monster coils twitched
wildly far back into the tunnel, making the
whole pit vibrate.

“That was too close for comfort!” said
Grag. Then he picked up the quaking moon-
pup. “Eek, you were responsible for my gun
being useless but you redeemed yourself 1
wish Otho had been here to see it.”

'ARLIN stared at Otho. “How are we go-
ing to get out now?” he asked. He was
shaken by the close call, sickened by the
stench from the dead monster’s charred

“Cut our way out with the atom-pxstol of
course,” said Grag. “Stand back.”

He turned the thin blast of the pistol on
one side of the slanting dirt wall. Using it
like a giant knife of fire, he undercut the
side so that a whole mass of dirt slid down-
ward, half burying them.

“Go ahead” Grag told Carlin. “You can
climb out now, with me boosting. When you
get up there, let down a vine for me—TI can’t
climb in that soft dirt”

Carlin found himself, light as he was, sink-
ing to the knees in the sliding yellow soil as
he clambered upward. He was breathless
when he reached the surface.

He soon had cut a massive vine and low-
ered its end to Grag. First he hauled up the
bound Roon captive. Then Grag himself
clambered toilsomely out, hauling his weight
up the tough vine rope.

“Now shall we fix this fellow Gaa for his
trick?”” Grag demanded, looking wrathfully
at the Roon.

“Listen!” Carlin said suddenly.

Dusk had come during their struggle to
escape the pit. Arkar had sunk beneath the
horizon and shadows were running through
the jungle.

From southward there came a dim pulsing
of persistent sound. It was too rhythmical
to be any natural sound of the jungle.

“That may be from the Roon village!”
Carlin exclaimed. “No, don’thurtGaa. But
we‘d"better gag him before we go any far-

Grag efficiently gagged their captive. Gaa's
black eyes were glittering with fierce ex-
citement. He, too, had heard the dim pulse
of sound from the distance.

Roughly thrust on by Grag, he stumbled
with them along the dim trail And now
darkness had come down on the jungle.
Through a rift in the trees ahead, they
glimﬁsed the vast, vague expanse of a night

ocean, heaving beneath the great
drift of stars and the shadowy rising sphere
of Black Moon.

They came to that point where the trees
ended. Instantly, Grag and Carlin shrank
back, dragging their captive back with them,
wn behind these bush-orchids!” Grag
muttered “Quick!

Dropping behlnd the shelter of the shrubs,
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they peered tensely at the unearthly and as-
tounding spectacle ahead.

CHAPTER XII
Valley of Dream Flowers

JOAN RANDALL and
Ezra Gurney had
started for Rootown soon
after Grag and Carlin fol-
lowed their captive guide
into the jungle. They took
remaining rocket-car,
leaving the Brain with the
other two scientists at the
plantation.
she expertly steered
the car along the rude
road, Joan expressed doubt
of the mission with which Captain Future
bad entrusted them.

“Curt just wanted to get us out of the
way,” she said. “He doesn’t think we can
find Lu Suur.”

Ezra grunted. “Prob’ly think 'm too old
for real action. Me, that held my own in the
old wild days on the interplanetary fronner,
long beiore the Futuremen were heard of.”

t white roofs of Rootown glimmered
through the mass of pinkish feather-trees
that lined the streets. Over on the spaceport,
the massive bulk of the Starfarer was rising
thunderously into the red sunlight for the
long return voyage to the System.

The ship, Joan knew, was loaded now
with bales of dried vitron that would be
processed and distributed in the System.
The importance of their mission here came
home to her with increased force. Those
cargoes that meant so much to the life and
health of the System peoples must not be
halted by chicanery and greed! There must
be no rebellion!

They drove into Rootown’s plaza and
parked the rocket-car in front of the unpre-
tentious cement bm]dmg that held the Sys-
tem vernment’s offices. As they ap-
proached the building, they met a curious,
noisy little procession,

A gaunt, unshaven Earthman in battered
sun-helmet and tattered clothing was shuf-
fling southward through the town, followed
by a rag-tag of children who were shrieking
delightedly at his heels.

“Crazy Jonny!” they were yellmg joyously.
“Where you going, Crazy Jonn;

‘The odd-looking man paid no atmentlon to
his_tormentors.

“It’s the lunatic that Doctor Carlin told us
about,” Joan said pityingly. She interposed
to stop the children.

“Aren’t you ashamed of yourselves?” she

them.

They scattered, still derisively hooting the
tattered figure. Joan turned to find the mad-
man peering at her with a queer, filmy stare

anks for driving away the imps,” he
muttered. “They won’t bother me much
longer. The Roons will kill everybody here,
pretty soon.”

“Nice, sweet character,” grunted Ezra
Gurney as Crazy Jonny shuffied on. “Any-
place else but out here on the frcmner, he’d
be rounded up and taken care of.”

They went into the offices of the Governor.
A bored young Martian clerk informed them
that Walker King could see no visitors.

“I think he’ll see us,” said Joan, tossing a
metal disk onto the desk.

It was the emblem of Section Four, secret
service of the Planet Patrol, and bore her
name and number. Martian eyes bulged.

“T'll tell the Governor at once!”

When they entered the inner office, Joan
studied Walker King. He was an elderly,
friendly man who obviously had found the
anxiety of his official position too critical for

i e jerkiness of his movements told a
story of overpowering worry.

“I never expected to see you two here on
Roo!” he exclaimed. “Does this mean that
the Futuremen are on the way?”

“Haven't you heard that Captain Future
was shot on Venus?” Joan answered. “You
dont think the Futuremen would leave

Walker King seemed disappointed. “I was
hoping the Government was sending the Fu-
turemen to help restore order. You don’t
know how upset and dangerous things are
right now on Roo!”

“We've got a hazy idea,” drawled Ezra

Gurney.

Joan leaned forward. “We Te trying to find
a Venusian named Lu Suu

King appeared startled. “Lu Suur? What
makes you think he’s here?”

“You know the man then?” Joan asked
quickly.

“I never met him but I've good reason to
remember his name,” Walker King answered
bitterly. “I had a vitron plantation on Venus
ten years ago. Lu Suur's company swindled

He sig] ed “I wish I'd stayed there.
When the System Government wanted to
name a colonist here as Governor a few
years ago, my friends petitioned for my ap-
pointment. I wish now they'd never done so.
This Roon trouble has made the job a night-
mare.”

JOAN cut off his complaints by showing
him the old photograph of Lu Suur. “Is
there anybody in the colony who resembles
this picture?”

Walter King shook his head. “No one I've
seen.”
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“I'd like to see your records end pictures
of all the men who arrived here in the first
few years of the colony,” Joan requested.

She and Ezra spent the next few hours

ly examining the records. But their
hunt was futile. By now Walker King had
grasped the implications of their search.

“You don’t think Lu Suur could be behind
all our trouble here?” he asked anxiously.
“Can this be the result of a deliberate plot?
I thought Jed Harmer and his party were
su'nply making political capital of the Roon
raj

“They’]l start a rebellion if they’re not
stopped,” Ezra warned him grimly. “They’ve
got the Roo colonists on the brink of seces-
sion. One more Roon attack will decide
them.”

“I know that, but what can I do to stop
the Roons?” King exclaimed. “I've only got
a handful of Patrol officers to police here.
I've tried to use them as sentinels to give
warning of Roon raids, but it hasnt worked

out”

“Why haven't you sent scouts into the
Roon country to find out just what's stirred
up the tribesmen to these attacks?” Ezra

asked.

King shook his head helplessly. “That’s
impossible. Nobody can go into those jungles
now without being killed by the Roons.”

Joan remembered somethmg Carlin had
said. “Doesn’t Crazy Jonny, the madman we
met outside this morning, still go in and out
of the jungles?”

“Oh, yes, Jonny still wanders everywhere,
but the Roons wouldn't hurt him,” King said.
“They’ve always had a superstitious regard
for him because of his madness.”

“How long has he been mad?” the girl
asked thoughtfully.

“For seven or eight years,” was the reply.
“Jonny was a fine, upstanding planter in the
pioneer days here on Roo—had one of the
first vitron plantations. Then one night, a
sudden attaci: by night-dragons shocked him
out of his sanity. He’s been a hopeless mad-
man ever since, endlessly wandering through
the colony and the jungles.”

Joan frowned. “I'd like to question Crazy
Jonny. Do you know where we could find
him now?”

King looked surprised. “His only home is
still his old wrecked plantation-house, on the
south edge of town. People bring him food
and things. But I can’t understand what you
hope to learn from him.”

“If he still goes in and out of the jungles,
he might be able to tell just what has stirred
up the Roons to hostility,” Joan pointed out.

Walker King looked dubious. “I doubt if
he’s sane enough to answer your questmns
mtelhgently, but of course you can try.”

n the meantime,” said Joan as she rose

to go, “you can help us by assembling every
possible scrap of information about the col-
onists who came here in the first two years.
I still think Lu Suur is here!”

When she and Ezra Gurney emerged from
the building into the hot red afternoon glare,
the old marshal plainly was puzzled.

“Why all this interest in Crazy Jonny?"
he demanded.

“King said that the Roons venerate the
madman,” Joan e: dplained. “Who better than
Crazy Jonny could stir up the Roon‘s super-
stitions as someone has done?”

Ezra scratched his chin. “It don't make
sense. If the fellow’s crazy—"

‘He could still be used as a tool by some-
one who is not crazy,” retorted Joan. “Come
on—we're going to find out.”

It took a couple of hours’ searching at the
edge of town before they finally found Crazy
Jonny'’s old plantation house. It was a erum-
bling cement structure half hidden in an un-
kempt grove of feather-trees which was
choill{ed with high red weeds and wild bush-
orchids.

‘The door sagged open on broken hinges.
Joan stepped into the place. ‘ternoon
sunlight that filtered through dust-thick,
cracked windows, disclosed unswept, littered
rooms. There was a rude pallet in the corner
of one. But the madman was not in the
house.

“Ten to one he's gone back into the jun-
gle,” growled Ezra. “When we saw him this
{)nomin’ he was headin’ southward, remem-

er.”

Joan’s fine brows drew together. “Ezra,
I'm sure now Jonny is the instrument the
conspirators are using to incite the Roons to
attack. The tribesmen would kill anyone
else. Someone has sent Crazy Jonny into the
jungles again y. We've got to overtake
and stop him!”

“With his headstart if he's in there, we
won't have much chance of findin’ him,”
muttered Ezra. “But we can try.”

They turned to the door, then stopped sud-
denly. Two men, holding atom-pistols, now
stood in the open doorway.

THE foremost was a lean, thin-faced young
Mercurian whom Joan instantly recog-
nized from description. Ka Thaar—Jed Har-
mer’s lieutenant!

e other man was “Rab Cain”! Captain
Future himself in disguise, standing_there
with'his weapon trained upon herself and

ral
“Please make no outcry,” Ka Thaar said
urgently, almost anxiously, to Joan. “I don’t
want to be forced to hurt you.”
“What does this mean?” Joan demanded.
Ka Thaar had a curious respect in his
manner as he answered. “You will not be
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hanned either of you. But you have been
prying into matters that must bc kept secret,
and so for the time being you must be held
in a safe place under guard.”

Joan Randall’s mind raced. Captain Future
was scowling at her as though he had never
seen her or Ezra before. Evidently “Rab
Cain” had been ordered to assist in seizing
them. She realized at once she must not
disclose Curt Newton’s true identity. Ezra
had given no sign of recognizing “Cain”.
There was no danger to either of them, they
knew, with Captain Future himself among
their abductors.

“We can’t argue with two atom-pistols,”
Joan said in a bitter voice to the young Mer-

curian.

Ka Thaar looked relieved. “I'm glad you're
sensible. I give you my word you won't be
hurt. But you must come with u

Captain Future approached the girl and
the old marshal, with a sneer on his dis-
guised, scarred face,

“So you're the friends of Captain Future

talk about?” he gibed. “How’s he get-

tmg over that blasting I gave him on Venus?”

“Cain, shut up and leave those people

alone!” Ka Thaar’s tawny eyes had flared

and there was a frozen anger in his thin,
dark young face.

Joan guessed that Captain Future had been
seeking an opportunity to whisper to her,
but he could not do so now under the Mer-
curian’s eyes.

e compact atom-pistol in Joan’s pocket
and Ezra’s holstered weapon were taken from
them, and then Ka Thaar motioned them out-

side.

In the red glare of setting Arkar, a rocket-
car waited outside the crumbling house. At
its wheel was a cadaverous gray Saturnian.
She knew him to be Li Sharn—Otho.

They got in and the car raced away. It
was twilight by the time they reached the
spaceport. Ka Thaar pointed through the
dusk to a big rocket-flier wmtmg at the de-

serted, farther end of the big field.

“There s the Firebird,” he sald and Otho
drove toward it.

Curt Newton had guessed by now that the
Firebird was Jed Harmer'’s craft. It was wait-
ing unlighted, a torpedo-shaped craft that
was in_reality a_small space-ship with re-
tractable wings for atmospheric use.

A half-dozen of Harmer’s motley “planta-
tion workers” greeted them inside the little
ship They were a brutal-looking lot, all

arm
"Slart at once,” Ka Thaar ordered the
Uranian at the controls. “We’re going to the
Valley.
e Uranian sent the flier winging up
rapldly into the twilight. ‘They banked over
Rootown’s scattered lights and then darted

off at high speed through the gathering dusk.

Joan did not look at either Curt Newton
or Otho, not wishing to arouse the Mercur-
ian’s suspicions. She must wait for a better
chance to speak to Captain Future,

a half hour the Uranian pilot brought
the little ship down in a long glide. A narrow
valley, hardly more than a cleft in the dense
jungle, opened below them.

Joan looked down and saw that the valley
was dotted with clumps of tall, pale flowers,
nodding in the starlight. They looked like
giant orchids, inconceivably lovely. But they
had eyes, noses and mouths, and actually
seemed to breathe!

is is the Valley of Dream Flowers,”
Ka Thaar told her. “You will have to remain
here, but will be quite safe.”

Valley of Dream Flowers! It fitted the
name, thought the girl, this lonely place of
unreal, beautiful blossoms buried deep in
the wild jungles of Roo.

“Careful, you idiot!” Ka Thaar snapped to
the pilot. “You're bringing us right down on
one of those clumps.”

e Uranian hastily changed their course
of descent by a blast of the lateral rockets.
The Firebird swerved to avoid the tall clumps
of ﬂowers, and landed in deep grass.

n and Ezra stepped silently out, with
the others following closely. In the starhght
a little stream chuckled down the center of
the valley. Not far away stood a large hut
outside which they could glimpse an armed
man waiting.

“This way,” said Ka Thaar, and started
toward the hut. Joan noticed that he gave a
wide berth to all the tall, nodding flowers.

Stumbling a little, Joan brought her foot
down upon a tiny seedling flower and its
white bud. Instantly such a drugging breath
of overpowering perfume assailed her nos-
trils that her senses reeled.

She felt herself falling. As she staggered,
a larger blossom reached forth with an arm-
like petal and seized her about the waist. To
her fading consciousness time seemed to drag
out, seconds became hours. Vaguely she saw
the disguised Otho whip out his atom pistol
and fire, destroying the stem of the plant
that was dragging her to a horrible doom.
Then Ka Thaar leaped forward and snatched
her to safety.

Then her senses cleared. Ka Thaar spoke to
her in sharp warning.

“Never go near any of the flowers, or step
on even the tiniest of them!” he warned.
“These flowers give out an exhaltation of

- narcotic vapors which overcomes any living

thing—a natural defense against browsing
animals. A man, stupified by one of the
flowers, can lie senseless e dies. Even
the Roons are afraid to come here, and that’s
why we use this place.”
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CHAPTER XIII
Quest for the Crypt
WHEN they came

nearer, the armed
man who stood waiting in
front of the hut greeted
them. He was a stocky,
stolid - looking Venusian,
who was obviously on
guard here.
“Anything _ happened,
Quord?” asked Ka Thaar.
The Venusian shook his
head. “Not a thing. Even
the night-dragons stay

away.”

They entered the hut, the Venusian turn-
ing on a self-powered krypton-lamp. The
building was a ramshackle one hastily
structed of logs, and was half ﬁlled wlth
stacks of long plastic cases.

“Atom-guns and shells,” commented Cap-
tain Future, instantly identifying the cases.
“Eo,this is your arsenal for the rebellion,
eh?”

Ka Thaar nodded, then spoke earnestly to
Joan and Ezra. “You two will have to re-
main here for some days. But as soon as the
rebellion is over, you’ ll be released un-
harmed.”

Joan was convinced that the young Mer-
curian was sincere.

“Of course you realize that then you'll
be liable for the forcible seizure of two
Planet Patrol officers,” she said.

Ka Thaar was unfrightened. “By that time,
Roo will no longer be under the law of the
System Government, Miss Randall” He
turned to Captain Future. “Cain, you and
Quord have the men bring in some food and
bedding from the Firebird.”

As Curt Newton supervised the carrying
out of the order by the brutal-looking crew
of the little ship, he was hoping despera(ely

0 J

better and he and the Futuremen come after
him,” drawled Ezra Gurney.

“So the Futuremen are staying with their
leader on Venus?” said Ka Thaar. “Yes, I
suppose they would. Everyone knows their
loyalty.” He lighted a rial cigarette and
looked at Joan through its curling green
smoke, “You know Captain Future pretty
well, don’t you? Everybody tells of the ad-
ventures you and Marshal Gurney have
shared with him.”

There was an oddly eager curiosity in his
question, something almost boyish that was
incongruous in this thin-faced, deadly
youngster.

She could not keep her glance from stray-
ing to “Rab Cain”, lounging sneeringly in the
background.

“Yes, we've worked often with Captain
gutu're,” she answered. “You never met

im.”

“I saw him, once,” Ka Thaar said thought-
fully. “It was twelve years ago on Mercury,
when I was just a boy. It was when he and
the Futuremen came back from their first
star-trip with the creation converters that
were to replenish our world’s dying atmos-
phere. People almost mobbed the Future-
men in their crazy joy. I never forgot it.” He
laughed mirthlessly. “Like every other boy
on Mercury, I took Captain Future as my
hero. I was going to be a spaceman just like
him, when I grew

Joan felt strangely ‘touched,

“Why don’t you like him, then?” she
asked him. “Drop this intrigue you're mixed
in. You're wrong to follow Jed Harmer.”

Ka Thaar snorted contemptuously. “Har-
mer? I care nothing about him and the others
and their schemes. But they hired my skill
with an atom-pistol when I came to Roo.
T've taken their pay and I stick with them.
It's too late for me to turn honest now,
anyway. The Patrol wants me back in the
System, under another name. I started out
to be a spaceman like Captain Future, but a
brawl one night on Saturn and a too-ready

for a chance to speak surr oan.
She and Ezra had discovered somethmg im-
portant or their abduction would not have
been ordered. But what was it?

To Newton’s dismay, he had no chance yet
to speak to the girl. For Ka Thaar was now
questwmng Joan and Ezra.

“Where are the Futuremen?” he de-
manded.

“You ought to know,” she retorted. “It
was your friend Rab Cain here who shot
down Captain Future on Venus”

“fain is no friend of mine, hes simply a
hired gunman our party is using,” Ka Thaar
Sald glancmg at Curt Newton with bitter

disl
“I‘d hate to be him when Cap’n Future gets

pistol in my hand made me an out-
law, and so I wind up here working against
Future’s friends. Strange, isn't it?”

Curt Newton had listened with deep in-
terest. He understood now that queer atti-
tude of Ka Thaar’s which had puzzled him.
A boyhood hero-worship of the Futuremen
still lingered in the young outlaw’s mind.

Ka Thaar turned. “T've got to go, for I
and the men have work to do. You two will
be quite safe here as long as you don'’t at-
tempt to escape. It'd be quite useless, any-
way, for I'm leaving Li Sharn and Cain here
with Quord to guard you.”

Curt Newton protested. “Aw, don’t leave
me here in this forsaken hole? I signed up
with your bunch for action.”
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NEWTON secretly wanted to go back with
Ka Thaar, hoping to be led to the mys-
terious leader of the conspiracy. Joan and
Ezra would be safe, for Otho would be with
them. Otho, he knew, could find out what
Joan had learned.

But Ka Thaar overruled his protest.
“You're staying here, Cain! And you and
Quord are under Li Sharn’s orders.”

Captain Future was stymied. What was he
to do? Throw off the mask and overpower
Ka Thaar and the others here and now? No,
the risk in a showdown here was too great—
the risk not only to his mission but also to
Joan’s safety. He could not afford to chal-
lenge Ka Thaar and the whole crew.

“All right, I'll stay,” Newton grumbled.

Ka Thaar signed to “Li Sharn” to accom-
pany him as he left the hut. Captain Future,
edging unobtrusively toward the door with-
out arousing Quord’s notice, heard the Mer-
curian speaking in a low voice outside.

“Li, 'm leaving Cain here because I still
don’t entirely trust him. Those two prisoners
must not be hurt. You and Quord watch

him.

“Tll keep Rab Cain in line,” Otho promised.
“How soon is the break coming?”

“You know that as well as 1,” retorted Ka

Thaar. “We're going in the Firebird to set
off the last blasts tomorrow night. By that
time, Crazy Jonny will have the Roons all
primed for the blow-off.”

Curt Newton did not understand the
references any more than Otho, and Otho
dared not ask for explanations without be-
traying himself.

Thaar and his crew entered the Fire-
bird, and it took off from the Valley of
Dream Flowers with a low roar of tubes.

Otho re-entered the hut. Newton glanced
significantly at Quord, and the android un-
derstood his meaning. He addressed the
Venusian.

“Ka Thaar left orders for you to take a
look along the Valley each night and day to
make sure no one is spying on us,” Otho
said. “You'd better start now.”

The stocky Venusian was disgusted. “It’s
a lot of foolishness,” he said. “There hasn’t
been even an insect come here all the time
I've been guarding the arsenal. And it’s tricky
avoiding those flowers at night.”

Nevertheless, he stalked outside to carry
out the order. As soon as his steps receded,
the tension of the four comrades relaxed.

“Will somebody tell me just what’s goin’
on?” Ezra Gurney demanded of Captain
Future. “First you and Otho join Harmer’s
bunch in disguise. Then you help the rest
of the bunch run off with us?”

“We had to obey, Otho and I, or betray
ourselves,” Newton declared. “Even so, our
plan’s gone wrong. Otho and I are left here,

while Harmer’s secession scheme is rushing
toward a climax. Joan did you find Lu
Suur’s trail?”

Joan told of her talk with Governor Walker
King and of its fruitless result.

“But, Curt, we did learn something,” Joan
went on. She described her encounter with
Crazy Jonny and her suspicion that the mad-
man was being used as an instrument to
incite the Roons. “We tried to find Crazy
Jonny but he’s gone into the jungle again.”

Captain Future nodded thoughtfuly, “I
believe you've got something, Joan. The
conspirators may be using this madman, who
can go in among the Roons unharmed, to
arouse them.”

‘And because Joan and Ezra got too in-
terested in Crazy Jonny, the order went out
to get rid of them,” exclaimed Otho.

“It all adds up,” said Captain Future. “And
it means that mgs are near a crisis. Crazy
Jonny has been sent in to the Roons again.
And you heard what Ka Thaar said—that by
tomorrow night, Jonny would have the Roons
ready for final action.”

“Then the madman is on his way now to
stir up the Roons to a final attack on the
colony—an attack thatll mean secession,”
cried Ezra.

Joan Randall paled. “Curt, we've got to
stop t somehow or our whole mission is
failure.”

“Grag and Doctor Carlin ought to be near
the big Roon village by now,” suggested Otho
hopefully, “Maybe they can halt Crazy
Jonny.”

Curt Newton shook his head. “No, they
don’t even know about Jonny. And their
errand was simply to find the Crypt of the
Old Ones. That madman is our job. But
we don’t even know the location of the Roon
village he’s going to.”

Otho’s eyes flashed. “We don’t know, but
there’s somebody here who should know.
That Venusian Quord!”

Newton had almost forgotten the Venusian
guard whom they had temporarily got rid
of S0 they might talk.

uord must be one of Harmer’s trusted
men, left here to guard the arsenal” he
muttered. “He must have information that
would help us. We'll have to squeeze it out
of him. The main thing, the all-important
thing right now, is to keep Crazy Jonny
from unloosing another Roon attack. If we
can learn enough to do that, then we can
turn and hunt down Lu Suur.”

“Listen! I hear Quord coming back now,”
whispered Otho.

CAPTAIN FUTURE gave directions in a

few swift words. A moment later, the
y Venusian entered the hut.

It proved absurdly easy. Quord had not
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the least suspicion when “Li Sharn” ap-
proached him. In a flash, Otho had snatched
the Venusian's atom-pistol from his holster
and was jamming it against the man’s ribs.

“Back against the wal] Quord,” hissed
Otho. “Ezra, tie him up.’

Before Quord realized what was happen-
ing, he had been disarmed and bound l‘:and
and foot. Then he recovered from his be-
wilderment.

“Then you and Cain have turned traitor?”
he bellowed at Otho. “What are you—spies
of the Patrol?”

Captam Future let him think so. “Quord,
you're gomg to tell us what you know,” he
said_grimly. “Who is behind Jed Harmer’s
plot?”

Quord’s lips tightened. “Tll tell you noth-
ing/

For hours, Curt Newton and Otho tried by
threats and reasoning to open the Venusian’s
lips. Their efforts were unavailing. Morn-
ing came and they had still learned nothing.

“The rest of you go out and leave him to
me,” Otho said darkly. “I know a few old
Martlan tortures that will make him talk.”

“You know better than that,” snapped
Newton. He had a sudden thought. “But
maybe you're right, in a way.”

“You wouldn’t really torture the man?”
Joan said incredulously.

“Not physically,” Curt Newton answered.
“But I have an idea. Cut his bonds, Otho.”

Captain Future drew his atom-pistol and
covered Quord with it as the Venusian was
cut loose. The captive stood up, rubbing
his arms.

Newton motioned toward the door. “Out-
side,” he ordered. “We're going a little way
down the valley.

A little fearfully and puzzledly, Quord
stepped out into the morning glare of the
great red sun. Newton followed him closely,
his atom-pistol raised, the others coming
after them.

Quord moved down the Valley of Dream
Flowers through the hot, brilliant glare un-
til a clump of the tall, poisonous flowers was
just ahead. The Venusian started to detour
around the flowers.

“No—walk right up to those flowers!”
Curt Newton barked.

Quord turned, protesting in horror. “But
that l;irugged perfume of the flowers will get

“Exactly, said Captain Future grimly.
“And you wouldn't like to lie for an endless-
seeming penod tortured by ghastly dreams,
would you?

He had seen enough of the Valley of Dream
Flowers to realize that Quord deeply dreaded
the torment of timeless nightmares experi-
enced by anyone who fell prey to the poison~
ous breath of the great blooms.

His surmise proved correct. Quord eon-
fronted by the thing he feared most,
all his defiance. Even in the hot blaze of the
glsrmg red sun, he seemed to shiver.

“Don’t make me do that,” he said hoarsely.
“The dream-flowers nearly got me once be-
fore, and it was horrible. III—T1I tell you
anything I can.”

“Under what identity Lu Suur is mas-
querading?”

“Lu Suur?” Quord looked blank.
heard of him.

“You know who the man is that’s behind
Harmer and the whole secession conspiracy.
Who is it?” snapped Newton.

“I don’t know!” exclaimed the Venusian.
Thaar never told that to

“I never

“Harmer and
any of us.”

Captain Future was inclined to believe the
man spoke truth. It was not unreasonable to
suppose the secret had been closely kept.

He took another tack. “You do know about
Crazy Jonny, though? Harmer and the rest

wve using him to incite the Roons,
haven 't they?”

Quordnodded. “Yes. The Roons have al-
ways had a superstitious veneration for
Crazy Jonny. The tribesmen think he’s sa-
cred to the Old Ones.”

Joan uttered an exclamation. “Why should
they think that

“From what 1 heard, it’s because Jonny
years ago lost his wits when attacked by
night-dragons,” was the answer. “The Roons
believe the night-dragons are the messengers
of the Old Ones. That’s why they’ve rever-
enced Jonny—they think the mark of the Old

es is on him.”

“How do they use him?” asked Captain
Future.

“Crazy Jonny was somehow influenced by
them,” Quord continued. “They sent him to
the big Roon village which lies where the
Yellow River flows into the southern ocean,
to tell the Roons that there was danger of

Old Ones awakening. He showi
Roons that the Crypt of the Old Ones was
already openin; g

“Where is this Crypt?” Captain Future in-
terrupted to demand.

THE Venusian shook his head. “I don’t
know. But I do know that Ka Thaar and
his crew have tampered with the Crypt 50 it
would look as though it is opening.”

“It must be near the Roon village if the
tribesmen could see it,” muttered Curt New-
ton. “Go ahead, Quord.”

“That’s about all I can tell you,” Quord
declared. “You see, I was left here to guard
the arsenal and—

At that moment, a sudden inexplicable diz—
ziness swept Captain Future. He staggered,
fighting that unexpected weakness.
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And as he shggered Quord snatched at
the atom-pistol in his hand!

“Look out, chief!” yelled Otho, whipping
out his own weapon.

Quord was tearing the weapon away from
Newton, and Otho could not shoot because
Captain Future was between him and the
Venusian.

Newton rallied his dizzied faculties to
avert the tragedy. Quord already had the
butt of the gun and his finger was tightening
on its trigger. Dazedly, Captain Future
lunged forward, twisting the Venusian’s arm
around at the moment he pulled trigger.

There was a scorching blast almost in
Newton’s face, a scream of agony, and New-
ton went reeling backward. Quord had taken
the pistol-blast in his own face and was
falling in a scorched, dead heap.

“Chief, are you hurt?” cried Otho, bending
over Newton. “What happened

“I don’t know—TI suddenly got dlzzy,” Curt
Newton muttered. “Maybe we were too near
the dream-flowers.”

“Dream-flowers nothing—it was the sun
hit you” Ezra Gurney declared. “You came
out without your helmet. I'll get it for you.”

n_understanding came to Captain
Future. When he had marched Quord out
of the hut, he had been so intent that he had
not stopped to put on his sun-helmet as the
others had done. The fierce, scorching blaze
of monster Arkar was overpowering for
any unprotected Earthman. It hadn’t
bothered Quord because Venusians were ac-
customed to powerful actinic radiation on
their own planet, and did not need to wear
sun-helmets on

Captain Future remembered something
else, too. “What a fool I've been! All this
time we’ve been hunting Lu Suur, I had the
clue to his identity right in front of my eyes!”

“Curt, you mean that you know now who
Lu Suur is?” cried Joan, astonished.

“I'm sure of it. This touch of sun that
hit me without bothering Quord has made
me see what I was blind to before,” Newton
declared. “But Lu Suur is not the most im-
mediate problem now. The most urgent ne-
cessity is to prevent the Roons from making
a final big attack on the colony, for if they
do, secession is inevitable. Crazy Jonny has
been sent in there to stir up the Roons to a
final pitch of superstitious fanaticism.”

“And that fanaticism will boil over into
attack when Ka Thaar and his crew use some
device to make it seem that the Crypt of the
Old Ones is opening, that the Old Ones are
awaking!” exclaimed Joan.

Newton nodded grimly. “That’s the set-
up, and we've got to work fast to smash it.
Which means we've got to get to the Roon
village. The Crypt must be near there if

e Roons can see it, as I said. Ka Thaar

and the others will be going there.”

a looked dubious. “Then we've got a
long way to go through the jungle. Accordin’
to Quord, the big Roon village lies where
Yellow River flows mto the Austral Ocean,
That’s plenty far away.”

And we haven’t got the Comet or any

to call Simon to bring it,” groaned Otho.

“It’ll be a two-days’ march on foot, in these
jungles,

“Nu, Tve a better idea than that,” contra-
dicted Captain Future. “Before we_start,
though, we're going to take time to disable
all the atom-guns stored in that arsenal.
Harmer’s not going to use them.”

tily, they sahotaged the cases of heavy
atom-guns by removing the tiny injector-
tube from each, and throwing it into the
stream that ran down the center of the Val-
ley of Dream Flowers,

When they started, Newton steered a
course through the ]ungle due west,

“But the Roon village must be almost
straxght south!” Otho protested.

“We'll make faster time by going this
way,” Captain Future answere

y had to follow the windings of “shuf-
fler” trails through the thick crimson forest.
The trails led them finally to the shores of

ellow River.

The tawny flood, rolling turbidly through
the wild red jungles of Roo on its way to the
great sout ocean, was a majestic sight.

“This is our quickest way to the Roons,”
Newton declared. “A raft will take us down
this stream far faster than we can march in
the jungle.”

Their atom-pistols quickly felled and
stripped tall feather-trees. These were rolled
into a quiet eddy and bound strongly with
vines.

Soon after midday, the raft was pushed out
into the current. Under the scorching blaze
of red Arkar, it bore them with dangerous
rapidity southward through the wild jungles
of the forbidding world.

CHAPTER XIV
Dragon Sacrifice

0N the preceding night,
Philip Carlin and Grag
had remained frozen with
astonishment  as ey
gazed forth from their
hiding place at the amaz-
ing scene ahead.

They had dragged Gaa
down with them into the
concealment of the bush-
orchids. Though his hands
were bound and his mouth

gged, their captive Roon
guide made fierce eﬁotts to escape.
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“It’s the Roon vxllage, whispered Carlin,
staring. “But what in the world are those
tribesmen doing?”

“It's a ritual of some kind,”
Grag. “Hear that drum?”

Carlin’s eyes swept the unearthly scene.
They were crouching at the very edge of
the jungle. Before them in the thin starlight
lay a crescent-shaped area of open ground.

e curved side of this bow-s| aped plain

‘was bounded by the dark jungle in which
they crouched. Its straight side was the
brink of a long cliff beyond which glimmered
the vast, heaving expanse of the mysterious
Austral Ocean. Just to their right, there
yawned a deep canyon in which the wide
Yellow River flowed out into the sea.

To their left along the curve of the cres-
cent lay the big Roon village. The low,
thatched huts of the red tribesmen had been

muttered

from which they continued to watch intently.

Two great, flapping black shapes came
gliding swiftly down from the southern sky,
silhouetted against Black Moon. And there
were others of the dreaded creatures up
there, wheeling and descending.

e sky seemed alive with threshing wings.
The drum boomed frantically. And then
Carlin saw a horde of the winged terrors
swoop down upon the animals tethered on
the top of the little promontory.

Fangs and claws of the night-dragons
flashed as they ripped and tore their helpless
prey. Grunts, squeals and screams came
hideously through the starlight.

“Grag, I believe we’re seeing a propitiatory
sacrlﬁce to the Old Ones!” exclaimed Carlin,

kenly.

“What makes you think that?”

“I’ve heard that the Roons conslder the

built back under the trees, for
and shelter. Out in the open in front of the
village were now gathered thousands of the

Roons.

“But what are they doing?” whispered
Philip Carlin. “They look as though they
were waiting.”

Old Ones, smd the botarust. “It’s clear Lhat
they make regular offerings to them, using
that big drum to call the flying reptiles.”
The had stopped. The night-dragons
were rising lazily into the starlight and flap-
ping away. Only fragments of flesh and bones
n the

The Roons were all facing
toward the cliff-edge and the glimmering
ocean over which Black Moon was rising.

A massive drum that hung in a framework
in front of the jungle villaie was being
sounded at regular intervals by two Roons
who beat upon it with heavy clubs.

Boom—boom! The drum-beats rolled out
like low thunder, echoing out over the cliff
and the restless, starlighted ocean.

Philip Carlin’s bewildered gaze fastened
upon an even more puzzling feature. Near
the mouth of the river, the cliff jutted out
in a bold, narrow promontory whose surface
was a hundred feet above the sea.

Upon this promontory, he made out the
sha s of several animals—a small “shuffler”

two jungle-deer and other beasts he
could not identify. These animals were liv-
ing, but were tightly tied to stakes set in
the rock.

Boom—boom! Black Moon was rising
higher above the sea, its shadowed, mottled
face seeming to stare down at the weird
scene.

“I don’t know just what this is all about

Carlin’s mind was racing. Cap.am Future
had sent him and Grag to learn the location
of the Crypt of the Old Ones. Here was a
clue.

“Is it possible that the Crypt we're look-
ing for is in that romontory above  the
ocean?” he whisperes. “If it i

A harsh, shrill voice sudden]y spoke loud-
ly behind them in the darkness.

“What are you doing here?”

They swung around, thunderstruck. A
man_had come up the trail through the
Engle behind them, and was standing over

em.

JZ_WAS a gaunt, unshaven Earthman in
battered sun-helmet, his eyes glaring
strangely at them in the shadows.
“Crazy Jonny!” exclaimed Carlin, stupe-
by the madman’s appearance.
“Carlin, the Roon’s getting away!” cried

Tag.

Gaa, their captive, instantly had seized his
opportunity. As his two captors momentanl
forgot him in thelr surpnse at the madman’s
up and ran out

but I do know it’s creePy, Grag.
“Eek is scared to deal

“Grag, listen”

Between the thundering notes of the drum,
Carlin’s ears had caught a faraway rustling
in the sky.

It was the thresh of great, flapping wings.
He looked upward.

“Night-dragons!”

ie Roons were hastily drawing back be-
neath the shelter of the trees at their village,

tﬁraugh the starhghL
e was rimning directly toward the dis-
tant village. Though his hands were bound
and he was gagged, he was already a hun-
d yards away.
“!’ll get lum"' Grag cried, starting for=

ard.
“Too late—they've seen him!” yelled Car-
In, “We've got to run for it!”

Yells of excitement had come from the
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Roouns of the village, and dozens of warriors

were dashing out toward the stumbling Gaa.
Carlin grabbed the madman’s arm. “Back

along the trail quick, Grag! Come on, Jon-
"

Crazy Jonny tore away from his grasp.
“Let me go! I bring a warning to the Roons!”

Perceiving that the mad Earthman would
struggle rather than accompany them, Car-
lin abandoned the attempt and plunged back
along the trail with

The jungle was we\rd in the darkness.
They heard one loud explosion of yells be-
hind them, and then an uncanny silence.

“They’re coming after us, never fear,
rumbled Grag furiously as he ran with Eek
clinging scaredly to his shoulder. “I wish to
space I had my hands on that cursed Gaa
for one minute.”

“Grag, we can’t outdistance these tribes-
men in the jungle,” panted Philip Carlin.
“We've got to hide, or—listen!”

Swift, stealthy rustlings were all about
them in the jungle. The Roons could move
like shadows in the dense forest. They were
closing around the two.

Carlin clutched his atom-pistol tightly as
he ran, ready to fire at the first dart that
whistled toward them. But no darts were
shot. Catastrophe came in a different form.

Pounding along the dim trail, Grag sud-
denly tripped and fell with a resounding
crash that sent Eek flying catapulted into
the brush. At almost the same moment, Car-
lin’s ankles hit the tough vine that had been
stretched across the trail, and he fell across
the robot.

Before either of them could rise, yelling
tribesmen piled upon them. Nets of tough
vine r opes, mrong as steel c&bles, wrapped

for an evil purpose. They were searching for
the Crypt of the Old Ones!”

Exclamations of fanatic anger greeted that
information. The Roons roughly picked up
Carlin and started back with him to the
village.

He could hear a group of them dragging
Grag’s mighty, trussed form alung the trail
behind him. Grag kept up a running fire of
furious threats, for his pride had been
pricked by Gaa’s statement.

“Not a man, am I? You bird-beaked son
of perdition, if I get my hands on you, I'll
choke that insult back down your throat!”

A dense crowd of excited tribesmen
swarmed around them as they were hauled
into the village and dropped roughly inside
one of

“Remain here and watch them closely,”
Gaa snapped to the warriors who had brought
them.

“The Sacred One is here!”
Roon, in tones of awe.

Carlin, looking up from where he lay
bound, saw Crazy Jonny staring down at
them. The mad Earthman, whom the Roons
surrounded at a respectful distance, gave
Carlin a faint new hope.

“Jonny, can you get them to let us go?”
he asked earnestly. “They’ll listen to you.”

THE madman shook his head. “Not even
I can save you now, for they know you
have committed the sin of seeking the Crypt
of the Old Ones” His voice rose, shrill with
insane fervor. “You were fools to come
here searching for the Crypt! Didn’t I warn
all in the colony to keep out of the jungle?
Didn’t I warn you all to leave Roo before
your presence awoke the Old Ones?”

Carlin, hearing that mad voice, gave up

exclaimed a

around them . As

in the meshes, thicker and even stronger
vine ropes were quickly trussed around them
in many thicknesses.

Grag’s furious bellow reverberated as the
robot strove to free himself. Even his giant
strength could not snap the many tough

onds.

Carlin heard Gaa’s excited voice, address-
mg his fellow tribesmen.

‘You.will have to drag the metal one back
to the village. The other one can be carried.”

Doubt and fear were in the voice of one
Roon who answered. “But this metal one is
no star-man like the others. Maybe he is a
demon?”

For a moment, Carlin had a wild hope that
Grag's superhuman appearance would swing
superstition to their aid. But Gaa shattered
that hope.

“The metal one is of the star-men,”
asserted firmly. “He is not a man, but he
and the other forced me to guide them here

Gaa

all hope of from the crazed Earth-
man, Jonny was as fanaticaly superstitious
as the Roons.

Crazy Jonny had turned and now he was
loudly addressing all the awe-stricken Roon
people who had gathered in front of the
village.

He pointed up into the southern sky. “You
have seen for yourselves that the Crypt of
the Old Ones already has begun to open?”

A shiver of superhuman fear went through
the parrot-beaked red tribesmen. “We have
seen.”

“I bring you final warning!” shrilled the
madman. “Warning that tomorrow night the
Crypt will open completely!”

gasp of horror came from the Roons.
Crazy Jonny raved on. “You will see it hap-
pen with your own eyes. And you will know
then that unless you act swiftly to drive the
star-men from Roo, 1d Ones will come
back to this world and will again establish
their dark domain of dread.”
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“But each night we are offering sacrifice
to the Old Ones,” a Roon chieftain ex-
claimed. “Will that not assuage their wrath?”

“Nothing will prevent their waking but
the driving of all strangers from Roo!” de-
clared the insane Earthman. “Tomorrow
night when you see the great Crypt open,
remember that!”

Crazy Jonny stalked away without further
speech, and disappeared into the dark jungle.
The Roons looked after him in fearful silence.

It was clear now to Philip Carlin that the
crazed Earthman had become obsessed with
superstition about the Old Ones, to the point
where he was urging the tribesmen to drive
his own fellow-colonists from Roo. How had
that obsession become planted in the mad-
man’s mind?

The Roons out there were talking in awed
voices, and looking fearfully up into the
southern sky where Black Moon was rising
higher. Seeing that, and remembering the
madman’s words, Philip Carlin suddenly ex-

a blinding i

“Grag, Tve got it at last!” he gasped. “I
know now where the Crypt of the Old Ones
is. Good grief, we were fools not to see
it before!”

“What do you mean? Where is the Crypt?”
demanded the bound robot.

“It’s on Black Moon, the satellite of Roo!”
exclalmed the botanist.

‘You're out of your mind!” exclaimed

“But wait—maybe it’s possible, at

“It’s the answer, I'm certain,” declared
Carlin. “We thought the Crypt must be near
this Roon village because we knew the Roons
were able to observe the ‘omens’ of its open-
ing. We never figured it might be on Black
Moon, which they can look up and see in
the sky each night!”

Before Carlin could elaborate on his
stunned surmise, he was interrupted by the
loud voice of Gaa speaking to the tribesmen.
He was haranguing the fearful crowd, and
presently they spoke loud assent.

Gaa came into the hut a little later with
horrifying information for the two captives.

“You are b e sacrificed tomorrow night
to the Old Ones,” the Roon said. “Despite
the warning of the Sacred One, we still hope
that the Crypt will not open, that they will
not awake. Since it is you star-men whose
presence is stirring them to wakefulness, the
sacrifice of two of you may appease them.”

Carlin felt the muscles around his heart
contract at the hideous prospect. “You're
going to give us to the night-dragons, you
mean?”

“Of all the crazy nonsense I ever heard,
this stuff about the Old Ones is the wacki-
est!” roared Grag. “Don’t you know that
the Old Ones, as you call them, disappeared

from the universe a million, years ago?”

Gaa nodded somberly. , they were
vanquished and destroyed on many ‘worlds
by our ancestors of old. But here on Roo
they were not entirely destroyed. They mere-
ly retreated into a sleep like death, from
which they planned some day to awake and
re-establish their ancient domain.”

‘You believe that the Crypt of the Old
Ones is on Black Moon, do you not?” Carlin
asked him,

Gaa nodded again. He pointed through
the doorway of the hut at the shadowed face
of the rising satellite.

“Do you see that round white spot near
the center of the moon’s face? That is the
Crypt of the Old Ones, where they sleep.”

“How, then, can you believe that it is

opening?” Carlin argued. “You can’t see
from here.”
es, we can see,” Gaa contradicted.

“Look, and you will see dark cracks on the
face of the white Crypt. They appeared there
only months ago, and have widened several
times. They mean the Crypt is opening.”

ARLIN, straining his neck to peer up-

'ward, did faintly make out the horizontal
dark cracks across the face of that white
patch on the moon.

“The cracks are there, all nght ” he said
to Grag when Gaa had gone. “Some acci-
dental landslips, I suppose.”

“Landslips, nothing!” Grag retorted. “I'll
bet a planet against a meteor that those
cracks were made to appear, just to excite
the Roons. They’re the ‘omens’ with which
Harmer’s bunch have incited the tribesmen.”

Carlin felt the force of the robot’s reason-
ing. He felt a bitterness to think that they
had finally penetrated the mystery, too late

Darkness finally gave way to dawn.
long hours of the hot day dragged by vmh-
out presenting the slightest chance of escape.

ey were never unbound, and Roon war-
riors watched over them every minute.

Grag broke the silence in the late after-
noon with a troubled comment. “Do you

now, I'm worried.”

“I don’t blame you, in a fix like this,”
said Carlin dully.

“Oh, it’s not that I'm worrying about—
it's Eek,” said the robot. “The poor little fel-
low must be lurking out there in the jungle,
afraid to come to us. Suppose one of those
hunting-worms gets him?”

Carlin could not repress a half-hearted
grin. It seemed weird for his companion, in
their present situation, to worry about Eek.

Night came, and the Roon village stirred
with a fever of fearful anticipation. The great
dragon-drum began to throb in a muted
grumble as the shadowy face of Black Moon
rose out there above the ocean once more.



R/ED SUN OF DANGER 57

It was only a low, foreboding pulsing, not
the thunderous drumming that called the
night-dragons. But Philip Carlin’s skin
crawled as he realized what soon was coming.

There was a sudden uproar a little later
at the jungle edge of the village. He
glimpsed Roon warriors running, and heard
the distant crash of an atom-pistol.

“That was an atom-gun!” Grag exclaimed
hopefully.

en Gaa and a small crowd came ex-
citedly dragging a prisoner into the hut.

“Another spy of you star-men whom we
have caught!” cried Gaa fiercely. “There will
be three sacrifices to the Old Ones tonight!”

CHAPTER XV
Satellite Secret

BOUNC ING and dipping
on the rushing flood,
@ the rude raft that bore
Captain Future and his
§ three comrades was racing
down_ the broad current
of the j ,

Darkness had fallen. The river was run-
ning between sloping rock walls. The lessen-
ing of its turbulent roar enabled them to
hear the sound Otho mentioned.

“Boom—boom—"

A low, deep grumbling sound, it throbbed
faintly to their ears from somewhere ahead,
in a regular rhyth

“Roon drums,” Captain Future said. “We're
near their village and the sea. We daren’t
go farther on the open river. Push to shore!”

They urged the clumsy raft toward the
bank and, once ashore, Curt Newton rapidly
mapped his plan of action in the darkness.

“The Roon village is on the cliff above the
sea. We'll go downstream along the river
bank and reconnoiter. Itll be less risky than
going through the jungle. Joan, you stay
here. No, I don’t want any argument! You're
not going along.”

Joan Randall was still protesting as the
three left her. Despite her indignation, she
made no move to follow Newton. She knew
that Captain Future had only her own safety
in min

She sat down on the edge of the beached
raft in the d A few minutes later a

river of mystery.

¥l “Is that critter still fol-
lowin’ us?” asked Ezra,

looking anxiously back in-

to the yellow flood.

“Yes, I can just see the
ripples of it—I guess it still hopes one of us
will fall overboard,” replied Otho.

Just behind the raft low npples in the
yellow river told of a big, swimming body
that was trailing them beneath the surface.
They had glimpsed it once or twice and had
recognized it as a cyclopscrab, a giant, slug-
gish crustacean monster that lived in sea
and river.

9tho drew his atom-pistol. “I'll try to kill

it

“No, let it alone,” Curt Newton said. “The
thing is too big. You might only infuriate
it

For hours, they had been trailed by the
sluggish, unseen monster. e Yellow River
was bearing them swiftly southward in their
quest for the Roon village and the mysterious
Crypt. The river now ran between shallow,
sloping rock of a canyon.

The red disk of Arkar was smkmg behmd
the horizon. In the

rustling in the shadowy bushes caused her
to leap to her feet and draw her atom pistol.
Then she laughed in nervous relief. Out of
the darkness scuttled a small animal which
flung itself upon her ankles in an ecstasy of

joy.

“Why, it’s Eek!” Joan exclaimed, astound-
ed. “Grag must have taken you with him.
But where is Grag and Dr. Carlin?”

Eek got her thought, if not her words. The
moon-pup pawed her feet, then ran a little
way up the bank, then came back and re-
peated. It was obvious that he was anxious-
ly trymg to get her to follow.

“He wants to take me to Grag” Joan
thought. She quickly made up her mind.
“All nght Eek—you lead the way and Ill

J uan delayed only to scribble a few words
of explanation on a sheet from her pocket-
pad. She put the leaf in a cleft stick on the
raft, where Newton would find it if he re-
turned here before she

“Now go ahead, Eek,” she told the moon-

pup. “Take me to Grag.”
Eck eagerly obeyed, starting up the bank,
She followed him into the jungle. Eek led

d through dim game trails. The

began to appear. Newton estimated that they
must now be approaching the sea. That meant
they were near the Roon village, and the
mysterious Crypt of the Old Ones. “We've
got to reach the Crypt, before they create
more omens there and excite the Roons to
boiling-point,” he muttered.
“Listen!” said Otho suddenly.

“Do you
hear that?”

distant pulse of drumming came louder.

Before long, they came suddenly to the
end of the jungle. Joan looked out in amaze-
ment at the Roon village. Torches were
alight among the distant huts. She could see
the big drum that was being solemnly
pounded by a tall Roon warrior.

Eek was now acting tremendously excited.
Joan understood now.
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“You mean Grag and Carlin are in_the
village and in trouble,” Joan said. “What
shall I do next.”

She soon made up her mind. “I'll find out
just where they’re being held, and go back
for the others.”

HE started slipping through the dark

jungle at the edge of the clearing, but
Eek ruined her plan. The Moon-pup
that now that he had brought Joan here,
everything was clear sailing. He ran out of
the jungle toward the huts.

She motioned for the moon-pup to come
back, but the damage, was already done. A
Roon warrior had sighted the little animal,
and as he ran back toward Joan, the warrior
saw her also.

The Roon uttered a yell of alarm. Instant-
ly a score of warriors were pouring through
the jungle. Realizing her rashness too late,
Joan turned to flee. Before she had gone
ten yards, dark forms rose around her.

She drew her atom-pistol, but brawny
arms seized her from behind. Then, as she
was dragged out into the clearing, she recog-
nized Gaa’s fierce face.

“I know this girl—she is another of the
star-men who captured me, another of them
who has come to spy on us!” Cried Gaa.
“Bind her!”

They lashed Joan’s arms and legs with
tough vine ropes, dragged her to one of the
huts, and flung her down upon its dirt floor.
Nearby she glimpsed Grag’s mighty form and
the prostrate figure of Philip Carlin, both
tightly bound.

“There will be three sacrifices for the Old
Ones tonight!” exclaimed Gaa.

“Joan, how did you get here?” cried Grag,

“That precious moon-pup of yours showed
me the way here, got me discovered, and
then escaped,” she answered indignantly.

In a few further words, she told them of
the quest for the Crypt which had brought
her with Newton and Ezra and Otho.

“But the Crypt isn’t near here at all—it’s
on Black Moon!” groaned Carlin.

She stared, incredulous.

“Then the chief and Otho and Ezra will be
here soon to spy out this place?” Grag was
saying hopefully. “They’ll get us out of this
jam—if we're not sacrificed before they get
here!”

Joan heard an ominous, gathering uproar
of fierce voices outside their hut, and her
heart sank.

“Grag, it looks as is the sacrifice is now.”

A crowd of the tribesmen had now en-
tered the hut to drag the three captives
forth. Some of the Roons looked doubtfully
at Grag ’s metal figu

aybe the Messengers of the Old Ones
wl.l.l Sl T G (o G B one,” suggested

one. “He is not of flesh.

“If they cannot, we will destroy him our-
selves after they go,” shouted Gaa. “Thus
the sacrifice will still be conswnmated.”

Joan and Carlin and the big robot were
dragged out onto the little promontory that
jutted over the sea. She had a glimpse of
the deep waters that washed the base of the
cliff, far below.

The Roons left the three lying bound and
helpless, side by side. Hasnly the tribesmen
returned toward the village. In a few mo-
ments, the great drum that had been throb-
bing so long now began a thunderous sum-

mo;

“Boom—boom—b m—"

Joan felt an unreality that almost robbed
her of fear. The weirdness of the scene was
like that of a nightmare.

Carlin felt it too.

“Surely this is all a crazy dream,” she
heard him saying in a dazed way. “T'll wake
up back in my Great New York rooms!”

It was no dream! For over the now
thunderously loud booming of the dragon-
drum, their ears caught the flap and thrash
of great wings up in the sky. Joan’s veins
seemed to flow ice-water as she glimpsed a
dark, hideous shape gliding down across the
shadowed face of Black Moon.

“They’re coming,” she breathed.

Grag was making herculean efforts. Joan
thought he was making a vain attempt to
béeak his bonds. But the robot had another
idea.

“Brace yourself, you two,” Grag muttered
as he strained. “I'm going to try to roll on
top of you. Protect you from the dragons.”

Almost with the words, Grag’s attempt
succeeded. His giant metal figure rolled
almost crushingly on top of Carlin and Joan.

Next moment, the night around them
seemed alive with threshmg wings and
screeching, demoniac cries. The night-drag-
ons were swooping to claim their victims.

Joan and Carlin, almost crushed by the
bound robot’s weight, heard the clash of
teeth and talons on Grag’s metal body. But
that giant metal form protected the girl and
the botanist from the ravening horde.

“Hope they keep it up,” rumbled Grag.
“They can claw at me all night without do-
ing anything more than break their talons.”

The night-dragons’ onslaught had become
furious as the winged horrors found that
their fangs and claws made no impression on
the metal body of Grag. They clawed and
tore with screeching rage at the robot.

Grag suddenly uttered an exultanc cry.
“That did it! I was hoping for it!

He got to his feet, his bands dropping
from him. Joan understood. The claws and
fangs of the night-dragons had finally sev-
eredthe robot’s bonds.
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(GRAG leaped erect, bestriding Joan and
Carlin protectingly, and striking with his
huge metal hands at the flapping horde
around them. He gripped two of the dragons’
necks and twisted them, flung them away
and smashed another of the swooping hor-
rors with his fist.

Until she died, Joan would not forget that
nightmare scene of epic combat—the giant
robot towering over her against the shadowy
sphere of Black Moon, bellowing as he fought
the D
attacking monsters—the thunder of the drag-
on-drum.

The winged horde retreated momentarily
from the robot’s flailing arms. Grag seized
the chance to reach down and snap Joan
and Carlin’s bonds.

“We've got to get out of this cursed spot!”
he roared. “The dragons will get you two
sooner or later” He pointed down at the
deep waters sutgmg far below. “That’s our
only escape. Jump!

Joan hesitated not a moment. With Carlin
and the robot, she leaped clear of the prom-
ontory and hurtled toward the waters far

ow. . . .

When Captain Future and his two com-
rades took leave of Joan, they pressed rapid-
ly southward along the river. They followed
the strand of beach at the foot of the sloping
canyon wall.

Ezra Gurney suddenly pointed at a smooth

ple in the brighter waters of the river,

Yxttle way out from shore.

“That blasted cyclops-crab is still followin’
us! The brute must have a one-track mind.
I don't like it. It's a bad omen.”

The canyon wall in whose shadow they
tramped became steadily higher and steeper
as they followed the long, circuitous route
of the river. They had traveled for less than
an hour when Curt Newton suddenly
stopped.

“Listen to that!” he exclaimed.
The drum-throb they had been dimly hear-

ing for some time had abruptly become
much louder. It was now a deep, rolling
thunder.

“We're getting near the village,” Newton
declared. “We'll circle and approach it from
the seaward side.”

They tramped on with quickened strides,
and the smooth ripple of the unseen crusta-
cean monster still kept pace with them out
in the river.

A half-hour later, they followed the beach
around a wide turn in the river. Now they
glimpsed ahead of them the vast bosom of
the southern ocean, heaving under the dim
light of Black Moon.

“Look up there!” cried Ezra, pointing wild-
ly. “On that clif—it’s Gra

Curt Newton glanced upward and saw a
sight he would never forget.

On a promontory jutting out a hundred
feet above the mouth of the river, Grag's
f\ant metal form stood outlined agamst the

ace of shadowy Black Moon. And Grag
was fi htmg—bat\‘.lmg a horde of flapping
mght- ragons that screeched down on him
in ferocious attack.

‘ome on!” Captain Future cried. “We've
got to get up and help him. Look! There’s
Carlin?”

The booming of the drum was thunderous
above, and they knew the Roons were some-
where close up there. But nothing counted
in this moment but the fierce loyalty of the
Futuremen to each other in time of danger.

“Holy sun-imps, there’s Joan up there
with them!” cried Otho. “She somehow found
Grag and Carlin”

“Cap’'n Future, they’re going to jump!”
exclaimed Ezra.

Up on the promontory, Joan and Philip
Carlin had risen beside Grag as he momen-
tarily drove away the winged horde. Curt
Newton felt a frantic anxiety as he saw all
three of them leap and hurtle downward,
to disappear in the deep waters beneath the
promontory. [Turn page]
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“That cyclops-crab is out in those waters!”
Newton exclaimed hoarsely. “It’ll get them!”

‘He dived into the dark water as he spoke,
and Otho followed. As they started to swim
outward, they saw the heads of Joan and
Carlin emerge above the surface and start
moving toward them.

Newton also saw the ominous ripple of the
giant crustacean moving toward Joan’s head.
He tried to cry warning to her.

He knew he could not reach her in time.
But then an amazing thing happened. There
was a mad flurry in the waters where the
cyclops-crab had been. The sea there
foamed, and then became still again.

Newton got his arm around Joan and swam
with the exhausted girl toward the bank,
while Otho towed Carlin ashore.

“Joan, you’re not hurt? How the devil
did you get up there when we left you at
the raft?”

She explained breathlessly, and then ex-
claimed, “But Grag

“Here he cornes," Otho declared. "Water
don’t bother Grag, when he doesn’t breathe.”

I'l‘ WAS Lrub—Grag was striding up from
the waters to join them. The robot seemed
for once to be exhausted.

“You were the one who drove off the ey~
clops-crab?” Newton aske

“Drove him off?” grunted the giant robot.
“I blamed near tore him in half! T was start-
ing to walk ashore when I looked up and
saw the beast swimming toward Joan, so I
reached up and grabbed him.”

“Quiet!” Captain Future warned. “The
Roons up there mustn’t hear us.”

Fortune favored them in that the night-
dragons, still screeching in balked fury
around the promontory, prevented the Roons
above from approaching the cliff to look
downward.

Curt Newton rapidly led the way back up
the beach along the river. Not until they
were well away from the Roon village did
he stop.

“Now tell me what happened to you,” he

said to Grag and Carlin. “Most impo:

did you find the Crypt of the Old Ones?”
Gragnodded. “We found out where it is.*
“Good"’ sald Newton. “We’ve got to get

there fast.

“Chief, ‘Wwe can’t get to the Crypt qmckly,
Grag replled “It’s on Black Moon.”

Captain Future was stunned. “That’s im-
possible!”

“It’s the truth!” Philip Carlin said. “That
round white area on the face of the moon
is the Crypt! And the cracks in it are the
‘omens’ which have so excited the Roons.”

Newton was aghast. “Then that’s where
Ka Thaar and the rest are going tonight in
the Firebird—to Black Moon. And we can’t

follow to stop him without the Comet—and
take at least a night and a day for us
to tramp back to the colony and our ship!”

The chill of defeat, almost of despair, con-
tracted his heart. There seemed no way
now to prevent the fruition of the cold-
blooded plot.

“It’s my fault,” he said bitterly. “I was so
dead sure that the Crypt of the Old Ones
was near this place. It’s too late to get back
to the Comet in time, but we've got to try.
Come on.”

They went upstream along the river bank
for some distance further, and then climbed
the sloping rock wall to the jungle.

It took minutes of struggling through the
jungle before they found a “shuffler” trail
that led northward toward the colony. They
started with urgent haste on the long, des-
perate trek.

Before they had gone far, Grag uttered a
joyful exclamation as Eek came scuttling
out of the brush in an ecstasy of rejoicing.

“Depend on Eek to find me sooner or
later‘" he boasted.

“Hurry!” exclaimed Captain Future.

His voice was raw with desperation, and
the pace he set was almost frenzied. Yet in
his heart, Curt Newton had the freezing
knowledge that all their haste was really
futile.

For as he looked up through the trees at
Black Moon, slowly rising toward the zenith,
he knew that Lu Suur’s men must already
be there or on their way there to set off
the final “omen.”

And that would rouse every Roon of the
planet’s wild tribes to superstitious, fanatic
attack on the colony, an attack that would
inevitably bring secession and disaster.

And the Futuremen were two hundred
thousand miles from Black Moon, and a doz-
en hours’ march from the ship that could
take them there!

CHAPTER XVI
To the Dark Moon

N ACCORDANCE with
instructions, the Brain
< had remained at the Car-
S lin plantation two morn-
ings before, when Carlin
and Grag had gone into

e jungles in their search
and Joan and Ezra had de-
parted to confer with the
Governor.

Simon Wright had ac-
ceded to Newton’s request
that he stay here and con-
struct one of the Wands of Power which
might so impress the tribesmen as to check
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tihelir superstitious fears if the other plan
aile

He explained his intentions to Zamok and
Lin Sao, who remained wit]

“We learned the details of those so-called
Wands of Power which the ancient Dene-
bians used against the Kangas, when we
visited Deneb years ago. The diagrams of
the instrument are in the file in our ship. By
constructing an exact duplicate of one of
those ancient instruments, we can convince
the Roons that we can protect them even if
the Old Ones awake. That will allay their
superstitious fears.”

“But you won’t need it if the others find
the Crypt and stop the ‘omens,’” pointed
out 5
“No, we won’t need it then, but we Future-
men are not in the habit of leaving anything
to chance,” replied the Brain.

Simon Wright glided out ahead of them
through the hot sunglare to the Comet,
parked in the concealment of the feather-
trees. The main cabin of the streamlined
little ship was in effect a compact flying
laboratory, whose facilities had more than
once been invaluable to the Futuremen.

The Brain floated to a compact cabinet
which held a large reference library reduced
to micro-film. It contained not only the
scientific studies of other men, but also the
notes of every important experiment and
voyage which the Futuremen had ever con-
ducted.

Using his magnetic tractor-beams as deftly
as arms and hands, the Brain searched an
index and then drew out a micro-film spool
which he placed in the projector. On a small,
square screen, it flashed enlarged reproduc-
tions of many pages of closely written notes.

These were the notes of the Futuremen’s
early star-voyage of exploration. He flashed
pages past until he came to the record of
their memorable visit to distant Deneb. Here
was all the information the Denebians had
given them about the ancient, dreaded
Kangas.

“Ab, this is what I wanted,” murmured
Simon Wright, as another page came into
view.

1t was the complete diagram of a highly
complex instrument of the ancient Denebian
scientist. The Brain studied it carefully.

“Yes, I remember the wiring plan now,” he
muttered “We bu)lt the thing once in the

and i
wworked then. Bt it wont be. mn. sasy job
alone”

He assembled tools and materials and then
started work. The two vitron-scientists were
biologists, not physicists, and they watched
with baffled incomprehension as he shaped
and fitted tiny coils, condensers and wiring.

The hot hours of the day passed as the

Brain labored untiringly. Night had fallen
by the time Simon finished his task.
showed them the instrument he had hullt
It consisted of a headset of flat, complex in-
duction coils, which were connected by a
multlple cable to a cone-tipped tungsten rod.

“And that thing is the Wand of Power?”
asked Lin Sao.

“That's merely the legendary name given
it by the Roons,” Simon answered. “The De-
nebians who invented it called it a psycho-
amplifier. Its induction coils pick up the
encephalic-electric currents of the human
brain, amplify them mechanically many
times, and project the powerful, concentrated
electnc vibration from this rod.”

“You mean that that thing amplifies
thought?” Zamok asked incredously. “But
how could it be used as a weapon?”’

“The Kangas of long ago had alien bodies
but giant minds,” Simon informed him. “They
used mentalattack as their chief weapon. To
counter their hypnotic attack the Denebians
invented this instrument.” He put the con-
trivance away. “If we have to utilize the thing
to impress the Roons, we can use it on one
of them. Then they'll believe we can protect
them from the Old Ones.”

Night was well advanced, and Black Moon
was near the zenith as the Brain and the two
sclentlsts issued from the Comet.

better wait in the house,” said Si-
mon. “Joan and Ezra should be back soon
with their report.”

But the night passed without the appear-
ance of the girl agent and the old marshal.
‘When morning came, Simon was uneasy.

“Even if they found a clue to Lu Suur’s
trail, they should have returned to inform
us,” he murmured. “But they'll be here
shortly.”

YET by the hot noontide of this second
day, Joan and Ezra still had not returned.
The Brain finally voiced an anxious con-
viction.

“Something’s happened to Ezra and Joan!
They would surely have returned or sent
back word to me, otherwise.”

“What could happen to them in Rootown?”
Zamok asked doubtfully.

don't know, and I can’t go into the town
by daylight to find out without being recog-
nized and giving away our presence on Roo,”
said Simon. “Will you go in and look for
them?”

The Martian scientist acceded, and left
immediately. Not until soon after nightfall
did he return.

He confessed failure, “I couldn’t find them,
or any trace of them. I did manage to ascer-
tain that they had called on Governor Walker
King yesterday mormng, but after they left
him they disappeared.”
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Simon Wright’s foreboding deepened.
“Then something has f)pened to them.
They must have got too close to Lu Suur’s
trail.”

He made up his mind. “Curtis should be
told at once. He would never forgive us
if Joan were in danger and we didn’t let him

no

“But he and Otho are disguised as Rab
Cain and Li Sharn,” objected Lin Sao. “If
you, one of the Futuremen, are seen talking
to, them it would ruin their plans.”

T won't be seen,” the Brain assured. “Un-
der cover of darkness, I can get to them
quickly. You two wait here.”

The Brain glided out of the house into the
darkness. Jetting a powerful but almost in-
visible magnetic beam from his strange,
square “body”, he swept swiftly up into the
night sky.

His lens-like eyes studied the terrain,
Black Moon had not yet risen but he knew
his bearings. He started hurtling speedily
northwestward through the upper darkness
toward Li Sharn’s plantation. Hs location
was clear in his mind from the previous dis-
cussions.

He soon swept down toward the

“But that's impossible!” thought §
anht, staggered. “He can’t be Lu Suur!”
couldn’t get away sooner without arous-
mg suspicion,” Lu Suur was replying an-
grily to the young Mercurian. “You should
have had everything ready. You disobeyed
my orders. You should have killed the Ran-
dall girl and old Gurney at once!”

Ka Thaar’s voice had a dangerous edge in
it. “You said to get them out of the way. I
didn’t suppose you meant me to murder an
old man and a girl”

Jed Harmer intervened diplomatically. “It’s
all right—they'll be safe enough out in the
Valley of Dream Flowers with Li Sharn and
Cain to guard them.”

"I’ll worry about them later, but right now
we've got fo get started for the Crypt if
we're to be in time,” snapped Lu Suur.

“The last charges are aboard,” reported Ka
Thaar.

“Come on, then!” exclaimed the other man,
turning and disappearing into the ship.

A THAAR and the other men entered
the cruiser, while Harmer stepped back.
The Brain, hovermg up in the darkness,

It lay dark and silent in the starlight. Gliding
soundlessly around its windows, Simon
‘Wright soon assured himself that the place
was deserted.

Poised in the darkness, he swiftly consid-
ered the situation. “Curt and Otho may be at
Harmer’s place.”

He knew where it was. Rapidly, the Brain
glided through the darkness.

Soon he saw lights at Harmer’s plantation.
The place was a hive of activity. Outside the
grove of trees that surrounded the house lay
a small, swift-looking rocket-cruiser with
the name Firebird on its bows.

Hurrying men were carrying small, square
black cases aboa: cruiser. They were
superintended by a lean young Mercurian
whom Simon knew must be Ka Thaar. Near-
by stood the plump, worried-looking Jed
Harmer

A man’s voice came sharply from the door
of the cruiser. “Hurry with those charges!
We've little time as it is.”

“It’s your own fault we're late, Lu Suur,”
Ka Thaar answered. “We were waiting for
you as you ordered.”

The Brain, hovering unseen above them in
the darkness, felt a thrill of excitement when
he heard that name. Lu Suur?

He glided a little lower, peering down at
the man who stood in the door of the
lighted Firebird, the man who was Lu Suur.

It was an Earthman, to all appearance. Si-
mon had never seen him before. But
thought he recognized him from his com-
rade’s descriptions.

had been what he could
It was clear that Lu Surr and his follow-
ers were starting for the Crypt of the Old
Ones to set off the final “omens.”

Simon had no weapon, nor would any sin-
gle weapon have been enough to overcome
the powerful little band of Lu Suur. Neither
could the Brain enter the cruiser, with the
others in its doorway.

The door of the Flrebxrd closed. The little
rocket-cruiser blasted fire from its keel tubes
and rose into the air. Then it darted away
into the starry sky at an immense rate of
speed. And it headed straight toward the dim
sphere of Black Moon, just rising above the
horizon.

“Is it possible the Crypt is there?’ Simon
anht thought, incredulously.

He jetted his driving-beams and flashed
back through the darkness at his highest
speed, returning toward Carlin’s plantation.

The Brain had decided on the only hopeful
course of action. He explained it swiftly to
Zamok and Lin Sao, when he reached the
plantation.

“The conspiracy is rushing toward its crisis
and we'll have to strike fast now! I'm going
to take the Comet and go for Curt and Otho.
Do you know where the Valley of Dream
Flowers is?”

Lin Sao shook his head blankly.

“T've heard of such a valley filled with
sonous, dangerous flowers,” Zamok said. “It's
said to be in the jungle between here and
the Austral Ocean, But no one knows just
where.”

“Then we’ll have to search for it,” Simon
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declared indomitably. “We must warn Curt
and Otho at once.”

A few minuteslater, the Comet rose out of
its concealment and roared away above, the
jungles at an altitude of a thousand yards.

The Brain was piloting the super-powered
little craft. Simon’s square “body” rested on
the pilot-chair, his tractor beams gripping the
space-stick, his lens eyes peering ahead and

ownward.

“We’ll sweep out in widening circles over
the jungle,” he rasped. “If we don't find the
Valley in a half-hour, we will have to forget
the others and to follow Lu Suur to the
Crypt.”

He and the two scientists peered down-
ward tensely as the Comet swept over the
dark jungle in widening circles. Hordes of
tree-bats startled by the roar of rocket-tubes
swept up around them. Night-dragons flap-
ped away from the thundering little ship,
in frantic flight.

But by the dim starlight, they could see
no such valley as they sought. Simon
Wright's hopes were waning fast. The search

was an almost impossible one. He dared
waste no more time in it.
“Look down there behind us,” exclaimed

Lin Sao. “A fire is springing up.”

Simon swept the ship sharply around. A
pinpoint of red flame had appeared in the
jungle over which they had flown a few mo-
ments before. It was spreading out into an
irregular patch of fire.

“It’s a thicket of reeds and brush burning,”
said Zamok. “Maybe a spark from our rocket

ubes—"

“No! That’s a signal!” exclaimed the Brain.
“See those gun-flashes!”

The tiny, brilliant streaks of atom-gun
blasts had spurted in the dark jungle close
by the spreading flames. The flashes made
a code.

He sent the Comet roaring downward
without hesitation, for he knew that code.
The ship landed between two giant trees.
When they opened the door, they had the
welcome sight of Captain Future and the
other two Futuremen, and Joan and Ezra
and Carlin, running toward t]

“Simon!” cried Curt Newtan “Thank space
you saw our signal! We heard and r

INEWTON sprang for the pilot-chair. Now
he shouted for Otho to close the space-
door, and at the same moment jammed down
thekcycpedal and yanked back the space-
stick.

The Comet screamed up out of the jungle
and tore out through the atmosphere of Roo
on wings of flame and thunder. Straight
toward the rising sphere of Black Moon it
shot, accelerating at a nightmare rate.

As the little ship tore out into space, Joan
Randall was excitedly questioning the Brain.

en you saw Lu Suur? Who was he?
What did he look like?

Curt Newton, hunched over the space-
stick, said over his shoulder: “He was an
elderly-looking Earthman, wasn’t he? Gray-
haired, with a wrinkled face and heavy
spectacles?”

“Yes,” said Simon.

“But that's a description of Walker King,
the Governor!” exclaimed Joan incredu-
lously.

Newton nodded grimly. “Joan, Walker
King is Lu Suur. I guessed it hours ago, and
should have known it from the first.”

e explained in rapid, jerky sentences as
his haggard eyes searched the sphere of
Black Moon, expanding across the sky ahead.

“We figured, remember, that since no Ve-
nusian remotely resemblmg Lu Suur was
known here, Lu Suur must be posing as an
Earthman. I should have surmised Walker
King was an imposter that first afternoon I
arrived, when King came out into the sun-
baked plaza and expostulated with Harmer.

ing wore no sun-helmet! No Earthman
can stand the full glare of Arkar on his un-
protected head for more than a few minutes
without collapsing. You saw it happen to
me. But a Venusian can stand that glare.
I should have known then King was a Ve-
nusian; Lu Suur in disguise.

“But I didn’t see it, until that touch of sun
1 got in the Valley made me remember. Then
I realized something else. It must have been
King who informed Ka Thaar that you and
Ezra were looking for Crazy Jonny. He was
the only one who knew you were. King had
to be our man"’

“But the man sa SystEm Government offi-
d Ezr:

the rocket-tubes of the Comet, and set fire to
the reeds and brush in the hope you'd see.
How did you come here?”

The Brain's explanations were quickly
made as they piled aboard.

“Lu Suur and Ka Thaar and their men are
on their way to the Crypt, Curt! They headed
in the direction of Black Moon.”

Curt nodded. “That’s where the Crypt is,
and that’s where the showdown is going to
be. We've got to overtake them before they
create more omens.”

cial” officials
don’t betray their trust and throw in with
traitors!”

“No regular Government man ever does,”
Newton rapped. “But Walker King was not
a regular Government officer. He was, as he
told you, simply a colonist here whose friends
petitioned his appointment as Governor when
New York decided to appoint a colony man
who knew local conditions.”

“Of course, and it would be easy for Lu
Suur to make up as an Earthman when he
first came to Roo!” exclaimed Otho. “A



64 STARTLING STORIES

chemical bleach to turn his hair gray, an
astringent to wrinkle his skin, and thick
spectacles for his eyes were all he needed.”

“Then King is the one who sent poor Crazy
Jonny in to the Roons with that mad story to
arouse their superstitions?” questioned Joan.

Newton nodded somberly. “Jonny’s dim-
med mind would be impressed and convinced
by the assertions of the Governor. It would
be easy. We've faced no more dangerous an-
tagonist than this man. When Lu Suur’s
vitron monopoly on Venus was broken years
ago, he came to Roo. And he came with just
one purpose—to set up a new monopoly here
and absolutely control the vitron supply.

“Step by step, he’s followed a path to that
purpose. Harmer has been merely his figure-
head Ka Thaar and the others his hired

nmen. His has been the brain and will
behmd the whole black scheme. When he
had worked himself into the key position of
Governor, he could start to act. In that
position, he could do everything that would
provoke revolt even while he pretended to
be trying to repress it.”

Black Moon now loomed huge ahead of
them, its shadowed rocky hills and plains
wearing the round white central plateau on
their ‘breast like a dazzling jewel.

ack yawned the ominous cracks and
chasms in the plateau, the omens that had
touched frenzied fear in the tribes back on

00. And now their ship was rushing down
toward the mysterious satellite,

CHAPTER XVII
Crypt of the Old Ones

SP['ITING jets of yel-
low flame, the Comet
screamed down through
the thin atmosphere of
Black Moon, and scudded
low across the face of the
shadowy satellite.

The planet Roo, like a
giant ruddy moon in the
heavens above them, cast
a pink glow upon the
whole wild scene. This

weird planet-glow illumi-

nated arid, lifeless plains and low rocky hills,
and was ‘reflected brightly by the rounti
white plateau at the center of the moonscape.
The plateau was dozens of miles in di-
ameter, of a white rock quite different in
appearance than the dark stone of the rest

of the satellite. The yawning cracks across
the face of the white area were clearly visible
from here as deep chasms. Around the pla-
teau lay low, black rocky hills.

“That white plateau is the legendary losa-
tion of the Crypt,” Captain Future said. *

Suux’s ship, the Firebird, will be somewhere
nearby. Watch for it.”

He steered their own rocketing eraft
around the rim of the white plateau. Their
eyes tensely searched the planet-lighted de-
ﬁles and shadowy gorges of the surrounding

5.

They were skirting the eastern rim of the
white area when Otho’s sharp eyes detected
what they sought. The android uttered a

‘Theres the Fxreblrd' In that little valley
back in the eastern hi

Curt Newton mstant]y glimpsed the ship
of their enemies. The rocket-cruiser was
parked in the deep shadows, a mile from
the plateau in the hills.

“Stand by our guns” he shouted to Grag
and Otho. “If they try to escape, we’ll have
to shoot them down.”

“No, we've caught 'em by surprise,” yelled
Grag. “Look there.”

0 men were running frantically across
the valley toward the Firebird as the Comet
roared down and landed beside a crumbling
rock monolith, The Futuremen burst out of
their ship and Curt Newton fired his atom-
pistol in a crashing blast that ripped up the
ground beside the two fleeing men.

“Stop and raise your hands or you get the
next blast in your backs!” he shouted.

The two turned wildly. More than by the
menace of the leveled atom-guns, they
seemed overwhelmed by the inhuman ap-
pearance of Grag and the Brain as they
advanced through the pink planet-glow.

Newton recognized the men as two yellow
Uranians who had belonged to Jed Harmer’s
hirelings.

“Otho, take their guns. Then watch them
while we rush the ship.”

But the Firebird, when they approached
it, proved to be deserted. Captain Future re-
turned to his two captives. The two Uranians
seemed stunned by the fact that “Li Sharn”
and “Rab Cain” were allied with the Future-
men and their comrades.

“Where are Lu Suur and Ka Thaar and the
rest?” snapped Newton.

The men maintained a sullen silence, Cap-
tain Future spoke to Grag. “You can make
them talk, I know. You have my permis-
sion.”

“With pleasure,” exclaimed the robot. He
stalked forward.

The sight of the giant, menacing metal
figure approaching them broke the nerve of
the captives as Newton had thought it would.

“Wait, we'll tell you,” babbled one of the
Uranians. He pointed westward. “Ka Thaar
and the others are over there by the edge
of the plateau, planting explosive charges to
blow the whole plateau. They left our eruiser

re to avoid risk of damaging it. Those
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trinite charges are so powerful they didn’t
want to take any chances.”

Curt Newton swung toward his friends.
“Then we've got to hurry. Otho, tie those
men up. Joan, you stay here with Zamok and
Lin Sao to guard them

“I won’t stay!” Joan rewrted “You know
I can handle an atom-gun better than most
men, and you’ll need every weapon.”

Curt Newton turned to expostulate with
her. But the words never left his lips. For
as he turned, his eyes had fallen upon the
massive, crumbling stone monolith beside
which the Comet had landed.

The monolith was no ‘work of nature. It
was too squarely symmetrical in outline for
that. And upon its face were graven long
rows of half-crumbled hieroglyphics of
cunous shapes.

that’s ancient Denebian writing!
exclmmed Captain Future, amazed.
hat if it is?” eried Otho. “This is no
time to be thinking of planetary archaeology.
We're ready to start, chief”

m

NEWTON paid no attention to the protest.
He strode toward the monolith. The
presence of the ancient hieroglyphics on this
lonely moon had suddenly brought the whis-
per of a terrible suspicion into his mind.

His eyes tensely scanned the half-crumbled
inscription, Captain Future was one of the
few people in the universe who could read
the ancient Denebian writing — he had
learned to do so at Deneb itself.

As he read, he was seized by an appre-
hension close to horror. And the Brain, who
had glided to his side and was also search-
ing the writing with his lens eyes, seemed
frozen by an equal emotion.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Curt Newton,
thunderstruck. “We never guessed, we never
dreamed.”

“Curt, what is it?” cried Joan.

Newton’s brow was damp despite the chill
of the thm air and his eyes had a dazed look.

“This inscription—it proves that the belief
of the Roons about the Old Ones is true!”

Joan and the others stared incredulously.
“Curt, you can’t mean that some of the an-
cient Kan as are really sleeping in that
Crypt

“The Kangas all became extinct a million
years ago,” protested E:

“We always thought they did,” Newton
said hoarsely “But the evidence of this in-
scription is incontrovertible. The ancient
Denebians placed it here as a warning.
Listen!”

Huskily, rapidly, he translated aloud the
half-defaced inscription upon the monolith.
His lips moved with words:

“—disturb not the white plain, for beneath
it...crypt in which lie the last of the Kan-

gas. We of Deneb . . . fought and conquered
them on many worlds, but on this world a
remnant of them fled from us and . . . buried
themselves in hiding here, passing into sus-
pended animation by their power of self-
hypnosis.

“These were the most powerful of the dark
ancient ones and we thought it wisest not to
attempt to destroy them lest we wake them
and unable to overcome them. It was
safest . let them sleep on, and place . . .
watmngs for those of future ages.

“Heed the warnings! Disturb not the
buried dark ones! They will not wake until
ages from now this moon approaches so close
its planet that it breaks up and thus uncovers
the crypt. en . . . far future day comes,
be on guard then against the waking of the
dark ones.

“Until then, seek not to unearth them! Let
this moon be deserted and shunned of men.
Let the dark ones sleep on until the far
future break-up of this moon, for by then
.. . our race will be powerful enough to be
in no danger from them.”

Captain Future’s hoarse voice seemed to
have cast a spell of horror on the others.
They stared at him wildly in the pink planet-

“Then, if Lu Suur and the others blow
the plateau and uncover the Crypt, the Kan-
gas inside it will awake?” cried Joan.

“Yes, and that means awful danger for all
humans on Roo, perhaps for all the humans
in the universe,” Curt Newton said thickly.
“Those monstrous survivals of the dim past,
those alien ones whom even the mighty
nebx}?ns of old could hardly conquer, coming

ort]

He broke off, his face glistening with per-

spiration. “No time to lose now! Lu Suur’s
got to be stopped before he blows the pla-
teau.”
Newton dived back into the Comet, came
bursting out in a moment. He was hastily
shoving an object into his blouse. He ran
forward.

“Come on! And if we have to shoot, shoot
to killl We can't take any chances now!”

In the terrible urgency that drove him, he
made no protest at Joan Randall accompany-
ing them. He led the way in long, running
strides eastward through the low rock hills
toward the platea

Grag and Otho kept pace with him despite
his fierce haste, the Brain gliding beside
them. And Joan and the be-
wildered, stunned Philip Carlin were close
behind.

Newton’s soul was a turmoil of ancient and
awful fears, fears that had stalked the
shadowy history of the universe for ten thou-
sand centuries.

They ran through the rocky defiles, and
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approached the last ridge between them and
the plateau
“Up_this way!” Captain Future said
hoarsely. “We should be able to spot Lu Suur
and the others from that ridge.”
“Look out” cried the Brain sharply, at
that moment.

FROM behind the crest of the ridge toward

which they had just started to climb, a

small, square black object hurtled up into

the air. It curved up and outward and then
to fall directly toward them.

Newton instantly recognized the terrible
nature of the missle. It was a sealed charge
of trinite, most powerful of explosives. It
would fall directly among them, and the re-
sulting blast would obliterate them.

Captain Future took the only action pos-
sible. The atom-pistol in his hand came up
with blurring speed, and from it a streak of
white fire lanced upward.

“Down, &ll’ Newton yelled at the same
moment he fired.

His aim had been unerring, and the con-
centrated atom-blast from his pistol hit the
trinite charge falling toward them.

Next moment, a terrific blast exploded in
the air above them. The tremendous wave
of compressed air from it smashed down at
them in a stunning shock.

Curt Newton had thrown himself flat, pro-
tecting Joan with his own body. But the
smashing shock smacked his head against
the ground with such force that conscious-
ness flowed out of him. As he fought fiercely
to retain his reeling senses his atom-pistol
had been snatched from his hand. Realiza-
tion of the fact spurred his stunned mind
back to clarity. He scrambled wildly to his
feet.

Too late! As they had lain stunned, a half
dozen men had seized all their weapons and
now confronted them with the threatening
muzzles of their own atom-guns.
“Devils of space!” raged Otho.
men!”

A voice called down from the ridge. “Bring
them up here, if they're still living.”

Curt Newton, appalled by the suddenness
of the disaster, perceived that none of his
comrades had been more than dazed. But
resistance to the menacing weapons leveled
at them was hopeless.

The vicious-eyed, squat green Jovian who
covered Newton with his weapon pointed up
the slope with it. “March, Cain! All of you!”

Grag was swearing bhstermgly in his rum-
bling voice. Two atom-guns covered the
giant robot and the Brain. A movement at
resistance by any of them meant death.

Newton felt a bitter despair raging in his
soul. But not yet had he given up hope of
preventing ultimate disaster. No matter what

“Lu Suur’s

happened to them, the ancient horror that
on this moon must not be awakened.

They reached the ridge. It was higher
than the plateau, and they could look out
across that cracked, glaring white expanse.
Four other men were running from the pla-
teau toward the ridge.

But the eyes of Captain Future and his
comrades were riveted for the moment on

e man who faced them. A gray-haired,
elderly-looking Earthman, whose thick spec-
tacles glinted at them mockingly in the pink

glow—

“Walker ng"’ hissed Otho.

right, chief. He is Lu Suur!”

u Suur in turn seemed amazed as he
looked at Newton and Otho. “So you and
Cain turned traitor and helped these Future-
men, Li Sharn?” he snapped. “You'll wish
you hadn’t done that.”

The Venusian plotter’s eyes flicked toward
Grag and the Brain. “Yes, I recognized you
two as two of the Futuremen as soon as I
saw you coming. And the girl and old Gur-
ney.” He laughed. “You've proved pitifully
stupid without Future himself to lead you.
You should have known that we’d see your
ship landing and would expect you to come
after us.”

Lu Suur nodded toward a half-dozen small
black cases which lay on the ground near a
piece of electrical apparatus with a protrud-
ing antenna.

“Lucky we had a few trinite charges we
hadn'’t planted yet, wasn’t it? t one we
tossed should have blown you to tatters. But
you are quick with a gun, Cain.

Before Curt Newton could speak the four
men who had come running up from the
white plateau reached the ridge.

aar was the leader of the four. The
Mergurian youngster’s thin face wore a look
of alarm as he exclaimed to Lu Suur.

“What was that blast? We heard it just as
we were planting the last charges, and were
afraid you'd used the detonator prema-
turely.”

“You were

A THAAR'’S voice trailed off into silence.
The young Mercurian had now noticed
the captives. His tawny eyes seemed to dis-
tend in amazement as he looked at the giant
metal figure of Grag and the hovering Brain.
“Two of the Futuremen!” he exclaimed in

a low voice.

“Yes, two of the famous Futuremen,” said
Lu Suur satirically. “Those living wonders
you have always talked about. They look
pretty harmless now, don’t they?”

Ka made no answer. He was star-
ing at the robot and Simon Wright, as though
still unable to believe his eyesight.

Curt Newton spoke desperately. “Lu Suur,
what happens to us is important only to us.
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But whatever you do, you must not detonate
the charges you've planted down in that
plateau.”

“And why not?” demanded Lu Suur iron-
ically. “We've gone to considerable pains to
prepare them. The radio-detonator here
will set them off and blow this whole plateau
open. The sight of that will madden the
Roons to a panic that will send them against
the colony in a big attack and that means
t e seoeswn Tve had in mind for nine

“l know all that” Captain Future said.
“And I'm not trying to appeal to your con-
science. I'm appealing entirely to your self-
interest when I tell you that you must not
blow the plateau!”

Lu Suur looked at lum narrowly.
what are you trying to say?”

“That the legends of the Roons are true,
that the Old Ones, the Kangas, actually sleep
in a crypt beneath that plateau and will
awake if their crypt is uncovered by your
blast,” cried Newton.

Lu Suur burst into laughter. “Cain, you're
an ingenious sort of traitor. Too bad you
turned out to be a Patrol spy. I could really

wve used a man of your cleverness.”

“It’s true!” Curt Newton affirmed des-
perately. “You saw the inscribed monolith
b}?ckvibere in the valley where you left your
ship?”

“There are old carved monoliths like that
all around the plateau, remnants of some
crazy forgotten race,” said La Suur con-
temptuously.

‘They're warnings” Newton _insisted.
“Warning written by the ancient Denebians
of the Kangas who lie beneath the plateau.”

“And I suppose you can read ancient De-
nebian?” mocked the other. “The lie isn’t
even clever.”

Newton, desperately trying to convince
the Venusian, put his hands up to his face,
removed waxite plugs, pulled away false
scar-tissue. His hands came down to reveal
his own normal clear, tanned face instead of
the evil, scarred countenance of Rab Cain.

“What does that prove?” snapped Lu Suur.
“As a Patrol spy, you'd naturally be dis-
guised—

He was interrupted. Ka Thaar was staring
at Newton, and there was a wild expression
on the young Mercurian’s face. He uttered

“Cain,

acry.
“Captain Future!”
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CHAPTER XVIII
The Kangas

RIMLY, Curt New-
ton had taken this
\ final desperate gamble
to convince the arch-
conspirator of the real-
ity of dreadful peril

identity seemed almost
stunning.

In their eyes, the
Earthman whom they
had known as Rab Cain
seemed suddenly man-
tled with the fame that for years had blazed
one name across the universe like a meteor.

“Future!” hissed Lu Suur, All his irony,
his satiric amusement was gone now. Naked
hatred glared in his eyes. “So you've been
on Roo all this time?”

“Yes,”, said Newton. “And you know now
that I can read Denebian, that my warning
about the plateau is no trick!”

Lu Suur, glarmg at him, seemed not to
have heard. ight have known," he whis-
pered. “The stones that you had been shot
down and lay wounded back in the System,
the whole set-up—it was clear enough, i
only I'd seen it.”

He shook his head. “Future, I underesti-
mated you. But now you are underestimat-
ing me when you try to stop me with this
last crazy strategem. Do you think I've
spent all these years at Roo, playing a part
I hated and working toward secession and a
vitron monopoly, to give it up now because
you threaten me with childish supersti-
tions?” His voice took on a deadly meaning.
“I'm not making the mistake a lot of men
have made, of letting you live a minute
too long.”

Ka Thaar had been staring at Curt Newton
during these moments. But now the young
Mercurian turned to Lu Suur. “But the dan-
ger must be real” cried Ka aar. “If
Captain Future says the Kangas will awake
if we blow the plateau, it must be so!”

“You ought to know that it’s only another
trick,” snapped Lu Suur. “But then, you
always were hypnotized by this fellow’s

“But if you blow open the crypt, the Kan-
gas will awake!”” persnsted Ka Thaar.

“They won't—all that is merely Roon
legend,” declared the Venusian. “Watch these
prisoners. I'll deal with them in a moment
but it’s time we set off the blast now.”

With hopeless eyes, Captain Future saw
Lu Suur starting toward the radio-detonator
which would fire the charges buried in the
plateau.
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A half-dozen atom-guns covered Ncwwn
and his
weapons lay on the ground out of reach. But
Curt Newton gathered himself for a final
suicidal attempt to stop the Venusian,

But Ka Thaar had suddenly swung around
toward Lu Suur. The Mercurtan’s ery was
sharp, imperative. .

Mercurian youngster had both his
atom-pistols in his hands and his tawny
eyes were flaming as he faced the others.

Lu Suur stopped and turned. “Don’t be a
fool, Ka! You can’t turn against me at this
stage of the game.”

Ka Thaar’s thin, dark face was set like
metal. “T've been loyal to you when it was
a mere matter of inciting the Roons and
bringing on a rebellion. But tlus in different.
This means planetary disaste:

Lu Suur’s eyes became llke ice behind his
spectacles.

“Drop those weapons, Ka. You haven't a
chance. We got eight atom-guns.”

aar’s tawny eyes flared brighter as
he stood, slightly crouched, facing the men
whose atom-guns were trained on Captain
Future and his comrades.

“Eight guns?’ mocked the Mercurian
youngster. “Then which of you elght wants
to be the first to shoot it out with m¢

The brutal faces of the motley cnmmals
grew livid with fear and rage. Yet none of
them dared turn his weapon away from
Newton and others toward the Mercurian’s
thin, crouched figure.

Ka Thaar’s dark face was terrible as he
taunted them. “Eight of you, all afraid of
my reputation as a gunman? Eight, afraid
to shoot it out with one? By space, I'm glad
that I'm through with you all!”

He took a quick step sidewise, his tigerish
eyes never leaving the frozen line of men.
His foot moved out then to kick the atom-
pistols on the ground toward Curt Newton.

“Pick them up, Future,” he said.

Then the spell broke. The burly, vicious-
eyed Jovian in the row of criminals uttered
an oath and swung his gun toward Ka Thaar.

ATOM -GUNS crashed like lightning and
living bolts of fire seemed to dance be-
tween the men. Ka was standing, his
atom-pistols jetting blinding death at the
criminals who were firing at him as they
turned. The Jovian was down, two other
were falling—

Captain Future had dived to snatch up
one of the weapons on the ground. He came
up with it, working the trigger as he rose, his
and the Mercurian’s deadly, unerring blasts
scything the men before them.

rag was rushing forward, booming his
battle-cry. Otho and Ezra and Carlin were
beside him. A gun-blast seared Newton’s

cheek as his own blast cut down the Uranian
who h: it.

He dunly heard Joan’s cry. “Curt—Lu
Suur!”

‘The Venusian arch-plotter, near the radio-
detonator, had whipped out his weapon and
fired. Ka Thaar, rushing forward to inter-
cept Lu Suur, took that blast in his side and
staggered to his knees.

The raging Venusian was bending, fum-
bling with the switches of the detonators.
Captain Future aimed and fired in one move-
ment.

But at the very moment the crashing blast
left his pistol and lanced toward Lu Suur,
the sound of it was swallowed by the rever-
beration of a titanic explosion.

“The blast!” yelled Curt Newton. “Get
behind the ridge!”

The whole surface of the white plateau
seemed to be heaving skyward under the
explosion of scores of powerful trinite
charges.

The moon was rocked by the reverbera-
tion, the rocky ridge swaying sickeningly
under them as Curt Newton dragged the
others down with him behind the crest.

Chunks of rock were hurled high into the
air and crashed down around them. Debris
and splinters of stone rained upon their prone
bodies. Clouds of dust choked them. Then
the shock died away.

Captain Future i up, back to the
top of the ridge. He looked downward,
appalled.

A giant crater had been blown in the sur-
face of the plateau. It was still veiled by
shifting clouds of dust, but its depth was

great.

“Lu Suur touched off the blast just before
I killed him! Newton choked. “And now—
look!”

Down in the dark, dust-shrouded depths of
the giant new crater, a strange blue light
had suddenly come into being.

“The Kangas have awakened and are
coming out,” Captain Future exclaimed
hoarsely.

He whipped around to them. “Joan—all
offyou——hurry to the Comet and get away if
I

He stooped and snatched up the unused
trinite charges that still lay on the ground
beside Lu Suur’s dead form.

Then, cradling the little black cases in his
left arm, Newton ran down the side of the
low ridge and across the plateau toward the
edge of the great crater which had been torn
by the blast.

As he ran, Captain Future’s free hand was
pulling out of his jacket the instrument he
had shoved there when they left the Comet.
It was the psycho-amplifier, the ancient
‘weapon of the Denebians against the Kangas.
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The instrument he had ordered Simon to
build merely to impress the Roons, was now
their last hope!

Newton jammed the headset on as he ran,
its flat induction coils fitting closely over his
skull, its tungsten rod dangling from the
cable. He was within twenty feet of the
crater when he stopped short, frozen.

“Awful!” he whispered. He was shaken by
a horror and a fear that no man in the uni-
verse had felt for a million years.

Up over the edge of the crater, from the
newly gouged depths, was coming a fat,
black, obscene thing. It was a big, semi-
liquid, plastic mass, that heaved itself pain-
fully over the rim and was followed by
another of its kind.

The Kangas! He was looking at creatures
no human eye had fallen upon for ages.
They were looking back at him.

For they had eyes. It was the only recog-
nizable feature of those insanely plastic black
bodies—the two enormous, pupilless eyes
that fixed solemnly upon Captain Future.

Newton had been desperately raising the
rod of his psycho-amplifier, his thumb fum-
bling for tge switch-] guuon in its grip. But
he did not complete his gesture of aiming the
rod at the two horrors.

He couldn’t complete that gesture! He was
frozen by the super-hypnotic command pro-
jected at him by the two creatures before

im.

He felt as though his brain was congealed
to ice. The impact of infinitely powerful and
infinitely alien minds was holding him like a
child in’ their power.

HE WAS in the power of the mighty be-
ings whose race had died out ten thou-
sand centuries before, the ancient. kings of
the universe who had reigned before ever
man was, the Old Ones!

Curt Newton made frantic mental effort
to raise the rod of the psycho-amplifier in
his hand, to thumb its button. He couldn’t
do it. Sweat trickled down his brow. He
felt his mind cracking—

“Curt!” came a scream behind him. Joan
had followed him!

That scream di: d the of the

Terrible contest between two giant, ancient
minds and one man’s mechamcally amphﬁed
will raged for a few moments in awful si-
lence.

Then the two Kangas began to retreat
slowly back down into the crater, at his un-
spoken command. He followed, step by step.

Not his mere weak human will was driving
them, beating down their hypnotic attack.
Only the instrument of ancient Denebian
science which the Denebians of long ago had
devised to conquer these dark horrors, en-
abled him to overcome them in this ghastly

luel.

The Kangas had retreated down over the
edge of the crater. Curt Newton was at the
brink, above them. His senses reeled as he
looked down into the depths.

For down there in the dusty darkness he
glimpsed the curved upper surface of a giant
dome of metal. It was the crypt in which
Kangas had slept for a million years, and
in which they had now awakened.

There was a round opening in the top of
that metal dome. Dim blue light streamed
upward out of it. It revealed vaguely the
interior of the great crypt—a horror of scores
of obscene, fat, black shapes writhing amid
unearthly machines and Others
were already toilsomely climbing the sides
of the crater after the first two.

Captain Future felt the sudden combined
mental attack of the creatures below beat
down even his artificially amplified resist-
ance. But as he staggered wildly, he was

blmdtliy tossing into the crater the little
seale charges of trinite he had held in his
left arm.

He glimpsed the little cases falling toward
the open crypt. He reeled backward. Then
came a titan shock and blast as the explosion
turned the interior of the crater into an
inferno. Newton was hurled backward as
by a giant hand.

He regained complete awareness to fi
Joan Randall bending over him. Wildly, he
staggered up.

“The Kangas?” he cried hoarsely.

“I think they are dead,” she choked. “I
think everything in that crater must be

two Kangas, briefly. For just a moment, the
hypnotic grip of the two creatures upon his
mind relaxed as they glanced at the girl.

In that fleeting moment, Newton was able
to bring up the rod in his hand to point at
them and to press the button in its grip.

He felt the subtle current of electro-en-
cephalic vibrations streaming from the rod
toward the two Kangas. The powerful force
of his own mental command, amplified mani-
fold in intensity by the apparatus he wore,
was being projected at his two nightmare
antagonists.

Captain Future stumbled over shattered
stone to the brink of the crater. The whole
crater had been half collapsed by the ex-
plosion. It held a mass of broken rock,
twisted metal and crushed black bodies.

The Kangas were dead, indeed. The last

of the i race
in the universe had awakened only to perish,

Newton and Joan, after minutes, stumbled
back across the plateau to the ridge. The
others were there. They had refused to flee.
They were, like Captain Future, too dazed
as yet to rejoice at the miracle that had
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saved an unsuspecting universe from the
return of the most dreaded creatures ever
to_inhabit it

Philip Carlin _plucked Newton’s sleeve
urgently. “Ka Thaar is nearly gone. And
he wants to see you.”

The Mercurian’s youngster’s thin face was
drained of color and his eyes were glazing
as he looked up at Captain Future.

“I tried to stop Lu Suur from setting off
the blast” he whispered. “But I couldn’t.
The Kangas—?"

“Are dead,” Newton told him. “There’s
no more danger now. You saved us all, Ka—
saved us from a_ disaster that would have
brought our whole race into the shadows.”

There was a queer gleam in Ka Thaar’s
fading glance. “And I fought beside you,
didn’t I? I fought shoulder to shoulder
with the Futuremen‘ Years ago, I used to
dream of that!”

The words dribbled into nothing as his
head rocked back and the emptiness of death
came quietly into his eyes.

JOAN sobbed against Curt Newton’s shoul-
der. He looked down at the dead young-
ster, moved as he had not been for years.

t last, Simon Wright broke the silence.
“Curtis, what about the Roons? They will
have seen the blasting of the plateau as a
final omen, and they’ll be bmlmg with super-
stitious excitement now.”

Newton nodded wearily. “But we can soon
quiet them. All we need to do is to dig out
the crushed body of one of the Kangas and

take it back with us to show the tribes that
the Old Ones are really dead.”

He looked up at the great pink disk of
Roo. “And the danger of rebellion will col-
lapse, with Lu Suur dead. Harmer can be
sent back to the System under arrest, and a
new governor appointed.” He smiled.
the people in the System will get their v)tmn
as freely as before, without ever knowing
the price that was paid to keep it that way.”

Joan looked down at Ka aar. “Curt,
SEEH we bury him here? I think he'd like
t]

Captain Future, gazing at the dead,
strangely happy young face, nodded slowly.
“Yes, I think he’'d like it. There’s another
thmg I want to do that, I think, would please

Two Hours later, the Comet rose from the
desolate satellite and sped back up into the
sky toward the great pink planet. Its trail
of rocket-fire faded swiftly against the dark-
ness, and the last echo of its rockets died
away.

b s s m (i (i moon,
except for the whisper of the thin wind. Th
shattered p]ateau s it e (s

ut now, near it, there rose in the planet-
glow a high and massive cairn of rocks.
Upon the face of that lonely tomb, the
scorching blast of an atom-gun had deeply
engraved a brief legend.

KA THAAR OF MERCURY
A FUTUREMAN

.
Next Issue’s Novel: THE HOLLOW WORLD, by Frank Belknap Long
.

DONT BE CHEERY ) WHY NOT2?
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STAR BLADES/



EAR-FUTURE ROCKET PLANES TO
SPEED AT 1500 MILES PER HOUR—
Postwar rocket-propelled planes may attain
speeds _close to 1,500 miles an hour according
to G. Edward Pendray, assistant to the president
of Wesunﬁhouse Electric. Five forms of rocket
power will eventually come into widespread ci-
vilian use, he explains. They include dry fuel,
htgmd fuel, thermal-]et engines and two forms
duct engines, continuous and intermittent.
The intermittent duct engine is the type now
used to power Nazi robot bombs. The day is
not far off when they will carry human rather
than their prmm explnswe cargoes, Mr. Pen-
dray says. We

DT SPRAY TO ELIMINATE BEACHHEAD

INSECT PERILS—Troops making future
D-day landings will find their invasion areas
free of disease-bearing mosquitoes and o!her in-
seet pests, thanks to Marine Corps specialists
who are cleaning out the Pacific wla'ndl of
everything but Japs.

One Grumman Avenger recently did the trick
on an entire island within twenty-two hours of
the clearance of the first airstrip. The mizture,
sprayed from pinhole nozzles in a short length
of gas pipe attached bemuth each wing, consists
of the mysterious ired with oil, and is
reported to have kllled a.ll ingects on contact.

EW “EARTHQUAKE” BOMB MOST DE-
STRUCTIVE AIR WEAPON IN HISTORY
_fThe new six-ton bomb now being manufac-
tured in the United States and Bntam is de-
scribed "5 the “most destructive s weapon
ever used” by the War Department, Ths bomb
combines for the first time tremendous penetrat-

ing powes with o colosal destructive bl
During atta n the Naz sub-
marine gens at Brest, the b’i mbs, fitted
o Seheyed:action fuses. Sriied Theonh tat
inches of concrete before exploding inside,

Limestone caves, used to store Nazi robot, bom
at St sserant, were completely collapsed
the mammoth blockbusters, just as though

an earthquake had undermined them.
.

LAME THROWER FUEL LOOKS LIKE
JELLO. BUT OH, BROTHER!—Jellied
gasoline, food for flame throwers and fire bombs,
looks like raspberry or orange jello, but is not
uite the same in effect It is made to order at the
attlefronts by stirring a_secret white powder
into ordinary motor fuel. Developed by the

3‘:‘4
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War Department because of the shortage of
magnesium used in earlier fuels, it maintains on
intense flame over eight to ten minutes, clings
to its target and ignites anything nea.r';y that
will burn at tempmtures as low as y de-
grees below zero.
.
AF MAY GIVE SETS OF CHINAWARE
‘TO AXIS—An aerial bamb made of porce-
lain s the somewhat Chinese-sounding proposal
recently patented by James D. Long of Laurel,
Maryland. The idea is to save metal and, at the
same time, to obtain an effective low-cost frag-
mentation missile. Shrapnel bullets, which may
also be made of porcelain are optional inclusions
within the explosive charge. Cowering
in the near future may be saying, “Don’t throw
that dish, honey. It may be loaded!”
.

APHTHA INTO AVIATION GASOLINE—
Catalytic chemistry has scored ano ther
vance in a process developed by Alezis Voorhies
Jr. of Baton Rouge, Louisiana. It consists in the
cracking of naphtha and the rearrangement of its
atomic fragments into aviation gasoline, in the
presence of wmhmc silica alumina catalyst, at
pressures around 2 per square inch a

@ temperature of 958 degrees Fahrenhelt
.

OOKING PROBLEMS SOLVED AT STRAT-
OSPHERE LEVELS—Tasty and nourishing
food is a must for Superfortress crews on all-
day missions. Until recently, all the boys got
were cold cuts and sandwiches, when what they
‘wanted and needed were red-hot meals. Cook-
ing aloft was out of the question, for it takes
:wg hours even to boil a potato at a mere 10,000
eet.
Solution came with a compact food warmer,
electrically heated and less than two feet high.
It will ix men, can be plugged into the
plane’s electric system and will keep a pre-
cooked meal hot and fresh indefinitely. As many
as are needed can be stowed easily in one of
the B-29’s. .
BIGGER BAZOOKAS BLAST ARMY FOES—
A mew super-bazooka, designed by the
Army for use against heavy gun emplacements,
looks like a four-foot stove pipe on a tripod or
an old-fashioned camera. Known officially as the
M-12, it weighs only 35 pounds when loaded, is a
ground version ai the rocket launchers now
‘mounted under p!mm ‘wings. It operates like @
bazooka, is easy to carry and com:eal and packs

o terrific wallop at short ranges.



A roly-poly creature appearea
mear Herman Cattishop

By FORD SMITH

Understanding all the theories of Einstein never did Herman
Cattlehop any good—until a creature suddenly stepped out
of the fourth dimension to guide him to fame and fortune!

ERMAN Cattlehop couldn’t under-
stand it at all. As a rule, he did un-
derstand strange things. Ordinarily,

after a hard day of monotonous book posting

or map plotting for the Platz Realty Com-
pany, Herman Cattlehop would go home, pull
off his shoes, and relax in complete bliss in
the corner of the living-room where Mrs.
Cattlehop had itted him to lat

Herman could successfully blank his corpu-
lent spouse out of his mind while she finished
putting dinner on the table. During this pe-
riod he would read Professor Einstein for
pleasure—and understand him.

However, it had been a difficult day. Platz
had been in a vile mood. Two former part-
ners, Russell and Larkin, had started a rival

bdivision some three miles northeast of

enough books and literary litter.

He called this spot his reading alcove. Here_lz

Vandergrift Hill, the Platz development in
hilly terrain they called Sylvan Heights.
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Working fast, they had succeeded in get-
ting the city commissioners to decide on Syl-
van Heights as the site for the new reservoir,
knowing all the time that Platz had counted
on the reservoir to put over his own develop-
ment. Thus, Platz learned suddenly that he
stood to lose half a million dollars. And Her-
man Cattlehop, who had stayed on with the
senior firm member as chief clerk after the
partnership break-up, stood to lose his head.

That was why, on the way home tonight,
Herman had permitted himself the unusual
liberty of downing a couple of whisky sours.
Having passed Platz’s spite into the pinch-
neck bottle at the corner bar, Herman head-
ed for home. Unaccustomed as he was to
public drinking, Herman was not tight. But
a couple of alcoholic expanders did rather
warm_his wits and 1 the flow of

yours is tangent at half a dozen points to
other bubble universes. Infinite space is
filled with ball universes, of which your lit-
tle universe is one. Is that clear?”

“Perfectly,” said Herman, nodding his
head. “You must be Charlie, the little boy
of the new neighbors across the street from
us—the one who throws rocks at passersby.
‘Where are you, Charlie? I can’t see you.”

“I am not Charlie,” squeaked the voice
sharply. “I am from the universe at present
immediately adjacent to this universe of
yours. Our two universes have been rolling
along tangentially for the last one thousand
light years. We are due to bump apart any
time soon.

“At this cosmic moment, my world of Van-
tes, in the solar system of Radiant twenty-
th itch-forty-ni

thought.

So Herman started thinking about Ein-
stein’s theory of the curvature of space. He
plunged into its intricacies with reckless de-
termination as he plunged into the subway.
He was still at it when he walked from the
station toward his home. .

id space curve inward—or outward? Did
it encase the physical universe within a sort
of cosmic soap bubble and, if so, what lay in
the void on the outside? Or were the lines of
space curved in the opposite direction to
form a central sphere to the outer skin of
which clung the structure of the known uni-
verse? If so, what was inside?

‘What happened to all the empty stuff which
was, of necessity, excluded from such a ce-
lestial hypothetical sphere no matter how
great its size? yond the curving bound-
aries of space which pent the uni there

y , universe one
million and thirty-seven—as we Vantesigps
figure it—is tangent to and touching your
world at this point.

“I was able to slip through the space warp
and come to your universe, world, and space-
time continuum out of my own sphere. I ar-
ranged to land on this spot because I re-
ceived your mental vibrations. You compre-
hend?

“Quite,” said Herman Cattlehop, halting
in his walk and searching the ground. “It
would be impossible to shift from one three-
dimensional ball universe to another without
the use of another dimension which is syn-
thetically induced by space warp. But I can’t
see you, Charlie.”

“If you must see me, stare fixedly before
you at a spot halfway between you and that
lamp post yonder. Concentrate, and I will

he
had to be, say, nothing. Well, nothing was
space, wasn't it? So what happened to Ein-
stein’s microcosmic or macrocosmic universe?
What was the purpose of curved space, any-
way?

Along about here Herman’s thoughts ran
into a medium of solid resistance. He didn’t
realize he had been concentrating so hard.

“You have the right idea, but you are go.
ing off at a bad tangent, Herman,” said a
thin, piping voice at his side.

TH!S was the amazing thing that Herman
Cattlehop could not understand. What
child in the neighborhood knew him well
enough to address him by his first name?

“I beg pardon?” he said politely.

“I said, you are going off tangentially,” re-
peated the piping voice. “There is no empty
void. But Einstein is correct. Space curves
inward, forming a sphere, to the outside of
which clings your universe which is ap-
proximately five hundred thousand light
years across.

“It is like a hollow ball. This universe of

for your whim, al-
though such physical manifestations are
quite childish.”

Cattlehop peered through the gathering
gloom. Slowly the dusk before him seemed
to brighten in a sphere about two feet in
diameter, close to the ground. It took on a
bluish cast—and gradually a roly-poly ob-
ject about the size of a ten-year-old boy
came into view.

“So there you are, Charlie!” exclaimed
Herman Cattlehop. “Odd thatI never noticed
before that you have three legs. Isn’t that a
bit inconvenient in buying shoes? Or does
your father have your shoes made by special
order?”

“All right—call me Charlie,” snapped the
tripodal stranger, in tones of surrender. “But
because it requires the expenditure of a
great amount of energy to maintain this tri-
dimensional visibility, I am going to fade.
Let us resume our original discussion.

“As I was making my preparations ta
spacewarp to this tangential spot I was sur-~
prised to receive your beamed calculations.
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Why are you so anxious over the intended
location of a new water reservoir T
am sorry to have annoyed you with
that,” replied Herman, blinking uncertainly
as he watched his companion slowly disap-
pear. “It is really Mr. Platz’ problem. I was
just wishing there were some way to get the
city commissioners to put the reservoir on
Vandergrift Hill instead of Sylvan Heights.”
“There is,” said Charlie, “if you gave me
the correct positions of the two sites in ques-
tion. Vandergrift Hill is strong enough to
stand the strain, Sylvan Helghts cannot hold
the weight of all those tons of w.
“There is a rock fault fifty feet below the
surface which, under t dous pressure,

person en rapport with me in your universe.”

“What are you talking about?” demanded
Mrs. Cattlehop angrily. Then she bent for-
ward to sniff at her husband’s lips. “Eeekk!”
she screamed. “You've been drinking!”

Uttering another calliope blast, Mrs. Cat-
tlehop collapsed in a dead faint that shook
the house and rattled the pictures on the
living-room wall.

“I used to catch her when she fainted,” ex-
plained Herman. “Now I can't even lift her
to the sofa.”

“Never mmd her
me your maps.

Quickly Herman produced a map of the

St

piped Charlie. “Show

will slip and cause a miniature earthquake.
Being a stranger to your universe, I cannot
be positive of directions and sites, Herman.”

“Of course not, Charlie,” agreed Herman
Cattleshop. “You only moved into the neigh-
borhood last month, didn’t you? But what
you tell me is astonishingly good news—if
you are correct.

“After forty years in the real estate busi-
ness, I never make plotting mistakes. If you
care to come into my house for a moment,
Charlie, I'll be glad to point out the places
on the map. But how a young boy newly
moved into the neighborhood could know my
name is Herman I can’t understand.”

“Never mind that,” said the invisible Char-
lie impatiently. “I have only a limited time
to spend here. Shake a leg and show me that
ma)

Cattlehop started along briskly. He almost
whistled a merry tune. At his front gate he
stopped.

“Are you there, Charlie?” he asked. “I
may have walked too fast.”

“Certainly, I'm here,” answered the piping
voice crossly. “I have three pedal extremi-
ties, you know.”

“Ah, yes,” murmured Cattlehup, taking
out his key ring. “Enter, please.”

Dl RS. Herman Cattlehop advanced from
the dining-room in Herculean majesty

“This is Vandergrift Hill, and this is Syl-
van Heights. The actual air-line distance
between them is three and four-tenths miles,
but we must allow for the curvature of
Earth’s surface.”

“This is sufficient,” interrupted Charlie.
“You gave me the right locations, Herman.
A reservoir built on Sylvan Heights is im-
possible.”

“Wonderful!” exclaimed Cattlehop. “But
how can I convince the city engineer—the
commissioners—even Mr. Platz? I wonder
if your father would let me borrow the space-
warper for a couple of days.”

“My time is growing short here,” squealed
Charlie. “Get in touch with your employer,
give him the facts and tell him you will pay
for a test shaft if that faulty stratum is not
dlscovered at fifty feet.

“If it is, you are to receive an interest in
the Vandergnft Hill development. The other
parties cannot refuse permission for an ex-
penmemal shaft. How long will it take?”

“If we can assemble the drilling outfit
without delay, about forty-eight hours,”
Herman estimated,

“Let’s get at it,” said Charlie.

Platz had reached the point where he was
grabbing at straws. When Herman Cattle-
hop offered to bear the cost if the shaft was
a failure, he readily agreed to assign his
chief clerk ten per cent of the disappearing
pmﬁts in Vandergnft Hill. The city engineer

as she heard her husband’s entry.
“Herman C: she imed in

strident tones. “I waited dinner for nearly
an hour. What is the meaning of this?”

“Business, my dear, business,” replied
Herman a bit_bruskly. “I haven't time to
explain now. This way to the reading nook,
Charlie.”

“Charlie!” cried his wife, glaring quickly
around.

“Oh, I forgot,” said Herman apologetically.
“Doubtless you already know Charlie, my
dear—the new neighbor’s boy. Glow for Mrs.
Cattlehop, Charlie.”

“Ridiculous!” grumbled Charlie. “She can
neither see nor hear me. You are the only

too, but he was interested.
id you arrive at this amazing con-
he asked Herman for the tenth

“H ow di
clusion?”
time.

“I told you,” explained Herman patiently.
“Charlie discovered the fault with his space-
warp spanner. I simply worked out the
equations.”

“Yes, yes, your figures are accurate—if the
fault is there,” said the engineer, “but I
don’t understand this double talk about a
space-warp spanner. And who is Charlie?”

rlie,” replied Herman with dignity,
“is the son of one of my neighbors. Are you
there, Charlie?”
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“Of course I am here.” snapped Charlie.
“Get along with your well-drilling.”

“I don’t know what kind of a gag you are
trying to pull, Platz” said Larkin with a
sneer. “Why don’t you give yourself up.
You re licked on this sub-division.”

“Yeah,” said Russel, chuckling. “Better not
throw away any more money on well-drill-
ing. We'll give you ten cents on the dollar
for your investment in Vandergrift Hill.”

Platz glowered at Herman.

“The fault is there, Mr. Platz,” Herman
assured him hastily. “Remember, I am pay-
ing for the shaft if I am wrong.”

“Start drilling,” ordered the city

5
tlehop. Tl give you two crooks ten cents on
the dollar for your development here.”

Herman Cattlehop was torn between two

interests, “Wait a few mmutes, Charhe" he

said. “T'll walk home with you.”

“Don’t be absurd,” piped Charlie. “Just be-
low this rock fault there is a natural reser-
voir of pure water fed by artesian springs.”

“What?” cried Herman, aghast.

He looked wildly around—and saw two of
the well-drilling crew approaching at a run.
Behind them a geysering waterspout was
slowly blossoming into the air.

“Wait a minute, Mr Platz!” Herman

Bright and early the following morning
the riggers were at work at the selected spot
on Sylvan Heights. Thirty-six hours later,
the shaft was down fifty feet and showed evi-
dence beyond all doubt a geological fault.

Russell and Larkin looked sick. The im-
possible had happened. Cattlehop, the crack-
pot clerk of the Platz office, had turned
out to be a whiz of an engineer. Platz was
ready to hug him publicly. Nobody thought
to tell the drillers to stop drilling. “Are you
there, Charlie?” asked Herman happily.

“Certainly, I'm here,” replied Charlie, pip-
ing up at his side. “And I must bid you
farewell.”

Russell and Larkin pleaded with Platz.

“How about resuming our old partnership,
Platzy?” coaxed Russell. *We can develop
both sub-divisions and make plenty of mon-
ey. We can consolidate our interests and
build homes around the reservoir on Vander-
grift Hill—and put in an airport here on
Sylvan Heights.”

“Yeah, how about it, Platz?” added Larkin,
“Let’s merge.”

“The reservoir will go to Vandergr\ft
Hill,” stated the city engineer firmly. “And
the city owes Herman Cattlehop a vote of
thanks for his remarkable feat of engmeer-
ing. We need only one new reservoir.”

“Hear that, you two pirates?” gloated
Platz. “I have a new partner—Herman Cat-

shouted in s a partner, I say
let’s merge and make the new realty com-
pany the firm of Platz, Russell, Larkin and
Cattlehop I vote for a merger!”

” began Platz in protest. Then his
qmck eyes saw the geyser of water. “All
right!” he cried. “Done! We merge. Here,
sign this agreement, you two poor losers.”

Happily the two ex-partners signed. And
then the drillers arrived with their news.
Herman explained modestly in the confusion.

ou see, gentlemen, there is a natural
reservoir beneath Sylvan Heights. This will
save the city the cost of building a new reser-
voir at all. And we can change our plans to
build the new residential section here and
put the airport on Vandergrift Hill.”

Russell and Larkin began to howl in agony.

ut why didn’t you tell me about this?”
gasped Platz. “Why did you wait to spring
this surprise, Herman? You might have
been too late.”

“Charlie didn’t tell me before,” said Her-
man defensively, mopping his own perspir-
ing brow. “I didn’t know it until just a min-
ute ago. Charlie, are you there?”

But there was no answer from Charlie.

“What is this Charlie gag?’ demanded
Platz angrily, and the two new partners
nodded their heads in agreement.

“It’s no gag,” said Herman apologetically.
“His name is Charlie—the young son of one
of my neighbors. I guess he had to go home.”
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ROO, THE WORLID OF ARKAR

Captain Future, Pioneer of Interplanetary Travel, Ventures to
Explore Strange Star-Worlds and Probe the Secrets of Space!

00, world of Arkar, was one of the first

interstellar planets on wi the Solar

System Government attempted to found a
colony. It was also one of the first star-worlds
outside our own System to be explorex

The story of man’s first trail-blazing ventures
into deep space is a thrilling one. Captain Future
is acknowledged as the first pioneer of those
ventures, but Curt Newton himself disclaimed
his fame.

“We simply built on other men’s work,” he
declared. “How far would we have got had it
not been for Johnson, Carew and the others?”

He was referring to Gorham Johnson, the man
who long ago made the first space-flight from
Earth, It was Johnson and Carew and those
other intrepid early voyagers who in the crude,
unstable rocket-ships of their day ended for all
time the isolation of Earth and the other planets.

Thus began the trade and travel between the
nine worlds which finally resulted in the found-
ing of the Solar System Government. Earthmen
of that day were astounded to learn that on
almost every planet and moon of the System,
there were races as human as themselves,
though varied by environment. Not until long
after was the reason for it known.

Deneb Fascinates Captain Future

Captain Future first suspected that reason.
His researches into the tragic history of the
so-called Lost World of Time convinced him
man had not originated in the Solar System at

oS-

all, but that the System, ages before, had been
colonized by a star-conquering human race who
came from the distant star Den

Those Denebian humans of long ago had held
sway over the whole galaxy, but in time
galactic empire had perished. Yet its peoples,
isolated on far-separated worlds, remained hu-
man even though they sank into such savagery
that in many cases, as on Earth, they lost all
memory of their ancestral greatness.

Curt Newton believed that similar human races
would be found on habitable worlds of otl
stars, if they could be reached. He worked tnward

fecting a means of propulsion that could
Pridge the abyss of many lght-years betwee
the Sun and other stars. Rocl t-propulslon
could never provide the necessary speed, but
he hoped in time to perfect a vibration-drive
which would enable the attainment of speeds
greater than that of light.

Dire Emergency Arises

A dire emergency suddenly forced the Future-
men to concentrate all their efforts upon this
problem. The gradual failure of the atmosphere
of Mercury had been countered by artificial
atmosphere-plants, but these could no longer
handle the problem. It was necessary to find a
way of creating atmosphere on a colossal scale,
if Mercury was not to die. The secret of such
creation, Captain Future had reason to believe,
lay in a strange region of the galaxy that was
many light-years away.

How the Futuremen in this emergency labored
to perfect the vibration-drive and the cushion
stasls that would permn extreme accelerations

dured by the human body, how they
set out on a daring quest beyond the stars that
was the first pmneenng voyage of System men
into the outer abyss, and how they
w‘l:ih the secret that saved Mercury, a]l has been
tol

What was most important was that the Future-
men had solved the 'irnblem of deep-space travel
and ‘hencef the outer universe was
opened up to man Even on that first epochal
star-voyage, Curt Newton and his companions
touched at several different star systems and
made preliminary surveys.

Arkar Beckons Explorers.

Arkar was one of those stars. The great red
sun, though not as near the Solar System as
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Alpha Centauri and a few others, is still one
of the nearer star-systems. The Futuremen noted
it down as a sun with three worlds, one of
which, the planet called Roo, was habitable and
inhabited by a barbaric race of humans who
called  thersselvea. the  Roons, They merely
stopped briefly at Roo's dark satellite and ot the
other two planets, hstmi them as uninhabited.

Back and forth through the fringe of nearest
stars to the System e Futuremen in the
next few yea 1 X

 They succeeded, in fact, in crossing the whole
of the galaxy to the incredibly distant

s!ar Deneb At that faraway sun, Curt Newton
hoped to find the answer to many of the mys-
teries of the galaxy, since it was known that from
Deneb long ago had come the first humans of the

y.

Deneb’s Glory Departs
The Futuremen did not find on Deneb the

Was amassed concerning these nelghboring suns

WORLD OF ARKAR
Eastern FHemisphare

and theu' wborlds

Gradually, the System Gov-
ernment d the

formation of other ex-
Eonng e editions which built bigger shlps on

aptain Future’s vibration-drive model, and
madle more thorough surveys of nearby slar-
wor!

As the Government’s explorers thus began to
pay increasingly frequent visits to the nearer
star-systems, as they brought back tales of
;trange worlds and weird creatures and }?hen

umar h id

they had expected. On the
world of that star of dread they discovered the

VALLEY OF
DRE AM’
WERS

tragic remnants of the glorious civilization of
Ton; They learned the answer to many
nddles. but bared also new and even more baf-
fling mysteri

They learned that while it was true that the

galaxy, from another galaxy which e
ably remote. The motives for such a colossa
the riddle as to whether we still have

selves were forgmg farther out into the wilder-
ness of the galaxy than even they had yet dared
1o go.

remote human cousins in that faraway foreign
universe, remain still unsolve
But the Futuremen were able to lift a little
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the darkness shroudmg the epic past }ustory of
? xy. They learned, il before the

Denebxan umans com)uered and co\umzed this

galaxy, it was ruled by an utterly alien but

intelligent species called the Kangas. Tradition

of the Kangas persisted on ma

where they were gmk n of

dread as “The Old Ones” or “The Dar!

More Expeditions Start

Meanwhile, in those first few years after the
Futuremen’s  trail-blazing flights, the System
Government was sending out its own expeditions.

“The Solar System is not yet so crowded that
we need to colonize other stars,” declared Damel
Crewe, the System President. “But there are
many valuable and rare substances required by
our civilization which we shall have to draw
in the future from distant smr-worlds."

Two early expedmons were to the nearest star,
Alpha Centaur. The first of these, consisting of
two ships wlth a complete staff of scientists for
a thorough survey, successfully explored two of
the six habitable planets of that star.

Scientists Meet Disaster
The Second Alpha Centauri Expedition met
tragedy. Out in deep space, its four ships blun-
dered into a gigantic ether-whirl. Captain Fu-
ture had warned of the existence of such mon-
ster sg)ace warps, unknown on such a scale inside
the System, but only one of the four ships
escaped.
ruments were devised to make interstellar
navigation safer by detecting the presence of
space-warps. Such instruments proved their
value when the First Sirius expedition success-
fully negotiated ten hght-years of space and
arrived at that monster green
There is no need to summarize t.he fascinat-
ing findings of the First, Second and Third

Ones/

and wonders. Not many months later came the
return of the first visitors to more-distant Vega.

Vega Opens New Vistas

Vega marked a milestone in inter-stellar ex-
ploration. For the blue-skinned human peoples
of Vega had reached a stage of civilization almost
exactly level with that of our System. They too
had achieved inter-stellar travel, and the Future-
men in one of their farther voyages had ulrendy
met and exchmged experiences with the
rovers of Vega.

But at this point, ordinary inter-stellar ex-
plormon had to go into eclipse temporarily. All

deep-space ships and ez}ulp‘ment of the Sys-

tem had to be called upon or the establishment
of a colony on Roo, worl

The necessity for such a w]ony ‘had become
paramount. It was not a matter of outlets for
Eopulatlon oo ferfei fomrria oYt

icient supply of vitron, the drug that had become
the greatest gift of science to e e ]
longevity.

itron-plants could only be grown in a swel-

tering hot and damp climate. Venus alone in
the System had sufficient warmth and humidity
—and swampy Venus had not enough dry land
for z}.e necessary. plantations. So Roo, planet of
distant Ar] was selected as the nearest star-
world meeting all conditions.

Benevolence Is The Policy

aniel Crewe made a statement of Govern-
ment policy before the first colonists departed.

“We have not the slightest intention of estab-
lishing territorial claims over Roo,” he declared.
“Such inter-stellar imperialism, while it might
yield temporary glory, would in the long run
lead to disaster,

g policy is that Roo belongs to its own
people, backward thou%h they now may be.

11 endeavor

Sirius Expeditions in that strange st:
i e
around the huge, hot sun and its dark, cold com-
panion. It cient to say that the discovery
SRR e e e e

known as the Slecpers because they suspended
animation during the cold part of their world’s
orblt, proved the resilient ‘adaptability of the
human stock to almost any planetary condition
whatsoever.

At the time the Third Sirius Expedition started,
the first expedition to Altair rel
triumph with its tales of that golden wu's witlda

ta educate those people to cwllusnon and self-
government. 1t must be so on any other star-
world to which we go.”

That policy of the System Government bids
fair in some future day to re-establish the com-
munity of trade and travel between the stars that
long ago existed un

But that is sull in the far future. For a lon;
time to come, the galaxy's hosts of stars an
worlds will remain a mysterious wilderness
whose riddles will only gradually be solved by
star-roving explorers.

Pioneer John Buckmaster fights against heavy odds to make a barren
planet bloom anew in FOG OVER VENUS, a complete novel by ARTHUR
K. BARNES featured in the Winter issue of our companion magazine
THRILLING WONDER STORIES—now on sale, only 15¢ at all stands!
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With a shrick, Haeckel fell forward on his face

DEATH BY PROXY

By MALCOLM JAMESON
When a Dangerous Axis Spy Appears in Two

Places at the Same Time, Cliff Hayward, America’s
Ace Scientific Agent, Finds Himself in a Tough Spot!

ERHAPS it was the oppressive dark-
ness, which impelled Cliff Howard to

get up and draw back the curtains.

For a moment he stood looking out over the

moon lighted, blacked-out capital, then

metched out again on the leather couch in
o

ice.
It had been his hope to get in at least a few

hours’ sleep before morning. His plans for
the marvelous QQ-gun had been completed
late that night and he wanted to be as clear-
eyed as possible when he presented it in the
morning to the General Staff. But a vague
Testlessness, almost an uneasiness, had
thwarted him and sleep would not come.
Beyond the locked and bolted office doop
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he could hear the tread of the sentries cease-
lessly pacing their posts in the brilli
corridor. Within, the details of the dar]:cned
office, now illuninated by the beams of the
moon, pouring through the securely locked
window, stood out distinctly to his gloom-
accustomed eyes.

There, in the opposite corner, staod the
clothes rack on which his major’s blouse
hung, a symbol of rank which meant little
to him. He was, primarily, a scientist. His
glance shifted to the broad desk where lay
his drawings and descrlptlve letter, ghostily
white in the moonlight.

What would not Hitler's generals give for
a peep at them! But it was not likely they
would get the desired peep. This War De-
partment annex was too well guarded.

Hawyard took off his shoes, and relaxed
again on the couch. He must have another
try at sleep. Then, abruptly, he sat up,
startled by he knew not what.

Wasn't that the slow breathing of another
man, the squeak of slightly moved furniture?

rom his dark corner beside the window,
Hayward stared into the gloom that en-
veloped most of the office. Reason told him
no one else could be in the room, yet a
sixth sense insisted there was.

Suddenly, unmistably, he saw the intruder.
A man of good height, was standing in the
far corner. Startled and amazed, hardly able
to credit his eyesight, Hayward sat up and
stared.

The man moved forward and stepped into
the band of moonlight. He drew back the
chair as if it belonged to him, and calmly sat
down at the desk. Reaching out, he pulled
the drawings to him.

Now clearly visible in the pale light, Hay-
ward could see that the intruder was hatless
and wore his hair in a crisp Prussian pom pa-
dour. It was at this moment the prowler pto-
duced the flashlight and cast its pencil-like
beam onto the ray gun drawings. There was
a swift intake of his breath as he compre-
hended the nature of what lay before him.

Hayward had seen enough. With elaborate
caution, he eased himself off the couch,
thankful for the quietness of his unshod feet.
Then catlike he sprang and caught the in-
truder in an iron grip. The chair overturned,
spilling them both in the deep shadow beyond
the desk. Hayward loosened one hand and
smashed a blow into his adversary’s face.
There was a grunt and a muffled curse in
what sounded like German. Tightening his
clench, Hayward tried for a headlock. And
then—his hands were empty!

INCREDULOUS, helashed out about him

savagely,amazed that the man had slipped
out of his grasp. But the man had van-
ished! Hayward was alone in the room.
With a growl he sprang to his feet, found

the wall switch and snapped on the bright
lights.

Hayward stood blinking, staring in disbe-
lief atound him. There stood the desk, th
¢ouch, and the clothes-tree but the mysteri-
ous prowler had indeed disappeared. Only
the overturned chair and the crumpled rug
were evidences of what had happened. But
Hayward was pogitive he had neither slept
nor dreamed. His right hand, still tingling
from the blow he had struck attested the
reality of the incident.

He strode to the door and examined its
fastenings. The spring lock was on, the
inner bolt was -shot. No man could have
passed through that door and bolted it be-
hind him. Nevertheless Hayward opened
the door and saw the three sentries stationed
there. They told him no one else had been in
the hall. All were trustworthy men.

Hayward shut the door and inspected the
fastened window. Dust lay in its cracks and
the burglar alarm was intact and in good
order. After searching the room minutely,
once more, he gave it up, smiling crookedly.
He was being absurd. It was, of course, a
dream A realistic dream, n

Then he saw the alien flashlight lymg under
the desk on the floor!

On the afternoon of the day following this
incident, Hayward paid a visit to the office of
the Semor Security Officer. Messengers were
coming and going. The SSO talked, from
time to time, over the telephone.

“Frankly, I think you’ Te workmg too hard,”
said the Security Officer. “Call everything off
for awhile, get sick leave, and go to one of
our sanitariums for a good rest. You're
havmg hallucinations, that’s all.”

“But the fingerprints, the flashlight, the
photos, the description, and my black eye,”
insisted Hayward aghast at the mans scep-
ticism. “You can’t laugh those off.”

“I can’t laugh off three thousand miles,
either,” said the SSO. “I admit your identi-
fication seems perfect. This, this—what’s his
name?”

“Ernst Haeckel.”

“Ernst Haeckel may possess the miracul-
ous ability to be in two places at once, but
I don’t believe it. And you'll have a taugh
time making a jury believe it. And don’t
forget you'll have to convince a jury’s he’s
a spy and a traitor.”

“Pm not forgetting,” said Hayward sourly.
He stared down at the heap of documents in
his lap.

To his mind they were sufficient evidence.
On top lay the report of the Bureau of Identi-
fication. They had found fingerprints on the
flashlight, two more of the same on the desk
top, and a smudge on the chair. The prints
were identical with those of one
Haeckel, formerly registered as an enemy
alien, but since naturalized. Hayward
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glanced at the card.

Haeckel, Ernst. Born Germany, 1908. First
entered U. S. 1933, Visited Germany annually
until 1938, not since, Occupation: college
professor, "teacher of physics, writer of tech-
nical books, lecturer. Now head of Phylicl
ege,
Pottsdown, California. Stands well in pmfel-
sion and has good reputation. known con-
nection with German-American Bund or other
subversive organization.

A photograph had been taken that very
morning in California and radioed to Wash-
ington. It showed the man with whom Hay-
ward had fought. Most significantly this
picture disclosed the man had a bruised and
swollen eye, and a slight cut on the cheek.

Hayward doubled up his fist and regarded
the scuffed knuckles thoughtfully. Not many
hours earlier that fist had thudded into the
eye of some one who was the double of this
man and who had the same whorls and loops
on, hll ﬁngemps

'his is the man who broke into my
ofﬁce last night” said Hayward doggedly,
slapping the documents on the desi “T
knocked him over, and socked him.”

“And then he vanished!” The SSO burst
into a loud laugh. Hayward found it pe-
culiarly lrntatmg “My dear fellow, you are
overwrought”

“Don’t ‘my dear fellow’ me,” growled Hay-
ward testily. “Shoot me the rest of the stuff
your operatives have uncovered and we'll call
it a day. What I do about it after that will
be my business.”

“Very well,” said the SSO, picking up a
memorandum pad. His thoughts were obvi-
ous. He would humor Hayward and get rid
of him. After that he would wash his hands
of the silly case. -

“To begin with,” proceeded the Security
Officer, “you must bear in mind the difference
between here and the West Coast. Your
alleged encounter took place shortly after
two o’clock, which would be a few minutes
past eleven last night, California time. The

Haeckel’s manner was furtive, but attribute
it to the fact that he had just had an accident
;nd did not want to be seen with a bruised
ace.”

“Hah!” snorted Hayward.

The SSO showed annoyance. “Pleasel
Haeckel admits freely he was out of sight
from eleven to eleven ten, but ridicules the
possibility of making a round trip to Wash~
ington in ten minutes. And he says he mis-
placed the flashlight some months ago and
supposes it must have fallen into criminal

ands. As to the black eye, he accounts for
that by the laboratory accident.”

CLIFF HAYWARD could not repress a
frown at this information.

“Hmph,” he remarked. “How come an
enemy alien has a secret laboratory in times
like these?”

“He obtained permision to conduct psychic
research. His experiments have nothing to
do with military matters. Dr. Haeckel is
the world’s foremost specialist in Psycho-

opics.”

“Psycho-what ?” e\)ﬁ(}:gadcd Hayward, sit-
ting bolt upright, “ at kind of pishposh
is that? I hold a Ph. D. in physics, and I
never heard of any such branch of science.”

“It has to do with—er— homorphosis,
'or something like that,” said the SSO lamely.
“Spectral materialization and that sort of
thing. A variety of spiritualistic activity, so
to speak.”

“Bosh l" commented Hayward, rising in
disgust. “Well, I'm going to take your ad-
vice. I'm app]ymg for indefinite leave That
airtight alibi is too much for me.”

“I think you’re wise,” said the SSO, blandly.
He missed the biting sarcasm of Hayward’s
words,

Cliff Hayward did not make undue haste
in leaving Washington. He was now con-
vinced that Emst Haeckel was an interna-
tional spy and the man who had entered
his room. He was also certain he was deal-
ing with a dangerously clever opponent.

y s own was

moment the report
was received, we got our western operatives
on long distance and they went at once to
P Polytech to

“Dr. Ernst Haetkel was found and ques-
tioned. So were other persons. Last night
Haeckel was seen twice by two msmucton

By discreet inquiry he learned a
number of things. ore than one govern-
ment agency reported that many of their
plans and decisions were known to the enemy
almost as soon as they were made. Yet pains-
taking investigation had failed to reveal the
source of the leaks.

who were grading student
room opposite to his laborartory. They state
he entered his laboratory, which he uses for
conducting experiments at quarter of eleven.

hey heard the whir of a_machine he has
built there. At about ten minutes past eleven
it suddenly stopped and Haeckel came out,
looking rather agitated. He hurried down
the hall without dropping in to say the cus-
tomary good night. Both professors agree

T had no
case agamst'}heckel whatever. Circumstan-
tial evidence was nullified by the manifest
impossibility of his having been on the scene
of the crime at the times of their occurrence,
Moreover, motive could only be inferred.
There was nothing to show Haeckel had
conveyed information to the enemy. No
court in the land would entertain charges
without proof,
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Hayward spent a few days at the Congres-
sional ¢ Libraty, learning about Haeckel’s
Theory of Phychoscopics. For jerkwater
Pottsdown Polytech, bucked up over having
a celebrated foreign scientist on its faculty,
had published all his papers on the subject.

Hayward often felt impelled to hold his
nose while digging through the treatises, so
outrageously bad they were, yet he found
them absorbing reading. Despite his ejacu-
lations of “Poppycock” and “Rubbish,” he
plowed on, growing surer than ever he was
dealing, not with mistaken science or the
pseudo-science of a charlatan, but a clever
smokescreen to cover an ominous activity.

In the end he gathered up the

hind closed doors, but his arranging for wit-
nesses indicated that he could indeed be in
two places at once. If so, the open spaces
would certify, since he was here, he could
not have been elsewhere, despite any mo-
mentary glimpse or fleeting contact such as
Hayward had received. It made the prob-
lem vast&v more difficult, too intricate for
existing legal procedure. Hayward would
have to solve the man’s method, and then
deal with him outside the law. It promised
to be tricky business.

JLATER in the evening he returned to the
Physics Building for the lecture.

and turned them back to the librarian. They
bore the titles, “An Analysis of Multidimen-
sional Phantasmal Structure,” “The Psycho-
scopnc Approach to Psychomorphism,” and

Theory It was the last and seemingly most

most.

Psychoscopy, as nearly as he could make
out, was a weird hodge-podge of telepathy
and clairvoyance, seasoned with spiritualism
and pure hokum. By using ESP as the con-
necting link, Haeckel had managed to tie up
his fantastu; theory to the neo-Einsteinian
doctrine of the interrelation of time, space
and gravity. Leaving out the many pages
of meaningles mathematic symbols, it all
added up to the claim that Haeckel could
project himself through space and occupy at
will the “soul” of any dlsembodled entity.

“A nice out, if he can do it,” growled Hay-
ward, thinking of how impossible it would be
to convict a_ghost of crime. “I don’t believe
it but I'm flitting out to California by the
next plane, for a look.”

On the plane west he tried to unsnarl hls
tangled hunches. Of one thing he was posi-
tive. It had been no ghost his knuckles had
struck, but Ernst Haeckel. Haytard racked
his memory regarding space-time warps and
such other legerdemain of modern physics.
But no science could account for what had
happened. These questions were still plagu-
ing him when his taxi rolled up to the main
building of Polytechnic.

“Yes, Dr. Haeckel i is here and will be glad
to answer questions,” he was told by the
Registrar. “You should come tonight at ten
when he has his regular public seance.”

“He has public showm? ”

“Oh, yes. He’s been holding them for the
last four days. Hereafter, he expects to give
demonstrations regularly. Lately he per-
fected his technique.”

see,” said Haeckel. He believed
Haeckel had become alarmed at the close
squeak of the week before, and had arranged
to establish ironclad alibis. Hayward’s curi-
osity reached fever pitch. Heretofore the
man had done his space-jumping from be-

Haeckel’s y was about thirty feet
square, carpeted in black plush, with the
walls painted a dead black and brightly illu-
minated. The “psychoscope” stood in the
middle of the room. semi-circular row
of seats faced a stool that was the only piece
of furniture in the other half of the room.
A number of well dressed men were already
seated in the chairs, but Hayward stood
for a moment, sizing up the details of the
strange machine.

The machine consisted of three huge oval
lenses, each as high as a man, ranged one
behind the other on a stand. Between each
pair stood a giant vacuum tube, and atop
the end lenses were helical coils which served
as antennae. Hayward recalled the descrip-
tion in the pamphlets. The inner antenna
was supposed to pick up the operator’s

“soul,” push it through the first lens, and
on to the last, where it emerged to mingle
with_the “lost soul” somewhere in the great
outside. The tubes farnished the power for
the operatmn, convemng the operator’s

“psychic energy “electro-magnetic-gravi-
tational guanta” m tune with the sought for
alien spirit. So ran the mumbo-jumbo.

Hayward seated himself and looked at the

gazme the usher had handed him, an issue

f “True Phantom Tales” One of the ar-
tlcles was marked in blue pencil. It con-
cerned a maniac who had been lynched in a
nearby town. According to legends, his
ghost still haunted the dark lanes of the
village, jumping out from behind bushes and
yelling “Boo !” at pedestrians.

Hayward got no further than this. A stir
among the persons about him caused him to
lift his head. The eminent Dr. Ernst Haeckel
had entered. the room.

Hayward could not repress a start. The
brusk Prussian who strode into the room
and glared about him was the identical man
who had invaded his office. There could be
no mistake about that. After favoring the
spectators with a curt nod, Haeckel walked
over to the machine, ad]usted several dials,
picked up what appe: o be a portable
control p-d and |eat|:d hxmself on the stool.

sat back with a bored air to await
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the introductory remarks. A bewhiskered
gentleman, obviously one of the faculty, got
up and began talking in a drier-than-dust
voice.

He described the machine. But the thing
which interested Hayward was the assertion
the machine could only be used by Haeckel
personally, since it was “especially attuned

monies. “It is quite a shock to enter an alien
personality. He is fatigued. Be quiet.
Presently Haeckel came to with a ]erk and
snapped off the current. He bowed stiffly
to the audience and stalked out of the room.
Then a loud-speaker was cut in and the
master-of-ceremonies let the witnesses listen
in on the phone call from Mossdale. It was
the i commit-

to his psyche and therefore
dangerous in other hands.” At length the
professor cleared his throat and delivered
himself of the business of the evening.

“Tonight,” he said, “Dr. Haeckel will re-
sume his studies of the Maniac Ghost of
Mossdale, as he did last evening. Newcomers
have been furnished with an account of the
ghost’s habits. You all know we have in
Mossdale tonight a committee of psychic
research workers who will check on what the
doctor reports. Later they will convey to
us their findings. On another night you
who are here may go into the field and see
the ghost in action. What we are demon-
strating here is that machine-controlled tele-
pathy is a reality.

“One more word. It must be understood
that Dr. Haeckel acts solely in the capacity
of an observer and a reporter. He is in no
way responsible for the existence or actions
of the spectre of Mossdale. I thank you.”

Hayward expected the lights to be dimmed
but this was not done. Haeckel merely
punched a button and the tubes began to
glow and make a small purring sound.
Everyone watched Haeckel, who simply
stared ahead. saying nothmg Hayward
noted down the time.

“He is testing rccepnvnty whispered the
announcer. “Sh-h-h.”

The test took the better part of a half
hour. Then Haeckel clicked more switches
and resumed his glassy stare, and again Hay-
ward noted the time.

“We're in Mossdale now,” said the an-
nouncer. Presently Haeckel began to speak
in a dead, flat voice.

“I am in the shack where they killed me,”
Haeckel droned. “I take shape. I step out
into the night. There are men hiding behind
the trees, watching me, and they do not ap-
pear to be afraid. Aha, I will fool them! I
will vanish Ha, I have vanished.”

THERE was a considerable pause. “Now
I am a block farther on and there is no
one in sight,” went on Haeckel. “Oh, it is the
servant girl that works for Mrs. Simons. I
lie in wait. She comes. I spring out and
shriek at her, and she runs, terrified. Ha
ha, ha!”

‘That went on for a while longer, with var-
iations. Later Haeckel fell silent, twiddled
with his dials, and continued to sit.

“He is regaining his own personality,”
murmured the professor in charge of Cere-

the

tee reporting. He confirmed the materializa-
tion of the ghost, and its quick disappear-
ance. No one had seen him clearly. But
they aded, citizens had reported the appari-
tion to the police. The Simons maid had
collapsed from shock. That was the end of
the message.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” said the profes-
sor, dismising the crowd.

Hayward walked back to his hotel. He felt
slightly dazed. He could not fathom
Haeckel’s purpose. When Hayward reached
his room, he went to bed, more mystified than
ever.

At breakfast next morning he came upon
an item in the paper that aroused his suspi-
cions afresh. It was an AP item under the
Washington date line. The paragraph read:

Between one and two this morning a watch-
man in the State Department fired a shot at a
man engaged in rifling the desk of one of the
under-secretaries, but failed to hit him. The
prowler vanished just as the watchman was
pulling the trigger. The watchman was rushed
to St. Elizabeth’s Hospital, for observation.

“Hmm,” murmured Hayward, taking out
his notes. Between ten and eleven, local
time, was when Haeckel was “testing.” Could
he have used the interval to make a flying
psychic trip to Washington? If so, he had
admirable control of his emotions. The only
movement Hayward had noticed during the
seance was the occasional lifting of Haeckel’s

oot.

“Foot!” Hayward jumped as the thought
hit him. Why, of course. The actual cur-
rent control was a foot switch concealed
beneath the carpet. In the Mossdale sequence
Haeckel had evaded the physchic research
committee by lifting his foot to cut off the
current. Thus Hayward had found one more
piece of the jigsaw puzzle. However Haeckel

his cra ts
was clear that he had them “under control
at all times. Let his pseudo-self be en-
dangered and he could instantly extricate
himself by breaking the connection. When
he had seen the watchman about to fire, he
saved himself by lifting his toe.

As Hayward ate eggs, he digested his
newest hunch. He decided the middle part
of the seance was staged to provide an alibi.
The test _Beﬂod gave time for a spying expe-
dition. hird and last phase, the so-
called allowed Haeckel an

“rest period,”
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for o his
If space meant nothing to the psychoscope,
why could he not jump as readily to the
Chancellory in Berlin as to Mossdale or
‘Washington? Small wonder the FBI had
failed to find suspicious connections! Noth-
ing tangible existed.

Hayward attended two more seances. No
startling event happened, which was not
astonishing as it was not likely that Haeckel’s
astral double would be surprised in the act
of spying on every occasion. So Hayward
speculated about what would have occurred
if the watchman’s bullet had hit before the
specter vanished. ould Haeckel have
dropped dead on the stool? Probably. For
when Hayward had walloped the spec!ral
counterpart, Haeckel, in California, blos-
somed forth with the shiner. Hayward de-
cided to take a little trip to Mossdale.

At Mossdale, the next afternoon, Hay-
ward interviewed the town policeman. He
was a big, outspoken man named Timothy
Trigg.

“Spook, my eye,” exclaimed Trigg bellig-
erently. “Alonzo Snood has been dead these
ten years, and he’s never stirred in his grave
until them dotty long-haired spook hunters
started foolin’ around. Forgetit. Don’t pay
no attention. I been walkin’ the street
around here at all hours and I know.”

“But what about the Simons’ maid?” asked
Howard. “Something scared her.”

“Just a fool, pretendin’ to be a ghost. Let
me lay hands on him and I'll break every
bone in his body! I won’t arrest him, not
mel”

“You’re a man after my own hean, Trigg,”
said Hayward. “Listen to thi

Hayward talked to Trigg for an hour,
telling him much of what he suspected. He
felt that the honest constable was a man to
be trusted. Trigg nodded and made a few
suggestions of his own. Then they planned
their strategy for that night and parted.

It was Hayward who saw the ghost first,
at about half past ten. Trigg has told him
that the so-called apparitions occurred only
in the darkest spots, so Hayward had hid-
den himself in a hedge alongside the darkest
path he could find, There was a street light
a block away, too far off to lighten the path
beside which he waited. He turned his back
on the light expecting Haeckel would come
from the opposite or dark direction. But it
did not develop that way.

t Hayward heard first was the crunch
of feet on gravel. Since it hardly seemed
likely a materialized astral body wauld have
weight, he twisted his head, expecting to see
some belated Mossdale citizen approaching.
Then he received the surprise of his life.
‘The man who was advancing could be seen
only in silhouette, but he looked solid
enough, and remarkably like Haeckel. Yet

when he came squarely between Hayward
and the street light, the concealed watcher
gasped. The light showed through his body!

ASTON!SHMENT swept over Hayward.

How could a phantom be solid enough
to have demonstrable weight, yet gossamer
enough to transmit light? It was true that
the light appeared dimmer and slightly
blurred when viewed through the specter,
but it shone through nevertheless. But Hay-
ward had no time to unravel the mystery,
for the astral Haeckel was abreast of him
and passing. Hayward gathered himself for
the spring, then leaped.

He struck from behind, reaching this time
with both hands for the throat. What his
fingers found was solid, despite its trans-
parency, and he tightened them with all his
might. The “ghost” made strangling sounds
and writhed in his grasp.

nd then, as in Washington, the specter
vanished. Hayward tumbled forward on
his face, clutching nothingness. He hit the
ground hard, rolled over and sat up grin-
ning. A swxf! glance at his watch told
him the time. It was 10:52. He concluded,
and concluded rightly, that the haunting was
over for the day. He hurried to the small
station hou&e, left open for him by Trigg,
who was in ambush at another spot. The
moment he got there he telephoned Potts-
down, a person-to-person call from the chair-
man of the Psychic Research Committee to
Dr. Haeckel. Presently the reply came back.
It was not from Herr Doktor, but from
Pottsdown central.

“Dr. Haeckel has been taken ill,” said the
voice sweetly,. “Will anyone else do?”

“III? Is he too ill to talk? It is important.”

“Sorry. He can’t talk just now, He has
a bad attack of coughing.”

Hayward hung up.

“He ought to cough he muttered, “after
the way I squeezed his windpipe. must
look for finger bruises on his throat to-
morrow.”

When Trigg came, Hayward told him what
had occurred.

“He’ll come again, Trigg. Sooner or later
you'll get a crack at himi.. Remember this,
unless you knock him out instantly, hell
vanish. The only way I know of to bring
him down for keeps is to hit him with a
baseball bat. And,” he added grimly, “If
it don’t work, try shooting.”

“I'll do that,” promius Trigg. “There’s
no law against taking potshots at ghosts.”

It was a week after that, despite nightly
seances, before the constable, Trigg, got in
his lick with the club. That night Hayward
was in the laboratory. When the blow was
struck in distant Mossdale, Dr. Haeckel's
jaw dropped and his face went lax, The
next instant he toppled off his stool, and as
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he toppled the current went off. Haeckel
was only stunned momentarily, for by the
time the excited onlookers reached him, he
was scrambling to his feet. He took off his
headset, rubbed the back of his head, and
murmured something about having used too
strong a current. - The witnesses went back
to their chairs, Haeckel looked at them un-
certainly, as if willing to call it a night,
but at the sight of their expectant eager-
ness, he reseated himself, altered the dials,
and started the machine again.

“He is going to brazen it out,” thought
Hayward, in grudging admiration. “Not
everyone would go back for more after
being laid out with a baseball bat.”

Haeckel resumed his monologue. Hay-
ward noted he had put himself in an alto-
gether different spot in Mossdale. Haeckel’s
astral self roamed on, met two frightened
pedestrians and roused their fears by laugh-
ing at them horribly. Then he said he had
entered a little lane near the haunted shack
wherein he dwelt in daytime. At that point
the seance came to an abrupt and dramatic

Haeckel as always, was wearing light-
colored clothing, and gazing into the lens
with his usual deadpan expression, when
suddenly his face was contorted with pain,
Simultaneously a bright red stain spread
over the breast of his snowy shirt. With a
shriek, he fell forward on his face. Instantly
spectators dashed to his aid. One was a
doctor. Another a sprightly young girl re-
porter from one of the news services who
rughed up and started to take copious notes.

“Everybody stay as you are,” called out
the doctor after a swift examination. “This
man has been shot. This must be investi-
gated. I'm taking him to the X-ray room.”

Everyone sat uneasily after the doctor and
patient had gone, each regarding his neigh-
bor with suspicion. Which of them had fired
the shot? And how?

Presently the doctorcameback. He wore
a puzzled expression.

“I would have sworn that was a gunshot
wound,” he said. “The entrance hole is
characteristic, and the clavicle is splintered,
but there is no hole of exit, and no bullet
inside. It is inconceivable that a bullet
would go in a half inch and then cease to
exist. It must have been an old wound
which reopened.”

Talking excitedly, the guests began to
leave. Hayward rushed to a phone.

“It's no good, Mr. Hayward,” came Trigg’s
voice over the wire. “I waylaid that feller
and knocked him cold, but he disappeared.
I connected all right, and—well, he just
wasn’t there. . Then I thinks he’ll pop up
near the haunted house, so I go there. Pretty
soon I see him coming. t time I used
my gun. I never took more careful aim.

I hit him all right, ’cause I saw him fall,
but when I ran over to him there was
nothing on the ground but a spot of blood
about as big as my hand. Cussed if I don’t
believe he is a ghost.”

“Keep your shirt on, Trigg,” advised Hay-
ward. “You did fine. But we’ll have to lay
off until we find something better.”

After hanging up, Hayward concluded
that Haeckel actually could be in two places
at the same time, yet not be all at two
places at once, only half and half. And
then the true explananon hit him. That
was it! At certain periods Haeckel was
transferring himself back and forth with be-
wildering rapidity. That was why his pro-
jected image was transparent. He was in
and out, first there and then not there, like
the blade of a whirling electric fan, which
creates an illusion like a brass disk, even
to the glint of the headlight, yet which can
be seen through.

IMMEDIATELY Hayward asked himself

why the Haeckel in the laboratory had
not also appeared transparent? The answer
was simple. Haeckel looked solid for the
reason that he dressed in pale clothes and
sat under bright lights against a dead back-
ground. One could not see through him
any more than he could through the gauze
backdrops of theatres, when the backstage is
dark and the footlights on.

This discovery galvanized Hayward into
activity. During his stay in Pottsdown he
had made friends with several of the in-
structors. Now he hunted up one, a reliable
man named Merriam, who shared Hayward’s
distrust and dislike of Dr. Haeckel. Hay-
ward found Merriam willing to assist.

It took them several days and it cost
Hayward a ten dollar tip to the janitor, but
by the time the next seance came due they
were ready for their test. During the next
seance Haeckel did notsend his astral self to
the
possibilities of that hamlet, but to another
place, in Arizona, where the ghost of an
old prospector was said to roam. The change
of the field of operation did not bother Hay-
ward greatly, for on this night he was only
mterested in the laboratory end.

“Oh, boy, now DPve got something,”
breathed Hayward, sighting through the
instrument he had constructed in the ad-
joining room. Peeping through the strobo-
scope, while Haeckel was still “testing,” Mer-
riam and he had ample time to stud;
Haeckel’s appearance. nce they had their
instrument synchronized, the Prussian
looked solid and normal. But another ad-
justment of the stroboscope showed only an
empty stool. The Dr. Haeckel the witnesses
thought they were looking at was only there
half the time, flickering on and off like the
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ictures on a movie screen, but giving an
lusion of :ohdxlg

Later that night, Hayward made a grim
decision. He had no qualms about being an
executioner, but he shrank from murder.
Yet Haeckel had to go. His machine was
too dangerous to the existence of the nation,
In this situation Hayward could not go to
the authorities, for it was impossible to
prove where Haeckel went in the periods
when he was not talking. That might be
aboard one of our ﬁagshlps at sea, listening
in on vital orders, or in the council chambers
of the Axis chiefs, reporting what he had
heard. He was an enemy with power to
do unlimited damage, and must be eliminated
before any other valuable information was
stolen. Yet he could not be attacked di-
rectly.

Haywnrd visited Mossdale. Trigg’s face
lighted up as he heard the plan. If Hay-
ward would pay traveling expenses, he
would be glad to go to Arizona and take
on the phantom prospector for the final
round.

When did he start?

“Now,” said Hayward, and shook Trigg’s
hand.

Hayward was ready for that last
and fatal seance, It started Of in the routine
way, with Haeckel chanting out the scene as
he saw it in the sunbaked gully known as
Pozo Diablo, except that it was then mid-
night and a full moon was directly overhead.
His control, the old prospector, it developed,
had been savagely tortured and killed by
Indians, and his ghost haunted the spot to
this day.

“I am walking down the arroyo,”
Haeckel’s monotonous voice. “I am wary,
for accursed redskins may be lurking behmrl
houlder!a I turn into the Escondida—I—

Haeckel screamed shrilly and clutched at
his heart with both hands. Then he fell off
the stool tearing all

came

There were no other marks, yet Dr. Haeckel
was dead.

An amazing autopsy followed. Just below
the sternum the doctor found and picked
out a pencil thin piece of wood about a
half inch long. How it got there was a
mystery. There was nothing beneath. But
inside the right ventricle of the heart was
found another such piece, .and the posterior
wall of the heart was punctured. A third
bit of cylindrical wood was wedged between
two ribs near the spine, piercing the skin
of the back. The doctor threw up his hands.

“Pll never report this,” he announced.
“I have a reputation to consider. I'm calling
it heart failure due to the presence of for-
eign matter in the ventricle.”

Hayward and Merriam walked away.

“What happened?” asked Merriam. “1
don’t get it.”

Hayward considered carefully how to
phrase his answer.

“I do not know exactly how it was that
Haeckel projected himself through the ma-
chine or how he managed to make his double
perform various acts. We only know he
did it, It amused him to play the ghost,
and that's always a dangerous thing to do.
Once before some victim shot at him, for
we saw the bullet hole.”

“Yes,” admitted Merriam. “But it didn’t
g0, through and there was no bullet.”

't forget how the image here and
the imnge there oscillated back and forth
through the machine,” Hayward reminded
him. “To shoot either one of them was like
shooting at the props of a plane in flight.
A bullet might shatter a blade by chance, but
it is more likely to miss. You would have
better luck by throwing a slow moving ob-
ject Eke a rock, or better still, poke a crow-

r through. Then it would be there long
enough to register. That is the only sure
wag of smkmg something that flickers on
and off.

loose as he dropped. He writhed for a mo-
ment and lay still. The spectators rushed to
him.

Hayward was among the first to arrive.
He ripped open Haeckel’s shirt. There was
nothing to see. But the doctor was along-
side and he tore the cotton garment entirely
off. All that was visible was a small piece
of wood protruding from the back with a
few drops of blood ocozing out beside it.

”” said Merriam,
Ibout those little broken sticks?”
arts of an arrow,” explained Hayward.
“The rest of the fragments must be lying
in the Arizona arroyo. The other ugmentl
went through when Haeckel wasn’t there.”
“I see,” said Merriam, comprehending at
last. ‘Who could have shot him, do you
suppos;
“An Indmn, I guess,” sald Hayward,
“Probably a good Indian!®

“But what
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OTHO FINDS A MASCOT

On the tiny asteroid of a hermit, the famous android
discovers hi® moon-mimic, Oog, which after much
goading, stages a Battle Of The Ages with Grag’s Eek!

T WAS one of the countless asteroids that
whirl between the orbits of Mars and Jupi-
ter. It was only a tiny warld]et hut it was

green and forest-covered and parklike, with a
thin atmosphere and gleaming litle streams and
akes.

Flame-birds darted in shining trails above the
forests. Asteroid-rats scurried beneath the flat
fronds of the trees. The hum of insects, the sigh
of the breeze through the foliage and flowers,
these were the only sounds to break the silence.
For this asteroid had but one human inhabitant.

He was an old man, this hermit of space—
an Earthman, and something of a fanatic. For
in the midst of an expanding scientific civiliza-
ﬁon, he was a bitter opponent of scientific prog-

An eccentric rebel who had come to this

recogmzed a certain strain of bitter truth in the
old Earthman’s condemnation of that science.

“He’s a corrective,” Captain Future answer
when_the others wondermgly asked the reason
for his liking. “Whenever I get too vain about
what we modern men are doing with science, I
like to hear the old boy point out just how much
we haven’t

It on_the hermits little asteroid that
Otho ﬁnsl)y found what he had been looking for

—a pet that would outshine Grag’s mascot.

OTHO SEEKS PET
Ever since Grag had adopted the moon-pup
Eek as a pet, Otho had been secretly a little
jeglous. He had resolved fo outdo Grag
Tm so blasied tired of hearing Grag d

Tonsly_little asteroid,

himself here without tools or instruments, build-

ing his own cabin, cultivating his own food, and

living completely out of the rush of Solar civili-
n.

FUTUREMEN VISIT HERMIT
The Futuremen were the only visitors to the
hermit’s little world. They had first chanced
upon it in running down certain pirates. Since

then, they had stopped here more than once.
0Oddly enough, Curt Newton liked the old man.
He, the supreme wizard of modern Solar science,

MEET THE FUTUREMEN!

In this department, which will be a regular feature
whenever a Captain Future Novel is used in this
magazine, we acquaint you further with the compan-
ions of Curt Newton whom you have met in our com-
plete book-length novel. Here you are told the off-
the-record stories of their lives and anecdotes

about p’s abilities, that
I'm going to fix him for good " Otho told Curt
Newton. “I mean to grab myself some kind of

2 litle critter that will make Eek's life miserable
Wbt

pup?” ewio]
No, Il find some kind of animal that will not
only be smarter than Eek but will also be able

m thrash the life out of Eek. Grag will go wild,

are you going to do—get another moon-
asked.

8 the asteroid of the hermit, Otho on this
particular morning noticed a small beast gambol-
ing near the Comet. It was short-legged, and
fat and white, with a round head whose two
incongruously big, solemn eyes gave it an irre-
sistibly comic appearance.

Otho started toward it with casual interest.
Spotting his approach, the little animal, suddenly
underwent an astounding transformation.

A STRANGE CREATURE

The fat, doughy-looking white body and head

from their careers. Follow tl
closely, for it contains many interesting and fasci-
nating facts to supplement those you read in the
featured novels.

seemed to flow and twist and change color at
the same time. In a second, the little beast had
changed itself into a perfect replica of an or-
dinary asteroid-rabbit.
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“What the devill Am I seeing things?” yelled

He started toward the asteroid-rabbit. It

bogped away among some grs s, in, its

ly changed with protean rapidity. Now it had
become a perfect slmulacrum of o gray stone.

Otho yelled for the others. en Captain
Future came with the hermit, the mdrmd ‘point-
ed excitedly at the thing.

“First it was a little fat white animal, then it
changed into an asteroid-rabbit, now it's a stone!
1 must be going crazy.”

The old eccentric stepped forward and uttered
a shrill whistle. The gray stone suddenly changed
back into a little white animal, looking solemnly
up at them.

“It's a meteor-mimic,” said the hermit,
“There’s a few of them on this asteroid and
they've got tame because I never hurt them.

And are they pests! Thekv fool me a dozen times
a day with their tricks.

METEOR-MIMICS ARE RARE

Captain Future was interested. “I've heard
of meteor -mimics, but this is the first I've seen,
They're a rare speexes, living only on a few
the smaller asteroxds

ow - the devil does the critter accomplish
those changes?” Otho wanted to know.

“They’re one of the strangest species o System
life known,” ewton said. “These meteor-
mimics have xll their vital organs in a compact
core at the center of their bodies. The rest of
the body is merely a mass of loosely organized
cells whose_struct: e creature can almost
instantly shift by an n effort of will. Undoubtedly,
they evolved this perfect camouflage-capacity as
a method of defense.”

Otho’s enthusiasm kindled. “Say, this is just
the mascot I've been looking for! One that will
be able to give Eek the licking of his life.”

Captain Future grinned. “It’s certainly appro-
priate as a pet for a disguise-expert like yourself.
But I'm not so sure it can Eek”

“of se it can—when it can change itself
into any kind of creature it desires!” Otho point-
ed out. He chortled. Grag. gomg to get the
shock of his life! This will kill him.

HERMIT COMPLAINS OF PESTS

The hermit made no objection to giving up
the meteor-mimic. “Wish you could take them
all,” he growled. “Every time I turn around the
litfle pests fool me by looking like something
else.

Nor was it hard for Otho to make friends with
the little animal. Oog, as he decided on the spot
to name his pet, was the friendliest beast alive.
In ten minutes, he was snuggling contentedly in
Otho’s arm.

As they went to the ship to rejoin Grag and
Slmon Wright, Otho could not contain his el

“For all these months, I've been listening to
Grag’s boasting about that miserable moon-pup.
Wait tll he sees Oog clean up the floor with

ek has got wicked tegth and claws,” Captain
Future reminded Otho. I wauldnt be too sure
about ow this scrap Wll! turn cut 2

a0 Gan erow teeth and, claws better than
Otho retorted. “What's more, Eek is the

bnggest coward ahve. scared of his own shadow.
't have a ch:

they re]omed the others in the Comet,

Grsg stared scornfully at Otho's new acquisition.
“That heap of dough for a pet?” scoffed Grag.

“Why, it's the  stupidest-looking beast I ever

saw in my li
"Stupld is lt”’ said Otho. “Just watch this.”
G PLAYS A TRICK

He ‘wt Oog down beside a mass of books on
Simon sk, and then clapped his hands sharp-

Instantly, Oog

perfectly camou-

Iy to scarue the meteor-mimic.
to _another book,
ﬂagmg himself.

Otho stroked him ta reassure him, and he
changed back to his normal shape. The android
luoked proudly at Grag.
ing!” Grag said “It
nges me the creeps to see it twist and change
like that. I hope = you ’re not really going to take
it along wm.

“Not only is # going along with me, Otho
replied, “bitt T want to. warn you to keep Eek
out of its way. I'd sort of hate to see it make a
punchmg bag out of that poor, dim-witted little
moon-j

Grag. B g challenge 2 expected “That
thmg mxke a punching-bag of Eek?” he boomed

hy, you're xpsce-strucw Eek would
tear that bag of dough wide open.”
“We'll soon sce,” Otho alﬁrmed “Bring out
your ln}sle pest, if you want to watch him

a thr
THEY PREPARE FOR WAR

Grag wrathfully agreed. He went into the
cyc-room and soon stalked back with the moon-
pup in his grasp.

Eek was chewing a scrap of silver and looking
very contented with the world. Then the moon-
pup’s beady eyes fell on Oog, and he stared
fixedly.

They put the two small animals down on the
floor, while Captain Future watched, grinning.

“Go in and mop him up, Oog,” hissed Otho.
“Change yourself into a moon-snake and squeeze
him to death, or make like a Jovian junglecat
and scare him right out of his skin.”

Grag_was similarly admonishing his
He spoke aloud, thaugh it was his thought it
e hoped the te n-pup was getting.

. Show that dis lg(ustmg I G

on th:s ship, Eek! Give him the beating of his

ey watched intently as ch and Eek slowly
approached each other, , Otho felt on

e verge of his hition. A "moment more
would see the end of Grag's boastings.

FRIENDLY WARRIORS

Then the totally unexpected happened. Oog
sniffed at Eek in friendly fashion. Eek, in
eyed the meteor-mimic without hostility. They

against each other affectionately. Finally
they lay down together as if they were the best
friends in the world.

“That's not the idea, Ooj
dismayed. “You're suppos
up and tear into him.”

Grag_indignantly remonstrated with Eek
the same vein. But it was all without eﬂecL
The two just would not fight.

¥ exclaimed Otho,
to be tough. Get
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The truth was that Oog was too friendly a
creature to start a fight without reason.

k was a confirned pacifist, who regarded all
ﬁghung with distaste.

urging of Grag and Otho, in the weeks
that fellowes, eould not ineite & batile. - To the
disgust of both masters, Oog and Eek loved each
other like brothers.

“Eek is too big-hearted to pick on Oog”
Grag later. “But he'll turn on him some day, an
that'll be the end of poor Oog. Better get i
of him, Otho. It's not as though the critter was

o tise?” cried Otho. “T suppose it wasn't
Oog that saved all our necks on Venus last
month

OOG SAVES FUTUREMEN
e was referring to an episode in which Oog’s
strange ability of shape-shifting had given ster-
ling service at a critical juncture,

e Futuremen had been imprisoned deep in
the marshes of Venus by the hirelings of a cer-
tain mterplanetar{ crimnal whom_they were
trailin, been entirely without
‘weapons.

But Oog was with them. By dint of much
patient effort, Otho had finally succeeded in get-
ting Oog to change himself into the perfect
simulacrum of a high-powered atomic bomb.
With the fake bomb that was Oog, they had
bluffed their way out of their imprisonment.

“That was just a fluke,” Grag retorted dis-
dainfully. “And it doesn’t make up for the
nuisance of having Oog around. Every time I
gt tg pick up anything, it's apt to change into

sald

“Fek is the real pest on this ship,” declared
Otho. “Chewing up every bit of metal he can
get his teeth into. Everytime I think of all the
instruments and apparatus he’s ruined, I get

sore”
A CEASELESS DEBATE

e argument went on endlessly in the months
hat e Again and again, the two masters
tried to get their two pets into a scrap, but al-
ways without success.

It was not that cither wanted the others
mascot really hurt. Each simply wanted to see

Otho, Grag and Captain Future were working
in main room of the Moon-laboratory, that
day. Otho was using an atomic welder to fasten
copper bars into the mechanism they were con-
structing.

Oog, playing around Otho’s feet, amused him-
self by changing himself abruptly into a perfect
replica of a big copper

By il fortune, at this parhcular moment, Eek
came ambling into the room. He looked around.
His beady eyes fixed on the big bar of copper
on the floor.
Now if there was one metal that Eek loved to
devour most of all, it was copper. He almost
drooled as he s ]Erang forward and fastened his
sharp teeth in that luscious metal bar.

Next moment the Futuremen heard a_startled
yelp of pain and rage : and a scuffle under their
feet. They looked

Oog, who had changed baek wlth the speed
of light to his own doughy white shape, was
standing stiff-legged and g!armg at Eek. Then,
growling, the meteor-mimic advanced toward
the moon-pup.

“By space, they're at it at last!” Otho exclaimed
excif “Here's where we finally see

ited];
get } his {:eatmg"’

and up to , Eek!” boomed Grag. “Knock
the dayl)ght out of him.”

00G OPENS ATTACK
Next moment, Oog had jumped. His fat white
body and the gray, agile one of Eek whirled
ov;‘xl; aMdEek d with
en ’s strong paws, paws equipped witl
diamond-hard talons_that could dig metal out

of pure rock, came into play. With a rake
those powerful paws he sent Oog fiying against
the wall.

pGrae cheered deafeningly. “That's the stuf,

Oog shook_himself, then_came determinedly
back towsrd his oppenent. Eck was waiting, hiy
e raised for another blow.
paused suddenly. His twisted,
), s s F color. Suddenly, he
was an exact replica of Eek
Tt was as though two Eeks faced each other
on the floor, adg:n(l:mg toward each other and
1

then Iockmg in
laimed Otho, startled.

his own pet give the other a harmless
50 as to be able to crow about it.
“You might as well glve up egging them on,”
Captain Future advised finally. “The more you
try to stir up bad-blood between them, the more
they love each other.”
lt was true. Eek and Oog had became the
ry Damon and Pythias of the outﬂt They
slept curled up together in the s: 3
They sought each other out on Al ocoasions.
They might have been long-lost brothers,
Otho used all his mgemu:’]; in stratagems to
break up this bea\mful friendship. He and Grag
by now had bet heir possessions on
would win a ﬁght of the pets, but they couldn’t
get the fight sta
Then, at last, what they had been vainly try-
for happened by pure accident. Oog and Eek,
at long last, fell one day to fighting.
It was the first and last time that the two
pets ever scrapped, and it was a scrap that had
a totally unexpected outcome.

“He ﬁgumd Eek’s paws were too strong for him,
so he made hxmse just like Eek. But which
of them is wl
iceakveisTas) posslbllxty of distinguishing be-
tween the real and the as they
scrambled around on the floor in their struggle.
But soon it became evident that one Eek was
giving the other a terrible whipping. In a few
moments, one of the two identical antagonisu
deserted the struggle and retreated out of the
room at mp speed, with the other in pursuit.
“That g doing the chasing!” Otho
clumed, a.s he and the others started after them.
razy—it was Eek! Oog was running
ior hls hfe" retorted Grag.
GENTLEMEN, THE WINNAH!

5 (52 o | Gy, b v ]
Q.hrough one zfter another of the Moon-labora-
tory’s branching chambers and corridors.

It was not until an hour later, in the under-
(Concluded on page 112)



The Island Of Unreason

By EDMOND HAMILTON

Allan Mann of City 72 discovers a realistic solution that
might have cured the evils of 20th Century barbarism!

HE Director of City 72,
North American Divi-
sion 16, looked up in-
quiringly from his desk at his
“ assistant.
“The next case is Allan

AT el sarios e

“The prisoner is ready?”
asked the Director, and when
his iubordmnw nadded he
ordered, “Send him in.

The prisoner was a young man in the regula-
tion sleeveless white shirt and white shorts, with
the blue square of Mechanical Department
on his shoulde:

He look:g agouns 3;& big ofﬁce, at ttl::zkey-
boards of the big calculating and predicf ma-
chines, at the televisor disks ?glm which
could be seen cities half around the world, and
at broad windows that looked out across the huge
cubical metal buildings of City 72.

The Director read from a sheet on his desk.
“Allan Mann, the accused, was apprehended two
dap's ago on a charge of breach of reason.

“The specific charge is that Allan Mann, who
had been working two years on development of
a new atomic motor, refused rn over his
work to Michael Russ, Serial Number One-eight-
seven-seven-R-six, when ordered to do so by a
superior. He could give no reasonable cause for
his refusal but said only he had developed the
new motor for two years and wanted to finish it
himself. As this was a plain breach of reason,
officers were called.”

The Director looked up at the prisoner. “Have
you any defense, Allan

The young man ﬁushed “No, sir, I have not.
1 realize I was wrong.”

“Why did you rebel against your superior’s
order? Did he not tell you Mlchael Russ was
better fitted to develop your motor?”

“He did, yes” Allan Mann answered. “But I
had worked on the motor so long I wanted to

ish it myself, even though it took longer. I
realize it was unreasonable of m

The Director bent earnestly forwi

ard. “You
are right, Allan Mann, it was unreasonable of
you. It was a blow at our modern world-civili-
zation!”

He raised & lean finger in emphasis. “What is
it, Mann, that has buit up the’present
world-state out of a mass of warring nations?
What has eliminated conflict, fear, poverty, hard-

Copyright, 1933, Stellar
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ahlp from the world? What but reason?

eason raised man from the beast-like
level he formerly ocaupied to hls present status,
In the old days very ground was occupled
by a city called New York where men struggled
wlth exch other blindly, with infinite waste and

“All that has been changed. The old emotions
have been overruled. Reason has brought us up
from the barbarism of the Twentieth Century. To
commlt a breach of reason has become a serious
crime.”

B TH the Director's calm statement,
Allan Mann wilted. “I realize that, sir,” he
said. ‘It is my hope my breach o reason will
be regarded only as a temporary aberration.”

“I do so regard it,” the Director said. “I'am
sure now_you realize the wrongness of your
conduct. But this explanation of your act does
not excuse it You ,must be corrected in the

%Vspeclﬁ.ed by

hat correcnon"" asked Allan Mann.

The Director considered him. “You are not
the first person to let irrational emotions sway
im. These atavistic returns are becoming rarer,
but they still occur. '
“Long ago we devised a plan for the correc-
tion of these unreasonables, as we call them. We
do not punish them, course, for to inflict
punishment on anyone for wrong-doing would
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Hara went down like a sack of meal

be itself unreasonable. We try instead to cure
them. We send them to what we call the Island
of Unreasnn

t is a small island a few hundred miles
nut at sea from this coast. There are taken all the
unreasonables and there they are left. No form
of government exists on the island and only un-
reasonables live there. They are not given any of
the comforts of life but instead must live as best
they may in primitive fashion.

“If they fight or attack each other, it is noth-
ing to us. If the 1y steal from each other, we care
not. For living like that, in a place where there
isno rule of reason, they soon come to see what
swh a society would be like. They see and never
forget and most of them, when their sentence

is finished and they are brought back, are only
e glad for the rest of their lives fo live in
reasonable fashion. Though a few incorrigible
unreasonables must stay on the island all their

“It is to this island that all guilty of breach
of reason must be sent, So, as provided by law,
1 sentence you to go there.”

“To the island of unreason’” Allan Mann said,
dismay plain in his face. “But for how long?”

“We never tell those sent there how long
their sentence is to be,” the Director told him.
“We want them to feel that they have a lifetime
ahead of them on the island and this brings the
lesson home to them. When your sentence is
finished, the guard»ﬂier who takes you, will go
there to brmg you back.’

He stood up. “Have you any complaint to make
against thJs senmme

‘Allan Mann_was silent, then spoke in sub-
dued voice. “ No, sir, it is but reasonable that I
be corrected according to custom.”

The Director smiled. “I am glad to see that
you are already recovering. When your sentence
has expired I hope to see you completely cured.”

The guard-flier split the air like a slim metal
torpedo as it hurtled eastward over the gray
ocean. Long minutes before, the coastline had
faded from sight behind and now, beneath the
noonday sun, there extended the horizons
only the gray wastes of the empty ocean.

llan Mann regarded it from the flier’s win-
dow with deepening dismay. Reared in the great
cities, like every other member of civilized
humanity, he had an inborn dislike of this soli-
tude. He sought to evade it temporarily by con-
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versing with the two guards who, with a pilot,
were the flier’s other occupants. But Allan found
they disliked to talk much to unreasonsble&
“Itll be in sight in a few minutes” one of
them said in answer to question. “Soon
enouih for you, I guess.”
Xo you land me?” Allan asked.
“Theres some kind of city?”

“A city on the island of unreason?” The guard
shook his head. “Of course not. Those unrea-
sonables couldn’t cooperate long enough on any-
thing to bmld any kmd of a city.

“But rt ‘of o place for us to
live, isn't there"’ asked Allan Mann anxiously.

“No place but what you find fo
said the guard unsympathetically.
unreasonables do have a kind of vlllage of huts
but the rest of them just run wild.

“But even those must sleep and eat,” insisted
Allan with all the firm faith of his kind in the
omnipresence of bed and food and hygienic
amusements provided by a paternal government.”

“They sleep in the best places they can find,
I suppose” said the guard. “They eat fruits and
berries and kill small animals lnd eat them.’

“Eat animals!” Allan Mann, of the world’s
fiftieth generation of vegetarians, was so shocked
by the revolting thought that he sat silent until
the %ﬂot roned over his shoulder, “Island

A ooked anxiously down with the guards
the flier circled, came back and dropped in a
spiral toward the island.

a large island, just an oblong bit
ot Ty o e s e
slecping pea-monster. Dense graen forest covered
its low hills and shallow ravines and extended
down to the shelving sandy bea
To Allan Mann it looked aavage, ) wild, forbid-

e smoke nsmg in several thin curls
from s it this evidence
of man’s presence repelled Tather chan reassured
him. Those smokes came from crude fires where
men were perhaps scorching and eating the flesh
of ]ately-lwmg gs!
-flier dipped lower, shot along the
beach R o oo i air-jets
spuming up sand.
“Out with you,” said the chief guard as he
opened the door. “Can’t stay here but a moment."
Allan Mann, stepping down onto the hot sand,
ier's door as a k to cxvxhza—
tion. “You'll come back for me when my sentence
lS up"” he cried. “You'll know where to find

"We’!l find %o“ if you’re on the island but
don’t worry al that—maybe your sentence
was life.” The chief guard grinned. “If it wasn't,
welll get you unless some unreasonable
killed you.

‘Killed me?” said Allan, aghast. ‘Do
mean to say that they kill each other”’

“They do, and with pleasure,” said the guard.
“Better get off this beach before you're seen.
Remember, you're not living with the reasonable
people now.”

With the slam of its door the guard-flier’s
jets roared and it shot upward Allan Mann
watched, stupefied, as it rose, circled in the sun-
shine like a gleaming gull and then headed back

you

westward. Sickly, he watched it vanish west-
ward, toward the land where people were rea-
sonable and life went safely and smoothly with-
out the dangers that threatened him here.

With a start Allan Mann realized that he was
increasing his danger by, remaining out on the
open beach where he might easily be seen by
anyone m the woods. He could not yet conceive

1y an; the unreasonables might want to
Yill him but he feared the worst, Allan Mann
started Closmay the beach toward the woods.

His feet slipped in the hot sands and, thous
Allan was physically perfect like all other citi-
zens of the modern world, he found progreas
difficult, Fach moment he. expected to see
Hordalollyelling]intssamiablss appea along tha
beach. He quite forgot that he was a condemned
unreasonable himself, and saw himself as a lone

savage island.

He reached the woods and plumped down be-
hind a bush, panting for breath and looking this
way nnd tha The forest was hot and silent, a

place of green gloom pillared by bars of golden
aunllght tha struck down through chinks in
leafy canopy above. Allan heard birds c}u!termg
around him.

He considered his predicament. He must live
on this island for an unguessable length of time.
It might be a month, a year, even many years.
He saw now how true was the fact that th

prisoner’s ignorance of his senoeme s length m:
t all the o felt. Why, he might, as the guard
had said, have to spend all his life on the island!

He tried to tell himself that this was 1mprob-
able and that his sentence could not
severe. But no matter what its length, he must
Drepare to ].we here. The essennals were shelter

ood, and escape from the other unreason-

able& He deﬂded that he would first find some

secluded spot for a shelter, construct one, and

ind berries or fruits such as the

guard had mentmned Meat was not to be thought
of without revulsion,

Cautiously Allan Mann got to his feet and
looked about. The green forest seemed still and
peaceful but he peopled it with myriad dangers.
From behind every bush menacing eyes mx@t
be spying on him. Nevertheless, he must
a more hidden spot and so he started in mrou
the woods, determined to keep away from the
island’s western end where he had seen the
smokes.

Allan Mann had gone but a do‘len fearful steps
when he stopped short, whis ugh the
brush someone was crashing toward hime e

s panic-stricken mmd not the time to
think of flight before t] ﬁgure emerged
from the brush beslde hxm, then at sight of him
recoiled.

It was a girl clad in a stained, ragged tunic.
Her limbs showed brown below its tattered hem,
her black hair was cut short and, as she threw
herself back from him in alarm, a short spear in
ll:er right hand flashed up ready to dart toward

Had he made a move toward her the spear
would have been driven at him, but he stood as
quivering and startled as she. Gradually as they
gonfronted each other, the fact tha

harmlase became apparent to the girl and some
e tiaftarrsrllattjiie duee)
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Y ET, with her gaze still upon him she backed
cautiously away until just behind her were
some dense bushes. With a
ured her, she survey
You're new?” she said. “I saw the flier come””
“New?” said Allan mystified,
“New to the island, I mean,”
“They just left you, dldnt the;
AT e e et L R AT
“Yes, they just left me. It was breach of rea-
s
“Of course” she said, “That's what we're all
here for, we unreasonables. Those old fogies of
dirgctors send someone here every few days or

qmck escape thus

" she said quickly.

At this heretical

His muscles were in the pink of condition but
he now found that running from danger through
a forest was oddly different from running be-
neath the sunlamps of one of the great city gym-
nasiums, There was a tightness across his chest,
2 cold at his spinc, as he heard the hoarse voices

ind.

Lita looked back, her face white through its
brown. Allan Mann told himself that there was
no reason why he should follow this girl into
trouble. Before he could formulate thé thought
further they emerged into a small clearing just as
from one it there crashed another man.

A bull-like roar of triumph went up and Allan
Mann saw_ that e man was a barrel-bodied,
\ red hair on his

of the
of the reasonable worch Allan Mann smed
“Why shouldn't they send them?” he demanded.
“Its only fair they should correct unreason-
ables”
Her bright black eyes widened. “You don’t talk
like an unreasonable.” she accused him.
“I should hope not,” he returned. “I committed
a breach of reason, but I realize it and I'm sorry

i she ssid,} and seemed disappointed
“What's your name? Mine’s Lita.”
“M.me lS Allan Mann. My serial nunber—"

e stopped.

A bird had called loudly back in the woods

and the sound had seemed to recall something
5;:1 and bring fear back into her eyes.

“We'd better get uut oi here,” she said qmckly
“Hara will be along. He was chasing me”

“Chasing you?” Allan remembered with a cold
feeling the guard’s warning. “Who is Hara?”

“Hara’s boss of the island. He’s a lifer they
just brought a few weeks ago but he's beaten

all the strongest men.

“You mean that they fight here to see who is
to be the leader?” Allan asked incredulously.

Lita nodded.

“Of course they do. This isn’t back in civiliza-
tion where the best mind ranks highest, you
know. And Hara’s after me. 2

“He wants to kill you?

“Of course not! He wants me for his woman
and I won’t consent. I never will, either.” The
black eyes flashed.

Allan Mann felt that he had strayed into some

mystif new world. woman?’ he saic
wn.h knitted brows.

Lita nodded impatiently. “When people here
mate there’s no Eugenic Board to assign them to
each other, so they simply fight for mates. Hara
has been after me and I won’t have him. He got
angry today and said he'd make me, but I fled
from the village. When he and some of the others
started after me, I was—listen!”

Lita stopped, and Allan, listening with her,
heard from somewhere in the woot int
trampling and crashing, a hoarse voice calling
and others answerin; g

“They're coming!” Lita eried.

“But they can't—" Allan started to say,
and then was cut off as he found himself running
with the girl through the woods.

_Branches tore at his shorts and briars pﬂcked
legs savagely as they forced their

thro the brush. Lita led him inward townrd

the island’s center and Allan struggled to keep

“Come on,

head and chest, s hard oo \ikhted. He graspe
Lita’s arm as the girl swiftly shrank back
side Allan.
Haral” she panted, trying in vain to break

"eRan away, eh?” he said savagely and then his
eyes took in Allan Mann. “And with this white-
iaced sheep! Well we'll see whether he'’s good
a girl away from Hara!” He

scnwled at Allen. “YouVve no spear or clu® so
we'll make it fists!”

Tossing his own club and spear to the ground,
he advancecl with balled han

mean?” asked Allan dazedly.

“Flght, of course!” bellowed Hara. “You want-

ed this girl and you can fight me for her!”

A\LLAN MANN thought swiftly. Against this
brutal fighter he wouxd have small chance.
Now, if ever, use the reason that is
man’s advantage over che brute.

“But I don't want her!” he said.
to fight for her!

Hara stopped in sheer surprise and Allan
saw Lita's dark eyes stare at “Don’t want
fo fight?” eried Hara. “Then run, rat And as
he sn.axl'led that in contempt he turned to grasp

e girl.

As he turned Allan stooped swiftly, scooped
up his heavy club and slammed it against the
back of Hara’s neek red-head went down
like a sack o

ome on®” cried Allan tensely to Lita. “Be-
fore he comes to we can iet away—quick!”

y rushed in © the brush. Soon they heard
du ca].hng voices become suddenly noisy, then
die away. They stopped,

“That was brain-work,” ‘54 Allan Mann
exultantly. “He won't come to for an hour.”

Lita looked scornfully at him. “That wasn’t
fmr ﬁghtmg. she said.

Allan Mann was aghast. “Fair fighting?” he
repeated. “But surely when you wanted to_get
away from him, you didn't expect me to fight
with my fists

“Tt wasn't fsu " she repeated. “You hit him
when he wasn't fooking and that’s cowardly.”

If Allan Mann had not been super-civilized
he would have sworn. S

“But what's wrong about it?” he asked, be-
wildered. * “Surely it's only reasonable for me to
use cunning against his strength?”

“We don't care much on this island about be-
ing_reasonable—you ought to know 7 she
told him. “We do heheve in fighting fair.”

“In that case y get away from him the
next time yoursslt" he i furiously, “You un

“I don’t want
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reasonables—” A thought struck him. “How did
you come to be sent to this island anyway?”

Lita smiled. “I'm a lifer. So are Hara and most
of Lhe others at the village.”

‘A lifer? What did you do o get a life-sentence
m th\s horrible place?”

ell, six months ago the Eugenic Board in my
city assigned me a mate. I refused to have him.
The Board had me charged wlth breach of rea-
son and when 1 persisted in my refusal, I was
sentenced here for life.”

“No wonder," breathed Allan Mann. “To re-
fuse the mate the Board assxgned' I  never heard
of such a thing. Why did you do

“I didn’t like the way he looked at me, ? said
Lita, as though that explained evesythis

Allan Mann shook his head helplessly‘ He
could not understand the thought-processes of

se unreasonables.

“We'd better get on into the island” Lita was
saying. “Hara will come to in a little while and
he will be angry and will want to catch you.”

At that thou ht Allan’s blood ran cold. He
could picture the big Hara in bull-like rage.
The thought of himself in the fnp of those hairy
hands was terrifying. He stoo up with Lita and
looked apprehensively around.

“Which way?” he asked in a whisper.

She nodded toward the island’s center “The
‘woods in Lhere will be best. We'll have to avoid
the village.”

ey started through the woods. Lita went
first, ier spear ready at all times. Allan fol-
lowed. After a few minutes he picked up a heavy
section of hard wood that would make an effec-
tive club at need. He held the weapon awkward-
ly as they went on.

They were penetrxtmg into deeper woods, and
it was all a strange Wo rld to Allan. He knew
forests only as seen fros ier, green masses

at lay between the great cities. Now he was

lown in one, part sects,
the small animals in the brush, all of these were
new to him. More than once Lita had to cau-
tion him as he made a noise in stepping on dry
sticks. The girl went as quietly as a cat through
the woods.

They climbed a slope and went over its n
On the ridge Lita halted to point out to him
clearing at the island’s west end that held the
village, a score or more of solid log cabms Smoke
curled from their chimneys and ann
saw men standing about and chlldren playing
in the sunlight clearing. He was_deeply inter-
ested by this village, But Lita led him onward.

TLE, woods about them were now so_dense
that Allan felt more safe, He had aquired a
certain confidence of step. Then he was sud-
denly startled out of it. A rabbit dashed by un-
der their feet, bolting for cover. Lita's short spear
flashed like a streak of light. The rabbit rolled
over and over and then lay still. The girl ran
and picked it up, turned and held up the furry
thing with her face exultant. It would be their
im. Allan stared at her in-
He felt m revolted by her act as
his ancestors of generations before would have
been by a murder. He tried not to show Lita
how he regarded
en they reached a tiny gully deep in the
woods, Lita stopped. The sun was sinking and

already darkness was invading the forest. They
would spend the night there, Lita told him, and
she began construction of two tiny branch-
shelters.

Under her orders Allan tore branches from the
trees and stacked them.
to correct

tent. they had finished, before them
Fiood two fairly ot Httle ECeVAISR Rby
at thess sheltass that had been brought out of
?othmg, for the first time felt a certain re:
or

et o, Sy ot i ol
she took from a pouch at her belt, she con-
structed a fire. He found the business of elicit-

ing and nursing the sparks intensely engrossing.
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show smoke above the darkening woods or to be
seen for far.

She calmly cleaned the rabbit then. Allan
watched her in entranced horror. When
finished she began to roast it.

She offered him a red bit on a stick, to roast
for himself. “I can't eat that!” he said sickly.

Lita looked at him, then smiled. “I was the
game way when 1 came to the island,” she said.
“All of us are but we

“Tke eating the flesh of another liying crea-
ture?” Allen said. “T'l never like that.”

“You will when you're hungry enough,” she
Rl calts Mand foneribfonronstingthakres et
the rabbit,

Allan, watching her eat the browned meat,
became'aware that-he was already hungry. Ho
had not eaten since

He contrasted that morning meal in the Nutri-
tion Dispensary, with its automatic service
mushy pre-digested foods, with this place.

It was too dark for him to look for berries. He

the girl eat. The smell of
ety which at first he had found re-
volting, did not n ad.

Go-ahead, eat 117 Lita told him, handing him
one of the roasted bits. “No matter how bad it
is, it's only reasonable to eat anything that w:ll
keep you living, isn't it?”

Allan’s face cleared and he nodded. It cer-
tainly was only reasonable to eat what was at
hand in necessity.

“I don't_think I can do it, though” he said,
eying the browned bit.

He bit gmgerly lnto it. At the thought that
he had in his mouth the flesh of another once-
i T e almost revolted. But
with an effort he swallowed :

YeiwaalHiot aaid | didiot seeni]uinpleasaut) Thara
were_certain juices—quite unlike the foods o
the Nutrition Dispensary, he thought. He reached
doubtfully for another piece.

From behind her Tashes, with a secret smile,
Lita watched him eat another piece and then
e st the vabbic. Hls fours ashod with the
unaccustomed labor of chewing but his stomach
sent up messages of gladness. He did not stop
until all of the rabbit was gone and then he
went back to some of es he had already
discarded and polished them off more thorough-

.
He looked up at last, greasy of hands, to meet
ta’s enigmatic expression. Allan flushed.
“It was only reasonable to eat all of it, since it
had to be eaten,” he defended himself.
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“Did you like it?” she said.

“What has liking got to do with the nutritive
quﬁlmes of food?” he countered.

ita
They put out the fire and retired to the two
huts. Lita kept her spear but he retained his
club. She showed him how b close wp his hut
once he was inside.

For a time Allan Mann !ay awake in the dark-
ness on the branch-bed she had built. It was
uncomfortable, he foun

e could not but contrast it with his neat
léed back in the dormitory that was his home in
it

How ‘long would it be before he was again in
it, he wondered. How long—

Allan sat up, rubbing his eyes, to find bright

sunlight filtering through the interstices of his
leafy shelter. He had slept on the branches after
all, and soundly. Yet he felt stiff and sore as he
got to his feet and went out.

IS, /AS stil carly moming though the sun-
light was bright. The other hut was empty
and Lita was not anywhere in sight.

Allan felt a sudden sense of ajarm. Had any-
thing happened to Yis companion?

was about to risk calling aloud when

A pe o i faeiTea neTepn Yot
she emerged from them. Her hands were full of
bright red little berries.
o Breakfast,” she smiled at him. “I¢s all there

*The ey ate them. “What are we going to do
now?” asked Allan,

Lita’s brows knit. “I don’t dare go back to
the village yet. Hara might be there. Neither can
vou €2 nov, after what you did.

don’t want to go there” Allan protested
qumkly He had no desire to face any more un-
reasonables like the one he had mq

d better keep moving on into the island,”
she sald “We can live for a while in the woot
anyway.”

They started off, the girl with her spear and
Allan bringing his rude club.

e soreness and stiffness quickly left Allan’s
muscles as they moved on. He found a certain
pleasure in this tramp through the sun-dappled

eard no sign of
their cautiousness a little.
ann found out.

Something struck him a numbing blow on the
left arm and he turned to find two ragged men
charging fiercely from a clump of brush.

One of them had flung his club to stun Allan.
The other now rushed forward with bludgeon
upraised. There was no possible chance to flee

r to use strategy. With the blind desperate
terror of a cornered animal Allan Mann struck
wild out with his own club at the onrushing

atta
e kenocked the club spinning fro m the other’s
hand by his first wild blow. He heard Lita cry
out, but he was now gne amuck with terror,
was showering crazy blows upon his opponent.
Then Allan became suddenly aware that the
other was no longer standing before him but lay
stunned at his feet. The second man was run-
mngta pl up his club.
ar flashed at the running man and

ursuit and relaxed
t was a mistake, as

missed. But as the man bent for his weapon
Allsn swung his club in a mighty blow.

‘miss e stooping man by a foot. But
Allan s terrific swing seemed to unnerve him for
he abandoned his weapon and took to his heels,
running back into the woods.

“Hara!” he yelled hoarsely = be ran. “Hara,
here the
pnn%lto the side of theypantmg Allan.
“You re not hurt?” she cried. ou beat them
both. It was wonderful!”

But Allan Mann’s sudden insanit
him and he felt only terror. “He’ll
and the rest here!” Ie cried. “We've got to flee.”

The girl picked up her spear and they hastened
ORiY it Tia toree Blh eV Il Rl oA nier CA T A s 1oes,
behind them now.

“You needn’t be so afraid when you can fight
like that” Lita exclaimed as they hurried on,
but Allan shook his head.

“I didn’t know what I was doing! This terrible
place with its fighting and turmoil and craziness
—it's even got me acting as unreasonably as the
others. If I ever get away from here.”

The calling voices were louder and closer
behind them as the two ran on. There seemed
a dozen or more pursuers,

Allan thought he could distinguish the bull-
like voice of Hara At thought of that red-haired
giant his body we

He and the glr! stumbled down still another

ooded slope and emerged suddenly onto an
open beach, the blue sea beyond.

“They've driven us clear to the eastern end
of the island’’’ Allan cried. “We can’t go any
f;:r'her and we can’t hope to slip back through
them.”

ITA halted seemed to make a sudden deci-
sion, , you can get back through them,”
she told him. “I’ll stay out here on the beach and
they'll rush out toward me when
ItIl give you a chance to get back through the
woods.”

had_left

“But T can't go like that and leave you for
Hara to capture,” said Allan in dismay.

“Why not? It wouldn’t be reasonable for you

and meet Hara, would it? You know
e would do to you.”

Allan shook his head. He was troubled. “No,
that wouldn’t be reasonable for it wouldn’t do
you any lﬁaod But even though it's unreasonable
T don't like to g

“Go and go qulckly' Lita urged, pushing him
back towar: the dense woods. “They’ll be here
in a moment?

Allan Mann stepped reluccan antly toward the
woods, entered the concealing He sto Wed
looked back jo where Lita stood on the bea
He could now hear a tramping of brush as the
I e

elt samehow that there was a defect in his
reasonmg, ething wrong. Yet search as he
might he cor uld find nothing unreasonable in his
conduct. He had never seen this girl before the
preceding day, she was a life-term unreasonable,
and altogether it would be completely irrational
for him to imperil elf further with the
atavistic Hara for her sake This was indis-
putable. Ye
A big form crashed through the brush close
beside the hxdmg Allan and a triumphant bellow
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went up from Hara as he emerged onto the
beach and saw Lita. Before she could turn,
Hara had grasped her arm, tossed her spear aside.
The next instant all of Allan’s faculty of reason
was forgowen as with a crazy red tide of fury
running through his veins he 1eapt out onto the
beach.

“Let her go"’ he yelled and charged on Hara
wnh up-lifted cl

e red-| halred gxant spun about, released the
gu'l ‘As Allan swing in 4 ma he struck
Gut with his own club, shattering Allan's wea~
pon with smnmng force and knocking him back
onto

“So it’s ynu‘ boomed Hara. He dropped his
own club, clenched his huge fists. “All right, get
up and take what's coming to you this time.”

Allan felt as though some resistless outside
force was bringing him to his feet and hurling
him tow: ara.

He saw the hard, scowling face through a red
mist and then it shifted and as his clenched hand
suddenly hurt him he was aware that he had
struck Hara a stinging blow in the face.

Hara roared, swung furiously. Allan felt a
dazing impact and T, 5 e B B ey
scrambling up again from the sand and that
somethlrsg ‘warm was running over his cheek.

e dodged in upon Hara and this time raised
ith GEREI | Mah Crml L pere | i
at the red-head's face.

Something hard hit his chest with stunning
force, and the world, the beach, the blue sea
and sky rocked wildly.

His vision cleared momentarily and he saw
Hara's raging face and flailing fists, glimpsed be-
yond him other ragged men who were yelling as
they watched. Then again the feel of hot sand on
his ‘back made him aware that he was on the
ground and made him stri le up and forward.

He jabbed blindly with ts into the red
o A Eo A s dancing. There
was something running in his eyes that kept him
from seeing well but it seemed fo him that Hara's
face was

Something colliding with his head forced him
to his knees but he swayed up and struck again
with both fists. Now Hara's eyes held astonish-
ment as much s anger He was backing away
as Allan swung c

Allan felt his strengt.h fast running away,
hunched himself and then drove forward both
fists waist-high with all the weight of his bod:
behind them. He felt smashing blows on mou
and ear as he struck, but in the next instant
heard a gasp and gllmpsed Hara with face gray
top%lmg over on his side.

Allan was conscious of the bright sand
of the beach running up to meet his face. There
were men yelling and Lita crying somethmg

e was aware of Lita's arms s ting him,
her hands inisie/sometliing From his face. (Fer

ER hands became suddenly big and rough,
He opened his eyes and it was not Lita at
all but  white-clad @uiard who, stoodlover him:

Allan stared beyond him and saw not beach
and sea but the metal-walled interior of a small
flier. He could see the back of a pilot sitting in
the nose of the craft and could hear the roar of
air outside.

“Consclous at last, em' said the guard. “You've
been out for a half-hou

“But where—how? Allan struggled to say.

“You don’t remember?” the guard said. “I'm
not s S S (T o G e

, your sentence on the
ls]and was only one day. We came to get you and
found you'd apparently been having trouble with
one of the other unreasonables, but we picked
you up and Fettoted back. We're almost back to
City Seventy-two now.”

Allan Mann sat ,up; utterly dismayed. “But
Lita! Where's Lita?”

The guard stared. “You mean the girl unrea-
sonable who was there? Why, she’s still there, of
ceurse Shes a lifer. She mad : quite a fuss wi

lown and got

“But l don’t want to leave Lita there!” cried
Allan. “I tell you, I don’t want to leave her!”

“Don’t want to leave her?” repeated the aston-
ished guard. “Listen, you're being unreasonable
again. If you keep it up you'll get another sen-
tence to the island and it'll be more than a day!”

Allan looked keenly at him “You mean that
if 'm unreasonable enough they’d send me back
to the island—for life?”

“They sure would!” the guard declared. “You're
mighty lucky to get off with one day there this

e

Allan Mann did not answer nor did he speak

again until their destination was reached and be
ced the Director once more.

“The Director Jooked at his bruised face and
smiled. “Well, it seems that even one day on
the island has tnught You what 1t 1 to ive withe
out reason,” he

“Yes, lts Laught me that,” Allan answered.

“T am glad of it,” the Director told him. “‘Iou
realize now that my only motive in sending y
there Was to cure you of unreasonable tenden
cies.

Allan nodded quietly. “Tt would be about the
most unreasonable thing possible for me to re-
sent your efforts to cure and help me, wouldn'

ey, my
of un-

e Director smiled complacently;
boy, that would certainly be the height

eason.”
BN thought it would,” said Allan Mann in the
el quiet voice,
t came back—
he uards were wholly unsympathetic as
their ﬂler sped with Allan Mann for a second
time toward the island.

“It's your own fault you got a Me.semence
on the island,” the chief guard said. “Whoeve
FEET T s oW 05 O ey e
knocking down a Director?”

But Allan, unlistening, was gazing eagerly

ead. “There it is!” he bawled joyfully. “There’s
the island!”

“And you're g]ud to get back?” The chief gu:
gave up in disgust. “Of all the u.nnasomblu we
Ser carried, you' e e wm'st »

The flier sank down through the warm after-
noon sunlight and poised again above the sandy

eac!

Allan leapt out and started up the beach. He
did not hear what the guard shouted as the flier
rose and departed,

Nor did he look after it as it vanished this
time. He pressed along the beach and then



New Sickness and Accident Plan
Pays $25 Weekly Benefits

Costs Only $12 a Year—Down Payment $2.50—
Hospital Benefit Included

NEWARK, N. J.—The 58-year-old North
American Accident Insurance Company of
Chicago announces a new plan that pays $25
aweek for 10 weeks for both stated accidents
and sicknesses. Plus an additional $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 Premier Limited
Double Duty Policy is to bring sickness and
accident protection 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.
ble-indemnity:

North American Accident Insurance Com-
pany of Chicago is one of America’s great
insurance companies, the largesi and oldest
exclusive health and accident insurance com-
pany in this country. It has paid out over
$35,000,000 to grateful policyholders when
they needed help most. North American is
under the supervision of the Insurance
Departments of 47 states and District of
Columbia.

Men and women who would like full details
about this new plan are urged to write a letter
or postcard for a revealm booklet called
“Cash or S hy.” This klet is abso-

This new plan also has a d
feature 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 accident requires hospital confinement.
T e e e Hehar
up to $25 cash for doctor bills, even for a
minor accident such as a cut finger. In case of
death by a common accident, the policy pays
one thousand dollars cash to your family.
thousand dollars if caused by a travel accident.

In addition, it covers many common sick-
nesses such as pneumonia, cancer, appendici-
tis, etc., paying the weekly benefits whether
confined to home or hospital.

The entire cost is only $12 a year, and that
applies to 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. Pro-
tects you 24 hours a day. No reduction in ben-

lutely free It will come by ordinary mail,
without charge or obligation of any kind. No
one will call to deliver it. We suggest you get
a free copy by sending your name and address
with postal zone number to Premier Policy
Division, North American Accident Insurance
Co., 830 Broad Street, Dept. 117, Newark 2,
New Jersey.

FREE BOOKLET

North American Accident Insvronce Co.,
830 Broad St., Dept. 117, Newark 2, N. J.

Gentlemen:

Please mail me a copy of your FREE booklet,
“CASH OR SYMPATHY.” I understand there
is no obligation whatever, and that no one will
call on me to deliver this booklet.

NAME

efits regardless of age. No medical
tion is required.

Men and women who join the armed forces
will receive the full benefits of this protection
while in the United States.

ADDRESS ..
(e

.ZONE NO.....

.STATE....
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subscribers as soon as it is possible to book subscrip-
tions from India again. Sincerely—Palmerston, Mus-
e, U. P.,

Knowing how you fellows from Mussoorie are,
Astrogator Gunn, it's nice to know you've been
shown—if only (what am I talking about
“only’) a copy of SS. We haven't yet received
the weekly paper, but are looking forward to a
glimpse of it in the near future. Thanks for the
kind words.

PANDORA’S QUESTION BOX
By Peggy Maclntyre
Dear Sarge: 1 have been reading SS for quite

3 t
Jwi and an astrogator and what is the

TAit tn Saterdi on Just Bame iy ma
1iie B ong Hsdlt 8 ot especiany. ihe full-length
Bovel and VIBRATE! Eemanoy OVER

answer m:
Minneapolis, Minnesota.

e has more, she says. Shades of the black
nebulae, drag out another vat of Xeno, Wart-
ears, that one’s empty and I'm a man in need:
What has the Old Sarge done to deserve thi
No, don’t tell me, I can’t take it. But let’s take
the questions in order and toss them around
the outer galaxy as best we can.

Pee-lot, kiwi and astrogator—there’s a pretty
trio. Peggy, a pee-lot is a variation on pilot,
meaning, in this case, a space pilot. A kiwi is
listed in the_dictionary as a wingless bird from
New Zealand known in more formal circles as
the apteryx—here it carries roughly the conno-
tation of bub. An astrogator is one who navi-
gates by the stars. Actually, they all mean bub.
Which should settle that, Kiwi MacIntyre.

Next, Xeno. Your Sarge discovered the orig-
inal xEnn vines on a satellite of Arcturus while

easure jaunt some years back, has de-
veloped its distillation to its present high peak
in a variety of flavors—but with the same old
wallop in all. Drop in when you come by some
day. You'll never be the same—it's nectarean,
divine—whoosh, it’s wonderful!

Who is Joe Kennedy? Sorry, Peggy, that must
be a grammatical error. You must mean Joe
Kennedys, or Joes Kennedy or—oh, Pluto! Let
the Kennedys answer in person. Why does any-
body start this kind of stuff?

ulcan is a planet, supposed by famed French
astronomer Le Verrier to exist between Mercury
and the sun, thus accounting for certain unex-
plained aberrations in Mercury’s orbit. It was
named Vulcan after the Roman god of fire, and
its existence is still hotly debated among astron-
omers,

As for our BEMs and babes, you may call ’em
ghastly but there’s some as likes ’em! Including
Ye Sarge.

WELL!
Bg C. R. McClella:

=" (winter  STARTLING STORIES) C. Gip Siggline
E RADIATION OF THE CHINESE
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thraugh the woods towards the island’s western

He came into the clearing where was the vil-
lage of cabins. There were people in the clearing
and one of them saw Allan Mann, ran toward
him with a glad cry. It was a girl—it was Lita!

They met and somehow Allan found it natural
to be holding her in the curve of his arm as
she clnng to

“They took you away this morning!” she was
crymg 1 thought you'd never come bac
me back to stay,” Allan told her “I'm
a l|.fer now, mo He said it almost proudly.
‘You a lifer?” Rapidly he told her what he
had don

“1 dldn want to stay back there,” he said. “T
like it het!er here.

“So you're back, are you?” It was Hara's bull-
voice that sounded close beside them and Allan
spun with a snarl on his lips.

BUT Hara was grinning across all his bat-
te red face as he came forward and extended

to Allan. “Tm glad that you're back.
}l]t:u re '.he first man ever to knock me out and I
ike

‘Allan stared. “But you surely don‘t like me be-
cause I did that? It’s not reasonable.

A chorus of laughs from the men and women
gathered around cut him short. “Remember that
you're living on the island of unreason, lad!”
cried Hara.

“But Lita?” exclaimed Allan. “You can't have
i

“Calm yourself,” advised Hara with a grin. He
beckoned and a pert blond girl came out of the
others to him. k what was left by a flier
while you were gone, and with a life-sentence,
too, T forgot all about Lita when I saw her, didn't
1, darling?”

Yowd better,” she advised him, and then
smiled at Allan. “We're getting married this eve-

ing.”
“Marned"" he repeated, and Hara nodded and

sai

“Sure, by the old ceremonies like we use here.
We've a preacher who was sent here because
religion’s unreasonable, too, and he performs
marriages.”

Allan Mann turned to the girl in his arm, a
great new idea dawning across his brain. “Then
Lita, you and I—"

That evening after the double marriage had
been performed and those in the village were
engaged in noisy and completely irrational
merrymaking, Allan and Lita sat with Hara and
his bride on a at the island’s western end,
looking toward the last glow of sunset’s red
embers in the darkening sky,

e day,” ara, “when there’s a lot
more of us unreasonxbles we'll go back there and
take the world and make it all unreasonable and
inefficient and human again.”

“Some day!” Allan murmured.

"Somebody Tried to Kill Me—_
and He Didn't Look Human!”

OHN CARSTAIRS, the futureworld plant de-

tective and his secretary Vera Dorn were up
against the toughest problem of their lives when
they tackled the mysterious case of the Plutonian
moulage murder auras!

The attempt on Carstairs’ life by the strange
murder aura was only the beginning of a series of
astonishing adventures that befell Carstairs when
he became entangled in an enormous web of
crime spun by an interplanetary criminal whose
ingenuity and daring will surprise you!

g
H
H

For a thrill-packed novel of the future we refer you to THE HOLLOW WORLD,
by FRANK BELKNAP LONG—an amazing epic of the twenty-first century starring
those old favorites, John Carstairs and Vera Dorn, in their newest and most fantastic
roles.

If you've met John Carstairs before, you'll know what a grand novel you can expect—
if not, be sure to make his acquaintance in THE HOLLOW WORLD!

Coming in the Next Issue




"T'is 15 N0 DREAMED-UP HEADLINE 10 “tone
poem” conceived on an inspired typewriter. It's
the way the army explains the command “Fix
bayonets—charge!” Only the Infantry has it put

to them in these words. As one said:

Argonne oee New Guinea. .. Salerno. There’s
no this order—no retreating—no
nothing but plain killing.
Rlshtnow,thzmanofﬂmlnf are ad-
ing to the order of “kill or be

“T’ll remember those elevenwords the rest of
my life.”
ber? How can he forget them? They
describe the climax of the Infantryman’s assault
—they describe the most cold-blooded action on
a battlefield. Yet Infantry officers and menhave
advanced, countless times, to kill or be killed
«+.at Saratoga..,at New Orleans,.. the

killed. ” Remember this the next time you see
a doughboy on furlough. Remember this the
next time you almost forget to write that letter.
Remember it till your dying day. You can’t pay
the doughboy back—but at least you can be for~
ever mindful of A role in this fight for free-
dom. His last command may be to “Fix bayos,

nets—chargel”

*Keep your eye on the I»fam‘r;}ua — THE DOYGHBOY DOES IT!"



THE ETHER VIBRATES

(Continued from page 6)

ounce snort, and we’ll wheel right into it, reel
white into if, eel hight wrinto it. All right, just
one more.

e e

ZIHERERAMS

ET'S shee, whash this one—hoho, not every-
body hatesh Old Sarge. Get a load of it,
Froggie, me beamish pteroda ctyl Pt
lovsh ush. It looksh like—; !r
IT CAN'T BE TRUE! HEY LIKE US‘
By First Lieutenant Richard H. Godfrey
Just thought that I would drop g'ou a line, to
ou how much I and my fe, Licute
mag' e et e keons youl from ‘printing
" However, keep, up the good work.Do you have
of Eando Bmdets old stories lyin; % about for pmﬁ:ﬁ
in the near future? Hoe 5 -l 7th Air Comman
Squadron, Lakeland, AA

Thanks, fellows. Wart-ears, cut this helmet
off my head. It's getting too tight. Quick,
Mercurian snail, off with it “Ahhhh! That's bet-
ter. You know the Sarge can'’t take a pat on the
back like that without suffering.

Sericualy ) KinilGotrey ST rmlaceyStofeay et
another look ahead in the visiscope fails to re-
veal a Binder coming up for_some time. But
maybe you can survive on a diet of Clark Ash-
ton Smith, Francis Flagg and Brett Sterling.
Hope so, anyway. I'd hate to return your kind-
s wn.h anything but the best. We can only

BRICK FROM A CHICK

ey
Dear Sarge: For five years I have been an avid
snd all sciénce fction or fantasy mags.
And for five years v ir my opinions. Now
Jast Tm torced into action.

't mind the BEMs, I don't mind the larid covers
and I even enj ‘y ur sease of humor (7). But, Sarge;
‘why do all the fem: le n the mver have

hiie S the men_ Jook g it

res
Rat be s froni jue 1o b eel o puivacsond ot o 08
cover. m. But for Petes sake, either dress
everyone o tindress everyone-T dons ca
1 this is ameuim;m The fact that the J
s

o th
&2 roen, T reatiy 1a ed every word
of it Naturally it rates first. g‘ﬁz é’
fascinates me. Its main cl
B something 1o speculats on I Mie
SKYROVER was an Interesting litle story, amusingly
told. rate high, DARK COMMAND was
h to throw Mars through if
 planets through

of
Ril'of 1oopholes mg enoug
anyone ¢ round throwing
i & for e s (s) the Detter.

Incidentally, an rona. to Lel lgh Brace for her
SHAD( R MARS in the Fall S5, and all her
e o f00. She's tops.

The illustrations were okay, except how did that iron
voting on page 177 No one even

t time. THE

Mission, Tezxas.

Let's take this one in the order of its appear-
ance, Joan. Is it possible that under all that ex:

you are
Yugger and barer pin-up boys on our eovers? Is
is possible, huh? Or is it a hangover from the
Weismuller “Tarzan” days? Slt right down and
psychoanalyze yourself and let us know the re-
sults, if Lhey e not too terrible. We're interested.
hanks for the critique, she-pee-lot, but let’s
mown to the squawk on the Marchioni IRON
illustration on page 17—the figure that
g]uzzles you is a perfectly ordinary poll watcher.
o muist have seen them arovnd, o Were you
too young to vote last November?
I've taken the snide(?) remarks anent my
own sense of humor under advisement for the
moment. Frogeyes, L'll la a Uranian talent to
a Martian drachma iwi never ate a dish
of ghoulish m her MHe how can she prate on
about it? I ask

THE KENNEDY KAUKUS

By Joe Kennedy
pocreant, old top; At this very moment, the Ken-

5 earations For the ke ok, The. deuiaation of oo
fiight s the curlous world known as STARTLING
STORIES. The pilot motions us to our seats, warns us
belts securely, for the take-off

o fasten our safef
acceleration is usual
All is ready, of crimson flame, and
ed; ce.

ese

at.
A flash
tio

The fanzine reviews impress us with their brilliance
and quallty. A big improvement over previous comet-

short interval necessary to_traverse the

200060007 Tigh years between Earth and the peculiar

ned STAR' STORIES, we find ourselves dock-
mthemnlnhv_‘&ro!me planet—commonly

**Wo regard with critical peepers various ki
pee-tots. w-mlerlnn Jhruthe hangar. aeyond 3 Soubt
the best of Perry, ‘Gene Hunter;

Goorge 1 riank: the otars: Suh
S Yoy Sulivaan aiss. display theix Sients hvonhly

We stop a moment to
{ncluding the kind piu

)y name. N imj
Pructed with enormous kil -nd talent, We visit from
curiosity another clty, 24D
CHINESE VEGETABLE. We m the city a highly
STauning place. Many hearty chuckles Jodge among s
streets lnd twisted byways laside—very funny de
ate com, Let's have more sal
The other ctles & pamnlly rotted and termite-
infested, so we D ying them vigits. The art
Sdoming them appea We trace our
ste ﬂowly Romeward, relucunt o mve the charms
pleasures of STARTLING S As we once
re’ enter our rocket.craft
uw tfeader birds reaches
the fitth movement of the. Xenoian Sym-
oy, omiled “HIt the Road, Bums. Yorsio$4 Baker
Avenie, Dover, New Je
What a travelogue, Wart-ears! What a trav-
elogue

e bt nf a Draconian needle-hird and put some
fancy hemstitching_into next letter,
Snaggie, old canal-digger from Mars. 1s frome:

[Turn page)



no, it can't be! Two Joe Kennedys at once on
poor tired Terra? And why do they pick on
us? Take that Xeno away!

SEEING DOUBLE!
Bme Kennedy

Sarge: Brenk open anotkher keg of Xeno, yep!
e your weary mind as

issives of E?'H'ER -

Of course, I don't claim to be half as both-
ersome s the other Joe Kennedy, but hope for the

Thix s the first time T have ever written you, al.
beenmd) SS for oyer a year. I will
sl §h oa s ol Besoce, iy e
are assing. o nver ra ua es w nors, ef
PR g 7 R credits. Mr. Loo-
mxs has unlly & l;ml?‘;mece in my estimation. Please
of
ADIATION OF THE CHINESE VEGETABLE by
CSterting Glcagon, 523 credits. This story stru
£ being Yather hurorous In spots. Al of that trouble
Just E chop suey |
DARK. CO! ﬁMAND by Frank Belknap Long, 32
crota. Beally very fo0. HiEn ey Rt rried very
well in the thread of the
SKYROVER by Leslie Nomhem and THE COSMIC
CHAIN by Ford Smith flunked out in the first quarter.
You must be needy for space-filler. Best letters were
by the other Joe Kennedy, Chad Oliver, Gene Hunter
and Austin Hamel. On the whole the winter issue was
Please kep it up.—Regis College, Denver 11,

v
Cotdrado.
Shades of schlmphrema' Tuwo Joe Kennedys—
take ecundus up on his suggestion
and roll out the Xeno, All!r !hls, We ‘waon'’t stop.
Maybe we can conjure up three Joe Kennedys
or four or five—why, there’s no it to st ot
—brrrrr Sxouse i, please -let's sart a club,
Kennedizzy Klub, with only Kennedisiacs for
d let them write letters only

That will put an end to this monstrons peril
and let ye Sarge swig on in something approach-
mg1 his pristine seremty r suggestions are
welcomed—but the problem s critial, urgent
et

BENSON BLASTS BERCEY BEMS
Belson Perry
ge: pening comments will, of course,
be mncemed wnh the cover. This cover doesn't fea-
ture BEMs in the strict sense of the word, but I think
a quotation from a FANCYCLOPEDIA would be in

*BEM>—Sug-eved monsters, symbolic of the esrly

and juvenile Type of magazine s-f, which stirs up th
emotlo <" Bran the [ntellect, and makes few'con
cessions to plausibility.”
. This obviously ap pour mags nd more o, ¢
vers than the stories. Pos méthing can be done

a.bnut ae cover for next jeh, T bestas
comiments on sald piece of art,
floned three. space sui
the ma; bviously bas one (red S aria
e It Jooks as 1f the girl was R
at o Sarge, and tell me frankly what hxpp
s off her I

as n Dy B, s ow progress

the pnmble exception of e gxe =
S0k Sows an Acsn Tnetead of i entioned SB2U)
all ‘pics were by Marchionil| To' restore badly
Shafiered ganglia centers we daintlly quatt a hogshead

gt Xeno, I didn't think you were that hard up for art,
Sarge. Dyktaw

ught several back issues of SS recently and read

cn'y OF GLASS. IRON MEN is much better, but the

e paramount. Not anly  ihat but

there are a lot of mem. It you were trylng to gét rid

of mon: not b
e{' mcmdlble etror Is Noel Loomis' math, In
ss of Planet G, he figures it fo be 5

f e, com
Loomis, you ¢ don‘t dnv!de Efionets) o s ant mem,

000 Simes G, ot iwer thd& x im0 1o ust 28 well
mass two-thirds of the known universe would com-

plicate ma

other error many auvho make is inventing anti-
grav_substance. ume it is a force like light
ol erefore shieldable. xc fm't. It Is

tgray ‘material, if 1t
i Seaticr wouly Simply caske.ihe

;, ummmi, 5
us ‘story that
s d!sllke.
SKYROVER—see comment on OMMAND.
oot at seope Wit

n att
t have succeeded had ot the editors blue-penclled
it So much. Tt ended abruptly like a cliff.
The THER VIBRATES, I don't ¢ blame
are

plan m
Ted is sbout ke calling Welnbaum a hack because his
initials spell RIP in :

ln:idenlalli.s EYENT, "y fanzine, has been sent
gou and, folkés, don't believe what Sarge says about It.
He's prejudiced because I dorit like the Bergey cov-

1 bei 50

Tt we gt a good cover, T1l
smiling, cheerful letters that will P
with vigor and vim, and you can lay of
Xeno for a full thirty seco

Durham, New Hampshire.

Jou ene of my
ou off to worl

g extoact of
nds.—68 Madbury

Smy, Kiwi Perry, but my diagnostician on
Centa says even a 15-second lay-off would
S P e o ks (R e
And what makes you think even your most
Pollyannaish letter could send me in any sense
of the word? Furthermore, your grav, an
grav or ‘what have you has plent bstance
ickened with erxvan ﬂour and ﬂavored
wlth a bouillon cube u' two and a dash of Wor-
cestershire sauce. for CYGNI and your
Sarge's opinions anent same, see the Fan;
Review in this issu
PASSAGE FROM INDIA
By John Gunn

Dear Sarge: A copy of STARTLING STOR!
reached me g o atys Back, and T tharsughly
enjoyed reading SS o With its long story and

Iways one of my favorl
00, rought back o nostgie bresth of bre:
el

I have a large number of American soldiers staying
in my hotel, and at the moment all of them s
gnjoy the delights of Mussoorle, which of course is
known length of India

the
I have taken over the

Fea 1 sate
ing that_your mags Wul kee UF 'helr present

high standard, I hope to be o f
i o page 00

e Soariay

Sisie snd county -m

Melnager
oy A
S i e T
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TABLE. My Goodnessi—$253 Longpoint Road, Balti-
more 22, Maryland,
No comment—Ye Sarge.

HUGO, HOW COULD YOU?
By Hugo E. Hanser

Serge Satum: Your winter edition of SS, page 26,
geemed balled up in the astronomici 1 number:

ote:

Iy mass would be roughly some fifty decillion
tonsive. times Jen. 0 the ey~ fouEth powers e
And the mass of the entire Universe has been
at one quintillion decillion tons—ten to_the fifty-first
power. Therefore this body-—this awart star or planet—
would c hirds of the entire Uni

bl th power has ap-
\mamy two-thirds as many dphe!s it as ten to

fhe ffty-fist power, he assumes that the Black Planet

ha; ds that of the entire Universe.

verse were assume ave a mass o
to the fifty-first power, then a body havi
T A S A R e T ]

not divide the total number of fifty-one

ciphers bg three to get xeventeen ciphen. then m\l{ﬁp}y

umber of ciphers Eive ihirty-four

riciate that numhers

g

inglessness in turn causes that Mr.

Loomis fell into.

Perthx it might be well to have Lhe ﬂeslgﬂaﬂon nf

. numerals Clarified, for the d

Stop with a

Thus, in the American an ch nume;
e terms as given in the first column in the ur unlbnd ed

dlcuonaries. while those in the s add-
from me analogy of hydrocar \oa Sy

umber which if

Quadril
uintillion
extillion .

Septillion .

Octillion

Nonillion .

Decillion

Undecillion

bt B powes
se the % and_ can any}
m;her and wxlh wyalklllmeﬂ~ 77 Enstc‘l’n Purkwall
o

Brooklyn 1

Hold on here. ugo, not_us! We're still back

ere hatever beca f the good

old decadllllon 01' our ter restrlal mfancy But

maybe some of our other_astrogators can give
You & 1ift, Kiwi Hanser. You rught ﬁgure out
the current Earth (as of Washington, D.C.) i
come tax on any of the second ten for 1945, "That
would be something to look at, shudder and for-
get quickly. How much would you owe Uncle
Sam if you made, say, a septendecillion dollars?
Somebody dope it out, the Sarge is groggy—or
is Xeno-y the word?

THREE CHEERS FOR LOOMIS!
By Emile E. Greenleaf, Jr.
rge: IRON MEN in the latest S was a clas.
ination of fine writing, well cor

o, ‘Zood chasacterimation and Aduirable handive:
Friere Svere many unique and realisic touches, such as
the bets as lo whether of not the clgareties would
llat.nn lsoﬂelylnw h the people are anxious to

t 7id of money! I liked me mention of “hojadowns
Fhen a gangster would grab n and force him

[Turn page] .

Sells 95 Stories and
Novelettes
“The introduction o to
Jour editor {riend, esuiting in my
Dresent amsign: omplete

Rovel forhim monthly, fs doubiy aD-
especially since I finished

my N.LA. training some ti
, have no call on
r service. Here is concrete evidence
terest in your students con-
tinves indefinitely. te now, T
ve ries and novelettes to

dan, P.0. Box 279, Friendshi

What makes
'WRITING ability GROW?

For a number of years, the Newspaper Institute of Amer-
ica has been giving free Writing Aptitude Tests to men and
women with lh.enry mbitions.

halt. the people in America who are

rea with the du:ru to yrite have taken advantage of this
offer to mq ir ability.

What the !em show

d be called a “born writer”
Aptmn‘le ‘Test. We have not yet
ingle individual mmnlmaly endowed by
the qualities that to make up a suc-

athot.

soirant bas Interesting ldeas—and o dull, uninter-

esting style. Another has
ully

Up to date, no one who
bas filled out our Writing
discovered o’ sing

weak on ltrlwmre jand techni thi
natural writing knack—yet, lacks judgment and knowledge
5 Biman bebmvioe: Ta Sacht s6ac Satose oan
after the missing links have kS in.
ere, then, it the principal retaon why g0 many promis
ing writers fail to end. Thels falent; is one-sided—
complete: 1 nects Soundin =

Learn to wnle by' writl'n
PAPER. Inndtuta train

o,
lers” -lmﬁw ;n.'x{..& mus 1 women, u

o of our New Yorkc Cony Desic Method is that 1 sarts
0w iR et S

tima Weet by weck o receve actual AsgRea.Todt 35 It J00
W n'a great metropolitan aaly.

wrluu is individually corrected and, criticized by veter

o e autbors, They
T e ou ihose s of style, sinuc-
turo or viewpaint That kep you

=
HE S
md?mﬁ} :uloni‘lm:‘luginlnw 'NOTICE TO
TR | e,
SRS ,
Eped e vl b
rocket o the “big. money or bioome | in_ Canada have
Drominent overnight. Most beginnin been appr:
made 25, the Foreign Ex-

Biee. travel hom

o' tued v ' felire Bous, and. ofien | cial transactions,

of {ho moment. = special pe

asei
For those who want to to, their account

e with The

know—Free writing dian Bank of
aptmuie test Coisen Mow:

the truth.
bt your iing Sebions, v for o
Interesting Writing Aptitude " Test.
searching uﬁl o700, native abiites s oo — entieely withous
obligat rison, Nowmarer Tou
América, Ouo Park Ave., New Yok 10, N. Y. (Rotaded 1038)

e Newepaper Institute of Ameriea

k Ave., New York 16, N.
Send me, wnhou: ekl 0% oElatlons rou Writiog

Aptitude Test and further information about writ-
ing for profit.
Miss
Mrs.
Mr.
Addres:
(A1 comespoidans” infdeniial NG Wiesmin Wil G5 "yor)
94-&-455

"Covsrieht. 1048 Nowspaper Tnsttute of Amerion



JUK
Big GI\SH EARNINGS Besides!

it you
S o Joumuth Tou e

t it without payiig any

amazing
ouly. Seors of clolen
ci00so from, tal-
“2nd  GUARASIELD,
compiato i o Tadias Talored Sute. N
Derance, Bo mones nsadad. Be wll- dressod b
your own

FREE SAMPLES! §1 T

Sortot Man Loter
sto.—for big mmm s

or ww
ST
mm.,ﬁ:m o e R "“".5..2
2
B Chag,

Store Route Plan
| PAYS BIG MONEY

cmmm CARD I:IlmDI.IWS
ey
A e

el Adacii S

gradually turn

GRAY HAIR

to your youthful hair color
» Do 'l Wun- ceont until oo results! BEUTALURE
ol Brings. youtial color o your hale
mmw o u-u riends scaredly notee fhe chnk aking

orowing, songer e

fecek Moty ok & coal tar vel Colorless—WO
STRINTUSE LA ki Tol"cl Oyt a0 otta ot
Beatauro todaynoo] SEN ol pame
e’ e Senl iy $.30 (et oulited) . OF return
ed portion Sxpense. Thats our smising offer]

l!lll‘AI.llRE. INC.

Ashley Fl., Dept. T-2, Wilmington, Delaware

STAMMER?

new 1 e book, “Stam:
oo and Corm:zmn," Sescribes the

Bogue Unit Method for scient
coiccionof  stammering and
mmenn — lllcctssfnl or 44

years. igat
in . Bogue, Dept. 4261, Cirele
e dl.mpulls 4.'! d.

AMOND RINGS

Just o got acquainted we o 10K yollow ¢
engagement ring or w-«m rlnl.

ir rings 10
oo i ot powl EMFIRE DIAMOND
DS, Jefferson, low:

to take money!1! Boy, it that's the world of the future,
all I can myls Pam e time mechin

at 1 Tl 1y, Tatectat was Piinek G andd @

Iron Men and their we 2 ong with the gravity
element, nebulium. it was recently an-
nounced that lines in spectra
s either iron or o t remember which,
However, that the story. Also of

Interest Were the extended Perlodic Table of the
menis and the Ideas about gravita
The best of {he short pleces ‘was Northern's clever
Then ca ¢ RO CLAIN, foowed by
5 the nauseating Hall of

0 it some eve:
the issue will consist only of the Iltad novel and the
Hall of F:
a good cover, the best since
e looks as if
' eyes. Marchioni for ish, He's
improving asloﬁ at about Donnell for 3, cover? Huh?
there's @ fon club in N, Y. called Lbe “hristan

lieve Aus iongs, S practicay
very NYC fan. Incldenvally, 1 woud ke to get in

fouch with any New s fans who read this.

drop me a line. rmed lonesome, being. th s ooy

s
own fan in a city of Balf a milll lion!
Ylknow, Kennedy, one of {hese days, someone’s

ing io think u answer {o one of your gags, and

then, little man, whnt? Keep it up though. You're one
of hechrlgt srots in T
inal

after its founding, the
SISEA 15 e

and a half
15 me menuoneu wme place outside of Black Star.
g e any fans in the audience
interested In jomning, cspecially fhose new to fandom,
formaio

for now,
bace o350 Maetiry Stosct, New Orieoms 1, Louisians,
Well, Kennedly got h.s t}us nme, all right,
Kiwi Greenleaf. The of his_double
e e famtly P absurdly reminiscent
of the so-called “mirror people” now infesting
the comic smp Mandrake the Magician. How’s
he going to laugh it off? In support of your
SISFA drive, heres Elsner’s address again—
enry Elsner Jr.

1 3618 Cedar Grove
Detroit 5, Micligan.
Hope you make connections with the right
kind of fen, pee-lo

STRICTLY OVERRIPE OLIVER
By Chad Oliver
arge;  Eternally following close behind the
good smp TARTLING STORIES as she wends het
through the starway; e proverbial
mm fmm the Galltp S"Foll, like seme. lesser
ing no ma cosmic disturbance of
foves Frm back, Tor bebter on for wora

the
evil {uns naturally

ey did pretty el

golors, nice robots o and nice heroine, save

for the 2 beats: Mot wen s HEM T complain

about. One queﬂxan—what happens to. the girl’s cos
when th

g lo the fction, & Sening Gleason's lea
RADIATION OF THE CHINESE
FRBTE akes second place. Xt was no elasslc, but i
FeLLIon s o no icks from neve. DARK
OMMAND was. fair, as was Northern's SR ‘IR
THE COSMIC CHAIN by Ford smilh secmed
orking Up o something big, but instesd: of the exs

04



pected flash I got onl; 3 be I'm just
Renae, These stesics Which Sre toe.sublie’ts catch the
drift_of Jhem, or “are 1 nothing in subtle words
o

e .-THER VIBRA' ‘was interesting as
d the sketch on Noel Lonmlﬂ ‘was unusualxy xgom‘l

l 'm !lad to see FUTURE, whom

resumed on a bond-selling_tour ‘tox. ihe
n. wlll huve time for ..n occasional Appeannce ln

SS. looking forward to RED SUN OF DANG!
wearlrclg dnrk nss;x, of course.—~c/0 Mrs. C. L. Cule-
o et T fallen into a Xeno patch down
there near the border, Kiwi Oliver, fo come up
with such a mellow review. It isn't like you, and
lequxla never did that to man or beast. Better
the cannibas Indica and be your acidu-
Tous and " tortamas. seit Thanks, anyway, but
kindness really kills us, You
McKinney should get together across & Mor-
curian table plant and have it out about THE
COSMIC CHAIN. Your Sarge will sit this one
gut in a neutral coner and stick to Xeno. Snap

ggleto again!
YAPPINGS FROM YEAGER ™
By Albert Yeager, Jr.

ar Sarge: Picking up the winter ish of SS, the first
thing which greets our weary cyes Is the characterlstic

Bergey masterpiece (?), o in bulky space
sult with surprised | Jook on o hemxn with space
suit notab orrJ for variety)
B o i b I lhe terril 1: monsten, Anima

cocktal 1l shakers this s e, Boor haro

ever fake off that aforesaid bulky !&ucﬁ suit and show
hig marvelious fizzekew (physique to you) fo
Now, about

2’ gor K . Plot not original, but I
HKed 1. A vers. niot Job ot explaining the presence of
life on the super-heavy planet,

D D—not_w
THE RADIATION OF Tt CHINESE VEGErABLE
gwfulltl 1 you must print such tripe, don't put it
inthe Hall of Fame, Save that for Weinbau
KYROVER—Hack. Such drama, such suspense. I
wan Aeaey halfway through it before 1 knew. how 1t
was golng to en
THE COSMIC CHAIN—that's all, brother.
{Turn pagel
America’s Best Dime’s Worth
of Picture Entertainment

on le at All Stands

A SECR
FOR THE
OF LIFE

VW/HENCE came the Lnowlsdge that
built the ids? Where did

the first buildera in the Nile Valley acquire
tlmu' llounqu wisdom that started man

Did their

e e A e e
the sea? From what concealed source came

due ‘wisdom chara
laon.lrdn da Vma, Iunc
Newton, :-::ip a host of others
Today it is known that tlwy discovered
and used certain Secret Method: for the
development of their inner power of mind.
They truly learned to master life. ’l'!m

secret ;r:kof living has been p “d
throughout the ages and to-
day is extended to those who dare use its
profound principles to meet and solve the
problems of life in these complex times.

This Sealed Book FREE

Hu life Ixm-;ht yon that personal satis-
action, of achievement and

Iuppmen dut you desire? If not, it is
your duty to yourself to learn about this
rational method of applying matural laws
for the mastery of life. To the thoughtful
person it is obvious that everyone cannot
be enmuted with an intimate knowledge
of the mysteries of life, for everyone is not
:-pal:lc of ptoperly mmg it. But if you
are one o o a true desire
to forge -hezd (ETEER S ot o
the subtle influences of life, the Rontnl-
cians (not a religious organization) wi
send you A Sealed Book of exphnnmn
vmhwt abhg-non. This Sealed Book tells
how you, in the privacy of your own
wn.llo-t interference with your

affairs or manner of living, may
teachin, ot
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It Is Easy to Learn!

T il toach you this fascinating
Jaring your spare time ot
b '!a‘"i'; Th expert in
irearme. d.n«d
sm.:senmfnmm.da."
o nowbnccesstully serving in

A % o ooy i
e, Yon, 4oo, ey quiekly

Soursclt to bocote & wel
eiscdeficerof ol ofien

aring 1n oua Tewards

it et

FREE!;

“BLUE BOOK tifcation Buros
B i oty wan gradi
OF CRIME” {170 N maocly of theso
book s full o excting e are

intormation on 5 Them' knew motbing. 3

it ssion. 1L Wi Show  GEESion Betoe Lrsining Witk T,

o Vo et sgrod Ty Nov ey s sl .
cer.“Now, a6 salaies snd & fne futire. Wrils

.mnlngly Xu' oost. Clip today for full partioulars and fres

)nuumdu book. Give

ago.
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
Dept. 7963, Chis I

UTE 'SCIENCE

1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7963, Chicago 40

Gentlemen: Without any obligation on my part, ¢end me the
#Biua Took of Crimo,” ‘and eomplete 1l of 1dentifcation
‘Buroaus employing, your r wradustes, together with
sour low prices and Easy Terms om-. (Literature will bo sent
ONLY o persons slaing tielr

Acid Indigestion

Relieved in 5 minutes or
double your money back

ART STUDIOS

ST D
100 East Ohlo Strost Dept, 405-C  Chicago (1), Ml

m‘“““‘m radusio has :'n.m oo

o o -

bed hospital. Another saved $400 whils

| Jearming, “Eaulpment

 women 18" . 60.  High Sehool ot

roqulred. Basy tult pavmns. el piak Wit today.
"MERCE SEIBSL o NuRSind

{ i

o Street, Chicas
Sotkact sad 10 samols T

yas gladto leamthat you sre RED S|
oF PANGER® £vern & CAPT. E mom.
ed. I have becn looking forward o se in SS as
s provmised 18 MHIF Roas. Dutham: Wb Hompshie,

ublisht

You're certainly phull of phun, Kiwi Yeager.
Do I detect the longing of a Milquetoaste-
muscleman to revel vicariously in an Atlas
(Charles) ad in your plea to remove the space-
draperies from our cover-boys? Or do you per-
spire so easily you can’t bear the sight of a well-
dressed man. Tph such is the case, take salt
tablets.

HO-HAMEL
By Austin Hamel

it is the annual custom for E:ylns
readers of §5 1o compile what they belie the
TRt iorics ot the yoi, 3 herthy Sater vy opiuions 43

how 1 liked, the’ novels, Hall of Fameis and shorts
of the year I

.y ‘are, beginning with the Winter "44 SS and end-

mil o e Tl i T Tollows

ovels— (Egad! This 1s nearly impossible. Almost all
of them finished In o dead heat But here goes—)

VER MARS—Brackett.

5 e berwcen STRANGERS ON AHE HEIGHTS and

THE GIANT ATOM by Wellman and Jameson respect-

ably.

4 THE GREAT EGO—Daniel

The four best short stories Tnot in order of pret-
erence

WANDERER OF TIME_Cros
NS Kutiner.
SIBLE VANDALS—Stoddard.

Hal of Fome Gladcs (i orite of Dhterstice)—
1 BOINT OF VIEW _Weinbaum,

GING FLA]
OF THE BEAST—Sharp.
The best cover was on the winter issue, then
e other two in & messy fight for 15
1'believe the best iMlustration was b issue.
It's that small Finlay tucked away on Ba 17( ustrat-
etation.

}n% Rod: orge—a mas
onnell wns the ¢ blg surprise of

D, d good novels, two of them strajght

fansaticn, oo, sclence fiction, poor short

The Sarge has nothing to say beyond what
Hamel says above, except why be so rough on
the SS short stories? Some of you lads should
get a look at the efforts of “professional” fe-
namateurs that cross his desk all too often. An
issue full of them would Fotsous old space-wolf
of business for keeps. Read almost any
fanzme it you dont beliecs it Foad CYGNT
ile, the Xeno will barely sustain us to
the next ﬁllmg station. So read hearty, me heart-
less ones, and stack up a good load of vitriol for
Ye Sargé to pick up on the radio-telepath in
time for the next issue. With Carstan's plant
foemen running amok, youll want
e T (5 g T T, Ko
—-SERGEANT SATURN.

IMPORTANT NOTICE
Wartime paper rationing makes it impossible
to print enough copies of this magazine to meet
the demand. To be sure of getting YOUR copy,
place a standing order with your regular news:
ealer.



Mystery Fans!

Here’s Your Chance to Obtain

World-Famous Best Sellers
NOW ONLY 25¢ EACH AT ALL STANDS
) o .

Send forThese POPULAR LIBRARY Hits

No. 42: MURDERED: ONE BY ONE, by Francis
Beeding. An exc)tmi Beeding baﬂler "that rushes
to a powerful, breath-taking clim:
No. 41 THE SMILER WITH THE KNIFE, by
Nicholas Blake. Nigel Strangeways and his cour-
ageous wife battle a grim plot agamst England.
No. 40: THE STARS SPELL DEATH, by Jona-
than scagge A Dr. Westlake mystery "of a horo-
oo of d
. 39: IN THE BALANCE, by Patricia Went-
worth. An exciting Mlss Silver mystery.
No. 38: THE DARK , by Hulbert Footner.
Four deserted vessels at Absalom's Point become
the center of an intense search for a killer! A
mystery packed with suspense,
No. 37 MOTHER FINDS A BODY, by Gypsy
Rose Lee. Murder at a trailer camp. A fascinat-
ing backstage vxew o[ burlesque plus an absorb-
mg and entert
0. 36: DEATH AND THE MAIDEN by Q. Pat-
nck The violent death of Grace Hough brings
chaos to the Wentworth College camp:
No. 35: THE MYSTERY OF HUNTINGS END,
by Mignon G. Eberhart, A dramanc crime novel
featuring Nurse Sarah Keal
No. 34: MR. PINKERTON AT THE OLD ANGEL,
by David Frome Murder stalks an old inn in
this_excif yster;
No. 33: McKEE OF CENTRE STREET, by Helen
Reilly. A dancer’s death plunges Inspector Mc-
Kee into a bafiling case.

New York 16, N. ¥.
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IF YOU SUFFER
FROM A STUBBORN

SKIN DISEASE::

SULFA
Ui

Contains nu.nu LAMIDE cnd SULFATH Azau:l

the Wonder Drugs of the World W
numdy chacks skin Infection e by
Ppus-producing ger
ECZEMA, ATHLETE'S FOOT, nmmmr SKIN RASHES,
ITCHY SKIN, PIMPLES, SGALP SORES, Acn!. and many
other annoying and unsightly skin condition:
SULFA SALVEROL s stainless . uete- instantly
effetive in secondary sidn’ infections. No gurms.cin iive on the
shin whm suLFA SALVEROL ' applisd, Never iniures of
by

1 healing.
g Tor_exsernaly sauiod lk|n nnnamnn. Send tor
a tube of SULFA SALVEROL today DIy, s

ScHon Ointmeie with (e Blessant odir, For xeraal w3 onis.

FREE YO TRY. il g ity wutuom o

Money-TBaal
Now!
Research Drug Co., Inc., Dept. C-214,

100 Fifth Ave., New York 11, N. Y.
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$100 Monthly for
Sickness and Accidents

Plus Hospital Benefits — Pays Up To
$1,000 if Killed — Costs 3¢ a Day

POLICY SENT FREE FOR INSPECTION

A NEW sickness—accident—hospital policy
that pays up to $100 a month for disability
from slclmess or accndent—and hospltal beneﬁts

REVIEW OF THE
SCIENCE FICTION
FAN PUBLICATIONS
By
SERGEANT SATURN

EVENGE is sweet. Through many a
tedious Plutonian equinox, your Sarge
has been adding extra layers of xeno~

in up t
$1,000 if you are kllled—costs only 3 cems
a day!

And most important—Tt covers ALL acci-
dents from the very first day . . . ALL sickness
from the very first day,except those specifically
excluded in the policy. No waiting period of 7
or 14 days, as so many policies require.

It has other benefits—you will see them all
for yourself when you send for a regular policy
on FREE inspection without obligation.

Postal now is offering this protection on a
quarterly payment plan of only $2.85, or $10
for a whole year’s protection. BUT SEND NO
MONEY. Write for policy on free inspection.
No agents will call—no medical examination.
Write today—eend full name, address, age,

and name of y to Postal
Life & Casualty Company, 3298 Postal Life
Building, Kansas City 2, Mo. -

NVENTORS

Leam noy—without, obligatios—bow to

Drotect
and sell your invention. Fres Hpsteat
Guide, owmnm somplee ntormation adeck

‘GU.IM! A. O’HIEH & HAIHH IANIWI'
tent Attorneys
3.0 M-m anu Wshinglon, 0.0,

r to his rhinoceros hide
against the rocket blasts and ray-gun charges
directed at the covers of SS. Be there a BEM,
the anti-BEMSsters scream. Be there no BEM,
bug-eye adherents batter down the spaceship
doors in solid phalanxes. The same goes for

that delectable mterplanetary item known
as cheese-cake—but with compound interest.

Now, with fanzines bursting forth into new
life from every corner of the galactic uni-
verse, the Sarge is grinding his axe and run-
ning a calloused thumb along the blade edge.
Hereafter, fanzines will be reviewed in this
column on the general merit and originality
of their outer skins.

Carefully designed, printed and well made-
up fan publications will rate a full notice,
as will all new members of the ever-increas-
ing tribe. The sloppy jobs will be relegated
to the B pile for shorter mention, along with
the newscards and the like. Any magazine
can improve itself into the A class or be
dropped to the B rating without notice.

at with seven brand new fanzines on
our televisor desk, including a something in

\ WEDDING RI N G
< !MS'AG!M!/VI

TEN DAVS ‘I‘IIAI.—
s:ND NO MONEY
Introduotory Offer: With every
e Yo Cmarts o, surllmg
Sliver ‘Solitaire eroagemen

ring we will include withoud
0 "ehrge exauiste
ding ring xc nm ainit smite-
tion dlamon ling in fir

ce " tho _Beatiifiy
m-m-ni wiitaire

Ga3s. Hones-back
Spoly limited. Act N

‘EMPIRE DIAMOND CO.
DEPT, ST.316

JEFFERSON, wvlhl

prepared by Morojo, there isn't
space to give all of them complete critical
reviews. And is your Sarge loving this
chance to bury a few hatchets—in the skulls
of some of his erstwhile critics!

ACOLYTE, 1104 South Georgia Street, Los An-
geles 15, California. itors, Francis T.
muel D. Russell. Quarterly, 15¢. Yearly 50(:
g Dgspite a zerun of the profile of Lovecraft by
man Price from the last issue, Acky Is stll up
Ciose o the head of the st with & i
gclusive of the excellent front cover by e, Rogers.
It conta ost story gabfest, In fetion form by
Ani thuni' Bovcter, a fant y Fritz Lelber, Jr. potry
by Shirley Chapper, Deroity B ‘and many others

and
H c. Koenlg, Clark Ashton
gan, & Dotk Sover dvesiisensent by, some
Los Angelex St book and pamphiet dealer. Godd 10,
INFINITUM, 568 Audubon Avenue, New
, N. Y. Editor, Acorn Weinstein. Quar-
30c.

‘Iork

terly, 10c. Yearly,
8



infinitum. ®also' Gray and

N {orkae WL e Sy SIe

Hor 20 2 hootes domme . Ot BaR oa

peel. Will rate the B list next issue unless both ap-
Pearance and contents are perked up considerably.

CHANTICLEER, 25 Poplar, Battle Creok, Michi-
gan. Editor, Walt Liebscher, 15c per coby

hi]
Tey, the old rocket ma
mn;u-ulnmly well- wriiten for an amateur pub-
fication. A swell job, Wal

CYGNTI, 68 Madbury Road, Durham, New Ha

shire. Editor, Benson Perry. Printed bi-mon!

Iy, 10c per issue, 3 issues S5, 7 issues S0c.
3

Another fi Aeparently brother Ferry b
assembled all 1 o  egilar heckien fine fuding
Conrad Joe Kennedy and A.
Vot 7n ¢ n here?) for a clambake,

nfort: s to hage left the clams

the effort should

in 5 or Perry's ¢
him a much Aner, fuller, better- rounded apgrecmlon
of Earle Bergey's efforis than he has heretofore dis~
Played. Siaicd for the B list Tt T perl

GUTETO. Published for FAPA by Morojo, PO
Box 6475, Metro Station, Los Angeles 55, Cali-
fornia. Price 10c.

Fhis neat little green-cazd eight-page folder is print-
ed mostly in Esperanto—the title means “Droplet’
more fanyliar —and gives itself to frat ing o
tasy printed in the Iternadional language. It looks like

a triple an, old Anglo Saxon and
Spanish. “An oddity

LETHE, 475-A Eagle Avenue, Alameda, Cali-
fornia, Louis C. Smith, Jack Riggs and Larry
Smith, editors. Price 10c.
I S Whl:h ialled Io
appear on the out.
in for \nboraie Eolﬂ! insets of amateurlsh mus-
trations behind a cover that would give a Bela
BEM the fantods. Inside copy, mastly half-cooked by
the editors in poison, is only fal

LE ZOMBIE, PO Box 260, Bloomington, Illinois.
Editors, Bob Tucker and E. E. Evans. Published

quarterly. 10c per co
ical Tucker-Evans mvue complete with an over-

o: Tumor

e h Tucker sophos th d e
enjo; ‘ucker sophomorisms as the pseudon:
“A.’S. Quirrel.” 2 i
L’INCONNU, 581 Hughes, Memphls, Tennessee.
Editor, Steve R berts. No pri

A ne magazine with familiar !aces leering out thy
editorial windows, ‘Anderson, Gra | Sehnert ‘lay
the major role In this alleged effor] g a fanzine

to the e e ls occunled b3
hango ver-spy-f‘miasy Something by Gray which had
e ares Tonming Tor The Xene vols humtell Lookes
167 Dot han 1f ronds)

NUZ FROM HOME, 1443 4th Avenue, South,

Fargo, North Dakota. Editor, Walter Dunkel-
berger. Monthly. Free to servicemen who write

in for it.
Thiosny gags on the lusty side for the G.I. trade, but
larded With fen news i This issue a bit
e inanks to CMoria) ‘flckness. A iriendly servine
to servicemen that continues to rate a couple of pats
on the back.

SAPPHO, 1209 California Street, San Francisco
8, California. " Editor, Bill Waison. No' price
iste

Watson's real talent with the lithographic crayon s

[Turn page]
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BE PREPARED
SICKNESS or: AGCIDENT
THIS MOSPITAUZAYION PLAN
% PROTECTS YOU AND,
YOURvFAMIlY

FOR SICKNESS OR ACCIDENT

Hospital Expenses paid, ypto . . . $540.00
(beginaing with the first day)

FOR ACCIDENT

Doctor Expense paid, wp ts . . . $135.00

Loss of Wages relabwrsed, opte. . $300.00

Lossof Lifeby Accideat . . . . $1000.00

WAR COVERAGE AND EXTRA BENEFITS

Childbirth Expenses paid, upto . . . $60.00

@ It’seasyto runinto debt when
sickmess or accident hit. Under the
Family Mutual Plan, you'll be able
to pay your hospital bill. A
case of accident, your doctor ex-
penses, and you'll be reimbursed for
loss of time from work. You can
enter any hospital in the United
States or Canada. In the hospital
you may have the care of your
family doctor. Simply present your
Famlly Mutua card at the time of

mefits
children are50%of thosepaid adults.
"MAIL COUPON TODAY « No Ageat Will Bother You

1-Ta

Wilmington 99, Del.
Please send me, without obligation, complete
information on yowr Economical Hospitali-
zation Plan,

STATE




IF YOU GET UP NIGHTS
YOu CAN'T*FEEL RIGHT

ou have to get up 3 or more times a night your
s eatemaoe Yo stmetpammt you feel old and run
down before your time. Functional rather than organic
or systemic Kidney and Bladder trouble often may be
the cause of many pains and symptoms simply because
the Kidneys may be tired and not working fast enough
in filtering and removing irritating excess acids, poisons
ind wastes from your blood. So if you get up nights or
suffer from burning, scanty or frequent passages, leg
pains, backache, or swollen ankles, due to non-organic
or non-systemic Kidney and Bladder troubles, why not
try the prescription called Cystex? Get Cystex from
your druggist today. Take it exactly as directed and
see the results in your own particular c nder our
guarantee unless completely satisfied you simply return
the empty package and get ‘money back. Three
guaranteed sizes: Only 35¢c, 75¢, Slso at druggist

Asthma Mucus
Loosened First Day

For Thousands of Sufferers

It choking, gusping, wheesing, recursing attacks of
‘Bronehial Astbma rob you of sleep and this

energy, accept

liberal trial offer. loctor’s prescription,
Al as directed and see for

quickly it usually helps loosen and ve

promoting freer breath-

ied with results, simply

and your money back is guaranteed.
Don't. mﬂtr nnothn night without trying guaranteed
lendaco—only 6

ANY BOOK IN PRINT!

. Wo pay porags. Standard

Wit st Dnptraed ook
FREE T, S hite i ot
Tho tusing o o 300058 book ove. FREE it
0% it NOW - TODAY1

CLARKSON Fllll.l!llml €O
Dept. T-45, 1253 S. Wabash Ave..

ANY
icaqo, I

Symptoms Relieved, Write
today for free information
oney  back

tured

If Rup
This Out

Modern Pmmsun Provides Great Comfort
Holding Becurity

WithoutTorturous Truss Wearing

Uevecpening” revelation in sensible and comfort-
\Ible reducible rupture protection may r the
‘without cost or obligation. Biply svod m;meN apd

ps
signed d a !npture u]

Sefongs aud vet give 0dy ead gemine com-
[fort. For ol m:om-mn—nnu toda)

{he, forte of this fanzine along with some rather d
Iyric verse by M. J.

SHANGRI-L’AFFAIRES (lssues No. 17, 18, 19),

LASFS Clubroom, 637% South Bixel Street, Los

Angeles 14, California. Editor, Charles Burbee.

N price listed,

exith) Ghromils of the Goines S}”’Jl‘
ack their full share of angﬂolal a
zel!ls double resignatio

(to, the nearest
Angeles mob

early lace to l'-‘.l be f h e

cce:

=1ecled Spl‘]ghgy P ?Wc s be ore she was forcibly

SUN SPOTS, 9 Bogert Place, Westwood,

Jersey. Editor, Gerry de la Ree. Free to Jetier

conmbutors
Rer

vived after two

ears an i w
pevived att ¥ d replacing the one-shot

id_unpret review
job. _ Chief s e ot e B:owu.lf polk
msng favorites among agazines. authors, artists
fanzines, etc. Nothing frof

TERRIFYING TEST- TUE TALES, 84 Baker
Avenue, Dover New Jersey. Editor, Joe Kenne-
to active

cover, though.

VERTIGO, 98-50 67th Avenue, Forest Hills, N.Y.
E%’:f{ﬁ Donald A. Wollheis

new plich by & seasoned s
delmerately izzy job achieves more effectiveness by
publishing its title upside down aiop each pag

ntents.  They are hIghIEnEA by 3. Boce aoming
the growth of the LASFS and'a penetrating analysis ot
le and Ia fen called “Credo of a True Fan.”
effort all aroun

VOM 6475 Metre Statmn, Los Angeles 55, Csll-
ditor, unlisted. Price 15c per copy, 7
oS0
Sllll one of the fen Korans, the letters seemed un.
llsunl good this time, parhculnx}‘:g the last long nne

o time
m Anglofan Bill Temple. Ben in_deference to
an Temple's expressed wi

Well, that winds up the A list of the more
pretentious fanzines received since last we
went to bed. On the whole, they have pro-
vided good reading—better reading than
looking, in fact, since the copy is uniformly
better than all but one or two examples of
the accompanying art work.

The B list doesn’t mean that its contents
are inferior—mostly, they belong in the news
sheet release or are down here thanks to
sloppy printing. Not fair you say? Okay, so
it’s not fair—but with so many fanzines com-
ing in, we've got to draw a line somewhere.
Here goes—

BAY AREA LEFOUT! An indescribable pocket-sized
somethingput out by Geur e Ebey of the San Francisco

beys and on the zan;
CARDZINE, 84 Baker Avenue, Dover, Ne
Editor. Joe Kennedy, Bl-monthly postal AR
and information
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COSMIC_DUST, 1207 East Henry Street,
Georgia. Editor, Walt K Probably the slop ot
fanzine in the field, with a s conception of ve Sarge
therein which adds neither beauty.
B avathar siinoceros hide, Frogeyes

FANEWSCARD DAILY, 1443 Fourth Avenue South,
akota, Editors. Dunkelberger and Kay;

2¢ per copy, 13 for 25c. The ndetau§ able

Y, ha aged to make. s weekly gostlp. card 8

daily Without losing any meat. A major achievement,

orthy of applause.

FANTASY FICTION FIELD, 6401
Brokin New Yo Ediese puiis Doger.
weekly. 5c per copy, 6 for 35c. The bes
and trading mart in the whole stf field.

venue,
pibihed
st information

FANTASY NEWS. Box 716 Baltimore 27, Maryland.
Editor. Will Sykora. Rates, 3 iss 32 lssues $100,
amps. Published tri-wi

erly: Al d fanzine
Published unpretentiously bt effectively:
LIX, Bellerose, New

87-22 252nd Street,
Edhtor R tren Wiy 50 pes copy: FuBished monta:
Iy, Sophomoric satire and a bad mimeograph job.

LUNA PONO, 413 East Park Avenue, Savannah,
Gearg!n Editor, Frederick E. Warth, Jr. 5c per copy.

nthi; of "Kennedy and others
york by the editor.
sloppy pnmmg puts it in the

Gel ln atthe Stari—and Grow
Y is & new industry whlch ﬂu nation’s war
dl 'b foreing to quick matu Already Plas-
t!eﬂ are indispensable in vncﬂl:‘lly every Iw.h
of the Se ireraft, Ordnai
Marine, Signal Corps, etc. Ol’)vormmt(au‘l Nuﬂl
everyt.hml, from homes welothmz ixv
tools, will be affected by PI
Spure Time Trummg Now Ready
g time o e started i3 now,
in your lpnrc t!mt, to u
even now 15 lelvi ing
A Tnew, prncueal tnlnmg plnn

)
ty. Act now. Dows
delay. Mail this coupon today.

NCEPT, Route One, Carnation,
Edi en Sinn. No price. Something new—
3 ont:pags (hoth sldes Used: oF course) Htle gecerie
for stf fans. A good bet on either side.

STELLAR. 2000 Eagt Tremont Avenue, New

rk 62,
ditor, Austin Hamel.
0

Yo
Published monthly.
City can't dish

10026 Aurora Avenue, Detroit 4, Michigan.

THOTH
Edite I James. Published quarterly. Price 5c per
e e B R (say, he's getting

[Turn page]
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Buy
UNITEQD STATES
WAR SAVINGS

Bonds and Stamps
Every Payday!

AMERIGAN SOHOOL, Degt. P3sa
Chicago 47, 1il.
r

kntoﬂn;}!nn covering spectal training in

S B om0 G 5 o
Plastios unting for Mfg.
Elsotrical Engineering Aitometive Enpinowing
Dratting Architecture & Building
for Mon & Shipbuilding
Diesol Engl n..-l..m ‘Managemer
Meghanical High School Courss
Aviation Iway Training
Ne
Add

:
'HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS
e L

B e
i

xr:nswn SCHOOL OF LAY
6 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago

Lec Dr. R Schiffmann's ASTHMADOR
helpreduceche severity of your nexe
asthmacic amack, ootce ow its aromasé

Furmes 1id diswessed beeaching, Use i 10d

sce bow def cigdly
standardized chrough stricelaboratory
for

& “:"E‘é.‘ LGt
‘Dept. 3:06, Ghicago & Mly




HERES A NEWAND
VITAL BUSINESS..

around almost Gray man:

as much as that ) an
Surrounded by art (7) work that keeps them lne]iﬂble
for the A list.
£, VISION. RRI Box 175, Toledo, Oregon. Editor, Rosco
‘Wright. An intelligent and interesting job by tem-
B ary editor Harriet Hendrix and publisher Fred
Baker (Wright is 5

Navy at present), “which
£r0Up but for soime of the most
oate art work on recor
iR T e DO
Also received were a will-trade list from
Charles McNutt, 2721 16th Street, Everett,
Washington, who seems to be in the market
to buy, sell or swap anything in the stf-
fantasy fields,- and a fine letter from Will
Sykora to Oscar Friend.
The ﬂoodLof fanzmes has your Sarge in

as magg hours 43 3o, Wil the

Afihon Tepairian i bia own’ bosk, On many (ybes of Tepairs 1t
..“"’umi'l’m et o haree on. the buia ot 36,0 to $5.05
2 Bowr

lustrated our new in simple, easy to
T rtand language blus rewings and phmumpm how’ to_ makd

retri Vaom Easiing Tascbines:
Saotors, “fas, Irons; ‘st eic and gives you & working
imowledgo of electricity,” welding, mickel plating, etc. S o
Bow 1o bulld the poer toals 3ot and how to solicit and keepi

o of o
fi8toq Wi par ot

s e, cnrl-u Supply Co., 2635 N. Central Ay
D-404, Chicago 34, 1lli

inols.

LEARN: MEAT CUTTING

At Home —In Spare Time I II

Get into the vital meat industry. Concise, praot
95, 25" voars proven

il perms. Didorss. Stare NOW’

e, Diplorma, m ‘your
‘bours Into memey Bend (o7 FRER balletin 048y No ol
Wational Schoot of Meat Guting, 1no. Dest. Tach Totedo 3, -

Pays HosSPITAL BILLS
for Whole Family

Costs 3c a Day for Adults
Only 1kc a Day for Children
1t’s here! The new Family Havmnl and Surgical Expense Policy
Yvu n--d and want! One ry insures whole family—mother,
fatl n, anyone l'cn- :l months to No med-
T s g o Je it
for EACH and EVERY person insured. P-y: up to §100.00
doctors® fe lor operations. Pays up to r operating
amilene, o, e

g ulen ke k:..l'. disrd
covered by other polici
o= horpita ks o

o 1

e e e $3,000,000.00 in

SEND NO MONEY, but mailthe coupon below quick fo
et PREE. No sgent will cull on gour dct tode]

STERLING INSURANCE CO.

g Blsy, CutoATolT il
™ gons o, o TS INSPECTION Offer of LOW-008T
Pamily Hospitiization Pian
NAME.
ADDRESS.
arry. STATE.

bloody if d any crack
about my knock knees will be suitably re-
warded, Snaggletooth. So lock her up, and
where awa-a-a-ay—until the next batch of
fanzines gets too heavy to lug around with
us against the de-gravity machines, and we
have to come down and review some more.
Make it soon, and see you on Deneb or Po-

laris.
—SERGEANT SATURN

THE FUTUREMEN
(Concluded from page 89)

ground hangar of the Comet, that they found
Oog and Eek. Oog wore his own proper shape,

He and Eek,
were curl

“The devill They got over their scrapping
and made friends agam‘ exclaimed Otho.
t which one of them was it that won?”
asked Captain Future slyly.
“Oog, of course—didn’t you see?” Otho coun-

apparently little the worse for
up together in a corner—

ere
“If you had decent eyes, you'd know it was
Eek"‘ stormed Gra;

‘They made a(tempts to start the scrap going
agam But it was in vain. Oog and Eek were
iends as ever, once more. They calmly
refused to_be incited to more batt]

Who had been victor, Grag’s pet or Otho’s?
No one would ever know. But the argument has
gone on ever since.

True Picture-Stories of the World's
Greatest Heroes in

REAL LIFE
COMICS

Approved by Parents and Teachers
.
Now on Sale—10c Everywhere!

112



[ ]
EN LARGEMENT
OF YOUR FAVORITE PHOTO:

JUST 10 GET ACQUAINTED! WE WILL MAKE
SS1 YOU A BEAUTIFUL § x 7 ENLARGEMENT OF ANY
'SNAPSHOT, PHOTO, OR NEGATIVE ABSOLUTELY FREE!

Be sure to include color of hyir, eyes and clothing, and get Our Bar-
#gaia Offer for having your enlargement beautifully hand colored il
‘il and mounted in a handsome frame. Limit 2 t0 a customer. Please
enclose 10c each for handling and mailing the enlargements. Orig-

nals recurncd. Be sure to include all information. Act Now!
HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS » 7821 Sant 3, calir.

St .
anocily mamper, Tt COLOR - Picture No. 1

Please mae. free entargements. | Hai
ety maer, Tt 2) Ere.

Clof

Free for Asthma
During Winter

Jt sou sufler withthoseterrible attacks of Asthmawhen

UICK, amasiag relif with Dent's Tooth
o' Tooth Dropal “Cavity.
pre-

TOOTHIGUM'
TOOTH DROPS

DE NT'S

ordet today from . 5. Dent & Car, Cicinsati 14, O

“DENT'STEAR DlOPS@

o e

erything you could learn of without reliel; even it you
are utterly aged, sbandon hove but send
$oday Tor this Treo el 16wl coet ob HOWARE. Address

FRONTI ER ASTHMA co.

462 Niagera sm» “tteto 1. New York

e Family
“for$l'a Month

geni for F"REE Inspnctlon F R E E

Covers accidental or natural death. No medical examina-
glon "Ago Timite 3 to, 76 years. SEND NO' MONEY—
Just sour name and address, No'obligation. No selesman

Tostoard will do. Atlas Mutual Benefit Awn.
Dept. 15-C5, Wilmington, Delaware.

T30 SHAVES FROM 1BLADE

DE SHARPENER
fard /)

“Many Fi Fish in 2 Years .

Go s taplaly as your time and abllties permit. Courey
ioma..

equivalent to resdent school oy e prerares fo
Standard .. texta supplied, D

bleos aroady oo, Sl tibjec S

Boo! o St e oo

..g‘ e L
E?.i""...:t.%.h..m S

on’
tive or ) ued on, Per
your “helongiege An ideal gitt. Come
Jiete ‘onthe enough to.transfer 100
photos—only $1.00 postpaid. Sent C.0.D.

(ﬂ! $12l.
Fixs nisTY PHOTO SUERLY
Gan Avanues Dopk: 203, Ghiceas 33, Wlinola 2635 N, Centrol | Dept. 619, Chicago 34




HarrY KELLAR was one of the greatest illu~
eionists the stage has known. Despite the
skill at sleight-of-hand that won him recog-
aition as “the magicians’ magician,” he was
topped in public favor by a rival who had
mmastered Good English,

Then a newspaper writer took Kellar to
task for his ungrammatical speech. It wag
an extremely sarcastic review, but the sub«
Jject expressed no resentment. Instead, he
wrote to the International Correspondence
Schools for the assistancehis magiccouldn’t
provide*

LEARN GOOD ENGLISH

by Magic

AN L C.S. TRUE STORY

I C. S. instruction proved to be the
answerforHarryKellar. Itwilldoasmuch
for you! Unless you are in the public e'ye,
your grnmmnncal slips aren’t being ridi-
culed in print. In your own business or
profession, however, they count against you
just the same.

With few exceptions, mastery of Good
English is essential to success in America
today. This will be as true tomorrow. Learn
from I. C. S. —not by magicbut by spare-
time study of clear, helpful, authoritative
texts, The coupon brings full information.
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(publishod by Whistiesey House) ; 1. C. 8. records.
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HOW TO MAKE AND FIX
THINGS FOR YOUR HOME!

“ RE NOW — IT’S EASY! BIG, NEW COMPLETE GUIDE HAS

AT VYR INTEUALCI TS CII EVERYTHING BEGINNER OR EXPERT NEEDS TO KNOW!

7 DAY TRIAL SRR B S "?"‘“‘v:m,v “’
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HOSPITAL and DOCTOR

BILLS @@LE@ J

.........

COVERS SICKNESS or ACCIDENT

® Do you know that an average of one person out of every
ten becomes a hospital patient each year? More than
35,000 patients enter hospitals daily. You, or one of
your family might be next! Don’t go into debt or bankrupt
your savings when Sickness or Accident strikes. DBe
prepared — protect yourself NOW!

PAYS BENEFITS FROM FIRST DAY
This dependable Hospitalization Plan PAYS YOUR
BILLS FROM THE VERY FIRST DAY of Hospitaliza-

tion, exactly as provided. Do not confuse this policy with
the others that skip paying benefits for the first 7 or 14 days.

PAYS FOR LOSS OF INCOME!

In addituon to Hospital and Doctor Benefits cash payment will be
made for LOSS of TIME from work, due to accident disability,
at the rate of $25 a week up to a total of $300. 00, as stated in the
liberal Loss of Time provision of the contract.

ISSUED TO INDIVIDUALS or FAMILIES

You or members of your family may be protected against Hospital-
ization resulting from Sickness or Accident. Everyone, in good
health, from 6 months to 70 years of age can apply for policy.

CHOOSE YOUR OWN HOSPITAL and DOCTOR

Any recognized Hospital and any Doctor in the United States or.
Canada may be selected by you. You are not required to enter
any particular Hospital under this liberal Hospitalization plan.

Mo Medical Examination—No Red Tape—No Agents

No medical examination i1s required. If you are in good health
we take your word for it. Red tape as well as agents ehmma(cd'

FREE INFORMATION—NO OBLIGATION

Send no money — just mail the coupon. We will send you com-
piete details and 10 day FREE Inspection offer. DON'T DELAY!

GEORGE ROGERS CLARK CASUALTY COMPANY §

Dept. 4065 0 Rockford, Illinois

L--

POLICY PAYS

Hospital and Doctor Bills up te

00 Each 00
$6%0 52 HOSPITAL %1080
insured aduit. Includes up to 90 days per year for Accident
and up to 90 days per year for Sickness.
325 wek
From work, by Accident up to 12 weeks,
Maximum benefit for addit ionatMedical or Syr gical 680 while
in Hospital due to inpmries,
ACCIDENTAL LOSS of LIFE, LIMBS or ENTIRE SIGNT
Many otherliberal benefits. All as plainly stated in Policy,

v LOSS of TIME 300
DOCTOR EXPENSES $135°
1000.00
MAIL COUPON NOW

George Rogers Clark Casualty Company, Dept. 4065
Rockford, lllinois

Please rush FREE information about Hospital aad
Doctor’s Expense Policy.
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Fill in coupon. Clip and paste to
Postal Card or mail in envelope.





