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Chapter |

The extraordinary and mysterious visons of the shadow girl gppeared on the television set which Alan
and | had just erected in hisworkshop. It was nearly midnight—a hot sultry evening in late June. We had
worked dl evening ingtdling it. Alan's Sster, Nanette, sat quietly in acorner, modding alittle Satuein
green clay. Occasionally she would ask us how we were getting along.

We were planning to receive the broadcasting from one of the New Y ork stations—a program which
had been advertised for 11:30 P.M.

The room was dark aswe sat a the smal instrument table with the nineteen-inch screen erect againgt the
wall. The set hummed asthe current went into it. The screen lighted unevenly; we could not locate with
any precision the necessary channels; not one of the broadcasting studios which we knew were at that
moment on the air, would comein.

Nanette was di sgppointed and impatient as | manipulated the dids at random, and Alan verified the
connections. “Isthere nothing on it?’

“Presently, Nan. Alan must have grounded it badly—I’ m sure we have everything else—"
| stopped abruptly. My grip tightened on her arm. We all sat tense. An image was forming on the screen.
Alan said sharply: “Don't touchiit, Ed!” | rdinquished the dids.

We sat watching, tense, and interested. Then mystified, aved. And presently upon usdl there settled a
vague, uneasy sense of fear.

For this, confronting us, was the Unknown.

The screen glowed, not with the norma gray-slver, but with what seemed a pae, wan starlight. A
blurred image; but it was dowly clarifying. A dim purple sky, with misty stars.

We sat saring into the depths of the television scenes. Depths unmeasurable; illimitable distance. | recall
my first impresson when in the foreground faint gray-blue shadows began forming: wasthisan earthly
scene? It seemed not. Blurred shadowsin the starlight, crawling mist of shadows, congedling into dim
outlines.

We saw presently the wide areaof agtarlit night. A level landscape of vegetation. Grassy lawns, trees, a
burbling brook, shimmering like athread of slver in the starlight. Theimage was sharp now, distinct, and
without suggestion of flicker. Every color rounded and full. Deep-toned nature, pale and serenein the
darlight.

A minute passed. In the center foreground of the vista awhite wraith was taking form. And suddenly—as
though | had blinked— there was a shape which an instant before had not been there. Solid redlity. Of
everything in the scene, it was most solid, most redl.



A huge, gray-white skeleton tower, its base was set on alawn where now | could see grest beds of
flowers, vivid with colored blossoms. The brook wound besideit. It was a pentagon tower. Its height
might have been two hundred feet or more, narrowing at the top dmost to a point. Skeleton girderswith
al the substantiaity of sted, yet with acolor more like duminum.

Wewere, visudly, fairly closeto thistower. Theimage of it stood the full height of our screen. A bacony
girded it near the top. A room, like an observatory, was up there, with tiny ovals of windows. Another
large room was midway down. | could see the interior—ladder steps, and what might have been a shaft
with alifting evator.

The tower's base was walled solid. It seemed, as we stared, that like acameramoving forward, the
scenewas enlarging—

We found oursalves presently gazing, from aclose viewpoint, at the base of the tower. It waswalled,
seemingly by masonry, into aroom. There were windows, smal and high above the ground. Climbing
vines and trellised flowers hung upon the walls. There was a broad, front doorway up a stoneflight of

steps.

And | became aware now of what | had not noticed before: the gardens surrounding the tower were
enclosed with ahigh wall of masonry. A segment of it was visible now as a background to the scene. A
wall, looped and turreted at intervals as though thiswas some fortress.

Thewholelay quiet and cam in the starlight. No sign of human movement. Nanette said:
“But, Edward, isn't anyonein sight? No people—"

And Alan: “Ed, look! There—back there on thewall—"

It seemed on the distant wall that adark figure was moving. A guard? A pacing sentry?

And now, other movement. A figure appeared of agirl. She came dowly from within and stood at the
head of the entrance steps. The glow of an interior light outlined her clearly: adim, smadl girl, in arobe
faintly sky-blue. Flowing hair, pae as spun gold with the light shining on it likeahalo.

She stood a moment, quietly staring out into the night. We could not see her face clearly. She stood like a
datue, gazing. And then, quietly, sheturned and | caught aglimpse of her face—saw it clearly for an
ingtant, its featuresimprinted clearly on my mind. A young girl, nearly matured; aface, it seemed, very
queenly, sngularly beautiful—

She moved back into the tower room. There was a sudden blur over the scene. Like a puff of disspating
vapor, it was gone.

The televison screen before us glowed with its uneven illumination. Everything was asit had been afew
moments before. The broadcasting studios would not comein. Our gpparatus was not working properly.
The tuner was misaligned. 1t was grounded badly. Or our fundamenta calibration wasin error.
Something wrong. What, we never knew.

But we had seen thisvison—flung at us, from somewhere. A vison, shining clear in every detall of form
and color and movement. Theimage of things solid and redl. Things existing—some-where.

That wasthefirgt of the visons. The second came that same night, near dawn. We did not dare to touch
our instrument. The dids, we found, had been set by me a random with a resulting wave-length which
could not bring in any of the known broadcasting studios. Weleft them so, and did not try to find what
might be wrong with the hookup. The image had come, it might come again if we left things asthey were.



We sat, for hours that night, watching the screen. It glowed uneven; many of its cellswere dark, others
flickered red and green.

Nanette at last fell adeep beside us. Alan and | talked together softly so as not to disturb her. We had
promised that if anything showed, we would awaken her. We discussed the possbility. But often we
were slent. Thething dready had laid its spell upon us. Thisvision, thislittle glimpse of somewhere. It
had come, perhaps, from some far-distant world? Incredible! But | recdl that ingtinctively | thought so.

Y et why should I? A tower, and adim expanse of starlit |landscape. And agirl, humanly beautiful. Surely
these were things that could exist now on our earth. The atmosphere, we knew as amatter of common
everyday science, teemswith potentia visions and sound.

Alan strove to be more rational. “But, Ed, look here—we've caught some distant unknown broadcaster.”
“But who broadcasts a scene like that at night? Thisis 1962, Alan, not the year 2000.”

He shrugged hiswide, thin shoulders. Hisface was very solemn. He sat with hislong, lean length hunched
inhischair, chin cupped in his pams, the attitude of ayouthful pagan thinker, confronted with adisturbing
problem. But there was a very boyish modernity mingled with it; alock of hisstraight black hair fell on his
forehead. He saized it, twisted it, puzzled, and looked up a me and smiled.

Then Alan said athing very strange; he said it dowly, musingly, asthough the voicing of it awed him.
“I think it was Earth. | wonder if it was something that has been, or that will be—"

It came again, near dawn. The same tower, the same scene, starlit spread of landscape. The samegrim
encircling wall, with stalking dark figures upon it. We did not at first see the girl. The tower doorway
stood open; the room inside glowed with itsdim light. A moment of inactivity; and then it seemed thet at
thisinexplicable place a which we were gazing—this unnamabl e time which seemed the present on our
screen—amoment of action had come. A dark figure on thewall rose up—asmall black blob against the
background of tars. The figure of aman. Hisarmswent up in agesture.

Another figure had come to the tower doorway, ayouth, strangely garbed. We could see him clearly:
white-skinned, ayoung man. He stood gazing; and he saw the sgnd from thewall, and answered it.
Behind him, the girl appeared. We could see them speak. An aspect of haste enveloped dl their
movements—a surreptitious haste, furtive, as though thisthat they were doing was forbidden.

The signd was repeated from the wall. They answered. They turned. The youth pushed the girl aside. He
was stopping at the doorway, and her eager movement to help seemed to annoy him. He Straightened.
He had unfastened the tower door. He and the girl did it dowly closed. It seemed very heavy. They
pushed &t it. The doorway closed with theminside.

We had awakened Nanette. She sat tense between us, with her long braids of thick, chestnut hair faling
unheeded over her shoulders, her hand gripping each of us.

“Tdl me”

Alan sad: “That door's heavy. They can't closeit—yes! They've got it closed. | fancy they're barring it
ingde. Thething isdl so slent—but you could imagine the clang of bars. | don't see the guard on the
wall. It'sdark over there. Therésno onein sight. But, Nan, you can see that something's going to
happen. Seeit—or fed it. Ed, look! Why—"

He broke off. Nanette's grip tightened on us.



A change had fallen upon al the scene. It seemed at first that our instrument wasfailing. Or that a*hole”
had come, and every-thing momentarily was fading. But it was not that. The change was inherent to the
sceneitsalf. The tower outlines blurred, dimmed. Thisimage of its solidarity was dissolving. Red, solid,
tangible no longer. But it did not move; it did not entirely fade. It stood there, a glowing shimmering
wraith of atower, gray-white, ghostlike. A thing now of impal pable aspect, incredibly unsubstantid,
imponderable, yet visblein the sarlight.

Thewall was gone! | redized it suddenly. Thewal, and the garden and the flowers and the stream. All
the background, al the surrounding details gone! The tower, like aghost, stood ghostly and dloneina
void of shapelessgray mist.

But the stars remained. The purple night, with Slver stars. But even they were of an aspect somehow
different. Moving visibly! For aningtant | thought so.

Time passed as we sat there gazing—time marked only by my dim knowledge that Alan wastaking with
Nanette. Changes were sweeping the scene. The gray mist of background under the stars held a distance
unfathomable. A gpace, inconceivable, empty to my straining vision.

And then, presently, there were things to see. It seemed that the infinite had suddenly contracted. The
wraith of the tower stood unchanged. But abruptly | saw that it stood in a deep wooded area, rearing
itself above atangled forest. A river showed, amile or so away, crossing the background in awhiteline.
The starswere gone, it was night no longer. A day of blue sky, with white-massed clouds. The sun shone
onthedigtant river.

The tower stood, faded even more in the daylight. | searched the forest glade around its base. Figures
werethere! Familiar in aspect; agroup of savages—of thisearth? Yes, | could not mistake them: Indians.
Red-skinned, feathered figures, in vivid ceremonia headdress as though this day they had been dancing in
the forest glade. And saw the strange apparition of thistower. Saw it? Why, they were seeing it now!
Progtrated in a group on the mossy ground, awed, fear-struck, gazing fearfully upon thisthing unknown,;
prostrate because this thing unknown must therefore be a god, and being agod, must be angry and
threatening and to be placated.

Aningant and | knew that thiswhich Alan Tremont and Edward Williams were permitted was amere
pause. A tableau. A snatched vision from somewhere—sometime; presented al in an instant and whirled

avay.

But the phantom of the tower stood motionless, unchanged. The gray background whirled, pregnant with
things unseeable. No! It was night. There were the familiar, unchanging stars. | became aware that the
wraith of the tower was solidifying. The gray shadows under it were turning dark. Gray—then
black—then deep green. Treesand grass. A small white spread of water near at hand.

The tower now was solid, tangible and real of aspect aswe had first seen it. The doorway was till
closed. Around it now wasthe dark stretch of a cultivated park-like space. All clear and distinct. A
redlity here, beyond anything we had seen before,

| gasped. Alan's swift words to Nanette echoed as though from my own thoughts. Thiswaswholly
familiar! Thisfamiliar space, pictured in quiet detail upon the screen. Familiar trees, little pathswith
benches aong them, grassy lawvns, asmadl, sarlit lake. A winding roadway, with lights at intervals. In the
distance, behind the tower, | could plainly seealarge, low building of stone. A city street behind i,
beyond the park. All familiar.

Alan gasped: “Why, it'sherel Thisisbarely amilefrom usl That's Centrd Park! That's the Metropolitan
Museum!”



Central Park, New Y ork City. But when? We knew there was no tower likethat in Central Park. Was
thisthe future of Centra Park at which we were staring?

The vison was more than aglimpse now. It hdd, vividly perssting in every redity of itssmallest detall.
The same space of that forest glade. But now man caled it “ Central Park.” No ignorant savages were
prostrated here now, before this phantom of the tower. No one here—

And then | saw, in the foreground, aman in a blue uniform standing on one of the paths of the park. A
light shone on him. He stood, pressed backward againgt the light-pole staring at the tower with ahand
upflung againgt his mouth. Ingtinctive fear. But not prostrate upon the ground. He stood tense. And
dropped his hand and stood peering. Incredul ous.

“Ed—seethat police officer there! He seesthe tower!”

The tower door opened.| fancied | saw thefigure of the girl step furtively out and disappear into the
shadows of the starlit park. | could not be sure. It was dark. But in the background, above the
Metropolitan Museum, above the city buildingslining Fifth Avenue, | could see that the east was glowing
with the coming dawn. A mass of billowing clouds flushed pink.

The tower doorway was closed again. The tower melted into a spectre, illusive, tenuous, but still there. A
gossamer tower. And then it was gone. Everything was gone. But as though, in my fancy, or perhaps
merdly the persistence of vision, for one brief instant | seemed to see the park empty of the intruding
tower; and the policeman, standing there incredulous at thisthat he had seen which was now vanished.

Thetelevison screen was empty of image. Alan was on hisfeet. “Ed! Look at the sky out there! That's
the same sky!”

The workshop faced to the east. The same star-strewn sky of the vision was outside our window—the
same sky, with the same modeling of clouds, flushed with the coming day.

Alan voiced my redizations. “Why, that's this dawn weve been seeing! The tower—in the park behind
us—that policeman is out there now—he saw it! That'stoday! That just happened—now!”

Chapter 11

It was clear to us, or at least in part, what had occurred. Thelittle fragment of Space occupied by
Central Park was, throughout the visions, what we had been seeing. The tower was there; the tower had
not moved—in Space. We had first seen it in some far distant realm—of Time. And it had moved, not in
Space, but in Time. We had glimpsed the tower almost stopping, frightening those savages who, in what
we cal the Pagt, were roaming thislittleidand of Manhattan. The same Space. The same enclosing
rivers. But no city then. Or perhaps, near the southern end, where the converging rivers merged in
broader water, there might just have been a group of struggling settlers. Cabins of hewn, notched logs,
stockaded againgt the marauding redskins of the adjacent forest. A dense forest then, was north of the
trail caled“Maiden Lane.” Far up there was this Space which now we call Centra Park, with the great
New Y ork city now around it, grown in three short centuries from the infant New Amsterdam.

And the tower, immovable in Space, had comein Timeto 1962. Had paused. This very morning. Had
stopped and frightened a policeman of 1962, in Central Park. And then had become again a phantom, an
in another ingant, whally invishble.

| recdl my surprise a Alan's apparent understanding of thisincredible thing which had come, all
unheraded, upon us.



| found suddenly that there were thingsin the life of Alanwhich I did not know. Things he shared with
Nanette; but not with me. An eagernesswas in his manner as we discussed thisthing. His dark cheeks
were flushed with emotion; his dark eyes had aqueer glow of excitement.

“I think, Ed, that | can understand agood many things of this. Thingsfather knew, in theory—things he
told me—" He checked himself. And when | questioned, he stopped me.

“Wait, Ed. It's confusing. It seemstremendous.” And then he added: “ And perhaps—dastardly.”

What could he mean by that? Nanette said: “But, Alan—that girl—there was agirl, came hereto New
Y ork thismorning—"

Thegirl! The shadow girl, from out of the shadows! She, at least, was something tangible now. WE had
seen herein Central Park this morning. The television screen now was vacant. It was destined never
again to show us anything, but that we did not know. We had seen agirl arriving? Then, if so, she must
be here—in Central Park, now.

Alan sad: “I wonder if we should report it. That girl probably will befound.” He had been into one of the
other rooms of the small apartment afew moments before. He drew me there now. “Ed, | want to show
you something significant. Perhgps significant—I don't know, yet.”

Nanette followed after us. The bedroom faced south. We were high in atowering apartment building, just
ead of Fifth Avenue.

Over thelower roofs of the city | could seefar to the south. In the waning starlight down thereasingle
searchlight beam was standing up into the sky.

“Whereisit?’ | demanded. “The Battery? A ship in the harbor? Or Staten Idand?”’
Somewhere down there, awhite shaft of light standing motionless. It was fading in the growing daylight.

“On Saten Idand,” said Alan. “It' sasmall searchlight on the roof of the Turber Hospital. It often stands
likethat. Haven't you ever noticed it?’

| supposed | had. But never thought of it. Why should 17?

Alan added musingly: “It’'s queer—because | was wondering if it would chance to be there now, and
thereitis”

“But, Alan, see here—you' re making amystery of this. Heaven knowsiit's mysterious enough of itself,
without your adding more.”

He smiled. | saw suddenly agrimness as the smile faded and he set hiswide, thin lips. There were things
which he was beginning to piece together. Things, involving us o soon into such amaglstrom of events!
But now, Alan only said:

“This Dr. Turber—Wolf Tuber—have you ever heard of him?’

“No,” | said. “What has he to do with this? Whatever it is, you' ve guarded it very carefully from me,
Alan.”

There must have been atouch of bitternessin my tone. He laughed. “Nonsense! | haven’t known
anything worth discussng.”

Nanette touched me: “It was something father told us just before he died. Just atheory of his—a



suspicion.”
“Soinexplicable,” said Alan. “But he was so earnest, that morning he died. Telling uswhat might be

things of scientific fact, but probably would never be disclosed—to usor anyone. Y et now it may
be—these things thismorning seem tofit in. Ed, it' s not secret—not from you.”

“Then,” | said, “whoisDr. Turber? What is heto you?’

“Nothing. He was, in 1940, ayoung medica student. Then, for a short while, he worked for father. He
now owns the Turber Hospitd—a private ingdtitution, a sort of sanatorium. Heis, inhisway, agenius. A
speciaist in nervous disorders. And father said he was—or would have been, had he stuck at it—an
eminent physicig. But hedid not. He left father—he stole, father thought, alarge sum of father’ s money. |
don’t know the details. They’ re not important. Nothing was proved. He became—well, you might call
him father’ senemy. Certainly they didiked each other. I've met him casudly severd times. A scoundrelly
sort of fellow, but hislook. And that—of what | actualy know—isal.”

We were back in the workshop. The television screen still glowed, but it was empty of image. Nanette
sad gently: “Tdl him, Alan, about Dr. Turber, and me.”

It gave me adart. Alan said: “He seemsto have falen head over hedlsin love with Nanette. He had
adwaysliked her—"

“I wasawaysafrad of him,” sheputin.

“ And when Nanette grew up, even though then he was father’ s enemy, Turber came to him—wanted to
marry Nanette—"

| could well imagineit. Nanette wastdl, dim, with long chestnut hair incongruousin this day of
short-haired girls. To me she was very beautiful indeed.

Alan went on: “1 won't go into details. His persistent attentions were unwel comed. Father told him so,
and Nanettetold him.”

“| wasadways afraid of him,” she repeated.

Alan smiled wryly. “I threw him out once—a snaky sort of fellow. We want none of him—do we,
sger?

“No,” shesaid. “Tell Edward about Dr. Turber’ s life—father’ stheory.”

“It would mean much to you, Ed. There were things—so father thought—of mystery about this Turber.
Thingsinexplicable. His curious, unexplained absences from the hospital. Things about him which father
sensed. And the searchlight, that for no apparent reason for years now has been occasionaly flashing
from the hospital roof. It marks Turber’ s absence, | know that much.”

“And Turber’ sassstant,” said Nanette. “ That Indian—whatever he is—at the hospital.”

“Yes. He, too. Father pieced it together into avery strange, half-formed theory. | have always thought it
must have been born of father’ sdidike for the fellow. And father told it to me the morning of his death.
That, too, | felt must have colored it. Father’ smind, there at the last, roaming alittle—not quite clear. But
this, Ed—this morning—these visions of ours—we saw them, you know, we can’t deny that. They seem,
vaguely, tofit. Oh, ther€ s no use theorizing—not yet. That girl we sawv—"

Upon thegirl it hinged, of course. Thevison wasgone. And at best it was only avision. But the girl might



be rea—herein 1962.

We did not report what we saw to the police. Perhaps we had fancied that a girl came out of a phantom
tower in Centrd Park thismorning. And, if we had seen it on the television, even so, it might not actualy
have happened.

Had there actually been apoliceman, there in the park, who had seen it? And wasthere existing, herein
New Y ork today, this girl of the shadows?

We waited, and the thing turned tangible indeed! Became aredlity, for presently we learned that it had
touched othersthan oursalves.

The early afternoon papers carried asmall item. Some of them put it on the front page. But it wasonly a
joke—alittle thing to read, to laugh at, and forget. There had been in actudity, a policeman at dawn in
Centra Park; and he had been less reticent, more incautious than ourselves. He had told what he saw.
And the newspaperswrote it:

GHOST OF EIFFEL TOWER INVADES CENTRAL PARK POLICEMAN FIGHTS PHANTOM

Something to laugh at and forget. A chuckle, donated to abusy city by earnest Officer Macfarland who
undoubtedly was already sorry that he had not kept his mouth shut.

Andthegirl?

The later afternoon papers carried another item. Who would connect the two? Who, indeed! For this
other item was gtill smaler, unobtrusive, not even amusing. Nor novel—and therefore, worthy of nothing

but apassing glance:

Unknown girl found at gate of Central Park.
Unable to speak intelligibly. Victim of amnesia.
Taken to Bellevue. Later transferred to
Turber Hospital, Staten Island.

Who would think anything of that? But we three knew that we stood upon the threshold of amystery,
with its shadowy portas swinging wideto lure usin.

Chapter 111

Weleft Nanette at home and Alan and | started for the Turber Hospital about three o' clock that same
afternoon.

Wasthisthe girl of our visons, now the “victim of amnesia,” a Dr. Turber’s Sanatorium? Or wasit
merely some other girl whose memory had gone, and whose prosai ¢ parents soon would cometo claim
her? Things like that frequently happened. We determined to find out. Both of uswere sure we would
recognize her.

From the ferry house on Staten Idand we took ataxi, afew milesinto theinterior. It was an intensdly hot,
oppressive afternoon—the sun was danting in the west when we reached our destination.

| found the Turber Hospital occupying afairly open stretch of country, about amile from the nearest
town. It stood on arise of ground—ahuge quadrangle of building, completely enclosing an inner yard. It
was four stories high, of brick and ornamental stone; bal conies were outside its upper windows, with
occasiond patients Stting in deck chairswith lattice shades barring the glare of sunlight.



There were broad shaded grounds about the building—the whole encompassing, | imagine, some twenty
or thirty acres. Trees and paths and beds of flowers. A heavy, ten-foot ornamenta iron fence with a
barbed wire top enclosed it al. A fence might well have been to keep out the public, but which gave dso
the impression of keeping in theinmates. The placelooked, indeed, very much like the average asylum.
There was an aura of wedlth about it; but, unlike most such places, dso alook of newness.

“Turber built it inthe last eight years” said Alan. “He sdoing very well—rich patients of the neuratic,
amog insane but not quite, variety.”

There were some of them about the grounds now. Off at one end | could see tennis courtswith gamesin
progress.

“Spent alot of money,” | commented.
“Y es—they say he'svery rich.”

Bordering the grounds was a scattered, somewhat squalid, neighborhood of immigrants. We had crossed
atrolley line and ascended a hill arriving at the main gateway of the indtitution. | glanced back through the
rear window of our taxi. We were on acommanding eminence; | could see acrossthe rolling country,
over severa smoky townsto New Y ork Harbor; the great pile of buildings on lower Manhattan was just
visblein the distant haze.

The gatekeeper passed us at Alan’srequest to see Dr. Turber.

Our taxi siwvung up awinding roadway to the porte-cochere a the Side of the building.
“Will heseeus” | demanded.

“If he'shere, | imagine hewill.”

“But you' re not, even outwardly, friends?’

He shrugged. “We speak pleasantly enough when we have occasion to meet. So long as he lets Nanette
done”

We were ushered into the cool quiet of areception room. The white-clad nurse said that doubtless Dr.
Turber would see us pres-ently—he was busy a the moment. Sheleft us.

It was afairly large room of comfortable wicker chairs; Oriental rugs on a hardwood, polished floor; a
large wicker center table strewn with the latest magazines. A cool, dim room; there were broad French
windows, with shades partly drawn and additionaly shrouded with heavy velvet portieres acrossthe
window acove.

We had seated ourselves. Alan drew his chair nearer to mine. He spoke softly, swiftly, with an eye upon
the archway that gave onto the main lower corridor down which the nurse had gone.

“I was thinking, Ed—when Turber comes—we ve got to have some excuse for seeing the girl.”
“Yes, but what?’

“Tel him—1I’ll tell him you’ re anewspaper man. Some of them have been here aready, no doubt. We
won't go into it—you won't have to say much.”

| was, in actudity, apilot. | was off now, these three summer months. But posing as a newspaper man
wasout of my line.



“I don’'t know,” | said dubioudy. “I have no credentids. If he asks me—"

“I’ll do most of thetalking, Ed.” He jumped up suddenly, went to glance into the corridor, and came
back. “ Come here, want to show you something.”

He drew me to the windows. We pushed the portieres aside, and raised one of the shades. We were
someten feet abovethe level of the paved inner courtyard. Alan murmured: “ Just ook, Ed— queer
congtruction of thisplace! I’ ve often wondered, and so did father!”

Queer congruction indeed! The quadrangular building completely enclosed thisinner yard. At the
basement leve it was al norma enough. Windows and doors opening from what seemed engine rooms,
the kitchen; the laundry. And at thisfirst sory it was norma aso. These windows through which we were
looking; and other windows and occasiond bal coniesin each of the wings. But above thisfirst story there
were three others and then the flat roof above them. And in these three upper floors so far as| could see
there was not awindow! Nothing but the sheer, blank stone walls!

“What would you make of that, Ed? Crazy architecture—they said that when the place was built. There
are no courtyard roomsat al in the upstairs floors—nearly haf the building goesto waste. Turber
desgned it—"

“But what did he say?’

“Nothing much, | fancy. It was his own business. Perhaps, merely that he could afford the luxury of dl
outsde roomsfor his patients. And look &t that inner building—"

The courtyard was perhaps two hundred feet long, by half aswide. In its center was an oblong brick
building, ahundred feet by sixty possibly—and not quite as high as the roof of the main structure. From
the angle a which we were gazing, | could seethefull front face of thissmaller building, and part of one
of itsends. It had not awindow! Nor a door, except one, very small, at the ground in the center of the
front!

“Turber'slaboratory,” said Alan. “At least, that’ swhat it s supposed to be. That one door—nothing else.
It salways locked. Nobody has ever been in there but Turber, and his Indian assistant. Father once
talked with the builders of this place, Ed. That |aboratory is nothing but two small rooms at the ground
level herein front. All therestisjust four solid brick walls enclosing an inner empty space! What'sit for?
Nobody knows. But peopletalk. Y ou can't stop them. Turber’ s employees here. And most of dl, his
patients—not quite sane. They talk—of ghosts—things mysterious going on ingde those walls—"

People not quite sane—taking of things unknowable. But | was wholly sane; and as| stood there, gazing
at the shadows of twilight gathering in thisinner courtyard; the blank upper wals of thelarge building
turning dark with night; the smaler one, standing blank and silentin the courtyard—the whole place
seemed suddenly ominous, Snister!

A step sounded in the room behind us. | started violently; | had not redlized how taut were my nerves.
We dropped the portieres hagtily, and |eft the window. Turber?

But it was not he. A young man stood before us. He was dressed in flannels and a shirt open at the
throat. He carried atennis racket.

“Wadl,” said Alan. “How are you, Charlie? Been playing tennis? Y ou remember me, don’t you?’

A good-looking young fellow. He said: “Do 1? Y ou were here once before, weren't you?” Hisface
clouded. “You'redl right, aren’t you? My mother ssid—" He was addressing me. “My mother



said—hbut look here, don’t pay any attention to my mother if she saysyou' resick. Don't you doit! | did
it, and my mother said I'll put you in here and make you well. So look what happened to me—I'min
here”

| met Alan’sglance. Alan said: “Well, that’ sfine, Charlie. And you' re better, aren’'t you?’

“Yes.” He hestated; then he added: “I'm better, and I’ d like to help you get better. | wasthinking that,
lagt timel saw you. | like you—very much.”

“Doyou, Charlie? That'snice of you.”
“Yes. You'reafriend of mine—'Friends sturdy and true’ | was thinking—that’ sus.”

He turned suddenly away. He took a step toward the window, and came back. His face had wholly
changed; aookof cunning was onit; hisvoice low, quivering, dramatic.

“Y ou were looking out there when | came in. Strange things go on out there—but you can't seethemin
the daytimel”

“Can'tyou?’ said Alan. 1 waslooking—"

“I’ve seen them—at night. I’ ve got away to see them any time | want to. From the roof. If you get put in
here—I’ll show you— maybe. Because we' re friends.”

It galvanized Alan into action. He jumped to hisfeet and gripped Charlie.

“I'd like you to show me.”

“Yes| candoit. There' sagirl came thismorning.lsaw her—”

“Agn?

“Beautiful girl. Shewas beautiful—I saw her. They took her upgtairs. | know where.”

Alan gestured to me. “Watch out if anybody comes! Charlie, tell me!”

| moved nearer the corridor entrance. Alan and Charlie stood by the window. | could hear them.
“She' ssick, but her mother didn’t bring her. Men brought her—in ataxi likel saw you comein.”
“Charlie, if | should come here—"

“I’ve got akey to theroof. Y ou're not alowed up there. Nobody’ s ever been up there but me. I'm too
smart for them—' Keysto open Bluebeard’ sroom’—you can't open anything without akey. Keysto
open Bluebeard' s—”

“Charlie, stop that!”

“Well, | have. It' sdark. Nothing ever happensin the light. Y ou can seeit from the roof, because you're
higher up and you can look down insde.”

“Ingdewhat?’

“Hislaboratory. That'swhat they cdl it. * Four wallsto hide what devils do'—that’ s Shakespeare. |
studied it, when | wasin school. But mother said | was sick—"



“Weait, Charlie. Thet girl—"

“She'ssck, | guess. We'reall sick. But she was frightened, too. I'm not frightened. | passed them in the
hall. Shelooked at me—I saw she wasfrightened. | said then to mysdlf | guess| can help that girl. I'm
smart—I’ve got keys.”

If Turber should come! But the corridor was empty.

“Y ou know which roomisthegirl’s, Charlie?’

“yYes”

“You' vegot akey toit?’

“Key?1’vegot akey to Bluebeard' s closet—"

Alan shook him. “The girl’sroom—where they’ ve got her now.”

“Key to Bluebeard' sroom—don’t get excited—I’m not excited.” He was trembling. “\When you come
tolive here—"

“Charlie, ligen! | want to help that girl—get her out of here. Sheisn't Sck.”

“| can get out of here—but my mother told me not to. I’ ve got akey to the little gate in the fence behind
the tennis court. I've had it along time. Y ou know how to make akey?'Y ou take wax and get an
impression—I had alocksmith make the key when | was home a Christmas. Mother thought it was my
trunk key—but it wasn't. | thought | might useit to dip out and go home some night. Only mother would
be angry. And | had Bluebeard' s key made at the same time—that’ sthe key to the roof, where you can

seethings—’
From the door | caught a glimpse of a man approaching along the corridor.

“Alan! Here he comed”

Alan said vehemently: “Charlie, listen! Get thisright! Tonight, about ten 0’ clock! Can you have your keys
and come to the tennis court gate?’

“Yed Tonight—"
“Can you get there, alone? Tell nobody? Let nobody see you!”

“Yes. At night—dark deedsaone.” He heard Dr. Turber’ s step. He added swiftly: “I’ll be there—ten
o' clock tonight! | can hide you in my room. At eleven, they're dl adesp—we Il go to the roof—I call it
Bluebeard' s—”

“Not aword to anybody, Charlie! For the girl’s sake!”
“Yes And because we're friends—"

Alan pushed him away; and said, conversationally: “ So you had agood game, Charlie? That’ s fine—but
you' d better go wash up for supper.”

“All right, I will. Mother said never belate for supper.”

We dll turned as Dr. Turber entered the room.



| saw Dr. Wolf Turber asaman of about forty, obvioudy of extraordinary personaity. There are many
men in thisworld who have a power, for good or evil, which marks them apart from their fellows. A
radiation—an aura—a something in their unconscious bearing; aconfidence, aflash of the eye, all
unmistakable. Dr. Turber was such aone. Marked for big things—good or evil.

Hewas, to me at least, a once physically repellent of aspect. A very heavy, powerful frame, with wide
shoulders, thick and solid; adeep chest; long powerful arms. Had he stood erect, he might have been
fully six feet tall. But he was hunched. Not exactly a hunchback; rather, a permanent stoop which had
rounded his shoulders dmost to a deformity.

His head was massive, set low on awide, short neck. Close-cropped black hair, turning gray at the
temples. A solid, wide-jawed face, smooth-shaved, with dark eyes gazing throughapairof incongruously
dapper rimless glasses, from which awide black ribbon descended.

He stood before us; stooped, but with a strength of a gorilla seeming to lie hidden in his squat frame,
masked by the dapperness of his clothes. Pointed patent lesther shoes; gray trousers; adark gray jacket
with awhite waist-coat, to which the black eyeglass ribbon was fastened.Hestood with a hand toying
with theribbon.

“He annoyed you, Tremont? Charlie sagood boy. A little off mentaly—like most of them here.”

Charlie had been summarily dismissed. Turber added: “Y ou do not bring the charming little Nanette?
Whereisshe?| would far rather see her than you, Tremont.”

Alan, from his six-foot height, gazed down at Turber. He ignored the reference to Nanette, and said:

“Therewasagirl found in Central Park this morning. Amnesia case, the paper say. Transferred her from
Bdlevue. My friend Williams here does some newspaper writing—he' d like to see her.”

Turber’ sface remained camly polite. His gaze went to me. It made my heart lesp—his quiet, deep
scrutiny, as though without effort he might read my thoughts.

“A girl? Amnesiacase? No girl came here” His glance sivung between us, but hiswide, thin-lipped
mouth was smiling, ironicaly. He added: “Y ou believe what you reed, evidently. Y ou are trustful.”

Alan’s shortness of temper surprised me. “ Then you won't let us see her.”

“No, why should 1?7

“But you admit she' s here?’

There was no love lost between these two! Turber rasped:

“Why should | bother to let you cross-examine me?’

It quieted Alan. “1 know she' shere. What you mean is, | have no right to demand seeing her.”
Turber bowed ironically.

“I can get that fixed up,” said Alan.

“Perhaps”

“Oh,l think I can.” Alan was smiling now, with recovered poise. “In thefirst place, sheisundoubtedly a
public charge until her identity is established. Why Bellevue sent her to you, | can’t imagine—"



“That, like everything ese you are saying, is none of your business.”

“But | intend to make it my business. They’ll give Williams and me an order to see her.” Quite evidently
Alan knew his ground. “Come on, Ed—we rewasting time. Let’s go see what they say at Bellevue.
Therearealot of things about this| don’t understand.”

Turber said abruptly: “If you come asafriend, Tremont.” Hisimperturbable smile remained, but it was
evident that Alan’s persstence was disturbing. | could even fancy, darming. “But you come, gruffly
demanding—and you bring the power of the Press.” Thefaint inclination of his head toward mewasa
bow of mockery. “Y ou frighten me—"

“Why? Isthere something mysterious?’

“It seemsto be. Y our sudden indgstence—I| have not seen you in ayear.l have had severd amnesia
patients here, dl ignoredby you.”

Beneath his bantering manner he wastrying, no doubt, to fathom what Alan knew.

Alanwasdlent. | said: “Well, I'd be mighty interested to write up the case. But if we haveto get an order
from the Hedlth Department—"

“Well getit,” sid Alan.

Turber made an abrupt decision. “Y ou may see her. Y ou’ re an annoying young cub, Tremont. | know
youwd| enough to redize that.”

“Can we see her now?’ Alan demanded.

“Yes. But only for amoment. Her memory isgone. | was hoping, with my routine treetment, we could
get it back.”

Heled usinto the corridor, stalking ahead of uswith his heavy tread. “ Thisway—sheisupdairs.”

Heturned a corner. Alan whispered: “Watch wherewe re going! Try to remember the location of the
room! How old isshe, Dr. Turber?’

“About twenty, apparently. A strange-looking little creature. | would say, of acultured family.”

We mounted astaircase. Passed down another corridor. | tried to keep my sense of location. | said: “Is
shean American?’

‘Probably not.” He shrugged. “ Sheis dressed very strangely. She resisted the matrons at Bellevue who
would have changed her robe. She looks as though she might have wandered from some fancy dress
affair last night. But bynow something wouldbe knownof it, | suppose. The police havefull details. | shall
send her back to Bellevue—I’ m not looking for any bizarre publicity.”

We passed occasiond inmatesin the halls; they stared at us curioudy, scattering and vanishing at
Turber’ sglance. One was the young fellow, Charlie. He gppeared magicaly at my elbow, flashed mea
swift, knowing glance, and disappesared.

Abnormality wasin thear, everywhere about this place. Heavy carpeted halways,; dim, with lights not
yet lighted, in the afternoon twilight. These patients—most of them seemed to be young men— freeto

move about, in apparent hedlth; indefinably, but unmistakably abnormal. The whole place struck me as
amog gruesome.



“Thisway, Tremont.”

We were in the upper story, close under the roof. There was an eevator in the front of the building; we
had not used it, but had mounted three separate flights ofstairs, each remote from the other. | fancied we
were at the top of the wing across from the reception room.

Turber paused and took akey from his pocket. | had noticed as we came aong the hallsthat al the
rooms opened outward; the inner side facing the courtyard was dways ablank corridor wall, with no
suggestion of rooms. But Turber now paused at asmall, heavy mahogany door—on the courtyard side.

“Sheishere, Tremont. | have her locked in. She escaped from somewhere. It is often atrait of these
cases—the desire to escape. If she duded me here, the authorities would have plenty to say.”

He stood amoment, cautioning usin low tones. The girl would be startled—she was startled at seeing
anyone. But to be mildly startled might be good for her. He smiled. “ Amnesia has been cured by ablow
upon the head. But | don’t recommend it.”

“May | tak to her?’ | suggested.

“That,” he said, “would be usdless. She could not understand; and her own words are wholly
unrecognizable”

There was another door directly acrossthe hall. It stood open, disclosing abedroom, into the windows
of which the setting sun was streaming. A man cameto itsdoorway. Turber’s Indian assigtant, Alan
afterwards told me; evidently he was here on guard. He did not speak; he saw Dr. Turber, and moved
back into the room.

But for that instant hewas visible think | have never had amore artling impression. A man, clad in
trousers and white shirt; of huge stature, well over six feet. Straight black hair, parted down the middle; a
red-brown face, flat-nosed. But more than that, | saw something about him which was uncanny. An
indescribable impression of something incredibly sinister. Something weird.

He had amagazinein his hand. If it had been atomahawk dripping blood, if hisface with its broken nose
had been streaked with ochre, if hisbody had been bare of those civilized garments—it would have
seemed far more normal. He grunted as he met Dr. Turber’ s glance and turned away.

Turber repeated: “1 think 1 would not speak to her—but you may if you like.”
He knocked on the girl’ s door. He then turned the lock and pushed the door inward.

We crowded at the threshold. It wasa small, comfortably furnished room. Windowless. A wicker table,
with alamp giving asoft glow of yelow light. The girl stood like a startled fawn in the center of the room.
It wasthe girl we had seen on thetelevision!

A creature, hereinlife, of fairy-like delicacy. Almost unredl. She was not over fivefegt tdl; dight and
delicate of mold; agirlhood upon the brink of maturity. A fairy cresture, likeavision of girlhoodina
child’ sfairy dream. White-limbed; wearing a pae, sky-blue robe—a drapery rather than adress.
Howing hair, pale as spun gold. A face, ova and smdll, exquisite, ddlicate as acameo. Eyes, sky-blue—

They stared at us, those sky-blue eyes. Startled. But they were not vacant eyes, nor confused; not the
eyes of aperson mentally deranged. They swung toward Dr. Turber; and as momentarily he turned away
they came back to Alan. And in them | read—and Alan read—amute, furtive ook of appeal!

Chapter IV



The gray walls of the Turber Sanatorium were painted red by the falling sun when we departed in our
waiting taxi. The episode with the girl had taken only amoment. | had spoken to her; | said fatuoudy:

“Don’'t you know us?’

She did not seem to try to answer. Her gaze swung from Alan to me. She tookastep backward;as though
the sound of myvoice were frightening; but | could have sworn she was watching Turber; it was Turber of
whom she was afraid, not us.

“Come,” hesaid. “That’senough.” We had not crossed the threshold. He closed the door upon the girl;
her gaze seemed till searching Alan’ sface asit closed.

Turber led us back downstairs. He chatted pleasantly about the girl’ s case; he accompanied usto the
door and smilingly bowed us out.

“I shdl hopeto see you again, Tremont. Bring Nanette when you come next time, will you?’ Hesad it
sardonically. But more than that, for beneath his banter there was an intensity that made me shudder. And
apang of fear for Nanette swept me. We had left her home aone.

Turber stood gazing after us aswe drove away. | recdl him, standing there on the steps of the
porte-cochere; hunched forward; his gorillafigure soimmaculatdly garbed, fingerstoying with his black
eyeglassribbon, his mouth twisted withafaint sardonic smile. Sinister figure! Satanic! A very modern
Mephistopheles, thisfellow Turber. A genius—for evil; of that, at least, | was how convinced.

We were slent on the way back in the taxi. My mind was on Nanette. It seemed suddenly that she must
beindanger; my greatest desire was to get back as quickly aswe could.

We dismissed thetaxi. At theferryhouse | said abruptly: “Alan, let’ stelephone Nanette.”
“Why?'

“I'mworried about her,” | sammered. “ Alan, thet fellow, Tur-ber—"

We cdlled the apartment. She answered promptly.

“Youdl right, Nanette?’ | demanded.

“Why, yes, of course, Edward. When will you be back? 1’ ve been worried about you.”
“WEe |l betherein an hour.”

| hung up. | felt unutterably relieved. We boarded the ferry.

“What do you propose to do next?’ | asked Alan.

“Get our car—come back tonight.”

“With Nanette?’

“Yes. | know how you fed. That felow Turber—thisweird thing—"

“No timeto leave Nanette done. | wish sheweren't there now.”

“WE |l be there shortly. When we come back, you' Il stay in the car with her,” Alan directed.

While he was meeting Charlie at the tennis court gate? | did not fancy so inactive arole.



“It'sbest, Ed. Only one of us should go in. With both of us, the chance of being discovered would be
greater. Besides, we daren’t leave Nanette.”

“Youthink hell let you in?
“Charlie?| think so. They’re very cunning, fellowslike that. He said he would hide mein hisroom.”

We discussed it. There was so much—and yet o little that was tangible—to discuss! Buit | realize now
that Alan, with hisgreater knowledge of what al this might mean, had formed fairly definite plans. To
discuss them with me then, wasfutile. Hedid not do it.

We got home to Nanette, and had supper. My own reticence matched Alan’ swhen it cameto going into
detailswith Nanette. It would have led usfar afield in fantastic, meaninglesstheory. But the girl wasthere,
held virtually a prisoner; we wanted to rel ease her. Thatwe told Nanette, but nothing more. Itwas,
indeed,asdefiniteaplan as| could form mysdif.

It was ahurried supper. Nanette had it ready for uswhen we camein.

It was eight 0’ clock when, after hurried preparations, we started. Alan brought his car from the nearby
garage. Nanette, with her hair braided and piled upon her head, was ready. We al wore outer coats. The
evening was cooling; the sky was overcast.

Alan went into his workshop; came out with asmall cloth bag. “ Nanette, get your black cloak—I
couldn’'t find it.”

“I thought I’ d wear this coat and hat, Alan. Don't | look al right?’
Eternd femining! The subconscious strain under which we were laboring made uslaugh.
“Of course you do! We re not going to the operal | want your cloak—for something else.”

She went and got it. The car was abig sedan. Alan put on the back seat the cloak and his cloth
bag—they were tools from the workshop, he had told me briefly when | questioned. Wedl threesat in
front, as was our custom. Alan drove.

| recall asweleft the gpartment that 1vaguely gazed ahead those few hours to when we would return. The
futility of gazing ahead!

“We ve got to hurry,” said Alan. “Hope we can catch aferry, without too long await.”

He threaded us skillfully south, through the crowded city streets. | gazed around. Thiswas New Y ork of
1962. | suddenly felt wholly apart fromiit.

Wejust made the ferry. The sky continued overcast. It rained alittle, and then stopped. We left the ferry,
droveinto Staten Idand toward Turber’s.

“I think 1 know a secluded place,” Alan had told us.

Hefound it, an unlighted country road. He stopped and switched off the headlights. The darkness |eaped
a us.

“Wherearewe?’ | demanded.

“A milefrom Turber' s—not much more. Y ou can seeit off there”



We climbed to the road. The sky was solid gray. We werein alonely neighborhood; afence was here,
bordering afield; but no house wasin sight. The road went up arise here through acut. Alan had drawvn
the car toone sde; a spreading tree hung over it. Beyond the trees, | could see the lights of anearby
settlement; atrolley car—alighted roadway winding off there, and the hill with the lights of Turber’s. The
searchlight was not lighted.

“Hadn’t we better get closer, Alan?’

“No, thisisdl right. It sbarely amile”

“Y ou know wherewe are? You'll be ableto find us, coming back?’

“Yes. Just keep your lights out and wait.”

“How long, Alan?’ Anxiety flooded me. “If you don’t come back—say by midnight—what shdl | do?’
“I will come back. You just wait, Ed.”

He kissed Nanette. | sat at the whed with her besde me. Alan’ sfigure, carrying his smal bag and the
black cloak, showed dimly down the road for amoment, then was gone.

It was nineforty. With dl the lights of the car extinguished, we sat in the darkness, waiting. Alan had
taken asmall revolver, and | had one aso.

Ten o' clock. A distant bell marked it; | snapped on the dash light to verify it. Nanette felt me move.
“What isit, Ed?’

“Nothing. | waslooking at thetime.”

“Teno'clock?

“yes”

Wefdl slent. Alan would be at the gate of Turber’ sby now. But what reliance could we place upon the
boy Charlie' sword for what he would do? Perhaps he had no key to the tennis court gate at all. Or even
if he had, he would forget to come. Or Turber would see him and stop him. Or worse, follow him and
trap Alan. A thousand doubts and fearsfor Alan’s safety rose to beset me.

Tenthirty. Eleven o' clock. What was Alan doing now? But | told mysdf: “Thisis 1962—not the dark
ages of the past. Thisiscivilized New York.” If Turber caught Alan prowling on the premises, what of it?
Hewouldn’t dare murder Alan. Or would he?

Waiting isadifficult thing to do. The mind growstoo active. | began to think that Alan wasn’t coming
back. Nanette crept against me in the darkness.

“Ed, whet timeisit?’
“Nearly midnight.”
“Ed, I'm so frightened—"

| began to plan what | would do. Wait here until midnight, or one 0’ clock perhaps. Then drive up to
Turber’ sand boldly ask for Alan. At worst, they would have caught him—arrested him as amarauder. |
set my teeth. Why, before morning, if | couldn’t locate Alan I'd have dl the police of Staten Idand up at



Turber’ slooking for him!
“Don’t befrightened, Nanette—he' |l be back presently.”

No one had passed a ong this road; we seemed wholly secluded. The sky remained overcast; there was
not astar showing; off in the distance lightning had flared for atime and we heard the distant thunder, but
the storm had now receded. There had been a.cool wind, but it died. The night was black and dark.
Breathless. And | think it was my apprehension, too, that made me breathless. | sat, with Nanette
huddled against me, and stared, straining my eyesin the darknessfor Alan’s coming.

Midnight passed.

From the roof of the Turber Hospitd the searchlight beam abruptly flashed into the sky! 1t hung
moationless.

| told Nanette.
“What does it mean? What could—"
“l don’t know.”

We st tense, every faculty alert. Nanette, with sharpened fancy and ahearing dways keener than
normd, cried out suddenly:

“That wasashot! Listen! There' sanother!”

| seemed, mysdlf, to hear the sound of distant shots. At Tur-ber’s?

“An automobiletire blowing out,”| said. “Or acar backfiring.”

But sheingsted.“| thought | heard screams—someone screaming—"

“Nonsense!l”

Anather interval. The searchlight off there hung steedy.

“Ed, what isthat? Don’t you hear?’

Then | heard it. Running, approaching footsteps, clattering faintly in the darkness on the stony road!

Alan crept up to the Turber place. He heard the clock chimeten. An Itaian settlement lay in afringe
along the east Sde of the hospital grounds. The main gateway was there. Alan skirted to thewest. A
cemetery lay on the west dope of the hill, with anarrow road like atrail bordering the high iron fence. It
was dl dark dong here, but Alan remembered that the tennis courts were in thisfar corner. According to
Charlie there should be asmall gate somewhere here in the fence.

Would Charlie keep hisword? Everything that Charlie had said might be the wandering of an unhinged
mind; the boy might haveforgottenit al by now.

Abruptly Alan cameto asmall iron door in thefence. A dark figure sood behind it.
“Chalie?
“Ya”

“Alone?’



“yYes”
“Letmein.”

The door swung inward. Alan dipped through; closed it carefully.

“Where sthe key, Charlie?’

“Here”

“You keep it. WE |l leave this unlocked—when I'm gone you can lock it after me.”
“yes”

Alan could just make out Charli€ sfigure a the edge of the tennis court.

“No trouble getting out here, Charlie?”

“No.”

“Nobody saw you? Sure?’

“Nobody. I’'m supposed to bein bed. | was, but | got up—Iook how I’ m dressed.”

He moved to where ayelow glint from alighted window of the nearby building fell upon him.Hewore
aong dark dressing gown.

“And my brown tennis shoes, see? Dark clothesfor dark deeds at night!”

Alan seized him. “Come out of that light! Shall we go to your room first? Wait for the placeto get to
deep?”

“Yes. | can get you there. A sde door—I know whereitis.”

They started, along the edge of the court, then under the shadowy trees of the lawn.
“Won't they lock the sde door at night, Charlie?’

“They did, aready. It' saspring lock—I opened it from the insde and | &ft it unlaiched.”
There seemed, even at thisearly hour, few lights about the building.

“Almost dl inbed,” Charlie whispered. “All but the doc. He never goesto bed.”

Charlie knew where the girl’ sroom was. The Indian was on guard there acrossthe hal. But Alan felt that
there was no reason why the girl’ s door should be watched too closely. They could not anticipate anyone
trying to get her out. That Indian would relax by midnight; probably would go to deep in hisown room,
with hishall door open so that he could heer if the girl made any disturbance.

Charlieand Alan cameto asmal entryway at the ground level.
“Arethe hdlsempty?’
“Y es. Nobody will see us. They're dark, too, at night. If you want to go to my room first—"

“l do.”



Therewasadim night light in thissmall insde halway. It showed Charlie with rumpled hair, white face
and gleaming eyes. He was shaking with excitement.

“Comeon. What' sthat you're carrying?’ the boy asked.

Alan wore black rubber-soled shoes; hislong, lightweight dark overcoat; and adark cap. The bag was
under hisarm. In his overcoat pocket he had the smdll revolver.

“Tools, Charlie. To open the door of the girl’sroom—Iater, when that Indian getsto deegp—"

The bag contained achisdl, screwdriver and other implements with which he might forcealock. And a
vid of chloroform and a sponge.

They crept dong the hallway, into the main lower corridor. Alan feared that at any moment they would
be discovered. He would make a dash to get out the way they had come in—

“Here! Comein here.” Charlie twitched him suddenly by the arm. Through an archway, and Alan found
himsdlf in afamiliar room—the reception room. It was unlighted. Itsfurniture showed dimly in the light
from the corridor. Like shadowsthey did into the recess behind the portieres of the windows.

“What isit, Charlie? Someone coming?’

“No. | want to show you—outside here. Big things afoot here tonight—dark deeds of mystery. |
know—I’ ve seen them!”

They cautioudy raised one of the shades atrifle. Alan saw that the main courtyard was dark and silent.
The single door of the laboratory was closed.

“What, Charlie? Shal we stay here awhile?’
“Yes Bigthingsgoingon. You'll see”
“But what? What have you seen?’

“Thingsyou can't see from here. From the roof you can see them because you' re higher than those other
walls. Shall we go to theroof? I’ ve got the key—Bluebeard’ s key—"

“No. Stay here awhile”

They were comparatively safe, here behind the portieres. Alan was waiting until later, when he could go
up to thegirl’ sroom.

They crouched at the window. Half an hour passed. An hour. It was getting toward half past eleven. No
lights showed now in any of the courtyard windows; it was dl dark out there.

Once or twice Alan heard footsteps in the main corridor outside the reception room. But no one had
entered, and for half and hour now there had been no sound of anyone.

Another intervd.
“WEe ve been herelong enough,” Alan decided.

“All right.” The boy was sheking again. “It' smidnight, isn't it? The very witching time of night when
churchyards yawn, and hell itsdf breathes out contagion to thisworld. Now could | drink hot blood and
do such hitter business as the day would quake to look on—"



“Charlie, stop that!”

“It' sHamlet. I'm like Hamlet—allittle mad, but though they fool me to the top of my bent they cannot
play upon me!”

“Stopit! Let’sgo upstairs now.”

“Shall we? All right. Go where?”

“Tothegirl’ sroom. Can you lead me there?’

“Yes But sheign't there!”

“What?’ It eectrified Alan. “Not therel” He gripped Charlie. “What do you mean?’
“Don’t! You hurt!” Thelad jerked away.

“Sorry, Charlie! But hush, you make too much noise!”

“All right. But you hurt me. Thegirl isn't up there”

“Why in Heaven' snamedidn’t you say so long ago? Where is she?’

Charlie gesturedto the window. “ Over there—in the laboratory. They took her over there—just beforel
went tolet you in.”

“They? Who?’

“Thedoc. And the Indian. That's Uncas, aswe call him. Uncas was a Mohican—you know that.”
“Where arethey now?’ Alan’s heart sank. This changed his planswholly. Wasit true?

“They? Who? The girl? She' s over there now. They locked her in over there—then they came back.”
“Where? When wasthis?’

“About ten o' clock. | saw them start over here from the laboratory, but then it was time for me to go and
letyouin.”

“They came over here—to the main building?’

“Yes. They'rein thedoc' srooms, | guess. They’ re getting ready for something. You'll see. That’swhat
I’ve been waiting for—they’ |l be going back over to the laboratory soon.”

Alan felt that itwastrue. There were many thingswhich Charlie had said that fitted into Alan’ sown
bdiefs

“Charlie, can you get us down there?’

“Inthe courtyard? Yes! Surel can. Two or threeways. Thisisn't ajail—you can go whereyou likeif
you know the way. I’ ve been aimost everywhere, and nobody ever caught me.”

They dipped into the dim corridor. A flight of stairswas near a hand. The lower story waswholly dark.
Charliefound across hal and opened adoor.

They were on the courtyard pavement. Nearby an end of theinner building was visble asadark outline;



they moved noisalesdy across the open space and crouched againgt the brick wall of the |aboratory.
“How far are we from the door, Charlie?’
“Not far. There' sawhed barrow there somebody |eft this afternoon. Let’ shide by it.”

They cameto the whed barrow. It was standing up against the laboratory wall. Its shelter was hardly
necessary; the yard here was solid black.

“Where sthe door?” Alan whispered.
“Right here. What you going to do?’

Alan stoodatthe door. His fumbling handsfelt for it. There was no knob; an iron door, set in abrick and
iron casement. Hisfingersfelt alock, sunk in the meta of the door.

Alanlad hisbag at hisfeet. No chance of forcing thislock. Turber and the Indian would doubtless be
coming presently. What-ever Alan could do must be done now.

In the solid darkness at his elbow, Charli€' s voice whispered again: “What you going to do?’

Alan acted wholly upon impulse. He thought that the girl wasinside, one. She might be ableto hep—
He knocked, very softly on the door.

“What you—" Charlie began.

gy

He knocked again.

It happened unexpectedly; yet Alanbyingtinct was ready for it.

The door abruptly opened!

It swung, just afew inches, aguttura voice sounded, spesking unintelligible words!

Whatever surpriseit wasto Alan, the Indian within was undoubtedly far more surprised. Alan stuck his
foot into the door opening; he shoved violently with his powerful body, his shoulder against the door. It
yielded; opened wide with arush, knocking the Indian backward.

Alan burst into the room. The Indian, unarmed, recovered his balanceto find himself saring at Alan’'s
leveled revolver.

“Don’'t you move! Put your hands up!”

Behind him, Charlieydled ghrilly: “He can't understand English! HE saMohican!”

But Alan’s menace was enough; the fellow backed against the wall. His hands went up.
“You' vegot him! You'vegot him!”

“Charlie, shut up!”

A confusion of swift impressions surged upon Alan. A smdl, bare room with avague glow of light. The
girl was here! She stood near the Indian. Frightened, shrinking against thewall; but she saw Alan,



recognized him. Shetook a step forward.

Charlie was making too much noise. The door through which Alan had burst was open. If Turber saw the
glow of light—or heard Charli€' s voice—or if anyone else heard this uproar—

A confusion of ingantaneousimpressons.

“Charlie, shut up! You' Il have the whole place aroused! Take the girl out—she'll go with you! Grab her
am—we || makearunfor it.”

The girl understood. If not Alan’swords, at least his swift gestures. She moved toward Charlie. Alan
backed, his weapon leveled upon the Indian. “Go on! Run, Charlie! Get her out at once! I'll follow. Get
usto the tennis court.”

Alan backed, with the two of them behind him. He had been in that room certainly not over thirty
seconds. Heleft it with Turber’ s secret laid bare to him! The room had an archway, opening inward.
Alan had stood facing it. Charlie had seen it and yel ped with excitement.

In the inner court stoodalarge gray-white vehicle—a cabin air-plane.A spread of canvasfor aconcealing
roof was over it. Avehiclefor traveling through Time—like the Time-traveling tower we had seenin
Centra Park!

Chapter V

Alan found himself outside the laboratory. Its door was open, with ayellow glow streaming out. Charlie,
dinging to the girl, waswith him. The glow fell on them; Alan shoved them aside.

“Which way, Charlie? We ve got to get out of herel”

They stood in the darkness amoment against the laboratory wall. The hospital was aroused. A voice had
shouted. Otherswere taking it up. Lights were showing in severa of the windows. An uproar—growing
now of its own momentum. Someone lighted alight in the reception room. A shade snapped up.

The courtyard was brightening with yellow glints of light. No one as yet seemed to notice the three figures
ganding by thewall.

“Which way, Charlie?” Alan was momentarily confused. They would have to pass through the lower part
of the building, get into the garden, fight their way through if necessary.

The girl stood docile; Charlie was chattering with fright. A desperation was on Alan; he shoved at
Charlie. “Come on!”

But hestopped abruptly. The Indianhad cometo the laboratory door. Heshouted—vehement, guttural
words. An answer came. Dr. Turber! The man appeared in the light of alower doorway inthe main
building.

All thought of flight was momentarily siricken from Alan’smind. “ Charlie, wait!” They were standing by
the upright whedlbarrow. “Look!”

Turber came running. The shaft of light from the doorway picked out his running figure. He was heading
for the laboratory door. Not to menace these intruders; knowing only that his secret was discovered.
With his hospita in uproar around him, Turber wasin flight.

The Indian disgppeared back into the room; Turber went at afull run through its doorway. Alan had not



thought to try and stop him. Instead, he moved to the door, fascinated.

The room aready was empty; Turber had gone through it; was|egping into the vehicle ofthe inner
courtyard. Aningant. Then the huge ship—it was nearly ahundred feet long—with dl its gray solidity,
began mdting. Dissolving. A wraith of acabin with wings—a diss pating phantom—

Theinner courtyard was empty!
Charlie svoice “Look! Thereitid Thereitid”

From the top of the laboratory building—perhaps automaticaly operated by the going of the ship—the
searchlight beam was standing up into the air!

Alan found hiswits. “Charlie, for God' s sake lead us out of here! Y ou don't want to get caught in this
dfar.”

Figures were now in the courtyard; voices, questioning; at awindow of the first story aboy in white
nightclothes stood gazing down. The excitement set him screaming—shrill, piercing, unearthly screamd
Voices began shouting at him.

It was awelcome diversion. Alan gripped the girl by the arm. She seemed to understand what was going
on. Sheran with Alan asthey followed Charlie across the courtyard, intoalower doorway. In acorridor a
man opposed them. He ducked away from Alan’ s waving weapon.

Through adim room, crowded with the sllent machinery of alaundry. Through another door. A hall. At
the foot of astaircase two nursesin dressing gowns saw the running figures and screamed.

Charliefumbled at adoor; opened it. They were in the Side garden.

“Whichway?’ Alan demanded. “Y ou go back! Nobody recognized you. Pretend you had nothing to do
withit.”

“Thisway! There sthe tennis court—to fight and run away— live again to fight—"

There were peoplein the outer grounds now. The presence of intruders was recognized. A voice called,
“Which way did they go?’ One of the inmates began screaming again. Someonefired a
revolver—severa shotsinto the air to arouse the neighborhood.

At thelittle gate Alan paused. “Lock it after us! Throw the key away! Don't let them find it on you!
Thanks, Charlie—you're abrick. Say nothing—know nothing.”

“All right, | won't.” He touched the girl. “Goodbye—the maiden fair isgone!”
“Yes, Charlie. Thanks for what you did—we won't forget you—"
The gate thumped closed. Itslock turned. Charlie whirled and vanished in the shadows of the trees.

Thegirl clung to Alan’shand and ran swiftly, lightly asafawn, beside him. The uproar at the hospital
faded into the distance.

Within ten minutes, running through the darkness over the sunny road, Alan and the girl were out a our
car.

We bundled the girl into the back seet. Nanette sat with her. “Wrap her in the cloak, Nanette! Isit
there?’



“yYes”
“Moveover, Ed,” Alansaid. “I'll drive”

In the silence other shots sounded off at Turber’s. Alan hastily backed the car and turned it.
“Raigng hdl up there! But | got her!”

We sped away into the night.

The thing was clear to usnow. Thisgirl had comein a Time-traveling tower from the Past—or the
Future. Turber aso possessed a Time-vehicle; one more effective than the tower, since it seemed a
vehicle aso capable of traveling through Space. Thisgirl undoubtedly knew Turber in some Time-world.
And feared him—just as Nanette feared him.

With purring motor we were speeding aong one of theidand' s highways, almost deserted at this hour of
the night.

“Which way you going, Alan? Not to the ferry?’
“No. West, over the bridge into Jersey. Get back to New Y ork that way. WEe re safe enough.”
“What are you going to do with the girl 7’ | asked.

He hardly knew. “Take her home, | guess. Seeif we can't learn to understand her. She' sintdligent—she
gpeaks some kind of language.”

We sped through a quiet, deeping village. It was along drive, around thisway through Jersey. The night
was well advanced toward the new dawn when we were again in Manhattan.

We had stopped once on alonely Jersey road. Stopped by Nanette' svoice.
“Alan! She' strying to talk to me!”

We drew down the car curtains, lighted the tiny dome light. The girl was much smaller than Nanette; she
sat, with her long blue robe crushed about her, enveloped in Nanette' slong cloak. Shewas smiling,

gesturing.
“She' sbeautiful, Alan. She’ sbeen talking—I can’t understand.”

Her voice was soft; queer liquid syllables, queerly intoned. A voice like music; thewind in harp strings,
dirring them to murmur—but it meant nothing intdlligible to us.

But there were gestures.
| said: “ She understands! She' strying to show us she understands—"

Nanette demanded: “Is shelooking at me? Look, dear—I’m Nanette—understand? I'm Nanette.” She
laid her hand on her own breast. “Can you say it? Nanette—"

Thegirl said, quite clearly. “Nanette!” And laughed with alow ripple of pleasure. “ Nanette! Leal
Nanette! Leal” Shewasindicating hersdlf. “Leal”

“Her nameisLeal Yes, dear, we understand you.”

| murmured: “And a Bdlevue—"



With quick hearing she caught the word. “Bdlevue,” she said. She had evidently learned it whilethere.
“Belevue.” Sherepeated it, frowning. She made a gesture, meaningless, and sank back, huddled against
Nanette.

Alan switched off the dome light. “We d better get started— someone might see us.” He drove on.
“Keep on trying, Nanette.”

We decided to take her to Alan and Nanette' s apartment. The Turber staff at the hospital would report
that Turber and hisassstant and the girl suffering from amnesiahad vanished. What el se could they say?
Charlie probably would not talk; and Alan doubted if himsdlf or Charlie had been recognized. Our
connection with the mysterious midnight disturbances at Turber’ s might never be established.

We werein the quiet, midtown streets of New Y ork when Nanette called us again.

“She understands theword ‘tower’! Shejust said it. Lea, what do you mean? Say something elseto
Nanette!”

Leawas murmuring: “Tower! Tower!” She seemed trying to look out of the sdewindow. | leaned back
and drew up the shade.

“That'sdl right, Alan?’
“Y es. What does she want to do?”’

She was peering through the window. We went on afew blocksin silence. Alan said nothing. But he had
told me he intended crossing Forty-second Street to the East Side. He did not. He went north to
Fifty-ninth. Then turned east. Soon we were passing along the southern edge of Central Perk.

Lea had been peering intently. She recognized the park. She murmured. “ Tower! Tower!” Insstently.
She even turned and plucked at Alan’s shoulder. “ Tower! Tower!”

Understanding swept me. “Alan, she—"
“Y es. Wait, Ed! Don't say anything—just watch her.”

He silenced Nanette' s questions. We turned up Fifth Avenue. The dark, tree-dotted park was on our
left. Nanette sat quiet, trying to fathom the sudden tenseness which had cometo us. Lea stared through
her window at the park. Intent. Motionless.

We cameinto sight of the Metropolitan Museum afew blocks ahead. Alan dowed the car.
“Lea—"

She turned at the sound of her name. She smiled; gestured at the park; reached toward the door of the
car.

| exclaimed: “ She recognizesit, Alan! Shewantsto get out. What are you doing?’
He had turned into the cross-street. “ Stop her. See what she wantsto do.”
We opened the car door. | stood at the curb. This cross-street was dim and deserted.

“Lea” Sheturned again as Alan spoke. She smiled and gestured again toward the park. And pulled at
Nanette.



“What isit, Leadear?’

“She wants you to get out, Nanette.”
“Shdl |, Alan?’

“Yes. Help her, Ed.”

| guided Nanette. Lea plucked at Alan. He put the lights of the car out and locked it. Hisfingers were
trembling.

“You wak with Lea, Nanette. Let her guide you. We Il follow. See what she wantsto do.”
Four of us, unnoticed by the great, deeping city, al unaware of us. And what would it have cared?

We crossed the avenue, plunged into the shadows of the park. To the east the leaden sky over the
housetops was brightening with the coming dawn.

We crouched in the shrubbery by the edge of the path. Treeswere over us, alake nearby, awinding
park roadway off there with lights along it. The shadowy building of the Museum at the edge of the park
wasin the distance.

Leahad marked well thislandscape! It wasfamiliar to her, asit wasto Alan and me, who had been here
S0 often, and had seen the vision of it on the screen last night. This open spread of lawn here, with the
lake near it, this park bordering it.

My mind sprang back. A forest glade was here, three hundred years ago. Three thousand years ago,
what? A virgin forest? And three hundred thousand years ago? Primitive man, hiding here—as we of
1962 now were crouching?

This same Space, the spread of thislawn in Centra Park—what would it be in another hundred years?
Or athousand? Thislittle Space, from the Beginning to the End so crowded with events and only Timeto
hold them separate!

Leawasin advance of us. | whispered to Alan. “That tower we saw here—coming again?’
“Of course! Don't you think s0? She swaiting for it—expectsit.”
Thisempty lawvn—no! Not empty!

Thetower materialized dl in an ingtant. It stood gray and silent. WWe were on our feet—Alan and Nanette
off tooneside.

The tower doorway opened. A young man stood there with the light behind him. Stood gazing—

No vison thisl Redlity! Empty space, two moments ago. Then a phantom, amoment ago. But areal
tower, now! Solid. Asred, as existent—now—as these rocks, these trees!

Suddenly, even nearer a hand, another shape materidized. The Turber vehicle! 1t came from nothing into
vighility. It settled like agiant airship upon the lawn. Its door opened. Figures sprang out.

There was a moment when we were al too surprised to move. Leagave acry. The young man from the
tower rushed toward us. From the Turber ship three men came running. They were no more than twenty
feet away.



“Ed! Run!” | became aware that Alan had turned to run with Nanette. She sumbled, fell, and before he
could pick her up they were caught.

| legped for them. It was Turber and his Indian, and ahuge, half-naked man in an anima skin. He swung
agone axe. Alan wasfighting, hefired hisrevolver, but missed. The axe struck him; he went down, but
he was not badly hurt, for from one knee he fired again. The giant with the axe swayed and dropped to
thegrass.

| leaped for Turber. Another man came running from the ship. Turber was holding Nanette; he flung his
coat over her to stifle her screams. | did not darefire. | launched into them. From behind something
struck me. | dropped, but | recdl that | was still strug-gling—gripping Turber’ slegs, but he kicked me
off. Then someone legped on me; struck again. | fell insensible,

Alanwas again on hisfeet. Turber was carrying Nanette away. Alan dared not fireat them,he
swayedonhisfedt, trying torun after them. He saw the Indian strike me. And then the Indian whirled,
incredibly swift. Alan was hurt. The dim park swayed before him. He saw Leaand the young man from
the tower standing together. Both seemed unharmed. They stood horrified, undecided what to do.

Alan, reding dizzily, was no match for the Mohican. He blindly fired hisrevolver, but he missed. The
Indian’ stomahawk caught him a glancing blow on the head.

He must have recovered consciousnessin amoment. Leaand the young man were bending over him.
Turber’ s ship was gone, taking Nanette and mewithiit.

Alan was not badly hurt. He sat up, then he stood. Lea urged him toward the tower. But he resisted her.
And then she used force. The youth with her seized Alan. He was too weak and shaken to withstand
them. They hurried him to the tower. He saw upon the grass the motionless body of the giant, with a
primitive stone axe lying beside him.

The tower door closed after him. Leasat him in achair, the young man went to atable of instruments.
Alanfet aflash, areding of dl hissensesand of al theworld.
Chapter VI

Alan did not lose consciousness. But it was aterrible sensation of falling; asoundless, clattering chaos.
The room seemed going dim, glowing silver-bright with every smdlest detail sharp and clear— and then
fading. There was the sense that his body was suddenly spectral, with alightness of thistledown, whirling
away indl this soundless confusion.

The sensations were momentary, the room presently was almost norma again. Alan sat still and gazed
around him. A solid, white metd floor; gray-white metal walls, ametd ceiling, windows and doors, dl
closed. A solid room, unmoving—standing in the bottom of atower planted solidly upon the ground. It
fdt likethat. AlImost normal. But not quite. For under hisfeet Alan could fed the floor vibrating. A
whirring, infinitely tiny, infinitely rgpid vibration. It thrilled up into hisbody like agentle current, it gave him
asense of lightness, buoyancy.

Alan knew that the tower wastraveling in Time. Into our Past or our Future, he could not tell which.
Acrossthe room at atable of instruments Lea and the young man sat gazingatabankof whirring dids.
They talked together in low tones, words unintelligible to Alan. Lea, glancing over, caught his gaze and
smiled. He stood up, stood trembling and dizzy. At once she came and took hisarm.

“Let meseethedids,” he said. He knew she could not understand the words, but he gestured, and she



understood and steadied him to a seat by the table.
“San,” she said, and pointed to her companion.

The young man smiled, and offered his hand in the fashion of Alan’stime. Hewasatrifletdler than Lea,
amilar in aspect—a gentle-looking youth, but with strongly masculine features. Blue eyes, likeLeda's,
brown hair, long to his neck; arobe of fabric, dark-blue, inform not unlike hers. It revealed hisdelicatdly
molded limbs. A very gentle, handsome young fellow, but there was nothing girlish, nothing effeminate
about him. He stoodup with aquiet dig-nity—almost an unconscious aspect of superiority, asthough he
were agracious little prince, shook handswith Alan, and sat again at hisdids.

Alan surmised hewas Led s brother. Certainly they looked dike. Alan made them understand that he
wanted to read the diads. Mogt of the didswere unintdlligible, but there was one, with adowly moving
pointer, which Alan could read. It marked 1980 A.D. Into thefuture! Alan cursed the fact that hecould
not talkto his two companions. His mind leaped backto Nanette and tome. Captured by Turber.
Taken—where? He did not know. But one thing was clear, Leaand this San were friendly to him. They
had forced him into the tower because they knew it was the best thing for him. They weretaking him
now—aheed, into what we call the Future. Doubtlessto their own Time-world.

Alan bdieved it mugt befar into the future—atime when English waslost and forgotten, adead language
of history. But once there, Alan thought that they would have away of communicating with him. Their
smiles were reassuring. Leaexamined his head and shoulder wounds. They were no more than severe
bruises.

“Nothing,” said Alan. “I'm al right. But Nanette?’ Hetried to gesture to make it mean something.
“Nanette,” said Lea. She smiled again, but then her face went solemn.

San sad abruptly: “Lea—San—Alan.” His gesture included the threeof them. And then he pointed to the
dia. Alan understood. He wasindicating the year to which they were going.

It wasthe year 7012 A.D.

“But Nanette,” Alan ingsted. “Nanette? Turber?” He sivung hisfingers over the dial. But they both shook
their heads. They were solemn, perturbed. They did not know Turber’ s destination. Alan’s heart sank,
yet there was nothing he could do but wait.

Presently L eawas showing him about the tower room. It was some thirty feet square, occupying the
entire base of the tower. There was furniture which seemed to be of meta. A gray-white room, windows
closed now and covered by opague metal plates, adim glow of light, the sources of which he could not
determine, lighted dl thisgray interior.

Two small sections of the room were divided off by hangings of what might have been agray metdlic
fabric—one enclosure where it seemed food was stored; the other, an instrument room. A low hum came
from there. Alan saw lines of tiny wires of cobweb fineness, which began there and spread like atiny
white network woven into the walls and ceiling and floor of the room. And, in one corner, therewasa
small meta staircase—an incline spirding upward through atrap door of the celling. Leagestured.

“Want usto go up?’ said Alan.

She evidently did. She showed him the dials again. They were passing the year 1995. She spoke to San.
He remained at the instruments; Alan and Leawent up into the tower.

Amazing sight! They stood on the narrow bal cony which girdled the small tower room near itstop. Alan



had not dared to look down asthey climbed the ladder. 1t seemed that around him was agray, luminous
fog. On the balcony he clung to the breast-high railing and stared.

A gray monochrome of the city—blended colors of whirling days and nights, seasons, years—all blended
into thisflat, sha-dowlessgray. A blurred scene, crawling with movement. Mdting outlines, changing with
the progressive dtered aspect of the passing years.

1995! 2000! Our grest city of 1962, here just afew moments ago, now seemed so small and antiquated!
What atremendous giant, rearing itself here and now around him! And it was till growing. Its grest
buildings had come up and were encroaching upon the park. They loomed far higher than the tower.

He saw, off where Broadway traversed its diagona path, aroof appear over the Street. A great shadowy
spread of roof—over Broadway—then over other streets. Growing giant of acity. The outlinesofthe
huge buildings came nearer. The park was dwindling asthe city flowed over it. Structureswhich Alan
fancied might be greet airplane stages rose high on stilted tower legs. One was quite near. It came up dl
in an instant—twice the tower’ s height, with an enormous platform upon itstop. Once, for just an ingtant,
Alan fancied he saw the shape of an airliner resting there. A thing which, because it persisted long enough
for him to seeit, must have been lying there for many months.

The city seemed asingle solid structure now—avast building of tumbled, storied wings, and walls, towers
and spires. A city, roofed over. Theroof was over the tower now. The buildings had long since flowed
over the park. Notrees here now.Nosky; no light from nature. The persisting manmade lights now were
vishble, blurred spots of dull yellow-red glow. It seemed suddenly acity inferna. Teeming multitudes here
under one vast roof. Spider-like aerid bridges and viaducts were everywhere.

The tower presently was set in the space of astreet. Alan could see very little of the city’ s extent—a
street of many pedestrian levels one above the other, flanked with greet lights.

The street had come into being, risen around the tower— endured for amoment. And then, asthough
leprous, it began dismembering. A portion of it melting away; then another. But other buildings—other
viaducts—other towersroseto fill up the gaps. And awayslarger structures.

The tower now seemed traveling faster. Alan could imagine the city—this one vast roof with the rivers
flowing beneath it. Staten Idand with the space of Turber’ s hospita, was doubtless under the same roof.
And al the upper bay; and the New Jersey shore of the Hudson; and Brooklyn and al hisend of Long
Idand.

Incredible millions of people, living herein this enormous, monstrous beehive—living palid, some of them
perhaps, in the poverty-stricken sections, never having seen the moon save asitslight might struggle
through their trand ucent roof, not knowing the sunlight rays, never having seen the sea, with only gloomy
rivers flowing through tunnel s to represent it, wondering, perchance, what grass might be, and things that
people richer and more traveled spoke of astrees. Palid people of the monstrous city, davesto their
own machinery!

Alan clung to the balcony rail, with Lea beside him. Her hand was on his arm as though to steady him.
Occasionally she met his glance and smiled, or gestured to indicate the gray shifting wonders of the scene
around them.

Alan noticed now that in this constricted area where the tower was st there seemed few changes. These
vast gructures, of amaterid the engineers of his age may fatuoudy have termed indestructible, were
enduring over longer periods. They melted away occasionally and otherstook their places. But the form
was about the same.



Asthough now mankind here were resting. The peek of civilization here, and perhaps upon al the earth,
was reached. Man resting upon the summit of his achievements. But in nature thereisno rest! A thousand
years, here upon civilization’s summit. And then—alittle step backward! Mankind, softened by ceasing
to advance, turning decadent. A little backward step.

Asthough this city here were asymboal of it, Alan could see the decline. A rift in the street—and it was
not rebuilt. Another rift. A leprous dash—ahole that gave Alan awide extent of vistato the east.

Doubtless, upon an earth so unified by transportation as this age must have been, it was not only New

Y ork decaying—but also a decadence of al mankind over dl theworld. Alan saw it here. By what might
have been the year 5000 A.D., the shadows of the vast city lay in ruins around the tower. Broken
buildings, crumbling visbly as Alan sared a them. Falen roof—the whole ramified and multiform
sructure everywhere lowering as nature pulled it down. It lay piled in shadowy mangled fragments.

There were trees now! Vegetation springing up. A wild, neglected growth. A forest growing in theruins
of the city, where the occasiona broken spires still stood like headstones; and then melted down.

The forest grew around the tower, the city was aimost buried. Lea plucked at Alan. She murmured
something.

“Shdl wego down?’ hesad.
Sheamiled. Shesad, quitedigtinctly, “Yes”

Sheled him down the ladder. He felt more secure now. There was no sense of movement of the tower;
the ladder stepswere firm and solid. Alan saw the forest mdlting. A sylvan landscape seemed coming.

In the lower room they found San till intent upon hisdiads. He drew Alan over and indicated that single
dia whichto Alan waslegible. It marked 6650 A.D. The pointer was traveling much faster than when
Alan had seen it before; but as he watched it now he could see that it was dacking. He sat regarding it,
lisening to the musicd,, unintdligible words of histwo companions.

Then they gave him food and drink. And Lea again examined his bruised shoulder and the gash on his
head. But they were not serious, he had forgotten them.

6700 A.D., 6800 A.D. Thetower’ sflight was dowing, the hum of the room seemed progressively at a
lower pitch. They were nearing their detination; preparing to stop in 7012.

Alan’smind again went to Nanette and me. Where werewein al these whirling years? A sense of
londliness, depression swept him. He felt utterly baffled, helpless. But hetried to shakeit off. He said
aoud, asthough to cheer himsdlf:

“Lea—see here—I’ve got to talk to you. Understand?’ It seemed amogt that she did. “My sigter,
Nanette—that villain Turber has her—he' s aways wanted her, understand? |’ ve got to get her back,
Lea Damnit, I'vegot to find him—get her away from him!”

But dl Leacould do wastouch him sympeatheticaly.
Baffled. This cursed barrieroflanguage! “Lea, whatis Turber to you?’
San, with readier wit, pointed again to the did. Indicated 7012, and the gestured to hislips.

Alan nodded. “ Y es, | understand—when we get there we can talk.”



They cameto the year 7000. Traveling dowly now.

Then Leahad anidea. In the automobile, coming from Staten Idand, she had been wrapped in Nanette's
cloak, It was discarded now, but it [ay here in the tower room. She picked it up and stood before Alan.
Fragile, beautiful little creature! The soft folds of the sky-blue drapery fell about her figure, the golden
tresseslay in amass over her shoulders. Her eyes, clear pae blue asamorning sky, werefixed on Alan.
A wave of emotion swept him; it seemed that he had never seen agirl so beautiful.

“Nanette,” shesaid, lifting the cloak.
“Yes,” he responded. “Nanette' s cloak. | understand. But what—"
Shetook Alan’sfinger and moved it over thedid. Aimlesdy. She said: “Nanette—Turber—Edward—"

And shook her head. She did not know where we were. But then she indicated the cloak again, and
gmiled, and sad, “Yes—yes”

What could she mean by that? Was she trying to convey that with Nanette' s cloak they would be ableto
learn where Nanette was? It seemed s0.

A tenseness had cometo San. Hewas dert at his mechanisms. He spoke sharply to Lea. Her hand went
to Alan, steadying him. Alan braced himsdf. San flung aswitch-lever. The tower seemed dmost to lurch

physicaly.

They had reached their destination. Alan’ s senses had suddenly redled, but they cleared a once. The
tower room was vibrationless, the hum was gtilled. San opened the door. A warm sunlight streamed in.

The Space of Centra Park, five thousand yearsin our future!
Leaand San led Alan from the tower.
Chapter VII

They went down aflight of stone stepsto the ground. Alan found that the tower now was st in the midst
of agarden of glorioudy vivid blossoms. The air was redolent with their perfume.A brook of sunlit water
flowed nearby. There were cool bushes and shade trees, green and brown; cool green lawvns of sward;
littlewinding paths.

A garden of afew acres. It was dl enclosed by awall of masonry—awall some twenty or thirty feet
high, looped and turreted. The figure of a man was on the top of thewall, over agateway fairly near at
hand. Asthey stepped from the tower his arm went up with agesture of recognition.

Redlization swept Alan. Thisgarden, thiswall, this pacing sentry—all thiswe had seen on the television.
We had witnessed then the tower’ s departure; by some vagary of Nature slaw the etheric waves
carrying theimage had cometo us of 1962.

They passed through the gateway of the wall. The guard on itstop called down something and stared at
Alan curioudy asthey passed through.

Beyond the wall a sylvan landscape spread to Alan’ s gaze. The Space of Manhattan Idand. He could il
recognizeit. A river behind him. Another river ahead amile or so. The Hudson shimmering initsvaley.
He could seethe dliffs of itsfurther bank.

Near a hand the open country was dotted with trees, checkered with round patches of cultivated fields.



There were figuresworking in the fields. And occasiond habitations—ow, ova houses of green thatch.

A road of dull smooth white wound from this gateway over the countryside toward the river. Animas,
strange of aspect, were dowly dragging carts.

A city was off there, dong this nearer bank of the river—a stretch of houses more closaly set. City! It
seemed some primitive village. All this—primitive, as though here might be somelost Indian tribe of our
early ages. The field workers, garbed in vivid colors. Their squat little carts, dow-moving with
broad-horned oxen. The quiet village strung along the calm flowing river. All picturesque and primitive.

But Alan knew it was not barbarism, but decadence. Civilization had reached its summit, and declined.
Fdlen back, to this.

Leawasin advance of Alan and San. Sheturned into asmall gateway. They passed through agarden
profuse with flowers. A low house stood here, half hiddenbythe verdure. Anold man was at the
doorway—astawart old fellow with afurious white beard, a shaggy white mane of hair, arobe of sober
gray, monk-like with its rope about hisbulging middle.

He greeted Lea and San with a gesture of affection. He stared open-mouthed at Alan. Leaexplained to
him swiftly. And then camerelief to Alan. Thisold patriarch spoke what he doubtless called English. He
sad dowly, with ameticulous, careful intonation:

“I thank you for saving Leafrom Wolf Turber.”

“But we' ve got to locate them,” Alan inssted. “How can we? With this cloak? Y es, it belongsto my
gder.”

“I will take you shortly to my instrument room,” said the old man. “I have had Lentz, my assstant,
preparing the Time-vision— we cannot do it more quickly.”

They had talked now for perhaps half an hour—old Powl, as he was caled, interpreting for Leaand San.
Hewasther grandfather. It was he who had discovered the secret of this Time-traveling tower. He had
built it, and had constructed also a series of instruments which he caled Time-vison. Hewas, inthisage
of decadence, one of the few living scientists. And he was alanguage student as well—he had trained
himsdlf in many of the dead languages of the past.

“My son,” Powl said, “the father of Leaand San took my tower and once stoppedinthe year you call
about 1925. He paused for just a moment, but when he returned here there he found ayoung man with
him. A ssowaway, asyou would cal it. That man was Wolf Turber.”

It was al presently clear to Alan. Turber had come here, had stolen the secret of the tower and the
Time-vison, and getting followers had built himsdf his Time-vehicle—and departed.

“Hesadhewasin lovewith Lea. But shewas afraid of him—his attentions were unwelcomed. Wetold
himso.”

Like Nanette! “1 understand,” said Alan bitterly. “My sster—"
“He has her now, you tell me. That isbad. Y ou must get her back. And kill him.”
The old man’smild blue eyes suddenly flashed. Lea spoke. He interrupted.

“She says, | must tel you—we have sworn to kill Turber. He murdered my son—father of Leaand San.
Stole our platinum trea-sure—and murdered my son, who was defending it.”



Alan thought he had never heard such intensity as cameinto the old man’svoice. “We are careful with
our tower—wedonothing evil withiit. Turber’ svehicleisal for evil. My son died—and there as he died
we swore—myself and Leaand San—that some time wewould kill Turber and destroy hisvehicle”

Leaand San understood what he was saying. They stood beside him, with faceswhite and solemn. He
added: “But there seemslittle that we can do. There are no wegpons here. We have no need in thisage
for any scientific weapons. | cannot travel in the tower—I am too old to stand the shock. San must
aways stay with it—to guard it. And so it al fallsto Lea She has passed through the different agesin the
tower. There are wegpons in the Past, of course. But | have not wanted Leato stop. And Turber isvery
powerful, very dusive.”

Leainterrupted again. Powl said: “We know that Turber has astronghold inthe year 2445 A.D.”
“Five hundred yearsin the future of my Time-world,” said Alan.

“Yes. Your city of New Y ork isthen about at its height. Turber is powerful there—impregnable. Thereis
only one other Time in which Turber habitually stops. The year 1962. Leawent there. But it wasfoolish,
we dl reaize now. Asyou know—she could accomplish nothing. And but for you, Turber would have
hed her!”

Again Leainterrupted. Powl trandated: “ She wants meto say that now she will learn your Ancient
English. There are so many dead languages—but sheisvery quick to learn—when interested.”

“Interested?’ said Alan. His gaze went to Led s eager face. A wave of color swept her, but her eyes
remained level and she held out her hand. Itstouch thrilled Alan. Asthough the clasp were seding a
compact, unsgpoken, but he could read her eyes and fed, surprisingly, the sudden anger in his own heart.

San, too, held out his hand. Powl said: “My children find in you afriend—sorely needed.” Againtheold
man’ s eyes flashed. “We have sworn that Turber will die. He hasyour sster, and your friend. Y our own

purpose—"

“To get them back,” said Alan. “But whereishe? don't think hewill returnto 1962. You say heis
impregnablein 2445—"

“Y es. But heisnot there now. Ifhestops—in some earlier age, as we hope—then will be your
opportunity.”

A man came to the doorway of the room, spoke to Powl, and disappeared. Powl stood up. He said,
with brisk energy:

“Theingruments are ready. Turber, wethink, isgill traveling intime. Wewill try, with your sster’ s cloak,
to locate him as soon as he stops anywhere.”

They left the house, crossing the gardens towardanoutbuilding in which was the instrument room. Alan’s
mind was tumultuous with histhoughts. Thisincredible catastrophe into which so unex-pectedlyhe and
those heloved had falen! Alan had aways been oneto wak adonein life. He madefew friends, his
friendship for me, hislove for Nanette—to these he could now add an emotion, asyet barely
understood, hisfeding for Lea.

Into this, hisworld, Turber had suddenly thrust himself, abducting Nanette, capturing, perhapskilling me.
What could Alan do about it? Suppose they located the Time-world to which Turber had gone? Alan
could go there—with thisgirl Leatohelp him and San to guard the tower. Hopeless adventure! He had
one smdl weapon, hisrevolver. And afrail girl for companion. There seemed no one e se from whom he



could get help. No oneinthisTime-world of Lea's.

His mind roved the possibility of getting help elsawhere. His own world of 1962. Who could he get there
to do more than smile increduloudy at his fantagtic tale? He envisaged dl the other centuries. Butto goto
any one of them for help—for weapons and men—uwas hardly practica. He would be a stranger, he
would fdl into astrange civilization with only this sameincredible sory to aid him. Hewould be
imprisoned perhaps—or, at best, be disregarded as alunatic.

Leahad faced dl this. She had tried in 1962. It was not feasible. Alan saw now that he would haveto
depend upon himsdf. The tower would trangport him. The rest lay with himsalf, his own wits. He felt that
very probably | was dead. He would rescue Nanette from Turber’ s clutchesif he could. For the
res—this oath of vengeance sworn by Leaand her brother against Turber—Alan gritted histeeth, and as
he thought of Nanette' s gentle beauty and Turber’ s grinning, satanic visage, he sworeto himsdf asmilar
oath. Hewould kill Turber if he could!

“Thisway,” said Powl. “ Stoop down—you are so tdl for our door openings.”
It was alow-vaulted room, dimly illumined.
“My assdant,” said Powl. “Heis called Lentz—he speaks alittle of your ancient language.”

A man of about thirty rose from a seat before one of the instruments. He offered his hand. Powl added to
Alan:

“Y ou may speak openly before Lentz. Heis my trusted hel per— the only person besides ourselveswho
knows the secrets of my Time-vison and of the tower.”

Hewas an undersized, heavy-set fellow, garbed in ashort robe like San’s. His black hair was clipped
close on abullet head. He wore goggles which now were pushed up on his forehead.

“I speak very little,” he said aswe shook hands. “I am ready if it isyou have the cloak.”

The tubes of thisinstrument might have been Neon lamps by their aspect. There were coils, amultiplicity
of wires, atiny seriesof amplifiers, asystem of prismsand mirrors, beams of light, whirling from tiny
mirrors swiftly rotating. There wasametd tube like asmall microscope, arack benegth it, upon which a
dull red light was focused. There were rows of dials—turning dids, and indicators; and alarge
fluorescent screen which seemed under e ectronic bombardment from the rear. The whole apparatus
occupied atable some six feet long, with the dials to one side and the screen upright at itsend.

Lentz placed Nanette' s cloak upon the rack, he focused the red light upon it, then stood gazing into the
eyepiece of the tube as one might gaze into amicroscope.

Leaand San stood by Alan. Lea gestured toward the screen; it was empty of image. Then she pointed to
one of thedids. Alan saw it bore figures he could understand—figures ranging over thousands of
centuries. Someof it B.C,; therest A.D. Therewas apoint on it marked zero. Theindicator stood there
at regt.

“Your ancient caendar,” said Powl. “With this garment belonging toyour sisterwe may be able totune our
recelvers and make connection. Theimage of her isherein the ether—if we can adjust it.”

Lentz wastwirling the tuning knobs. The pointerson dl the dias stirred alittle; images seemed trying to
form on the fluorescent screen.

A minute. Ten minutes. Then Lentz rel axed.



“Not now," hesaid. “It will not come. Presently we try again.”
“They may dill betraveling,” said Powl. “It would be difficult to get theimage—"

They waited, then tried again but failed. Where was Nanette? Despair flooded Alan. Over al these
diversfied centuries, how could they ever find her? She seemed so hopelesdy faraway. And yet he
redlized not far in Space. A few milesfrom her probably, no more.

“Wewill never find her,” sad Lentz.
Alan gazed a him sharply. “Y ou think not?’
“No.” Thefdlow seemed confused under Alan’ seyes. “That | mean—I hope so, but it seemsnot.”

“We must keep trying,” said Powl. “The other instrument is more sensitive. Have you the tubesfor it
connected?’

“No,” said Lentz.

The tubes were in an adjoining room. Lentz went in to prepare them. The connecting door was open;
Alan heard Lentz moving about, and heard presently the hiss and snap of a current as he charged the
tubes.

San and Lea sat murmuring together in low tones. They addressed Powl. Helistened. He said to Alan:

“Leawants meto explain—if Turber takesyour sister directly to the greet city of 2445, ill it isnot quite
hopeless. We think we have located a weapon—asingle very powerful wegpon—"

The old man’ s voice lowered. Leaand San bent forward intently. There was a weapon—a projector,
Powl called it—which was mentioned in higtory. It had been built asan historical curiosity. It sood ina
museum of Greater New Y ork. The contemporary history of that Time—when weapons of such akind
were|ong since abandoned—said that this specimen in the museum was in perfect working order. Its
operation was described. It was scientifically preserved in the museum againgt the ravages of time.

Leaand San—traveling in their tower—had seen the Time-world when the city was crumbling into ruins.
The museum was abandoned; there would be no one there to stop Leaif she went and searched in the
ruins of the museum for the projector.

Powl wastalking very softly. A tensenesswason him.
“Thiswe havetold no one”

“What Time-world?” Alan asked.

“Wethink the best year to try for it would be about 5000 A.D.”

It chanced that of the four of them, only Alan was facing the doorway of the connecting room. The sound
of Lentz moving about was suddenly gtilled. Theredlization of that struck Alan.

A segmentofthe other room was visible through the open door; Lentz was not in sight, but it seemed as
though ashadow of him lay on the floor near the doorway.

Alan whispered sharply. “ Quiet.” He legped to hisfeet, he darted noiselesdy across the room with the
gtartled glances of his companions upon him. Beyond the doorway he came upon Lentz standing close
againg thewall. A tube wasin his hand; he was polishing it with a piece of cloth.



“Oh,” said Alan. “I didn’'t know you were here.”

“The instrument willbe ready quite shortly.” Lentz moved back to hiswork.

Alan returned to his seat. He murmured to Powl: “Let’ stalk about that later—not now.”
Leatouched hisarm. She whispered: “Y es—yes, understand— not now.”

Thething dartled them dl. Therewas abrief slence; they could hear Lentz moving normdly about the
other room.

Alan asked Powl at last: “ Can you operate your instrument here? Without Lentz doing it?’
“Leaand San can,” said Powl. “ Though not so well asLentz.”

“Let’stry it again, but wait aminute.”

Alan went to the door. “Lentz, how soon will you be reedy?’

Lentz looked up from hiswork. “Quite shortly.”

“Good. I'll close thisdoor. Knock when you' reready.” Heignored the fellow’ s surprise, and dropped
the door closed with abang.

“Now,” sad Alan. “Try it.”

With Nanette' s cloak again, Leaand San tried the instrument. Almost at once results came. The screen
showed animage. A gtarlit night. Figures were moving about the glade. Strangely garbed, burly figures of
men; and agroup of half-naked feathered savages stood nearby, upon the shore of ariver. A canoelay
there. To one side, a campfire showed itsdull yellow light through the forest underbrush.

Therewas an air of inactivity about the scene. Turber came presently and stood in the cabin doorway of
the ship. Hisfamiliar hunched figure, with the starlight on him and ayellow-red glow from the campfire.
Turber, waiting here for something!

The dia marked 1664 A.D. Powl was trembling with eagerness. Leaand San snapped off the
instrument. San had recognized the location of the scene. It was the Hudson River shore of Manhattan
Idand, no more than amile from the tower-space. Powl said hurriedly: “ San has the exact reading—the
year, month, and day. Tur-ber will not expect you, that night therein the forest. If you can cregp up on
him with your revolver—"

It might be possible, in the gloom of the forest, to get up to the ship unobserved.

They made afew hurried preparations. San and Leawould not be ableto talk with Alan; they made their
plans now, with Powl for interpreter. Back at the tower, Powl stood by its steps.

“Goodbye. Do your best.” He gripped Alan’s hand.

The tower door closed upon Alan, Leaand San.A moment, and they had started. The room redled, but
thistime Alan was prepared for it. He recovered in amoment. He stood by Leaand smiled. He said:
“Not so0 bad thistime.”

“No,” sad Lea “All right.”

There was asound in the humming, vibrating room. A rustling behind them. From behind them. From a



shadowed corner afigure rose up.

Lentz! His swart face was smiling. He was by the door. He had followed them in. He said to Alan: “I
thought better | come, so | can talk for you and them. We must plan carefully what we do. | want to help
you.”

Chapter VI

| must go back to that time at dawn in Centra Park, when we were set upon by Turber and his men. |
recal that something struck me and | fdll. Turber was holding Nanette. | caught him by thelegsas| went
down, but he kicked me off. Then | was struck again and everything went black.

When | recovered consciousness | waslying on abunk in asmall cabin of Turber’sship. | seemed not
greatly hurt. | sat up, wholly confused at first; then lay down again, listening to the hum of the room,
feding the meta bunk vibrating benesth me,

My head was roaring, my hair was matted with blood from aragged scal p wound, and | was sore and
bruised dl over. But | lay and felt my strength coming back.

| was donein thetiny cabin. It was not much more than twice the size of the bed. Therewas avague
slver glow init; | could see asmall window with atransparent pane. And adoor. The door stood gar.

| got to the floor on my feet and stood swaying dizzily. | fet queerly light-headed—asthough | were
about to float away. My revolver was gone, so were my overcoat and hat and outer jacket.

| lurched to the window. The ship seemed poised a hundred feet or so above the ground. | gazed,
incredulous, a ablurred, shifting, melting landscape.

Theshipwastravelingin Time. But | recdl that in my confusion, only half conscious, | could not redlize
what this might mean. And suddenly | wasfaint. | tumbled back onto the cot. | fainted—or drifted away
into deep.

| was awakened by asound near me. | sat up abruptly, thistime fully conscious and clear-headed.
Turber stood in the cabin regarding me.

“Wadll, you' ve cometo yoursdf at last?’

| sank back on one elbow. “Y es. What are you doing to me?’ | gulped with a sudden thought. “Where
iIs—where' s Nanette?’

“So you' re worried about her? Be consoled—she' sworried about you. And she has cause.”

He stood toying with hisribbon, dangling his glasses. He was dressed as | had seen him at the hospita.
He regarded me sardonically.

“You'redive—let that suffice”

| moved to get up, but he waved me back. “Don’t bother. Y ou will annoy usif you come out. Areyou
hungry?”

“No,” | sad.
“Nanette and | will be breakfasting presently.”

| added, “1 am hungry.”



That amused him. My mind was active now—fully dert. | asked. “We retraveling in Time, aren’t we?
Where are we going? What do you want with Nanette and me? Thisisal very srange.”

| wastrying to gauge him.I manageda smile, asthough my Stuation were annoying, but nothing more.
“Shall | come out and have something to est with you?”

His smile broadened. Satanic scoundrd. Inscrutable. He said:

“Yes. I'll call you.” And then hiswhole face changed as though amask had dropped upon it. He rasped:
“Y ou, Edward Williams— what are you to Nanette?’

It took mewholly by surprise. | sammered: “Why, an old friend.”

“Yes?' He changed again. He purred it. His hunched shoulders were exaggerated as he leaned forward,
and hisfingerswere unconscioudy stroking hiswaistcoat. “Y es? Nothing more than that?’

Morethan that! It flooded me now; | knew in that instant what al my life | had not known before—how
dear Nanette had grown to me—of al the world, most dear.

| must have been ssammering. He cut me short. * Strange that Fate should have ddivered you into my
hands.” Purring again; he seemed like acat, licking hislips. Hiseyesroved me. “ Shelovesyou.”

| gathered my wits. “What are you ta king about? Nanette love me? What nonsense!” My tone sounded
hollow; hisblack gaze was boring into me. | said boldly: “Why should it bother you?’

| wondered why hehad not aready killed me. He answered, not only my question, but almost my
thought.

“A girl who amountsto nothing, but it happensthat | love her. Wolf Turber—the great Wolf
Turber—you would not think it of me, would you?’

Unfathomable fellow! There was dmost sincerity mixed with theirony of histone. “ And because | want
her love—she hasjust alittle hold over me.” He added wryly: “I’ve just now promised her | would not
kill you. She thinksof nothing else, so | promised her—to get it off her mind.”

| managed, “Wadll, | thank you both.”

“Y ou need not. Her brother Alan—thereis no complication with him since weleft him dead back therein
the park.”

It sent ashudder over me but somehow | did not believeit.

A man stood at the door. “Wolf Turber, will you come?’

“Coming, Jonas.”

Turber leaned smilingly over me. Againg al my will, I shrank back from his grinning, massve face.

“I will not kill you. But this you need not mention to Nanette— there are things not so pleasant asbeing
swiftly killed. We will take you with us. She and I—we Il take you to my greet city. And when we get
there she will see you as ahideous object, Williams.” His chuckle was gruesome. “If she haslovein her
heart for you, it will vanish when she beholds you as you will bethen.”

He straightened. “Lie where you are. When | call you can come out—if you promise not to be
troublesome.”



He closed the door upon me.
Chapter 1X

This Time-voyage in the Turber time-craft seemed in duration four or five hours. Crowded hours! A
cosmoramaof whirling eons. Turber flung usfar backward in Time. | did not see any of this part of the
trip. | lay in the cabin, pondering what Turber had said— wondering what | could do to escape with
Nanette. And wondering if Alan redly were dead.

Then Turber called mefor the medl. | found Nanette white and solemn and very slent. She spoketo me,
casudly, it seemed cautioudly. | had always known Nanette to have awill of her own; shewas
nimble-witted.| saw now that she was whollyon her guard. She was silent, apparently docile with Turber.
Watchful. She found opportunity once to press my hand. And to murmur. “ Careful, Edward—do not

anger him.”

A new mood was upon Turber. He seemed in ahigh good humor. He was courtly with Nanette. Pleasant
enough with me, but there was an edge of irony to his pleasantness.

“A long trip, Williams, but we are comfortable enough. If you cause no trouble you may st in the control
room later. A wonderful view from there”

| asked, “Where are we going?’

“Nowhere,” he said. “In Space we are not moving. | have us poised over what you and | used to cal the
shore of the Hudson River. Y ou remember it? About the foot of Eightieth Street.”

He seemed pleased to talk—probably for Nanette' s benefit, to please his vanity by exalting himsdf. “I'm
taking us back in Time— back near the beginning of life on this earth. Then coming forward. | have
severd stopsto make. Mere pauses—though in the year 1664 we shall have to make alonger stop. Stay
there perhapsfor the passing of anight. It saquaint world here, in 1664.” He chuckled. “Itisto yield
me, | hope, quite alittle treasure. Gold and jewels. Money, as you know, is an all-powerful thing.”

There werejust the three of us at the medl. Theinterior of this hundred-foot ship was capacious, but
there seemed only afew people on board. Turber once made reference to the fact that upon this, hislast
passing, we had many people to gather. But what few | now say made amotley crew indeed! There
were severd men, brown, white, hairy of body, clothed in crude anima skins; heads that showed
receding foreheads, upon which the tangled, matted hair grew low; dangling, gorilla-like arms. Men from
some primitive age snatched up by Turber. They seemed stupidly docile, animal-like.

There was afellow who seemed the opposite extreme. Turber called him Jonas. A man of about thirty,
smdl and dender, with along white robe, a golden-tassaled sash, and agold band about his forehead.
Hiswavy brown hair waslong to the base of his neck. His skin was pale white. Hisfeatures delicately
molded; his nose thin, high-bridged; his mouth loose-lipped. He was obsequious with Turber. He
suggested Leaand San atrifle. | surmised that he might belong to their Time-world.

The giant Indian, he of theflat, broken nose, was operating the controls of the ship. Turber caled him
Bluntnose. Hewas, | learned later, aMohican Indian of New Y ork State.

Motley crew! And there was one woman. Turber addressed her as Josefa. She served usthe meal. She
wore ablouse and gaudy skirt with avivid sash. Her thick hair fell on her shoulders. Her face had a
barbaric beauty with amixture of races samped upon it. She spoke English, with occasional Spanish
wordsintermingled.



She served us with what seemed a defiant sullenness. It contrasted with Turber’ s good humor. He
reached for the woman once as she passed him—reached for her with a coarse caress. But she drew
away; and hisgrin at me was aleer of amusement.

This pantomime—which Nanette did not see—was to be plain enough. And amoment later, as|
chanced to look around, | saw the woman standing watching us; staring at Nanette and Turber. And
there was upon her face ablazing intensity of hate. She stood tense, hands upon her hips. Her fingers
were writhing; and in the folds of her sash | saw protruding the handle of adagger.

Chapter X
We finished the meal. Turber rose. “ Comeinto the control room. We can see better from there.”

Therewas only Bluntnose in the control room. He sat at hisinstruments and dias. Hisface was
inscrutable as he looked up and saw Nanette and me.

“Wewill St here,” said Turber. “Here, Nanette—by me.”

He pushed me away with silent vehemence. | sat down by awindow. The door of the corridor which ran
the length of the ship was open.Isaw the woman Josefa out there; she was taring after us, but ina
moment she moved away.

Turber spoketo hisIndian. “Y ou have been pausing, Blunt-nose?’
“Yes” The Indian spokewith alow guttural intonation. *Y es. Saw nothing where could stop.”

“No,” said Turber. “Wdl, we |l go forward now.” He turned to me. “We had hoped, along herein these
primitive ages there might be some grest reptile lying dead. One with tusks.” He grinned. “In civilized
times, ivory isvery vauable”

He sat beside Nanette. “1’'m not sure that we shal stop, child. Except in 1664. | am impatient to get back
home with you. We will have awonderful life, Nanette—riches and power. Master and mistress of al the
world. Wolf Turber—master of theworld. Y ou'll be proud of me.”

| could not catch her answer. | could see her involuntarily shrinking away from his caress.

| sat dert with roving thoughts. Nanette and | would have to escape; but how? If the ship paused in one
of these primitive ages, could | snatch Nanette and legp out? Unthinkable! But in 16647? If we paused
therefor anight, I would make my play then. Nanetteand |, to live out our livestogether in little
Dutch-EnglishNew York.

There was nothing | could do now, and presently | was engrossed, listening to Turber’ svoice, and
regarding the vast scene spread before us through these windows. The control room wasin the
bow-peak of the ship. Banks of windows on both sides gave nearly an unobstructed view.

Tremendous cosmoramal We were still poised motionless about two hundred feet in the air. My mind
went to my own Time-world. New Y ork City in 1962. Beneath me here would be the New Y ork
Centrd Railroad tracks; Riverside Drive; the Hudson. Grant’s Tomb, George Washington Bridge just a
short distance to the north. And behind me, the spread of New Y ork’ s streets and solid buildings.

This same Space, how different now! Turber was saying to Nanette: “We are about one hillion years,
B.C. That'salong timein the pagt, isn't it? But we are traveling forward very fast.”

| gazed out uponaandscape gray and misty; blurred unrealasa shimmering ghost. The colors of nature



were blended into gray; melting phantoms—the changes of a century encompassed within an instant of
My consciousness. It created a pseudo-movement; ablurred, changing outline.

An unredity, aghostly aspect upon dl the scene. Y et | was the speeding phantom; and these things at
which | stared were theredlities.

A vast area of gray land and water lay spread around us. The water lashed and tumbled; swirls of mist
and steam rose from it. The land lay with agray look of movement. A naked land. No vegetation here
yet. No soil. A land perhaps almost viscous, congealed from the lashing ocean. It spread like agreat gray
plain; the mists and vapors rose from the land-crust as from the sea. Mists and swirling massesof steam,
surgingup into the orange-gray of the sky. Condensing, dissipating, forming the atmosphere. | fancied, as
we plunged through these early centuries, that vast sscormswere here. Vast cataclysms of Nature.
Torrentid deluges of hot rain pouring down from the clouds that these mists were forming. Dire winds
that plucked and tore at the sea; earthquakes that rocked and tumbled thisland and swept this seawith
tidal waves gigantic.

Life here? Thiswas the Beginning. There was ashore line quite near us.It wavered and blurredasthe
centuries dtered it. A reach of shalow water where the wavesrolled up against the bleak land rocks.
Life was beginning there. In the shalows of the seal could envision the microscopic protoplasms, like
agaethat form the green scum on apond, lying here in the shalows. Restless, irritable organisms!
Desiring food to eat. Urged by the primitive spark of lifeto eat and grow and multiply.

| could fancy that on the lower steppes of this more solid crust vegetation was now taking hold. We were
passing too fast for any details. There were fleeting glimpses of what might have been vegetation. A
forest—springing from nothing, existing and vanishing while | blinked. But | could seem to see aforest,
gpringing into lush life from the heated soil; growingto gungle; whirled away ina cataclysm that tore and
ripped al thisland and water. Or aforest that grew, lived and decayed; enriched the soil, with other
different giants of treesto live after it.

We were going forward too fast for such tiny details. But the great changes were obvious.

Again, beyond what | actually saw, my fancy roamed. From the shore-water protoplasms, the restless
living things had ventured now. The ocean was peopled. Great swvimming reptiles had been here and
were here now. Nature sfirgt efforts—from the microscopic protoplasms to these great monsters of the
seal Millions of years developing toward size only. The ages of life gigantic! We were sweeping through
them now.

Amphibianswere living now. | can conceive the first such sea creature with itsrestless urge for
experimentation—the urge with it, forcing it to try for something better—I can imagineit coming from the
deepsinto the shallow water of the shore. Venturing further; rearing its great head up from the water into
theair. Trying again; lunging—dragging its greet length up to the land. Feding the sunlight.

Asrestless asthe changing life, was the changing environment. | saw the mountains rise and drop; and the
seasurge in and back again; an ingtant when for ten thousand creatures there must have been great heat
here—and then a sweep of ice.

Throughout it al, life struggled, adapted itself, patiently trying new forms; driven away from here by
hostile nature—but coming back again. Struggling.

An hour or two must have passed as | sat there engrossed. Turber had been talking steadily to Nanette.

| heerd him say:



“We are entering now the last million years before the Time of Chrigt.”
1,000,000 B.C! Out of the thousand such intervals, only one was | eft!

There had beenno attemptby Turber tostop our flight in any of these centuries. | wondered why he had
made thistrip.

He had said to Nanette: “1 have redly done thisto show it to you.” But | doubted that. He had told me,
with agrin, that he might stop for an ivory tusk of some prehistoric monster. But | did not believeit;
especialy sine he had made no effort to stop.

| got my answer now; hisrea reason. The fellow Jonas cameinto the control room. He stood by Turber.
They taked for amoment, softly, but | could hear them.

“Y ou think, Jonas, that we have shaken off that cursed Time-vison?’

“Yes, | think s0.”

“Lentz would do his best to fool them.”

This meant nothing to me. Had Alan been there, how well he would have understood it!

“Yes. But Leaand San are persstent. Y ou should have laid plans, master, to capture that tower.”

Turber smiled wryly. 1 suppose so. But I’ ve been busy, Jonas. If Lentz had any sense he would have
wrecked the tower for me.”

“And left himsdf stranded? Y ou expect too much, Master. Lentz wantsto join us.”

| could only partidly understand. But it was clear that Turber wanted to shake off pursuit. He was
planning to stop in 1664. He wanted no interference there.

If I had known that presently Alan would be speeding there in the tower to help me!

There was just amoment when Nanette and | were left alone. Turber went out of the room with Jonas.
Bluntnose, the Indian, sat a hisdids. But he was some distance away and his back wastoward us.

| moved to Nanette. | touched her. | whispered:

“Nanette”

“ Edward?’

“We reaone. Only the Indian—his back isturned.”

“Edward, be careful of yoursdf.” Her dear hand clung to me. “ Careful!”

“Nanette, listen—we re going to stop in the year 1664. 1t will be night, Turber said. We' ll bethereall
night.”

“Yes. | heard him. But, Edward—"

“I"'m going to try and get out of herethen. | can’t tell you how—I don’t know. But I’ [l watch a chance for
lﬁ"

A step sounded behind us. My heart legped. | half rose from my seat. The woman Josefawas bending



over us. At my movement she hissed:

“Hush, you fool! Stop that!” Her glance went to the Indian in the distant forward part of the cabin. “H€ Il
hear you. Diog! Sit quiet.”

“What do you want?’
“I tdl you. Only amoment | have—Turber will be back.”
“What? What do you want to tell me?’

“This. When we stop—night in the forest, you understand? | will watch for away to help you. It will be
dark—I can get you out, you, and thisgirl.” She paused breathlesdly, then blazed. “ Take her! Never let
Turber see her again!”

| could gladly agreeto that. | whispered vehemently: “Yes, of course. That' swhat | want. How will—"
“Later | find away. Madredi Dios, he—"
She saw Turber down the corridor. She murmured swiftly: “Y ou be ready.”

She turned and was gone.lnthe corridor, | saw her pass Turber. He seized her and kissed her, and this
time she submitted.

Turber joined us. “Ah, s0 you are entertaining my little Nanette?’ | moved away at his command. He sat
down. “We are only haf amillion years before the Time of Christ now.”

And the mammals were here now aswell. The end of the great reptiles was at hand. Nature had made an
error, and was busy now in rectifying it. The giants, handicapped by their huge Size, unwiddy bulk and
dull-witted brains, were sorely pressed in the great struggle for existence. Creatures smdler were
evolving; creatures more agile of body, more quick-witted of brain. They fought their environment better.
They lived, they thrived.

Another few minutes while we sat at the cabin windows. The giant reptiles went down into defeat. The
archaic mammads flourished and rose into the higher mammals. The lemurs were here. And then the
anthropoids. Apesof pseudo-human form skulking in these lush jungles.

The stage was set for man.

| saw al life here driven away into defeat with aglacial sweep of ice coming down. It enveloped the ship
for an ingant. We must have been within it—glaciers over uswith our phantom vehicle speeding through
them.

Theice age passed. The land and the sea sprang once more into shadowy form. The gray phantom
jungleswere here again. Theliving things, driven e sewhere, came back. The giant mammalslike dl the
giantswerelosing the battle. The smaller creatures were surviving. The ice came again, and passed. And
agan. Vast climate changes. Wasthe axis of the earth dtering initsinclination? | think so.

Theice ages passed. The apdlike man had been roaming Javafor nearly half amillion years now.
Roaming, and spreading.

Two hundred thousand years and, alittle less gpelike, the Heidelberg man was wandering throughout
Europe—and Asiaperhaps. | wondered if herein this Space of New Y ork City there could have been
men like apesin those ages. We did not stop; thereis no oneto say.



The glacierswithdrew. The Neandertha race gave way to higher forms. The Cro-Magnons struggled
with their primitive thinking.

Reasonhadcome. Man—true mankind—was uponthe earth at last. His earth!
Hehdd it now, rigng againgt environment and againgt dl the efforts of the beast to hold him down!
The Indian a the dids said abruptly: “ 25,000 B.C.”

“Ah,” said Turber, “the age of civilization, little Nanette. We are enteringitnow.It starts here—and
whenitreachesits peak,Iwill be magter of it. Ruling the world—with you.”

Hisfingerstouched her hair. Enigmeatic, unfathomable scoundrdl! | sat ignored by him, tensdly regarding
him. And | could have sworn that he waswholly sincere. Hisfingers gently stroked her hair.

“Ruling the world, Nanette, | have sdlected its grestest Time— the pesk of civilization. | will be Master
of it, and you its Mistress. A wonderful destiny for you, child.”

Hewaited, and she murmured awkwardly: “Why—yes—"

Hefrownedalittle. “Y ou donot loveme yet. Oh, Nanette, don't you understand? It isyour love | want.
Not you without your love.”

“Yes” shesaid. “I understand.”
A pang went through me. An impressive scoundrd thisl He went on earnestly:

“I think there will be agresat battle, Nanette. But wewill win. We will conquer Great New Y ork of 2445.
Andyou'll live out your life five hundred yearsin the future of that world in which you and | were born.”

Heturned to the window. “Thisis abackward Space, Nanette. Elsewhere on the earth man, now in
these eras before Chrig, isleaving the impress of his struggle. But not here. It' sal till empty— no
evidence of civilized man. But its outlinesare familiar. Why, if you could seeit, Nanette, you' d recognize
it now. The ocean isto the east of us. The shores; theidands. Thisis Manhattan 19and beneath us.
Slower, Bluntnose! Remember, we stop at that appointed night of 1664. Go dower! We want no shock
to harm my little Nanette.”

His voice went on.

We passed through the centuries with constantly decreasing speed, and entered the Christian era. Then
to 1000 A.D. The Mongols had come from the Eastern world, come here and lived, cut off upon this
backward continent. Without contact, they remained backward. Primitive savages. They were here
now—the American Indian with hiswigwams set in the forests of these dopes; hissignd firesrising
above thetrees, hisbark canoes floating on these shel-tered waters. But hisimpress upon Nature was
too dight for usto see.

Men, risen higher in civilization' s scale, were in Europe now. Thinking. Wondering. Soon they would be
here, adventuring.

1500 A.D. Columbus had come into the west now. Seeking his passage to China he had come, and
returned disappointed in his quest. We passed 1550. And 1600. 1610 A.D. was gone by in amoment.
Henry Hudson had been here now! The Half Moon had come sailing up thisplacid river. A flash, those
days, so brief to usthat we saw nothing. But with my mind’ seye, | saw it. Quaint little ship, adventuring
here. Passing our idand, navigating the river up beyond where Albany wasto be, seeking the passage to



China, running aground up therein the narrowing river and deciding with complete correctnessthat here
was no easy way to China, and turning back and departing, disappointed.

Turber was saying: “Ah, hereis man—at last—"

The stlandard of civilized man! Something enduring of man’'s handiwork was visible off there through one
of thewindows. Shadows—tiny blurs—of what might have been houses were materidizing on the
marshes of the Jersey lowlands, a settlement. It persisted, and grew. And now, another—here on our
idand near a hand.

To the south—the lower tip of Manhattan Idand—the outlines of afort had appeared; it endured; afort
with agtockade. In abreath, like tiny chickens clustering about the mother hen, little buildings were
appearing. All within the stockade &t first.

The Dutch were herel New Amgterdam existed here, now! The humble, struggling beginning of the greet
city. But it perssted. It grew. Tiny shadows of houses flowed into shadowy being as we stared. All were
down at the lower end of the idand—and the savages roamed up here.

The years went by. The hardy Dutchmen were thriving. On dl the distant shores we could see the small
settlements appearing. All over the scene the Dutch were imprinting evidence of their hardihood. The
peppery Peter Stuyvesant was stamping his wooden leg about here now. | could imagine him upon his
brash foraysinto enemy country. Warring upon the savages; and upon gregter game. VVoyaging with
trenchant belligerence to attack the Swedes of the Delaware.

Wewere nearly at our destination. The ship was going very dowly. Soon there was dmost color in the
scene. Soundless flashes of what seemed dternate light and darkness.

Turber stood up. “ Just St quiet, Nanette! Hold the arms of your chair; don’t be frightened.”
He went over and stood by Bluntnose. “ The exact night—don’'t mistake it.”

“No.”

There was along period of daylight. Long? It may have been asecond or two.

Then darkness. Then light again. My heart was pounding. Outside in the corridor | saw the woman
Josefastanding againgt thewall.

Darkness outside again. The cabin reded.It lurched. The humming vibration was gone. | heard Turber’s
voice: “Good enough! Not much after sunset.”

We hung inthe air; poised over theriver.

A quiet garlight night. Early evening. The ship’s horizonta propellerswere whirring; | could hear them
throb. We sank gently to the ground, with the depths of the forest about us and the starlit river nearby.

Chapter XI

Nanette and | sat quiet. The figure of Josefa had disappeared from the corridor. Turber had gone out
hastily with a command to Nanette and me.

“Don’'t move. Stay inyour chairs.”

We were donein the control room, except for the Indian, Bluntnose. He had ignored us throughout the
trip, but he was not ignoring us now. Hestoodafew feet away, likeastatue in the gloom, watching us



closdly. A tomahawk hung at his belt; amodern automatic revolver wasin hishand.

The ship, ingde and out, was in confusion. The tramp of feet, ababble of voices. Through thewindows|
could see adark forest glade with the yellow light of acampfire nearby. And the glint of agtarlit river,
with a shadowy cove quite near us.

| whigpered: “The Indian iswatching us, Nanette—we mustn’t move.”

Turber presently camein. A short sword was strapped to his belt; and arevolver in aholster.
“Good news,” hesaid. “It'scoming! They're bringing it by water from up theriver.”

The Indian grunted.

“It will take severd hours, Bluntnose. But thefirgt of it isamost here—acanoeisin sght.”
Hewasjubilant. He dashed away, but | caled to him.

“Dr. Turber.”

He came back.

“Letusgoout and seeit,” | said. “What isit? Y our treasure?’

“I'd liketo go out,” Nanette said. | could fed her fingerstighten on my arm.

“Yes” He hesitated. “ Nanette—if only you could see this added wedlth coming to us now!”

Turber spoke to Bluntnose. The fellow Jonas gppeared in the corridor. He called excitedly: “Thefirst
canoeisvery nearly landing, Wolf Turber. There' sanother in Sght. Are you coming?’

Turber hastened away. | urged the Indian: “Let usgo out and seeit.”

“Come, then.” He shoved us before him, down the corridor to the main side doorway. | did not see
Josefa

“Careful, Nanette.” | helped her down the small ladder. Blunt-nose was very watchful. He said:
“Sit over there. Don't move.”

He sat us by the bole of agreet tree some twenty feet from the vehicle. In the glow of thefirdight | saw
the dark shadowy forms of Indians moving about. A group of them were waiting down by the shore. A
fat Dutchman was with them, round as abarrel in hisleather jerkin and pantal oons. He jabbered
excitedly in English.

“Did | not tell you, Wolf Turber? 1’ ve done it—such atreasure. Come here, vrouw!” Hiswife stood
besdeatree. “Thisisthe great Turber, woman. Do we go with you now, Wolf Turber?’

1] YS.”

“Glad | amto get out of here. The blow-hard Stuyvesant meets his match tomorrow. Did you know that?
The English are coming.”

“Yes,” said Turber. He turned toward the shore. The Dutchman followed him. “Our boatis here. Unload
your things, woman. Carry them out—get them in thisairship. We re going to a better world, good wife.”



Hisvoice waslost asthey moved away.

Nanette sat beside me, silent, motionless. But | knew that she was dert—waiting for what 1 might
command her to do.

| whispered: “Not yet. The Indianis here, close. | don't see Josefa. But I’ m watching for a chance to get
away.”

The pressure of her hand answered me. Brave little Nanette!

The Indian seemed never to take his eyes from us. The automatic was ready in his hand; | could not have
made amove.

Wherewas Josefa? If she could distract this Indian even for amoment—

Five minutes passed. Ten minutes. My mind sirayed to Alan. Was he dead? In redlity, Alan and the
tower were at thisinstant materiaizing in the forest no more than amile away.

Out intheriver along Indian war canoe appeared. It was heading for the cove. Its paddies gleamed
rhythmicaly in the starlight. It landed. | saw that it was piled with moldy chests. The Indians began
carrying them to the ship. The Dutchman and hiswife struggled back and forth with their household
effects.

Turber and Jonas were giving commands. Then | saw Josefal She was down by the shore. She spoke to
Turber. | saw him reach into a broken chest and haul forth ahuge jeweled bangle. He tossed it to her and
moved away.

She cametoward us. | did not move. She stood by Bluntnose.

“Look what the Wolf gave me. What jewels we have now. This pleased me morethan al Turber’'s
platinum and golden wedth.”

Shewas standing in front of Bluntnose, blocking hissight of us. He pushed her away.

| cursed mysdf. Hadmy chance come and gone? But it had only been an ingtant. He would have shot at
Nanette and me before we had gone ten feet.

| caught the woman' s significant glance. She was tryingto make my opportunity. Nanette felt me tir.
Nanette knew that the moment had amaost come.

Josefasaid: “ Turber wantsyou, Bluntnose—thereisachest that fell in the water. These fool Indians—not
Mohicanslike you, arethey, Bluntnose? Not one of them will dive, even for jewels”

The Indian hesitated. Turber fortunately was not within sight. There was an Indian wading in the shallows
of the shore.

“These captives—’
“Hetold meto watch them. Diod! If | could not shoot better than you! Give methat ugly thing.”

Shetook the automatic; took it gently from him. Her face was upraised; her smiling lips were mocking,
dluring.

He yielded the wegpon; and suddenly leaned down and kissed her with arough caress.



“You bad Indian! Never let Wolf Turber see you do that! Go how—show him you fear no river when it
hasjewdsinit. I'll keep the prisoners safe.”

She covered us with the automatic; she stood ten feet away. “Hurry back, Bluntnose.”

He went. She stood tense. She met my glance, but did not answer it. Her gaze roved the nearby glade.
There was a moment when no one nearby was observing us. She gestured with the automatic.

“Go! Run south toward the village. Ill fire presently—and I'll tell them you went north. Run fast!”
“Nanette—run!” | lifted her up; held her hand; we did into the underbrush and ran.
Chapter XI|

In the tower, Alan, with Lea, San, and Lentz, came speeding back to this night in 1664. San plunged the
tower to its swiftest pace—the trip seemed less than an hour.

At first they sat in the lower room. Alan could not make up his mind about Lentz. The fellow appeared
loya enough. Anxiousto help, and certainly his presence was an advantage. But Alan determined to
watch him closdly, dways.

Both Leaand San were Sartled at Lentz' s appearance in the tower. That was obvious; and severa times
Alan seemed to read in their expressionsthat they, too, were suspicious of the man.

Lentz interrupted:

“San must stay aways with the tower. He wants me to be sure you understand that.”
“Yes, | do”

“And Leasays shewill go with you—"

The Turber ship was on the riverbank not much more than amile from where the tower would land. It
was Alan’splanto try and creep up onit.

“What weapons have you?’ Lentz asked.
Alan showed him therevolver. Lentz reached to takeit.
“No,” sad Alan. “I'll keep it. What have you?’

Lentz had aknife—along, thin blade in asheath. Alan wondered what else. For an instant he had an
impulse to search the fellow. But he decided it would be awrong move. He smiled.

“That might be handier than mine. Mine makesanoise. You'll go with me, Lentz?’

“Yes. That iswhat | think best. | have so often seen this forest with the instruments—I can guide you.”
“And—me?’ sad Lea

“You stay here,” said Alan decisively.

Sheburst into aflood of wordsto Lentz.

“She say's she speaks the dialect of these Indians of 1664. She has studied it in the dead-language
books—she can talk to the Indians. She stopped there once—they thought she wasagoddess.”



Leasad: “Yes Yes—magic—thistower.”

“Shemeans,” said Lentz, “they saw the tower. It was magic to them—she says, if we meet any band of
savages she can get them to help us.”

Alan decided againgt it. Haste was necessary; they could not be sure how long Turber’s ship would
remain.

“No,” hesaid. “Tell Lea, | think not. You and | will go, Lentz. She and San had better remain with the
tower.”

Leawas disappointed, but she yielded.

Near the endofthe trip San remainedat the controls; the others went to the top of the tower. It presently
lurched and stopped.

Alan saw that they werein theforest A quiet, starlit evening. From this height at the tower’ stop, the
distant Hudson showed plainly. To the south afew lightsin thelittle city of New Amsterdam werevisble,

“That'swhere Turber is,” said Lentz.

“Yes,” agreed Lea. And she pointed southeast. Another campfire was off there—amile or so away,
perhaps. A band of Indians encamped.

Aswell ashe could, Alan tried to keep in mind the lay of this strange land. Strangely dark and sinister
forest. Yet Alan was born right herein this Space! He had lived dl hislife here. This, in 1962, was
Centrd Park. The Turber ship lay over by Riverside Drive. But how different now!

Out in the Hudson River alarge canoe was coming south. It seemed heading in the direction of the
Turber ship.

They went back to the lower tower room. Through the windows here the black woods crowded like a
wall.

“Tell them, Lentz, to watch closdly. At any sign of trouble, tell them to take the tower and escape.”

Lentz told them. They nodded solemnly. Leagave Alan her hand. Again, asaways, itstouch thrilled him.
Shesad:

“Goodbye, Alan. Good-luck.”
“Goodbye, Lea”
In the woods, Lentz and Alan crept through the underbrush.

“You lead,” Alan whispered. Hefdt safer with Lentz in front of him. But hetold himsdlf that wasfoolish;
Lentz seemed perfectly friendly.

“Quiet, we make no noise. In these woods, it seems, savages are everywhere.”

It was rough, heavy traveling. The underbrush was thick; there were fallen trees, tiny streams
occasiondly; deep, solemn glens, thick with leafy mold and huge ferns. And the solid wall of trees. Wild
brier, dogwood, sumac and white birch occasiondly, gleamed, ghostlike, in the gloom.

Silent, Snister recesses. At every crackling twig benegth their tread, Alan’ s heart leaped. The Indians of



thisforest could glide through it soundlesdy. Alan felt adozen timesthat he and Lentz were being stalked.
“Where arewe, Lentz? Wait aminute.”

They crossed periloudy on the top of afallen tree, which spanned a deep ravine. Lentz waited at itsend
for Alan to come. Lentz whispered: “Let me help you.”

Therewas an ingtant when it flashed to Alan that Lentz might push him off. Alan drew back.
“Move on—I’ll get down.”

They crouched atthe end ofthe tree. It occurredto Alan that he had been foolish to bring Lentz. His
mistrust of the fellow was growing. But it seemed an unreasonable mistrust.

“Where arewe, Lentz?’
“Halfway there, | think. Or more. We should see thelight of the campfire soon.”

They started again. Presently Lentz stopped. Alan could see him, ten feet ahead, standing against atree
trunk.

“What isit?’ Alan advanced until they stood together. Lentz pointed. Two eyes gleamed in the brush
ahead. Alanimpulsvely raised hiswesgpon, but Lentz checked him.

“Quiet! Someanimd.”

Not an Indian. Alan relaxed. Of course not—human eyes do no glisten like that in the darkness.
It may have been awildcat. The eyes moved; there was arustling; the thing was gone.

“ Shot would spoil everything,” Lentz whispered. “ Comeon.”

Once more they started. The stars were amost hidden by the thick interlacing of the forest trees. Alan
had long since lost his sense of direction. This space—Eighty-sixth Street, from the park to Riverside
Drive. How different now!

Alanwaslost. Hefollowed Lentz. But it seemed that Lentz was bending always too much to the [ ft.
OnceAlansad:

“That way, in'tit?
“No. | think not. Thisis north. Thisiswes.”

But to Alan the feding perssted. They plunged down into addl, at the bottom of which ran atiny, purling
brook. They waded it.

“Lentz!” he whispered.

They crouched together. There was something close ahead of them in the woods. Figures—unmistakable
human figures—stood lurking againgt atree off there!

In the silence Alan could dmost hear his pounding heart. He was afraid tomove;acrackling twig would
have sounded likeashot.

A moment. Then there was arustling ahead. The figuresmoved. They ran.



The underbrush cracked under them. They had been seen Alan and Lentz and were running. They
reached, in afew feet, an open space of garlight. Alan saw them clearly.

He gasped, and then he called softly, cautioudly:
“Nanette! Ed—stop! It'sAlan—"

It was Nanette and |, wandering lost.

Chapter XIII

We stood together, therein the forest glen, for aminute or two exchanging swift whispers. Thefellow
Lentz—I did not know who he was then, unfortunately—stood afew feet from us. He waslistening to
the woods. Then he cameto us.

“I thought we might have been heard. Was anyone following you?’ He addressed it to me.

Nanette and | had feared pursuit, but there had seemed none. We had tried to head south—Josefa had
said shewould direct our pursuers the other way. She was to have fired a shot—to make plausible her
story that we had escaped her. We had heard no shot. Nor had Alan and Lentz. And in these silent
woods the shot would have been heard plainly.

Nanette and | werewholly logt. | redlized it when | tried to tell Alan which way we should go to reach the
tower.

“We must get there a once,” said Alan. He gestured toward Lentz. He whispered: “ That fellow—I may
bewrong, but | don't trust him.”

We could not agree on where we were, or which way might be the tower.
“Oh, Lentz!” He came closer to us. Alan whispered: “Which way would you say?’

The patch of starlight overhead wastoo small to help us. | suggested: “I’ll climb one of thesetrees. If |
can seethat campfire at Turber’ s—”

But it would take too long. By now there was undoubtedly a Turber party of Indiansin the woods
searching for us. They might cut us off from the tower, or locate the tower itsalf.

“I think,” said Lentz, “thisway.”

To meit seemed that he wasright.

“But that’ ssouth,” said Alan.

| did not think so. Lentz said: “1 led you wrong before—it was my mistake. But | am sure now.”

Hisfrankness convinced us. We started. Lentz was leading; Alan and | guided Nanette. Slow, careful
going. We made aslittle noise as we could. We cameto adight rise of ground. A distant gleam of water
showed ahead of us.

“Alan, look!”
“That’ sthe East River.”

“Yes, | think 0.”



It seemed s0; it was very faint through the trees. Lentz had not seen it—or heignored it. But he heard
that we had stopped; he turned and came back.

“What isit?’

“That water—therriver off there! We re going wrong.”

| became aware that we were standing in a patch of starlight. “Not here, Alan! Don't stand here!”
Almostinapanic weleft the hillock and crouchedinathicket at itsfoot.

Lentz whispered: “That river—that’ sto the east. Then Turber’ sship is off there—the westernriver.” He
pointed behind us. “ And then the tower would be thisway.”

It seemed s0. We started again at dmost right angles to our former course. For what might have been
haf an hour we crept along. It was eerie.

We heard, in the distance, the mournful hooting of an owl. Or wasit an owl? Wasit, perhaps, some
Indian sgnding?

My nervesweretense; | was trembling, straining my eyesto see, and my earsto hear. It was difficullt,
keeping Nanette from faling. It seemed as though the noise we made must reverberate through al the
woods. How far we went | do not know. It seemed miles.

A glow of light showed ahead of us! The tower? We stopped. Not the tower. Why—a stockade! A high
picket fence. A building. A northern outpost of New Amsterdam!

Redlization swept us. That river we had glimpsed was not the East River, but the Hudson. We had turned
exactly the wrong way; had wandered far to the south. Or had been midedby Lentz. At onetime, until
we checked him, we were headed for the Turber camp. The fellow redlized we understood. He was
beside Alan, and as Alan turned on him Lentz legped and struck with hisknife. Alan fired. The shot
roared likea cannoninthe woods.Itcaught Lentz in the hand; the knife dropped.

So quick, al this, that | had not moved from Nanette. Like acat, Lentz euded Alan. Legped behind a
tree. And then ran, with Alan after him.

| cdled, frantically: “Alan, come back! We Il |ose each other!”
Alan’srevolver spat again. Then he came back; we could hear Lentz plunging off through the underbrush.
“What rotten shooting!” Alan groaned.

We saized Nanette and ran north; heedless of noise. V oices were behind us. Torches showed back
there.

“Not so fast, Alan. We re making too much rumpus!”

We dowed. Then we stopped to listen. The woods seemed full of voices. Heavy tread of feet, pounding
in the brush. Behind us.

Then ahead of usl We crouched; no use running now. We were surrounded. Torchesflared. A dog was
howling. | saw, off in the trees, the heavy figure of aman holding ablazing torch aoft. He held an ancient
fowling piece haf raised; the dog was on aleash leading him.

Figures closedin onus. They sawusinthe light of their torches.



“Nouse, Alan.” Alan stuck hisrevolver in his pocket. We stood up, holding Nanette.

The Dutchman seized us, and stood jabbering. Sturdy fellows, in shirts and broad jackets, flowing
pantal oons and hobnailed shoes. They were dmost dl bareheaded; hastily dressed. They stood amazed
at us. They pulled a Nanette.

“Let her done” sad Alan.
It wasin English! One of them spoke English. He said:
“You English?’

They tore us gpart from each other. They hurried us off. | heard one say: “English! The damned English
here dready! Wl can | spesk it! Oh, but our good Peter will be pleased at this midnight foray.”

They dragged us south, into New Amsterdam.
Chapter XIV

It seemed along march. We had aroused a single fort—a northern outpost of the city. They took us past
that, following acrude corduroy road. A noisy, blustering cortege we made in the woods. Somefifty
Dutchmen, armed with fowling pieces and swords, carrying torches.

We came to other outposts. Our party augmented. We passed through along, armed stockade, and
wereinthelittlecity.

It waswdl toward midnight now. But the city needed no arousing. The houseswere dl lighted. The
winding streets, bounded by picket fences and the houses with little gardens and vegetabl e patches, were
thronged with excited Dutchmen. For this was amomentous night. The English were coming. Nichals,
emissary of the Duke of Y ork, dready had sent his demand that Peter Stuy-vesant surrender thislittle
Dutch Empireto English rule. Hisfleet now had been sighted; it would anchor in the bay tomorrow.

All day, and now far into the night, the little city had been in turmoil. The streets were littered with groups
of jabbering patroonsfiring up their great pipes and vowing that the thing was dastardly. How dare the
English duke demand their surrender! They rushed at us, stared open-mouthed; but our captors fended
them off, and vouchsafed nothing.

| seized upon this fellow who spoke English.
“Where are you taking us?’
“To the Governor. Heisin Council now.”

Down by the Bowling Green, near where the main fort displayed its flag and menaced the bay with its
cannon, Peter Stuy-vesant sat in the upper story of his home deliberating with his Council upon thiscriss.
But we never reached there. We went only ablockor two from the northern edgeof the city. The
Dutchmen on the street corners gazed up at their tin weathercocks and prayed for a storm that would
blow Nichols sfleet to perdition. They came running out from their gardensto regard us, and jabbered
some more. The city was flooded with words this night.

An argument broke out among our captors. We were faced about, taken north again.
“What isit?’ | demanded.

“Keepyou here,” said our interpreter. “The good Peter will come up to seeyou.”



We were taken back. Out beyond the stockade, alittle blockhouse stood on arise of ground. The
woods were thick around it.

“Leaveyou here” thefellow told us. “ Thereis enough trouble in the city tonight. Peter will comeupto
seeyou.” He chuckled. “Tomorrow they will bargain with Nichols semissary at the Bowling
Green—unless, as| hope, the Council decidesto have our fort blow up these cursed English shipsas
soon asthey appear. But if thereisabargain, by the godsit is nice to have you English out here secluded
in the woods as hostages.”

He evidently thought we were strangely dressed, important personages connected with the English
invasion. Sent ahead, perhaps, to tir up the Indiansin the northern woods. He said something like that;
and how could we contradict it?

Thelog fort was a heavy-set structure. Two roomsin the lower story with an open space like an attic
under the peaked roof. We were flung into one of the rooms. Its windows were barred with solid planks.
The Dutchman bound us with lengths of rope and laid uslike bundles on the floor.

“Liethere—keep quiet.”

They dammed the oak door upon us. We lay in the darkness. In the next room when most of them
departed, we fancied some half a dozen had been left to guard us. We heard their voices, the light from
their candles showed through the chinks of theinterior log wall.

We whispered to each other. We were worried about Nanette but she was unhurt.
“Yes I'madl right, Alan. But I'm so frightened.”

“At least it’ s better than being in Turber’ s hands, Nanette.” If we could escape now, there might still be
time to get back to the tower. If not—wdll, we might be stranded here to live out our livesin New
Amsterdam. But at |east these Dutchmen probably would not murder us.

But could we escape? It seemed impossible. We lay in the darkness on the log floor, bound securely.

Aninterva went by. Therewas a gtir outside. Thumping. More voices. The door opened. Peter
Stuyvesant came in. He stood, balanced upon his wooden leg, and regarded us by the light of acandle
held doft. Eyed us as though we were some monstrosities, poked at us with the peg of hisleg and turned
and stumped back to the doorway.

And then, in the doorway, | saw Wolf Turber standing! Turber, in hisblack cloak, hiswhite shirt
gleaming benesth it. His sardonic gaze upon us.

Thething struck me with such surprise and horror that neither Alan nor | moved, or spoke. The door was
left open. Turber and Stuyvesant sat at atable. The candldight showed them plainly. There seemed now
only one other man in the room—some trusted patroon, no doubt.

Turber spokein contemporary Dutch. They conversed. We could hear them but could not understand a
word.

What they said will never be disclosed. Unrecorded history, this! A furtive, hidden incident—who was
there even to record it? Did Stuyvesant think Turber some magician? Or just arich adventurer?

A bargain was struck. From abag Turber produced jewels. And coins and chunks of gold. He piled
them on the table in the candldlight. He and Stuyvesant drank from their golden gobletsto sed the
bargain. Stuyvesant gathered up the treasure and Stuffed it in the pockets of his greatcoat.



Turber cameinto us. He bent down. “If you speak or move, I'll have them kill you now.” He chuckled.
“Say goodbye to Nanette— quite alittle fortune | paid for her but she' sworthit.”

He lifted up Nanette. He untied her thongs. She cried out—just once.
“Don't be frightened, child. I won't hurt you.”

Alanand | were straining at our bonds.

“Quiet, you foold” We had helplessly tried to menace him with words.

He led Nanette from the room. The door closed upon us. We could hear Stuyvesant leaving. And then
Turber taking Nanette away. Hisvoice reached us.

“Don't befrightened, child.”
Therewasslence.

Another interval passed. There were again guardsin the room outside. | whispered: “Alan, it must be
nearly dawn.”

We had no idea. There were spacesin the outer log walls where the mortises had fallen away. But only
blackness showed.

In the adjoining room there was candlelight, and the drowsy voices of the Dutchmen.
“Alan, what' sthat?’

A thud had sounded; something striking the roof over our heads. Then another. Off in the woods there
was ashout. A war-hoop! And other thuds. A rain of arrows faling upon the roof and the side of the
littlefort.

An Indian attack! The Dutchmen in the adjoining room made short work of getting out of thisisolated
building. They did not comein evento look at us. They decamped into the woods, running for the village
stockade.

Wewere |eft done. Helpless!
Therain of arrows kept on. We could hear the Indians shouting, but they did not advance.

The dawn was coming.Orwasitthe dawn?Ared glow showing through thelog walls. Red and yellow. |
smelled smoke! Alan coughed with a sudden choking.

Thelittlelog blockhouse was being bombarded with flaming arrows. It was on fire, filling up with smoke
which aready was choking us!

Chapter XV

Leaand San—after Alan and Lentz left them—kept watch in the tower. They talked together in their
own language.

“How long do you think, brother, that they will be gone?’

“Until dawn perhaps. We can only hope for the best. Alan is resourceful—he got you away from Turber,
Lea”



They could not guess what Alan and Lentz would do to rescue Nanette and me. They discussed Lentz. A
felow of their own Time-world. Their father had dways put greet trust in him. But Lentz had known
Turber there. Was he atraitor now? A fellow in the pay of Turber? There had been severd little things
which Alan had brought to light—things to make them suspicious of Lentz. And they knew Alan did not
trugt him.

The hours passed. The forest was ablack wall of sillence about the tower. Lea often stood in the
doorway, staring out. Small, graceful figure in flowing blue robe and golden hair. We had seen her onthe
televison like that—our firgt sight of her.

San would not be still. Asaways when the tower was a rest in astrange Time-world, he constantly
paced the room; peering dternately from each of itswindows, awayswithin afew feet of the tower
controls so that at any hostile Sign outside, in a second or two the tower would speed away.

Time dragged by. Leagrew increasingly worried. Alan should be back by now.

“If hewould have taken me,” she said. “Y ou remember, San, when we were here once before? There
was an old chief—Silver Water, you remember? | could have got him then to help metry for Turber in
one of Turber’ s passings. But you would not let me.”

“You are over-bold, Lea.” San shrugged.” lamhel pless—aways here with the tower.”

“I could, tonight, have enlisted aband of these Indians,” she said. “ They worshipped mefor a
goddess—the * God of Magic,” old Silver Water called the tower.”

The Indians had been prostrate before the tower, that other night, and from its steps Lea had talked to
them, while San watched at the controls.

“That wasonething,” he said. “ Safe enough. But to have you leave—tonight—off in these woodsto try
and find your friendly, gullible Indians—too dangerous, Lea. Alan knew it. Hewasright.”

She presently mounted the tower, while San remained aert below. From the top she could seethe
Turber campfire. And the Indian fire to the southeast.

Silence. And then, far away to the south where the pa eface city held the southern tip of theidand, Lea
thought she heard ashot. Then another. But they were very faint.

Dark spread of silent woods! What was going on out there? The shots were Alan firing a Lentz when he
discovered histreachery. But Lea could not know that.

The Hudson River shoneinthe sarlight. Leasaw ahuge Indian canoe moving south toward the glow of
light which marked the location of the Turber ship. It was one of the canoes bringing in the Turber
treasure. But that, too, she did not know.

She went down again and joined San. They waited through what seemed another interminable period.
“Wemust leave a dawn,” said San.

But Leashook her head. “Wewill not leave until we know Turber hasleft—and Alan hasfailed.”

And there was the chance that Alan and Lentz would be in the woods, and return at last, unsuccessful.
“We cannot abandon them, San.”

They both suddenly felt that the venture was doomedtofailure.



“San! Did you hear that?’
They were at one of thewindows. A cautious call had come from the woods. A low hail.
“Leal” It cameagain. “Leal Don't start thetower! I’'m coming.”

Lentz' svoice! They both recognized it. Leawent to the doorway. San was dert at the controls with his
gazeon her.

“Wait, San.” She gestured. “Wait! | seehim.”
Lentz appeared from athicket nearby.
“Lea?’

“Yes Lentz. Whereis Alan?’

“I’'m coming in. Don't start the tower.” He approached. “ Disaster, Lea. We could do nothing. Alan was
killed by Turber.”

Her heart went cold. She stood on the steps. Lentz was aone. He came up the steps, into the tower
rooms. There was blood on his right hand; one of the fingers was mangled. He held out the wounded
hand.

Hesaid: “Don't start us yet, San. | want to talk to you. I’ ve been hurt—Turber shot me.”

They stood with him in the middle of the room. For that instant the tower controls were neglected. Lentz
held out hiswounded hand for ingpection. His other hand was behind him. It came up over hishead. He
struck with adagger at San.

A swift blow, but Leawas quicker. She shoved at him. The blow missed, and San was upon him. And
Lealegpedat him dso, fighting desperately. They bore him down. Hiswounded hand was a handicap.
The dagger wasin hisawkward left hand. San fought for it asthey rolled on the floor with Leabending
over them.

A brief struggle. San twisted and got the dagger, stabbed with it. Lentz gave a shuddering cry and
relaxed.

San climbed to hisfeet, white and shaken. Leawas trembling.

“Got him. Accursed traitor.”

San' sfirgt thought was the controls. Lea stopped him.

“Wait! How doweknow Alanis dead?A lie, perhaps, that Lentz told us.”

They went to the windows. There wasno onein sight. A groan from Lentz brought them back. He lay,
gruesome on the floor, with the knife in him and ared stain widening. But he was not dead. Leabent over
him.

“Lea—I want to—tdl you thetruth.”

He diedinamoment, but beforehediedhegasped out the truth of what had happened. He had lurked in the
woods and seen us captured bythe Dutchmen. He followed us—himself like an Indian, for he was skillful
inwoodcraft. He had been here before with Turber, laying planstoget the treasure. Heknew these woods



wdl.

He had seen usfindly thrown into the fort with haf adozen Dutchmen | eft to guard us. Then he had gone
to Turber. Had told what happened. Turber had set off to see Stuyvesant. Lentz had come back to the
tower. If he had killed San, he would perhaps have killed Lea aso, and escaped with the tower.

But nowhelay dead.Hegasped hislast wordsofthe confession. Blood gushed from hislungs.

Leaturned away. There was barely timefor her to tell San what Lentz had said—they were standing at
the doorway—when they became aware of dark figuresin the shadowed glade near a hand! Again San
would have flung the tower into Time. But again Lea stopped him.

Figures of savages were out there—not menacing, but prostrate upon the groundat the edgeof the nearby
thickets. It was sodark by the forest edge—the figures were dark and motionless—that Leaand San
might not have seen them had not there come alow wail. Mournful cry! A prostrate savage placating this
magic god of the forest. This strange tower, with agod and goddessin its doorway standing in this glade
which the redskinswell knew to be usualy empty of such avision.

Led sthoughts were swift. Alan and | and Nanette were held by the Dutch in an isolated fort some two
or three milesto the south.

Leacould control these Indians. She had aready proven her power upon one of their chieftains.

She murmured her plansto San. It was hardly aminute from the time they had first seen the prostrate
figure

San stood dert, watching. Leaadvanced to the top of the tower steps. She called in the Indian diaect:
“Rise up, children of theforest, | would not hurt you. | bring you only good.”

She descended the steps dowly. San called anxioudly:
“Careful, Lea!”

“Yes, San. Stand on your feet, men of the forest.”
Sowly she advanced upon them. Watchful.

They rose a the gesture of her upraised arms. Some ten of them—young braves prowling herein the
fored, atracted by thetower’ sdim light.

They trembled before Lea. Savages of the year 1664! Well might they have thought her a goddess;
white, fairylike creature with flowing blue robe and dangling golden tresses—and the Time-traveling
tower behind her.

“I bring you commands,” she said, “from the Spirit Land where your fathers hunt now in peace and
happiness. Y ou have a chief-tain—a man of much power herein thesewoods. Heiscaled Silver
Water—name like awoman, but heisaman very old, and wise, and very good.”

One of the Indians stepped forward. “1 know him. Hislodge— off there by the water of the dawn—not
far.”

He pointed to the southeast.

“I will gowith you,” shesaid. “Lead me. Be not afraid, young braves.”



“Lea, come back!” San cdled.
Sheturned. “I'll be careful. No danger, San. Watch out for Turber.”
Shefollowed the Indiansinto the dark shadows of the forest.

“But, Goddess of the Sun, | have buried the hatchet with the paleface intruders here.” The old Sachem
was troubled. He sat by his campfire with his braves about him. The East River flowed nearby. The
wigwams of hisvillage stood dong it—dark-coned shapesin the gloom. The curious women and children
hovered in the background.

Lea stood straight and commanding with his back against atree. The firelight painted her. She held her
arms upraised.

“| am at peace here,” the old Indian repeated. “ The palefaced chief with the onelive leg sat hereat my
fire and smoked the pipe of peace with me. And you would command me to bresk my oath—"

“No,” shesad. “Thereisonelittlefort, thissde of the city. Y ou know it.”
“I know it,” hesad.
“Anditisinyour woods.”

He nodded gravely. “Yes. They pressadways further, these pale-faced intruders. But | want no fighting.
The white men are very good at killing—and | have heard this day that more of the paleface shipsare
coming. One of my braves wasin the city today. He came back drunk with firewater, but he had the
tde”

“Have they ever broken their word to you?’ she demanded.

“Y es—many times”

“Waéll, it isnot my wish you should start any fighting. Merdy frighten away the guards of thelittlefort.”
“My braves,” he said, “run wild when deeds of violence start. We want no killing.”

“No,” sheagreed. “1 will be careful of that.”

Leaat last convinced him. There were two gods, and another goddess like hersdlf, held in that little fort
by the Dutch. A score of braves and herself could go and frighten away the Dutchmen and rescue them.
If they wereleft there—if evil cameto them—then evil would fall upon dl thisforest.

Helistened. Abruptly hestoodupand flung his gray braids with atoss of his head, and wound hisvivid
blanket around him. Dignified, venerablefigure. But hewas afraid of Lea. Her curse upon these, his
forest—his people—

“It shdl be asyou command. Y ou shdl havethirty of my braves. In amoment they will be ready.”

Thelittle blockhouse stood inthe trees onarise of ground. Lea, with her Indians about her, moved slently
through the underbrush. It was her intention to creep up and surprise the Dutch guards, and to overcome
them without arousing the nearby village. The door of the blockhouse faced the other way. The building
stood black and silent. Were we in there? Was anyone in there? She did not know.

Without warning, taking Leawholly by surprise, at the edge of the thickets the savages knelt abruptly and
shot their arrows.



“Why—" Momentarily shelost her poise.

The young braves beside her drew her back behindatree trunk. It startled her. But she saw that he was
reverentid.

“Wewill go nofurther,” he said. “Drive them away.”

The lust of battle abruptly swept over the young Indians. With the launching of the first arrow they
seemed to forget Lea. The forest rang with their shouts. They spread out; creeping forward. And then
with flint and sted bartered from the paeface, they set their arrowsinto flame. And launched them.

The young leader anding by Leamurmured: “ They are running! See them go—off there—running for
their village. Thefort will burn.”

It was dready burning. Dry walls and roof; the flaming arrows struck and caught the bark. Spots of
Soreading flame.

“Wait!” commanded Lea. “Enough!” She stopped them at last. Thefort was blazing. The Dutchmen had
decamped.

She added: “Come!” But the young Indians feared to advance, suddenly fearful of what they had done.
The great paleface village could pour out many wrathful men upon occasion.

“They stay here)” said Leahurriedly.

She left them. She dashed across the short intervening space. She ran around the corner of the burning
building. A prayer wasin her heart that Alan and Nanette and | wereinsde and till safe.

She cameto the door. It stood open. The room wasfull of smoke. Its candles gleamed dully, but she
saw that the room was empty. And saw adoor acrossit.

She rushed in. The smoke choked her. She hald her breath.

The door between the rooms was not fastened. She flung it open. Saw, in the yellow glare of the burning
roof—saw Alan and melying bound and helpless.

Wecdled: “Leal”

She came—saw the ropes binding us. She dashed back to get aknife lying on the table by the candles.
Werolled so that she might cut our ropes. We were al gasping in the smoke. She helped us up, we
could bardly stand at first, but with her help we staggered into the blessed coal air of the night.

The building was blazing dl over its Sde and roof. To the south, by the city stockade, the Dutchmen were
shouting, but none of them advanced. We ran back to Lea swaiting Indians. There seemed till achance
that Turber’ s ship might gill be there. The Indiansled usto the spot. But it was gone and the camp was
Oeserted.

Then we crossed swiftly east to the tower. It was daylight when we | eft the braves, prostate before the
tower asit melted into a phantom and vanished.

We were safe—all but Nanette. Of what use to me, this safety? Nanette, to me of al the world most
dear, was gone. And thistime | had a premonition that she waslost to meforever.

Chapter XVI



Turber took Nanette back to histime ship. A dozen canoes had arrived now, the treasure was nearly all
loaded aboard. The Indian legends here had told of it—these chests buried on the shore of the water, up
theriver aday’ sjourney. How it got there no one can say. Left by some Mongol outlaw, perhaps—of
that Eastern civilization which was here centuries before and which merged gradudly into these savages
the white man called Indians.

Turber had laid his plans. The renegade Dutchman—one Médyn from the Staten Idand region—had been
supplied with money by Turber. He had purchased trinkets—had bribed the Indians—organized and
fitted out the expedition.

“And now we haveit, little Nanette,” said Turber. “You will love mefor dl thiswedth and luxury and
power that | will lavish upon you.”

The ship was everywhere littered with treasure. Piles of broken, moldy chests; scattered with jewels
strewn in heapsin the various cabins. Jewels fashionedin strange devices of beaten gold and silver,
ankletsofgold, garlanded with insetsofrubies and emerads,aheap of sgpphires glowing like thetropic sea
at night, gemmed bangles of amyriad designs, great metal vases, ornate with hydra-headed
images—rdigioustrappings of a heathen age, and fabulous Eastern riches.

The ship started amost as soon as Turber and Nanette came aboard. It flashed forward in Time, and
flew dowly in Space. Not far in Space—south down the Hudson River, across the harbor until it poised
over Staten Idand.

Turber sat with Nanette in the control room. She heard Josefa s voice, but Turber ordered the woman
away. Bluntnose was at the controls. How Josefa explained our escape Nanette never knew. Perhaps by
blaming it upon the Indian—her word was as good as his. Turber with histreasure, and having recovered
Nanette, was in too good a humor to bother with probing it.

Nanette knew that they were upon the last of the voyage now. Headed for the Great City of New Y ork
inthe Time-world of 2445. Their permanent home.

“No more traveling, Nanette. Wewill conquer the world, you and I, and rule it together.”

Nanette was frightened, but she would not let him seeit. Alone now. Alan and I, she thought, were gone
from her forever.

It was abrief trip. They stopped, just for amoment, in theyear 1779. It was afairly large settlement here
now on Staten Idand, and the ship selected a safe landing place, came down in afield near it.

A Colonia settlement, they cdled it, but it was in the hands of the enemy. Sir William Howe had landed
in the Narrows two years before and now held dl theidand.

It was night again when the ship stopped.

Nanette sat in the control room and attentively listened to the new voices. All English now.
“Wolf Turber, wefaled—"

“Yes?' Hisquiet voice was unruffled. “ Did the doop get in?’

“Last week. | have been here every night snce—you come late, tonight of al nightsl They'refighting
over in the marshes—thistraitorous Mercer and hismen.”

Turber interrupted: “ About the doop, Atwood! Who cares about Mercer?’



“Gad! Y ou can brush measide, but I've had ahdlish time.”
“All right, Tony, | believeyou.”

“It' swell you should.lhad thoughtif you did not come tonight, by tomorrow Mercer’ stroops must be
here. And wherewould | be? Not here—that | promiseyou. Asitis, Sir William does not think any too
much of me. He called me somewhat of an ugly name last week. | think | am insulted.”

“Wadll, you didn’t get the gold?’

“No. The doop got in—ninety days from the Bermudas in wegther of the vilest sort. And then the
blockade—but it got through. | have Somerset’ sletter. Y our money was spent—"

Turber laughed. “1 fancy it wasl”

“—gpent in what | warrant must have been no lessthan adigging up of al the beach on Copper’sidand.
Treasure there was none.” He added. “I did what | could. | hopethisisyour last passing, egad, it had
better be, and take me with you. They' |l be sending me on atill longer journey if | stay around here.”

They took him aboard. The ship hung over Staten Idand and sped forward again in Time. Through the
1800's. The 1900's. And then, while the huge city grew under it, sped on five hundred years farther. It
took only half an hour.

Turber said: “We are here.” The ship had settled—a phantom setting down inashadowy city. It rested on
that same rise of ground on Staten Idand which in 1962 held the Turber Hospital.

It flashed to ahdt in 2445. Through the windows Nanette heard the tumultuous road of the monstrous
city. Turber led her from the ship.

Chapter XVI1

Alanand 1, in the tower with Leaand San, were smultaneously heading for the same Time-space to
which Turber now took Nanette. We did not know that Turber stopped in 1779. It would have availed
us nothing. But we did know hisfinal destination. The knowledge was poor consolation. Turber was
practically impregnablein that giant city. Old Powl had said it; we knew that Leaand San thought so. All
our efforts had been to keep Turber from taking Nanette there. It was hisfinal stronghold.

We made them understand that we wold stop in the giant city. San would land usthere a atime smilar
to Turber'sarriva.

Alansad: “We Il goto the authorities, Ed. They will beintelligent, scientific people. They’ Il understand
this tower—it won't be magic to them. We' Il make them organize an expedition againgt Turber. Rescue
Nanette—get her back safely.”

My heart was heavy. It was the only rational plan we could make. But that giant city! What new
conditions, with which we would have to cope! A new civilization, al strangeto us.

Leasaid: “Yes That best.” Sheindicated 2445 A.D. on thedial. “You and Alan there. Sanand | go
to—"

Sheindicated the year 5000 A.D. Alan knew what she meant. She and San would make ahurried trip on
to that Time when the city wasin ruins, and would search the ruins for that super-powerful wegpon. They
would get it and bring it back to us.



Leaadded: “Tell them—not yield to Turber. Wegpon coming— Leaand San bring it in tower.”

We sped forward—atrip of much lessthan an hour. The Indian forests melted away. The City flowed up
around the tower. Centra Park was here. We saw the city flow over it. We saw the huge streets about
us. Then aroof over us, with our tower set in amonstrous metal street.

Leashook our hands. “Goodbye, Alan—until we come with wespon.”

The tower lurched to ahalt. A surge of noises flooded in through the windows. The noise of the huge
city. And there were shouts of human voices. And dazzling lights everywhere. Turber was herein this
same city, now, with Nanette. We were to make our last desperate play against Turber here.

San flung the door open. Alan and | leaped from the tower steps. Behind us, the tower flashed into a
phantom and was gone.

The city street was aroaring torrent of voices, human and elec-trical; aconfuson of strange sounds and
stranger sights. The street was solid metd. Traffic levelsrosein tiers one above the other. Vehicleswere
passing, scurrying cars on wheels, amonorail hanging from atrellis, with dangling cars showing asadtring
of lights high overhead. And agreat trand ucent spread of roof like glass aboveit dl.

The empty street space showed a mangled vehicle which had evidently been too close when the tower
materidized. Twisted, blackened metal, and there were three human bodies lying dead in the Strest.

“Stand <till, Ed! Let them take usl”

| clung to Alan. A crowd of strangely garbed figures rushed at us. But they did not approach too close, a
ring of them, milling around, shouting—but too fearful to seize us.

We stood confused. Out of amillion new impressions, my mind grasped so few! Merchants everywhere,
gleaming mirrorswith moving images, traffic lightsand sgnds, clanking, clattering mechanisms, movement
everywhere.

| saw fifty feet up thetiers of sdewalks, a street of open-faced shops with merchandise on display. The
narrow viaducts were alacework of metal overhead. The city roof above them glowed with light—I think
it was daytime.

Alan sad: “There ought to be an officid.”

Themilling crowd was mostly men. All garbed in sober colors—black and grays. Hatless, with
close-cropped bullet heads. Close-fitting trousers with legs like jointed stovepipes; short black jackets.
Women with dark skirtslike inverted funnels, hair close-clipped.

An officid in white gppeared. A roaring el ectrical megaphone on his chest magnified hisvoice. The
crowd scattered obediently. He waded through it. Hestood nearus and roared at the congesting traffic. A
hated swinging train above us moved dong. Signd lightsflashed. The tangle of vehides began struggling
to sort itself out. Other officils—all in white uniforms—showed on the bridges, and in small rostrums on
the different levels. A magnetic crane sivung out into the air. It seized the offending vehicle—lifted it clear
of thejam.

The officer gripped us. “ Comewith me.”

English, readily understandable, yet wholly strange. | cannot set it down here. | cannot approximate its
swift brevity—its suggestion of diminated syllables; its close-clipped intonations. Compared with it, our
own speech was ancient, flowing and flowery.



“Come—’

“We'refriends,” said Alan hagtily. “Don’t hurt us—take usto your government heedquarters. Y ou can
do that, can't you?’

Thefelow stared. Astonished, | think, at Alan’s strangely antiquated English.
“They have dready sent for you,” he said. “Come.”
Heled us swiftly away. The crowd stared after us.

Into asmal tunnd. A lifted car whirled us aoft. It passed endless floors—or streets, or tiers. People
everywhere. The car stopped its vertica movement, it rolled sidewise upon atrack. Our captor spoke
into amouthpiece on hischest. | heard the answering voice.

“Room 400-tier 8 Tappan Government House, Westchester, Section 6 N.W.”
“Yes,” hesaid. He repeated it to the operator of our car who sat at a switch.
Thevoice added: “Bring them.”

“Coming now.”

Our car whirled off, dlong atrack; went over bridges of glaring, tumultuous streets; through vaulted
passages of buildings where behind transparent panes | could see what seemed busy commercia offices,
up alongincline until 1 fancied we were amost under the roof—

| heard once above the mingled commotion of sounds; “ Tur-berites expect to buy city—" A
broadcasting voice; and as we sped over abridge, dangling now from asingle overhead track, | saw in
the blur of light far beneeth us agiant oblong area of light, with moving letters. A news-bulletin. | read:

Four Hundred and Fifty Thousand Billions—
Wolf Turber’s price—payable in minted gold,
silver, platinum and ancient jewels.

And then:
Council of Ten in Session. Turberites’ Ultimatum expected soon.

Weflashed into ablack vacuum tube. It was atrip of perhaps ten minutes. We emerged into an area
where the city was less congested, descended to atrestle near the ground. The roof was lower. In places
it wasgone. | saw the daylight—agray overcast summer day. Thiswasthe morning of June 12, 2445
AD.

Alan whispered: “Thismust be about Tarrytown. There stheriver.”

To theleft we saw the Hudson. A solid ground level of metal buildings spread benesth us. Only the
streets were roofed over here. Streets were laid out in orderly pardles. Our single car sped above them,
flashing over switches.

| saw that there were no docks aong the river. No sign of boats; occasiona low covered bridges
crossed over to the other shore which was solid with houses.

“Say, look behind us,” Alan murmured.



A glare of light was back there. The roof seemed nearly athousand feet up; tracks and viaducts and
traffic levels camefromit like atangle of exposed veins and arteries soreading out over thiswider
northern area.

Our guard said: “Here”

The car sopped within atowering building near the river. We emerged intoalighted meta corridor.
Guards passedusalong it; we went through great swinging baize doors.

We stood in the presence of the government council.

| think most strange of all thisage, wasitsrapidity. Its machine-made precision permegting every detail.
Within haf an hour, at this council of the Anglo-Saxon Republic, of which Grest New Y ork and Grest
London were twin capitds, we were understood and accepted; the part we might play inthiscrisis
Turber was precipitating, was grasped by these |eaders.

| recall now our amazement at the dispatch with which fundamental s were reached. The arriva of our
tower had aready been investigated; witnessesin someloca court near the scene had been interrogated;
the reports transmitted to scientific authorities—and the whole lay now before the council.

Turber had carefully guarded his ship in that portion of the city which he owned. It had never been seen
by the government authorities. But its existence was suspected and understood as an explanation of the
presence of Turber’ srabble.

Within haf an hour the main details of what we had to tell were drawn from us by swift questions. There
were no bypaths. No astonishment; no theories. Half adozen men of science arrived shortly after we
were brought in. They listened; they stated the scientific laws—were known in this age—which made
credible what we had to say.

It was anarrow room of metallic, vault-like aspect. Ten men sat around atable littered with documents,
reports and summaries of the Turber affair, and the more recently compiled dataon us. Mirrors and grids
with moving images of distant scenes were on thewalls; ovals of windows and a swinging door disclosed
an adjacent room humming with the soundsof instruments, messengers passed in and out. Therewas a
table in acorner with instruments and two intent operators.

The business concerning us was dispatched with a celerity that left us both confused. The interrogation of
uswas suddenly nearly over. The president of the Great New Y ork Branch of Anglo-Sax-onia
demanded of Alan:

“Y ou say your tower will return with aweapon for usto use againgt Turber?’
“Yes That is, we hope s0.”

“What sort of aweapon?’

“Wedon't know. A projector—"

“Electronic, probably.” He was obvioudy greetly interested.

| said: “But you must have such wegpons here.”

“No. Our world aerid power makes them inoperative. There was a class of weagpons up to the year
around 2000, caled explosves. And then came the e ectronic weapons. We have none of them. They
would not operate—and war itself was obsolete—



Wasit?| doubted that, with the menace of Turber here. The president seemed to read my thoughts. He
sad:

“We are business men. Weknow nothing of war.” His grave face clouded with anxiety. He repeated as
though to himsdlf. “We know nothing of war.”

| regarded Alan. Then| said: “We have come here to have you help us. And to help you. My friend's
sgerished by Turber—"

An expedition againgt Turber to release Nanette. We urged it.

The president said impatiently: “'Y ou know nothing of what you talk. That is utterly impossble of
success”

Alan sad: “We know nothing of your conditions—that’ strue. But we must release my sister. Our
purpose isthe same as yours—if we can kill Turber—his Empire, asyou cal it, would go to pieces until
his death. That's obvious from what you say.”

We listened while the council went on with its business. Gradually it was growing upon us how
impregnable was Turber in this Time-world. Thiswas only five hundred yearsin the future of our own
world of 1962. And lessthan eight hundred years back to those forestswith their roving Indians. This
same Space which now wasthis giant city! Eight hundred yearsisnot along timein history.

What a stupendous change!

The Council was discussing the aeria power-vibrations broadcast over the world from the main power
plant in Scotland. The city comptroller said: “The Turberites refused today to pay therental fees” He
gestured to the table before him. “Here isthe report—a protest from the Great London office. The
Turberites are pirating the power now. Stealing it—the Wolves!

“How can we stop them? We cannot, without war.”

My mind clung to Nanette. Cut off from us. No chance to get to her—it would start the warfare, which
of everything ese | understood at once was what this Council feared. There were mirrors here—and
hundreds more in the adjoining room—picturing present scenes al over the city, and over theworld. But
none from the Turber area—that was insulated against them.

How changed was thisworld from ours of 1962? Changed in every smallest detail. Our familiar nations
were gone. White, Y ellow and Black nations now, in atrinity of aliance. The White Nation was headed
by Anglo-Saxonia

It was avast world of business unified by transportation. There were no ships, it seemed, on the seas,
save perhapslocadly in very smal areas. No grest railroads. The age of the air.

Power was universally distributed by aeriad vibrations. It was broadcast by acentra plant in Scotland.
Transformerswere a Niagara, the Iguazu in South America, and Victoria Falsin Africa. The power was
tapped by arliners, by the city trains, by the factories which now were spread over every rura didtrict; it
operated dl lights—all motors down to the smalest.

There was now spread before us, in terms of this super-modern world, the culmination of Turber’ s plans.
There was a Turber Empire here now.

He had brought, with many trips of his ship, acongtant stream of villains gathered from the Past. How
many thousands of them, we never knew. And brought histreasure.



Thecity here knew him as aweslthy man with a business organization, buying up smal sections of the
city. Hiswedth and his power grew, until now, ten years after his gppearancein this Time-world, he was
afigure gigantic. He and hisfollowers—his organization—owned now dl the southern area of thecity. In
ancient terms, Staten Idand—New Y ork Harbor—a portion of Brooklyn—and adjacent New Jersey.

Outside the city the Turberites owned and had colonizeda strip of land some twenty mileswide by six
hundred mileslong. Bought with gold—like agigantic railroad right-of-way. The strip ran from the New
Jersey edge of the city southward through New Jersey, Pennsylvania, Maryland, Virginia, and into the
CarolinaMountains. All ancient terms, there, of course.

An agricultura section, and factories, and mines. A wall of metal and masonry, huge asthe old Greet
Wl of China, hemmed in this Turber Colony. Food and all the supplies necessary to life were produced
by Turberitesfor their section of Great New Y ork. They had organized their own air transportation.

And now, the Turberites were ready to show their true colors! They stopped paying for the use of the
aerid power. That was just today—June 12, 2445. They had flung up insulation aweek ago— against
the government news mirrors. They demanded—the demand had come today—thet the city sell itself for
the sum of four hundred and fifty thousand billionsofdollars. The government wasto sdll for thissum,
incredibly too smdll; to pay the citizens, each for his proportionate property ownership, what would be a
mere pittance, and order everyoneto leave the city. In one transaction, they were to abandon thisworld
capitd; disorganizeitsbusnesses: fling thirty million people into unemployment!

It was unthinkable. And it had given to the world a hint of the real menace of Turber. Thiswasthe
beginning of hisintended ruling of theworld. By money power, and by force of arms, he meant to extend
his despotism over dl humanity.

Weheard it dl discussed, now at this Council meeting. And | saw these men, gigantic government
Captains of Industry. Men of business, nothing more. Businessmen, trying to meet acrisis of war and
handling it by business principles. An impossibilty!

The presdent’ sthin face was haggard and harassed. His stiff circular coat was rumpled; he passed a
hand over hisface and dropped his close-clipped gray head. An old man, utterly tired. But in a moment
he looked up again. He spoke, more vehemently that | had heard any of these men speak before.

“We must learn what weapons the Turberites have. If heisto attack us—when? We have plenty of
men—the city policearmy—"

“Armed how?’ asked Alan.

“With the needle swords. And the steel dingshots—our men are very expert—and they have projectors
of compressed air; and deeping gas.”

Primitive wegpons, modernized! My heart sank.
“How many of the police are available?’ | asked.

“We have some two hundred thousand here. And Great London will send usby liner al the policewe
need.”

“Areyour arlinersarmed?’ Alan asked.
“No. How could they be? Except with short-range dings.”
Another man said: “If Turber cuts off the incoming supply ships—if his ships are armed—our city here



will garveinaday.”

A commotion in the adjoining room interrupted us. A messenger came oult.
“A communication from Turber!”

The president read the document.

“It hascome!” He spoke with astrained hush to hisvoice. “He give us but haf an hour. An ultimatum!

He sayswe vacillate like children dl thismorning, and give him no answer to hisbusiness proposdl. Either
we accept his purchase price—and our citizens must Sart leaving the city within thirty minutes—or he will
begin war! We must tell him now. He gives us just Sixty seconds to answer!”

Someone said huskily: “We shdl havetoyidd.”

The president looked at Alan. “That projector which your tower went to get—if we had it we could ask
that the world-power be shut off. Then we could useit, against Turber.”

No one answered him. He added:
“Do you think your tower will bring it?’
“Yes” sad Alan.

Messages were flooding in from the other world governments. Demands for details. They passed
ignored.

The president stood up, hisdim figurewavered. “1 think—I think gentlemen, we should not yield. If you
are againgt defending ourselves—defending the world from these wolves—stand up now and say so.”

No one moved. He turned suddenly; hisvoice rang out:
“Tell the Wolveswe are not afraid.”

He stood listening for the answer. 1t came withinafew seconds. Clattering messages from the
southern—the Manhattan section of the city.

Turber's attack had started!
Chapter XVI11

History will record that the battle of Great New Y ork began on the morning of June 12, 2445 A.D. For
three daysit raged. | can give but fragmentary pictures. It whirled Alan and meinto amaglstrom. | recall
the morning of June 13. A day of the battle passed. Inconceivable events of horror! Inconceivable
ramifications of gruesome tragedy!

| recall that that morning Alan and | sat before amirror-grid in the Westchester section of this monstrous
beehive city. Thefighting was further south. We could seeit sghastly details mirrored on a score of grids
around us. We had beenin it at times. And snatched food and slegp. But we were worn now to the
verge of exhaustion. And worn with fear. The Turberites could not be stopped.

And Nanette? How could we dare hope that we would ever see Nanette again amid thistorrent of
killing?
The Hoboken area across the lower river had been the scene of bloody fighting al the afternoon of June



12, the evening, and through the night. The Manhattan-Hudson terraces and most of the network of
Hudson bridges down near the lowest end were held now by the Turberites. They had penetrated
through al the corridors of the Hoboken area south of the power rooms. Factory rooms and offices were
here, shops and storage warehouses of local food supplies. The Turberites now swarmed them. The
terminus of the north-south traffic artery on the Manhattan side of the river tunnel was taken from us.

The city traffic system of internd railwayswas|ong since parayzed. It added to the panic of the people
who were caught in the city the morning before, when the fighting so abruptly started, and who had not
yet been ableto get away. A resident population of thirty millions now in this monstrous city! Ten million
more asadaily average of vigtors. They, too, were caught in the maglstrom of the panic. And another
thirty million who commuted in to work.

Millions had escaped now. Every moment black streams of them came pouring out. But transportation
was hourly becoming more difficult.

Inconceivable ramifications of tragedy! The mirrors before us pictured it in amyriad horrible detalls. My
gaze caught one of them and clung, fascinated.

It was avaulted corridor, with tiers of levels from the ground up to the thousand-foot roof. Theloading
platforms of the shuttles which normally whirled local travelers away to the main departing stages of the
Northbound Local Coast Flyerswere on these levels, forty of them, one above the other, on each sideof
the corridor. The shuttle cars stood ready on their tracks; the escalators ill were in movement.

A tremendous throng of people was struggling here, trying to get onto the shuttles which occasondly
were departing. The Hudson River—nearly closed over here by the ground tracks, surface viaducts and
the network of bridges to the Hoboken terraces— showed occasiondly in patches of sullen,
ydlow-gtained water.

The crowd milled and fought for placesin the inadequate cars. Every level, every smalest bridge, was
thronged. From aline of doorways and trans-corridors up near the roof ahorde of advancing Turberites
gppeared—amab of bloodstained villains with the bloodlust upon them. They came clambering and
legping through a hundred doors and windows, they spread down the inclines, the stairway's, running over
the spiderbridges. Within amoment they seemed everywhere.

| saw alow, unroofed kiosk upon the edge of asidewalk level. Tables and chairs were there, asthough
thiswere astreet café. Itwas black with men and women, thrust in there by the press of others outside.
Thefurniture was overturned.

From twenty feet overhead a dozen figures of the Turberitesleaped arall and plunged down. Menintorn
and blood-soaked uniforms of red cloth, grotesque with epaulets and golden braid. Their swords flashed.
Thelittle café wasin amoment strewn with the mutilated dead and dying. Some of the bodieswent like
plummets over thelow rails. | could see the white splashes asthey struck the sullenriver.

Therewasamirror giving aclose detail in another section—aroom in the honeycomb of cellsthat
occupied an area of southeast Manhattan. The Turberites had reached there now inadrive for the grest
ar-stage where the trans-continental liners were departing.

Our police force still held the roof-tracks and dl the arteries were still ours al over Manhattan. But in the
metal honeycomb of squalid living quarterswhich in my day was called the Lower East Sdethe
Turberites had forced us back.

Therewas, on my mirror, this chance close detail of asingle room. A woman init, thin and palid and
frall; wasted frame—awoman old and haggard at thirty, with wisps of yellow hair turning white. In meta



bunks her brood of children were huddled. Cut off herein their home, lost and forgotten in the turmoil.
The woman had barred her door—there were no windows; it seemed that perhaps her ventilator had
ceased to operate; she huddled, gasping, with ababy against her breast.

The door burst inward. A savage who in adifferent age had stalked the forests of this same space stood
expectantly upon the threshold. His painted face was grinning. Other faces behind him peered to watch.
He bounded in; histomahawk whirled. The woman mercifully went down at once; the children lay where
he had thrown them in agruesome little hesp. He seized the baby, which still seemed dive. Heheld it
aoft and gestured to his grinning, feathered companions. He tossed its white body toward the celling and
flung the dripping tomahawk at the falling mark. The weapon cleaved the baby’ s head asit fel to the
floor.

And there were other scenes, indescribable. Rooms of small factories. | saw one of them, wherefor this
whole day agroup of young girls had been trapped. The swinging viaduct leading from their doorway had
falen with the press of afleeing mob; agirder had fallen, pinning their door so that they could not openit.
They were trapped; and though the officid safety emergency station in that areawas ill in our hands, it
was too flooded with smilar calls, and too disorganized to heed thisone.

A room of young girls. And by some chance, when the Tur-berites advanced, aleering giant had peered
through anarrow ventilator orifice and seen them. With his huge stone axe he hacked away at the
ventilator. Otherstook his place when he was winded. They came through at last into the room—

A news-mirror beside us—one of the few circuits fill in operation—flashed a message:

“Turber attacking the local ventilating powerhouse. To shut off our power—parayze our ventilating
sysem.

So, with that done, he could use hisgasfumes! | had not heard of an attack at the ventilation
powerhouse. The one mentioned wasin Lower Manhattan—Iocd to that area. It was far underground.

The subterranean city was a vast catacomb with a depth everywhere of several hundred feet. We il
held our sections of it.

“Alan! What will Central Headquarters do about that? Has it been moved yet? Central Headquarters
moved?’

No one near us seemed to know. Every city function was disorganized. The government archives were at
this moment being transported with difficulty from the financid areainto new quarters beyond the
Spuyten Duyvil floodgates. From the subterranean treasury vaults the tremendous gold reserve was being
moved northward. All our instrument-room headquarters were being shifted to the northern outskirts. It
was dmost aflight—arout. But our massed fightersin dl theimportant corridors were il holding firm.

The day wore on. We dept for afew hours, and avoke to find the Situation immeasurably worse. San
and Leahad not come. And now our tower Space was menaced! A mob of Turberites—there must
have been ten thousand of them—had broken through our men inthe tiers of Lower Manhattan. They
swarmed therein dl the vacant rooms and corridors and pedestrian viaducts. The lifting shafts were out of
operation now; the moving sidewalkswere stilled. They sivarmedup the inclines, the emergency Sairs
and ladders.

The city forces were driven back, and the loca machinery rooms, where the ventilating system of this
areawas controlled, fell to the Turberites. They had been after it dl day. They smashed it. Theair
currentswere stilled.



It was asthough all thisvita section of the city structure had ceased to breathe. The foul ar pouring into
the chemical vatswas not renewed; it surged in for atime and burst the coils. The pumps used up their
reserve pressure and stopped. The emergency system operated for another hour, then they too went
dead.

Thefirst Turberites attacking here were armed with pikes and swords—sidearms of ancient fashion.
Sabers, the cutlass, broadswords, muskets, uselessto fire, but used as bludgeons, or fitted with
bayonets, spears and lances of every type. Lurid cutthroats they were, dashing their way in abloody
torrent of hand-to-hand fighting.

Our police held them at occasiond points of vantage. There were roomsin which the police entrenched
themselves;, there were cannons set upfrom which greet bals of steel where hurledbycom-pressed air and
huge coiled springs.

But these Turberites fought with a recklessness that the police of this modern business era could not
equa. They dashed and plunged and flung themsel ves to wage dways a combat at close quarters.

A myriad hand-to-hand encounters. Needle blades and polished clubs of the city police. Lengths of sted!
wirewith smal metd balls at the ends; the police were expert at throwing them to lasso the legs of
running criminas. Small knives, tipped with harmless anesthetic, to be thrown like adart. Or bombs of
deeping gaswhich in days of peace could beflung in awell ventilated street a an escaping crimina—»but
could not be used here.

Almost everywhere the city forces were worsted. But it took time. It was not an utter rout. A hundred
thousand persona combeats. Inconcelvable sanguinary warfare this! All indoors!

When the local ventilating system was broken, Turber must have known at once. Within an hour the type
of fighting in this section was wholly changed. The Turberites had fought their way northward up
Broadway with the city forces scattering east and west as they advanced. The attackers permeated every
passage and tunnd and room. Thousands of them must have wandered aimlesdly, lost.
Wandering—killing and plunging asthey went. The civilianswere nearly dl out of thisareanow.

A wedge of the Turberites reached what in my day was Columbus Circle. There seemed |eaders among
them to direct what they were after. They worked their way northward, and then shifted to the
east—toward the corridor-street where our tower space was |located.

The danger was recognized by the high command. Police troops were withdrawn from the Hoboken
section, where Smilar scenes were transpiring south of the main city power station, and troops were
brought from other sections. Our lines on the roof over the harbor were weakened—but there seemed
little activity up there.

The strengthened police squads fought their way into mid-Broadway. The upflung wedge of Turberites
was cut off. Inhuman with their heedlessness, their recklessthirst for blood; but here for thefirst timewe
saw them falter. Cut off from possible retreat, a panic swept them. A thousand or more of them tried to
get back. The city troops drove them out of the Broadway corridor and hunted them down asthey tried
to escape the honeycomb of the city. We gained ground here for atime. But new mobs of the enemy
came pouring northward.

All thiswithin an hour or two. The ventilating system of Mid-Manhattan wasfailing. Turber knew it—and
presently the whole character of the fighting was changed. The Turber mobs began withdrawing from this
newly captured area. The air was turning fetid, but the police pursued the retreating Turberites as best
they could.



The Manhattan exits of the vehicular tunnels under the harbor network of idandswere dl held by Turber
now. From them anew horde of hisfighters began pouring. Strange figuresin black hoods with goggling
mouth tubes. They came prowlingin the north-south corridors. They worked their way north. Thefetid air
did not seem to impede them. They held strange round objectsin their hands. They threw the objects,
which shattered and spread heavy chlorine gas. And mustard ges.

The corridors and rooms choked up—with fumes and the falen bodies of our police. The strange
Turberite figures prowled like ghouls among them.

Stranger familiar warfare! Alan and | recognized it. These grenade-like missiles—these gas
bombs—these figures with gas masks—

The First World War flashed in our memory.

Theair throughout the levels of Park-Circle 90 was maintained fairly clear. The city troops made a stand
there, in agreat amphitheater oflocd tracks where many corridors converge.ln my dayit was caled the
Grand Centrd region.

The Turberites had stormed the eastern warehouse depots of what was once Long Idand City. Hordes
of them began spreading west. It was part of this drive towards our tower space.

A message now came:
“Turberites making drive in Van Cortlandt tubes toward our main dynamos.”

Had they got up that far? It seemed incredible. An attack in the subterranean northern city toward the
main lighting plant! If successful it would plunge usinto darkness. And these Turberites had obsolete
flashlights from my own age, no doubt, with which our forces were not equipped.

| saw upon the mirrorslater afew scenes of this attack. The vast buried bowels of the city. The upright
girdersdrilled and set degp into the rocks, the deep-set foundations of the pneumatic lifts, the gigantic
sewerage system, the underground traffic tubes, the storage vats of chemicals. Narrow, gloomy tunnels of
Sreets, verticd ladders, pneumatic tubes for freight transfer strung everywherelike capillariesin asection
of flesh laid bare.

The Turberites came prowling, and, finding the ventilation gtill working, brought hordes of their fellows.

| saw in the subterranean city, in adark open area of tracks on aviaduct beneath the Hudson River,
where ahundred or two of the city troops were making a stand. In my day, this was about Dyck-man
Street.

The city forces had set up a battery of air-cannons on ameta terrace; the missilesrained down, but as
though the terrace were some ancient rampart, the Turberites sormed it. Gas bombs were thrown by
both sides, but the ventilation cleared the fumes away quickly. Theterrace, with its northward
underground corridor towards the light plant, was stormed and taken after asiege of half an
hour.Arainofmissiles—nondescript chunks of metal thrown by hand: spears and javelins and darts—a
cloud of poisoned arrows from aband of Indians posted at a distance, and arrows flaming with fire.
Scaling ladders, such asfiremen of my day might have used, came up from below and siwvarmed with men
carrying dirksin their teeth asthey climbed.

Theterrace wasfinaly carried. The Turberites ran northward to where at some other point the police
were making astand. Or climbed up the spirasinto the city overhead. It was difficult to keep track of
them. Groups appeared suddenly in many sections well within our safety held areas. They had to be



hunted down and killed.

Of what use to mention my own and Alan’ sfutile parts? There was atime, near the evening of the second
day, when for hours | stood only afew hundred feet south of our tower space—stood at one of the top
levels, where | had been told to guard an isolated transverse corridor. Occasiona Turberites, lost from
their fellows, wandered through. My part was to stand in ambush and dispatch them with arapier, as
they appeared. Gruesome business! Like a sharp-shooter of our Civil War posted in the bushes.

Or again, for atime | fed round sted bullets to an air-cannon where a battery of ours was entrenched on
abridge. A horde of savageswith flying arrows and tomahawks assaulted usthere, from the network of
overhead tracks d ong which they had climbed.

There were times when Alan was sent off on other duties, and | watched at our tower space and prayed
for the tower to come. Once Alan wasso long gone that | fearedhemight not return; and then he joined
me, bleeding, torn from combet.

| have hardly mentioned the panicsthat swept the civilian population which was caught in the city. The
panicswere worst thefirst day. Millions everywhere trying to get away into the north rura sections. The
panicskilled far more, that day, than did the fighting. For atime the authorities tried to cope with them.
The traffic squads were on duty. The moving sdewalks, elevators—escal ators—the trams and
monorails—were moving. But it soon al parayzed. Most of the main vehicular arteriesweresoonina
tangle. Abandoned cars. Accidents everywhere.

A wandering, milling jam of people, mad with panic, their screams rang throughout al the rooms and
every smalest corridor of the monstrous beehive—a pandemonium of horror. Soon there were dead
everywhere. Millions died—but millions got avay. Millions wandering on in afrenzy until they got
northward to the open air.

A million must have walked through the tubes. They were dways flooded with people, the East and West
Side bridges were black with fighting mobs. A million climbed on foot up the Hobo-ken terrace areaand
wandered the city sectionsthere. And other millions fought their way to the north roof and embarked on
the departing arliners.

The business of the city had ceased within an hour that first morning when the baitle began. Inconceivable
industria detailsall were abruptly a a standgtill. Food gave out. The Turberites captured many of the
city’ sfood depots. The incoming freightliners found no one to receive them. No further orders were
issued. They soon stopped coming.

Gigantic business ramifications of Great New Y ork. When they ceased, within aday disorganization
gpread over theworld like wavesin apond. Confusion of industry everywhere. Everything to the smalest
detall wasinterwoven with Grest New Y ork. The world wasin confusion. The gigantic world-business
machine of perfection waswell oiled in its every smooth-running part, but the parady-zation of Great New
York threw it al into disorder.

The world governments watched with amazement this sudden tragedy. Food was brought by linersfrom
Gresat London. There was one arriving at the Tappan Termina nearly every hour. Food, and fighting men,
and such weapons as this era provided.

| saw the mirrored scene asthe deek silver body of one of these liners came in sight over the Long Idand
coast. Theair over the city roof had been occasiondly invaded by marauding Turber ships. They had
dropped missles, but with little damage. But they had frightened off the food freighters and grestly
impeded the local passenger ships which—the first and second days of the battle—stood bravely trying
to trangport the fleeing millions.



Thetransatlantic liner camelike agiant slver flying fish with glistening outspread wings. Alan and |
watched it on the mirror asitsimage grew. Thiswas a sunset of the battle' s second day. The sky inthe
mirrored scene was red and gold. Grest fleecy clouds lined with the vivid colors, with a background of
deepening purple. I had dmost forgotten that there was asky! Theliner came speeding. But from the
south a Turber ship loomed up—anarrow thing of black, aship, fleet and darkly piratical of aspect. Like
awasp it came. Catapulted missiles preceded it, but they fell upon the transport liner comparatively
harmledy.

The Turber ship circled, but the transport came steadily on. We could see its decks thronged with
troops. It had been hastily armed in Great London. Its cannon answered the Turber fire. But presently it
came over the city roof, and ceased itsfire that the balls might not fall and do damage. It dowed into a
gresat lazy circle, preparing to land on the Tappan stage.

The Turber pirate ship followed it. We gasped. The Turber ship plunged for the liner; it kept on coming.
They collided! Alan exclaimed: “Look at this other mirror.”

A telescopic image of the scene, greatly magnified, showed on another mirror. We saw the decks of the
Turber ship. No onewasthere! Its control room held mechanisms only! Therewas no living soul on this
Turber ship!

A vessd, likethe crude steering devices of my own time, automaticaly controlled! Within some
instrument room in the Turber section of the city the helmsman sat. We had no such ships. Therewasno
need for such mechanism in thisage. It had been lost and forgotten now with the passing centuries. But
Turber had located it and brought it here—adapted it to this world-power with which the ether was
flooded and which al ships used.

We saw the collison. The great white liner turned over. The two ships, locked together with broken
girders, wavered and fell. We turned away as the mirrors showed us close views of the strewn human
forms on the rooftop.

That wasthefirst of the Turber suicide ships. He had others. One more was used when the next liner
appeared. After that Great London ordered the others back. We were cut off from the world.

That night of June 13, when the battle had been raging some thirty-eight hours, found Alan and |
quartered for needed deep in abuilding of northern Westchester. Exhausted beyond al ability totalk or
even to think, we dept.

Latein the evening we awoke. Thetower gtill had not come. The battle raged everywhere with
undiminished fury. The Turber-ites now had more than doubled their origina area. The Hoboken
powerhouse still held on; but in al the rest of the Jersey section the enemy wasin full possession. Our
forces at the powerhouse were surrounded, they could not hold it much longer.

The harbor idands were al Turber’s now. And the Brooklyn and Queens sections. Lower Manhattan,
without locdl lights, with its ventilation gone, was atomb of black corridors and rooms strewn with the
dead, while Turberites with gas masks and flashlights prowled among them.

Broadway, and al to its west toward the Hudson River, was taken, nearly up to the Van Cortlandt
region. But we till held the mid-section, which once had been Central Park; and Harlem, with widening
linesinto the Bronx. Still held the vital space of the tower.

But it could not be held much longer!

Chapter XIX



Alan and | s, that late evening of the battle' s second day, upon our bed where we had just been
deeping. The newstapes and mirrors gave us the details of what had happened while we dept. Turber
waswinning. There could be no doubt of that.

The deep had refreshed us; and suddenly, as| met Alan’seyes, | redlized that his thoughts were the
same as mine. There must be something we could do to try and rescue Nanette. We were no longer total
srangers here.

We knew the city now; and by persona contact, or by reputa-tion,wewere knowntomostof the
commandersofthe city forces.

“That fellow Van Dyne,” said Alan, “the Marshd of the West Manhattan ares, likes us. | was thinking—"

| interrupted: “Get him to organize asmall squad. It could be done without general orders. Make asecret
raid into the Turber section—try to get to the ship—"

Make a desperate play—no matter how desperatel We were al desperate. The Situation was amost as
bad asit could be.

Alan shook his head. “I think the more men we took, the less chance of success. There' s no chance, Ed,
to fight our way into the Turber city. W€ |l havetotry to get there by our wits—just you and 1. | was

thinking—"
He had aplan. We discussed it; elaborated it. We called on the audiphone here by our bed for Van
Dyne. Hewas available. Luck was with us. He was where we wanted him to be, on the roof, on patrol

duty.

The least of thefighting so far had been on the city roof. The Turberites had made sorties, but often had
abandoned the region they took. Van Dynetold us now:

The Hoboken roof section was mainly in Turber hands. And Brooklyn. But this central Manhattan
section and dl north of it we held.

Van Dyne was on the roof, over mid-lower Manhattan.

“We want to come up and seeyou,” said Alan.

“Whereareyou?’

Alan told him our location in northern Westchester. “ Can you order us transportation?”
“Yes” hesad. “But it’sroundabout. Only afew officid linesrunning.”

“I know,” said Alan. “Orderusaguidetogetusuptoyou. Hurry it, please.”

A guide appeared in our room in amoment. He led us out to asmal railcar. It whirled us south. Then by
lift to the roof. An officia transport car on a narrow-gauge roof-track was operating with emergency
battery. It took us south, over the rooftop.

Theroof spread like agreat rolling expanse of rumpled canvas. Dark everywhere, withafew dotted
lights.It never was leve for very far. It rose in terraces, up and down, heaped up in peaksto cover huge,
looming structures beneath. A roof, built haphazard, piecemed, through many centuries. It roseto the
right, over Hoboken, and ahead of us, over mid-Manhattan, it loomed in greet terraced steps.

The open sky was over us. It seemed so strange to be out in the open air! A black night, with heavy,



aullen clouds.

The roof surface was adark meta |abyrinth. Narrow metal roadways crossing it; viaducts, sometimes on
diltsto strike amore leved path; inclines up the terraces, footpaths and ladders. Theair landing
stages—all now abandoned—uwere up here.

Therewerelow metal towersat intervals, observation and instrument towers, occasiona |low metal
buildings—the meteorological station, observatories, metd postswere set at points of vantage holding the
image findersfor the city mirrors; and there were occasiond kiosks covering the entrances downward to
the city. And an intricate system of drainage duiceways, with heat projectorsto melt the winter snows.

A maze of metal Structure, thisrooftop. It wasal officia—the public aways was barred up here. Its
activity was paralyzed now. The buildings were abandoned. Thelightswere nearly dl out. It lay dark and
mysterious, with only the glowofthe city showinginocca-sond irregular patches where the roof structure
was trand ucent.

Our car was frequently chalenged aswe passed prowling patrols of the city police. Then we cameto
Van Dyne.

A friendly fellow. Alan,inconfidence, told him our plan, and he passed us. His post here was the end of
our territory. Beyond it the roof was abandoned—a sort of No Man's Land, where figures prowled; but
for hours now there had been no fighting.

“Good luck,” Van Dyne said.

We dipped past and ran south. We followed a narrow viaduct which bent to theright to avoid the higher
terraces. Theroof surface was some six feet beneath it, with occasiona steps leading down. 1t wasall
solid black.

We were armed with the needle-like swords; and each of uscar-ried asmall dagger. It had been our
origina plan to have Van Dyne securefor ustwo uniforms of the Turberites. There were many bodiesin
the city in our territory.

But it was not necessary, Van Dynetold us promptly. The roof up here had been the scene of many
bloody skirmishes. We could pick for oursalves.

We went south perhaps amile. Alert, but we encountered nothing aive. Occasiondly upon the roof we
saw a heap of dead. Our little viaduct in one place was blocked with bodies. Turber’ s rabble was dways
garbed in the costumes of its native Time-worlds. It seemed a conceit of his. We lifted the dead bodies
here. Gridy business! We selected two of about our size. They wore the red-coated uniforms of the
British army of the Revolutionary War. In the darkness on the trestle-like viaduct we changed clothes.
And then we found two dark cloaks. Threw them over our heads. In the darkness we might thus pass
unnoticed. But if challenged we hoped we might be thought Turberites. Our native language—with
uniforms like this—would be English, which iswhy we sdected them. We discarded our police
needle-swords and carried only the daggers.

Againwe headed south. The roof wasat alow dtitude here over the Hudson River section. We passed
down to where the fence of the original Turberite arearanged in an irregular line east and west acrossthe
roof.

“Think we can get through it, EQ?’

“Van Dyne said the gates were more or |ess abandoned—some were smashed by the fighting up here.”



“Yes But we'll bechallenged.”

We had expected constantly to be challenged. The meta fenceloomed close before us. It seemed thirty
or forty feet high. There was a gateway nearby.

“Over there,” whispered Alan.
We were down on the roof-structure itsalf now, clambering forward over its duiceways.

“Ed!” Hegripped me. Intheair over usthe Turber Time-ship came sailing! 1t was solid—not traveling in
Time—merdy sailing herein Space. Two or three hundred feet above us, moving dowly north!

We stared with sinking hearts. Thiswas so wholly unexpected. The ship seemed descending, asthough it
might land on theroof. A moment; and then it flashed, faded into phantom. There was an instant when |
though it had gone through the roof. The wraith had vanished.

We stood stricken. Was Turber taking Nanette into some other Time-world? Abandoning his enterprise
here? 1t did not seem likely when he waswinning.

Or wasthe ship going into Timeto try to find our tower? Had Turber some inkling that Leawas bringing
us a super-weapon? Was he sending his ship to try and prevent that? If so, were he and Nanette in the
ship?We had no way of knowing.

“I think we shouldgo on,” Alan whisperedatlast. “ Nanette may bein the city. If they’ll accept usas
Turberites—if we can only get to her—"

We got through the gateway. A guard was there. He chanced to speak English. We flung back our
cloaks.

“Specia businessfor Dr. Turber. Good news!”

There seemed only one fellow here. Then off to one side we saw adozen or more, seated on the roof in
aglow of light, lolling about, smoking.

The Turber roof was dim with dotted lights. But it was all in operation. Groups of soldiers at intervals;
occasiondly atransport car passing dong on its narrow rails.

The fellow atthe gate had waved vaguely toward this viaduct we now were transversing. We had
followed his gesture. Our ideawasto locate some Turber official whom we might fool—or force—into
giving usinformation about Nanette.

A low meta building showed ahead of us. It was small; it seemed perhaps of only one room. Anisolated
dark spread of roof was around it. This viaduct wewereonledto it. The little house had open windows,
low to thefloor, and therewas aglow of light within.

| whispered: “ Some officid maybe onduty there.lfwecan rush him—make him tdl us—"
A kiosk leading down into the city showed a hundred feet or so beyond the little building.

Weleft the viaduct. We crept forward over the dark open roof. We came to one of the open windows
of the building. There must have been at that instant adark figure lurking near us on the roof. Watching
us. But we did not seeit.

The window stood with itssill at our knees. We dropped low, peered in.



A singlemeta room with aglow of light. A metd table-block held a strange instrument of tubes and cails.
Strange to me but not to Alan. It wasa Time-vision instrument! Its screen stood facing us, upon it was an
image of our tower, a phantom speeding tower!

A man sat with his back to us, hunched over the instrument. It was Turber! Hewas donein theroom.
Alan’slipswent to my ear:

“I'll gofira”

The Time-vison was humming. It covered the dight noise we made. We got through the window, stalked
noisdedy.

With aleap we seized Turber. He seemed unarmed, he did not struggle or cry out. He was startled, but
he sat back with dmost instant recovered poise.

“Wdl! You here?’

We stood over him. Alan gripped him. There was amoment when | thought that Alan might plunge the
dagger into him and haveit over.

“ Alan—easy!”

Alan shook him. He did not resst. Alan gritted: “God, | ought to kill you! Whereis Nanette?’
“Nanette? Nanette?”’

He began to gdl. It wastoo much for me.

| cuffed him inthe face with the flat ofmy hand. Hewinced and went livid white; his eyesbored into me.
But hehdd firm.

He sad: “Why—Nanette? Take your hands off me, young fellow!”

Alan eased up. He motioned me off. “We want Nanette, understand? We re desperate, Turber. If you
balk I'll stab you now and have done. Understand?’

Hesad: “Yes” Hemanaged awry smile. “If | raisemy voice | can bring adozen of my men hereina
minute”

“Butwéell kill youfirdt,” said Alan.

He could not doubt it. He said: “ All right—then let’ s be quiet. I'm no more anxiousto die than you are.”
His poise was coming back. “What do you want?’

“Nanette” | said. “Whereis she? The truth, damn you!”
| felt hewas going to say in the ship.
Instead he said: “Downin the city, not far from here.”

Therewas aloca audiphone hanging on ahook near him. Alan said: “Order her up. Be quick! Givethe
order and have one man only bring her up.”

He moved his hand to take down the receiver. He stopped. He said: “Y ou seg, I’ vetold you the truth. |
could just aseasily have said she wasin my ship. Did you see my ship passng?’



“Yes” sad Alan.

“I've sent it after your tower. With Bluntnose and Jonas.” The Time-vison instrument was till operating;
he gestured to the screen, which ill showed our speeding phantom tower. The dids here wereillegible
to us. Turber added:

“Where has your tower been?| just picked up thisimage. Is your tower coming here?’
| redlized hewasagain galing. | said: “Y ou take down that receiver—"
Hetook it down. He said: “ Shall | open the circuit?’

“Yes” commanded Alan. “And spesk quietly—if you say awrong word I’ [l run this dagger in your
throat.”

This clever scoundrel! We redlized afterwards that he had drawn our attention to the screen and thus had
turned our backs to the doorofthe room whichhe could see out ofthe tail ofhis eyes. Aswe bent dert
while he reached for the audiphone afigure crept up behind us; launched full upon us.

We were taken wholly by surprise—knocked against the table. The woman, Josefal She had doubtless
followed Turber to the roof, jealous of his every movement. He had seen her behind usin the doorway.
She legped upon us. Turber heaved upward. Alan’ s dagger grazed hisarm.

Turber shouted. He struck with hisfist a me and flung himself backward. The woman managed to cling
to us both, heedless of our knives. She clung; kicked, bit and tore at us. It took amoment for usto shake
her off. But in that moment Turber was near awindow. He flung aheavy metal chair at us, and turned
and leaped like amisshapen cat through the window. His shouts sounded outside, as heran, giving the
dam.

We would be trapped here in another moment.

“Alan, comeon! Get out of herel”

| was free of thewoman. | tore her from Alan. She panted: “You let him done! You let him aone!”
We turned and ran. Legped into the darknessof the roof, where aturmoil of the darm was beginning.

Howweever got back | do not know. Hunted, astwo rats would have been hunted in that metal |abyrinth
by apack of wolves. But we got through safely; found a broken section of the divison fence. Ran
northward.

Thepursuit behinduspresently died away. Thenwe came upon acity police patrol. They saw our red
uniforms and very nearly killed us before we could speak. But we convinced them of our identity.

Onesad: “Thetower came!”

It galvanized us. “ Thetower?’

“Came, but did not stop. Just a phantom.”

What could that mean? Lea and San, passing, but not stopping?

We got trangportation down into the city, avoiding the areas where the fighting wasraging. An officid car
took us by adevious route to the tower space. The street here was heavily guarded by the city forces,
but the Turberites were fighting close to the south. Only afew blocks away we could hear the sounds of



the battle.

The tower had come and passed. Its marked space in the street was empty. Our guards surrounded it.
We stood among them.

A phantom showed over our heads! A moving phantom of the Turber ship! It darted across the tower
space and vanished.

Now we understood! San and Leaweretrying to land. Blunt-nose, with the ship, was endeavoring to
prevent them. He had followed the tower through Time. Two speeding phantoms! The ship could wing its
way directly through the tower without contact— when they were speeding phantoms! But not if they
stopped.

The tower showed again.Abrief wraith of it. Just aningtant; but in that instant the ship also materidized,
circling, darting. Then they both were gone.

Would San dare stop? Would he risk that Bluntnose might wreck the ship and kill himself, just to wreck
the tower?

Another moment. Again the phantoms showed. The ship was dightly above the tower, and to one side.

Thetower did not pass. In abreath it materidized into solidity before us. My heart seemed to stop. San
had dared!

The ship seemed hdf to turn. And then the wraith of it vanished!
Bluntnose had not dared risk it.
From the tower came Lea and San, dragging apparatus. The projector! They had been successful.

The guardsin the street were shouting triumphantly. A turmoil was around us. | stood at the foot of the
tower steps; | saw Leafling hersdf impulsvely into Alan’ swaiting ams.

The tower, with San, sped safely away.

But my heart was cold. Whatever the outcome here, afairyland of happiness for me was gone—the lost
what-might-have-been for Nanette, and me.

Chapter XX

“Why, Ed! With thisthing we can rock the city—bring desth—"

“Desgth! Yes. But Alan—’

“Death tothem al! To Turber! If we can catch his ship before he can get to it we can kill them al!”
“But, Alan!” | wastrying to say. “What about Nanette?’

He echoed: “Nanette?’ Here was atangible degath for her in this weapon Lea had brought. Death for
Nanette aswell as destruction of the Turberites which was being planned here now. Wewould seeit;
we, indeed, might very well be chosen to accomplish it. And we stared wordlesdy at each other and
knew that it wasinevitable.

It was about 1 A.M. of the night of June 13-14, 2445 A.D. Momentous night of history! Culmination of
the Battle of Great New York! We sat, Alan and |, in acorner of one of the rooms of the Hudson



Machine Shops, watching Leawith the corps of engineerswho had been summoned to assemble her
weapon.

These dectronic experts recognized it; not initsworking form, but inits principle. An eectronic beam,
with the harmless aspect of aspreading searchlight ray. Like most scientific devices of importance, its
practical working mechanism was complicated, with abasic scientific principle of the utmost amplicity. It
carried—this harmless-looking beam of light—uvibrations both etheric and atmospheric. They were
communicable—asaredl vibrations.

Harmless of aspect, this bronzed projector! | would have said, with acasud glance, that it wasa
searchlight of my owntime. | have seen many likeit. But it had afocusing grid of wires acrossitsface
ingtead of alens. Wires of metal no one could name. A focusing and firing mechanism; and insulated
wires|eading to acylindricd tank, long as aman—the battery, in which was stored some unnamable
electronic force,

Alan and | examined the gpparatus as L ea showed how it shouldbe assembled. Within the projector was
an el aborate mechaniam of tiny discs and thin metallic tongues, which in operation would whirl and
vibrate. There were condensing coils and bulbs of vacuum with lacework of filament—Ilightsto cast the
beam. | saw that the light would pass through an intricate magnifying system of prisms—condensed findly
to afocd point where awhirling mirror-disc cast it loose through the projecting grid of wires.

“If that touchesabuilding,” Alan exdamed, “thisbuilding, for ingance—why, these wallsin amoment
would be trembling—aquivering, sheking until presently they would fall—"

The principle was known even in my own age. Thiscold, white light, with itsinconceivably rapid
vibrations, would in amoment set up smilar vibrationsin anything it rested upon! Nothing of materia
substance could for more than amoment hold its form under the lash of such inconceivable trembling!
With this beam we could rock the city—smash through its roof—bring desth to every living thing upon
which we could get the light!

The whole apparatus was carefully insulated. It would not operate here because of the world aerid
power. Theinsulation wasto protect it now.

It could not be operated with thisinsulation; if we removed it, our power would ingtantly destroy the
filaments and coils, and in amoment or two detonate the battery. The world power would have to be
shut off during its operation.

There had been a consultation of the world governments fifteen minutes ago when in code our city
government had asked that the world power be discontinued. We now had the decision. At the Trinight
Hour—three hours after Midnight this night—the huge Scotland plant would go dead for sSixty minutes.
No moretime than that could be given us. Mogt of the airliners—and al the civic lighting and ventilation
and traffic sysems—had emergency batteries for sixty minutes. Beyond that limit the whole world would
go into disaster.

Sixty minutes, beginning two hoursfrom now! It gave plenty of time to assemble the gpparatus and mount
it in aswift ship. Leawas tobebesi de the man who woul dbechosentocontrol the projector.

Now Alan and | sat whispering, for upon us had come the redization that thiswould mean Nanette's
desth.

| said: “But Nanette—thisis death for Nanette!”

“Edward”



An audible answer! A microscopic aerial voice here in the workshop room-corner! Alan heard it also.
And it cameagan:

“Edward!”
Hushed accents! Imperative! Vehement! Nanette' s voice!

“Edward, don’'t move! Don't look surprised! | know you' re there—you and Alan—I’ ve heard you
taking.”

Tiny voice, materidizing from theair! Alan murmured something, but | gripped him. We sat tense,
It came again.

“Don’'t show surprise! It may be that they have an image of you at some other receiver! I'm aone here
now—just for thismoment.”

| said softly: “ Shall | spesk? Thisis Ed—can you hear me?’

“Yes, Edward. They’ve been listening—Jonas wasin here, a an aerid, eavesdropping on you. They’ve
lifted their barrage for this one finder. Located you—they’ ve been listening to the men there with
you—L ed s wegpon.”

Aerid eavesdropping! Turber was aware of our plang!
Nanette' s voice added:

“Turber is off somewhere, but Jonas thinks he can locate him. | wanted you to know it. | think Turber
may take usin the ship and go.”

| exclamed: “Y es, Nanette! Go!”
Alan tried to spesk, but | slenced him. Thisat least was mine! These few minutes—Nanette' sand mine!
“Go, Nanette!”

“Jonas wants us to go now, to escape without Turber! But he does not know how to operate the ship.
The Indian does— Blunt-nose the Indian—but he won’t go now—he wantsto wait for Tur-ber.
Edward, | must talk quickly—I heard what you and Alan were saying. About me—desth—but | know
that, of course.

“Tell Leal said goodbye. | can hear Jonas coming back now! Y ou must have your men stop talking
there—or whisper very carefully! And—can Alan hear me? Goodbye, Alan, dear.”

He gulped: “Oh, Nanette, little Sster—"

“ And—goodbye, Edward—"

| sammered: “Goodbye.” | choked over it.

“Goodbye—Edward, I—aways loved you—very much—ah, so much! And | want you to know it.”
| thought: “Dear God!” | sammered: “Nanette, darling—I’ ve dwaysloved you—"

“Hée' shere! Don't speak!”



| gagped hurriedly: “ Get away in the ship, Nanette!”

“Edward! No more! Goodbye, dear.”

Wewaited, but there was only silence.

Chapter XXI

“Alan, will you bedl right? Canyou doit?

“Yes | must.” Heset hisjaw grimly. “I must.”

| touched his hand, where it rested on the projector; hisfingers were cold, but steady.

Thisforward gondola-cabin, hanging amost under the nose of the swift, small ship, was slent, withonly a
low thrum audible from the rear motors.

From wherewe sat, with Lea besideusat the projector, the wide trangparent windows gave us an
unobstructed view forward and down. We were rising now from the Hudson air-stage—a brief flight,
andwewouldbeover the city roof. Sixty minutes! The world-power was off now; in Sixty minutesit would
flash on again and our weapon would be usdess. Sixty minutes! A very littletime! Yet, it canbean
eernity.

The officids at the Hudson shops had said to Alan and me: “Y ou know this girl—and she knowsthe
weapon—its operation. The Council ordered that one of you operate it, with the girl beside you.”

| looked a Alan. My heart was pounding. | wanted Alan to speak, and he did not. It seemed that he
never would. Then hesaid: “I'm older—I’ Il do it, if—if they think | should.”

No executioner at his switch in thelittle room behind an ectric chair of our day could ever have
shuddered as Alan now must be shuddering. But he held himsdlf firm when once we wereinthe ship’'s
cabin. The controls, with awhite-faced young pilot seated at them, were near us. There were severd
other menin the cabin, with observation instruments; and at abank of mirrors, receivers and audiphones
three operators held usin close communi cation with the city authorities. Our commander moved quietly
about; seldom spesking; but intent upon every detail.

Sixty minutes! Five of them were adready gone when—uwith the world-power dead at the Trinight
Hour—we hastily stripped our mechanism of itsinsulation and rose from the landing-stage. The gigantic
city loomed into the sky before us. The night was ill overcast.

We climbed steeply, then leveled, and presently we were over the city roof, athousand feet over it
perhaps, and beneath usit spread in the darkness like a great rolling expanse of soiled canvas.

We had not heard Nanette' s voice again. Precautions were taken against the eavesdropping. What
Turber personaly may have learned of our planswe never knew. Nothing probably, until near the end.
He had no warning that the world-power was to be shut off. The battle everywhere in the city was
undiminished initsfury. It was raging down there now. Our mirrors, herein the cabin, occasondly
shadowed it, but there was no other sign.

Turber had carried our tower Space. San was gone with the tower—with orders from Leato swing
dowly padt at intervals. The Turberites, finding the tower was gone, |eft aguard there and swept
on—fighting our troops northward. The Hoboken powerhouse still was surrounded, but holding out. The
attack there seemed momentarily to have dackened as Turber concentrated on his northern drive.



Therewas till nofightingonthe roof. Our lines had withdrawn northward as the Turber mobs swept north
through the city. Most of thisroof area seemed deserted. We could make out occasionally the dark
forms of the Turberites patrolling this captured area. We crossed over the Turber wall. The roof from this
height was very little different of agpect.

Our projector had not yet flashed. All our lights were carefully hooded. But we thought that by now
some Turber ship would have come up to assail us. There had been occasiond Turber patrol shipshere
all day, but none were here now.

| thought that the harbor with itslacework of causeways and idands must be beneath this area of the
roof. It was difficult for meto estimate. Far off, ahead to the right where the roof ended beyond Staten
Idand, | could see the banks of lights that marked the great Turber wall enclosing thisend of hisrura
territory. Therewasno shipin sight.

| murmured: “When do weturnit on, Alan?’

“Soon. When we get near where Turber houses the ship.”

“Yes, but whereisthat? | don't know wherewe are.”

We had no idea where the ship was either; but our orders were to attack its usua housing place.

The pilot heard us. He said: “ Approximately approaching Staten. We have littleinformation of the Turber
city. But hisship iskept sometwo or three milesfarther ahead.”

Our beam had an effective range of about fifteen hundred feet. From this present atitude we would have
to direct it dmost vertically downward.

Leamurmured something. We followed her gesture through the observation pane into the darkness of the
sky. Our pilot saw it at the same instant—a black shape looming—a Turber patrol ship rushing at us!
With al my air experience, my sensesreeled as we dropped. | gripped my bench. We made aforward
|oop—nose down.

| heard therush of air asthe Turber ship dmost brushed us. We righted. The pilot muttered an oath.
Somebody sad: “Wheredid it go?’ Therewasaflurry in the cabin.

We could see nothing but darkness. We flew onward. Then we made out the Turber ship, not following
us, but flying north. As| turned to gaze behind usto the north, on the roof top fighting was beginning.
Torchlight gleamed—waving, moving lightsthere.

We caught some close details on our mirrors. Our troops had come up and were ling the Turber
patrol lines. The Turberiteswerefaling back; but benesth us, in amoment, lines of reinforcements
appeared. There were tracks here on the Turber-owned roof. We saw spots of illumination where cars
were loading with fighters to be rushed north. Our image-finders showed the Turber ship. It had been
rushing north—Ilike oursalves, without lights—to meet thisroof attack. A rain of missiles dropped fromit.

Our commander said suddenly:

“Now, Tremont! Start here—ten degrees off the vertical, to the left about another ten. Hold the course
asyou haveit, Pierson.”

Our ordersto flash the beam! Alan and | set the range-dials. Leawith nimble fingers made the last
adjustments, wound the firing tensons, and then crouched on the floor by the battery to handle the
gauges of its current-flow.



The projector-face swung downward through an open aperture in the window-shield. | focused it at the
agreed-upon spreading of the beam. From our instrument table someone rang out: “ Eleven hundred feet
dtitude here, Williams. Roof ahead averages nine to € even hundred under us—"

| made the adjustments; the beam would sirike with acircle of light about ahundred feet in diameter.
Alan'svoice “All ready, Ed?

“yeg”

Headded: “Lea?

In the dimness of our cabin interior | saw her white arm go up in answer from where she crouched. She
sad: “Yes—ready.”

Alan snapped on the current.
| sat back; | waslimp and cold al over. There was nothing for me to do. Nothing but watch—and listen.

Thelight-beam grew very dowly into being. A low whirring—atrembling; it purred, thisdiabolic thing,
likeasmug cat licking itslips. Purred, and then seemed to hiss asits anger grew. Whirring, tiny vibrations
of sound; they went up the scalein pitch; always soft—higher until the thing was screaming with its
microscopic voice. Higher, faster until it faded away, too rapid for audibility.

But the low hiss and sputter of the current remained. And the light-beam grew. Darkness &t fird; then a
radiance of faint dull red, streaming down from our projector; red and then up through the spectrum to
violet; then white. Cold white—nothing but the mingling of al colors made too rapid for separate
vighility.

A minute of this process. Our ship was hovering—horizonta propellers holding us poised. Someone sad:
“Hisvehicle ought to be about here.”

Beneath us now was the same Space which in my Time held the Turber Sanatorium! | gazed down our
white, dightly spreading beam.Itfell onthe roof here withahundred foot circle of whiteillumination. It
showed asmall metal house on the roof-structure, with agroup of Turberites on guard long arailed
trestleway near it. They had evidently been lounging about; they were on their feet now, surprised by the

light.

| stared, cold with fascination. | heard Alan murmur: “God!”

The men stood with upflung hands against the dazzling light. Stood transfixed—and then tried to run. |
saw onefdl; another turn, waver and crumple. Others, stronger, tried to Stagger— weirdly swaying with

armsflinging wildly and legs bending, crum-pling—they did not lie mercifully ill at once, but writhed
gruesomely.

The figures were strewn in amoment. Some, near the edge of the circle, got out of it and away.
Confusion—horror down there. Other figures came like frightened anima s running into the light; stood
stricken and fell—or managed to get back.

Lea appeared beside me. She bent over Alan—showed him other adjustments. The circle of light
narrowed upon the small house.

| had been aware of a sound from bel ow.



A throbbing—a rhythmic throb. The house and al thisimmediate section of the roof was
vibrating—trembling—shaking—

It grew louder. Likegpendulum, wheregatthe endof each swing your fingers give it an added push, the
impulse of our beam was shaking thislittle building—rocking this roof-segment.

A corner of the building split off and fell; acrack seemed to open in the roof; the little house broke apart
and dithered through the crack. The human figures spilled down.

A jagged hole was here. Thelight bored down into it. A ragged broken cross-section of the great
city-structure. Our glimpse went down through rending, clattering walls, faling ceilings, collgpsing floors
and tiers. Human figures engulfed. A turmoil of sound and movement.

The destruction seemed to spread inward. Onetier brought down another. A widening jagged wound
was herein the metdlic city. It extended a hundred or two hundred feet down from the roof level. But
our range from this atitude could go no deeper. Was the ship down therein somefortified room
underneath this tangled wreckage? Nanette, down there perhaps, till dive—

“Move usdong, Pierson. Tremont, Soread the beam! We' Il go down to five hundred feet.”

Theroof brokein larger fragments as the light widened and intensified with our descent. Thiswhole
section of the city must have been quivering now; we could hear its ragged pulse, mingled with the
rending of metd, the crash and crack of trembling, collapsing interior walls.

With thefirst breaking of the roof insulation-barrage, our mirrors began picking up interior images. | did
not see them—I sat at the projector with Alan, watching the widening break in the roof as our beam bore
down from thislower dtitude. But | heard the comments of the men behind mein the cabin. The panic of
defeat was spreading throughout the Turber-owned city. Mobs of Turberites, sooninawild rush to
comethisway; againg al reason, rushing in apanic of terror toward this quaking, faling areal Because
the Time-ship was near here!

Weredlized it. But no Turber mob ever reached the vehicle. Wefound later that it was fortified with
metdlic barriers. They shut off the mob which tried for safety—barred those few who got past or around
thefdling area.

The panic spread up north to the battle lines. Thetide of the fighting abruptly turned. The Turberite
wolves, suddenly stricken with rumors of defeat, began trying to withdraw. Our troops pursued them.
Soon it wasarout. | heard no orders—no talk of the taking of prisoners. Like wolves, trying to run, the
Turberites were hunted down.

Leaplucked at me. | turned again to look back toward Manhattan. There were torches everywhere on
the roof to the north— our police troops, suddenly heartened, were surging up triumphant and sweeping
the enemy back. In the glare of the lights the black Turber ship up there showed asit winged away.
Escaping—and in amoment one of our ships rose up and took after it.

Someone said: “Look! The Turber Jersey landing stage!”

Far ahead, where the city ended beyond the Staten 19 and section, a group of Turber ships came up.
Coming to attack us! The thought flashed to me. But it was not so. Turber ships—escaping. They sped
off to the south, over the Turberiterural digtrict.

| prayed that one of them might be carrying Nanette.
Someone said: “Forty minutes; twenty left!”



Had thisal been only forty minutes?
“Pierson! Lower! Thereitid”

We dropped nearly down to the roof level. The roof structure was gone now over asegment of fully a
mile. The beam, with Alan oscillating it, bathed the whole shattered areain white light. Indescribable
scene of ruin! A vast honeycomb of metal city; shaken into ruins as though by some persistent
earthquake; girders of meta piled in atangled mass like jackstraws. Stone and mortar; plaster;
wood—all the innumerabl e shattered substances strewn in awreck inconceivable. Fireswere sartingina
dozen places; lurid glare of red-yellow flames; black smoke rolling up.

And soundsinconceivable—atorrentof crashes—explosions— and, | think, an undertone built with the
myriad screams of the dead and dying.

Aswe descended dmost to the leve of the hole where ahuge dice of the roof was dangling, our light
struck into an open area of the city. There was |less wreckage here; we could see down to the ground
level. It was not very far down—arise of ground was here; a hill—and it seemed an open park-like
gpace of metal pavement surrounded by high metalic barriers.

They crumbled, these barriers, within amoment as the white beam caught them. There had been alow
roof over the park, but it wasfalen.

The ship stood exposed, but still unharmed. It rested motionless on the pavement. Our beam touched it.
Horror surged at me. | gasped: “Alan—" He swung the beam away. What he said | do not know. But he
had seen it—as | saw it; the white light dways showed everything with intense clear detail; the figure of
Nanette standing in the ship doorway! We could even seen her now, dim but distinguishable—standing
there—wavering from the shock of thelight asit had so briefly struck her.

“Alan—don’t!” Ananguished cry that sounded like my voice, and our commander’ svoice: “On the
vehicle, Tremont! God, don't let it get away!” The walsaround the park werefalling. Therewasa
mingled glare of our beam and the yellow light of the burning ruins nearby. It showed aman’ sfigure
appearing in the ship doorway; he jerked Nanette backward into the interior. He stood for amoment in
the doorway: Bluntnose, the Indian! He flung up hisarm likeasigna. And other figures showed, running
forward. Turber and Josefa. Trapped somewherein the city and just now arriving at the waiting
Time-vehicle. Turber, with hisknowledge of the city labyrinth just now ableto get here. Hisfigure, and
the woman who clung to him, avoided our circle of light; Alan in his confused horror had swung it farther

away.

Instant impressions. A second or two while we sat cold and stricken. Our commander’ svoice:;
“Tremont! Good God, man! Isthat Turber?’

The commander bent over Alan and seized the projector. The light swung to Turber and the woman.
They staggered, but kept on. Then the woman fell. Shelay twitching. Turber left her. He sumbled; fell,
but got up. Gruesomely contorted—staggering with twitching steps. Almogt at the ship’ s entrance he fell
again. Relief surged over me. The ship, bathed in thewhite and yelow glare, went thin asaghost. An
gpparition—with the solid broken figure of Turber lying huddled. A wraith of the vehicle. It was gone!

But only for amoment! Why, what was this? The horror surged back to me. Unimaginable horror! The
ship had gone. But had gone only amoment into our future, and then had stopped. And in that moment
we had caught up with it.

Aswe stared at the empty space, with that passing moment the Time-ship materidized again. It lay ina
tangled, disntegrating heap of metd with lurid green tongues of gas-flameslicking at it!



Chapter XXII

To me, the rest of the sixty minutes were avague, drab dream of things horrible to see. Awesome—but
though the rocking, shattering Turber city went down while | watched it, it dl seemed dreamlike. My
mind was on that torn heap of wreckage which had been Turber’ s Time-vehicle. Nanette' s body lying
somewhere there.

Alan seemed dazed. A man shoved him away and took his place. He sat huddled by Lea. | sat, numbly
garing. Then someone said: “Two minutes! That's enough, Grantson! Get the girl and those ancientsto
insulate the projector. Hurry! Wewon't need it any more, but no useruining it.”

The world-power was about to come on again. We hastened to insulate our projecting mechanism. The
light-beam died. But itswork was through. The black waters of what had once been New Y ork Bay
were exposed. Theidands and the causeways and all the structure there were strewn and tumbled and
broken. All of what had been Staten Idand was wrecked. Fires and explosions everywhere, and masses
of lurid smoke mounting; and dl the upper air pungent with the smell of chemicals.

The gas clouds hid the Staten Idand hill, with its wrecked ship.
We swung back toward Manhattan as the world-power flashed on. Our sixty minutes were over.

Aftermath of the battle; | need not detail it. To Alan and meit wasall unimportant. We kept Lea close
with us. Gentlelittle creature! Why,Isuppose her ethered beauty could not be matchedinall the world.
But my mind went dwaysto Nanette.

| recall how vaguely | gazed at the mirrors asthey pictured the rout and final destruction of the
Turberites. The hunt for the panic-stricken mobs ceasedin afew hours; those till dive were alowed to
escape. | recdl stting with triumphant city officilsand hearing it al discussed. The Turberiteswould be
banished to various other localities—scattered. | heard the triumph when searching partiesin the ruins
found the Turber-Treasure Vaults. His tremendous wed th would go to enrich the city government; to
rebuild the destroyed area.

Turber and dl hisleaders were dead. His Empire was broken; its menace met and conquered. Therewas
officid government praise and thanksfor Lea, Alan and mysdlf. Our interest in it dl was gpathetic. We
had lost Nanette—we found that our grestest desire wasto get away from thisworld which had taken
her from us.

Alanand | did not go with the party of searcherswho brought back the bodies from the wreckage
around Turber’ s vehicle. Nanette was not found—but they told us there were many bodies not
recognizable. We did not go to see them.

A day passed—then another—andon the third amessage came which took Leaand Alan and mein
shuddering, trembling haste to where now the workmen were clearing away the wreckage of the
shattered area

Nanette!

Three workmen had seen it happen. They were working just now, close beside the mangled pile of meta
which was Turber’ svehicle. From the ar afew feet above their heads—the empty air—ahuman form
came hurtling. They saw it al in an ingtant materidized. A shadow—aghost—but in asecond, when it
struck the ground amogt at their feet, it was solid. A human form. A girl— lying broken and unconscious.
But Hill divel



We were taken tosee herinthe improvised morgue and hospital near the ruins. It was Nanette. We could
seethat. And we looked just once, and then they led us away.

Shewas dtill dive. Oh, | thanked God for this era of progress of 2445! Five hundred years ahead of my
own lifetime these surgeons and physicians who for days were working over Nanette! They said she
might live. Her broken body mightberestoredtoasemblance of itself.

Our tower with San arrived. It waited, thistime.

Then, at last, they said the Nanette would surdly live. They took us one day to see her. Shelay so
swathed in bandages that not much more than her eyes were visible. We spoke to her, just for amoment;
bending low, we could hear her murmuring answers. Then Leaheld her close and crooned to her, and
she went back to deep.

Another week. We saw her again; propped up for amoment in bed to receive us. The bandages were
gone now from her face and head and shoulders. She sat, Staring into the direction of our voices.

My poor Nanette! Her face, shriveled and scarred. She raised what seemedatwisted arm towel come us.
Shetriedto smile Atrav-esty—amockery. | recalled her gentle beauty, her sweet womanly dignity—that
little smile, s0 swest, that she used to have.

| leaned over her. “Nanette, darling!”
“Edward, you came—I didn’t want them to let you come—"

| said: “Leaishere. Doyou recognize her voice?’ |bent over her asthough with agreat secret. “ Nanette,
sheand Alan love each other. We're just waiting for you to get well—it won't be long now. Then we're
going home”

“No,” she murmured. “They say it won't belong now. And they say—"
“San ishere with the tower. But he stays dwaysin it. That’swhy he hasn't been to seeyou.”
Oh, | had phrased it wrongly! She shuddered.

“Edward—that time, you remember—when | said goodbye over the agrid? |—I thought that it
was—redly goodbye. Y ou understand?’ She was stammering.

“| don’'t understand, Nanette.”

“I mean—I—I told you that | loved you. That was very wrong of me. | do not—I do not love you. |
n-never did.”

She could not see the rush of moisture that clouded my eyes. | gulped, but | managed alaugh.
“You can't get out it that way. Of course you love me! I'll make you!”

But she held me off. “No.”

From across the room the watching nurse said: “ She should be kept quiet, Mr. Williams.”

| relaxed and sat back. “We Il forget it, Nanette—not talk about it now, because—"

“Yes, forget it. They say, these surgeons—"



“Nanette, lisen—we rerich! You didn’t know that. The city government here has awarded us—the four
of us—and some for San—some of the Turber gold. In 1962, Nanette, what we four have will be
accounted a nearly two million dollars.”

Shewastrying to spesk, but | talked fast againgt it. “ Y ou’ ve lways wanted to live in the country, haven't
you? So does Lea. We re going to buy—~Alan and I—two little homes—near each other,
understand—out in the country somewhere in our world of 1962. Where there will be treesand
flowers—and the beautiful sky over us.”

“Edward, I’ d rather you went away. Y ou understand? It’ swonderful of you—your plansand all that.”
“Nanette, you're talking nonsense!”

“All right. Perhaps | am. They say my hair can be made to grow again very quickly, Edward.” Her voice
wastrying to bejocular. “That will help, won't it? And yesterday a surgeon was here from Gregt
London. A specidigt in plastic surgery—"

The nurse cdled: “Better go now, Mr. Williams. Not tire her.”
There were more days of waiting.

We had long heard, through Nanette' s nurse, her brief account of those last momentsin Turber’ s ship.
She had been for atime donein the control room with Bluntnose and Jonas. They were waiting for
Turber. Jonas had falen into a panic of fear; he sat hud-dled and chattering, dominated by the Indian
who, with stolid indifference to the city tumbling around them, was waiting for the magter.

Nanette had stood in the ship doorway. Her mind was groping for a plan. Bluntnose came and pulled her
back. He stood in the doorway and shouted welcome to the arriving Turber and the woman Josefa.

Nanette knew that the control room was filled with ablinding glareof light reflected from our white
beamso nearat hand outside. She heard Jonas scream something about the glare; she could fed
it—almogt seeit. And she could hear, outside the ship, a pandemonium of sound.

She knew every detail of the corridor and the control room. She ran past the huddled Jonas. In a
moment Turber would enter, and the ship would flash away and escape. Nanette ran for the instrument
table which held the controls. She knew it was close by awindow; she knew that the window was open
and that it was some six or eight feet above the ground.

Desperate plan! Just a chance to wreck the ship and still to save her own life. She had no knowledge of
the controls operation. She legped for the table. Her fingerstore at the delicate wires—her clenched little
fists smashed the fragile vacuum globes.

Shefdt the ship sway crazily; shefdt it flash as she flung her body through the window. Shefdl into the
black emptiness of insengbility—

The ship had lurched afew secondsinto the future, and with every law of Nature transgressed by its
derelict flight it had stopped and crashed into the ruins.

Nanette s body, hurtling through the air, must have been just within the ship’sinfluence. Inconceivable
shock to her! A fall through Space of afew feet. But the impulse from the lurching Time-vehicle had
thrown her—as shefell those few feet—into athird day forward.

But it was over now. Shelived; these surgeons with their science were giving her back to me.



We waited through those hours; the operation was successful. Her face was—restored.

And so | find mysalf now with little more torecord. We are back now in the world of 1962. We went
with Leawhile shetook leave of her grandfather; and sheleft him to follow her destiny with Alan. But
San would not come. He took usto our own Time-world and left us. He said, forever.

No one saw us as we dipped from the tower into Central Park that last time. A few daysonly sincewe
had |€ft. It wasin the night; and no one was there to see the phantom tower asit came, paused solid for a
moment, and then vanished.

Or if we were seen, what of it? No one would believe it; the newspapers would not bother to print it
again.

The world here moves quietly dong.

Not far from New Y ork City—now in 1962, as | write—there are two little houses, twins upon asmall
farm. Alan Tremont and hiswifelivein one of them; and the other is Nanette' s house and mine. No one
around hereisvery interested in us. Nanette says that the nelghbors sometimes speculate upon Mrs.
Tremont’ s nationdity. Some of the women have caled her a Scandinavian; they say shelookslike
one—or talkslike one, | forget which. But thereis a Swedish woman in the village who is convinced that
LeaTremont isafar-haired, blue-eyed native girl of the South Sealdands. The Swedish woman has
never been to the South Sealdands, but sheis convinced of it nevertheless.

Once—only last week—Nanette found Lea dancing in the shadowed moonlight of our apple orchard.
Dancing for Alan. Her robe of blue fabric—her golden hair flying. Shadow girl! Her fairy figure weaving
in and out of the shadows.

But you can't explain to the farmer’ swife down the road that Mrs. Tremont is ashadow girl!

THE END



