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Invaders from a distant star struck Earth like a comet—and the remnants of humanity had
to rise from the dust for battle!
The Survivors of a Cataclysmic Disaster, Turned to Metal, Fight Total Extinction!

CHAPTER |

AWAKENING

MURRAY LEE woke abruptly, the memory of the sound that had roused him drumming at the back
of hishead, though his conscious mind had been beyond its ambit. Hisfirst sensation was an
overpowering stiffnessin every muscle—afedling of having been pounded dl over, though his memory
supplied no clueto the reason for such a sensation. Painfully he turned over in bed and felt the left elbow
where the ache seemed to center. He recelved the most tremendous shock of hislife.

The motion was attended by a creaking clang and the elbow felt exceedingly like acomplex whed!.



He sat up to make sure he was awake, tossed the offending arm free of the covers. The motion
produced another clang and the arm revealed itsdlf to his astonished gaze as a system of meta bands,
bound at the elbow by the mechanism he had felt before and crowned, where the fingers should be, by
gedy taonsterminating in rubber-like fingertips. Y et there seemed to be no lack of feding in the
member.

For afew seconds he stared, openmouthed, then lifted the other arm. It was the right-hand
counterpart of the device he had been gazing a. He essayed to move one, then the other—the shining
fingers obeyed his thought as though they were flesh and blood.

A sense of expectant fear gripped Lee as he lifted one of the hands to unbutton his pgamas. He was
not decelved in his haf-formed expectation—where the ribs clothed in a respectable amount of muscle
should have been, arow of glistening meta plates appeared. Thoughts of body-snatching and bizarre
surgery flitted through his mind to be ingtantly dismissed.

Dreaming? Drunk? A dreadful ideathat he might be insane struck him and he leaped from the bed to
confront amirror. His feet struck the floor with a portentous bang and each step produced a squesk and
clank—and he faced the mirror, the familiar mirror before which he had shaved for years. With utter
Stupefaction he saw an iron countenance above which a stiff brush of wire hair projected ludicroudy.

One does not go mad at such moments. The shock takestimeto sink in. "At al events| may aswell
get dressed,” he remarked to himsdlf practicaly. "1 don't suppose water will do this hardware any good,
S0 omit the bath. But if I'm crazy | might aswell go out and have agood time about it."

Dressing was a process prolonged by an examination of himsdf and the discovery that he was a most
efficient metal machine. He rather admired the smoothness of the hip joints and the way the diding parts
of hisarmsfitted together, was agreeably surprised to find that in the metalizing process histoes had
become prehengle. Just for the fun of it he pulled one shoe on with the opposite foot.

IT WAS ot until Murray Leewas| nearly dressed that he redlized that the wonted noise of New
Y ork, which reached as athroaty undertone to the forty-eighth story of the modern gpartment building,
was somehow absent. Surely at this hour —he glanced at the clock. It had stopped at a quarter to two.
No help there. Hiswatch was inexplicably missing. Probably Ben had borrowed it.

That wasthe idea. Ben Ruby, with whom he occupied the duplex agpartment in the penthouse of the
Arbuckle Building, was ascientist of sorts—mainly engaged in the andlysis of gland extract samplesfor
millionaires distrustful of their rejuvenators these days—he would be able to explain everything.

He stepped across to the door and dropped the brass knocker, alittle timorous at the sound of his
own thudding steps. The door was snatched open with unexpected suddenness by a caricature of Benin
meta—as complete amachine as himsdf but without most of hisclothes.
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"Comein! Comein!" hisfriend bellowed in avoice with an oddly phonographic qudity toit. "You
look greet. Iron Man MacGinnity | What did you put on clothesfor? Asuseful as pants on arock-drill. |
have breakfast."

"What isit? Am | crazy—are you—or are we both?' Lee asked.

"Of course not. Greatest thing that ever happened. The big comet. They said she was radioactive but
mogt of ‘em wouldn't believeit. Now look what it did." Murray Lee remembered vaguely some
newspaper paaver about agiant comet that was going to strike the earth—argument and
counter-argument as to whether it would have a serious effect.

"Everybody's turned to metd. Nize machinery, ate oop al de axle-grease. Y ou need oil. Stick
around." Ben Ruby disappeared into the bowels of the apartment, the sound of his footsteps ringing
enormousin thevast silence. In an ingtant he was back with aradio battery in one hand and an dil-canin
the other.

"Sorry, no grease on tap,” he remarked briskly. "Typewriter oil." He went to work busily, squirting
dropsof ail into Lee'snew metdlic joints. "Connect thisthing up yoursdf. It fillsyou with what it takes."
He indicated the battery with an extended toe. "One arm and the opposite leg. There seemsto bea
resistance chamber in us somewhere that collectsthejuice.

Without in the least understanding what it was al about Murray Lee made shift to follow his
indruction.

It was the most singular medl he had ever partaken of but he found it curioudy invigorating.

"How about another? No? Have you seen anybody e se? It finished most of them.”

"Will you st down and tell me consecutively what it'sall about before | bash you?' asked Murray,
petulantly. "Being turned into amachineis not the easiest thing in the world on one'stemper. It upsetsthe
disposition.”

"Some sort of aspecid extra-radioactive gas-storm connected with the comet, | think, though | can't
be sure. It'smade machines of dl of us, now and forever more. WEll live on eectric current after thisand
won't have to bother about little things like doctorsif we can find agood mechanic. But it killed alot of



people. Comedong, I'll show you."

His hand rang on Murray's arm as he grasped it to lead the way. The hal was portentoudy dark and
Ben pulled him straight acrossit to the door marked Fire Exit.

"Elevator?' queried Murray. "No go. No power."

"Oh, Lord, forty-eight storiesto walk."

"Youll get used toit." They were clanking to the landing of the floor below and Ben, without the
dightest compunction, pushed boldly into the door of the apartment there. The lock showed signs of
being forced.

"Oh, | brokeit in," Ben answered Murray's unspoken query. "Thought | might be able to help, but it
was no use. That fat woman lives here—you know, the one that used to sniff at usin the elevator when
we went on a bender.”

ANY quamsMurray felt about looking on the naked face of death were perfunctorily laid to rest as
the scientist led him into the room occupied by the late lady of the evator. Shelay solidly in her bed
amidst the meretricious gorgeousness she had affected in life, the weight of her body sagging the bed
grotesquely toward its center. Instead of the clean-running mechanica devices which marked the
gppearance of the two friends, she was nothing but lumps and bumps, abulging ugly cast-iron statue,
digending the chegp "dlk" nightdress.

"See?' said Ben, camly. "The transmutation wasn't complete. Prob'ly didn't get it as strong aswe
did. Look, the window's closed. Thiswill be awarning to people who are afraid to deep in adraft.
Comedong."

Murray lingered. "Isn't there anything we can do?' He felt uncomfortably responsible.

"Not athing,” said Ben, cheerfully. "All she's good for isto stand in the park and look at. Come
along. Welve got alot of stairsto go down. We're too noisy—need agood bath in non-rusting oil."

They reached the street leve after an aeon of stairs, Ben leading the way to the corner drug store. Al
about them was a complete sllence. Fleecy white clouds sailed acrossthelittle ribbon of bluevigble a
the top of the canyon of the New Y ork city strest.

"Lucky it'saniceday,” said Ben, boldly stepping into the drug store, the door of which stood open.
"WEelIl haveto figure out thisrainy westher thing. It'sgoing to be aproblem.”

Within, the drug store presented the same phenomena of arrested devel opment as the gpartment of
thefat lady at the forty-seventh story. A cast-iron statue of a soda-clerk leaned on the fountain in an
attitude of studied negligence, itslips parted as though addressing some wordsto the equally metallic
figure of agirl which faced him across the counter. On her stedly featureswas afilm of power and the
caked and curling remains of her lipstick showed she had been there for sometime.

"By theway," Murray asked, "have you any ideawhat day it is, and how long we were—under the
influence? It couldn't have happened overnight.”

"Why not?' came Ben's voice from the rear of the store. " Say, old dear, rummage around some of
those drawersfor rubber gloves, will you?1'd hate to run into high voltage with this outfit.”

"Herethey are," said Lee. "Let'sgo. What'sthe next step?' They were outside.

"Rubber shoes, | fancy," said Ben as hisfeet skidded on the pavement. "L et's take ataxi there and go
find ashoe store.”

Together they managed to dide the cagt-iron taxi driver from his seat (Murray was surprised at how
easly hewas ableto lift aweight he could not have budged in his flesh-and-blood days), deposited him
on the curb and climbed in. The key was fortunately in the switch.

Asthey siwung around the corner into Madison Avenue Lee gave an exclamation. A scene of ruin
and desolation met their eyes. Two or three buses had telescoped and an auto or so had piled into the
wreckage. All about were the iron forms of the passengersin these conveyances, frozen in the various
attitudes they had assumed at the moment of the change, and from one or two of them thin streamers of
metal showed where blood had flowed forth before it had been irretrievably crystallized to metal.

Murray Lee suddenly redized that an enormous amount of machinery had gone to smash everywhere
when the guiding hands had been removed and the guiding brainsfrozen to useless metal. He gave alittle



shudder.

They swung round before a shoe store with grating brakes. The door was locked but Ben, lifting his
foot, camly kicked a holein the show window. Murray extended arestraining hand but his friend shook
it off.

"No use asking permission. If the proprietor of thisplaceis gill dive anywhereit will be easy enough
to settle up for the damage. If heisn't we have as good aright to it as anybody."

The new toes, which agppeared to be longer than those he remembered, made fitting a difficulty and
Murray split two or three shoes before he got apair on.

"What next?' heasked. "l fed likeadrink."

"No use" sad Ben. "Y ou're on the wagon for good. Alcohol would play merry hell with your
metawork. The best thing isto find out how many people we are. For al we know we're the only onesin
the world. Thisthing seemsto have knocked out everybody along the street level. Let'stry some of the
taller gpartment buildings and see if we can find more penthouse dwel lers.”

"Or maybe the others came to before us and went away,” said Murray.

"True," Ben said. "Anyhow, look-see." Heled the way to the taxi.

"Wait," said Murray. "What's that?"

OVER the sound of the starting engine came the echo of heavy footsteps, muffled by shoes.

"Hey! Thisway!" shouted Ben. The footsteps tentatively approached the corner. Murray ran
forward, then stopped in amazement. The newcomer was a girl—or would have been agirl had she not
been al metd and machinery like themsalves. To hiseyes, ill working on flesh-and-blood standards,
she was anything but good-looking. Shewas fully and formally dressed, save that she wore no hat—the
high pile of tangled wire that crowned her head made this obvioudy impossible.

"Oh, what has happened ?' she cried at them. "What can | do? | took adrink of water and it hurt."

"Everything'sdl right. Just alittle metd transformation,” said Ben. " Stick around, I'll get you some ail.
Y ou squesk." He was off down the street in aclatter, leaving Murray with the girl.

"Permit meto introduce mysdlf,” he said. "I an—or was—Murray Lee. My friend, who has goneto
get you someail, is Benjamin Franklin Ruby. He thinks the big comet which hit the earth contained
radioactive gasthat made usdl into metal. Did you live in a penthouse?"

She eyed him darkly. "Somebody told you,” she said. "I'm Gloria Rutherford and we have the top
floor of the Sherry-Netherland but all the rest were away when this happened. Pardon me, it hurts meto
tak."

THERE came a crash from down the street, indicating that Ben was forcing another store, andin a
minute he was back with ahandful of bottles. With aflourish he offered oneto the girl.

"Only castor, but it'sthe best the market affords,”" he said. "What we need is a good garage but there
aren't many around here. Go ahead, drink her down, it'sal right," he assured the girl, who was
contemplating the bottle in her hand with an expression of distaste.

Following his own recommendation he tipped up one of the bottles and drank a deep draught, then
calmly proceeded to douse himself head to foot with the remainder.

Gloriamade alittle grimace, then tried it. "Thank you," she said, setting the bottle down. "I didn't
think it was possible anybody could like the stuff except in amagazine ad. Now tell me, where are dl the
other people and what do we do?'

"Do?" asked Ben. "Find 'em. How? Ask Mr. Foster. Anybody else in your neck of the woods?*

She shook her head. Murray noticed that the joints of her neck rattled. " Paul son—that's my
maid—was the only other person in our gpartment and she seems to be even more solid-iron in the head
than usua—Ilikethislot." She swung her hand round in an expressive gesture toward theimage of a
policeman, which was directing two similar images to pause at the curb.

"How about a bonfire?" suggested Murray. "That's the way the Indians or South Africansor
somebody attract attention.”

"What could we burn?" asked Ben. "A building, of course. Why not? Property doesn't mean anything



any more with al the property owners dead.”

"I know," said Glorig, faling into the spirit of his suggestion. "The old Metropolitan OperaHouse.
That eyesore has worried mefor thelast five years.”

The suggestion was endorsed with enthusiasm. They climbed into the taxi and twenty minutes |ater
were hilarioudy kindling ablaze in the back-stage section of the old building, running out of it with childish
delight to watch the pillar of smoke grow and spread as the flames caught the timbers, long dry with age.

Murray sighed asthey sat on the curb across the street. "Thisisthe only time I've ever been asclose
as| wanted to beto abig fire," he complained. "And now thereisn't even a policeman around for meto
makefacesat. But suchis lifd"

"What if it setsfireto the whole city?' asked Gloria.

Ben shrugged. "What if?" he replied. "Doesn't mean anything. Bet there aren't more than a couple of
dozen people dive. But | don't think it will. Modern consgtruction in most of these placesistoo
fireproof."

"Look, therésabird,” said Gloria. indicating asolid meta pigeon, fixed like the human inhabitants of
thecity in hislast positionin life at the edge of the curb. "By the way, what do we eat? Do we live on
cador ol dl thetime?"

CHAPTERII



A METAL COMMUNITY

THE conversation turned into adiscussion of the possibilities of their new form. Whether they would
need deep was amoot point and they were discussing the advisability of training mechanics as doctors
when the first footsteps announced themsalves.

They belonged to a man whose face, ornamented by aneet Van Dyke in wire, gave him the
gppearance of aphysician of the more fleshly life, but who turned out to be alawyer named Roberts. He
was delighted with the extraordinary youthfulness and vitaity hefelt in the new incarnation.

Fully dressed in morning clothes he bore the information that he was one of agroup of four who had
achieved the metd transformation atop the French building. He promptly plunged into adiscussion of
technicditieswith Ben that |eft the other two out of it and they moved off to the Seventh Avenue side of
the building to see whether any more people werevisible.

"Do you miss the people much?' asked Murray by way of making conversation.

"Not abit,” Gloria confessed. "My chief emotion isdelight over not having to go to the de la Poers
teatomorrow afternoon. Though | suppose we will missthem astime goeson.”

"I don't know about that,” Murray said. "Life was getting pretty complicated and artificial—at least
for me. There were so many things one had to do before one began living—you know, picking the
proper friendsand al that."

Glorianodded. "I know what you mean. My mother would throw afit if she knew | were heretaking
to you right now. If | met you at adancein Westchester it would be perfectly al right for meto stay out
with you haf the night and drink together. But meeting you in daylight on the street—oh, boy!"

"Well," Murray sighed, "that tripeisal through with now. What do you say we get back and see how
the rest are getting dong?"'

They found them 4iill in the midst of their argument.

"—evidently some substance so voltile that the mere contact with animal tissue causes areaction
that leaves nothing of either the dement or thetissue," Ben was saying. "Y ou note that these metal bands
reproduce the muscles dmost perfectly.”

"Yes," the lawyer replied, "but they are too flexibleto be any metd | know of. I'm willing to grant
your wider knowledge of chemistry but it doesn't seem reasonable. All | can think of isthat some outside
agency hasinterfered. Thesejoints, for instance’—he touched Ben's elbow, —"and what about the little
rubber pads on your fingers and toes and the end of your nose?"

There was a universal motion on the part of the othersto fed of their noses. It was asthe lawyer had
sad —they were, like the fingers and toes, certainly very much like rubber—and movablée!

"Don't know," said Ben. "Who did it, though? That's what boggles your scheme. Everybody's
changed to metal and nobody |eft to make the changes you mention. However, let's go get the rest of
your folks. | wonder if we ought to have weapons. Y ou two wait here.”

He clanked off the lawyer to the taxi. A moment later the tooting of the horn announced their return.
The party conssted, beside Roberts himsdlf, of his daughter OlaMag, agirl of sixteen, petulant over the
fact that her high-hedled shoes were aready breaking down under her weight—a Japanese servant
named Y oshio—and Mrs. Roberts, one of thosetal and billowy women of the earlier life who, to the
irritation of the men, turned out to be the strongest of any of them. Fat, apparently, had no metallic
equivaent, and her ample proportions now consisted of bands of metd that made her extraordinarily
powerful.

With these additions the little group adjourned to Times Square to watch the billowing clouds of
smoke rising above the ruins of the opera house.

"What next?" asked Gloria, seating hersdlf on the curbstone.

"L ook for more people,” said Murray. " Surely we can't be the only frogsin the puddie.”

"Why not?' said Ben, argumentatively, with aswing of hisarm toward the wreckage-strewn square.
"Y ou forget that this catastrophe has probably wiped out al the animd life of the world and we seven
owe our survival to some fortunate chance.”

The Japanese touched him on the arm. "Perhgps Sir can inform inquirer, in such case, what is curious



avian object?" he said, pointing upward.

They heard the beat of wings as he spoke and looked up together to see, soaring fifty feet past their
heads a strange parody of abird with four distinct wings, along festhered tail and bright intelligent eyes
set in adome-like head.

There was amoment of excited babbling.

"What isit?"'

"Never saw anything likeit before.”

"Did the comet do that to chickens?' And then, as the strange creature disappeared among the
forest of spiresto the east, the voice of the lawyer, used to such tumults, asserted its mastery over the
rest.

"l think," he said, "that whatever that bird isthe first thing to be done isfind a headquarters of some
kind and establish amode of life."

"How about finding more people?' asked Gloria. "The more the merrier—and there may be some
who don't know how nice cagtor ail is." She smiled ametdlic smile.

"Thefire—" began Ben.

"It would keep some people away."

They debated the point for several minutes, finally deciding that since those present had dl come from
the top floors or penthouses of tal buildings the search should be confined to such locdities. Each wasto
take a car—there were any number for the taking around Times Square—and cover a certain section of
the city, rallying at sundown at the Times building, where OlaMae and Murray, who could not drive,
wereto be left.

ROBERTS wasthefirgt one back, swinging a big Peugeot around with the skill of aracing driver. He
had found no one but had a curioustale. In the upper floors of the Wa dorf three of the big windows
were smashed and in one corner of the room, amid amaze of chairsfantasticaly torn asthough by a
playful giant, was apile of soft cloths.

Inthe midst of this pile, four big eggs reposed. He had picked up one of the eggs and, after weighing
the advisability of bringing it with him, decided he had more important thingsto do. The owners of the
nest did not appear.

As he emerged from the building, however, the quick motion of a shadow across the street caused
him to look up intimeto catch a glimpse of one of the four-winged birds they had seen before and just as
he was driving the car away his ears were assailed by atorrent of screechesand "skrawks' from the
home-corner. He did not look up until the shadow fell across him again when he perceived the bird was
following close behind him, flying low and gpparently debating the advisability of attacking him.

Roberts waved his arms and shouted. It had not the dightest effect on the bird, which, now that it
was closer, he perceived to be moving its hind wings dong, holding its fore-wings out like those of an
arrplane. He had wished for aweapon of some kind. Lacking one, he drew the car up to the curb and
raninto abuilding.

The bird alighted outside and began to peck the door in but by the timeit got through Roberts had
climbed amaze of gairs. Though he could hear it screaming throatily behind him it did not find him and
eventually gave up the search.

The end of thisremarkable tae was ddlivered to an enlarged audience.

Gloriahad arrived, bringing a chubby little man who announced himsdf asF. W. Stevens.

"The boy plunger?' asked Murray absent-mindedly and redlized from Gloria's gasp that he had said
thewrong thing.

"Well, | operatein Wall Street.” Stevensreplied rather Stiffly.

Ben came with three recruits. At the sght of thefirst Murray gasped. Even in the metd caricature, he
had no difficulty in recognizing the high bald forehead, the thin jaws and tooth-brush moustache of Walter
Beeville, greatest living naturdig.

Before dark the others were back —Y oshio with one new acquisition and Mrs. Roberts, whose
energy paraleled her strength, with no less than four, among them an eaborately gowned woman who



proved to be Marta Lami, the Hungarian dancer who had been the sensation of New Y ork at the time of
the catastrophe.

They gathered in the Times Square drug store in astrange babble of phonographic voices and clang
of meta parts against the stone floor and soda fountains. It was Roberts who secured a position behind
one of these erstwhile dispensers of liquid soothing-syrup and rapped for order.

"| think the first thing to be done," he said when the voices had grown quiet in answer to his apped,
"isto organize the group of people here and search for more. If it had not been for the kindness of Mr.
Ruby here, my family and | would not have known about the necessity of using oil on this new mechanica
makeup nor of the value of eectrica current asfood. There may be othersin the city in the same state.
What is the—ah—sense of the gathering on thistopic?"

Stevenswas thefirst to spesk. "It's more important to organize and elect a president,” he said.

"A very good idea,” commented Roberts.

"Wadl then," said Stevens ponderoudy, "I move we proceed to dect officersand form a
corporation.”

"Second the motion,” said Murray amost automaticaly.

"Pardon me." It was the voice of Beevillethe naturaist. "I don't think we ought to adopt any formal
organization yet. It hardly seems necessary. We are practicaly in the golden age, with al the resources of
an immense city at the disposal of—fourteen people. And we know very little about oursaves. All the
medical and biological science of the world must be discarded and built up again.

"At thisvery moment we may be suffering from the lack of something that is absolutely necessary to
our existence—though | admit | cannot imagine what it could be. | think thefirst thingto doisto
investigate our possibilities and establish the science of mechanical medicine. Asto therest of our details
of exigtence, they don't matter much at present.”

A MURMUR of approval went round the room and Stevens |ooked somewhat put out.



"We could hardly adopt anarchy asaform of government,” he offered dubioudly.

"Oh, yes, we could,” said MartaLami. "Hurray for anarchy. The Red Flag forever. Freelove, free
beer, no work!"

"Yes," sad Gloria, "what'sthe use of dl thismetaizing, anyway ? We got rid of alot of old
applesauce about restrictions and here you want to tie us up again. More and better anarchy!”

"Say," came a deep and raucous voice from one of the newcomers. "Why don't we have just a straw
bossfor awhiletill we see how thingswork out? If anyone gets fresh the straw boss can jump him or
kick him out but those that stick with the crowd haveto listen to him. How's that?'

"Fine" sad Ben, heatily.

Therewas a clanging round of metalic gpplause as three or four people clapped their hands.

"Thereisamotion—" began Roberts.

"Oh, tieacantoit,” said Gloriairreverently, "1 nominate Ben Ruby as head man of the colony of
New Y ork for—three months. Every body that'sfor it, stick up your hands.”

Eleven hands went up. Glorialooked around at those who remained recalcitrant and concentrated
her gaze on Stevens. "Won't you join us, Mr. Stevens?' she asked swestly.

"l don't think thisisthe way to do things," said the Wall Street man with a touch of asperity. "It's
atogether irregular and no permanent good can result from it. However, | will act with therest.”

"Andyou, Yoshio?'

"l am uncertain that permission is granted to this miserable worm to vote."

"Certainly. Were adl starting from scratch. Who dseisthere? What about you, Mr. Lee?!

"l know himtoowell."

The rest of the opposition dissolved in laughter and Ben made hisway to the place a the counter,
vacated by Roberts.

"Thefirst thing we need is have somelight,” Ruby said. "Does anyone know where candles can be
had around here? | suppose there ought to be some in the drug store across the street but | don't know
where and theres no light to look by."

"How about flashlights? There's an dectrica and video store up the block.”

"Fine, Murray you go look. Now, Miss Roberts, will you be our secretary? | think the first thing to
do isto get down the name and occupation of everyone here. That will give us a start toward finding out
what we can do. Ready? Now you, Miss Rutherford, first.”

"My nameis Gloria Rutherford and | can't do anything but play tennis, drink and drive acar.”

Therest of the repliesfollowed. F. W. Stevens, Wall Street—Theodore Roberts, |lawyer—Archibald
Tholfsen, chess-player—H. M. Dangerfield, editor—Francis X. O'Hara, trucking business. Thiswasthe
loud-voiced man who had cut the Gordian knot of the argument about organization. "Areyou a
mechanic; too?" asked Ben.

"Well, not afirg classone but | know alittle about machinery.”

"Good, you're appointed our doctor."

Paul Farrelly, publisher—Albert F. Massey, artis—the voices droned on in the uncertain illumination
of theflaghlights,

"Very wdl then," said Ben at the conclusion of theligt. "Thefirst thing I'll do is appoint Walter
Beeville director of research. Fact Number one for him isthat we aren't going to need much of any deep.
| don't fed the need of it at all and don't seem to see any signs among you.

"O'Harawill hep him on the mechanical Sde—I suggest that as Mr. Beeville will need to observedl
of uswe make the Rockefeller Ingtitute our headquarters. He will have the apparatus there to carry on his
work. Let'sgo."

CHAPTER 11
REBELLION

THEY whirled away to the east Sde of the city and up Second Avenue like atriumpha cortege,



blissfully disregarding the dead traffic lights, though now and then they had to dodge the ruins of some
truck or taxi that had come out second best from an argument with an elevated pillar wherethe driver's
hand had been frozen a the whed. At forty-ninth street Ben's car, in the lead, swung in to the curb and
pulled up.

"What isit?' ... "Isthistheplace?’ .. ."Anything wrong?'

Anilluminating voicefloated up. "Electric score—get al the flashlights and batteries you can. Were
going to need them."

A few momentslater they were at the great ingtitution, strangely dark and silent now after dl itsyears
of minigtering to the sick, with a line of rust showing redly on thetall iron fence that surrounded the
grounds. They trooped into the reception room, flickering their lights here and there like fireflies. Ben
mounted achair.

"Just aminute, folks," he began, "I want to say something. What we haveto do hereisbuild
civilization up dl over again. Undoubtedly there are more people dive—if not in New Y ork then in other
places. We have two jobs—to get in touch with them and to find out what we can do. Mr. Beevilleis
going to find out about the second one for us but we can do alot without waiting for him.

"In thefirgt place there's that funny-looking bird we al saw and that chased Roberts. There may be
otherslikeit and alot of new queer forms of anima life around that would be dangerousto us. Therefore,
| think it'sin lineto get some wegpons. Miss Lami, you and Mr. Tholfsen are delegated todigup a
hardware store and find guns and cartridges. Now for the rest, I'm open to suggestions.”

EVERYBODY spoke at once. "Wait aminute," said Ben. "Let's take thingsin order. What was your
idea, Mr. Stevens?”’

"Organize regular search parties.”

"A good idea, too. We don't even need to wait for daylight. Everybody who can drive, get a car and
trot dong.”

"X-ray machines are going to be awfully useful in my work," offered Beeville. "I wonder if thereisnt
some way of getting enough current to run one.”

"Asfar as| remember this building suppliesits own current. Murray, you and Massey trot down and
get afire up under one of the boilers. Anything ese?'

"Yes," camefrom Dangerfidd, the editor. "It seemsto methat the first thing anyone esein the world
would try to do if he found himsdf madeinto atin dall likethisisto get hold of aradio. How about
opening up abroadcasting station?”

"I don't know whether you can get enough power but you can try. Go to it. Do you know anything
about radio?'

"Alittle”

"All right. Pick whoever you want for an assistant and try it out. Any more ideas?'

"What day isit?' asked OlaMae Roberts.

Nobody had thought of it and it suddenly dawned on the assemblage that the last thing they
remembered was when the snow on the roof-tops bespoke a chilly February while now dl the treeswere
in leaf and the air was redolent of spring.

"Why—I don't know," said Ben. "Anybody here got any ideas on how to find out?

"It would take an experienced astronomer and some cal culation to determine with accuracy,” said
Beeville. "Wed better set an arbitrary date.”

"Okay. Thenit'sMay 1, 1947. That'stwo years ahead of time but it will take that long to find out
what it redly is"

The assumption that deep would be unnecessary proved correct. All night long carsroared up to the
door and away again on their quests. The number of people found was small—the cream had apparently
been gathered that morning.

O'Harabrought in ametallic scrubwoman from one of the downtown buildings, the tines that
represented her teeth showing stains of rust where she had incautioudy drunk water.

Stevens turned up with a dow-voiced young man who proved to be Georgios Pappagourdas,



attaché of the Greek consulate, whose name had been in the papers in connection with asensationa
divorce case. Mrs. Roberts came in with two men, one of them J. Sterling VVanderschoof, president of
the steamship lineswhich bore his name.

AT DAWN Dangerfield camein. He had set up a powerful receiving set by means of storage
batteries but could find no messages on the air and could find no source of power sufficient for himto
broadcast.

The morning, therefore, saw another and somewnhat less optimistic conference. Asit was breaking up
Ben said, "Y ou Tholfsen, take Stevens, Vanderschoof and Lee and get atruck, will you? Y ou'll find one
about haf ablock down the street. Go up to one of the cod pits and get some fud for our boilers. We
haven't too large asupply.”

Therewas aclanking of feet asthey left and Ben turned into the laboratory where Beeville was
working with the scrubwoman as a subject.

"Something interesting here," said the naturdi<t, looking up as he entered. "The outer surface of this
meta appears to be rustproof but when you get water on the insde things seemto go. It actslikea
gpecialy annedled compound of some kind. And |ook—"

He saized one of the arms of his subject, who gazed a him with mildly unresisting eyes, and yanked
at the outer layer of metd bandsthat composed it. The band stretched like one of rubber and shegave a
dight squed asit snapped back into position.

"I don't know of any meta that hasthat flexibility. Do you? Why—"

The door swung open and they turned to see Murray and Tholfsen.

"Beg pardon for interrupting the sacred panjandrum,” said the former, "but Stevens and
Vanderschoof areindulging in asulk. They won't want to play with us.”

"Oh, cripes,”" remarked Ben care fully and started for the door, the other two following him.

Hefound the reca citrants soon enough. The Wall Street man was seated across a doctor's desk
from

Vanderschoof and looked up camly from an interrupted conversation as Ben entered.

"Thought | asked you two to go with the boys for some cod," said Ben, waving at them. "My
mistake. | meant to."

"Youdid. I'm not going.”

Ben's eyes narrowed. "Why not?"

"Thisisthe United States of America, young man. | don't recognize that | am under your orders or
anyonedses. If you think you are going to get usto accept any dictatorship you've got another guess
coming. As| was saying—" he turned back to VVanderschoof with elaborate unconcern and Murray took
a step toward him, brigtling angrily.

"Leave meaone, boys, | can handlethis" said Ben, waving the other two back. "Mr. Stevens,"—the
broker looked up with insolent politeness—"thisis not the United States but the colony of New Y ork.
Conditions have changed and the sooner you recognize that the better for adl of us. We aretrying to
rebuild civilization from the ruins. If you don't share in the work you shal not share in the benefits.”

"And what are you going to do about it?"

"Put you out."

Therewas a quick flash and Ben was staring into the business end of a L uger automatic, gripped
tightly in the broker's hand. "Oh no you won'. Y ou forget that you made this anarchy yoursdf when you
refused to have apresident. Now get out of here quick and let metalk with my friend."

For amoment the air was heavy with tenson. Then Vanderschoof smiled—asuperior smile. Stevens
eyesblinked and in that blink Ben charged. As he moved Murray and Tholfsen followed.

Therewas areport like aclap of thunder in the narrow room, atremendous ringing clang asthe bullet
struck the metd plate of Ben's shoulder and caromed to the celling, whirling him around against the desk
and to the floor with the force of itsimpact. Murray leaped across his prostrate body, striking at the gun
and knocking it down just in time to send the second shot wild. Tholfsen ssumbled and fell across Ben.

Ben was up fird, diving for Murray and Stevens, now locked in close grapple, but the chess-player's



action was more effective. From his prone position he reached up, grabbed Stevens legs and pulled them
from under him, bringing him down with a crash just as Ben's added weight made the struggle hopelesdy
one-sided.

In amoment more the dictator of the New Y ork colony was sitting on his subject's chest while
Murray hed hisarms. Vanderschoof, with the ingtinctive terror of the man of finance for physica
violence, sat coweringin hischair.

"Get somewire," gagped Ben. "Don't think cloth will hold him."

THOLFSEN released hishold on the legs and climbed to hisfeet. "Watch the other one, Murray,"
said Ben, his quick eye detecting amovement toward the gun on Vanderschoof's part.

"Now, you listen." He addressed the man beneath him. "We could tie you up and lay you away to
pickle until you died for the lack of whatever you need or we could turn you over to Beevilleto cut up as
aspecimen. And by heaven,"—glaring with akind of suppressed fury—"1 wouldn't hesitateto do it!

Y ou're jeopardizing the safety of the whole community.”

The grim face beneath him showed neither fear nor contrition. He hesitated amoment. "If | let you go
and give you acar and a couple of batteries, will you promiseto clear out and never come back?'

Stevens laughed shortly. "Do you think you can bluff me? No."

"All right, Tholfsen, get hisfeet firdt," said Ben as the chessplayer regppeared with alength of
light-cord he had wrenched from somewhere. The feet kicked energeticaly but the task was
accomplished and the arms secured likewise. "'Y ou watch him," said Ben, "while | get acar around.”

"What are you going to do?' asked Vanderschoof, speaking for the first time since the scuffle.

"Throw himintheriver!" declared Ben with ruthlessemphasis. "L et him get out of that.” Stevenstook
this statement with acalm smile that showed not the dightest trace of strain.

"But you can't do that," protested the steamship man. "It'sinhuman.”

"Bring him outside, boys," said Ben without deigning to reply to this protest as he clanged out to the
car.

They lifted the hel pless man into the back seat and with aman on ether Sde of him started for
Queenshoro Bridge. The journey was accomplished in adead silence.

Halfway down the span Ben brought the taxi round with aflourish and climbed out, the other two
lifting Stevens between them. Murray looked toward hisfriend, half expecting him to relent at the last
moment but he motioned them wordlesdy on and they set down their burden at therail.

"Over with him!" said Ben remorsdly. They bent—

"l giveup,” said Stevensin astrangdly husky voice. Murray and Tholfsen paused.

"Did you hear what | said?' said Ben. "Over with him!"

They heaved. "Stop!" screamed the broker. "I'll give up. I'll go. Oh-h-h!" The last was a scream as
Ben laid adetaining hand on Murray'sarm.

"Let him down, boys," he said quietly. "Now listen, Stevens. | don't want to be hard on you—Dbut
we've got to have unanimity. Y ou're done. Take acar and clear out. If | let you go now will you promise
to stay away?"

"Yes" said the Wal Street man. "Anything, only for heaven's sake don't do that!"

"All right,” said Ben.

Asthey wereloading the banker in the car for the return trip athought struck Murray. "By the way,
Ben," heremarked, "didn't he nick you with that gun?'

"That'sright,” said Ben, "he did." He gazed down &t the long bright scratch in the heavy metd that
covered his shoulder joint. It was uninjured.

CHAPTER IV
FLIGHT!

BUT when Tholfsen and Murray returned with the coa Vander-school wasmissing aswell as



Stevens. That evening, when the car in which Marta Lami had accompanied Roberts on the exploration
of the Brooklyn Heights district drew up at the Indtitute, it had only one occupant.

"What happened to MissLami?" asked Ben.

Roberts gazed at him, surprised. "Didn't- you send them? While we were at the St. George Hotel a
car came aong with Stevens and two of those men in it. One was the Greek. They spoketo her for a
minute and she said they brought amessage from you that she was to go with them.”

"M-hm," said Ben. "l see. Wéll, aslong asthey don't come back, it'sal right."

* % % % %

The car whirled dong the Albany Post Road in asilence that was indicative of therivary that had
aready sprung up between Stevens and Vanderschoof. Asfor Pappagourdas he found himsdlf demoted
to the position of ayes man.

They had provided themsaveswith aliberd supply of guns and ammunition and with thefoolish
conservatism of the very rich, refusing to believe that money was valudless, had raided store after store
until they had acquired a considerable supply of currency.

"Thisisthe Bear Mountain Bridge, isn't it?" said the dancer. "L et's stop a West Point and pick up a
cadet. They're so ornamentd.”

Stevens glanced at her sourly from the whedl. "We've got to hurry if we want to get to Albany,” he
sad.

"Still," offered VVanderschoof protectingly, "why not stop at the Point? We might find some people
there. | know Colonel Grayson. Played golf with him last summer. When | holed out an eighteen-footer
at the seventh, he was so mad he wouldn't speak to me al the rest of the afternoon. It was the turning
point of the battle. Ha, ha!"

Stevens, with agrunt, swung the wheel round and began the ascent of the long bridge ramp. He
realized he had been outmaneuvered. To cover hisretreat he remarked, "lsn't that a bird?"

"The high muckamuck said something about birdslast night,” said the dancer, "but he's such a Holy
Joethat | didn't pay any attention.”

"Aren't the birds al dead?"' asked the Greek, respectfully. "I saw somein the gutter outside my
window and they were turned to iron.”

The car coughed to the rise, made it and did across the bridge.

"Itisabird," said the dancer, "and what a bird! Papa, look at the ostrich.”

Pappagourdas and Vanderschoof followed her pointing finger. They saw, a couple of hundred feet
behind and above them, the widespread wings and heavy body of the same type of four-winged bird
Roberts had encountered. VVanderschoof tugged at his pocket. "Maybeit'll come close enough to give us
ashot," he said hopefully.”

The bird was certainly gaining on them though the speedometer of the car had risen above forty miles
an hour. Asit drew nearer they could make out the high-domed unbirdlike head with pop-eyesfixedina
permanent expression of astonishment, the short bill, dightly hooked at the tip, the huge expanse of the
wings. It seemed to be inspecting them as a smaller avian might ingpect a bug crawling across the road.

Asit drew nearer it swooped to within a couple of dozen feet of the car. They noticed that itsfeet,
folded back beneath the body, had a metdlic luster. Then VVanderschoof fired with abang that dmost
deafened the rest. The bird seemed surprised rather than frightened or resentful.

At the sound of the gun it bounded upward afew feet, then swung again, moving parald with the car
and twisting its neck to take agood look at the passengers. The chance was too good to be missed.
Both Pappagourdas and Vanderschoof fired thistime, steadying themsalves against the motion of the
car.

One of the shots evidently went home for a couple of festhers floated down and the bird, with a
series of ear-piercing squawks, spirded down the side of the mountain toward the riverbank three or four
hundred feet below.

"Bull'seyel" yelled Pappagourdas. "Gimmethe cigar! Let's stop the car and go get it.”



"What'stheuse," said Stevens, "you couldn' eat it anyway. Listen to him ydl, would you?'

Above the sound of the motor the screeching of the wounded bird still reached them faintly from the
bottom of the cliff.

"| think it's ashame to shoot the poor thing," said MartaLami.

"Oh, hell bedl right,” said VVanderschoof. "Don't believe we touched anything but onewing. It just
gt and eat ground-berriestill it getswell.”

TT WAS perhgps hdf an hour later | and the distant hills were beginning to acquire afine powder of
dusk when they saw the second bird—a rapidly moving speck, far behind them and to one side of the
road. Vanderschoof saw it first and called the attention of the rest but they quickly lost interest.

He continued to observe it. Were there two? He thought so, yet— A moment later he was sure there
was more than one as the car breasted arise and gave them a better view. They seemed to be following
fast. Theridiculousideathat they meant to do something about their fallen comrade cameto him, to be
dismissed ingtantly. Y et the birds were certainly following them and he thought he made out athird behind
the others.

The car coasted down along sope, crossed a bridge, began to go up ahairpin rise. Vanderschoof
looked back. The birdswereinvisble. Helooked again, in the right direction thistime and saw them, so
much larger and nearer that he cried out. The others ceased their low-voiced conversation at the sound
of hisvoice.

"What's the matter, papa?’ asked the dancer.

"Those birds—look."

"Why it looks amost asthough they werefollowing us."

She sat upright in the seat and squinted at them under an upraised hand. The queer birds were close
enough now s that the difference between their forewings and the steadlily besting hind wings could be
made ouit.

"Y ou don't suppose they could be mad at us?' she asked.

"Dont befoolish," said Stevens, without turning around. "Birds aren't intelligent enough for that.” A
long straight stretch lay before him and he let the car out. Vanderschoof, watching with atrace of anxiety,
saw the birds aso put on more speed.

"They are following us™ he said with conviction.

"Look," said MartaLami, "that oneis carrying something, too."

As she spoke the birds, flying high, gained a position just above and ahead of the car, dropped the
object and instantly wheeled off and down to one side. There was a heavy thud on the road ahead and a
big rock bounded and rolled a score of feet before the car.

MartaLami screamed. Vanderschoof swore with feding. "Get out your guns and drive them off,"
sad Stevens. "Y ou foals, why did you have to shoot at them in the first place?”

Before he had finished speaking Vanderschoof had hisrevolver out and wasfiring at the second of
the birds, now swinging into position above them with another rock. He missed but the bird, surprised,
dropped its burden too soon, and they had the satisfaction of seeing it bounce among the trees at the right
of the road.

"Keep after them,” said Stevens. "We're not far from the Point and we can get cover there.”

Both men in the back were shooting now—V anderschoof dowly and with ddliberateam,
Pappagourdas in a panic-stricken rafae at the third bird, which, higher than the others, paid not the
dightest attention to them but jockeyed for position. Stevens began to twist the steering whed—the car
described afantastic series of zigzags.

"What arethey?' he asked. "I never saw anything like them.”

"I don't know," replied Vanderschoof. "Like the condors | used to see in South America, only
bigger.”

Crash! Thethird rock burst in ashower of fragments not ten feet away, one piece striking the
windshield with aping and sending along diagona crack acrossit. Thefirg of the three birds was
swinging up again with another rock, screeching hoarse communications at the others.



MartaLami had fallen slent. Asthe bird began to circle above them, picking its position,
Pappagourdas suddenly ceased firing, with acurse. "Have you got any more bullets ?' he asked. "Mine
aredl gone." Hisvoice broke suddenly, haf-hystericd. "It isthe cranes of Ibicos" he cried.

The stone struck behind them. Evidently the bird had a hedlthy respect for Vanderschoof's bullets,
which had kept it at such aheight that it could not aim accurately. But as the next stone missed they
changed their tactics, screaming to each other. Thethird bird, whose turn it wasto drop a stone, merely
flew dong pardld with them, high enough to be out of range, waiting for the return of the others.

When they arrived dl three strung out in aline and released their rocks smultaneoudly. Therewasa
resounding crash, the car reeled periloudy on the edge of the steep road, then righted and drove on with
aclatter. Looking over the sde VVanderschoof could see where the big rock had struck the right running
board, tearing afoot or two of it looseto trail on the road.

"Wait," he cried but Stevens shook his head.

They had abit of luck at this point. The hunt for more stones or something of the kind delayed their
enemies and when they next saw the birds winging up behind them the white classicd lines of the West
Point administration building aready loomed ahead, clear in the gathering gloom.

STEVENS turned in, swung the car around at the door, hated it with screaming brakes, just asthe
first of the birds overhead overshot the mark and turned to come back. In an instant the banker was out
of the car, dragging at Marta Lami's hand.

Vanderschoof climbed nimbly out the other side and ran around the car toward the door of the
building but the Greek missed his footing where the running board should have been and fell pronejust as
one of the birds dived down with ayell of triumph and dropped his stone accurately onto the struggling
man.

"Run!" shouted Stevens.

"But the Greek," panted Vanderschoof asthey climbed the steps.

"Heck with him. Or here—wait." Stevensturned and thrust hisfist through the glass upper portion of
the door. Out in the dusk the three bird-forms were settling round their fallen foe.

The flash of the banker's gun stabbed the night and was answered by a scream. Before he could take
am again, with aquick beat of wingsthey were gone. When, daring greetly, he ran out afew moments
later, he found that Pappagourdas was gone also.

He found the others on one of the benchesin the outer office of the building, the girl with her face
buried in her handsin an agony of fright and reaction. VVanderschoof, too old and cool a hand to give way
inthisfashion, looked up.

"What arethey, Stevens?' he asked.

TheWall Street man shrugged his shoulders helplesdy. "I don't know," he said. " Some new kind of
high-power bird that devel oped while we were al being made into machines by that comet, | suppose.
It'sterrible. They've got the Greek."

"Can't we get after them? There ought to be airplanes here."

"Inthislight? Can you fly one?1 can't and | don't imaginethelittle girl here can.”

The"little girl" lifted her head. She had recovered. "What did we cometo thisjoint for anyhow?' she
asked. "To hang crépe on the chandeliers?'

The words had the effect of an electric shock.

"Why, of course,”" said Stevens, "we did come here to see if we could find someone, didn't we?' and
turning round he pushed open the door into the next room. Nothing.

"Wait," he said. "Not much use trying to do anything tonight. We haven't any flashlights.”

"Aw, baloney,” said the dancer. "What do you want usto do? Sit here and count our fingers? Go on,
big boy, find agarage. Y ou can get alight from one of the cars."

"Won' those birds seeit?’

"Y ou got ayelow stresk amile wide, haven't you? Birds deep at night.”

Stevenstook a haf-unwilling step toward the door. "L et me come with you," said Vanderschoof,

risng.



"What's the matter, papa? Y ou got alittle yellow in you, too?"

Hewasdignified. "Not at dl. Here I'll leave my gun with you, MissLami."

"Well be seeing you," said Stevens over his shoulder. "Don't worry." And they were gone.

To the dancer their absence was endless. She would have given anything for the velvet kick of a
good drink.— "but I supposeit would burn out my bearings," she mused ruefully. Heavens, she must
spend therest of her days asarobot. In the fading light she ruefully contemplated the legs that had
delighted the audiences of two continents, now become ingenious mechanical devices beyond the power
of delighting anyone but their owner.

More clearly than the rest she realized that very little was | eft of the old relation between the sexes.
What would happen when the forceful Stevens made the discovery also? Probably he would make a
thinking robot of her to serve hisambition. Well, she had chosen to go with them—they seemed to offer
more amusement than the stuffy prigs of the colony.

What was that?

Sheligened intently. A subdued rattling, dightly metdlic in character. It might be arai—no, too
mechanical. The men—probably it was them or one of them, returning. She glanced out of the window.
Not there. The sound again—not from outdoors but behind her—within the room? She gripped the gun
Vanderschoof had given her. Rattle, rattle. She wished furioudy for alight.

THE birds? No—hbirds deep at night. Rattle, rattle. Persstently. She stood up, trying to pierce the
gathering dimness. No, the birds would make more noise. They moved surely, with hoar se screams, as
though they thought themsalves the lords of the world.

This sound was smdll, like the chatter of amechanica rat. What new horror in this strange world
might it not concea? On denderest tiptoes she backed cautioudy across the rug toward the outer door.
Better the chance of the birds than this unknown terror of the darkness.

Holding the gun before her firmly she stepped back, back, feeling with one hand for the door. Her
hand met its smooth surface, then clicked as the metallic joints came in contact with the doorknob. She
paused, breathless. Rattle, rattle, went the small sound, discouraged.

With a sudden jerk she flung the door open and tumbled down the steps, hdf-faling. Asshefel, as
though in answer to the metallic clang of her body on the stone, along pencil of violet light sprang silently
out from somewhere back in the hills, moved thrice across the sky, then faded as swiftly asit had come.

She felt the beam of aflashlight in her eyes and got up, hearing her voice with asort of inward
surprise asit babbled something dightly incoherent about, "things—in there.”

Stevens voice, rough withirritation. "What isit you're saying?' He shook her arm. "Comeon, little
woman, pull yoursdf together."

"There must be someone else around here," remarked Vanderschoof irrdevantly. "Did you see that
searchlight?”

MartaLami pulled hersdf up short, shaking loose the hand with atouch of the arrogance that had
made her the queen of the night life of New Y ork.

"Something in there gives me the fantods,” she said, pointing. " Sounds like some guy shooting craps
with himsdlf."

Stevenslaughed, somewhat forcedly. "Well, it's nothing to be scared of unlessit's one of those
bloody birdsand if it was that he'd he taking us gpart now. Come on!™

He flung the door open and plunged in, the flashlight flickering before him. Empty.

There was a door at the further end, next to the one they had investigated before. Toward thishe
strode, clump, clump on the carpet, and flung it open likewise. Empty again. No, there was something.
The questing beam cameto rest on abrown army tunic behind the desk, followed it up quickly to the
face and there held. Staring at them with mechanica fixity was another of those smulations of the human
facein metal with which they were by now so familiar. But thisone was different.

For it held the balance between the walking cartoons of men in meta, such asthey themsaves were,
and the ugly and solid statues they had seen strewn about the streets of New Y ork.

It had the metal bands across the forehead that they possessed, above which issued the same wiry



hair, in this case curioudy interwoven as though subjected to great heat and melted into asingle mass.
Thenosewasdl of solid metd and the eyes—the eyes—were the eyes of astatue, giving back no
lustrous reflection of glass.

They paused, breathless, then stepped forward and as the beam of light shifted when Stevens moved,
rettle, rattle came the sound Marta Lami had heard. And when the light went back the unseeing eyes had
moved.

For afew seconds no one spoke. Then, "Good Lord, it'sdivel" said Vandershoof in ahushed voice
and athrill of horror went through the Olen asthey recognized the truth of hiswords.

Stevens broke the spell, stepping swiftly to the desk. " Can we do anything for you?' he asked. No
movement came from the metd figure—only that ghastly rustle of the eyes asthey turned here and there
in thefixed head, searching for thelight they would never find again.

The Wall Street man lifted one of the hands, tried to flex the arm that held it. It dropped back to the
deck with acrash. Y et themetal of which it was composed seemed in itsdlf to be as pliant asthat of their
ownams.

A feding of wonderment mingled with the horror of the spectators.

"What happened to him?' asked Marta Lami in awhisper asthough she feared awakening adeeper.

Stevens shrugged. "What's happened to al of us? He'sdlive, | tdll you. Let's get out of here. | don't
likeit."

"But where to?" asked Vanderschoof.

"Follow the Albany road,” said Stevens. "We ought to move on. If those birds come back in the
morning—" he | eft the sentence unfinished.

"But what about this poor chap?' asked MartaLami.

"Leave him," said Stevens, then suddenly giving way, "there'stoo much mystery about thiswhole
businessaround here. Y ou can stay heretill you rot if you like. I'm clearing out.”

CHAPTER YV
THE MENACE

NATURALLY exploration of thefamiliar, yet unfamiliar world into which they had suddenly been
thrown was the first preoccupation of the New Y ork colonists. None of the group cared to wander far
from the Indtitute during the first weeks, however, in view of the possble difficulty of obtaining eectrical
food for along trip and Beevill€'s researches on the potentidities of their new bodily form advanced so
dowly that they hardly dared leave.

Hisdiscoveriesin thefirst weekswerein fact purdly negative. Farrdly, the publisher, smashed a
finger in some machinery but when O'Haraturned an exact duplicate out on hislathe and Beeville
attached it the new member lacked sensation and could be moved only with conscious effort—an
indication that some as yet unfamiliar reaction underlay the secret of motion in their metal form.

But the greatest difficulty in the way of any activity lay in the amost abysma ignorance of mechanica
and technica arts on the part of the whole group. O'Harawas afair mechanic, Dangerfield dabbled in
radio and Farrelly could run a printing press—he published acomical parody of anewspaper on one for
severd days, then abandoned the effort. But beyond that their utmost accomplishment was driving acar
and mogt of them redlized how helplessthe old civilization had been without its hewers of wood and
drawers of water.

To remedy this condition as much asto keep them busy Ben assigned to each some branch of
mechanica scienceto be learned, the supply of information in the form of books and of experimental
materid in every form being inexhaugtible.

Thusthefirst week found Thoifsen and Mrs. Roberts scouring the line of the New Y ork Centra for a
locomativein running order. After numerous failures they succeeded in getting the thing going only to
discover that the line was blocked with wrecks and that they would need a craneto clear the track for an
exploring journey of even moderate length.



At the same time Murray Lee, with Dangerfield and two or three others, made an effort to get the
Perk Centrd's broadcasting station in operation; awork of same difficulty, Snceit involved venturesinto
what were for them unknown fields. Daily they tap-tapped messages to each other on telegraph sets
rescued from aWestern Union office in preparation for the time when they could get a sending set put
together.

But the most ambitious effort and the one that was to have the largest ultimate consequences wasthe
expedition of Farrelly, Gloriaand aclothing-store proprietor named Kevitz in quest of nava adventure.
After aweek'sintensive sudy of marine engines from books the three appropriated atug from the
Battery and set off on acruise of the harbor.

Haf an hour later they were high and dry off Bedloe's Idand, gloomily contemplating the prospect of
gpending their livesthere. An attempt to swim while weighted down with three hundred pounds of
hardware could end only infailure.

Fortunately the tide came to their rescue and with more daring than judgment they continued their
voyage to Governor's Idand, where they were lucky enough to find asolitary artilleryman, weak with
hunger but hilarious with delight at the discovery that his metalic form was not adelirium tremens delusion
induced by the two quarts of gin he had absorbed the night before the change.

The giant birds, which Beeville had professondly named "tetrapteryxes’, seemed to have vacated the
city with the appearance of the colonists. Even the nest Roberts had stumbled on proved deserted when
an expedition cautioudly revisited the place. Memory of the birds had sunk to the level of asubject for
idle remarks when anew event precipitated it back into generd attention.

Massey, the artigt, with al the time in the world and the art supplies of New Y ork under hisfinger,
had gone off on an artigtic jag, painting day and night. One morning he took his canvasto thetop of the
Daily News building to paint the city at dawn from its weather-observation station.

Thefact that he had to climb stairs the whole way up and findly chisdl through the door at the top
was no bar to his enthusiasm. Kevitz, hurrying down Lexington Avenuein acar to join hisfellow mariners
in, investigating the machinery of afreighter, ssaw himin alittle Sed cage, Slhouetted againgt the
reddening light of day.

Therewas an informd rule that everyone should gether at the Indtitute at ten in the evening unless
otherwise occupied, to report on the day's events. When Massey did not appear two or three people
made comments on the fact but it was not treated as amatter of moment.

When the artist had not shown up by dawn of the next day, however, Murray and Gloriawent to
look for him, fearing accident. Asthey approached the building Murray noticed that the edge of the
weather observation platform was twisted awry. He speeded up his car but when they arrived and
climbed the mountainous flights of stairs he found no bent and damaged form as he had expected.

THE roof of the building held nothing but the painting on which he had been working—a
half-completed sketch of the city as seen from the tower.

"Where do you spose hewent?" asked Gloria

"Don't know but he went in ahurry," replied Murray. "He doesn't care about those paintings much
more than he does about hislife."

"Maybe hetook atumble,” she suggested. "L ook, there's hiseasdl and it's busted.”

"Yes, and that little chair he totes around— ook how it'sdl twisted out of shape.”

"Let'slook over the edge. Maybe be went bugs and jumped. | knew aguy that did that once.”

"Nothing doing,” said Murray, peering over the parapet of the building.

"Say—" it was Gloriawho spoke. "Do you suppose those birds—the tetra-axes or whatever Beeville
cdlsthem—?'

They turned and scanned the sky. The cam blue vaullt, flecked by the fleecy clouds of summer, gave
no hint of the doom that had descended on the artist.

"Nothing to do but go home, guess,”" said Murray, "and report another robbery in Prospect Park.”

The meeting of the colonists that evening was serious.

"It comesto this, then," said Ben findly. "These birds are dangerous. I'm willing to grant that it might



not have been they who copped Massey but | can't think of anything else. | think it'sagood ideafor us
to leave here only in pairs and armed until we're certain the danger isover.”

"Ain't that kind of astrong step, Mr. Ruby?' asked Kevitz. "It don't seem to me like al that business
is necessary."

Ben shook his head decisively. "Y ou haven't seen these things" he said. "Infact, | think it would be a
good ideafor usdl to get some guns and ammunition and do target practice.”

The meeting broke up on that note and the members of the colony filed into the room where the
supply of armswas stored. Presently they formed an automotive cava cade through the streetsin search
of asuitable shooting gdlery.

When targetswere finally set up in the street under automobile lights the general mechanica
inefficiency of the colony reveded itself once more. Gloria Rutherford was a dead shot and the
artilleryman from Governor's Idand dmost as good.

Ben himsdf and Murray Lee, who had been aNationa Guardsman, knew &t least the mechanism of
rifles but the rest could only shut their eyes and pull the trigger with the vaguest of ideas asto wherethe
bullet would go. And, as Ben pointed out after the buildings along the street had been peppered with a
large portion of Abercrombie and Fitch's stock of ammunition, the supply was not inexhaustible.

"And what shdl we do for wegponsthen?' he asked.

Y ashio, thelittle Japanese, raised his hand for attention.

"l have dight suggestion, perhaps not worthy exated attention,” he offered. "Why not al people as
gentlemen old time in my country, carry sword? It is better than without weagpon.”

"Why not indeed?' said Ben above a hum of laughter. "Let'sgo." And an hour later the company
reemerged from an antique store, belted with the strangest collection of swords and knives and fishing
gaffs ever borne by an earthly army.

"I wonder, though," said Gloriato Murray Lee, asthey reached the Ingtitute as dawn was streaking
up the sky. "All thishooey doesn't seem to mean much. If those birds are as big asthat they aren't going
to be scared by these little toad-stabbers.”

Shewasright. That night OlaMae Roberts was missng.

The Siege came aweek |ater.

It was aweek of strained tenseness. A certain dectricity seemed a hand in the atmosphere, inhibiting
gpeech. The colonigts felt dmost as though they were required to whisper.

A week during which Murray, with Dangerfild and Tholfsen, worked energetically at their radio and
progressed far enough so they could do afairly competent job of sending and receiving in Morse code.
A week during which the naval party got afreighter from the South Street docks and brought her round
into the Hudson.

AT DAWN one morning Gloria, with Farrdly, Kevitz and Y oshio, piled into alimousine with the
idea of taking the freighter on atrip to Coney Idand. Murray accompanied them to try communicating
with the shore viathe ship'swireless.,

The day was dark with lowering clouds, which explains why they missed seeing the tetrapteryxes.
But for the General Sherman statue they never would have seen them until too late. The generd's
intervention was purely passive. Murray noticed and caled Glorias attention to the curious expression
the misty light gave the bronze face and she looked up—to be recalled to her driving by aydl from
Kevitz, announcing the metallic carcass of a policeman squarely in their path.

Gloriatwisted the whed sharply to avoid it. The car skidded on the damp pavement and, redling
crazily. caromed into the iron fence around the statue with a crash. At the same moment an enormous
mass of rock struck the place where they should have been and burst like a shell, sending a shower of
fragmentswhistling about their ears.

Shaken and dazed by the shock they rolled out of the car, for the moment mistaking the two impacts
for one. Asthey did so there came arush of wild wings, an edritch scream and Y oshio was snatched
into the air beforether very eyes.

Kevitz fired firgt, wildly and at random. Murray steadied himsdlf, dropping his gun across hisleft



forearm, shot cool and straight—»buit at too great a distance.

They saw nothing but afeather or two floating down from the great four-winged bird asit swung off
over Centra Park, carrying thelittle Japanese. They saw him squirmin thething's grip, trying to get his
sword loose—and then, with arattle of dropped stones around them, more of the birds charged home.

Only Gloriahad thought of this and withheld her fire. The others siwung round as she shot andin an
ingtant the whole group was a maze of whirling wings, clutching claws, shouts, shots and screams. In
twenty seconds it was done.

Gloriaand Murray rose, panting and breathless, and |ooked about. Beside them, two gigantic
birdforms were spilling their livesin convulsive agony. Dangerfield and Farrelly were gone—and a
rending screech from behind the buildings told only too well where.

"What's the next step?' asked Murray with such owlish solemnity a Gloriagave aburst of
half-hysrica laughter. Shelooked around. "Best it for that building,” she said and, gathering her torn skirts
about her, set the example,

They made it by the narrowest of margins, standing breathlessin what had been the Peacock Alley of
one of New Y ork'sfinest hotel sto see one of the great birds strut past the door like aclumsy caricature
of anangd.

"And poo-poo for you," said Murv, thumbing his nose at the gpparition. "But what well do now |
don't know."

"Play pinochletill they look usup," suggested Gloria. "Besides, my bulletsaredl gone.”

They waited dl day, taking tentative glances from one or another of the windows. The birds remained
invisible, apparently not caring for the prospect of a battle in the congtricted space of the hotel rooms.
But amid the rain and low-hung clouds they might be lurking just side and both Murray and Gloriajudged
it too dangerous to venture a dash. As night came on, however, made atry for the hotel's garage,
achieved it without accident and between them rolled one of the cars the door.

"Wait," sad Murray, as Gloriagot "What wasthat?"

"Thisgtinking darter.” She her foot vigoroudy. "It won't work."

"No—wait." He held out arestraining hand. A sudden gust of bore a dash of rain down against them
and with it, from the northeast, afaraway scream, then atapping and aheavy thud.

"Hot dog!" gaculated Murray. "They're getting after the crowd. And at night too."

The car jerked forward suddenly asthe starter caught. "Hold it," cried Murray. "Douse those
headlights." They dodged the wreck of abus, swung round a corner and headed for First Avenue,
gathering speed. Another corner, taken on two whedlsin the darkness, the way to the Institute lay before
them.

SUDDENLY agreat flame of light sorang out in the sky, throwing the whole scene into sharpest
relief. There was a crash of riflefire from window and door of the building and across the front of it one
of the birds coasted past. Crash! In the street before them something like abomb burst, vomiting
pennons of fire.

Gloriaswung thewhed, svung it back; they had amad glimpse of brilliantly burning flamesinside one
of the buildings acrossthe street from the Ingtitute. Then they were tumbling out of the car with riflefire
beating dl around them and the thud of dropping objects on either side.

Murray stumbled but the door was flung open and they were jerked in just as one of the huge bird
formsflung itsalf down past them.

"Thank God, you're safe," said Ben Ruby's voice. "They got Dearborn and Harris and they're
besieging us here." He pointed out of the window across the street, where the rapidly gaining firewas
engulfing the building.

"Did the birds do that little trick?* asked Gloria

"I hopeto tell you, Sster. Y ou ain't seen nothing yet, either. They're shedding incendiary bombsall
over the shop. How about Kevitz and Farrelly 7"

"Got them, too. At the Plaza—and the little Japanese. Too bad—I liked thet little sprout.”

"| thank gracious lady for kindly expressed sentiment, but oversize avians have not yet removed me,"



said avoice and Glorialooked down to see Y oshio bowing at her side.

"Why how did they cometo let you off? Last | saw you were doing a headspin over Central Park."

"l wasfortunate," replied the little man. "Removing sword | operate on said bird to such extent that
he drop me as hot customer, ploshin large tree. To get homeis hot so easy but | remember armored car
provided by intelligent corporation for transport of bankroll, so herel am.”

"Bright boy," said Gloria. "Listen!" Above their heads came another crash, atramp of feet and
shouts. Roberts dashed into the room, riflein hand. "They've set the place on fire," he said. "Well haveto
Clear out."

BEN RUBY fumbled at hiswaist, drew forth awhistle and blew a piercing blast, which was
answered by shouts as members of the colony began to pour into the room from various points.

Another bomb burgt in afluff of light just outside the window, throwing weird shadows across the
gathering and splitting a pane here and there by the force of itsimpact.

"Hot stuff,” remarked Gloria. "What are they trying to do—take usdl at one gulp?’

"Beeville saysthey never thought it up on their own," Ben assured her. "Not smart enough. He thinks
somebody doesn't like us and is sending them around to tell us so. Listen, everybody!"

The room quieted down.

"Weve got to go at once. Our destination is the Times Square subway station. They can't get us
there. Anybody who gets separated meet the rest there. Welll go in groups of three to acar—oneto
carry agun, one a sword and one alight. Everybody got it? Good. Somebody give Gloria one of those
expressrifles. Hereéstheligt then. First party—Miss Rutherford, gun; Y oshio, sword; O'Hara, light. Go
ahead."

A coil of smoke drifted across the room from somewhere above—the sough of the fire made the
only background to hiswords. With quick handshakes the three made ready. A volley from the windows
flashed out and they dashed off. Those inside caught a glimpse of the dark form of their car asit rolled
into the night. They were sefe at dl events.

The second carload, in Y oshio's armored vehicle, aso got free, but the third had trouble. They had
hardly made half the distance to the parked cars before there was awhir of wings, ascream, the quick
burst of abomb, luckily too far behind them to do damage.

Thoseinsde saw the light-man stop suddenly, flashing his beam aoft, saw an orange flame spring
from the gun and then their view of the three was blotted out in awhirl of wingsand action.

"Everybody out!" yelled Ben. "Now, whilethey're busy." In aconcerted rush the colonists poured
through the door.

Nobody could remember clearly what did happen. Someone was down—hurt somewhere—but was
flung into acar. Through the turmoail the tossing form of one badly-wounded bird struggled on the ground
and with aroar of motors the caval cade started.

CHAPTER VI
THE TERROR BY NIGHT

IT WOULD be futile—and impossible—to chronicle dl the events of that wild ride—to tell how the
light-bombs dropped unceasingly from above—how the driver of one car, blinded by the glare, hurtled
his vehicle through the plate-glasswindow of astore—how McAlliger, the artilleryman, fought off the
birds with a huge shard of glass from the window.

How the passengersin another car, wrecked by abomb, got afire-engine and cleared their way to
Times Square with clanging bell and clouds of malodorous fire-extinguisher chemicas—how Mrs. Robrts
decapitated one of the monsters with asingle blow of the cleaver she carried.

Dawn found them, a depressed group of fourteen, gathered in the protection of the underground
passages.

"Well, what next?" asked Gloria, ho seemed to have preserved more her normal cheerfulnessthan



anyone. "Do we stay heretill they comefor us, or do we go get ‘'em?”

"We get out," said Ben Ruby. "No good here. They know too much for us."

"Right," declared Beeville. "The usud methods of dedling with animaswon't work thistime. They
were dl based on the fact that animals are creatures of habit instead of intelligence and unless | am much
wrong these birds are intelligent and have some bigger intelligence backing them.”

"Y ou mean they'll try to bomb us of here?' asked Roberts. McAllister looked up from the dice he
wasthrowing. "Y ou bet your sweet life they will. Those babies know their stuff. The one that was after
me was onto the manual of the bayonet like hed been raised oniit.”

"That'snice," said Gloria, "but what are we going to do about it?’

"Get an anti-aircraft gun from the Idand and shell heck out of them when they come round again,”
suggested the artilleryman.

"Said gun would be considerable weight for individua to transport on pocket,” said Y ashio as Ben
raised his hand for sllence amid the ensuing laughter.

‘Therésagood dedl in that idea," he said, "but | don't think it will do as stands. The birdswould
bomb our gun to blazes after they had a dose or two from it. They're not so dow themsalves you know.
How about some of the forts? Aren't there some big ones around New Y ork?"

McAllister nodded. "There's Hancock. We could get a ship through.”

"Say!" Glorialegped suddenly to her feet. "While we're about it can't we get awarship—abattleship,
or something? Those babies would have a hot time trying to bomb one of Uncle Sam'’s battleships apart
and thereésdl kinds of anti-aircraft guns on them.”

"There'sadestroyer in the Hudson," said someone.

"How many men doesit taketo run her?'

"Hundred and fifty."

"But," put in Gloria, "that's a hundred and fifty of the oldstyle men who had to have their three
sguares and eight hours deep every day and they did alot of thingslike cooking that we won't have to.
What do you say, Dictator, old scout? Shall we giveit awhirl?

"Okay—unless somebody has something better to offer,” declared Ben. In fifteen minutes more the
colonists were cautioudy poking their way out of the subway station en route to take command of U. S.
S. Ward.

Cleaning up the ship before the start took the colonistsawhole day. A sooty dust like the product of
aparticularly obnoxious factory had settled over everything, and dealing with the cast-iron bodies of the
sailors, wedged in the queer corners where they had falen at the moment of the change, wasajobin
itsdf.

As night shut down, the whole crew, with the exception of Beeville and Murray Lee, who had spent
sometimein smal boats and had therefore been gppointed navigators, was busy going over the
engine-room, gtriving to learn the complex details of handling awarship.

Murray and Beeville were poring over their navigating charts when a step sounded outside the
chartroom and the wire-frizzled head of Gloriawasthrust in.

"How goesit, children?' she asked. "Do we sall for the Canniba Idands a dawn?'

"Not on your life," replied Murray. "This hooker isgoing to pull in at the nearest garage until welearn
what it'sall about. Tak about arithmetic! Thisisworse than figuring out atime-table.”

GLORIA laughed, then her face became serious. "Do you think they'll bomb usagain, Mr.
Beaville?!

"| don't see why not. They were clear winnersin thelast battle. But what gets me iswhere they come
from. Why, they're aliving refutation of the laws of evolution on the earth! Four wings and two legs!
Although—" the naturalist looked at the diding parts of hisown arm—"they arerather lessincredible than
the evolution that has overtaken mankind unlesswere al off our heads. Do you know any way to
account for it?'

"Not me," said Murray. "That's supposed to be your job. All we do is believe you when—"

Bang! The anti-aircraft gun had gone off just outside with an earsplitting report. With acommon



impulse the three made for the door and |ooked upward to see the shell burst in a puff of white smoke,
outlined againgt the dark clouds of evening, while above and beyond it sailed ablack dot with whirring
wings

"That settlesit,” said Murray. "Whether welike it or not were going away from here. | wish those
nuts hadn't fired though. Now the birds know what we've got. Trot down and tell them to get up steam,
that'sagood girl, Gloria"

The lone tetrapteryx seemed no more than a scout, for the attack was not followed up. But it takes
timeto get steam up on long disused marine engines and al hands were below when the redl attack was
delivered.

It began with the explosion of abomb somewhere outside and a clash of water againgt the vessel's
sdethat threw dl of them off their feet. There was a clang of metal and arush for the deck—cut across
by Ben'svoice.

"Takeit easy ! Everybody to the engines but McAllister, OHaraand the navigators.”

Thefour sprang for the ladder, Murray in thelead. Crash! A sound like the thunder of athousand
tons of scrap iron on asidewak and the destroyer pitched wildly.

Murray's head came level with the deck. Instead of the darkness he had expected it was flung into
dazzling illumination by aflare burning on the water not fifty yards away, alight so intense that it seemed
to have physica body. There was a perceptible wave of heat from it and the water around it boiled like a
cauldron.

He tumbled onto the deck, running forward to trip the release of the anchor chain. At the break of
the forecastle he sumbled and the stumble saved him, for at that moment another of the bombsfel justin
front of the foredeck. The whole bow of the ship seemed to burgt into intense, eye-searing flame.
Deafened and blinded Murray lay face down on the deck, trying to recover his senses. Behind him the
others, equally overwhelmed, tumbled on the iron surface, rolled over and over blindly.

But the birds, apparently unaware of how heavy ablow they had struck, seemed wary of the gun.
Thefour groveling on the deck heard scream and answering scream above them as the mongters
discussed the question on the wing.

If they reached adecision it wastoo late, for McAllister and O'Hara, blind, drunk and sick though
they were, staggered to the gun and sent a shot shrieking at wild venture into the heavens. Beeville,
nearer to the blinding blaze of light, recovered more dowly but found hisway to the bridge where he
fumblingly pulled the engine-room telegraph over to Full Speed Ahead.

Below, in the bowels of the vessdl, there was arumble of activity. A rapid whoosh of steam came
from an exhaust pipe, adash of sparksfrom the destroyer's funnels and dowly and haltingly she began to
move. Bang! went the anti-aircraft gun. Beeville heard Murray climbing the bridge behind him and then
hiscry, "Theanchor!"

Too late—with a surge that changed to arattle, the destroyer moved, tearing the anchor fromits
ground and swinging dowly hafway around as the weight dragged the damaged bow to one side. At that
moment came another bomb which, but for their motion, would have struck fair and square amidships.
Bang! Bang! went the anti-aircraft gun.

Murray dragged at the whedl, then siwung the engine-room telegraph back to Sop. Jugt intime—the
destroyer's bottom grated on something, her prow rent the side of a big speedboat and she cameto re<t,
pointing diagondly upstream.

Fortunately the attack broke off asrapidly asit had begun. A few screams, lost in the darkness of the
night, were the only answer to another shell from the gun. But there was no assurance that thiswas more
than atemporary respite.

Murray and Beeville strove desperately to bring the warped bridge mechanism into running order
while O'Hararouted out a blow-torch from somewhere and attacked the chain, now welded into the
solid mass of the deck by the force of the light-bomb.

Findly, weaving to and fro in the hands of the inexperienced mariners, she was got round and pointed
downstream and out to sea.

If the birds sought them again in the darknesstherewasno sign at dl of it.



DAY found them stumbling down the Jersey coast, the foredeck amass of wreckage, the ship
leaking badly.

"Well, where arewe now?" caled a cheerful voice, as Murray Lee stood a thewhed. "Audrdiain
gght yet?'

He looked up to see Gloria's head emerging from the companion.

"Comeonup," hesaid, "I'm just going to turn the whedl over to Beeville and get busy with thisradio.
Don't think the bomb knocked it out. It did everything else though. Look at that."

He indicated the prow of the ship, where the fore-turret guns hung like atired candle and the whole
gtern of the vessal had dissolved into tears of metal.

"Golly," said Gloria, "that was some egg those birdslaid. What wasit, anyway?'

"Don't know. Never saw anything like it before. Must be some kind of new-fangled high-power
incendiary bomb to melt steel down like butter. Why, even thermite wouldn't do that."

"I hope our friends don't think of looking us up here or well be finding out what it's like to walk under
water."

"Y ou said something, Sster,” declared Murray. "Wait! | think it got something.”

He fumbled with the radio dias before him, swinging them thisway and that, then clamped on the
headset. "'Oh, boy, there's something coming through . . . We're not doneintheworldthen. . . Yes,
theresheis

. I wish they wouldnt send sofast . .. AAM Two cdling . . . Now who isAAM Two?' Hisfingers
pressed the key in reply as the others watched him with bated breath.

"Position, saventy-three, fifty-three, west longitude; forty, O-three, north latitude. Here'—he wrote
the figures down—"take this, one of you and dope it out. Ssh, there's more coming. Oh, he wantsto
know who we are and where. Cal Ben, will you, Gloria?'

She dashed off to return with the dictator of the colonists just as Beeville, who had been fumbling
over the charts with one hand, called suddenly, "Why the position they giveisright near here—hardly a
hundred milesaway. | don't know just what oursisbut it can't be far from this spot. Tell them that.”

"Find out who they arefirgt,” Ben put in, practicaly. "After what they've done | wouldn't put it past
the tetrgpteryxesto handle a radio s&t.”

"... HisMgesy's Austraian ship Brisbane, they say," said Murray. "Wait aminute, Sncethey're so
near, | think | can switch them over to the radiophone.”" He ticked the key a moment, then twisted more
didsand leaned back asafull and fruity voice, with astrong English accent, filled the room.

"Compliments of Captain Entwhistle of the Royad Audtrdian Navy to the commander of theU. S. S.
Ward and can we arrange a meeting? The comet appears to have done agood deal of damagein your
part of the world and you are thefirst people we have encountered.”

"Where's your microphone?* asked Ben. " Oh, there—compliments of Benjamin Franklin Ruby,
temporarily in command of U. S. S. Ward to Captain Entwhistle of the Roya Australian Navy and none
of usare sailors. Wejust borrowed this ship and if you want to see usyou'll haveto pick us up. Well
keep along the coast toward Cape May. Can you meet us?"

A chuckle was audible from the radiophone. "I think we can manageit. Arethere any of the big birds
about in your part of the world? They have been bothering usdl summer.”

"Yes" replied Ben, "that's what we're running away from now. They've got some bombsthat are
pure poison and they've been making regular war on us—probably you knew about it?'

"We haven't seen anything like that yet," declared the voice from the loudspeaker, "but we've had
plenty of trouble with them. Hold on amoment. Our lookout reports sighting smoke from your funnels.
Hold your course and speed. Well pick you up.”

The voice ceased with a snap and the four in the control room of the destroyer looked at each other.

"I'm glad he came around,” remarked Ben. "This destroyer is getting shopworn. Besides, with agood
warship on hand well be able to give those birds what they're looking for. | hope he's got planes.”

"And somebody to fly them," continued Murray. "What'll we do if he has—go back and give them
hdl?'



"If we can. Apparently he doesn't like the birds any too well himsdlf. It wasthefirgt thing he
mentioned."

They ceased speaking as the thin pennon of smoke, followed by two tall masts, became visible over
the horizon. In afew minutes more the Brisbane swept up, svung acircle and cameto rest near them,
while from her side dropped a barge that began to cut water toward them.

A moment later she was dongside. Ben stepped out on the deck, and as he did so, therewas a
mutua exclamation of horrified amazement—for Captain Entwhistle of the Roya Audtraian Navy wasas
much flesh and blood as any man they had seen in the old days—but apaebluein color. All hissalors
were of the same extraordinary hue.

CHAPTER VII
AN EXPLORATION

THERE was amoment's sllence as the Audtrdian captain steadied himsdlf againgt theroll of the
vessd, staring increduloudly at the group that gathered round him.

"Areyou—human?" he finadly managed to gasp.

"If we aren't somebody's been kidding us," said Gloriairreverently. "But are you? You're dl blue!™

"Of course" said the captain. "It was the comet. We knew it struck in America somewhere but didn't
know where or what it did. What's the matter with your ship?' He indicated the wrecked and leaking
bow. " She seemsto be down by the head.”

"Oh, that was avaentine from the birds,” said Ben. "'Can you give us quarters on your vessal? There
arent many of us"

Captain Entwhistle seemed to come out of adream. "Of course, of course. Come on. We can
discussthings better inmy cabin.”

Asthey mounted to the deck of the Brisbane even thetrained sallors, the light blue of their faces
oddly &t variance with the dark blue of their uniforms, could not refrain from staring &t the colonists. They
crowded into the captain's cabin past rows of eager blue faces.

"l suggest," said Captain Entwhistle, "that we begin by telling each other how this happened. | can
scarcely credit the fact that you are human and can walk and talk. Would any of you care for awhisky
and soda?'

"No, thanks" said Murray, "but I'll have adrink of lubricating ail if you can find any.”

The nava officer looked a him and remarked, atrifle fiffly, “Certainly, if you wish. Williams—"

"Oh, don't mind him," Ben Ruby cut in. "Pardon me, Captain, he can drink lubricating oil perfectly
well but he'sjoking with you. Y ou were saying about the comet—"

"Why, you knew that the big comet struck the earth as predicted, didn't you? It was on the morning
of February sixteenth, last yesr—evening of February fifteenth by American time. Evenin our country,
which ison the other side of the earth, it caused agood deal of damage. The gasesiit set free put every
body to deep and caused alot of wreckage.

"Our scientists say the gases of the comet in some unexplained way atered theironin the
haemoglobin of our blood to cobalt. It ssemsto work just aswell but that'swhy were al blue. | don't
quite understand it mysalf but you know how these medica Johnnies are. Now what happened to you
people?’

"May | ask something firs?' said Beeville. "What day isthis?"

"August eighteenth, nineteen fifty-sx," said the captain, dightly baffled by the question.

"Good Lord!" said the scientist. "Then we were there for over ayear!”

"Yes" said Ben. "All of usyou see here and severd others returned to consciousness about the same
time two months ago. We know nothing of what the comet did to us or how this change occurred except
that when we woke up we were just what you see.

"Dr. Beeville has been experimenting with aview to finding out what happened but he hasn't made
much progress so far. All we know is that we're composed of metal that doesn't rust easily, make our



mesdls off eectricity and find the taste of any kind of oil agreeable. And the birds—" he broke off with a
gesiure.

"Ohyes, the birds" said the captain. "Have they been annoying you too? That's one of the reasons,
asde from exploration, why we're here. | assume you mean the big four-winged birdswe cal dodos
down under.

"We haven't seen much of them but occasionally they come and fly away with asheep or even aman.
One of our aviators chased one severa hundred miles out to sea recently and we had assumed they came
from one of theidands. Our scientists don't know what to make of them.”

"Neither do ours except that they're an unadulterated brand of hell,” put in Murray. "Wewere all
living in New Y ork, snug as bugsin arug, when they began dropping incendiary bombs on us and
carrying off anyone they could get hold of .

"Including thisinggnificant person,” said Y oshio, proudly.

"Incendiary bombs! Do you mean to tell me they have intelligence enough for that?"

"I'll tell the cockeyed world they have! Did you see the prow of our ship? That's where one of their
little presents got home. If anyone had been there he wouldn't be anything but scrap iron now. If you
really want to find out what it'sal about come on up to New Y ork—but get ready for the fight of your
life"

The captain leaned back, spping hisdrink meditatively. "Do you know," he said, "that's just what |
was thinking of doing? Frankly your story isal but incredible but here you are as proof of it and you
don't seem to be robots except in appearance.”

"Oh, boy!" whispered Murray to Gloria. "Wait till these babies get after the birds with their eight-inch
guns. They'll wish they'd never heard of us. I'm glad I'm going to be on hand to see thefun.”

"Y es, but maybe the birdswill have something up their feathers, too," shereplied. "I wouldn't liketo
place any bets. We thought we had them licked when we got the destroyer and now ook at us.”

"Well, I'mwilling to try an attack, or at least areconnaissance of them,” said the captain. " Just now
we'rein the podgition of an armed exploring party. The Australian government has sent out severd shipsto
seewhat it could find on the other continents.

"After the comet struck al the cables went dead. We got into radio communication with the Dutch
colonia stations at Baraviaand later with South Africa, but the rest of the world isjust being re-explored
and my commission authorizes meto resst unfriendly acts. | think you could cal anincendiary bomb an
unfriendly act.”

HIS eyestwinkled over this mild witticism and the party broke up with ascraping of chairs. A couple
of hourslater the blue line of Sandy Hook was visible, then the vague cliffs of the New Y ork
skyscrapers. The clouds had cleared away after the rain of the last few days. Not even a speck of mist
hung in the air and everything stood out bright and clear.

The colonigtsfelt a pang of emotion grip them asthey watched thetall towers of the city rise over the
horizon, straight and beautiful asthey had ways stood, but now without a Sgn of life or motion, al the
busy clamor of the place hushed forever.

Of the tetrapteryxes or "dodos' asthe Austraian had called them there was no sign. The sky bent
high, unbrokenly blue, not aflicker of motioninit. Murray Leefelt someone gir at his side and looked
round.

"Oh, blast!" said Gloria Rutherford. "It's so beautiful that | want to cry. Did you ever fed likethat?'

He nodded silently. "And those birds—isn't it a shame somehow that they should have the most
beautiful city intheworld?’

Thedhrill of awhistle cut off hiswords. With marvelous, machinelike precision, the sailors moved
about the decks. The Brisbane lost way, cameto a hat and there was arush of stedl asthe anchor ran
out. Captain Entwhistle came down from the bridge.

"l don't see anything of your dodosyet," he said. "Do you think it would be wiseto send out a
landing party, Mr. Ruby?'

"Mogt certainly not," said Ben. "Y ou don't know what you're up againgt yet. Wait till they come



around. Youll have plenty to do.”

The captain shrugged. Evidently hewas not at dl unwilling to match the Austrdian navy againg
anything the dodos might do. "Very well, I'll accept your advice for the moment, Mr. Ruby. It isnear
evening in any case. But if thereisno sign of them in the morning | proposeto land and look over the
aty.”

Thelanding was never accomplished.

In the middle of the night as Ben, Murray and Gloriawere seated in the chartroom of the ship,
chatting with the young lieutenant on duty there, there came aquick patter of feet on the deck, and a
shout of "Light, ho!"

"There are your friends now, I'll wager," said the lieutenant. "Now watch us go get ‘em. If you want
to see the fun better go up on the bridge. All we do hereiswrestle dide-rules.”

Hadtily the three climbed the bridge, where alittle group of officerswere clustered. Following the
direction in which they were looking they saw, just above the buildings on the Jersey shore, what looked
likeatall eectric sign, burning high in the air and some distance away with no visible means of support.

"What do you make of it?" asked Captain Entwhigtle, turning and thrusting a pair of glassesinto Ben's
hands. Through them he could read the letters. Printed in capitals, though too smdl to be read from the
ship with the naked eye, he saw:

SOFT MEN EXIT. HARD MEN ARE WORKERS BELONGING. MUST RETURN. THIS
MEANSYOU.

"Lookslike adumb joke by someone who doesn't know English very well," he opined, passing the
glassesto Gloria "l don't think those birds would figure that out anyway."

"Wait aminute though,” said Gloriaas she read the | etters. "Remember they caught Dangerfield and
Farrelly and the rest. Maybe they taught them how to speak.”

"Yes, but those two didn't know anything about 'soft men.' It'sdl crazy, like tweedledum and
tweedledee. And what do they mean by 'belonging? None of our gang thought up that bright remark.”

"Look, gr," said one of the younger officers, "it'schanging.”

Abruptly the lights were blotted out, to regppear amid aswimming of colors, nearer and larger.

WARNING, they read thistime, FLY AWAY ACCURSED PLACE. "What beats me," said Ben,
"iswhat makesthat light. I'll bet adollar against adodo-feather it isn't eectrica and fireworks wouldn't
hang intheair likethat. How do they do it?"

"Well, well soon find out,” said the Captain, practicdly. "Mr. Sturgis, switch on searchlights three
and four and turn them on the source of that light.”

A FEW quick orders and two long beams of light legped out from the ship toward the source of the
mysterious sky-writing—Ileaped but not fast enough. For even as the searchlights sought for their god the
lights were extinguished and the long beams swung acrass nothing but the empty heavens.

Gloriashivered. "I think | want to go away from thisplace," she said. "There's too much we don't
know about around here. WEll be getting table-tappings next."

"Apparently someone wants usto clear out,”" said Captain Entwhistle cheerfully. "Mr. Sturgis, get
steam on three boilers and send the men to reserve action stations. We may have something doing here
before morning.”

Orders were shouted, iron doors dammed and feet pattered in the interior of the warship. From their
station on the bridge Ben, Gloriaand Murray could see the long shafts of the turret guns swing upward to
their steepest angle, then turn toward the Jersey shore. The Brisbhane was preparing for emergencies.

But there wasto be no fight that night, though all night long the weary sailors stood or dept beside
their guns. The dark skiesremained inscrutable. The mysterious lights did not resppesr.

At four o'clock Captain Entwhistle retired, regppearing at eight, fresh asthough he had dept through
the whole night. The colonists, of course, did not need deep but while the sailors Stared at them,
submitted themselves to an ectric meal from one of the ship's dynamos.

Morning found them gathering about the upper decks, eager for action, particularly McAllister, who
had spent most of the night engaged in highly technica discussons of the Brisbane's artillery with one of



the turret-captains.

"What do you suggest?' asked the cgptain. "Shal weland a party?'

"I hate to go without taking a poke at those birds," said Ben, "but still 1 don't think it would be safe.”

"What's the matter with that airplane?' asked Gloria, pointing to the catapult between the funnels,
where a couple of blue-visaged sailors had taken the covering from a segplane and were giving it a
morning bath.

The captain looked at Ben. "There may be something in that idea. What do you say to a scout
around? I'll let you or one of your people go as an observer.”

"Tickled to death,” Ben replied. "We never got beyond the upper part of the city oursaves. The
dodos were too dangerous. I'd like to find out what it's al about.”

"How about me?' offered Gloria

"Nothing doing, kid, you get left thistime. If those birds get after uswe may land in the bay with a
bump and | don't want this party to loseitslittle sunshine."

"Up anchor!" came the command. "Revolutions for ten knots speed. I'm going to head down the
bay," he explained to the colonigts. "If anything happens| want to have sea-room, particularly if they try
bombing us™

Fifteen minutes later, with the Brisbane running into the morning land-breeze in an ocean smooth as
glass, the catapult let go and Ben and the pilot—a lad whose cheeks must have been rosy before the
comet but were now avivid blue—were shot into the air.

Beneath them the panorama of New Y ork harbor lay spread—more silent than it had been at any
day since Hendrick Hudson brought his high-pooped galleysinto it. Asthey rose Ben could make out the
line of the river, shining through the pearly haze like aslver ribbon.

The towers of the city tilted, then swung toward them as the aviator swept down nearer for an
examination. Everything seemed norma save at the north and east, where afaint smoky mist still lingered
over the buildings they had occupied. Of birds or of other human occupation than their own there was no
dightest Sgn.

A faint shout was borneto his ears above the roar of the motor and he saw the pilot motioning
toward a set of earphones.

"What do you say, old chap? asked the pilot when he had clamped them on. "What direction shall
we explore?’

Ben glanced down and around. The cruiser seemed to hang in the water, atiny droplet of foam at her
bow the only sign shewas till in motion. "Let's go up the Hudson,”" he suggested. "They seemed to come
from thet direction.”

"Check," cdled the pilot, manipulating his controls. The airplane climbed, swung and went on. They
were over Yonkers. Ben could see ariver steamer at the dock, where she had made her last halt.

"Throw in that switch ahead of you," came through the earphones. "The one marked RF. That'sthe
radiophone for communicating with the ship. We may need it."

"Okay," said Ben. "Hello ... Yes, thisis Ruby in the plane. Nothing to report. Everything serene.
We're going to explore further up theriver."

In the distance the Catskillsloomed before them, blue and proud. Ben felt atouch on hisback and
looked round. The pilot evidently wished to say something else. He cut in and heard, "What's that off on
the left—right in the mountains? No, there."

Following the indicated direction Ben saw something like a scar on the projecting hills de—not one of
the ancient rocks but a fresh cut on the earth as though awide spot had been denuded of vegetation.

"I don't know," he answered. "Never saw it before. Shall we go see?. . . Hello, Brisbane. Ruby
reporting. Thereisamyderious clearing in the Catskills. We areinvedtigating.”

CHAPTER VIII
THE DODOS ARE BOMBING



THE bare area seemed to run al down along valley and spread out asit rounded the crest of ahill
which hid what lay behind it from their view. Asthey watched agrey speck that might have been an ant
at that height and distance lumbered dowly down the valley. Then Ben noticed atiny flicker of red light,
S0 bright asto be clearly visible even in the day, where the grey speck moved againgt the hillside. A door
seemed to open inthe hillside.

Focusing the glasses the aviator handed him he could just make out a square bulky object that
trundled forth. And then one—two—three—four—five of the huge dodo-tetrapteryx birds shot out,
poised for amoment, legped into flight.

"Helo, Brisbane," cdled Ben into the radiophone. "Five dodos have taken off from the cutting in the
hills. | think they are after us. Better turn back thisway and get ready for trouble.”

The aviator, understanding without being warned, had turned the plane. Ben swung round to look
over hisshoulder. The dodos were aready some yardsin the air. Behind them the bulky object was
running dowly out of the opening in the hillsde. It had the appearance of avery long flexible cannon. As
he held hisglassesoniit it stopped, straightened out and the muzzle was elevated in their direction.

"Divel" he shouted suddenly into the voice tube, entirdly on impulse.

The plane banked sharply and seemed to drop straight down. At the same instant, right through the
spot where they had just passed, shot abeam of light so brilliant that it outshone the morning sun. There
was aroar louder than that of the motor. The plane pitched and heaved in the disturbed air and the
light-beam went off as suddenly asit had snapped on.

"Didnt I tell you those babies were poison?' he remarked. "Boy, if that ever hit usl”

"What wasit?"' asked the aviator.

"Don't know but it was something terrible. Let's head for home and mamma. | don't care about this.”

The planereded asthe pilot handled the controls. The light-beam shot out again, just to one Sdethis
time. Out of the corner of hiseye Ben could see one of the birds—gaining on them!

"How do you work this machine-gun?* he asked.

"Just squeezethetrigger. Look out! I'm going to dive her again.”

With aroar the light-beam let go a third time. Ben saw the edge of it graze their right wingtip. The
arplane swung wildly round and down, the pilot fighting for control.

The earth seemed to rush up to meet them, tumbling, topsy-turvy. Ben noted awarped black spot
where the beam had touched the wingtip, then, surprisingly, they were flying along, leve with the surface
of the Hudson beneath them and hardly a hundred feet up.

"That was close," camethe aviator's voice, shaky with relief. "1 thought they had usthat time. That's
quite aray they have."

"It sureisonefirg-class heller," agreed Ben. "Are you far enough down to duck it now?"

"| think so unlessthey can put it through the hills or chase uswith it. Do you suppose those dodos
thought that up themselves?"

"Canttdl. They'reright on their toes though. Look!" He pointed up and back. Silhouetted againgt the
sky they could seethree of them, flying information like airplanes. "Can we makeit?

"I'm giving the old bus dl shelll and. The Brisbane will cometoward usthough. Wait till those guys
get going. They'll find we can take atrick or two."

Y onkers again. Ben looked anxioudy over his shoulder. The three sllhouettes were atrifle nearer.
Would they do it? One Hundred Twenty-fifth Street and the long bridge swung into view, then Riversde
Drive and the procession of dockswith the rusting liners lying beside them.

Ben waggled the machine-gun, tried to adjust its Sights and squeezed the trigger. A little line of
smoke-puffs legped forth. Tracer bullets—but nowhere near the birds. On and on—Ilower New
Y ork—the Battery.

Wham! Thewater beneath and behind them boiled. Ben looked up. The birds were above them, too
high to be reached, dropping bombs.

"All right, old soaks," he muttered, "keep that up. Y ou'll never hit usthat way."

Again something struck the water beneath them. The airplane pitched and swerved asthe pilot
changed course to disturb the aim of the bombers. In the distance the cruiser could be seen now, heading



toward them. As he watched there was aflash from her foredeck. Up in the blue above them appeared
the white burst of ashell, then another and another.

One of the dodos suddenly dived out of the formation, sweeping down more swiftly than Ben would
have believed possible. He swung the gun thisway and that, sending out streams of tracers, but the bird
did not appear to heed.

Closer—closer—and then with a crash something burst right behind him. The airplane gyrated—the
water rushed upward. The end he thought and wondered inconsequentialy whether his teeth would rust.
The next moment the water struck them.

WHEN Ben Ruby cameto, he beheld a ceiling which moved jerkily to and fro and stared lazily at it,
wondering what it was. Then memory returned with asnap. He sat up and looked about him. Hewasin
one of those cubbyholes which are called cabins on warships, aone.

Beneath him he could hear the steady throb of the engines. At hissde wasasmdl tablewith a
wooden rack onit. In one compartment stood a glass, whose contents on ingpection proved to be oil. He
drank it, looked a and felt of himsdf. Finding nothing wrong he got out of the hammock and stepped to
the door. A seaman was on guard in the corridor.

"Whereiseverybody?'

"On deck, gr. | hopeyou arefeding dl right now, ar.”

"Top of theworld, thanks. Isthe aviator okay?'

"Yes, gr. Thisway."

He ascended to the bridge, to be greeted riotoudy by the assembled company. The Brisbane was
steaming steadily along in the open seawith no speck of land in Sight and no traces of the giant birds.

"What happened?' Ben asked. "Did you get rid of 'em?"

"| think s0. We shot down two and the rest made off after trying to bomb us. What did you two find
out?'

Ben briefly described their experiences. "I thought there was something wrong with one of your
wing-tips,”" said the captain, "'but your plane sank so quickly after being hit that we didn't have timeto
examineit. That light-ray cannon of theirs sounds serious. Do you suppose the dodos managed it?!

"Canttdl," said Ben. "From what | could make out through the glassesit didn't Iook like birds that
were handling it.”

"But what could they be?"

"Ask me! Ddirium tremens, | guess. Nothing in thisworld iswhat it ought to be any more. Where
did those birds come from—how did we get thisway, al of us—who isit up therein the Catskills that
don't likeam? Answer methose and I'll tel you who was handling the gun.”

"Message, S, said asailor, touching his cap and offering a folded paper. The captain read it,
frowning.

"Thereyou are." He extended the sheet to Ben. "My government isrecdling al ships. Our sster-ship,
the Melbourne, has been attacked off San Francisco and severely damaged by bomb-dropping dodos
and they have made a mass descent on Sumatra. Gentlemen, this has al the characteritics of aforma
war."

He strode off to give the necessary ordersto hurry the cruiser home but Walter Beeville, who had
joined the group at the bridge, said under his breath, "If those birds have enough intelligence to plan out
anything likethat I'1l est my hat."

* * *

"If you were not before my eyes" said Sir George Graham Harris, president of the Australian
Scientific Commission, "asliving proof of what you say and if our biological and metalurgical expertsdid
not report that your physiology is utterly beyond their comprehension | do not know but that | would
believe you some cleverly constructed machines, actuated in some way by radio.

"However, that is not the point.



| have here a series of reports from different quarters on such explorations as have been made since
the arriva of the comet and our recovery from its effects. We are, it appears, confronted with amenace
of consderable gravity in theform of these birds.

"Inthelight of your closer acquaintance with them and with conditions generaly in the devastated
areas they may be more suggestive to you than to us." He stopped and ruffled over the papers piled
beside him at the big conference table.

Hewas akindly old gentleman, whose white Van Dyke and pale blue lips contrasted oddly with the
amogt indigotint of hisvisage. Before the comet it had been arich wine-red, the result of alifelong
devotion to brandy and soda. Smiling round the table at his scientific colleagues and at Ben, Murray,
Gloriaand Beeville, who occupied the positions of honor, he went on.

"l giveyou mainly excerpts. Thefirg isfrom the South African government. They have—hm,
hm—sent an aerid expedition northward, al lines of communication appearing to be broken. At Nairobi,
they report for thefirst time, finding atown entirely unoccupied and its inhabitants turned into cast-metal
Satues.

"Addis Ababathe sasme—Wadi Hafalikewise. Twenty miles north of Wadi Hafathey noted thefirst
ggn of life—abird of somekind at acongderable distance to the west of them and flying pardld with
them and very repidly.”

THE scientist looked up. "It would appear beyond doubt that this bird belonged to the specieswe
cal dodos and to which Dr. Beeville has given the excdllent scientific name, tetrapteryx.

"Asthe expedition proceeded northward, they encountered more of them—sometimes as many as
four being in Sght a onetime. At Alexandria, where they halted for supplies, the dodos closed in. When
the expedition took the air again with the object of flying to Crete and thence to Europe these remarkable
avians came very close, gpparently trying to turn the expedition back.

"They reached Crete that afternoon in spite of the interference of the birds but that night were actively
attacked on the ground. The phenomenathat accompanied al other attacks were observed. The birds
used incendiary bombs of greet intengity. One machine was entirely destroyed with itsaviators. The
others, since their object was exploration, at once took to the air and returned.

"Any comments, gentlemen? No? Well, the next isthe report of the Dutch ship Corlaer, which
attempted to reach Japan. She was permitted to proceed to within afew miles of the idands and then
began to receive light-warningsin the sky such as Captain Entwhistle reports. Unfortunately they werein
Japanese characters and there was no one aboard who could read them.

"She put in a the port of Nagasaki and sent out alanding party. It never returned. As In the other
cases the ship was bombed at night and only made Sumatra with the greatest difficulty, one of the bombs
having fallen on the quarterdeck, wrecking the steering-gear and causing extensive interna damage.

"There are minor reportswith which | will not bother you. But the report of H.M.A.S. Melbourne
appears highly significant. She touched at several South American ports. In the cities she reports finding
dl lifeat astanddtill, athough at 1quique the landing part encountered some hill-Indians who had suffered
abluing of the blood smilar to ours and who proved distinctly unfriendly. They are reported as engaged
in looting the city and getting drunk on the contents of the bodegas.

"North of Callao she found no signs of life until she reached San Pedro Bay. There aman was
observed to be waving from the beach. The Melbourne put in and launched a boat. Beforeit reached
shore one of the birds made its appearance overhead and the man disappeared into the trees and was
not seen again.

"Shortly afterward, the Melbourne began to see the dodos constantly and at the region of San
Francisco she saw one of the light Sgnas. Thewording of it was DEPART AWAY FAREWELL
FOREVER.

Gloriagtirred and Sir George looked at her with mild eyes. "Nothing, Sr. | wasjust thinking that
these dodos are uncommonly poetica. They told usto fly from the accursed place.”

"Yes, yes. Naturaly the Melbourne, not anticipating any trouble as the result of arefusa to obey this
absurd command, did not heed the warning and steamed into the bay. Like the other ships she was



attacked at night. One of the bombsfell on the fire-control station and wrecked it, bringing down the
tripe mast and fusing the top of the conning tower.

"She got under way immediately and replied with all guns but before escaping number three turret
was struck by another bomb and dl the men in the turret were killed. The roof of the turret was drivenin
and even the breeches of the guns melted.

"That, | think, summarizes the reports we have. We have seen afew of the birds, mostly at a
distance, and they appear to have carried off severd individuas, especidly in Sumatra. | am afraid that is
al wecan offer.”

There was amoment's silence. "Well, what the materia in the bombsis| can't say,” said Ben, "but
they know dl about projecting it from gunsin the form of abeam. | told you about my experiencein
company with the aviator from the Brisbane?"

"The eggs Robertsfound too," said Gloria

"Ohyes, Dr. Beeville cantdll you about that."

"WHY, there's nothing much toit,” said the scientist. "One of our people found what appeared to be
anest of these birdsin abuilding. The nest was built of soft cloths and contained large eggs but when the
place was revisited the eggs had been removed.

"I may say that | have examined the remains of one rather badly mangled specimen. The brain-caseis

extraordinarily large—larger than | have ever seen in any anima —and they appear to be of a high order
of intdligence.

"On the other hand | should certainly put the use and control of such materid as these bombs contain
beyond their powers. And the fact that the nest was found in abuilding would indicate that the
headquartersin the Catskills were used by some other and higher intelligence, which was separate from
and perhapsin control of these birds.

"Moreover, they do not appear to wish to destroy us mechanica men but to carry us off. The
messages seen by the ships seem to indicate that the intelligence behind these birdsis capable of reading
and understanding English. | cannot conceive that the birds themsalves would be able to do this.

"Further, there isthe very strong evidence of the gun which fired on Mr. Ruby. In every case where
these birds have attacked man they have used bombs of this materia put up in portable form, athough
the gun would have been much more effective. It would have gone right through the Melbourne or the
Brisbane like ared-hot poker through a board.

"Fromthis| argue that the birds are directed rather than directing and that the directing intelligenceis
either too indolent or too contemptuous of usto attack man except through their agency. Findly | deduce
that we are dedling, with some powerful and as yet unknown form of life. What it isor how it reached the
earth | am not prepared to say."

"Wunnerful," said Gloriairreverently and asmile passed across the faces of the conferees.

"But what are the bombs made of and what makesthem tick?' asked Murray Lee

"That isaquestion to which | would very much like to know the answer," said Sir George, stroking
hiswhite beard. ""Perhaps Mr. Nesmith, our chemica member, will be good enough to give us something
on the point.”

"Not much," said Nesmith, alantern-jawed man with black hair. "We made achemica analyss of the
portions of the Melbourne which were struck by the bombs and al we can say isthat it gave amost
extraordinary result. These portions were originally made of Krupp armor sted as you know. Our
andysis showed the presence of along series of chemica dements, including even gold and thorium,
most of them in minute quantities. Titanium gppeared to be the leading congtituent after iron.”

"Then," said Sir George, "the situation appears to be this—we don't know what the dodos are or
what is behind them but they have possession of alarge part of the world to which they are disposed to
forbid us any access.

"They have powerful weapons and the intelligence to use them and they appear to be unfriendly. |
suggest that the judgment of this meeting be that the government take immediate measures of investigation

and, if necessary, of hodtility."



"Swdl," said Glorig, "only you didn't go haf far enough. Weve been there and you havent. Y ou want
to get the best guns you've got and go for them right away."

There was amurmur of gpproval. As Sir George rose to put the question to avote there came a
knock at the door. Heads were turned to greet ayyoung man who hurried to the president and whispered
something. Sir George turned to the meeting with astartled face.

"Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, "the dodos are bombing Canberra, the capitd of Audtrdia, and are
being engaged by the Roya Audtradian Air Force."

CHAPTER IX
THE OPENING OF THE CONFLICT

"I'm glad," said Gloriato Murray Lee asthey leaned against therail of the Steamer Paramatta in
their new American Army uniforms, "that they're going to attack thesethingsintheold U. S. I'd hate like
anything to think we last Americans were shoved out of our country by alot of chickens™

Murray glanced around him. In every direction thelong lines of the convoy stretched out, big liners
loaded to the funnelswith men, guns, tanks and ammunition. On the fringes of the troopships the deek
grey Sdes of the cruisers and destroyers that protected them were visible. Overhead there soared an
armada of fast planes—no mere observation machines or peaceful explorers like the South Africans but
fierce deadly fighting planes, rocket-powered, which could step dong at ten milesaminute and climb,
dive and maneuver better than a dodo.

He nodded. "Y ou said something, sister. Won't it be great to take awhack at them under the Stars
and Stripes. I'm glad they let usdo it even if there are only fourteen of us”

In the four months since the conference with the Australian Scientific Committee it had been amply
demonstrated to the three remaining governments of the world that there was not room for both man and
dodos on the same planet.

A carefully-worked out campaign had evidently been set in operation by whatever centra intelligence
led the four-winged birds with the object of wiping human life from the earth. The bombing of Canberra
was merely thefirst blow.

While Australiawas arming and organizing to meet the menace the second blow fell—on Surabaya,
the great metropolis of Java, which waswiped out in asingle night. At this evidence of the hogtile
intentions of the dodos, radio apparatus began to tap in Audirdia, in the Dutch colonies and in South
Africa. Old gunsforgotten sincethe last great war, were whedled out. Factories began to turn out fighting
planes and young men drilled in the parks.

When, latein November, aflock of twenty-five dodos was observed over north Austrdia, headed
for Sydney, the forces of the defense were on their guard. Long before the birds reached the town they
were met by a desperate battle over the desert, claw and beak and bomb against machine-gun. They
were shot down to the last bird. With that the attacks had suddenly ceased and the federated
governments, convinced that it was but the cam before a greater storm, had gathered their strength for a
trid of ams.

It was redlized that whatever lay behind this attempt to conquer dl that was | eft of the old earth must,
be in some way due to the coming of the great comet and must center somewhere in America, wherethe,
comet had struck. So for thefirst time the race of man began to learn what international cooperation
meant.

Delegates from the three surviving governments met in conference at Perth with Ben Ruby accorded
aplace as the representative of the United States. The decision of the conference was to mobilize every
man and weapon to attack the birdsin Americaand exterminate them there if possible. If unableto do
this, then to keep them so occupied at home that they would be unable to ddliver any counter-attack.

There was plenty of shipping to carry an army far larger than that the federated governments could
mobilize. The main weskness of the expedition lay in the lack of naval protection, for the great navies of
the world had perished when the northern hemi sphere passed under the influence of the comet.



It was sought to make up for this deficiency by avast cloud of airplanes, flying from the decks of
many merchant ships converted into carriers, though some of the new rocket-planes were powerful
enough to cruise around the world under their own power.

And s0, on thisMarch morning in 1957 the whole vast armadawas crossing the Atlantic toward the
United States. In view of the fact that the headquarters of the dodos seemed to be somewherein the
Catskillsit had been decided to land in New Jersey, form a base there and work northward.

In the preliminary training for the coming conflict the metal Americans had played an important part.
Their congtruction made them impossible as aviators, which they would have preferred. But quite early it
was discovered that they made ideal operatorsfor tanks. The oil fumes and the lack of air did not in the
least affect beings to whom breathing had become unimportant and the oil was actudly a benefit.

Asareault thelittle American army had been composed of fourteen tanks of specid type, fitted at the
direction of the military expertswith al the latest and best in scientific devices. They were given
extra-heavy armor, fitted in two thicknesses, with achamber between as protection againgt the
light-bombs, and each tank, built to be handled by a single operator, was provided with one heavy gun,
so arranged that it could be used againgt aerid attack.

A STIR of motion was visible at the head of the convoy. A destroyer dashed past the Paranwtta,
smoke pouring from her funnels, white bow-wave risng high a her bridge as she put on full speed. From
thearplane carrier just behind themin theline, one, two, threeflights of fighters swung off, circled a
moment to gain dtitude, then whirled off to the north and west.

"What isit?' asked Gloria

A sailor touched his cap. "Sighted adodo, | believe, miss," he said.

"Oh boy!" said Gloria "Here we go. What would you give to bein one of those planes?'

They craned their necks eagerly but nothing was visible except a few flecksin the sky that might be
dodos or might equally well be airplanes. Faint and faraway, arattle of machine-guns drifted down.
There was aflash of intense light like the reflection in afar-distant mirror and the machine-guns ceased. A
few moments|ater the airplanes came winging back to their mother ship. A sailor on her deck began to
swing hisarmsin the curious semaphore language of the sea.

"What happened?' asked Gloria of the man by their Sde.

"I'm trying to make out, miss, One dodo, he says, carrying a bomb—hit—by—machine-gun—oh!
The bomb went off in the dodo's claws and blew him all to pieces.”

The echo of acheer came across the water from the other ships. The first brush had gonein favor of
the race of man!

That night dodos announced their presence by afew bombs dropped tentatively among the ships.
They did no damage, being hurried and harried by the airmen, and by morning the dream-towers of
Atlantic City, flecked by the early morning sun, rose out of the west.

Far in the distance the aviators of the expedition had spied more of the birds but after the first day's
encounter with the airplanes they kept a hedthy distance, apparently contented to observe what they
could.

As ship after ship strung in toward the piers and discharged its cargo of men, guns and munitionsthe
birds became bolder, as though to inspect what was going on. But the Australian aviators attacked them
fiercely, driving them back at every attempt to pierce the agrid umbrela, and when night came on nearly
athird of the force had been landed and quartered in parts of the one-time pleasure city.

Covered by the darkness afew dodos came down to drop bombs that night. They met with poor
success. Ddlicate listening apparatus, intended origindly to pick up the sound of gpproaching enemy
arplanes had been one of thefirst things landed.

Thewhir of the birds wingswas plainly audible and before they had redlized that man had aweapon
to meet their night attacks haf adozen of them had been caught in the bursts of anti-aircraft guns and
more had been met and shot down by the night-patrolling airmen.

The next morning saw the unloading beginning anew while the emptied transports were taken around
into Delaware Bay. Fortunately the weather continued unusudly fine for late March, bright with sunshine,



giving the dodos no opportunity to attack behind the cover of clouds. There was just enough cold in the
ar to make the Audtrdians and South Africanslively though the Americans found the temperature caused
the oil to move duggishly intheir metdlicjoints.

At daybreak the whole American unit had been pushed out to the railroad line at Greenwood with
the advance guard of tanks. Finding no opposition they continued on to Farmington, where therewas an
airport that would serve for the leading squadrons of planes.

"Do you know," said Ben to Murray, "I wish those dodos would show alittle more pep. Fighting
them isno cinch. We're alittle ahead of the game now but it'slargely because they've let usadone and
haven't brought up any of those light-beam guns.”

"Maybe weve got ‘em on the run,” replied Murray. ™Y ou can't tell when anyone will develop ayelow
streak, you know."

"Y es, but we've seen enough of these babiesto know they haven't got ayellow stregk amillimeter
widein their whole make-up. Y et here they let us do just about aswe please. Makes me think they're
just laying for us and when they get us where they want us—zowie!™

"Mebbe so, mebbe s0," replied Murray. "Beeville ill thinksit isn't the birds at dl—that they've got a
big boss somewhere running the whole works and till we find out what's behind it we're fighting in the
dark. Wéll, they'll unload the rest of the army tomorrow and then welll get down to cases.”

THE country between Atlantic City and Philade phiaisflat with afew gentle devations, dotted with
small towns, farms and bits of woodland. In the cold spring morning of the next day, with rain portended,
the army of the federated governments pushed out dong the roads like a huge many-headed snake, tanks
and arplanesin the lead, steedy ranks of infantry and the big guns coming behind.

Back a Atlantic City al machine-shops and factories had been set in operation and wrecking crews
were adready clearing the railroads and mounting huge long-range guns on trucks, preparatory to covering
the advance. All along the route was bustle and hurry. Camp kitchens rumbled along, harassed officers
tore up and down the linesin their jegps and messengers rushed to and fro on popping motorcycles.

Out with the advance the American division of fourteen tanks rolled aong. The dodos seemed to
have completely disappeared, even the scouting aviators far ahead reporting no sign of them. Thearmy
was succeeding in establishing itsalf on American soil.

But around noon a stop signa flashed on the control boards of the tanks. They halted at the crest of
alittle rise and climbed out to ook around.

"What isit?" asked someone.

"Perhaps gentlemanly generd wishesto disport in surf,” suggested Y ashio, with hisflashing,
stedl-toothed smile, "and proceeding is retained without presence.”

"Perhaps,”" said Gloria. "But I'll bet adollar to ahandful of blue kangaroos that the dodos are getting
inther licks somewhere"

"Wdll, well soon know," said Murray Lee. "Here comes adispatch rider.”

The man on the motorcycle dashed up, sauted. "Genera Ruby?' he inquired and handed the
digpatch to Ben. Thelatter read it, then motioned the others about him.

"WEell, hereitis, folks" hesad, "Listen to this— Generd Grierson to Genera Ruby. Our flank guard
was heavily attacked at Atson thismorning. The Third Brigade of the Fourteenth Division has suffered
heavy casudties and has been forced back to Chew Road. We are bringing up heavy atillery. The
enemy appear to be using large numbers of light-ray guns. Advance guard isrecaled to Waterford in
support of our left flank." "

"Oh—oh," said somebody.

"l knew they'd start giving us hell sooner or later,” remarked Murray Lee as he climbed into histank.

At Waterford there was ordered confusion when they arrived. Just outside the town along line of
infantrymen were plying pick and shovel in the formation of asystem of trenches. Machine-gun unitswere
ingaling themsalvesin atone or brick buildings and constructing barricades around their wegpons. Line
after line of tanks had whedled into position under cover of woods or in the streets of the town,
lightweights out in front, fast cruiser-tanks behind them and the lumbering battle-tanks with their six-inch



guns farther back.

Artillery was everywhere, mostly in little pits over which the gunners were spreading green strips of
camouflage. Asthe American tanksrolled up abattery of eight-inch howitzers behind arailroad
embankment at the west end of the town was firing dowly and with an air of great solemnity a some
target in theinvigble distance, the angle of their muzzles showing that they were using extreme range.

A couple of airplanes hummed overhead. But of dead or wounded, of dodos or any other enemy
there was no sign. It might have been a parade-war, an elaborately redigtic imitation of the redl thing for
the movies. Guides directed the Americansto apost down the line toward Chew Road.

"What's the news?" asked Ben of an officer whose red tabs showed he belonged to the staff.

"They hit theright wing at Atson,” replied the officer. " Just what happened I'm not sure. Somebody
said they had alot of those light-ray guns and they just crumpled up our flank like that." He dapped his
hands together to show the degree of rumpling the right flank had endured. "We lost about fifteen
hundred men in fifteen minutes. Tanks, too. But | think we're stopping them now."

"Any dodos?' asked Ben.

"Just afew. The airplanes shot down aflock of seven just before the battle and after that they kept
away. What isit? Generd Witherington wants me? Oh, al right, I'll come. Excuse me, Sr," and the taff
officer was off.

MOST of the afternoon was spent in an interminable period of waiting and watching the laboring
infantry sink themsdlvesinto the ground. About four o'clock afine cold drizzle begantofdl. The
Americans sought the shelter of their tanks and about the same time their radiophones flashed the order
to move up toward the north and east, through a barren pasture with afew treesinit, to the crest of a
low hill.

It was dready nearly dusk. The tanks bumped unevenly over the stony ground, their driversfollowing
each other by the black silhouettesin the gloom. Off to the right a battery suddenly woke to a fever of
activity, then asrapidly became slent. Intheintervas of slence between the motor-soundsthe
Americans could catch thefaint rat-tat of machine-gunsin the heavens above. Evidently dodoswere
abroad in the gloom.

At the crest of the hill they could see acrossaflat valey in the direction of Chew Road. Something
seemed to be burning behind the next rise. A ruddy glarelit the clouds. Down the line guns began to
growl again and the earth trembled gently with the sound of an explosion somewherein the rear. Murray
Lee, Stting adone at the controls of histank, thought so thiswas war!

There were trees dong their ridge and, locking through the side peephole of histank, Murray could
make out the vague forms of aline of whippets among them, waiting like themselvesfor the order to
advance. We wondered what the enemy were like. Evidently not al dodos, since so many tanks had
been pushed up to the front. This argued aman or anima that ran aong the ground. The dodos seemed
to spend most of their timeintheair.

Hewasrecalled from his meditations by the ringing of the attention bell and the radiophone began to
speak rapidly.

"American tank divison—enemy tanks reported approaching. Detain them aslong as possible and
then retire. Y our tanks are not to be sacrificed. Radio your positions with reference to Clark Creek as
you retirefor guidance of artillery registering on enemy tanks. There—"

The voice broke off in mid-sentence. So the dodos had tanks! Murray Lee snapped in his controls
and glanced forward. Surely in the gloom aong that distant ridge there was a darker spot—next to the
house—something.

Suddenly, with aroar like athousand thunders, abolt of sheer light seemed to legp from the dark
shape on the opposite hill, sraight toward the trees where Murray had noticed the whippets. He saw one
of thetrees|eap into vivid flame from root to branch as the beam struck it—saw awhippet, sharply
outlined in the fierce glow, itsfront armor-plate caving. Then itsammunition blew up in ashower of
sparks and he was franticaly busy with his own controls and gun.



CHAPTER X
DESPAIR

ALL aong theline of the American tanks the guns flamed. Flame-streaked fountains of dirt leaped up
around the dark shape on the opposite hill and aburst of fire came from the farmhouse beside it asa
misdirected shdll struck it somewhere.

The beam from the unknown enemy snapped off suddenly asit had come on, leaving, like lightning,
an aching of the eyes behind it. Murray Lee sivung histank round, making for the reverse dope of the hill
to avoid the light-beam.

Crack! The beam came on again —right overhead thistime. It flashed through the treetops leaving a
trail of fire. He heard atorn branch bang on the roof of histank, manipulated the gun to fire a the square
of the beam and discovered that the magazine was empty.

As he bent to snap on the automatic shell-feeding device, asearchlight from somewhere lashed out
toward the black shape that opposed them, then went off. In the second's glimpse it afforded the enemy
appeared as a huge polished fish-shaped object, its mirror-like sides unscarred by the bombardment it
had passed through, its prow bearing along prehensile snout —apparently the source of the light-beam.

Suddenly ashdl screamed overhead and the whole scene legped into dazzling illumination asit burst
just between the enemy tanks and their own. It must be ashell from the dodos! The federated armies
had no shdllsthat dissolved into burning light like that. Then another and another, awhole chorus of
ghdlls faling in thevillage behind them.

Murray had a better ook at their opponent in the light. 1t seemed to lie flush with the ground. There
was no visble means of elther support or propulsion. It wasdl of twenty feet in diameter, widest near the
head, tapering backward. The questing snout swung to and fro, fixed its position and discharged another
of thoselightning-bolts.

Off to the right came the answering crash asit caved in the armor of another of the luckless whippets.
He aimed his gun carefully at the base of the snout and pulled the trigger. On the side of the monster there
appeared aflash of flame asthe shell exploded, then abright smear of metd—a direct hit and not the
dightest damage!

Ben Ruby's voice came through the radiophone, cool and masterful. "Pull out, folks, our gunsare no
good against that baby. I'm cutting off. Radio positions back to the heavy artillery. Put the railroad guns
on."

Murray glanced through the side peephole again. One, two, three, four, five—all the American tanks
seemed undamaged. The monster had confined its attention to the whippets, gpparently imagining they
were doing the shooting. He pulled histhrottle back, shot the speed up, rumbling down the hill, toward
thevillage.

As helooked back darkness had closed in. The brow of the hill, its rows of treestorn and broken by
the light-beam, stood between him and the enemy. Before him amid the flaring light of the enemy shells
was adtir of movement. The troops seemed to be pulling out also.

The tanks rumbled through the sireets of Waterford and came to a hat on a corner behind astone
church which held three machine-gun nests. Murray could see one of the gunners making some
adjustment by the light of a pocket torch and awave of pity for the brave man, whose weapon was as
useless asastick, swept over him.

A messenger dashed down the street, delivered his missive to someone, and out of the shadows a file
of infantry suddenly popped up and began to stream back, getting out of range. Then, surrounded by
burgs of artillery fire, illumined by the glare of half adozen searchlightsthet flickered restlesdy on and off,
the strange thing came over the brow of the hill.

It halted for amoment, its snout moving about uneasly asthough it were smdlling out theway. Asit
did so it was joined by a second. Neither of them seemed to bein the least disturbed by the shellsdl the
way from light artillery to Sx-inch that were bursting about them, filling the air with singing fragments. For
amoment they stood at ease.



Then the |eft-hand one, the one that had |ed the advance, pointed its snout at the village and
discharged one of itsflaming bolts. It struck squardly in the center of an old brick house, whose cdllar
had been turned into amachine-gun nest.

With aroar the building collapsed, abright flicker of flames springing out of the ruins. Asthough it
were asignd every machine-gun, every riflein the village opened fire on the impassive shapes at the crest
of the hill. The uproar wasterrific. Evenin hissted cage Murray could hardly hear himsdlf think.

THE shining monsters paid no more attention to it than to the rain. One of them did gently forward a
few yards, turned itstrunk toward the spouting trenches and in short bursts loosed five quick bolts. There
were as many spurts of flame, afew puffs of earth and the trenches became silent, save for one agonized
cry of "Firgt aid, for God's sake!"

Ben Ruby's voice came through the microphone. " Retreet everybody. Atlantic City if you can make
it

With agreat round fear gripping his heart Murray Lee threw in the clutch of his machine and headed
in the direction he remembered asthat of the main road through the town toward Atlantic City. The night
had become inky-black. The town wasin avalley and the shadow of trees and houses made the
darkness even more Stygian.

Only by an occasiona match or flashlight glare could the way be seen but such light asthere was
showed the road dreedy filled with fugitives. Some of them were helmetless, gunless, meninthe last
extremity of terror, running anywhere to escape from they knew not what.

But through the rout there plowed alittle company of infantry, reveded in ashellburst, keeping tight
ranks asthough at drill, officers a the head, not flying but retreating from alost battle with good heart and
confidence, reaedy to fight again the next day.

The dancing beam of asearchlight picked them out for amoment. Murray Leelooked at them and
the fear died within him. He dowed up his machine, ran it off the road and out to the left, where there
seemed to be a clearing that opened in the direction of the town. After all he could at least observethe
progress of the monsters and report on them.

He was astonished to find that he had come nearly a mile from the center of the disturbance. Down
therethe glittering mongters, dtill brightly illumined by searchlight and flare, ssemed to be standing ill
amid the outer houses of the town, perhgps examining the trench system the Austrdians had dug that
afternoon. The gunfire had ceased.

From time to time one of the things, perhaps annoyed at the pointlessness of what it saw, would
swing itstrunk around and discharge alight-bolt at house, barn or other object. The object promptly
caved in and, if it were wood, began to burn. A little train of blazing ruins marked the progress of the
shining giants and threw aweird red light over the scene.

Now that he could see them clearly Murray noted that they were dl of fifty or sixty feet long. Their
polished sides seemed one huge mirror, bright as glass, and a phosphorescent glow hung about their tails.
Along either sde was adender projection like the bilge-ked of a ship, terminating about three quarters of
the way aong, with asmall dot of the phosphorescence at itstip.

They seemed machines rather than animate objects. Murray wondered whether they were or,
remembering his own evolution into ametal man, whether they were actually meta creatures of some
unheard-of breed.

As he watched a battery out beyond the town that had somehow got left behind opened fire. He
could see the red flash-flash-flash of the guns as they spoke, hear the explosions of the shells asthey rent
the ground around the giants. One of them swung impassively toward the battery.

There werethree quick stabs of living flame, and the guns ceased firing. Murray Lee
shuddered—were dl men's resources, was al of man, to disgppear from the earth? All his high hopes
and aspirations, al the centuries of hitter struggle toward culture to be wiped out by these impervious
beasts?

Hewas recdled from his dream by the flash of light at his control board and a voice from the
radiophone”. . . to dl units," came the message. "Railroad Battery Fourteen about to fire on enemy tanks



in Waterford. Request observation for corrections. . . . General Stanhopeto al units. Railroad Battery
Fourteen, twelve-inch guns, about to fire on enemy tanksin Waterford. Request observation for
correction. .. ."

"Lieutenant Lee, American Tank Corps, to Genera Stanhope,” he caled into the phone. " Go ahead
with Railroad Battery Fourteen. Am observing fire from east of town."

EVEN before he had finished speaking there was adull rumblein the air and atremendous heave of
earth behind and to one side of the shining enemy not two hundred yards away.

"Lieutenant Leeto Railroad Battery Fourteen,” he called delightedly. "Two hundred yards over, ten
yardsright."

Berrroum! Another of the twelve-inch shellsfell somewhere ahead of the giantsin the village.

AsMurray shouted the correction one of the metal creatures lifted its snout toward the source of the
explosion curioudy and, asif it had not quite understood its meaning, fired alight-beam at it. Another
shell fel, just to one side. A wild hope surging in him, he called the corrections—these were heavier guns
than any that had yet taken ahand.

"Lieutenant Lee, American Tank Corps, to Railroad Battery Fourteen—suggest you use
armor-piercing shell. Enemy tanks appear to be armored,” he called and had the comforting reply.

"Check, Lieutenant Lee. We are using armor-piercers.”

Sam! Another of the twelve-inch shells struck, not ten yards behind the enemy. The ground around
them rocked. One of them turned as though to examine the burst, the other lifted its snout skyward and
released along, thin beam of bluelight, not in the least like the light-ray. It did not seem to occur to either
of them that these shells might be dangerous. They seemed merely interested.

And then—the breathless watchers in the thickets around the doomed town saw ahuge red
explosion, agreeat flower of flame that leaped to the heavens, covered with acloud of thick smoke, pink
inthelight of the burning houses.

Asit cleared away therelay one of the monsters on its side, gaping and rent, the mirrored surface
scarred, the phosphorescent glow extinguished, the prehensle snout drooping lifelesdy. Murray Lee was
conscious of whooping wildly, of dancing out of histank and joining someone else in an embrace of
ddight. They were not invincible then. They could be hurt—killed!

"Hooray !" hecried. "Hooray !"

"That and twelve times over," said his companion.

That phrase struck him asfamiliar. For thefirst time helooked at hisfellow celebrant. It was Gloria

"Why, where in the world did you come from?" he asked.

"Where did you? I've been here dl the time, ever since Ben ordered us home. Didn't think 1'd run out
on dl thefun, did you? Arethose things dive?"

"How do | know? They look it but you never can tell with al the junk that comet |eft around the
earth. They might be just some new kind of tank full of dodos."

"Y eh, but—" The buzzing roar of one of the light-rays crashing into aclump of trees not a hundred
yards away recaled them to themselves. Glorialooked up, sartled. The other monster was moving
dowly forward, systematically searching the hillsde with its weagpon.

"Say, 0n," shesad, "I think it'stime to go away from here. See you at high mass."

But the conference at Headquartersin Hammonton that night was anything but cheerful. "It comesto
thisthen,” said Generd Grierson, the commander-in-chief of the expedition. "We have nothing that is
effective againgt these dodo tanks but the twelve-inch railroad artillery, using armor-piercing shell and
securing adirect hit.

"Our infantry isworse than usdless. The tanks are usdess. The artillery cannot get through the armor
of thesethings dthough it damages the enemy artillery in the back aress."

Ben Ruby rubbed ameta chin. "Well, that isn't quite all, sir. One of the American tankswas hit and
came through—damaged, I'll admit. Thelightning or light-ray these dodos threw, penetrated the outer
skin but not the inner. We could build more tanks of thistype."



GENERAL GRIERSON drummed on the table. " And arm them with what? Y ou couldn't mount a
twelve-inch guninatank if you wanted to and we haven't any twelve-inch gunsto spare.”

One of the staff men looked up. "Has airplane bombing been tried on these—things. It seemsto me
that a one or two-thousand-pound bomb would be as effective as atwelve-inch shell.”

"That wastried this afternoon,” said the head of the air service with an expression of pain. "The one
hundred and thirty-eighth bombing squadron attacked a group of these tanks. Unfortunately the tanks
kept within range of their light-ray artillery and the entire squadron was shot down.”

"Mmm," said the staff man. "Let's add up the information we have secured so far and see where it
leads. Firgt they have agun which shootsaray that is effective either al along itslength or when put upin
packages likeashell and israther like a balt alightning in its effect. Any deductionsfrom that?"

"Might be dectricd,” said someone.

"Also might not," countered Walter Beeville. "Remember the Melbourne's turret. No electrica
discharge would produce chemica changeslikethat in Krupp sted.”

"Second,” said the officer, "they gppear to have three main types of fighting machines or individuals.
Firg there are the dodos themselves. We know all about them and our airplanes can beat them—good.

"Second istheir artillery—alarge type that throws abeam of this emanation and asmaller type which
throwsit in theform of shells. Third, are these—tanks, which may themselves be theindividudswe are
fighting.

"They are capable of projecting these discharges for ashort distance —something over four thousand
yards—and apparently do not have the power of projecting it in a prolonged beam like their artillery.
They are about fifty feet long, fish-shaped, heavily armored and have some unknown method of
propulsion. Check meif. I'mwrong & any point.”

"The projection of these lightning-rays would seem to indicate they are machines,” offered Generd
Grierson hopefully.

"Not onyour life," said Beeville. "Think of theelectriced.”

"Asl wassaying," sad the staff man, "our chief defect seemsalack of information and—"

Generd Grierson brought hisfist down on thetable. "Gentlemen!" he said. "Thisdiscussonisleading
usnowhere. It'sdl very well to argue about the possibilities of man or machinein time of peace and at
home but we are facing one of the greatest dangers the earth has ever experienced and must take
immediate messures.

"Unless someone has something more fruitful to develop than this conference has provided thusfar |
shall be forced to order the re-embarkation of what remains of the army and sail for home. My duty isto
the citizens of the federated governments and | cannot usdesdy sacrifice more lives. Our supply of
railroad artillery is utterly inadequate to withstand the numbers of our adversaries. Has anyone anything to
offer?'

There was a slence around the conference table, a sillence pregnant with aheavy sense of defeat, for
no one of them but could see the Generd wasright.

But at the moment there came atap at the door. "Come,” called Genera Grierson. An gpologetic
under-officer entered. "I beg your pardon, sir, but one of theiron Americansis here and insststhat he
has something of vital importance to the Genera. He will not go away without seeing you."

"All right. Bring himin," he ordered.

There stepped into the room another of the mechanica Americans, aman neither Ben Ruby nor
Beeville had ever seen before. A stiff wire brush of moustache stood out over his mouth. He wore no
clothes but akind of loin-cloth made apparently of asheet. The metal plates of his powerful body
glittered in the lamplight as he stepped forward. "Generd Grierson?' he inquired, looking inquiringly from
onefaceto another.

"l am Generd Grierson.”

"I'm Lieutenant Herbert Sherman of the U. S. Army Air Force. | have just escaped from the Lassans
and cameto offer you my services. | imagine your technical men might wish to know how they operate
their machines and what would be effective againgt them and | think | can tdll you.”



CHAPTER XI
CAPTURE

HERBERT SHERMAN had wakened with avague sense of something wrong and lay back in his
seet for amoment, trying to remember. Everything seemed going quietly, the machine running with
subdued efficiency. It cameto him with a jerk—he could not hear the motor.

With the subconscious concentration of the flying man on his ship he glanced at the instrument board
firgt and, taking in the astonishing information that both the altimeter and the air-speed meter registered
zero, helooked over the sde. Hisvison met the familiar dentilated line of the buildings surrounding the
Jackson Heights airport with atree plastered greenly against one of them. Queer.

His sense of memory began to return. There was the night-mail flight from Cleveland, the spot of light
ahead that grew larger and larger like the most enormous of shooting stars, the sensation of deepiness.
He remembered setting the controlsto ride out the short remainder of the journey with the automatic pilot
on the Jackson Heights radio beam, since he was clearly not going to make Montauk. But what came
after that?

Then another oddity struck his attention. He recdled very clearly that he had been flying over the
white landscape of winter—but now therewas atreein full leaf. Something was wrong. He clambered
hadtily from the cockpit.

As he swung himsdlf over the side his eye caught the glint of an unfamiliar highlight on the back of his
hand and with the same stupefaction that Murray Lee was contemplating the same phenomenon severa
miles away he perceived that, instead of aflesh-and-blood member, he had somehow acquired an iron
hand. The other was the same—and the arm—and the section of ssomach which presently appeared
when he toreloose his shirt to look at it.

The various possihilities that might account for it raced through his mind, each foundering on some
fundamentd difficulty. Practicd joke— imagination — insanity —what e s2? Obvioudy sometime had
elapsed. But how about the ground staff of the airport? He shouted. No answer.

Muittering to himsdlf he trudged acrosstheflying field, noting that it was grown up with daises and far
from newly rolled, to the hangars. He pounded &t the door, then tried it. It was unlocked. Inside someone
sat tilted back in achair againgt the wall, acap pulled over hisface. Sherman walked over to the deeper,
favoring him with avigorous shake and the word, "Hey!"

To hissurprise the stranger tilted sharply over to one side and went to the floor with abang,
remaining in the position he had assumed. Sherman, the thought of murder jumping in his head, bent over,
tugging a the cap. The man was metdlic ashimsdf but with adifference—hewas solid Satue cast in
what seemed to be bronze,

"For Heaven's sake!" said Herbert Sherman to himsdlf and the world at large.

There seemed to be nothing in particular he could do about it. The man, if he had ever been aman,
and was not part of some eaborate scheme of flummery fixed up for his benefit, was beyond human aid.
However there was oneway in which al difficulties could be solved. The sun was high and the town lay
outsde the door.

He spent agood dedl of the day wandering about Jackson Heights, contempl ating such specimens of
humanity asremained in the streets, fixed in the various ungraceful and unattractive attitudes of life. He
hed aways been a solitary and philosophical soul and he felt neither loneliness nor overwheming curiosity
asto the nature of the catastrophe which had stopped the whedls of civilization.

He preferred to meditate on the vanity of human affairs and to enjoy a sense of triumph over the
ordinary run of bustling mortalswho had dways somewhat irritated him. In justice to Herbert Sherman it
should be remarked that he felt no trepidation asto the outcome of this celestid joke on the inhabitants of
the world. Besides being an aviator he was a competent mechanic.

He proved the ease with which he could control his new physique by sitting down in arestaurant next
to the bronze mode of adeepy cat, removing one shoe and sock and proceeding to take out and then
replace the cunningly concealed finger-nut which held hisanklein position, marveing a how any chemica



or other change could have produced athreaded bolt as an integral part of the human anatomy.

TOWARD evening, he returned to the flying field and examined his machine. One wing showed the
effect of weathering but it was an al-metal Roamer of the latest modd and had withstood the ordeal well.
The gasoline gauge showed an empty tank but it was no great task to get more from the big underground
tanks at thefied. Qil lines and radiators seemed al tight and when he swung the propeller the motor
purred for him like acat.

With akind of secret satisfaction gurgling within him Herbert Sherman taxied acrossthe fidd, put the
machineinto aclimb and went forth to have alook at New Y ork.

He thought he could see smoke over central Manhattan and swung the Roamer in that direction. The
disturbance seemed to be located at the old Metropolitan Opera House which, as he approached it,
seemed to have been burning but had nom sunk to a pile of glowing embers. Thefire argued human
presence of some kind. He took more height and looked down. Times Square held agood many
diminutive dots but they didn't seem to be moving.

He swung over to examine the downtown digtrict. All quiet. When he returned he saw acar dodging
across Forty-second Street and redlizing that he could find human companionship whenever he needed it,
which hedid not at present, he returned to the flying field.

At thispoint it occurred to him to be hungry. Reasoning the matter out in the light of his mechanical
experience he drank apint or more of lubricating oil and searched for aplace to spend the night.

Not being deepy he raided a drug store where books were sold, took as much of its stock as he
could use. Arranging one of theflares at thefield in aposition convenient for reading he settled down for
the night. In the course of it he twice tried smoking and found that his new makeup had ruined histaste
for tobacco.

With thefirst streaks of day he was afoot again, going over the Roamer with afine-toothed comb
since he had no mechanic to do it for him, tuning her up for along flight. He had no definite purposein
mind beyond alook around the country. Wasit dl likethisor only New Y ork?

Newark attracted his attention first. He noted there were ships at most of the piersin theriver, that
none of them bore signs of life. Neither had the streets on the Jersey side of the river any occupants other
than those who were obvioudy il forever.

Asheflew dong toward the Newark airport a shadow fell athwart the wing and he looked up.

A big bird was soaring pagt, flying above and fully asfast asthe plane. In his quick glance Sherman
caught something unfamiliar about itsflight and leaned over to sngp on the mechanica pilot while he had
another look.

Thebird, if bird it was, was certainly aqueer specimen. It seemed to have two sets of wings and was
using them asthough it were an airplane, the fore pair outstretched and rigid, the hind wings vibrating
rapidly. As he gazed at the bird it drew ahead of the plane, gave afew quick flipsto itsfore-wingsand
banked around to pick him up again.

It was coming closer and regarding him with an uncommonly intelligent and by no meansfriendly eye.
Sherman swung hisarm at it and gave a shout—to which the bird paid not the dightest attention. Newark
was running away under him.

Reuctantly, he resumed control of the stick, put the plane into a glide and made for the airport. It
occurred to him that thiswould be an awkward customer if it chose to attack him and he meditated on
the posshbility of finding agun in Newark.

The field was bumpy but he taxied to a stop and climbed out to look over the silent hangars before
one of which alittle sports plane stood dejectedly, a piece of torn wing flapping in the breeze. Asthe
Roamer cameto rest he looked back at the bird. It was soaring away up in aclose spira, emitting a
series of screams. Sherman determined to find agun without delay.

Newark was like Jackson Heights—same stony immobility of inhabitants, same sense of life stopped
at full tide in the streets. He prowled around till he found a hardware store and possessed himself of afine
.50-50 express rifle with an adequate supply of cartridges aswell asarevolver, added to it a collection
of small tools, stopped in at alibrary to get asupply of reading matter more to histaste than that the drug



store could provide.

As hetook off again two specksin the sky far to the north represented, he decided, additiond
specimens of the peculiar bird life that had spread abroad since the change. How long it had been he had
no idea.

He decided on aflight northwest, following the line of the mail route. There was a chance that the
whole country might not be engulfed by his meta plague, though the near absence of lifein New Y ork
was not encouraging.

Port Jerviswas hisfirst control point but Sherman was fond enough of the green wooded dopes of
the Catskillsto run alittle north of his course, bumpy though the air was over the mountains. He set the
auto-matic pilot and leaned back in his seat to enjoy the view.

Just north of Centra Valley some- thing seemed different about the hillside. A new scar had
appeared adong its edge. He turned to examineit, swooping as he did so and in aquick glance from the
fast-moving airplane saw that the great forest trees, maples and oaks, were dl down, twisted, barren,
leafless, dong alinethat ran right up the valley and acrossthe hill asthough they had been harrowed by
some gigantic orm. Theline was singularly definite. There were no half-broken trees.

He swooped for another look and at that moment was conscious of the beat of swift wingsand
above theroar of the motor heard the scream of one of the strange four-winged birds.

Haf-unconscioudy he put the Roamer into asteep climb and kicked the rudder to one Sde, just as
the bird flew past him on whistling pinions, like an eagle that has missed its plunge, and recovered to rise
again in pursuit. Sherman flattened out, and without paying any attention to direction, sngpped in the
automatic pilot and reached for hisgun.

As he bent there came a sharp crack from above and behind him and another scream right overheed.
Helooked over his shoulder to see a second bird clutching at the edge of the cockpit with one giant
claw, itsforewings fluttering rapidly in the effort to keep its balance in the propeller's dipstream. With the
other claw it grabbed and grabbed for him.

SHERMAN flattened himsalf against the bottom of the cockpit and fired up and back,
once—twice—three times. The plane rocked. The bird let go with a shrill scream, aspurt of blood
showing on its chest festhers and as Sherman straightened up he saw it whirling down, wings besting
wildly, usdesdy, the red spot spreading.

But he had no time for more than aglance. The other bird was whirling up to the attack beneath him,
ydling as though it were shouting a battle-cry. The pistol, half-empty, might too easily miss.

Sherman sought the rifle and at that moment felt the impact of a swift blow on the floor of the plane.
The bird understood that he had wegpons and was attacking him from benegath to avoid them! The
thought that it wasintelligent flashed through his mind with ashock of surprise as heleaned over the side,
trying to get ashot at hisenemy.

Beneath the plane he caught amomentary glimpse of the ground again, torn and tortured, and in the
center of the devastation the ruins of afarmhouse, itsroof canting crazily over apulled-out wall.

The bird dodged back and forth, picking now and then at the bottom of the plane with its armored
besk. Heleaned further trying to get in ashot and drew achorus of yellsfrom the bird but no more
definiteresult. Bang! Again. Miss. Out of thetail of hiseye he saw theline of green legp into being again.
Hap, flap went the wings beneath him.

Suddenly from below and behind him there rose a degp humming roar, low pitched and musical.
Abruptly the screaming of the bird ceased.

It dropped suddenly away, its fore-wings folded, the rear wings spread glider-like asit floated to the
ground.

Heturned to look in the direction of the sound and as he turned a great glare of light sorang forth
from somewhere behind, striking him full in the eyeswith blinding force. At the same moment something
pushed the Roamer forward and down, down, down.

He could fed the plane give beneath him but in the blind haze of light his fumbling fingers could not
find the stick. As he fell awave of burning heat struck his back and the sound of amighty torrent reached



his ears. There was a crash and everything went out in a confusion of light, heat and sound.

* * % % %

When he recovered consciousness the firgt thing he saw was ablue dome, stretched so far above his
head that it might have been the sky save for the fact that the light it gave had neither glare nor shadow.
He puzzled idly over thisfor amoment, then tried to turn his head. It would not move.

"That's queer,” thought Herbert Sherman and attempted to lift an arm. The hands responded reedily
enough but the arms were immovable. With an effort hetried to lift his body and discovered that he was
held tightly by someforce he could not fedl.

Herbert Sherman was a patient man but not ameek one. He opened his mouth and yelled—a good
loud yedll with ahard sivearword at the end of it. Then he stood till for amoment, listening. Therewasa
sound that might be interpreted as the patter of feet somewhere but no one came near him. So heyelled
agan, louder if possible.

Thistime results accrued with arapidity that was dmost startling. A vivid bluish light struck himinthe
face, making him blink, then was turned off and he heard a clash of gears and ahum that might be that of
amotor.

A moment later he fdt himsdlf lifted, whirled around, dropped with aplunk and the blue dome
overhead began to flow past at rapidly mounting speed to be blotted out in agrey dimness. He perceived
he was being carried down some kind of a passage whose ceiling consisted of dark stone. A motor
whirred rapidly.

The stone ceiling vanished; another blue dome, lesslofty, took its place. The object on which he was
being carried stopped with amechanica click and he was lifted, whirled around again and deposited on
some surface. Out of the corner of hiseye he caught aglimpse of something round, of ashining black
coloring, with pinkish highlights, like the head of some enormous beast. He wiggled hisfingersin angry
and futile effort.

He was flopped over on hisface and found himself looking straight down at agrey masswhich from
itsfeel on nose and chin, appeared to be rubber.

Heydled again with rage and vexation and in reply received atap over the head with what felt like a
rubber hose. He fdt extraordinarily helpless. And asthe redlization came that he was helpless, without
any control of what was going on, herelaxed. After dl, there was no use. Some kind of examination was
in progress. There was the sound of soft-treading feet behind him.

AFTER adight pause he was bathed in ared light of such intengity asto press upon him with
physica solidity. He closed hiseyes againgt it and ashe did so fdt aterrible pain in theregion of his
spine. Wasit death?

He gripped metallic teeth together firmly in an effort to fight the pain without yelling— (perhgpsthis
was ddliberate torture and he would not give them the satisfaction)—and dully, amid the throbbing pain,
Sherman heard aclatter of metd instruments. Then the pain ceased, the light went off and something was
clamped violently about his head.

A minute more and he had been flipped over on his back. With the same whirring of motors that had
attended hisarrival he was carried back through the passage and into the hall of the blue dome. He was
gill held firmly but now there was a difference. He could wiggle in hisbonds.

With aclicking of machinery he wastilted up on the plane that held him. A hole yawned before his
feet and he did rapidly down a smooth incline, through a belt of darkness to drop in a heap on something
soft. Thetrapdoor clicked with findity behind him.

HE FOUND himsdlf, unbound, on afloor of rubberlike texture and on rising to look around,
percieved the he wasin acell with no visible exit, whose wallswere formed by a heavy criss-cross
grating of some red metd.

It was alittle more than ten feet square. In the center a seet with curving outlines rose from thefloor,



gpparently made of the same rubbery materid asthefloor itsdlf.

A metdlic track ended just in front of the seet.

Following back his eyes caught the outlines of akind of lectern, now pushed againgt awall of the cell,
with spaces below the reading flat and handles attached. Againgt the back wall of the cell sood asimilar
device, but larger and without any meta track. Beside it two handles dangled from the wall on cords of
flexiblewire.

Thiswasdl hisbrief glance told him about the confines of his new home. Looking beyond it he saw
that hewasin one of arow of smilar cells, stretching back in both directions. In front of the row of cells
was acorridor along which ran a brightly-burnished meta track and thiswas lined by another row of
cdlsonthefarther sde.

The cdl at Sherman'sright was empty but he observed that the one on the | eft had a tenant—ametal
man, like himself in dl respects and yet—somehow unlike. He stepped over to the grating that separated
them.

"What isthis place, anyway?' heinquired.

His neighbor, who had been gtting in the rubber chair, turned toward him around and foolish face
with along naked upper lip and burst into a flood of conversation of which Sherman could not
understand one word.

He held up hishand. "Wait aminute, partner,” he said. "Go dow. | don't get you."

The expression on the fellow's face changed to one of wonderment. He made another effort at
conversation, accompanying it with gestures. "Wait," said the aviator. " Sorechen Se Deutsch?
Francais? Habla Espanol? No? Dammit what doesthe guy talk. | don't know any Italian—Spaghetti,
macaroni, lasagnal”

No use. The metd face remained blankly uninspired. Well, thereis onething men of dl raceshavein
common. Sherman went through the motions of drawing from his pocket a phantom cigarette, gpplying to
it an imaginary match-and blowing the smokeintheair.

It isimpossible for aman whose forehead is composed of a series of laterad metd bandsto frown. If
it were the other would have done s0. Then comprehension appeared to dawn on him. He stepped
acrossto hislectern and with his toes pulled the bottom dlide open, extracted from it around rubber
container and, reaching through the bars, handed it to Sherman.

The aviator understood the difference that had puzzled him in the beginning.

Instead of the graceful back-sweeping curve that setsa man's head vertica with hisbody, this
individua had the round-curve neck and low-hung head of the ape.

CHAPTER Xl
THE POISONED PARADISE

TO HIDE his surprise Sherman bent his head to examine the object the gpe-man had handed him. It
was about the Size of abasebal with little holesin it. Heinserted a finger in one of the holesand astream
of oil squirted out and struck himinthe eye.

His neighbor gave acry of annoyance a his clumsiness and reached through the bars to have the bdll
returned, As he recaeived it there came sudden flickerings of lights ong the hail from somewhere high up,
likethetrails of blue and green rockets. The mechanical ape-man dropped the oil-ball and dashed to the
front of hiscell.

Sherman saw avehicle proceeding down the line of cells—akind of truck that rode on the track of
the corridor and was so wide it just missed the gratings. It had along series of doorsinitssdesand asit
came opposite an occupied cell it stopped. Something happened. The bars of the cell opened inward and
the inmate emerged to step into a compartment which at once closed behind him.

When it stopped at the ape-man'’s cage Sherman watched the procedure closdly. A littlearm
appeared from beneath the door of the compartment and did something to one of the lower bars of the
cdl. But thetruck passed Sherman by, moving silently aong to other cells beyond him.



He turned to examine the room more closdly and as he did so saw that a second truck was following
thefirst. Thisone, with an exactly reversed procedure, was returning robots to their cels. It dropped an
inmatein the cdll at his right— (another gpe-man)—and trundled aong down the line. But asit reached
the end of the corridor it turned back and, running aong till it cameto his cdll, stopped, flung out the
meta arm and opened the barsin invitation.

Sherman had no thought of disobeying. Aslong ashewasin this queerest of al possibleworlds, he
thought, he might aswell keep to the rules. But he was curious about the joint of the cage and how it
unlocked and he paused a moment to examineit.

The machine before him buzzed impatiently. He lingered. There came a sudden clang of metal from
ingdethe car, avivid beam of blue light called his attention, and looking up, he saw theword EXIT
printed in letters of fire at the top of the compartment.

With asmile he stepped in. A soft light was turned on and he found himself in atiny cubbyhole with
just room for the single seet it provided and on which he seated himsdlf. There was no window.

The machine carried him aong smoothly for perhaps five minutes, stopped and the door opened
before him. He issued into another blue-domed hall—asmall one thistime, containing arubber seet like
that in hiscell but with an extended arm on which rested a complex apparatus of somekind. The sesat
faced awhite screen like those in movie theaters.

He seated himsalf and at once a series of words appeared in dark green on the screen. Dominance
was not complete, it read. Communication? Then below, in smaller type, asthough it were the body of
anewspaper column. Lassans service man. Flier writing information through communication
excellent. Dinner, bed, book. No smoking. Yours very truly.

As he gazed in astonishment at this cryptic collection of words it was erased and its place was taken
by a picture which he recognized as alikeness of himsdlf in his present metalic state. A talking picture,
which made afew remarksin the same incomprehensible gibberish the gpe-man had used, then sat down
inachair like that in which he now rested and proceeded to write on the widespread arm with a stylus
which was attached to it. The screen went blank. Evidently he was supposed to communicate something
by writing.

The styluswasameta pencil and the materid of the arm, though not apparently metallic, must be, he
argued from the fact that it seemed to have e ectric connections attached. As he examined it, the blue
lightsflickered a him impetiently. The white knight, hewrotein afit of impish perversity, is climbing up
the poker. Ingtantly the words flashed on the screen.

Pause. ISCLIMBING declared the screen, in capitas. Then below it appeared afairly creditable
picture of aknight in armor followed by anot very creditable picture of apoker. Sherman began to
comprehend. Whoever it was behind this business had managed a correspondence course of asort in
English but had failed to learn the verbs and he was being asked to explain.

For answer he produced a crude drawing of amonkey climbing a stick and demonstrated the action
by getting up and going through the motions of climbing. Immediately the screen flashed a picture of the
knight in armor ascending the poker by the same means.

But it had hardly appeared before it was wiped out to be replaced by aflickering of bluelightsand
an angry buzz. Hisinterlocutor had seen the absurdity of the sentence and was demanding amore serious
approach to the problem. For answer Sherman wrote, Where am | and who are you?

A LONGER pause. Dominance not complete, said the screen. Then camethe picture of thefirst
page of achild's ABC book with, A was an Archer who shot at a frog, below the usud childish
picture. Then came the word think. With the best will in the world Sherman was puzzled to illustrate this
idea but by tapping hisforehead and drawing a crude diagram of the brain as he remembered it from
books, he managed to give some satisfaction.

The process went on for three or four hours as nearly as Sherman could judge the time, ending with a
flash of theword Exit in red from the screen and adimming of the blue-dome light. He turned toward the
door and found the car that had brought him, ready for the return journey.

Asit rumbled back to his cell he ruminated on the fact that none of the men, or whatever they were
behind this place had yet made themsdaves visible. It wasincredible that beings of the type of the metdlic



ape-man who occupied the next cdl to his should have intelligence enough to operate such obvioudy
highly-developed machinery.

But what next? He pondered the, question asthe car deposited himin his cell. Obvioudy hewas
being kept aprisoner. He didnt like it, however comfortable the imprisonment.

Thefirgt thing that suggested itsalf was acloser ingpection of hiscell. The lectern yielded an cil-ball
like that the gpe-man had given him and another smilar device containing grease. There were various
tools of uncertain purpose and in the last drawer he examined acomplete duplicate set of wrist and finger
joints.

The larger cupboard had deep drawers, mostly empty, though one of them contained a number of
books, apparently selected at random from agood-sized library—Mystery of Oldmixon Hall, Report
of the Smithsonian Institution, 1903, The Poems of Jerusha G. White—a depressing collection.

This seemed to exhaust the possibilities of the cell and Sherman looked about for further amusement.
His ape neighbor had pressed himsdlf closeto the bars on that Sde, indicating hisinterest in what
Sherman was doing by chuckling bubbles of amusement.

Further down the line one of the ape-men was holding the pair of handlesthat projected from the
wall beside his cabinet. Sherman grasped his aso. There was a pleasant little eectric shock and in the
center of thewall before him a dide moved back to disclose acircle of melting light that changed color
and formin pleasng variations.

The sensation was enormoudy invigorating and it struck the aviator with surprise that this must be the
way these crestures—"These creatures!* he thought, "'I'm one of them"—the way these creatures
acquired nourishment. The thought gave him an ingpiration.

"Hey!" hecdledina voiceloud enough to carry throughout the room. "Isthere anyone here that can
understand what I'm saying?"'

Therewasaclank of metal asfacesturned in hisdirection al down theline of cages.

"Yes, | guessso," called avoice from about thirty feet away. "What do you want to say?"

Sherman felt an overwheming sense of relief. He would not have bdieved it, possible to be so
delighted with a human voice. "Whao's got us here and why are they keeping us here?" he shouted back.

A moment'ssilence. Then: "Near's| can make out it's a passel of el ephants and they've got us hereto
work."

"What?" Sherman shouted back, not sure he had heard aright.

"Work!" came the answer. "Make you punch the holes on these goddam light machines. It wears
your fingers off and you have to screw new onesin a night.”

"No, | mean about the € ephants.”

"That'swhat | saild—eephants. They wear pants and they're right smart too."

Insoluble mystery. "Who are you?' cdled the aviator.

"Médlen, Harve Mélen. | had afarm right here where they set up this opry house of theirs.”

Along the edge of Sherman's cell ablue light began to blink. He had an uncomfortable sensation of
being watched. "Isthere any way of getting out of here?" he shouted to his unseen auditor.

"Sssh," answered the other. "Them blue lights mean they want you to shut up. You'll get apastein
the eye with the ydler lightsif you don't."

So that wasit! They were being held as the servants—d aves—of some unseen and powerful and
very watchful inteligence. Asfor "dephantswith pants' they might resemble that and they might not. It
was entirely possible that the phrase represented merely a picturesque bit of metaphor on the part of the
farmer.

It must be an actud invasion of the earth, asin H. G. Wells War of the Worlds, a book he had read
in hisyouth. The comet could have been no comet then and—yet the whole thing—this transformation of
himsdf into ameta machine, the crash of the Roamer and his subsequent bath in the painful red light. It
was dl too fantastic. Then he remembered that one does not fed pain in dreams.

They were giving him books, food —if thisdectrica thing was indeed the food his new body
required—Iittle to do. Keeping him aprisoner in akind of poisoned paradise.

At dl eventsthe locks on these bars should offer no greet difficulty to acompetent mechanic. He set



himself to afurther examination of thetoolsin the lectern.

The main difficulty in the way of any plan of escapelay in hiscompletelack of both information and
the means of obtaining it. The mechanical ape-men were hopeless. They merely babbled incoherent
gyllables and seemed incapable of fixing their attention on any object for aslong as five minutes. Asfor
the New Y ork farmer his cage was so far away that the conversation could be carried on only in shouts
and every shout brought awarning flicker of bluelights.

ON THE second day, out of curiosity, Sherman kept up the conversation after the blue lights went
on. A vivid stream of ydlow light promptly issued from one corner of the cage, striking him full inthe
eyes. Apparently it was accompanied by somekind of aforce-ray for he found himsaf stretched flat on
the floor. After that he did not repesat the experiment.

The next question wasthat of the lock on the cell-bars. The closest ingpection he could give did not
reved thejoints—they were extraordinarily well fitted. On the other hand he remembered that the arm of
the truck had reached under one of the lower bars. Lying flat on hisback Sherman pulled himsdlf along
from bar to bar, ingpecting each in turn.

About midway along the front of the cell, he perceived atiny orificein the base of one ba—amere
pinhole. Marveling at the delicacy of the adjustment which could use so tiny ahole asalock he sat down
to congder the problem. He was completely naked and had nothing but the objects that had been placed
inthecdl by hisjallers.

Among the assortment of toolsin his bureau was a curve-bladed knife with the handle set paralle to
the blade as though it were meant for chopping. Forming the wall of the same drawer wasa strip of a
materid like emery cloth. After some experimenting he found afinger-hole which, when squeezed,
caused this emery-cloth to revolve, giving asatisfactory abrasive.

Thus armed with atool and a means of keeping an edge on it, he took one of the metal bands from
the drawer that contained the duplicate set of hands and set to work.

Producing aneedle that would penetrate the hole in the barstook al of three days work though he
had no means of marking the time accurately. The metal band was pliable, light and, for dl its pliability
and lightness, incredibly hard. Histool would barely scratch it and required constant sharpenings.
Moreover, he had little time to himsdlf; his unseen scholar required constant lessonsin English. But at last
the task was done.

Choosing amoment when one of the cages at his side was empty and the occupant of the other was
busy over somesilly sport of his own—tossing abdl from one hand to another—Sherman lay down on
the floor, found the opening and drove his needle home. Nothing happened. He surveyed the result with
disappointment. It was disheartening after so much labor to attain no result at dl. But it occurred to him
that perhaps he had not learned the whole secret of the arm and the next time the car came down the
corridor for him he was lying on the floor, carefully watching the opening.

Ashehad originaly surmised aneedle-like point was driven home. But he noted that on either sde of
the point the arm gripped the bar tightly, pressing it upward.

This presented another difficulty. He had only two hands. If one of them worked the needle he could
grip the bar in only one place. But he remembered, fortunately, that his toes had showed aremarkable
power of prehension since the change that had made him into amachine.

Hefinaly succeeded in bracing himsdlf in a curioudy twisted attitude and driving the needle home
under the proper auspices. To hisddight it worked—when the needle went in the bars opened in the
proper place, swinging back into position autometically as the pressure was withdrawn.

With anew sense of freedom Sherman turned to the next step. Thiswas obvioudy to find out more
of the place in which he was confined and of the possibilities of escape. It seemed difficult.

But even on this point he was not to be long without enlightenment. His unseen pupil in English was
making most amazing progress. The white screen which was their means of communication now bore
complicated messages about such subjects as what congtituted philosophy.

Sherman fdt himsdlf in contact with an exceptiondly keen and active mind, though one to which the
amplest earthly ideas were unfamiliar. There were queer misgpprehens ons—for instance, no process of



explanation he could give seemed to make the unseen scholar understand the use and value of money and
they labored for a whole day over the words president and political.

In technical mattersit was otherwise. Sherman had barely to express an idea before the screen made
it evident that the auditor had grasped its whole purport. When he wrote the word atom for instance and
tried to give afaint picture of the current theory of the atom it was hardly a second before the screen
flashed up with a series of diagrams and mathematica formulae, picturing and explaining atoms of
different types.

AFTER four weeks or more— (as nearly as Sherman could estimate it in that nightless, deepless
place where time was an expression rather than aredity )—the car that came for him one day discharged
him into a room entirely different from the schoolroom. Like the schoolroom it was smal and some
twenty feet across. Againgt the wall opposite the door stood a huge machine, the connections of which
seemed to go back through the wall. Its vast complex of pulleys, vaves and rods conveyed no hint of its
purpose even to his mechanically-trained mind.

Acrossthefront of it wasalong, black board, four feet or more across and somewhat like the
instrument board of an airplanein general character. At thetop of thisboard was a band of ground glass
st off in divisons. Benegth this band aseries of holes, each just large enough to admit afinger, each
marked off by acharacter of some kind in no language Sherman had ever seen.

To complete the picture one of the mechanical ape-men stood before the board as though expecting
him. On the gpe-man's head was atight-fitting helmet, connecting with some part of the machine by a
flexible tube. As Sherman entered the room the ape-man motioned him over to the board, pointed to the
holesand in thick but intelligible English said, "Watch!"

A flash of purple light appeared behind thefirgt of the ground-glass screens. The ape-man promptly
thrust hisfinger into thefirst of the holes. The light went out, and the ape-man turned to Sherman. "Do,"
he said. Thelight flashed on again and Sherman, not unwilling to learn the purpose of the maneuver, did
ashisingtructor had done.

Hewas rewarded by atearing pain in the fingertip and withdrew the member at once. Right at the
end it had become dightly grey. The ape-man smiled. Behind the second ground-glass ared light now
appeared and the gpe-man thrust hisfinger into another of the gpertures, indicating that Sherman should
imitatehim.

Thistime the aviator was more cautious but as he delayed the light winked angrily. Again he received
the jerk of painin the fingertip and withdrew it to find that the grey spot had spread.

When the third light flashed on he refused to copy the motion of his Ingtructor. Thelight blinked a
him ingstently. He placed both hands behind his back and stepped away from the machine. The
ape-man, looking at him with something like panic, beckoned him forward again. Sherman shook his
head. The apeman threw back his head and emitted along, piercing howl.

Almost immediately the door did back and the car gppeared. As Sherman stepped to its threshold,
instead of admitting him, it thrust forth agigantic folding claw which gripped him firmly around thewaist
and hdd him while ashaft of the painful yelow light was thrown into his eyes—then tossed him back on
the floor and dammed shut vengefully.

Dazed by thelight and the fal Herbert Sherman rolled on the floor, thoughts of retadiation flashing
through his head. But he was no fool, and before he had even picked himsdlf up, heredlized that his
present case was hopeless. Gritting histeeth he set himself to follow the gpe-man'singtructions, looking
him over carefully to recognize him againin case

The course of ingtruction was not particularly difficult to memorize. It seemed that for each color of
light behind the ground-glass panels one must thrust afinger into a different one of the holes bel ow—hold
it therein spite of the pain till the colored light went out—then removeit. The process was very hard on
the fingers, made of metal though they were. What wasit the farmer had shouted down the hall—"Wears
your fingersout?' Well, it did that, dl right.

After an hour or two of it, when he had learned to perform the various operations with mechanica
precison and thetip of hisindex finger had aready begun to scae off, the gpe-man smiled a him, waved



approva and reaching down beneath the black board, pulled out adrawer from which he extracted a
fingertip, made of the same meta as those he aready bore, and proceeded to show Sherman how to
attachiit.

As amechanic he watched the process with someinterest. The "bone" of the finger, withitsjoint,
screwed cunningly into the bone of the next joint below, the lower end of the screw being curioudy cut
away and having atiny point of wire set in it. The muscular bands had loose ends that merely tucked in
but so well were they fashioned, that oncein pogtion, it wasimpossible to pull them out until the fingertip
had been unscrewed.

The ingtruction process over, he was returned to his cell, wondering what was to happen next. The
poisoned paradise was becoming less of a paradise. He speculated on the possibility of wrecking the car
that bore him from place to place but finally decided that it could not be done without some heavy tool
and was hardly worth the trouble in any case until he was more certain of getting away afterward.

CHAPTER XIII
THE LASSAN

WHEN the car next caled for him it took amuch longer course—one steadily downward and
around agood many curves as he could judge from the way in which it swayed and gained and lost
speed. It wasfully atwenty-minute ride and when he stepped out it was not into aroom of any kind but
inwhat appeared to be atunnd cut in theliving rock, at least Six feet wide and fully twice ashigh. The
rock on al sides had been beautifully smoothed by some unknown hand, except underfoot, whereit had
been | eft rough enough to give agrip to the feet.

At hisside were two of the apemen, who had been released from the car at the sametime. The
tunndl led them straight ahead for a distance, then dipped and turned to the right. As he rounded the
corner he could seethat it ended below and before him in aroom where machinery whirred.

The gpe-men went straight on, looking neither to the right nor the left. Asthey reached the door that
gave into the machine-room they encountered another ape-man, wearing the same kind of helmet with its
attached tube that Sherman'sinstructor had worn.

The ape-men who came with him stopped. The helmeted one looked at them stupidly for amoment
and then, as though obeying some unspoken command, took him by the arm and led him across the room
to the front of amachine and there thrust one of the ubiquitous helmets on his head.

The machine, as nearly as Sherman could make out, was aduplicate of that on which he had injured
hisfingers. Asthe helmet was buckled on the gpe-man who stood before it heimmediately began to
watch the ground-glass panels and put hisfingersin the holes below.

The process was repeated with the second ape-man, and then the sentind returned to Sherman.
Taking him by the arm the mechanical beast led him past the row of machines—(there seemed to be only
four in the room)—and to adoor a one sde, giving him agentle push. It was the opening of another
tunnel, down which Sherman waked for someforty or fifty yards before encountering a second door and
asecond helmeted ape-man sentry.

Thisonedid exactly asthefirst had done—stared a him for amoment, then took him by thearm and
led him across the room to amachine, where it left him. Sherman perceived that he was supposed to care
for it and with asigh bent to histask.

It was some moments before the rapid flashing of lights gave him arespite. Then he had an
opportunity to look aholt him and observed that, as in the other room, there were four machines. Two of
them were untenanted but at the one next to his there was someone working. When he glanced again he
was sure it was amechanized human like himsdf—and agirl!

"What isthis place?' he asked, "and who are you?"'

The other gave a covert glance over his shoulder at the sentry by the door.

"Sssh!" she said out of the corner of her mouth. "Not so loud. I'm Marta Lami—and | think this place
ishdl!"



After atimethey contrived a sort of conversation, aword at atime, with covert glances at the
ape-man sentry. Helooked at them suspiciously once or twice but as he made no attempt to interfere
they gained confidence.

"Who iskeeping us here?' asked Sherman.

"Don't know," shereplied. "Think it'sthe e ephants.”

"What elephants?’ he asked aword at atime. "l haven't seen any.”

"You will. They come around and inspect what you're doing. Are you new here?

"New at these machines. They had me teaching them to write English. Thisismy first day in here.”

"Thisis my eightieth work-period. We lost track of the days.”

"Sodid I. Where are we? Are there any other humans with you?"

"Onein the cage across the corridor from me. Water Stevens, the Wall Street man.”

"Havethey got him on thisjob too?'

"Yes"

SHERMAN could not avoid a snicker. Back in the days before the comet he had had Stevensasa
passenger once. A more difficult customer to satisfy, amore cocksure-of-his-own-importance man he
had never seen. Thethought of him burning hisfingertips up in one of these machines gave him some
amusement. But his next question was practicd.

"Do you know what these machines arefor?”

"Havent the least idea. Stevens said they were for digging something. They had the helmets on him
twice"

"What hdmets?'

"Like dopey at the door wears. The dopeys al have to wear them."

"Why?"

"Haven't got any brains, | guess. | had one on once when they were teaching meto do this. They tell
you what to think."

"What do you mean?"'

"Y ou put the hdmet on and it'slike you're hypnotized. Y ou can't think anything but what they want
you to think."

Sherman shuddered dightly. So that was how the mechanica apemen were controlled so perfectly!

"How did they get you?" asked the girl who had described hersdf as MartaLami.

"Inanarplane. I'm an aviator. They shot me down somewhere and when | came to put me in one of
those cages. How did you get here?"

"Thebirds, | wasat West Point with Stevens and that old fool Vanderschoof. They started shooting
at the birds and the birds just picked us up and flew away with us."

"Where were you after you cameto? | mean after the comet.”

"New Y ork. Century Roof. | was dancing there before.”

"You aren't Marta Lami, the dancer?’

"Sure. Who do you think?"

Heturned and regarded her deliberately, careless of the aroused attention of the sentry. So thiswas
the famous dancer who had blazed across two continents and three divorce suits—who had been
proclaimed the most beautiful woman in the world in starring neon lights before an gpplauding
Broadway—for whaose performances speculators held tickets at prizefight premiums! How little she
resembled it now, aparody of the human form, working her fingers off asthe dave of an alien and
conquering race.

She asked the next question. "Where have they got you?'

"I don't know. In acage somewhere. The only people around there are like these mugs." He nodded
toward the ape-man.

"I wonder how long they'll keep us at this."

"I wish | could tel you. How's chances of making abreak?’

"Rotten. Therewas aguy at the next machine tried three or four work-periods ago. He socked the



dopey at the door.”

"What happened?'

"They sent amachine down for him and gave him the yellow lightsall over. It was rugged—you
should have heard him scream.”

"How far down are we anyway?"

"Y ou got me, boy friend. Sssh! Watch the dopey.”

Sherman glanced over his shoulder to see the gpe-man moving aside from the door and bent back to
hiswork. Evidently something important wasimminent, judging from the actions of the sentry and the
energetic attention the ex-dancer was giving to her machine. He was not deceived.

Down the passage came something moving—something flesh-like and smooth of apae greyblue
dead-fish color, like adangling serpent, then around bulging heed, findly the full form of an
el ephant—but such an eephant as morta eye had never before seen.

It stood barely eight feet high and itslegs were both longer and infinitely more dender and graceful
than the legs of any earthly elephant. The ears were smaller, not loose flaps of skin but possessed of
definite form and pressed close to the head.

The skull was enormous, bulging at the forehead and wrinkled in the middie over the large intelligent
eyesin an expression permanently cross and dissatisfied. Asfor thetrunk it reached nearly to the floor,
longer and thinner in proportion than the trunk of an ordinary eephant, at itstip divided into four
fingerlike projections set around the circle of the nodtril.

Oddest of dl the elephant wore clothes—or at least an outer garment, akind of long cloak which
appeared to be attached undernegth its body and which covered every portion from neck to ankles. The
feet also were covered. A kind of parkahung back from the head on that portion of the cloak which
rested on the creature's back. But what chiefly aroused Sherman's sense of strangeness and loathing was
that the naked skin, wherever exposed, was of that same poisonous dead-fish blue.

For amoment the thing stood in the doorway, regarding them, swinging itslong trunk around
restlesdy asthough it could tell something about them by its sense of smell. Then it advanced astep or
two into the room and, placing itstrunk close to Sherman's body, began to run over it, sniffing, afew
inches away. Hefelt that he wanted to shriek, to turn and strike the thing, to run, but awarning glance
from the dancer kept him motionless.

Apparently satisfied with the result of its examination the elephant turned to go, stopping asit did so
to unhook some projection on the gpe-man's helmet and apply it to its ear. After listening for amoment it
put the end of the trunk to this projection, snorted into it and went away with soundless steps.

FOR severd minutesthe two worked on in silence after this. Then, "Wdl, now you've seen him," said
the dancer. "That was our boss."

"Thai—thing?" asked Sherman, increduloudy.

"I'll tell the cockeyed world. Say, those babies know more than Einstein ever heard of. Try to get
fresh with one of them and see”

"What do they do?'

"Shoot you with one of the light-guns. They carry little ones around with them. They melt you down
wherever they hit you and you have to go to the operating room to have things put back and it hurtslike
blazes™

"I must have been there after they brought me down in my plane. They did something to my back.”

"Then you know, chum. After that they put the helmet on you and you haveto tell ‘em what you're
thinking about. Y ou can beat that game, though, if you're careful. All I'd give 'em was how good a couple
of Scotch highballswould taste and it made monkeys of ‘em.”

It wasdl very strange and not alittle bewildering. Intelligent e ephantsthat controlled forces beyond
the powers of men—who could place ahelmet on your head and read your thoughts—who could repair
the new mechanized human form after it had apparently suffered irreparable damage—who trested men
and women aslower animas. Ther arriva must have been that of the comet.

Herbert Sherman had read deeply enough, though not widely. He remembered some



Englishman—Caolvin, Kevin, Kdvin, that was it—who had atheory that life had drifted to the earth from
somewhere out in the void of space and time.

Had these too drifted in in the same way the ancestors of man had come, to set a period to the day
of man's dominance over creation? A strange enough cregtion it was now with its mechanica men and its
animasturned to meta statues. He wondered what Noah would say and giggled at the thought.

"What's the joke, boy friend?"

"Oh, nothing. | had anidea.”

Their plight at the hands of these master-animals was bad but it might be worse. At least he had a
certain amount of freedom, he was stronger than he had ever before been in hislife and felt quite as
intdligent. It would be strange if he could not accomplish something. He fdl to planning out ways of
escgping and failed to notice the pain in hisfingersin the intensity of histhoughts,

Everything seemed to show that the operation of most of these machines was predominantly
electrical. It would be strange if the car that carried them to and fro was not—yes and, by Jove, the
helmets the ape-men wore. If he could short-circuit the works or even apart or them ...

Apparently his new body was agood conductor and impervious to the injurious effects of the electric
current. Short-circuit something, that was the idea, creste confusion —and trust to escaping in the midst
of it? Perhaps—but at al eventsagood deal could be learned about these e ephant-men and their
methods by watching them in such an emergency. Their machinery was so efficient that achild could
operateit. It wasin apinch that their red intelligence would show.

It struck him that it would do little good to escape unless he did learn something about these
el ephant-people, their mysterious light-guns, the vast city that they seemed to have hollowed out of the
heart of the solid Catskill rock, their chemistry and metallurgy and methods of attack and defense.

Otherwise escape would be ajumping from the frying-pan into the fire. There would be nothing for it
but a desperate, harried existence, the existence of one of the lower animasfaced by the insupportable
competition of man. Information! That wasthefirst need. He must bend al his energiesto the task of
obtaining it.

"By theway, what do these eggs call themselves?' he asked.

"Lassans,” said the dancer.

A light flickered along the corridor. The ape-man at the door came forward, touched him on thearm
and led him to the passage, where he caught the car back to his cage.

CHAPTER X1V
IN THE PASSAGES

THE firgt thing to be done, Sherman decided, was to short-circuit the mind-reading helmet of the
guard at the door if it were possible.

Hewas not certain that the thing was electrica and ignorant of how the current was conveyed if it
were.

Heredlized that he was dealing with the products of an utterly dien form of mentaity, one that might
not produce its resultsin the same way that an earthman would at al. But something had to be dared and
this seemed to offer the best opportunity.

If the thing were eectrical the current must come through the tube to the top of the head. On his
second work-period he observed this tube with care. It ran through an aperture in the stone roof and was
apparently provided with some spring device, for aconsiderable length of it reled out when the gpe-man
wished to walk across the room and was absorbed as he returned.

The tube seemed to be made of the rubberlike material that composed the floor of hiscage. The
smplest plan, of course, would be to bring his chopping-knife with him and, when the gpe-man paused
beforethewal, swing it up in asweep, severing the tube.

But this, hefelt, was not to be recommended. It would not necessarily short-circuit the current and
the damage would be too readily laid at his door. The desideratum was some damage that, apparently



accidental, would yet produce agood deal of uproar.

Hetaked it over with Marti Lami.

"l think you're bugs,” she said frankly, "but anything for excitement. What do you want meto do
about it?"

"Well, heréswhat | figured out,” Sherman explained. "We both arrive about the sametime. I'll bring
my knife. When we comein you hang back abit and whileyou'redoing it I'll take a poke &t that cable
with the knife, not enough to cut it but enough to damageit.

"Then about halfway through the work period I'll turn around and say something to you. If | doiit
quick enough | think the monk will start for me and if the cable doesn't go then, I'll missmy guess.”

The next period proved unsuitable. The dancer's car arrived considerably before Sherman's and the
plan was dropped for the time. But on the following occas on, as Sherman came down the passage, he
noticed Marta Lami just ahead of him.

He hurried to catch up and she evidently understood, f or she avoided the guard's outstretched hand
and hung back aminute against the wall as Sherman came up behind. He made one quick motion. The
cable sheared hdfway through exposing two wires of bright metdl.

Asluck would haveit it proved unnecessary to put the second part of the plan into operation. For
just as Sherman was nerving himself to swing round and attract the gpe-man's attention he heard the soft
pad-pad of one of the approaching Lassans. The gpe-man stepped back to clear the entrance as he had
before and as he did so, there was atrickle of sparks, ablinding flash and the cable short-circuited.

The result was totaly unexpected. From the great machine before Sherman there came an answering
flash. The ground glass split across with a bang, there was a hissing sound and something blew up with a
roar that rocked the underground chambers.

Sherman cameto flat on his back and with pieces of rock and the debris of the machine lying across
hislegs. Helooked around; MartaLami lay some little distance across the room, half covered with fallen
rock, one arm flung across her eyes as though to protect them. Above the solid granite looked as though
ablasting charge had been fired inits midst.

Sherman pulled himself to a gitting posture and finding nothing damaged stood upright. The machine,
badly shattered, lay in fragments of bent rods, broken pulleys and wrecked cylindersal about him.

In the place where it had stood was along narrow opening, at the bottom of which something
irregular shut off abright point of light. A blast of heat exuded from the place and a steady deep-voiced
roaring was audible. The ape-man guard was nowhere to be seen.

He bent to pick up the unconscious girl, wondering how one revived a mechanica woman especialy
without water. She solved the problem for him by opening her eyes and asking, "Who touched off the
pinegpple, chum?!

"l did. Comeout of it and tell me what we do next. Anything busted?"

"Only my head.” She patted the mass of giff wire. "Boy, am | glad | woremy hair long before they
made a robot of me!" And with an effort she stood up, looked down the pit where the machine had been
and said, "Say, let's get out of here. That don't look good.”

"All right," said Sherman. "Which way? Wait till | get my knife."

"Leaveit," shesaid. "Those babies are nobody's saps. If they find it on you they'll know you shot the
well. Comeon, | think that thing isgoing to pop again.”

The roaring had increased in both volume and intensity and the machine-room had become
unbearably hot. They turned toward the door but just at the entrance to the passage a pile of debris had
descended, making egressimpossible. Behind them the roaring increased till more.

"Come on, chum," caled the dancer, tearing at the rocks. "Get these out of the road unless you want
to be stewed in your own juice.”

Together they toiled over the blocks of granite, hurling them backward toward the wreck of the
machine. One minute, two, three—the roaring behind them grew and spread—the heat became terrific.

"Ahl" cried MartaLami at last. A tiny opening at the top of the heap was before them. Sherman
tugged at arock—one more and they would be through. But it was too big, would not budge.

"No, thisone," shouted his companion and together they dragged at it. It gave—a cascade of smaler



stones rolled down the hegp to the floor.

"Youfirg," said Sherman and stood aside.

The dancer wriggled through and reached back ahand to pull him after. He dived, grunted,
pushed— madeit. Asthey turned to dide down the other side of the heap, he looked back. A little
rivulet of something white, hot and liquid was creeping through the ruins of the machine and into the
room.

UP THE passage, strewn with wreckage but with no more blockades, into the upper machine room.
The machines here were also deserted and from one of them issued aminor variation on the roaring
sound they had heard in their own room. The guard was not on duty.

They turned, sped up the next passage to the place where the cars ordinarily met them. The car-track
was dark. By theillumination from the passage they could seetherail on which it ran, afoot or two down
from the level of the passage and about afoot broad—a single shining ribbon of metal. Sherman looked
in one direction, then the other. Nothing. The roaring behind them continued.

"Drive on, chum," said MartaLami. "The boojums are going to get usif wewait."

"Stop, ook, listen, watch out for the cars,”" he quoted as they leaped down and both laughed.

The roadbed was as smooth as glass, the rail set flush with it. Judging that the best route was the one
taking them upward Sherman turned to the right and they began climbing, hand in metal hand.

Thetrack was on acurve aswell as an ascent. After afew stepsthey were in complete darkness and
could only fed their way aong, running into thewal every few minutes. They climbed for what seemed
hours.

The tunnd continued dark, without branches, smply winding on and on. Findly, so quickly that
Sherman missed his step, they reached aleve place, rounded one more curve, saw ahead of them a
band of light across the track from some side-tunndl.

"Shall wetry it?" he asked asthey reached the opening.

"Might be another machineroom,” she said, "but let'sgo. Thistrack isterrible. If | wasn't made of iron
I'd have bruises dl over.”

He vaulted over the sill, reached down and hauled her after, him. From behind them cametheroar,
sunk to avague purring by the distance. They werein another granite-lined passage, one that went
straight ahead for afew yards, then branched sharply. The right hand fork seemed to lead
downward—automaticaly they took the other turn.

A diffused radiance from some- where high in the walls, as though the granite had been rendered
trans- parent here and there, filled the whole place with shadowless light. For a time the passage ran
levd, then it climbed again with another fork to the right, which dipped away from their level and which
they again avoided. Of any other living being there was thusfar no sign.

The passage began climbing again, in a tight spird thistime.

"Good thing we'rein training,” remarked MartaLami. "Thisisworse than the stairsin the Statue of
Liberty."

"Oh, did you fdl for climbing that too?" asked Sherman.

"Sure. Publicity stunt about a year ago. Dumb bunny of a publicity man. Photographed on the old
lady's spikes. Never will again.”

The spird ended, a side passage branched off. The dancer stopped.

"Shh," shesaid. "Someone's coming. Duck in here” She seized

Sherman's hand and led him into the sidepassage, down which they ran for afew feet, then paused to
look back.

Along the passage they had just vacated came a group of the apemen, four or five of them, each
carrying on hisleft am along, cylindrica shield like those one seesin pictures of Roman soldiers, inhis
right hand some instrument that looked like afire extinguisher with along, flexible nozzle.

Each of the group wore one of the helmets and behind them, wearing asimilar headgear to which all
the tubes were connected from the gpe-men's helmets came one of the Lassans. The group hurried past
without a Sdeward glance, the meta feet of the gpe-men ringing oddly loud on the granite of the echoing



passage. After aminute Sherman and the dancer crept cautioudy forward. The procession had gone
graight on down. Very likely awrecking crew.

Sherman and Marta sprinted up the passage in the direction from which the gpe-men and their guide
had come. The passage no longer rose with the same steepness and as the ascent grew more gentle the
tunnel widened, with frequent side-passages to the right and branches leading down to the track at the
|eft.

Findly after a sharp turn it opened out into a big room, untenanted like al they had seen so far, filled
with acomplex maze of machinery, but machinery of adifferent character from that they had labored t.
At the farther end of the room a door stood open. They dashed acrossit, plunged through—and found
themsalvesin one of the enormous blue-domed hdls, whose celling seemed to stretch miles above them.

IT MUST have been al of three hundred feet across, and there was no visible support for the ceiling.
All about the place stood various objects and pieces of machinery and figures moved dimly among the
titanic apparatus at the far end. But what most attracted their attention was the huge object that stood
right before them.

It looked like ameta fish on an enormous scae. Fully fifty feet long and twenty feet high itsimmense
proportions dwarfed everything about it. Its sides, of brilliantly polished meta, shonelike amirror. The
taill cameto a stubby point, from which projected acircle of four tubes.

Down the sdewas arib which ended in asimilar tube about halfway and at the nose-end of the
mechanical fish was aten-foot snout, not unlike an eephant's trunk in shape and gpparently made of the
same rubbery material which held the cables of the hdmets.

Marta pulled Sherman down behind the thing and they peered around the edge, seeking ameans of
egress from the room. The nearest was twenty or thirty feet away. Watching their opportunity they chose
amoment when they seemed least likely to attract attention and made adivefor it.

They found themsalvesin another passage, terminating in two doors.

"Which?" asked Sherman.

"Eeny-meeny"” saild Marta—"thisone," and, stepping boldly to the right hand door, pushed it open.

For amoment they could only gaze. The room they had entered was another and smaller
blue-domed hdll. Around its Sideswas arow of curious twisted benches of green material, each of which
was now occupied by one of the Lassans, hood thrown back from head, e ephant-trunk thrust into a
large pool of some viscous green tuff with bright yellow flecksin it in the center of thecircle. Haf a
dozen helmeted ape-men stood behind the benches of their masters, gpparently serving them at this
sngular med.

Asthe two humans entered there was one of those silences which are pregnant with events. Then,
"Good evening, folks. How'sthings?' said Martaand curtsied gracefully.

The sound of her words seethed to release the spell. With abellow of rage the nearest Lassan |egped
from his bench, fumbling at one of the pouchesin his cloak.

Thelight-gun! thought Sherman and braced himsdlf to spring, but another of the masters extended
histrunk and detained the first. There was amomentary babble of rumbling conversation, then one of the
Lassans reached behind him, picked up ahelmet and placed it on his head and, attaching a tube to one of
the ape-men, rose.

The gpe-man moved toward Martaand Sherman like abeing in adream. They turned to run but the
Lassan produced alight-gun with such evident intention of using it at the first motion that they paused.

"Lookslikewereinfor it," said the dancer. "Oh, well, lead on Napoleon. What do we care for
expenses?

Under the direction of the Lassan the gpe-man took them each by an arm and led them back through
the hall of the metd fish, down among the machines, where two or three others stared at them curioudy
or lifted inquigitive trunksin their direction.

Then into another passage which had been one of the inevitable cart racks. Their Lassan conductor
reached around the corner into the passage, applied histrunk briefly to something and amoment later
one of the carsdid slently into position. The door opened.



"Solong, old pa," said MartaLami. "Evenif | never see you again we had agreat time together.”

"Solong,” replied Sherman, taking his place in the car. Hefdt adistinct pang at leaving this dancer
—vulgar and flippant but gay and debonair and the best of companions.

The car did not take them far. It discharged Sherman in alittle passage before a narrow door, which
opened automaticaly to admit him to a small blue-domed room containing nothing but a seet, one of the
benches on which he had seen the Lassans reclining and amass of wires and tubes.

There seemed nothing in particular to do. He was at liberty save that the door closed firmly behind
him, cutting off escape. Seaing that he was | eft a one he seated himsdlf and began to examinethe
machinery, most of which was attached to hischair.

CHAPTER XV
THE LASSAN EXPLAINS

BEFORE he had timeto riddle out any of its secrets the door opened again and one of the Lassans
camein—adidtinctly different type from any he had hitherto seen. This one was smaller than most. His
skin, where exposed, was covered by a tracery of fine wrinkles and his coloring was whiter than the
res.

Little crowsfeet sood around the corners of hiseyes, giving him an expression that was sngularly
humorous. He approached Sherman on noisalessfeet, moved histrunk up and down as though examining
him. Then, producing from a pocket in his cloak one of the thought-helmets, he set it on Sherman's head,
tightened a connection or two with histrunk and, placing alike device on hisown head, settled himself on
the twisted bench.

Theorded of the hdmet! "They make you think whatever they want you to—it'slike being
hypnotized,” MartaLami had said. He braced himsdlf resolutely. Thisdien intelligence should not plumb
his thoughts without astruggle.

To his surprise there seemed no attempt to force his mind. The thought leaped up, unbidden, Why,
this—this Lassen isfriendly! No definiteimage or plan or connection of ideas formed itsdf in hisbrain.
He merely felt enormoudy soothed and strengthened. After adl, he found himsalf arguing, nobody

desired to hurt him—merely to discover what curious process of thought had led him to act as he had.

"Y ou aretoo intelligent, too high atype to have been put to work at the machines," camethe
unspoken thought of the Lassan. "We might better have put you at the controls of one of the fighting
machines." Thisthought caused amenta image of the giant silver fish he had seenin the hdl of the dome
to risein hismind. He pictured himself as seated amid a mass of levers before apand set with complex
gauges.

"It wasamistake," the thought he was receiving went on, "that you were sent there. The Alphen of
the mental department, who had your case in charge, should have known better. Y ou earthmen make
much better machines than the ones we brought with us. Y ou do not even need the helmetsin order to
control. Some of you are even capable of understanding and operating the lights.”

This, he explained afterward appeared not as a consecutive sentence in Sherman's mind, but asa
succession of ideas, dmost as though he were thinking them himsdf. With theword lights acomplex
picture presented itsdlf, involving the light-guns and alarge amount of other complex apparatus, whose
exact uses he did not then or later understand, but which hefet he understood at the moment.

"Now," the Lassan's thought went on, "I don't blame you for being frightened and trying to run away
but you know we are different and | don't quite understand what frightened you. Y ou were working at a
machine, were you not?"

And, as Sherman unconscioudy thought of himself sticking hisfingersin the gpertures of the
machines, "I thought so. What happened?’

Unbidden the memory of the explosion cameto him. Again he heard the Lassan's step in the
corridor, saw the guard move aside., the sputter from the cable, the explosion. Then his memory jumped
to the moment of tugging at the soneswith the roar and heset al round and the white-hot stream in



pursuit.

A vague but sympathetic thought reached him, followed by aquestion, "But what made that happen?
You'reinteligent, you understand these things, you are amechanic—what made it happen?'

With agtart of surprise Sherman redlized that the Lassan had been leading him gently aong from
place to place—to trap him! He struggled desperately to keep the thought of the short-circuiting of the
guard's hemet from hismind, struggled to think about anything el se at all—thought of a plate of Seaming
corned beef and cabbage, of the multiplication table—5X5=25, al in neat rows of figures, thought of
how to control a plane that had gone into atallspin.

The pressure suddenly relaxed, the mind opposite his became friendly again. Once more he received
the vague intimation of sympathy and understanding, even of admiration of hismenta strength.

"Why," the thought was telling him, "you have quite as much mentdity asalLassan! That isavery high
compliment. | have never before met one of the lower animaswho could withhold histhoughts from me.
It ismost extraordinary. Isit possible for you to withhold your thoughts from your own kind aswell?"

Not at dl difficult, thought Sherman, relaxing abit. Indeed the difficulty in human communication lies
not in withholding thoughts but in expressng them.

Hisinterlocutor went on, "Ah, but the fegling, the thought is generadly understood though it may not
be clear. Tell me, have you never withheld athought from someone who wished to know it?"

Y es, thought Sherman, | have—and remembered the poker game at the Cleveland airport when he
had drawn two cards and unexpectedly filled a straight flush to win the biggest pot of the evening from
Barney'sfull house.

Of the time when he had thought of numerous unpleasant ways of daying the mechanic who had left a
leak in hisail-line, of thetimewhen agirl had tried to gold-dig him and he had divined her atention firs,
of thetime when he had lifted the knife!!!

Aganthat jar! Heredlized with astart that the Lassan, having failed to pick hisbrain with friendliness,
wastrying to do it with flattery. The redization so filled him with anger that he had no difficulty in ressting
the pressure that was applied to make him tell what had happened in the machine-room at the end of the

passage.

ONCE more the pressure relaxed. The Lassan was congratulating him again. "No, thisissincere this
time and not flattery. You win. | shal not try to make you tell me again. We can probably obtain it from
the other one anyway.

"Oh, man of a debased and alienrace, | salute you. If your race were dl like you we might breed you
for intelligence and live in cooperation with you. It isamost a pity you had to be mechanized. If thereis
any information you wish, | will gladly exchange with you.

"We have seen your homes and we are curious—imagine living above ground—and from others of
your race we know that you have many fine machines, amogt a civilizationin fact. Wewould willingly
know more of it and in return will tell you of our accomplishments.”

Could this offer conceal some new trap? Sherman wondered but the Lassan divined this thought as
soon as formed, and reassured him. " Since we now live here and since there are so few of your folk left it
isimportant that we know about each other. We must live sde by sde—why not in friendship?'

The offer seemed fair enough. At al eventsif there were any injudicious questions he could turn them
aside and there was agood deal he wished to learn—about his mechanized body, the purpose of those
curious machines, the blue-domed hdls, the silver fish, the interweavings of this underground city, where
the Lassans had come from. He assented.

"Good," the message reached him. " Suppose you ask a question and then | will. What do you wish to
know?'

"How | was made into amachine."

"l do not know that | can explainit to you. | perceive your knowledge of the nature of light is
elementary. But the materia with which we surrounded the space-ship in which we came, in order to
protect it from the radiation of suns unknown to you, has a powerful action on al anima substances.

"Itisamateria not unlike your radium but athousand times more powerful. When we reached your



planet your atmosphere carried it to every part of the earth and al living things received it. Those who
were most affected by it were turned to metd which retained that qudity cdled 'lifé withinitsinterior
reaches. The others became merdly solid metal.

"Our birds are under ingtructionsto bring us al such individuals as possesslife. In our laboratorieswe
make their forms over, so they will be useful to us as servants. Those who have become solid, of course,
nothing can be donefor.

"We have found in the past that when we take anew planet and make the individuas over into
machines—unless we return them to familiar surroundingsthey lose their brains when they reawake.
Therefore you woke in the same place in which you passed from consciousness.”

"Wonderful," said Sherman, "and where do you come from and how did you get here?!

Hefdt the Lassan's amusement. "That is two questions you have asked, not one. Nevertheless| will
answer. We come from a planet of another star, very far avay—I do not know how to expressit to you.
Y our methods of measurement for these things are different from ours.”

In Sherman's mind appeared a picture of the night heavens with the tremendous ribbon of the Milky
Way swinging across its center. His attention was directed to one star, avery bright one.

"Rigel!" hismind caled and the thought went on. He was suddenly transported to the neighborhood
of the star, felt that it was ages ago, long before the earth had cooled. He saw that the star, then asun
like our own, was threatened by some enormous catastrophe, atitanic explosion.

Abruptly the picture was wiped out and he beheld the comet, the great comet the earthly
astronomers had watched for so long beforeit struck on that fateful night. He realized that it was no
comet but an interplanetary vehicle bound from the planet of Rigdl to the earth.

"But how—" he began to frame another question. The Lassan cut acrossit firmly. "It ismy turn to
seek information now. We are interested in the machine that brought you here—the bird machine. How
doesit operate?’

Sherman imagined himself in the airplane's seat, operating the controls. Aswell ashe could to a
strange type of mind he explained how they worked. "But what drivesit?' indsted the Lassan. "'l do not
understand. No, not the queer thing at the front that turns round. We have that principle ourselves. But
the thing that makesit turn.”

FOR answerSherman tried to picture the interior of the engine and show the gasoline exploding and
driving it. The mind opposite his became thoughtful at once, then flashed a question. " Are there many
—explosves—in thisearth?'

Sherman pictured gunpowder, dynamite and al the others he could think of. He at once sensed that
the Lassan was both astonished and troubled. Something like amenta curtain which he could not pierce
dropped between them. A moment later the el ephant-man rose.

"That will be sufficient for the present,” he flashed and came forward to remove the helmet from
Sherman's head.

A few moments later the door was siwung open. Sherman saw that one of the cars was waiting for
him with theword EXIT beckoning him and he was soon back in his cage.

Asnearly as he could judge time he was | &ft done for quite twenty-four hours before being recalled
for further questioning. As soon as he entered the interrogation room he perceived that something serious
had engaged the attention of the Lassans. The seat was prepared for him as before but instead of one of
the twisted benches there were now three.

His acquaintance, the old Lassan, occupied the center one. On one side was a chubby e ephant-man
whose obesity gave asingularly infantile expression to hisfeatures and on the other a dender-limbed type
asthough by contrast. All three had tubes connected to the helmet which was placed on his head but he
soon recognized that the older Lassan was the only one to ask questions.

"We wish to ask you about these explosives,” came the message. "Arethey al dike?'

"No," he answered ingtantly.

"What causes them to explode?’

"l am not achemigt. | don't know." Theideaof chemistry was dightly unfamiliar to them. It was



apparent from their thoughts that chemistry had never occurred to them as the subject of aspecia study.

Then came another question. "Are there many chemists?'

Anideastruck Sherman. He closed hismind resolutely against the question and flashed back the
message that he cameto learn aswell asteach. He sensed a certain annoyance among the new auditors
but the old Lassan answered, "That isonly just. What do you wish to know?"

"Whét the machinesarefor.”

"In the center of thisas of every other earth liesthe substance of life asit lies a the heart of every sun.
Themachinespierceto it and draw it up for our uses."

"What isthis substance of life?"

"Y ou would not understand if wetold you. Sufficient that it is nothing known on the surface of your
world. Your ideathat most nearly approachesit is'—he paused for amoment, feeling about in Sherman's
mind for the proper expression—" is pure light, light having materia body and strength. Now let me ask
—do you use explosives as we use the substance of life to fight your enemies?’

v

"What wegpons do you usethem in?"

Sherman thought of arevolver, then of acannon.

"And do these weapons act at a distance?"

"Yes May | ak aquestion?"

"If itisabrief one. Thisinterview isimportant to us."

"How many of your people are there on the earth?'

"It isinadvisable to answer that fully but there are some hundreds. Now tell us, are there any of these
wespons near this place?’

Sherman thought. West Point—Watervliet Arsend—Ionaldand, legped into hismind. All three
Las-sansleaned back with asigh of satisfaction and exchanged thoughts among themselves so rapidly
that he could not follow the process.

Then the two younger Lassans disconnected their helmets and the older one said, "We are disposed
to be generousto you. We will demonstrate one of our fighting machinesto you if you will show us how
to use these explosives.”

There could be no particular harminit, he argued. The army was a thing of the past and if there were
other people out in the world and he could take them aknowledge of the Lassan fighting machinesit
would be of as much vaue as any information he could give. He agreed. The old Lassan rose. ™Y ou will
retain your helmet. It isarule that none of the lower races are alowed in the fighting machines without
them and you would be unable to control one without our help in any case.”

The car carried them to the blue-domed hal where he and Marta Lami had hidden behind the shining
fish. A little pang of lonelinesslegped up in him &t the sight. He wondered where she was and whether
she had been sent back to the machines.

"No," the Lassan's thought answered his, "the other servant has not been returned to the machines.
Many of them are not working as aresult of the recent trouble and the servant has been placed on other
work instead. But | do not understand your ideathat the other servant is somehow different from you.”

"Do the Lassans then have no sex?"' the thought raced through his brain.

"Sex ? Oh, | understand. The difference between two of the lower soft races that makes
reproduction possible. Our birds have it. No, we have abolished it of course, asdl higher races have.
Our young are produced atificialy.”

CHAPTER XVI
A DASH FOR FREEDOM

THEY stood before the big machine. "Y ou must do exactly as| tdl you," the Lassan informed him.
"The machinery of thisindrument is very ddlicate. To enter you must reach up there by that fin and insert
oneof your fingersin the hole you will find."



Ashedid so Sherman saw adoor, so closdly fitted that when it closed there was no visble seamin
the metd, swing back. They entered.

Theinterior of the machine was disgppointingly smaler than its outside would have led one to expect.
A narrow walk, railed ox both sides, led down the center to the forward part. Along and dightly below
thiswak was arow of instrument boards not unlike those of the mining machine and at each of these one
of the ape-man lay, helmet on head, apparently adeep.

"No, not adeep,” the Lassan told him, "they do not requireit like al your mechanica servants. They
have merdly been thrown into a state of nothingnesstill we need them.”

At the prow of the machine the catwal k widened into acontrol chamber. One of the Lassan couches
was here and above it dangled a helmet which was connected with those of the dumbering ape-men. The
L assan removed the helmet he wore and exchanged it for this. Before thiswas another seet in which
Sherman took his position.

A complex of controls surrounded him, most of them with the finger-holes which were the ordinary
Lassan method of handling machinery. Directly in front of this seat was a ground-glass panel, now dark,
but which lit up as soon as the Lassan had connected up his helmet to give an accurate picture of the hall
in which the fighting machine stood.

"And can you seeto adistance?' Sherman wondered. The answer he received was either confused
or beyond his comprehension. He gathered that the four-winged birds of the Lassans acted in some way
or other as their scouts, remaining in akind of telepathic communication with the Lassaninthe
fighting-machine they were assgned to help.

Sherman was surprised to find how readily the enormous bulk and weight of the thing handled under
the Lassan's skilled control. He understood without definitely asking that the power was furnished by that
substance of life to which the Lassan had referred—in some way connected with the absol ute destruction
of matter.

The door swung open before them, leading them down a passage that went up for some distance,
then through an immense room where some twenty more of these giantslay stored, through it and with
surprising suddennessinto the bright sunlight of a Catskill autumn day.

Asthey emerged the viewing plate swung round to show them three of the big four-winged birds
whirring up from some unseen covert, spirding into the air above them and flying level with themto form
an escort.

Like most trangport pilots, Sherman held acommission in the Army Reserve and had been to West
Point. It was not difficult for him to guide the great fighting machine there, to find afield gun and
ammunition and load it into the fighting machine.

Heknew very little about artillery of any kind but when they returned to the door of the Lassan city
he was enough of amechanic to get the shdll into the breech and find the firing mechanism. The gun went
off with an ear-splitting crack and the shell whistled down the valley to burst againgt agreen hillsde,
where they saw agraceful pine dip and fall to the shock.

At that moment such a sense of disturbance and darm invaded Sherman's mind as he had never fdlt
before. He looked around. The Las-sans who had poured out of the city to see the experiment with the
gun were gathered in atight knot, eagerly conversing with one another. The old Lassan who was
conducting him turned round abruptly.

"Into the fighting-machine a once," he commanded. "Our birds have sent amessage that they are
being attacked by some strange creature of your world.”

As Sherman climbed through the door of the fighting machine he glanced over his shoulder to see, far
down the valley ablack speck againgt the sky. An airplane? He wondered and it suddenly occurred to
him that however greet histhirst for information he should have kept his knowledge of gunsfrom the
Lassans.

If there were other people aive out therein the world the day might come when therewould be a
battle—and explosives were as new to the Lassans as was the light-ray to the children of men.

After that it becameadtruggle.

Sherman found he had to be constantly on his guard. Constantly he had to conceal knowledge from



the probing ins stent mind-helmets. The L assans seemed interested in only one subject now—human
methods of making war, human guns, human armor, human ships.

Oncethey brought him an encyclopediaand as he held it on hislap went over every word of the
articles on military subjects, questioning and cross-questioning him. Fortunately it wasan old
encyclopediaand he knew so little about it that in most cases he was able to throw open hismind and let
his opponents see that it lay empty on these subjects. And still they were not satisfied.

Yet if he gaveinformation he dso received it. For little by little an understanding of the subtle materia
they caled pure light became part of hismenta equipment.

ONE day, as he returned from a long session in the questioning room and his cage clicked into
position behind him, he was startled by a cheery strident voice.

"Well, well, if it isn't my old chum, Herbie. How'sthe boy?"

Sherman looked around. In the next cage was Marta Lami, grinning and extending her hand through
the bars.

"For Heaven's sake!" he said and took the offered hand. "How did you get here?!

"How does anyone get anywhere around this place? In one of those patent Fords of theirs."

They gazed at each other for a moment, too glad of afamiliar face to make the ordinary band
remarks. The dancer spokefirst:

"Well, did they put the screws on you, big boy? They tried to pump me about the accident but al I'd
think about was how good Broadway would ook with al the lights and they didn't make much out of it."

"I'll say they put the screws on me. They've had mein there every day since, trying to find out
something about guns.™

"Guns? Ain't they got that light-ray? They could give cards and spadesto dl the gunsin theworld
with that. Wait aminute, though—" She thought for amoment. "Do you know, | think they're scared
yellow about something and I'll bet a hundred dollars against a case of full-strength Scotch | know what it
Is"

"Spring it. They keep pumping me and 1'd like to know what it'sal about.”

The dancer glanced around. On the far side of her cage was an inattentive gpe-man, tossng his
oil-bal about. Acrossthe corridor was another. "Come over here," she said. "They haven't put me next
to you for the fun of it and they may have a dictaphone stuck around somewhere.”

Obediently Sherman approached the bars of the cage.

"They put me to work making those fighting-machines,”" she whispered. ™Y ou know, those big shiny
things like we hid behind that day we tried to make the break. They had the helmets on me most of the
time because | didn't know how to use their tools and machinesand | got alot of what the guy that was
running me was thinking about. He was nervous about something, and | think it was because there are
some people outside going to take awhack at these babies.”

"People like us?' asked Sherman.

"I don't know. | didn't get it very good but | think they're ordinary flesh-and-blood people. They
came and got alot of dopeysfrom the room where | lived the other day and put them in one of the new
fighting-machines and took it out. It never came back.”

"Mmm," said Sherman, "do you spose that was because it got cracked up or because they took it
somewhere el se?'

"Dunno. But something'stirring.”

If the Lassans had set a dicta-phone or some similar device to spy on them therewasno sign of it in
the conversation which Sherman'sinterrogator held with him during the next period. But when he saw the
dancer again she beckoned him silently to her sde and producing abook from one of the drawersin her
lectern began to trace | etters on it with afingernail dipped in gresse.

Be careful what you say, shewrote. They know what we're talking about. They pumped me.

He nodded. "Wdll, kid," he said aoud. "What do you think? Will you ever make dancers of these
Lassans?'

She giggled her gppreciation of thisremark for their unseen audience. "I'll say | won't. They'retoo



dow on their pins. Rather Sit fill and suck up that green goo than do anything. What would | giveto hear
agood Latin band!"

"If | had a hand-organ now," said Sherman, "we've got the monk." He nodded toward the ape-man,
whilewith hisown fingernal hewrote, How's chances of getting out of here? Do you know the way?

"I'll speak to one of the big shots tomorrow," she said doud. "Maybe we can get himto let usrun a
show." On the book's flyleaf appeared the words. Only from the workroom on. It has an outside
door.

"How would | do asadancing partner?' asked Sherman. Good, he wrote. |'ve doped out how to
work these cars. Are you game for a try at it?

"Y ou haven't got thefigure," she said. "I'd rather dance with that old papa Lassan that doesthe
questions.” Sure, shewrote, any time you say.

They broke off the conversation at this point and Sherman set himself to study out a plan for escape.
He had watched the cars intently both insde and out. The same needle arrangement that released the
cage bars gpparently actuated the mechanism of the car doors and it was located inside.

This meant that he could secure admission to the same car that carried the girl and with luck would
be able to get out at the same time she did. What to do after that was a matter of chance and inspiration.
If only he had aweapon! The oil and grease balls. They would do to throw—might spoil aLassan'saim
or check the rush of one of the gpeman servants.

ASFINALLY arranged between them the plan was that he wasto get in the same car shedid. She
would tap on the back of her cornpartment to assure him that everything wasin order, tap again when the
door opened for her to get out. He would leave her a second to get her bearings, then they would make
arushfor it.

He weighed the usefulness of the knife as awesgpon and discarded it —too clumsy for throwing and
in aclose struggle with one of the gpemen daves, made of metd like himsdlf, it would be quite usdless.
But another tool, rather like a short-handled and badly shaped hammer, he did take.

At last the hour arrived. The car ran down the line of cages, paused, opened before MartaLami's.
She amiled at him, nodded, purposely delayed getting in. He fumbled desperately with hisneedle, fearing
he could not make it. Then it went home, the little arm at the bottom of the car swung out and its door
opened. As he stepped in he heard the dancer's tap of encouragement from the compartment ahead.

Evidently it was some little distance to the workroom. The car made severa stops on the way but
Sherman, braced and ready, listened in vain for the tap that would tell him they had reached their
destination. At last it came—two soft knocks.

He bent, thrust home the needle. The door did back and he stepped out into one of the blue-domed
rooms. His eyes caught a fantastic maze of machinery, helmeted ape-men busy at it, beyond them the
huge forms of severa uncompleted fighting machines.

The dancer gripped hishand. "Thisway," she said, pointing dong thewall past the machines. "Take it
essy. Don't runtill they notice us.”

A feverish passion for activity burned in him. "Hurry, hurry,” called every sense but he fought it down
and followed MartaLami down the line of machines, past the impassive ape-men.

They made over hdf the distance to the door before they were spotted. Then one of the Lassans,
who had sauntered over to the car stop, evidently expecting Marta, missed her and looked around. The
first warning the two had was a sudden flickering of the blue lights here and there among the machines.

"Comeon," shouted Marta. "There she goes!"

Sherman looked over his shoulder, saw the Lassan tugging at his pouch for aray-gun, paused to
throw one of the ail-bdls, straight and true, as one pitches abaseball. It struck the e ephant-man squarely
between the eyes at the base of thistrunk. He squealed with pain and fright and, dropping the ray-gun,
ran behind the machine. For asecond dl the eyes in the room turned toward him.

Then with another flickering of lights the hunt was up.

Sherman saw a hdmeted gpe-man a amachine just ahead turn dowly round, gazing vacantly, then
fling himsdf & Marta. As she Sdestepped to avoid hisrush, Sherman swung a left from the heds. The



metal fist took the dave flush on the jaw and down he went with a crash. The dazzling spout of aray-gun
shot past them, spattering againgt the wall in ashower of stars, and they had reached the exit.

"Come, oh come!" shouted Marta, tugging &t the heavy door. Sherman pulled with her and at that
moment another ray-gun flash struck it, just over their heads. The door gave suddenly. They tumbled
through.

Into agray twilight they struggled, shot with little dashes of rain that had beaten the valley to mud.

"Golly!" said Marta, struggling through the gelatinous stuff. "If | livethrough thisI'll liveto beforty."

"No, not that way," called Sherman. "They'll look for us down the valley. Come on, up the hill."

He pulled her upward. They dipped, stumbled, did, gripped the ssump of a tree, then another. Below
and behind them came a confused rumble and they heard the great door swing open again. A burst of
light, like astar in the cloudy dark, broke out and Sherman pulled the girl down behind the stump of a
hugetree.

"What do you sposethey'll bring after us?' he whispered, hislips closeto her ear.

"Dunno. One of the little machines maybe. Look."

Sherman peered cautioudy round his side of the sump. In the valley beneath them, shining brilliantly
in the pure whitelight it had released, was one of the metd fish—one smdler than the usud fighting
machine and without the projecting trunk.

"Weve been working on them for awhile," the girl whispered. "I don't know what they're for but they
arent fighting machines”

Remembering how the visionplate of the fighting machine he had con- trolled had reflected every
object within range, Sherman made himsalf small behind the ssump. The ma- chine below was probably
trying to locate them in the light it had released.

"Wonder they don't bring the birds out,” he thought. Asif in answer to thisidea one of the
four-winged creatures strutted around the machine, blinking in the light, then took off with awhir of
wings, and spiraed upward.

The light went out, reappeared as a beam pointing down the valey, and the machine moved off,
dowly sweeping the sdes of the hillswith its pencil of illumination. He could see the multiple glow of the
tubes at the stern, greenly phosphorescent, as the machine progressed. High above the bird screamed
dhilly.

CHAPTER XVII
MARTA'S SACRIFICE

PROGRESS up the hillside was dow. It had become completely dark. They were without any means
of making alight, would not have dared to make oneif they could. The mud was tenacious, the constant
con- tact with stumps and rocks both irritating and difficult.

But at last in their fumbling way they reached a pot where the denudation gave place to aline of
trees, looming dark and friendly overhead against the skyline and after that they went faster. Where they
were or what route to take neither had any idea. That portion of the Catskillsis still aswild asin the days
of the Iroquois, save for the few thin roads aong the line of the valleys and these they dared not seek.

They solved the difficulty by keeping to the hillcrest till it ran out in avalley, then rapidly climbing the
next hill and proceeding dong that in the shelter of the forest. Though they necessarily went dowly they
did not halt. Neither felt the need of rest or deep, their metal limbs took no serious bruises and the dip of
the hill kept them from running in circles as people usualy do when lost in the woods.

Just asthe eastern sky Degan to hold some faint promise of dawn they came upon afarmhousein a
clearing at thetop of a hill. It was an unprepossessing affair with asagging roof but they burst in the door
and went through it in the hope of finding weapons and perhaps an eectric battery. Both were used to
the bountiful electric meds of the Lassans and were beginning to fed their lack.

The best the place afforded, however, was arather ancient axe, of which Sherman possessed
himsdlf, and alarge pot of vasdine with which they anointed themsalvesliberaly, for the continued damp



was making them fed rusty inthe joints.

They pressed on, and did not hat to consider the Stuation till full day had come.

"Where do we go from here?' asked Marta, perching herself on atree-bole.

"South, | guess," offered Sherman. "They may be looking for usthere but weve got to find a city and
get somethings.”

"Theres Albany,” she suggested.

"Y es, and Schenectady and they have alot of eectric power there we could use. But | vote for New
York. If we head in there | can pick up a plane a one of the airports and fly right away from them.”

"Well, it'sachance," shesaid. "Comeon,” and asthey forced their way through the underbrush,

"Y ou know, fromwhat | understood of those Lassans thoughts, they've got something hot cooking. I'm
amost sure there are other people in the world and they're getting ready to fight them.”

"Let'em come,”" said Sherman grimly. "That light-ray won't stand the chance of awhigtleina
whirlwind when they get after them with heavy artillery and airplane observation.”

"That's just where you're off-beam,” replied the dancer. "They've been figuring on that for along time.
They got agun from somewhere and they've had dl their fighting machines out, shooting it at them and
then armoring up the fighting machinesto stand it. And they're building guns of their own to shoot those
light-bombs. | ought to know. | was on the job."

Sherman cursed himsdf inwardly. So that had been the result of his exchange of information with the
old Lassan who was so anxious to know about guns. "How do they get away fromit?" he asked.

"Well, | don't quite know," she said. "I'm asap about stuff likethat. All I know iswhat the guy that
was controlling me thought about and let me have without knowingit.

"But | got thismuch out of it—that the outside of these fighting machinesis coated with this
'substance of life they talk about someway, so it'sa perfect mirror and reflects everything that hitsit,
even shells. The coating reflectstheir light ray too but it hasto have alead backing for that. It's no good
without the lead. Seemslike lead will stop that light-ray every time."

" wonder how about big guns,”" murmured Sherman.

"Don't know. | didn't get anything like that in what the boss was thinking. He seemed to imagine the
gun he had was the biggest there was."

They toiled on. Asthey progressed southward the thinning forest and the increasing walls of the cliffs
drove them farther and farther toward theriver till they were forced to take to the main road willy-nilly.
Along it they could walk faster but there was more danger. They watched the heavens narrowly for any
sgn of the four-winged birds but the skies seemed deserted.

AT KINGSTON they found afilling station and, kicking in the door, located a couple of storage
batteries that supplied them with aneeded meal. "What do you say to a car?" asked Sherman.

"Maybe yes, maybe no," said the dancer. "It's running achance, isn't it? Still, we're getting nowhere
fast thisway. Let'stry it."

Finding acar in running order was a procedure of some difficulty and Kingston seemed awegponless
town, though Martafinaly did locate one little pearl-handled .25-calibre popgun. Sherman eyed it
dubioudy.

"That'sagood thing to kill mosquitoeswith," he remarked, "but | don't think it will be much usefor
anything ds"

"Boloney," shereplied. "These Lassans are yellow from way back. If | stuck this under the nose of
one of them held throw a fit. Comeon, let'sgo."

Eventlesdy, the road flowed past under their wheels—Newburgh, Haverstraw, Nyack—one, two,
three hours. Then, just south of Chester the dancer suddenly gripped Sherman'sarm.

"What'sthat?' she said. "No, over there. Isn't it—7?"

But in one swift glance he had seen as clearly as she. Like a living thing, the car swerved from the
road, dived across the ditch and, losing speed, rolled to a hdt on the green lawn of a suburban bungal ow.
Sherman legped out.

"Comeon, for Pete's sake," he cried. "It'safighting machine. If they've seen usthey'll start shooting.”



Dragging her after him he'dived around the house, through a seedy flower-garden, down apath. As
though to lend emphasisto his words there came the familiar buzzing roar. As Sherman dropped, pulling
the girl flat on her face after him, they saw thewall of the bungalow cave in and the roof tilt dowly over
and drop into the burning mass benegth. A vivid blue beam, brighter than the sunlight of the dark day,
swept across the sky, winked once or twice and disappeared.

Martawould have risen but, "Take it easy,” said Sherman. "I they see usthey'll pop another of those
tokensat us"

Hewriggled dong on his stomach, picking up weedsin his body platesin the process and making for
the shelter of an overgrown hedge that ran behind the next bungal ow.

"Look out," caled the dancer suddenly. "Here comethe birds."

She waved her hand up and back and by screwing up his eyes Sherman could just make out a black
speck againg the clouds, far to the north. They cowered under the shelter of the hedge and lay ill
scarcely daring to whisper.

The Lassan in command of the fighting machine was evidently not stisfied that he had hit them with
his hasty shot. Peering through the sems they made out the shimmering form of the machine, diding
dowly past the burning house, its snout moving hither and thither questioningly. It passed through the
garden, went on down the path. The bird siwung to and fro overhead—nearer. Evidently it had noticed
the printsthelr feet left in the soft ground.

"Ligten, chum,” said MartaLami, "get through and find some people, then come and get me out of
that hell-hole up there. If they see methey'll let you done.”

"No!" cried Sherman but she was dready running out acrossthe field. The snout of the machinelifted
toward her asthough to ddiver ablast, then rose and discharged another beam of bluelight. Sherman
heard one of the birds scream in answer, saw it sweep down on soaring pinions and in asingle motion
snap the dancer up and away. The shimmering fighting machine swung round and turned back toward the
road.

Helay till until he was sureit had gone. Then, moving carefully for fear of the terror from the skies,
he crawled to the next bungaow. It yielded treasure-trove in the shape of aflashlight and aserviceable
revolver. Securing a sheet from one of the beds to wrap around him as aloin-cloth he set out to trudge to
New York.

After atimeit occurred to him that the disaster had taken place not because they werein acar but
because it had been driven unreasonably fast, and without precaution. He looked for and ultimately found
another one and, keeping to the back streets and driving dowly, worked hisway toward the city again.

Then another idea came to him—Newark had an airport aswell asNew Y ork and it was far nearer.
He changed the direction of his advance, swinging west to avoid the long bridges over the Passaic River.
Bridgeswerefoca points. The birdswould surdly watch them, intelligent asthey were.

Late in the afternoon he spied one of them, far ahead and flying southward, but took no chances. He
drew his car to the Sde of the road and remained motionlessfor long after it had disappeared. When
evening came on he had aready reached the outskirts of the city and could proceed without headlights.

NEWARK was adeed city, the diminished purr of the motor ringing curioudly loud in the silent
dreets. Their complications bothered him. He was unfamiliar with the town and hisflashlight gave out
long before he reached his destination. But he kept steadily on, certain that the airport was somewhere
south and east of the city. Toward late evening afine cold rain began to fal, congedling to ice on the
streets and on hismetallic body.

Theairport was just as he had remembered it on the first day of his awakening—it now seemed
uncountable agesin the past. Thelittle sports plane till siood on the platform, itstorn wing dangling. The
hangars were dl locked. He was an inefficient burglar and spent an hour or two breaking one open and
when he did found nothing but a rocket-plane requiring specid fud that he did not have.

The next hangar yielded a helicopter and atrainer. He had no watch but was sure that the night was
passing fast. Not wishing to be abroad by daylight with an airplane he decided to chanceit on the
helicopter. Luckily shewasfull of fuel and everything seemed tight. With some labor he removed the



chocks and managed to whedl the machine ouit.

Not till he had it in the air did the thought of what direction he was to take occur to him.
Boston—New Y ork—Philadel phia—Chicago —he remembered how the astronomers had predicted
that the comet would fal, probably, somewherein New Y ork State.

If there were a borderline dong which Lassans were meeting humans In any kind of conflict it was
most likdly to lie southward. With thisthought in mind he turned his plane to the south and, keeping the
white line of foam aong the coast beneath him as a guide, began to let her out.

The celling was low. Between clouds and fitful squallsof rain, flying was difficult and the weight of
Sherman’'s mechanica body seemed to make the machine movelogily. It must have been al of an hour
and three quarterslater that he saw beneath him the tossing whitecaps of Great Bay, with the ribbon of
Wading River running back into the distance. Just beyond, he knew, lay Atlantic City.

He was debating with himself whether to land on the beach there or hop acrossto the Philadel phia
arrport when, sharp and clear from somewhere ahead and below him, came the sound of gun-fire. He
tried for dtitude, but only ran into clouds. Neverthel ess the sound was unmistakable and as he
approached it became clearer and more pronounced, along intermittent beet, heavy gunsand light
mingled together, off to the right. There was fighting going on!

Exulting in his escagpe from the Lassans and in the fact that he could take their opponentsinformation
that would be of vaue, he swung the autogiro toward the sounds that became clearer every minute. He
was getting right over them now. He could see red flashes along the horizon. Down there they were
locked in battle—men and Lassans, his own people and the invaders from faraway Rigel.

Suddenly abeam of light-ray legped from the ground. Sherman thought it was directed at him, tried
to loop the plane and cursed as he remembered helicopters wouldn't loop—then saw that the light was
not aimed in his direction but at some object on the ground.

He banked the copter over and siwung lower. Undoubtedly a L assan fighting machine—and the
beam was hitting things, things large and solid, for they collgpsed under the stabbing ray. A red flame
rose over thewreck. Theroar of an explosion reached his ears. The battle-line!

He soared again. He must reach the headquarters of whatever men were down there. The
information he could bring and that MartaLami had given him might make al the difference between the
loss of the world and its salvation.

". .. perfect mirror—reflects everything that hitsit, even shells, but they don't know about the big
ones. . .. Thelead will reflect their light-raystoo. . . no good againgt lead. Their armor is made of the
samequff. . "

In the darkness beneath him troops were moving. He could catch glimpses of dark masses on the
roads. Somewhere down there he distinctly heard the cdl of one of the four-winged birds, quite near.
Thenwith arush it was suddenly upon him.

He set the automatic pilot and drew hisrevolver, but the bird, unfamiliar with the machineit was
attacking, had dashed recklesdy in. There was arending screech asit cameinto contact with the rotor of
the copter. Sherman got in one shot and then bird, man and plane tumbled toward the earth.

CHAPTER XVIII
THE END OF THE LIGHT-RAY

"THE Lassans?' said Generd Grierson, in apuzzled tone, looking at the sheet-clad apparition. "You
mean these—mechanica mongters?’

Sherman winced. "Like mysdlf? No, S, those are their daves. | thought you were familiar with them.
They are e ephant-men and quite different.”

"I meant those long, shining objects that shoot that light-ray of theirs. Their guns shoot it out in
packages but we can understand that and deal with them. Our artillery isjust asgood. But if we can't
stop those shining things there will be no army |eft and that means no men left on this planet.

"Thisarmy isour last resource. If you know of anything, anything, that will stop them, for God's sake



tell usl All weve found that does any good so far are the twel ve-inch railroad guns and we have only four
of them. One was knocked out by their shdllsthis afternoon.”

"Y ou mean their fighting-machines," Sherman replied. "I'm not absolutely certain. | only know whét |
picked up from then and what Marta Lami"—he swallowed hard at the mention of her name—"the
bravest woman in theworld, told me. But | think that a shell with alead cap would go through those
machineslike aknife through a piece of cheese”

Therewas atiny silencein the room at this momentous announcement. Then an artillery officer said,
dreamily. "The armor-piercing shdllstherailroad guns use have lead caps.”

Asthough hiswords had rel eased a pell there came a quick drumfire of questions.

"What are they armored with?" "What kind of a power-plant do they use?"

"Canyou gop thelight-ray?"

"What makesyou think so?'

Sherman smiled. "Just amoment. One question & atime. I'm not sure| can answer them all anyway.
Asto what makes methink so and what they're armored with, they have a coating of stedl armor but it
isn't very thick.

"It's plated on the outside with a coat of lead and outside that with the substance they call purelight. |
don't know what it is but it's the same stuff they usein thelight-ray and in their shellsand | know that lead
sheeting will gopit, even whenthelead isvery thin."

Generd Grierson swung round in hischair. "Hartnett! Write out an order to Genera Hudson, Chief
Quartermagter, a once. Tdl him to remove every piece of lead he can find in Atlantic City and get it
melted down. Also to set up aplant for tipping al shdlswith lead.”

Ben Ruby leaned forward. "Can we get into their city, their headquarters, or whatever they cal it?"

"l hope so!" cried Sherman. "MartaLami'sin there."

"All right, young man, you'll have your chancefor thet,” said General Grierson. "Now suppose you
tell usas much as you know about these—things. Every bit of information we can get will bevauable. .

"Oh, by theway, Hartnett. Have an order made out to the infantry to cut the points of their bullets
with their knives. That will make them dum-~dum and bring the lead out. Also another oneto evacuate as
much infantry as possible. They aren't going to be agreat ded of use.”

* * %

In the factory of the Atlantic City Packing Company men weretoiling, stripped to thewaist, inan
inferno of heat. The huge row of vats that had once held clams, oysters and fish to grace a nation's palate,
now smmered with green-phosphorescent kettles of molten lead. The hand-trucks that once bore piles
of canned goodsto and fro, now pushed by blue-faced men in khaki, held long stacks of pointed shells.
In a one end of the building they camein ceasdaess procession, to pause before the lead tanks where the
workmen took each shell and dipped itstip briefly in the lead, then returned it to the truck.

Out the other end they whedled to be loaded in trucks, buses, limousines, everything that had whedls
and would move, to be rushed to the maw of the ceasdlesdy crying guns.

For the offensive was on—the advance of the Lassans had been turned to aretregat. Along the
water's edge, with its back to the sea and the steamers ready to pick up the survivors of the defeat of the
last army of man, the last army of man had ralied—ralied and stood as the new |ead-tipped shells began
to comein and the artillery spouted them at the Lassan fighting-machines, no longer invincible
invulnerable mongters, but hittable and smashable pieces of mechanism.

IT WAS Ben Ruby, in atank shining dully with the new lead plating, who led the charge against the
Lassan fighting machines on the first day of the battle, who, with hislittle divison of American tanks, had
encountered three of the huge L assan monsters outside the city. For a moment, as though dazed by the
audacity of thisattack, they had done nothing at al. Then al three had turned the light-rays on him.

The deadly rays glanced off, danced to the zenith in ashower of coruscating sparks and the gun of
the American tank spoke—once, twice. A round hole, with aradiating star-pattern running out fromiit,



gppeared in the nose of the nearest Lassan fighting-machine and it sank to the earth like atired animd,
rolling over and over, helpless.

The other two turned to flee, swinging their long bodies around. Surrounded by shell-bursts, riddled
by the lead-tipped weapons, they too struggled and sank to rise no more.

After that there had been losses, of course. The Lassan shells occasionally burst in the back areas
and claimed atoll. But the advance had gone on steedily for a whole day, unchecked. The Lassanswere
driven back.

And then, as suddenly asthey had come, they disappeared. South African aeria scouts, far ahead of
the army, reported there was no sign of the enemy in the whole of New Jersey. The dodos vanished from
the skies, the fighting machines from the earth. The Lassans seemed to have abandoned the struggle and
retired to their underground city to wait for the end.

"Frankly,” said Sherman, "I don't like it. Those johnnies are too smart to give up likethat. I'll bet you
athousand dollars against alead bullet that they've gone back there to figure out some surprisefor us.
And when it comesit's going to be a beaner. Those babies may be e ephants to the eye but there's
nothing dow about their brains."

"Generd Grierson doesn't think s0," said Ben Ruby. "He's dl ready to hang out theflagsand cdll it a
day. He sent home two more divisons of infantry yesterday.”

"Generd Grierson hasn't got the finest girl in theworld locked up in that hole under the Catskills,
burning her fingers off," said Sherman with aset face.

"Those babies aren't licked by aMillion miles. Their gunsare just as good as ours and that light stuff
they put in them isworse than powder when it goes off. They just didn't have as many guns. I'm taking
even money that when they come out again they'll have something that will make our artillery look sick.”

They stood on a street-corner in Philadel phia, the new headquarters of the Army of the Federated
Governments.

"Y es but what are we going to do about it?" asked Ben.

"A lot. For one thing we might go up there and try to bust in but | don't think that would be very hot.
They'll be expecting it. What we can do though is get Genera Grierson to give us one of the laboratories
here in town and some men to help us and dope out afew little presents on our side of the fence.

"| learned plenty through those thought helmets of theirswhile | wasin that place, though | didn't
redize| was getting alot of it at the time. Those helmetswork both ways, you know, and they couldn't
keep me from picking up some of their stuff, especidly asthey were so anxiousto find out what | knew
they didn't watch themselves.”

"Niceidea," said Ben. "I know alittle chemistry and between us we might put over something good.
Let'sgo."

An hour later they wereingtdled in their own experimenta |aboratory, just off Market Street, with
enough assistants to hel p them with routine work and Gloria Rutherford and Murray Leeto keep them
amused.

"All right, chief," said Ben when they wereinddled. "What do we do firg?'

"Figure out some kind of armor that will stand off whatever kind of ray they pop up with, | guess,”
offered Sherman.

"May | gtick my two centsin?' said Murray Lee. "I don't think that any kind of armor isgoing to do
much good. For one thing you don't know what the L assans are going to produce. Those tanks we had
were armored againgt the best kind of shells and the Lassans turned up with the light-ray that made them
look like Swiss cheese.

"It'syour show but if | werefishing for something it would be away to sock those guys. Inthiskind
of war the man that getsin thefirst punchisgoing towin."

"That light-ray of theirsis pretty good," said Ben. "From what you know about it aready you ought
to be able to dope out a pretty good hest ray."

"No s0gp,” said Sherman. "Too dow. They'll beal set for that anyway. It'sright aong the linesthey
think. No, what we've got to have is something dong anew line and I'm thinking it can't be anything like a
gun either. They're onto that now." He closed the door to the inner office with a bang.



"By theway," asked Gloria, "why don't the Australians send some airplanes up there to the Catskills
and shoot up the Lassan headquarters?'

"Didn't you know?" asked Ben. "They tried it. They dumped about a hundred tons of explosivesal
over thejoint and it might have been so much mud for al the good it did. Then they ran arailroad gun up
there and tried to shell the door but that wasn't any good, ether.

"They've got asignd station up there watching, waiting for them to come out and well just haveto
wait for that. Sherman"—he indicated the door behind which the aviator had retired—"is nearly
bughouse. They've got hisgirl a prisoner in there.”

"Tough bresk," commented Gloria. "Wish | could do something for the lady."

They talked about minor mattersfor atime, Ben spesaking absently and cudgeling hisbrainsfor aline
on which to work toward the new wegpon. It is not easy to sit down and plan out anew invention
without anything to start on beyond the desire to haveit.

Suddenly the inner door was flung open. In the aperture they saw Sherman, hisface grinning, asmall
piece of metd in hishand.

"I'vegot it, folkd" hecried. "A gravity beam!"

CHAPTER XIX
THE GRAVITY BEAM

A GRAVITY beam!" they gaculated together in tones varying from incredulity to Smple puzzlement.
"What'sthat?'

"Wadll, it'll take quite abit of explaining but I'll drop out the technical part of it. You seg, it'slikethis
—you remember old man Eingtein, the frizzy-hair Frisian, demongrated that magnetism and gravity are
the same thing down underneeth?

"And that some of the astronomers and physicists have said that both magnetism and light are the
samething? That is, forms of vibration. Wdll, one of thethings| picked up from the ladsin this Lassen
city wasthat light, matter, eectricity, gravitation, magnetism and the whole works are the samething in
different forms.

"They'vejust jumped one step beyond Einstein. Now they've got away of producing or mining pure
light—that is, pure matter in its Smplest form. When it's released from pressure it becomes materid and
raises hades dl over the shop. How they get the squeeze oniit | can't say. Anyway it isn't important.”

"Very interesting lecture—very," commented Gloria, gravely.

"Y ou pipe down and listen to your betterstill they get through,” Sherman went on. "Children should
be seen and not heard. But what I've got hereisa piece of permaloy. Under certain magnetic conditions
it defies gravity. Now if we can screen gravity that way, why can't we concentrate it too?"

"Why not? Except that nobody ever did it and nobody knows how," said Ben Ruby.

"Well, heresthe catch. We can do anything we want to with gravity if we go about it right. What isit
in chemica atomsthat has weight? It'sthe pogtive charge, isn't it—The nucleus? And it's balanced by the
negetive charges, the electrons, that revolve around it.

"Now if we can find away to pull some of these negative charges |oose from a certain number of
atoms of a substance there are going to be a wholelot of postive charges floating around without
anything to biteon.

"And if we can shoot them at something it's going to have more postive charges than it can stand.
And when that happens the something is going to get awful heavy. There are going to be exchanges of
negative charges among all the positive charges and things are going to pop.”

"Yes, yes" sad Ben. "But what good does dl this do? Give usthe real dope on how you're going to
doit."

"Well, with what | picked up from the Lassans| think | know. They know al about light and
mechanics but they're rotten chemists and don't redlize how good athing they've got in lots of ways. Now
look—if you throw abeam of radiations from a cathode tube into findly divided material you break up



some of the atoms.

"Wadl, al we haveto do is get an extra-powerful cathode tube, break up alot of atoms and then
deliver the positive charges from them onto whatever we're going for. That would be your gravity beam.”

"How are you going to get radiation powerful enough to split up enough atomsto do you any good?”
inquired Ben.

"Easy—use aradium cathode. The Lassans have the stuff but never think of using it serioudly. They
think it'saby-product in their pure-light minesand just play around with it."

"Mmm, sounds possible,” said Ben. "That is, in theory. I'd liketo seeit work in practise. How are
you going to throw this beam?”

"Cinch. Down abeam of light. Light will conduct sound or radio waves even through avacuum and
this stuff I'm sending isn't so very different. Whatever we hit will act as an amplifier and spread the effect
through the whole body."

"Boy, you want to be careful you don't blow up the earth,” said Murray Lee. "Wdll, Gloria, | guess
we'reindicated to go out and dig up someradium. Let'sfool them by going before they ask us. There
ought to be asupply in some of the hospitals."

They rose and the other two plunged into an excited and highly technical discusson. When they
returned the workmen had aready constructed a black box, not unlike an enormous camerain shape, in
the center of the floor. At its back and attached to it stood a stand fitted with a series of enormous
clamps. Ben and Sherman were a a bench, working blowpipes and shaping the delicate iridescent glass
of along tubewith a, bulge at its center.

"Hereyou are," said Murray Lee. "l had to scrounge the Surgeon-Generd of the Dutch Colonial
contingent to get this. He wanted to use it on some tuberculosis experiment. But | convinced him that he
wouldn't be worrying about t.b. if the Lassans came out of their hole and stood the army on its head.
How goes thejob?’

"Swel," said Sherman. "Now you children run dong and play. We're busy. We won't be finished
with thisthing before tomorrow afternoon if then.”

AS A matter of fact it was the next evening before Murray and Gloriawere summoned back to the
laboratory. The device they had seen was now mounted on astand of its own, with long ropes of
electrical connections running back from it, and had been pushed back to the end of the room. Opposite
it was another stand with atwo-foot-square piece of sheetiron resting on achair inits center. The lens of
the big camerawas pointed in that direction.

"Now," said Sherman, "watch your uncle and see what happens.”

Heturned aswitch. The tube at the back of the apparatus|it up with avivid violet glow and alow
humming sound filled the room.

"| decided to use powdered lead in the box," he explained. "It isthe heaviest meta available and
gives usthelargest number of nucle to project.”

A second switch was thrown in and abeam of light leaped from the camera and struck in the center
of theiron sheet, producing merely amild whiteillumination.

"Poof!" said Gloria "That isn't suchamuch. | could do that with aflashlight.”

"Right you are. | havent let her go yet. Hold your breath now."

He bent over, drove aplunger home. For just a second the only visible effect was adight
intengfication of the beam of light. Then there was areport like athunderclap. A dazzling bal of fire
gppeared on the stand; a cloud of smoke, and Murray and Gloriafound themselves sitting on the floor.

Theiron plate had completely vanished. So had the chair, dl but two of itslegs, which, lyinginthe
center of the stand, were burning brightly. The acrid odor of nitrogen dioxidefilled the room.

"Golly!" said Ben Ruby, seizing afire extinguisher from thewdl and turning it on the blaze. "That's
even more than we expected. Look, it made ahole right through the wall! Well have to keep that thing
tied up.”

"I'll say youwill," said Murray, helping Gloriaup. "It'sas bad for the guy that'susing it asthe one at
the other end. Serioudy you've got something good there. What happened to the iron plate?’



"Disntegrated. Let's see, where doesiron come in the periodic table, Ben? Twenty-six? Then youll
probably find smal quantities of al the chemicd € ements from twenty-five down in that hegp of ashes.
Phooey, what arotten smell! That must be the action of the beam on the nitrogen inthe air.”

"Theresalot to be worked out in thisthing yet, though,” declared Ben, "and if you're right about the
Lassans making a comeback preciouslittle timein which to work it out.

"For onething, we've got to get a searchlight that will throw anarrow pencil of light for along
distance. | don't think those el ephant-men are going to et us poke this thing under their noses. And for
another we've got to dope out something to keep it in and some way to furnish current for it."

"Can't you work it from atank?' asked Murray, "and rig up afriction accumulator to work from the
tracks?'

"I can but | don't liketheidea," Sherman replied. "From the way those Lassanstook to our airplanes
| could make aguessthat when they come they're going to comein some kind of flying machine. The
dodos are no good in modern war. We'd never catch any kind of an airplane with atank.”

"How about an airplane for yourseves?'

"Too ungteady and too frail. | want something that will take afew pokes and not fold up.”

"Say, you guys have lessingenuity for acouple of inventorsthan anyone| ever heard of," Gloria put
in. "Why don't you get one of these Australian rocket-planes and fix it up. It's big enough to hold all your
foolishnessand if thisthing is haf as powerful asit |ooks, you ought to be able to harnessit some way for
a power-plant. Then you can plaster your rocket al over with armor. | think—"

Sherman interrupted her by bringing hisfist down on the table with a bang that made the glasses
rettle.

"Youvegot it! By the nine gods of Clusum! With the punch thisthing gives us used as arocket we'd
have power enough to fly to the moon if we wanted to. Why arocket airplane at al? Why not apure
rocket? Let'sgo.”

IT WAS another week before workmen, even toiling with dl the machine-shop facilities of
Philadephiaat their disposa and working day and night, could turn out the machine to Sherman's design.
It was two more before the apparatus was ingtdled. Thetrid trip was st for the early morning when
there would be least chance of atmospheric disturbance.

The Monitor—she had been named for the famous fighting craft with which the American navy
ushered in anew agein the history of war —now stood near the center of the flying field at the
Philadelphiaair, port—along, projectile-like vessal with gleaming metal Sdes, set with heavy windows,
ten feet in diameter and nearly twice aslong.

At her stern afunnel-like opening led to theinterior. Thiswasthe exhaust for the power-plant. At her
bow the sharp nose was blunted off and itstip was occupied by the lens of a high-powered parabolic
searchlight, dightly recessed and with the discharge tubes for the atomic nuclel arranged around its edge
s0 they would be thrown directly into the light-beam as soon as generated.

Asthefour approached her she had been placed on the ramp from which she wasto start, danting
dightly upward, with abuffer of timber and earth behind it to take up the enormous recoil her power
plant was expected to develop.

"How do you get in?" asked Gloria, walking around the Monitor and discovering no Sgn of adoor.

"Oh, that'sa trick | borrowed from our friends the Lassans," explained Sherman. "Look here" He
led her to a place hafway aong one sde, where two almost imperceptible holes marred the shining
brightness of the new vessdl'ssides. " Stick your fingersin.”

She did asdirected, pressed and awide door in the Sde of the projectile swung open. "Bright
thought. No handlesto break off."

They stepped in, bending their heads to avoid the low celling.

"Sheisn't asroomy or comfortable or as heavily armored asthe onel mean to build later," explained
Sherman, "but thisisonly an experimenta craft, built in ahurry, so | had to takewhat | could get.

"Now here, Murray, you Sit here. Y our job isgoing to be to mind the gravity beam that furnishes us
our power. Every time you get the Ssgnd from me you throw this power switch. That will turn on dl three



switches at the stern and shoot the gravity beam out for the exhaust.

"Y ou see, we can't expect to keep up asteady stream of explosions with thiskind of a machine. We
wouldn't be ableto control it. Well travel in aseries of snort hops through the air, soaring between hops
likeaglider."

"How are you going to do any soaring without wings?' asked Murray.

"We havewings. They fold into the body at the back. I've made them automatic. When the power
switch isthrown thewingsfold in. After the explosion they come out automaticaly unless we disconnect
them. If wewant to redlly go fast well disconnect them and go through the air like aprojectile.”

"Oh, | see. Will the windows stand the gaff?"

"I hopeto tell you they will. I had them made of fused quartz, with an outer plating of leaded glass,
justin casethe Lassanstry to get fresh with that light-ray of theirs.

"Now, Gloriayou st here. Y ou're the best shot in the crowd and it's going to be your job to run that
searchlight in the prow. As soon asyou pick up anything with it Ben will throw his switch and whatever is
at theend of it will get adose of pure protons.

"WEelIl haveto do agood ded of our aiming by turning the ship itsdf. | made the searchlight asflexible
as| could but | couldn't get a great dedl of turn to it on account of the necessity of getting the nuclel into
thelight beam.”

"By theway," asked Murray. "Won' this pure light armor of the Lassans knock your beam for arow
of ashcans ?'

"I should say not | If they useit weve got 'em. That stuff has weight and the minute this beam of ours
hitsit it will intengfy the effect. No matter how much pressurethey have onit will blow up dl over the
place. All set? Let'sgo. Throw in your switch, Murray."

Murray did as directed. There was a humming sound and the tiny beam of light leaped acrossthe
rear end of the ship and out the exhaust. Acrossit fell a thin powder of iron filings—the materia that was
to be decomposed to furnish the power.

With aroar, the Monitor legped forward, throwing al of them back into their heavily padded sests,
then dipped and soared as the wings came into play. The passengers glanced through the windows.
Beneath them the outskirts of Philadephiawere aready speeding by.

"Say," sad Ben, "thisis some bus. We must be making eight hundred miles an hour."

"Sure," said Sherman. "We could do over seventeen hundred as a pure projectile but we can't use
that much speed and keep our maneuvering power."

CHAPTER XX
THE COMING OF THE GREEN GLOBES

"WHERE to, folks?" asked Sherman, during one of their periods of soaring, asthey floated high
above the hilly country to thewest of the Delaware River.

"Oh, most anywhere," said Ben. "I'd like to see you try out this newfangled gun of yourson
something though.”

"What shdl wetry it on—ahouse?'

"No, that'stoo easy. We saw what it could do to things like that in the |aboratory. Find anice rock.”

"Okay, here goes. Don't give her the gun for aminute, Murray.”

With wings extended the Monitor spiraled down toward the crest of the mountain. A projecting cliff



stood just benesth them, sharply outlined in the rays of the morning sun.

"Now thisisgoing to bedifficult,” warned Sherman. "Throw that connecting bar, Ben. It holdsthe
power-switch and the beam-switch together so they're both turned on at once. Otherwise the recoil wed
get on thisend of the beam would tumble us over backward. Hold it while | set the controls. Weve got
to take ajump as soon as we fire or well pop right into the mess we make. Ready? All right, Gloria, go
ahead with your searchlight.”

The beam of the searchlight shot out, pale in the daylight, wavered a second, then outlined the crest
of the diff.

"Shoot!" cried Sherman.

There was aterific report—a shock—the Monitor legped, quivering in every part, and asthey
spirded down to see what damage they had done they beheld no cliff at al but arounded cup at thetip
of the mountain in which amass of molten rock boiled and smmered.

"Fair enough,” said Ben. "I guessthat will do for the Lassans, dl right. Home, James?'

"Right," answered Sherman. "Weve found out al we want to know thistrip.”

The homeward journey was accomplished even more swiftly than the trip northward as Sherman
gained experience a the controls of the machine. Asit glided dowly to earth at the airport alittle group of
officers was waiting to meet them.

"What in thunder have you been doing?"' one of them greeted the Americans. "Y our Static or
whatever it was you let |oose burned out dl the tubesin half the army radio setsin New Jersey."

"By the nine gods of Clusum said Sherman. "'l never thought of that. We're reducing matter pretty
muchto itslowest termsand it'sal agood ded dike on that scae—vibrationsthat may be dectricity,
megnetism, light or matter.

"Of course, when we let go that shot there was enough radiation to be picked up on Mars. I'll have
to figure out away to get around that. Those Lassans are no bums as dectricians and after we've been at
them once or twice they'll be ableto pick up our radiation whenever we're coming and duck us.”

"Theres another thing," said Ben. "I thought the Monitor vibrated agood dea when you let that shot
go."

"It did. Well haveto get morerigidity or well be shaking ourselvesto pieces every time we shoot.
But this, as| said, isan experimentd ship. What we've got to do now isturnin and build ared onewith
heavy armor and alot of new tricks."

"How are you going to know what kind of armor to put on her?"

"That'seasy. Sted will keep out any kind of materia projectilesthey'relikely to haveif it'sthick
enough. It won't keep out the light-ray but well put on athin lead plating to take care of that, just in case
—though I don't think they'relikely to try it after the onefalure.

"Then indde the sted armor welll put avacuum chamber. That will stop anything but light and maybe
cosmic radiation and | don't think they're up to that, although well get alittle of the effect through the
struts that support the outer wall of the chamber. What | would like though, isacouple of these Lassan
thought-helmets. Not that you people are dow on the uptake but we'd be alot fagter if we had them and
we're going to need al the speed we can get.”

They were crossing theflying field as they spoke, making for headquarters, where Sherman presently
laid out the design for the second Monitor, embodying the improvements he had mentioned. The
engineer who looked it over smiled doubtfully.

"l don't think we can give thisto you in less than three or four weeks" he said. "It will take alot of
timeto cast that armor you want and to build the vacuum chamber. | assume our own workmen are
going to maketheinterna fixtures."

"Correct from theword go," Sheraan told him. "But you'd better have it before three weeks are up.
Ben, what do you say we run over to the lab and see if we can dig up something new."

IT WAStwo days|later when they stood at headquarters on the flying field again. The Monitor had
made three more trips, on one of them flying over the Lassan city without seeing anything more important
than the Audiralian sgna station perched on anearby hill.



Meanwhile the Army of the Federated Governments had pushed ot its tentacles, searching the
barren waste that had been the most fruitful country in the world. East, west, south and north the report
was the same—no sign of the Lassans or any other living thing.

"l wish," said Gloria, "that those lads would stick their noses out. I'd like to try the Monitor on
them.”

"Youll get dl youwant of that," said Ben atrifle grimly. "I'm glad they're giving usthismuch of a
break. It lets us get things organized. Sherman is monkeying with alight-power motor now. If he catches
it our troubleswill be over." "Wait aminute,” called an officer at adesk as atelegraph key began tapping.
"Thislookslike something." He trandated the dots and dashes for them.

"L assan—city—door—opening— It'sfrom the signd station on that mountain right over it ...
Big—ball —coming out—will—will—What's this ? The message seemsto end.” He depressed the key
vigoroudy and waited. It remained Slent.

"Oh boy!" said Sherman. "There she goes! They got that Signd station, I'll bet adollar to aton of
Lassan radiation.”

The officer was hammering the key again. "We're sending out airplane scouts now," he said. "Too
bad about the signd station but that'swar!"

"Comeon, gang,” said Ben. "Let's get out to the flying field. Looks likeweregoingto bein
demand.”

In acar borrowed from the headquarters staff they raced out to the field where the Monitor stood,
ready on itsramp for any emergency. Just asthey arrived an airplane became visible, approaching from
the north. It circled the field dmost as though the pilot were afraid to land, then dipped and cameto a
dow and hesitating stop.

The onlookers noticed that its guy wires were sagging, its whedls uneven. It looked like awreck of a
machine which had not been flown for ten years, after it had lain in some hangar whereit received no
atention at all.

Asthey ran acrossthefidd toward it, the pilot climbed dowly out. They noticed that hisface was
pale and horror-struck, hislimbs shaking.

"All gone," he cried to the oncoming group.

"What? Who? What's the matter?"

"Everything. Guns— tanks—planes! The big bdl's got ‘'em. Almost got—" He collgpsed in Ben's
amsin adeed fant.

"Here," said Ben, handing the unconscious aviator to one of the Austrdian officers. "Come on, there's
something doing up there. Big ball, en? Well, well make afootbal of it. That chap looks as though hed
been through amilling machine, though. The Lassans certainly must have something good.”

With a shattering crash as Murray Lee gave her dl the acceleration she would take, the Monitor left
the ramp, soared to gain dtitude and headed north amid a chorus of explosions.

In less than five minutes the thickly-settled digtricts of northern New Jersey were flowing by beneeth
them.

"Wish we had someradio in thisbus," remarked Ben Ruby. "We could keep in touch with what's
going on.”

"It would be convenient,” said Sherman, "but you can't have everything. The Lassans aren't going to
walit for usto work out al our problems. Look—what'sthat over there?"

At nearly the same level asthemselves and directly over the city of Newark ahuge globular object,
not unlike an enormous green cantal oupe, appeared to float in the air. From its underside a thinblue
beam of some kind of ray reached the ground. From the face turned diagonaly away from them apaer
wider beam, yelowish in color, reached down toward the buildings of the city.

Whereit fell on them they collgpsed in shattering ruin—roofs piled on walls, chimneystumbled to the
ground. There was no flame, no smoke, no sound—just that Snister monster moving dowly aong,
demoalishing the city of Newark dmost asthough it were by an effort of thought.

"Hold tight, everybody," cried Sherman. "Going up.”



THE Monitor danted skyward. Through the heavy quartz of her windows they could see a battery of
fiddd guns, cleverly concealed behind some treesin the outskirts of the city, open fire. At thefirst bursts
the mongter globe swung dowly round, the pale yellow ray cutting aswath of destruction asit moved.
The shells of the second burst struck al around and on it. “Oh, good shooting!" cried Gloria but even as
she spoke the yellow ray bore down and the guns became silent.

"What have they got?' she shouted between the burgts of the Monitor's rocket motor.

"Don't know," replied Sherman, "but it's good. Ready? Here goes. Cut off, Murray."

From an altitude of 15,000 feet the Monitor swept down in a long curve. As she dived Gloriasvung
the searchlight beam toward the green globe.

"Go!" shouted Sherman and Ben threw the switch. There was aterrific explosion, the Monitor
pitched wildly, then, under control, swung round and began to climb again. Through the thinning cloud of
ydlow smoke, they could see along black scar across the globe's top with lines running out fromit like
the wrinkles on an old old face.

"Blast!" said Sherman. "Only nicked him. They must have something good in theline of armor on
that thing. Look how it stood up. Watch it, everybody, we're going to go again, Glorial"

Again the searchlight beam swung out and down, sought the green mongter. But thistime the Lassan
globe acted more quickly. Theyellow ray lifted, probed for them, caught them in its beam. Instantly the
occupants of the Monitor felt aracking painin every joint. The camera-boxes of the gravity-beam
trembled in their racks. The windows, set in solid stedl though they were, shook in their frames. The
whole body of the rocket-ship seemed about to fall apart.

Desperately Sherman strove with the controls—dived, dodged, then finally, with araised hand to
warn the rest, sde-dipped and tumbled toward the earth, pulling out in aswinging curve with al power
on—acurvethat carried them agood ten miles awvay before the yellow ray could find them.

"Boy!" said Murray Leg, fedling of himsdlf. "l fed asthough every joint in my body wereloose. What
wasthat, anyway?"

"Infrarsound,” replied Sherman. Y ou can't hear it but it getsyou just the same. Likeaviolinis and a
glass. Hecan bresk it if he hitsthe right note. | told you those babieswould get something hot. They must
have found away to turn that pure light of theirsinto pure sound and vibrate it on every note of the scale
all a once beside alot the scale never heard of. Well, now we know."

"And s0 do they," said Ben. "That bozo isn't going to hang around and take another chance on getting
mashed with our gravity beam. Even if wedid only tip him I'll bet we hurt him plenty."

"All I've got to say," replied Sherman, "isthat I'm glad we're made of metal instead of flesh and
blood. If that infra-sound ray had hit us before we'd be mashed potatoesin that field down there. No
wonder the Sgna station went out so quick.”

"Do we go back and take another whack at them?' asked Murray Lee.

"l don't liketo do it with thisship," Sherman replied. "If we had the Monitor Two it would be easy.
With that extra vacuum chamber around her, shell take quite alot of that infra-sound racket. Vacuum
doesn't conduct sound you know, though we'd get some of it through the struts. But this one— Still |
suppose well have to show them we mean business.”

The Monitor turned, pointed her lean prow back toward Newark and bore down. In their flight from
the infra-sound ray the Americans had dived behind afluffy mass of low-hanging cloud. Asthey emerged
fromit, they could see the huge green ball, far up theriver, retregting at its best speed.

"Aha" Sherman said. "He doesn't like gravity beams on the coco. Well, come on, give her the gun,
Murray."

Under the tremendous urge of the gravity-beam explosions at her tail, the Monitor shot skyward,
leaving atrail of orange smoke in her wake as the beam decomposed the air where it struck it. Sherman
lifted her behind the clouds, held the course for amoment, called "Ready, Gloria?' and then dropped.

LIKE aswooping hawk, the Monitor plunged from her hiding place. Sherman had guessed right.
The green bl was not five miles ahead of them, swinging over the summits of the Catskillsto reach its
home. Asthey plunged down the yelow ray came on, stabbed quickly, once, twice, thrice—caught them



for abrief second of agonizing vibration, then lost them again as Sherman twisted the Monitor around.

Then Glorias beam struck the huge globule fair and square. Ben Ruby threw the switch and aterrific
burst of orange flame swallowed the whole center of the Lassan mongter.

Prepared though they were for the shock, the force of the explosion threw the ship out of contral. It
gyrated frantically, spinning up, down and sidewise as Sherman worked the stick. The Catskillsreared up
at them, shot past in a whirl of greenery. Then with a splash they struck the surface of the Hudson.

Fortunately, the Monitor's wings were extended and took up most of the shock at the cost of being
shattered againgt her sdes. Through the beam-hole at the stern the water began to flow into the interior of
the ship.

"Give her the gun!" caled Sherman frantically, working his usdess controls. Therewasareport, a
shock, avivid cloud of steam. Ripping and coughing like achild that has swallowed water in haste, the
Monitor rose from the stream, her broken wingstrailing behind her.

"I don't know whether | can fly thiscrate or not," said Sherman, trying to make what was | eft of the
controlswork. " Shoot, Murray—if we put on enough power we won't have to soar.”

There was arenewed roar of explosions from the Monitor. Desperately, swinging in awide curve
that carried her miles out of her way, she turned her nose southwards.

"Make Philly," cried Sherman crypticaly above the sound of the explosionsthat were driving their
craft through the air a over nine hundred miles an hour. Almost as he said it they saw the airport benegth
them. The Monitor swerved erratically. The explosions ceased. She dived, plunged and dithered to a
racking stop across the foreshore of the segplane port, ending up with acrash againgt afloat, and pitched
all four occupants from their seats onto the floor.

"WEell, that's one for you and onefor me," said Sherman as he surveyed the wreckage ruefully. "We
used up that green ball dl right but the old Monitor will never pop another one. Did anyone notice
whether there were any pieces|eft by the way?'

"l did,” said Gloria. "Aswe came up out of thewater | could see afew hunkslying around on the
hill."

"Mmm," remarked Sherman, "they must be built pretty solidly. Wish | knew what wasin them. That's
onething | never did get through that thought-helmet. Probably something they just figured out. Y ou gave
her all the power we had, didn't you?"

"Therés something esel'd like to know," said Ben. "And that's whether they had time to warn the
rest of the Lassans what they were up againg. If they did we stand a chance. The way | have these guys
figured isthat they're good but they have ayellow streak.

"Or maybethey'rejust lazy and don't like to fight unlessthey're sure of winning. If I'm right well have
timeto get Monitor Two into commission and before they come out again well be ready for them. If I'm
wrong we might aswell find anice hole somewhere and pull it in after us."

"Y es, and on the other hand, if they did have time to warn them, they'll sit down and dope out some
new trick. Though | have a hunch they won't find an answer to that gravity-beam so easily. Thereisn't
any that | know of."

"Well, anyway," said Murray Lee, "nothing to do till tomorrow. What are you two rummies up to
now?'

"Run up and push them aong on Monitor Two if wecan,” replied Ben. "1 think I'll round up the rest
of the mechanica Americansand put you al to work on it. We can work day and night and get it donea
lot quicker."

"Me" said Sherman, "I'm going to figure out someway to ingtall radar on that new busor bust a
button. That's one thing we ought not to do without. If we'd known the position of that green lemon
before we saw it we could have dived out of the clouds on it and made it the first shot before we got all
racked up with that yellow rays."

CHAPTER XXI
REINFORCEMENTS



THE little group separated, going about their several tasks. Whatever the cause Ben proved to be
right about the Lassan green spheres. After that one brief incursion, in which they had wrecked the
greater part of Newark and most of the artillery the Australians had established to bear on the door of
the Lassan city, they seemed to have returned to their underground home, redlizing that the earthmen il
had wegpons the equal of anything the creatures of Rigel could produce.

For awhole week there was no sign of them. Meanwhile the Federated Army dug itsdlf in and
prepared for the attack that was now believed certain. The success of thefirst Monitor had been great
enough, it was decided, to warrant the construction of more than one of the second edition. General
Grierson wished to turn the whole resource of the Allied armies to building an enormous number but
under Ben's persuasion he consented to concentrate on five.

For, as Ben pointed out to the general, the training of flesh-and-blood men for these craft would be
[abor logt.

"They couldn't stand the acceleration that will be necessary, for one thing. With Monitor Two we
expect to be able to work up swiftly to over athousand miles an hour and the most acceleration aflesh
and blood man can stand won't give us that speed quickly enough.

"Of course, we could make 'em so they worked up speed dowly but then they wouldn't be able to
cut down fast enough to maneuver. And for another thing thisinfra-sound ray the Lassans project would
kill aflesh-and-blood man thefirg timeit hit him. What we need for thiskind of war issupermeninthe
physica sense.

"I don't want to make any such snooty statement as that Americans are better than other people but
we happen to be the only ones who have undergone this mechanica operation and were the only people
in the world who can stand the gaff. Y ou'll just have to let us make out the best we can. Infact, it might
be better for you to re-embark the army and let usfight it out al aone. The more women we have here,
the more well haveto protect.”

The generd had been forced to agreeto thefirst part of this statement but he gdlantly refused to
abandon the Americans though he did send away men, troops and guns which had become usdessin this
new brand of warfare. But he ingsted on retaining aforce to run the factories that supplied the Americans
with their materials and on persondly remaining withit.

Even asit stood there were only fourteen of the mechanical Americans remaining—enough to man
three of the Monitors.

But one day as Monitor 11, shining with newness, scood on her ramp having the searchlightsingtalled,
Herbert Sherman came dashing across the flying field, waving a sheet of paper.

"I'vegotit," hecried, "I'vegot it! | knew | got something from those L assans about eectricity that |
hadn't known before and now | know what it is. Look!"

"Radar?' queried Ben.

"No, read it," said Sherman. "Radar's out. But thisis athousand times better."

He extended the sheet to Ben, who examined the maze of figures gravely for amoment.

"Now suppose you interpret,” he said. "'l can't read Chinese."

"Sap. Thisistheformulafor the dectrical devicel wastaking about.”

"Yeh. Wedll, goon, saill it."

"Widl, | suppose I'll have to explain so even your limited intelligence will grasp the point. In our black
box, we've been bresking up the atoms of lead into positive and negative charges. Weve been using the
positive and then just turning the negative loose. Thisthing will make use of both and give usaswell new
wegpon al at once.

"L ook—the negative chargeswill do for our gravity beam just aswell asthe postive. They will creste
an excess of negative eectrons instead of an excess of positive protonsin the object we hit and cause
atomic disntegration. It'sa gravity processjust the same but a different one. Now that gives us something
elseto do with the positives.

"Y ou know what aLeyden jar is? One of those things you charge with dectricity, then you touch the
tip and bang—you get a shock. Well, this arrangement will make a super-Leyden jar of the Monitor.



Every time she firesthe gravity-beam the positive charges will be put into her hull and shelll soon be able
to load up with a charge that will knock your eye out when it'slet loose."

"How'sthat? | know the outside of the Monitor is covered with lead and so isthe outsde of a
Leyden jar but what's the connection?”

"W, it's thisway—when you load up a Leyden jar the chargeis not located in the plating but in the
glass. Now the Monitor hasa lot of sted, which will take up the chargejust aswell asglass. Assoon as
shefiresthe gravity-beam these filaments will load her up with the left-over postivestill she grunts. See?

"And since the earth isbuilding up alot of negative potentid dl thetime, al you haveto do isget your
bird between you and the earth and then let go at him?”

"That'stheidea. It'll make an enormous spark-gap and whatever is between us and the earth will get
the spark. Sock them with aflash of artificid lightning. Well use the light-beam as a conductor just as
with the gravity-beam.”

"'Sounds good but | want to see the whedls go round. How much of a potentia do you think you can
build up in the Monitor?"

"Well, let's see. We've got two thicknesses of mine-inch sted—voltsto a cubic inch—by cubic
inches. Holy smoke, look how thisfigures out—over eeven million volts!

"That's theory, of course. Therell be some leskage in practise and we won't have timeto build up
that much negative potentid every time we shoat. If we only do haf that well well have a pretty
thorough-going charge of lightning. Peterson, come over here. | want you to make some changes on this
barge.

MONITORII stood on the ramp that had once held her elder sister, her outer coating of lead
glimmering dully in the morning sun. Here and there, dong her shining sides were placed the windows
through which her crew would watch the progress of the battle.

Her prow was occupied by the same type of searchlight the earlier Monitor had borne. But thistime
the searchlight was surrounded by a hedge of shining silver points—the discharge mechanism for the
lightning isgoing to do us any stead of the opening running right through into the ship, was a tight
bulkhead, with the connections for the gravity-beam rocket-mechanism leading through it.

As Sherman pointed out, "If thislightning isgoing to do us any good weve got to get above our
opponent and those L assans have built machines that made interplanetary voyages. Weve got to make
this boat airtight so that we can go right after them asfar as Rigd if necessary.”

It had been decided, in view of the other monitors that were building, to makethetrid trip of the
second rocket-cruiser dso atraining voyage, with Beeville and Y oshio replacing Murray Lee and Gloria
in her crew.

They climbed in. The spectators stood back and with a thunderous rush of explosions and a.cloud of
ydlow gasthe second Monitor, plunged into the blue.

"Where shal we go?' asked Sherman as the ship swooped over the plains of New Jersey.

"How much speed is she making?' asked Ben Ruby.

"I don't know exactly. We didn't havetimeto invent and ingtall ardiable gauge. But—" he glanced at
the map before him, then down through the windows at the surrounding country. "'l should say not far
short of athousand an hour. That improved box sure steps up the speed. I'm not giving her al shélll
dand, evenyet."

"If you've got that much speed why don't you visit Chicago?' asked Beeville. "The Audraians have
only pushed as far as Ohio and there may be some people there.”

"Bright thought,” remarked Sherman, swinging the prow of the vessel westward. "No telling what
well find but it'sworth alook anyway.

For sometime there was silence in the cabin as the rocket-ship, with aternate roar and swoop,
pushed dong. Y oshio was the first to spesk.

"Ah, gentlemen,” he remarked, "I observe beneath window trace of city of beer, formerly
Cincinnati."

"Sure enough,” said Ben, peering down. "There doesn't seem to be much beer there now, though.”



The white city of the Ohio vanished benegth them, silent and deserted, no sign of motion inits dead
sreets.

"You know," said Sherman, sometimeswhen | seethese cities and think of al the Lassans have
wrecked it gives me an ache. | think I'd do amost anything to knock them out. What right did they have
to cometo this country or this earth anyway? We were | etting them alone.”

"Sameright wolf obtains when hungry,” said Y oshio. "Walf islarger than rabbit—end of rabbit."

"Correct," agreed Beeville. "They were the sronger. It'sacase of hit of be hit in thisuniverse. Our
only out is to give them better than they give us."

"Oh, I don't know," said Ben Ruby, "it may be agood thing for the old world at that. Y ou never
heard of al the governments of the world cooperating before as they are now did you? There are lill
people dive you know. Civilization hasn't been killed off by along shot.

"And that blue coloring that affected al the people who didn't get metaized isn't going to be
permanent. The babies being born there now are normal, | hear. In afew generations the earth will be
back to where it was except for us. | don't know of any way to reverse thismetal evolution.”

"Neither do|," said Beeville, "unlesswe can get another dose of the “substance of life asthe Lassans
cal it—and we won't get that unlessthey decideto leave the earthinahurry.”

"Look," said Sherman, "there's Chicago now. But what's that? No, there—along the lake front.”

Following the direction of his pointing finger they saw something moving vagudly aong Lake Shore
Boulevard, something that might be a car—or aman!

"Let'sgo down and see," offered Ben.

"Okay, chief, but we've got to pick agood landing place for thistub. | don't want to get her
marooned in Chicago.”

THE explosions were cut off, the wings extended, and Sherman spiraled carefully downward to the
spot where they had seen the moving object. With the nicety of amagician he brought theshipto a
gliding stop along the park grass. Followed by the rest Ben Ruby Ieaped out. The edge of the drive wasa
few yards away. Asthey emerged from the ship no onewas visible but as they walked across the grass,
afigure, metdlic like themsalves, and with agun in one hand, stepped from behind atree.

"Stand back!" it warned suspicioudy. "Who are you and what do you want?"

"Conversation with sweet-looking gentleman,” said Y ashio politely, with abow.

"Why, we're members of the American air force," said Ben, " cooperating with the Federated Armies
againg the Lassans, and we were on an exploring expedition to seeif we could find any more
Americans”

"Oh," said thefigure, with evident relief. "All right then. Come on out, boys."

From behind other treesin thelittle park agroup of metadlic figures, al armed, roseinto sight.

"My name's Ben Ruby," said Ben, extending hishand, "at present General commanding whét thereis
of the Americanarmy.”

"Mine's Salsinger. | suppose you could cal me Mayor of Chicago since those birds got Lindstrom.
So you're fighting the Lassans, eh? Good. Wed like to take afew pokes at them ourselves but that
light-ray they haveistoo much for us. All we can do is pot the birds.”

"Oh," said Ben, "weve got that beat and alot of other stuff too. How many of you are there?"

"Eight including Jones, who isn't here now. Where are you from, anyway? . Louis?"

"No, New York. Isanybody divein St. Louis or the other western cities?'

"There was. We had one man here from St. Paul and Gresham was from St. Louis. The birds got him
and carried him off to the joint the Lassans have in the Black Hills but he got away."

"Have they aheadquartersin the Black Hillstoo? They have onein the Catskills. That'swhere weve
been fighting them.”

The explanations went on. It appeared that Chicago, St. Louis and other western cities had been
overwhelmed as had New Y ork—the same rush of light from the great comet, the same unconsciousness
on every Sde, the same awakening and find gathering together of the few individual s who had been
fortunate enough to attract the attentions of the Lassans birds and so be sent to their citiesfor



transformation into Robots.

Sincethat time the birds had raided Chicago and the other western cities unceasingly and had
reduced the original company of some thirty-odd to the eight individuas Ben had encountered. Before
the birds had attacked them, however, they had managed to get atelegraph wire in operation and learn
that people were dive at Los Angeles—whether mechanized or not they were uncertain but they thought
not.

Once, severa weeks before, a Lassan fighting-machine had passed through the city, wrecked afew
buildings with the light-ray and disappeared westward asrapidly asit had come.

With some difficulty and agood dedl of crowding the eight Chicagoans were got into the Monitor 1
for the return journey. They were amost wel come reinforcement and would furnish enough Americansto
man al five of the extrarocket-cruisers.

"I hope," remarked Sherman, a couple of days|ater, "that those Lassans don't come out quite yet.
Welve got the shipsto meet them now but the personnd isn't aswell trained as| should like. Slsinger
nearly smashed up one of the ships yesterday making hislanding and one of the wings on another
cracked up this morning when Roberts tried to turn too short. These rocket-ships are so fast you need a
whole state to handle themin."

"And |," replied Ben Ruby, "hope they come out soon. Asyou say, weve got the ships now but
they're not so dow themsdves. With the building methods they have they can turn out ships faster than
we can.”

"All the same I'd like afew days more," Sherman countered. "In thisbrand of war it isn't how much
you've got but what you've got that counts. Look at dl the Austrdians—haf amillion men and the only
good they areis to work in factories.

"Can't blame them for not being made of metd like us," said Ben. "They're doing their best and we
wouldn't be here but for them. Grierson is having the shops build us another ten rocket-cruisers on the
chance that we pick up some reinforcements somewherein the West."

"Good," said Sherman, "and | have another idea. | think we ought to keep at least one monitor on
patrol over the Lassan city al thetime. They're apt to get out and sneak one over on us. She can stay
high up in the stratosphere.

"Of course, she can't radio, but she can fire acouple of shotsif she sights them coming out and we
can make a dtatic detector that will register the disturbance. Then we can caich them asfast asthey come
out when they'll be easiest to attack.”

"How about the other Lassen city out in the Black Hills?' asked Ben.

"It would be bad strategy to try to handle them both at once, wouldnt it,” said Sherman, "Still, if you
think so. .. ."

CHAPTER XXIlI
THE GREAT CONFLICT

IT WAS Monitor VII, manned by the Chicagoans, which had the honor of sighting the enemy. Just
asthetwilight of abright May day was closing down over the radar men at the Philadelphiaairport the
static detector marked an unusual disturbance, then two quick shocks, which must have come from the
patrol's bow beam. In quick succession, the other five, standing ready on their starting ramps, took in
their crews, and roared up and away in atorrent of explosions at athousand miles an hour.

Soaring to fifty thousand feet above the earth the squadron of rocket ships madeitsway north,
Monitor 1l inthelead.

"Well, herewego," called Gloriafrom her seet behind the searchlight. "Hope they don't give usthe
runaround thistime."

"They won't have the chance," said Ben. "That is, provided those Chicago boys have sense enough to
remember their ingtructions and let them donetill wedl get there. With six of these shipswe ought to be
abletorough 'em up alittle bit.”



At aspeed of over athousand miles an hour, thanks to the thinness of the atmosphere through which
they weretraveling, it was only afew minutes hop from Philadel phiato the Catskill city of the
elephant-men. Ben had hardly finished spesking before Sherman called from the control seet, "Therethey
ad"

Far benegth, haf reveded, half-hidden by thefew tiny clouds of fleece that hung at the lower dtitudes
they could see the naked scar in the hills that marked the Lassan headquarters. Around it floated half a
dozen of the huge green balls they had encountered on the last occasion.

Asthey swept by, another one, looking like a grape at the immense distance, trundled dowly out
from the enormous door, swung to and fro for a second or two, then swam up to join those already in the
sky. Monitor VIl wasto the north and above them—as she perceived the American fleet she swept
downto join theformation, falling into her prearranged place.

"Do we go now?" asked Sherman.

"Not yet," said Ben. "Give them al achanceto get out. The more the merrier. I'd liketo finish the job
thistime. We can't get in that door and if we did the rocket-ships would be no useto usin those
passages—and they're the best we've got. Besides they're playing snooty too and aren't paying a bit of
attention to us. | hope they intend to fight it out to afinish thistime.”

They turned north, giving the Lessenstime to assemble their fleet. "What's the arrangement?’ asked
Gloria "Doweadl go for them at once?!

"No. Wediveinfirgt and the rest follow behind, pulling up before they get in range. If anything
happensto usthey'll rescue us—if they can. Y ou see we don't know what they've got any more than they
know what we've got and | thought it would be agood ideato try the first attack with only one ship. Ina
pinch the rest can get away—if the Lassans haven't developed alot of speed on those green eggs of
theirs”

"How many now?" asked Sherman, from the controls, as the squadron swung back southward and
the scarred mountain swam over the horizon again.

"Two—five—nine—eleven—oh, | can't count them dl," said Gloria. "They keep changing formation
s0. There€'sa lot of them and they're coming up toward us, but dowly. They haven't got that blue beam at
the base any more either—you know the one that globe we got after wasriding on.”

Asthey approached it was indeed evident that the green globes wererising dowly through the
twilight in somekind of loose formation. It was too complex for the American observersto follow in the
brief glimpses they were vouchsafed asthey swept past at hurricane speed.

There seemed to be dozens of the Lassan globes—as though they expected to overwhelm opposition
by mereforce of numbers. Nearer and nearer came the rocketships, nearer and nearer loomed the
snister Lassan globes, betraying no signs of life, slent and ominous.

"Go?" called Sherman from his seet at the controls.

"Go!" sad Ben.

The Monitor 11 dived. As she dived Gloria Rutherford switched on the deadly beam of the
searchlight which would carry the gravity-beam againgt their enemies. For amoment it sought the green
globes, then caught onefairly. Ben Ruby threw the switch and down the light beam legped the terrible
stream of the broken atomslike a wave of death. Leaped—and failed!

FOR as it struck the green globe, instead of the rending explosion and the succeeding collgpse, there
came only abright handful of stars, a coruscating display of white fire that dashed itself around the Lassan
ship like foam on some coastrock. It reded backward, driven from its position under the tremendous
shock of the sundered atoms, but remained intact.

"Wdll, I'm ason-of-a-gun!" declared Sherman as he put the Monitor into aspird climb a nine
hundred miles an hour to avoid any counter-attack. "If they haven't found agravity screen! | didn't think it
was possible. Goes to show you you never can tell, especidly with the Lassans. Look out folks, here
comes the gaff. I'm going to loop!™

For as he spoke the formation of green globes had opened out—swiftly by ordinary standards
though dowly in comparison with the frantic speed of the American rocket-vessdl. From half adozen of



them the racking yellow ray of infra-sound leaped forth to seek the audacious ship that had attacked
them single-handed.

All round her they stabbed the atmosphere, striking the few clouds and driving them gpart in afine
gpray of rain but missing the Monitor as she twisted and heaved at frantic speed.

Twenty milesaway and high inthe air they pulled up to recover themsdlves.

"And that,” Sherman went on with hisinterrupted observation, "explainswhy they aren't usng those
blue beams for support any more. Of course a gravity screen that would work against our beam would
work againg the gravity of the earth just aswell. They must have some way of varying its effect though.
They aren't rising very fast and haven't got much speed.”

"Probably the Lassans can't gand the acceleration,” suggested Murray.

"Probably you're right. They can't have lessthan one Lassan in each globe. Of course, they might
control them by radio with the thought-hel mets and have the crews al robots but that wouldn't bea
Lassan way of doing things.

"And | doubt if they'd think radio safe, even if they know about it, of which I'm not sure. Were
shedding any amount of static around, and would play merry hell with most any radio. Wish | knew how
they worked that gravity screen, though. I'll bet aboatload of Monitors againgt athought-helmet that it's
magnetic.”

"Wish we had some way to sgnd therest of theflegt," said Ben asthey swung into their pogition at
the head of the formation again. "1 don't want them pushing in there with the gravity-beam if itisn't going
to do any good.”

Murray laughed. "They'll find it out soon enough. | think we've got plenty of speed to beet those
infra-sound raystoo. If that's as strong they come we've got ‘em licked.”

"Don't crow yet, chum," said Gloria. "Y ou don't know what those babies have up their
deeves—excuse me, their trunks.”

Asthe American fleet formed for mass attack the Lassan globes had been rising and now they were
abare five thousand feet bel ow the picket-cruisers, swinging along at a height of 25,000 feet abovethe
earth in thelast rays of the setting sun. Asthe green globes rose they took their placesin aformation like
an enormous crescent, the ends of which were extended as each new globe cameuptojoinit.

"Lookslike they want to get usin the middle and pop usfrom al directions a once," observed
Sherman. "Well, here goes. Pick the end of the line—that's our best chance. How's your potential,
Gloria?'

"Okay, chief," sheanswered. "Lightning thistime?"

He nodded. The rockets of the Monitor I roared. Its prow dipped forward and a an incredible
speed it swept down on the line of Lassan warships, followed by the rest of the American fleet. But it
was no surprise thistime. Asthe monitors plunged in, from every green globe that could bring them to
bear, thelong yellow rays shot forth.

Right through them the Monitor 11 plunged. The grate of it, even through their double coating of
armor and the vacuum chambers, set their teeth on edge. Then the rocketship was pointing directly down
at one of the Lassans and Gloria snapped the key that released the artificid lightning.

A jagged beam of flame, intenser than the hottest furnace, leaped through the air, struck the green
globe and sought the earth in athousand tiny rivulets of light. For just a second the globe seemed
unharmed. Then dowly, and dmost mgesticdly, it began to dissolvein mid-air, spouting flames a every
pore. Fully ten miles down and beyond, the Monitor turned again, and not till then did the sound of the
explosion reach them, aterrific rending thunderclap.

"Seethat?" cried Sherman. "That formation of theirsisn't so dumb. They've got it al ranged out.
None of our ships can get at them without coming through at least one of those ydlow raysand if we stay
in them too long—blooie™

They peered through the windows at the formation. Off to one Sde, they could make out the forms of
two more rocket-ships, outlined against the sky. Behind and above them, pursued by the searching
yelow beams, cametheres.

Asthey turned, they saw the gravity-beam shoot from one of the American ships, crumple uselessly



againg agreen globe. Then they plunged in, again, firing the gravity beam earthward to work up the
potentia for another lightning discharge.

The hills below rocked and roared to the repested shock. Treesfdl in crashing ruin aslightning-bolt
or infra-sound shivered them to bits. Great scars of burned earth and molten rock marked the spots
where the gravity-beam struck the ground.

All round was amaze of yellow rays, lightning flashes and green globesthat reded, rose, fell,
sometimes blowing up, sometimes giving ground, but always fighting back sternly and vigoroudy and
aways risng through the clear spring evening.

MURRAY LEE, a the rear of the ship, wasthe only one to see an American rocket-ship, caught
and held for afew fata moments by two ydlow rays, dowly divest itsdf of its outer armor, then of its
inner, go whirling to the earth, dissolved into its ultimate fragments by thoseirresistible pennons of sound.

GloriaRutherford at the prow was the only one to see another caught bow-on in ayellow ray, reply
by firing its gravity-beam right down the ray and into the green globe through the port from which the ray
had issued. The ray went out —a spreading spot of flame appeared at the port and the great green globe
crumpled into alittle ball of flame before her eyes. But such events as these were the merest flashesin the
close-locked combat.

For the most part they had time to do nothing but handle the controls, throw switchesto and fro,
shoot forth gravity-beam and lightning-flash in endless dternation at the Lassan ships of which there
always appeared to be one more right before them as Sherman twisted and turned the Monitor witha
skill that was dmaost uncanny.

Suddenly he pulled out. The four looked round. They were miles high. Below, haf hidden in the
dusk, were the red and brown roofs of acity. Far away on the horizon the battle still roared, arolling
cloud of smoke now, shot with the vivid fires of the American lightning flashes. Thewings of their ship
were spread. They were soaring gently earthward without the application of the rocket power.

"Had to get away for aminute,”" Sherman explained. "We were heating up from the speed. My word,
but were high up—at least forty-five thousand feet!”

"Y es, and getting higher,” Ben pointed out. " Those green globes must be headed for the moon.”

"l wouldn't be abit surprised but what you're right,” replied Sherman. "I'll bet an oil-ball againgt the
whole Lassan city that they think we can't navigate space and they're trying to get above us and then hang
around and pop us when we haveto land. Well, come on gang, let's get back."

He shot the wingsin again, worked the controls and they headed back toward the conflict.

It wasless of aturmoil now, more of an ordered swing, charge, pass and charge again against the
diminishing number of Lassan globes. Of the American rocket-ships Gloria could now count but two
beside their own. One she had seen bresk up. Whether the others, badly damaged, had hauled out for
repairs, or whether, riven by the deadly yellow ray, they had gone crashing to the earth, there was no
way of knowing.

But the Lassans were not escaping unharmed. There were hardly athird as many as at the beginning
and even as they approached another one disappeared in the vivid flash of the rocket's lightnings. Still the
rest rose steedlily, going straight up as though they indeed hoped to escape their tormentors by rising to
the moon.

They dived in. Gloria pressed the lightning key and another Lassan globe blew up. Then they were
climbing again. Benesth them the night had come. The earth was adark mass, far down, and from that
enormous distance looked dightly dished out at the edges.

But though the earth was dark at that ultimate height of the atmosphere the sun had not yet set. Still
the strange fight went on, higher and higher. The roar of the exhaust explosions died avay behind them
and Murray looked questioningly at Sherman.

"Out thisfar thereisn't much air," he said. "Takes air to conduct sound. Wonder what they're up to
anyway. All right, Gloria."

Hedived at another Lassan and she pressed the lightning ray. But thistime there was no flash, no
flaming Lassan ship fdling in ruinsto the ground.



"Who'd have thought it!" said Sherman, as he swung the Monitor round after the charge. " Of course
—we're up so high that we've made a spark gap that even lightning won't jump. But | don't get their Idea.
Those sound rays won't be any good out here either.”

CHAPTER XXIlI
INTO THE DEPTHS

THE Monitor turned again, speeding back toward the remaining Lassan ships. With a shock of
surprise Gloria noticed that there were only two. Down below them one of the last three American
rocket-cruisers had spread her wings and was gliding gently toward the earth.

Likethe Monitor's, her crew had evidently found the lightning flash worthless at the enormous
atitude and was abandoning the battle till conditions became more favorable. The other rocket remained
faithful, turned as they turned and charged up with them toward the last of the Lassans.

It was aweird scene. They had climbed so far that the earth was now perceptibly round beneath
them; avague line marked the westward progress of the sunset and beyond it the sun, animmense yelow
ball, sat with acrown of vividly red flames, hung in theinky-black heavens.

On the opposite sde the stars, more brilliant and greater in number than any ever before viewed by
the eye of man, made the sky a carpet of light across which the green globes moved like shadows, their
undersdesillumined by the sun.

Asthe Monitor approached the nearest globe seemed to be turning on its axis. Suddenly, out of the
sdethat faced them, came the quick, stabbing beam of the light-ray, like the flicker of asword. It struck
the Monitor full on the prow.

Therewas aburning rain of sparks past the windows. The rocket-ship leaped and quivered and
those within fdlt, rather than saw something give. Then, with atremendous explosion, dl the more horrible
because utterly without sound, the greet globe that had thrown the ray, burst into fragments.

At the same moment the Monitor began to fal. Down, down, down went the rocket-cruiser with the
round bal of the earth rising to meet them at incredible speed. The sun went out. They were swallowed in
apurpletwilight asthey plunged.

The earth changed from abd| to adish, from adish to aplane, from a plane to adark mass without
form. In the mass vague lights and glimmerings of water came out and still their course was unchecked,
gtill Sherman fought frantically with the usdless controls.

Desperately Murray pressed the firing keys of the stern-rockets. Unchecked she drove on, dmost
straight down, plunging to certain destruction. The earth loomed nearer, nearer, the end seemed
inevitable—.

Then Gloria saved them. In a moment of ingpiration she threw on the searchlight and the automatic
connector fired the gravity-beam. There was a shattering report. The course of the Monitor was halted
and, bruised and broken, she tumbled over and over to the ground, safe but ruined.

"Suffering Lassand!" said Ben Ruby asthey picked themsalves out of the wreckage, "but that wasa
jar. What hit usanyway?"

Sherman pointed to Gloria, bresthlesdy. "Givethelittle girl a hand,” he gaculated. " She sure pulled
usout of thefirethat time."

"I'll say shedid!" said Murray. "But what happened? | thought that light-ray of theirs wouldn't work
on these ships."

"ltwon't—inair," said Sherman ruefully, surveying the wreck of the Monitor. "But thear blankets
down the effect a lot. Out there we got the whole dose. Even then it shouldn't have hurt us so serioudy
but | expect a lot of our lead sheathing got jarred |oose when we went through those yellow rays and
when they let that light-ray go shelesked all over the place. Wonder what made that Lassan ship blow
up like that though? | thought she sure had us.”

"Oh!l" said Ben. "l think maybe | did that. When the light-ray came on it occurred to me that the
gravity-beam might go down their beam of light just asfast asit would down ours and they must have a



porthole or something through their gravity-screen or they couldn't let theray out. So | just let them have
y "Boy, you sure saved our livesthat time! About one second more of that stuff and we'd have cracked
up right there. Look at the front of our bus. The outer plating isall caved in and the inner isstarting to

® "Sheis pretty well used up, isn't she? What gets me though is that there's one more of those things
IOOS'['al-_ook! " cried Gloriasuddenly, pointing upward.

FAR in the zenith above them they saw apoint of light—a point that grew and spread and became
definite asagreat star. Then it became a shooting star, plunging earthward, and so great wasiits speed
that even as they watched they could make out a green fragment, flame-warped in its midst.

"Thelast onel" said Sherman. "Praise Allah for that. Wonder how they got her?”

"Wonder what we do next,” remarked Murray, practically.

They looked about them. They were on ahillsidein a little clearing in ahigh, narrow valley. On every
side were woods, dark and impenetrable. Just below they could hear the purl of abrook and the trees
about them were bare with the dark bareness of pring, a few fugitive buds being the only announcement
that the season of growing was at hand. No landmarks, no roads were visible and the sky was darkening
fadt.

"The quegtion,” said Gloria, "is hot where do we go but where are we going from.”

"It might be most anywhere," remarked Murray. "Adirondacks, Catskills, even Laurentians. | don't
think we got far enough west for it to be the Blue Ridge or the Appa achians but there's no way of
tdling."

"Well," Gloriaoffered, "I've been in alot of mountainsin my day, but | never saw any where
following astream didn't take you somewhere sooner or later. | vote wetrall dong with that brook there
and see what happens.”

"Bright thought," commented Ben. "L et's see what we can dig out of the wreck in the way of
wespons.”

"What for? There aren't any animals and they couldn't hurt usif there were. If we meet any of the
L assans any weapon we got out of that mess wouldn't be much use. Wish we had a flashlight though.”

Treading carefully but with agood ded of noise and confusion, they began to crash their way through
the underbrush aong the bank of the stream. At the foot of the valley it dived over adiminutive waterfal
and then tumbled into another similar brook. Along the combined streams ran aroad—adirt road
origindly, now long untraveled, muddy and bad but still aroad.

An hour'swalking brought them around the foot of another mountain and into avaley where the road
divided before a projecting buttress of rock. A teetering sign-post stood at the fork. With some trouble,
and after getting himself immersed to -.he kneesin the ditch, Murray managed to reach it and training his
eyesin the starlight, made out what it said.

THISWAY TOHAMILTON'S CHICKEN DINNERS-1 MILE it read. With asnort of disgust he
hurled the deceitful guidepost into the ditch and joined the others.

"Tossacoin," someone suggested. No coins. A knife was flipped up ingtead. It fell headsand in
accordance with its decison they took the road to theright. It led them aong beside the stream for a
while, then parted company with it and began to climb and they soon found themsalves at the crest of the
hill.

The night had become darker and darker, clouding over. But for the road they would have been
completdly lost. Findly, after skirting the hillcrest for adistance, the road dipped abruptly and asit did so,
they passed out of the forest into aregion cleared but not cultivated, with numerous close-cut sumps
coming right to the roadside.

"But for thefact that it'salong way away," remarked Sherman, "I would say that thiswasthe district
around the Lassen headquarters.”

"What makes you think it'salong way away?' asked Gloria "Do you know where we are? Neither



dol."

"By the nine gods of Clusum, | believethat'sit at that I" said Sherman suddenly as the road turned
past aplace where along scar of earth ran up the hillside, torn and blackened. " See—that 1ooks exactly
like the result of one of our gravity-beam shots | And there—ian't that the door?”

They were on the hillsde now, directly above the place he had indicated. From above and in the
darknessit appeared as acliff, breaking down rapidly to the valley. Sherman led them to one side,
graight down the hill, and in another moment they were at its base. The great door through which the
green balls had poured out that evening stood before them, amighty arch reaching up into the
dimness—and it was open.

"Looks like the boys haven't come home to supper yet," said Gloriain an awed whisper,
contemplating the gigantic arch and the dark passage into which it led.

"Yes, and alot of them aren't coming, ether,” replied Murray in asimilar tone. "But what do we
do—make abreak for it or pokein and see if anybody's home?'

"Listen, you three,” said Sherman. ™Y ou run along and build some more monitors and go get
whatever comes out of here. Me, I'm going to have awhirl at thisdoor. The swellest girl intheworldisin
there or was—and I'm going to find her."

"Nothing doing, old man,” said Ben. "If you go in we go too—except Gloria."

"What's the matter with me?"' she demanded. "1'm made of the same kind of machinery you are,
aren't I? And I'm good enough to run your foolish fighting-machine. Don't be adope.”" And she stepped
forward.

THE blue-domed hall that gave directly on the outer air had disappeared since Sherman and Marta
Lami had raced out of it on that night that now seemed so long ago. In its place was an enormous tunnd,
lined gpparently with some meta, for its Sdes were smooth and shimmering.

The portion they entered was lightless but it curved asit ran down and around the curve they could
seethefaint reflection of alight somewhere further dong the passage. Their feet echoed oddly in the
enormous Slence of the place. There seemed nothing aive or dead within.

"Boy!" whispered Murray to Gloria. "If one of those green globes comes back now it will squash us
flatter than a stage bankroll. Thisisthe craziest thing we ever did.”

"Right," she said, "but what the heck? | came dong for theride. Look, what's that?'

Before them, around the bend of the passage, they could see another door from which the light which
glittered along the tunnel was streaming. In the opening stood a man, or what seemed to be aman, facing,
fortunately, inwards.

After amoment's cautious peering, Sherman pronounced him one of the gpeman daves. Heworea
thought-hel met and had some kind of aweapon in his hand. The four held a cautiousy whispered
conference.

"Ligten," said Sherman, "we've got to jump that baby before he does anything. | think hel's got one of
those smdll light-guns. Didn't know they trusted them to the daves but | suppose so many of the Lassans
got shot up that they had to do it. Now, who's got aknife?"

A search of pockets revealed that Murray Lee had the only one in the company.

"Never mind," said Sherman. "Oneis enough. Now we three will sneak up on him. Themainthingis
not to let him see us. If he makes a move jump him quick. Remember, thereé's a L assan at the other end
of the line and the Lassan is getting everything he thinks.

"He doesn't think very fast but don't take chances. If he seesusyou hop in, Murray, and cut the wire
that leads out of hishelmet and short-circuit it. They may haveit fixed so that it won't short-circuit by
now but | don't think so.

"If he doesn't see us before we jump him clap your hands over hiseyes, Ben, and I'll try to get the
helmet off him and pass out some information to the Lassan at the other end that will keep him quiet. But
the main thing isto get that gun first. Everybody understand?’ Three heads nodded in unison. "All right.
Comeon."

They crept up the passage together avoiding touching handslest the ring of metal should warn the



sentry. Asthey approached they could see the room he looked out on was one of the familiar
blue-domed halls. The passage ended sharply some six feet aboveitsfloor.

"Taking no chances on more escapes,” thought Sherman.

The hdl was of enormous Size. There were machinesin one corner of the floor. In another stood one
of the green globes, hdf finished, with spidery trellises of red metal outlining what would be the surface of
the sphere. Around it helmeted mechanica men came and went busily. Therest of the hal, for al itsvast
extent, was completely empty. At the far end was arow of doors—high on the far side an opening that
looked like adoor but had no obvious purpose.

This much they saw. Then the sentry stirred as though to turn and with aquick patter of feet they
were upon him. Before he had time to turn Ben Ruby launched himsdlf in a perfect footbdl tacklefor his
legs, bringing the gpe-man down with acrash.

Ashefdl Sherman snatched at the helmet and Gloriaat the light-gun, which had dropped from his
fingers, while Murray pinioned the struggling creatureés arms. In amoment Sherman found the
finger-holesin the helmet, pressed, and it came loose in his hands. The gpeman ceased to Struggle.

"Let him up now, folks," said Sherman, "give him aswift kick and point him toward the door. He
won't come back." He rapidly adjusted the thought-helmet to his own head.

The Lassan at the other end was evidently disturbed. He had received the sound of the crash from
the gpe-man's brain and was asking queruloudy what it meant.

"What has happened?" the thought demanded insistently. "What isit that struck you? Have the
fighting machines returned? Show a picture of what you see. Are the daves escaping?’

"Everything'sdl right,” Sherman sent back. " Something broke loose down below and | sumbled
tryingtolook at it."" He closed hiseyes, forming amentd picture of the hal with everything in order, then
one of the passage, and reached up and detached the helmet, motioning to Murray for the knife. An
instant's sawing and the device short-circuited with afizzing of blue sparks.

"That will givethat one aheadache for awhile" he remarked. "WEell have to hurry though. When he
comesto hell investigate and then therell be trouble.™

"What'sthat?' asked Gloria, pointing acrossthe hall at the aperture high up inthewall. A gleaming
beak had been thrust out, and the bright, intelligent eye of one of the dodo-birds was regarding them
ma evolently from the opening.

"Shoot—quick!" said Sherman. "For heaven's sake! They'retelepathic. They'll have every Lassanin
the place after us."

GLORIA fumbled a second with the gun, located the finger hole, sent aspurt of light flying acrossthe
room. It missed the head but found its mark somewhere in the body of the bird, for there was a squawk
and the head disappeared. Sherman vaulted down the six-foot drop, landing with abang.

"Comeon!" he cried. "Short-circuit every wire you can find. Tear them looseif you can't cut them
any other way. Then make for the middle door at the back."

They ran acrossthe hall toward the work benches. It seemed enormous, likearacein adream, in
which one seems to make no progress whatever. But the workers did not appear to notice them. Driven
by the thoughts of the controlling Lassans, they were incapable of atending to anything else unlessit was
forced on their attention.

Asthey approached the benches, however, one flat-faced ape-man almost ran into them. Hisface



took on an expression of puzzled inquiry and at the same moment a figure whose carriage plainly showed
it to be human stepped down toward them from the half-completed green globe. Gloriapaused, leveled
her light-gun at the gpe-man and hisface vanished in aspray of fire. The human advanced dowly as
though struggling againgt some force that was too strong for him. Sherman reached him first, wrenched
the helmet from his head and dropping it on the floor stlamped on it till the fine mechanism was
irretrievably ruined. The mechanica human fell to hisknees.

"Who areyou?' he asked. "God?'

"Weredl right,” said Murray.

Sherman said, "Which way to theliving cages? Do you know MartaLami?"

The man shook his head like one recovering from adream. "'l don't know," he said "They had the
helmets on me for twenty periods. | don't know nothing. We came through that door. In thelittle
automobiles." Heindicated adoor behind some of the machines.

Speed was urgent but Sherman paused to instruct them briefly. "Ther€ll be another sentry at the
door. Pop himfirst, Gloria. Murray, take your knife. Ben, get anything you can and cut al thewireson
those birds around here. There are some more wires leading out of the machines. Be sure to get them
too. Y ou might let loose something important. Well try to get you another gun.”

CHAPTER XXIV
THE END OF IT ALL

IMPASSIVELY, oblivious of the invasion about them, the workers kept on at their machineslike
antswhen their nest is broken open. Sherman and Gloria dodged around one of them, avoiding the direct
line of sight of the robot who worked at it and walked rapidly toward the door giving on the cartracks.
The man on duty had no wegpon but paid them no attention, being occupied in watching acar just diding
into the station.

"Itsashame," began Gloria

"Shoot!" ingsted Sherman and the light-ray struck him in the back of the neck, fusing head and neck
to asingle mass. As he sank to the floor he turned partly over.

"Good heavens, it's Stevend " said Gloria, "the man who organized the rebellion against Ben Ruby in
New Y ork and brought the dodos down on us."

"Never mind—hurry," her companion urged in afever of activity. The doors of the car were opening
and haf adozen mechanica men stepped out, most with the foolish visages and shambling steps of the
ape-men—>hut two had the upright walk proclaimed them human.

"Listen, everybody," called Sherman, quickly. "We're from outside. Weretrying to bust up this
place. Get back in the car, quick, and help us."

Suiting the action to the word he legped for the first compartment, reached it just asit was closing
and wedged himsdf ingde.

The car had aconsiderable run to make. In the dimly-lit compartment Sherman was conscious of
turns—right, left, right again—and of a steady descent. He wondered vaguely whether he had taken the
right method—whether the cage rooms lay near one another or were widely separated.

At al eventsthe diverson in the hdl of the green globeswould hold the attention of the Lassansfor
sometime. The short-circuiting of o many lineswould hamper their methods of dedling’ with the
emergency.

The car came to astop. Sherman heard adoor or two open but his own did not budge and he had
no needleto sir it. He must wait, hoping that Gloria had not been isolated from him. She had the ray-gun
at all events and would not be helpless. Then the door opened again.

Hewas released into a cage that seemed already occupied, and one look told him that his companion
was an gpe-man.

"Glorial" hecdled.

"Right here" came the cheerful answer from two cages down. "Thisisaswell thing you got meinto.



How do we get out of here?"

"Have you got apin or needle of any kind?' he asked.

"Why—yes. Turn your back." She did something mysterious among her feminine garments and held
up an open safety-pin for him to see across the intervening cage.

"Stick your arm through the bars and see if you can toss it down thetrack. If | don't get it you'll have
to blast your way out with the light-gun but | don't like to do that. Don't know how many shotsit holds
and we need them dl."

She swung with that underarm motion which is the nearest any woman can achieveto a throw. The
pin struck the gleaming car-rail, skidded, turned, came to rest before Sherman's cage. He reached for it
but the gpe-man in the cage, who had been watching with interested eyes, was quicker. Fending
Sherman off with one huge paw he reached one of hisfeet through the barsfor the object and held it up
before hiseyesadmiringly.

Sherman grabbed but this only fixed the gpe-man in his evident opinion that the object he held was of
vaue. Hegripped it dl the tighter, turned an amiable face toward Sherman and gibbered. Losing patience
at this unfortunate contretemps when time was so precious the aviator lifted an iron foot and kicked him,
vigoroudly and with purpose, in the place where kicks do the most good.

The ape-man pitched forward, dropping the fascinating pin, then rose and came toward Sherman, his
expression clearly indicating hisintention of tearing the American limb from limb. The cage was narrow,
the gpe-man the bigger of the two. Sherman thought hard and fast. The dilball!

He leaped for the lectern, snatched it open, seized the ape-man's ailball and held it aoft asthough to
throw it out into the corridor. With awail of anguish the smian clutched at the precious object. Sherman
squeezed it enough to let alittle stream run forth, holding it just out of hisreach and, as he stabbed for it
again, tossed it back into a corner of the cell. The ape-man legped upon it covetoudy and Sherman bent
over the bars, fumbling in his nervous haste to unlock them,

Luckily the safety-pin fitted. With a subdued click the bars swung inward and he was out in the
corridor. Another moment and Gloriawas free aso.

"Any more peoplein here?' Sherman caled. Three voices answered and he hurried from cageto
cage, stting them free asthe warning blue lights that prohibited shouting began to flicker around the
roof.

"Comeon," he caled. "We must get out of here quick!™

They hesitated a moment between the two doors, chose that at the upper end. Asthey raced through
it they heard a pane clash somewhere. The Lassanswere investigating.

They werein one of the passages through which the carsran, with aternate bars of light and dark
acrossit marking the termination of side-passages.

"Look!" said Gloria. Into the cage-room they had just quitted a car was coming, its featurel ess front
gliding noisdlesdy dong the track.

"In here," said Sherman, pulling the others after him down the nearest lighted passage. Followed by
the other four Sherman moved steadily aong to the right, where the passage ended at a door.

"What now?" said someone. "In," decided Gloria. "Likely to be acage-room as not.”

Sherman searched for the inevitable finger-holes, found them and pressed. The door swung back
m_

A LASSAN reclining at ease on one of the curious twisted benches beside which stood atdl jar of
the same yellow-flecked green materia they had seen the others devouring. The room was blue-domed
but very smdl and itswals were covered with soft green hangings in pendul ous drops.

A thought-helmet was on the e ephant-man's head. Its other end was worn by one of the mechanical
people, whose back was to the door as they entered and who appeared to be working some kind of
meachinethat punched little holes of varying shapein astrip of bright metal.

Asthefive Americans pressed into the room the Lassan rose and reached for hisray-gun. Gloria
pushed the one she held into hisface and he rdlaxed with alittle squedl of terror while Sherman reached
into his pouch and secured the weapon. As he did so the Lassan reached up and snapped loose the



thought-helmet; the metal figure turned and gazed at them.

"Marta!"

"Theboy friend!"

The Lassan was very old. His skin was dmost white and seamed with sets of diminutivewrinkles. As
he regarded the two mechanical peoplelocked in each other's embrace an expression of puzzlement and
distaste came over hisfegtures, giving place to one of cool and lofty dignity as he percelved that Gloria
did not mean to kill him on the spot. Lifting histrunk he motioned imperioudy toward the thought-helmet,
which Martahad cast aside, then set the other end of it on his own head.

To theinvading Americans, crowded into the little room, it seemed for amoment as though they had
somehow burgt into atemple. Sherman's face became grave and, following the Lassan's direction, he
picked up the hdmet and fitted it on his head. The thought that came through it gave afeding of dignity
and power such as he had never experienced before—amost as though it were some god talking.

"By what right," it demanded, "do you invade the room of scientific compaosition? Why areyou not in
your cages? Y ou know you will receive the punishment of the yellow lightsin the grester degreefor this
unauthorized invasion. Save yoursdlf further punishment now by retiring quietly. Y ou cantake my life, itis
true, but | am old and my lifeisof no value. Think not that | am the only Lassan in the universe.”

"Sorry," Sherman gave him back, "but thisisarebdlion. Y ou are not familiar with the history of this
planet or you would know that Americans can't be anybody's daves. Let usgo in peace and we will let
you return to your own planet.”

"Let usgo!" camethe Lassan's answer. ™Y our obstinate presumption surprises me. Do you think that
the Lessens of Rigd, the highest race in the universe, will let go what they have once grasped?!

"Youwill or well jolly well makeyou,” replied the American. "Do you think your Slly green globes
are going to do you any good? Thelast one fdl beside ustonight.”

Sherman could sense the sudden wave of panic in the Lassan's thought at this unexpected answer.
He had evidently assumed that they were from the underground labor battalions and were not familiar
with events outsde. But herdlied nobly.

"And do you imagine, foolish cresture of alower race, that the green globes are our |ast resource?
Even now | have perfected a device that will wipe your miserable people from the planet. But if it did not,
rather would we Lassans perish in the flames of aruined world than abandon atask once undertaken.
We who can mold the plastic flesh to enduring metal and produce machines that have brains. We who
can control the great substance that underlies al life and matter.”

"WEell, heré's onetask you're going to abandon,” Sherman thought back. "We, who can cal lightning
from the skies, are going to give you aterrible sock on the—trunk if you don't. If you doubt it try and find
how many Lassans live after today's battle. Go on back where you came from. Y ou're not wanted in this
world."

"Y ou know or should know the law of evolution,” replied the Lassan. "The wesker and lessintdlligent
must ever give way before the stronger. By the divine right of—" hisflow of thought stopped suddenly,
changed to awild tumult of panic. Sherman looked up. Round the rim of the blue dome, whereit stood
above the hangings, astring of lightswaswinking oddly, in astrange uneven rhythm.

"God of the Lassans, ddliver us!" the thought that reached his own was saying. "Thetanks are
broken! Thelight isloose!™ Then suddenly his mind was closed and when it opened again it had taken on
anew camness and dignity and a certain godlike strength.

"I do not know how or where," it told Sherman, "but an accident has happened. Perhaps an accident
produced by your strange and active race. The connections have broken. The tanks of the substance of
lifein the bowels of this mountain have broken and the wholeis set free. It is hard to see thelabor of
centuries thus destroyed—to see you, creatures of alower race, inherit aworld so divinely adapted to
therule of intelligence.

"For in this accident the whole of our race must perish if you have told the truth about the destruction
of our green globes. We cdled in al the Lassans from your world for thework of the destruction of your
amies.

"Yes, you told the truth. Y our mind is open—I can seeit. We are lost—there isno hope remaining. It



means destruction or the meta metamorphosisfor every living Lassen and there will be none to endow
them with thelifein metd we have given you.

"Perhapsit was our own fault. Your curiousrace, for al its defects, has certain qudities of
intelligence, above al that strange qudity of activity and what you call courage. If we could have
summoned up the same activity—if we had possessed the same courage to attack against odds—this
would not have happened.

"It isour failure that we have depended too much on naked intellect, learned to do too many things
through the hands of our servants. Had Lassans been at the controls of our fighting ships, instead of the
automatons we used, you would never have conquered them so easily.

"Bethat asit may. We have lost and you have won. | can show mysalf more generous than you
would have been and thus can gain avictory over you. If you would escape follow the car-track straight
on to whereit forks, then take the | eft-hand turning.

"If you would be restored to your former and imperfect and repulsive form—though | cannot
conceive why you should, being permanently fixed in beautiful and immortal metal— do not run away but
await the coming of the substance of life in the outer hal or passage. Be careful not to gpproach it too
closdly or to touch it, so that you may receive the emanation only.

"It isthis emanation, surrounding our space ship that produced your present form, which we changed
to machinery by our surgery. It so acts on the metal of which you are composed that it will reversethe
case. Asfor mel am old and tired. Already the walls of this place tremble to the coming of my doom.
Leave me beforel regret what | have told you."

HE reached with histrunk and disconnected the thought-helmet. Standing up, with acertain high
dignity, he pointed to the door.

Relieved of the helmet Sherman could hear aconfused roaring like that on the day when Marta Lami
and he had short-circuited the mining machine.

"Comeon," he called to the rest, dropping the helmet. "Hell's let loose. We've got to hurry.”

Outside the roaring was perceptibly louder and seemed to be approaching. Asthey lesped down to
thetrack afaint glow was borneto them redly along therail. The gpemen in the cage-room they had
escgped from were howling and beating the bars of their cages, with no blue lightsto forbid them.

Thetrack was dippery—MartaLami and the three they had released from the cage room, unshod.
Sherman gripped her by the hand. "Hurry, hurry!" he panted, pulling her dong.

They passed another passage, down which adoor stood open. The soft light that normaly illuminated
the place wasflickering wildly. They caught aglimpse of three or four Lassanswithin, stirring about,
rushing from place to place, trying this connection and that. The dull sound behind them increased. The
track grew steeper.

"What about the rest?* gasped Gloria, running by hisside.

"Don't know," he answered.

"They did something. The whole placeis coming down.”

Asthey rounded a corner the track forked before them. Remembering the Lassan's parting
ingtructions, Sherman led them to the left, passed another passage mouth and they found themselvesina
small blue-domed hall, empty save for asingle car that stood on the track.

Therewasjust room to squeeze past it where the passage began again at the other end. And asthey
made it the roaring sound changed to a series of explosions, sharp and clear. The ground trembled,
seemed to tilt. The car did backward into the passage they had just vacated.

Ten feet, twenty-five feet more—and they were on the platform leading to the hdl of the green
globes. Sherman swung himself up, offered ahand to Marta. In amoment the others were beside them
and they were darting for the door. The ground was trembling again, shock after shock. Something fell
with acrash asthey raced across the platform and into the hall.

Within al was confused darkness and a babble of sound. A dodo screamed somewhere. An
gpe-man ran past them, gibbering, mad with fright, and dived to the track. Sherman ran acrossthe hal,
followed by Marta and the three he had released. Gloria hated.



"Murray!" shecried, "Murray!" and then lifted the light-gun and sent apencil of fire screeching to the
roof. Therewas an answering shock as something tumbled from the ceiling.

"Murray!" shecalled again, at the top of her voice. Behind them, through the platform, something fell
with acrash and a long red flame licked through the door, throwing tall shadows and weird lights across
the bedlam within.

"Herel" came avoice and Gloriaturned to see Murray and Ben running toward her.

"Comeon," shesaid, "hurry. Theworksis busted.”

They made the doorway just as Sherman was pulling Marta up the six-foot step. Ben and Murray
lifted Gloriain their arms, tossed her up. The red flame in the background had given place to awhite one
and a boiling white mass of something was sending a long tongue creeping acrossthe floor.

Willing arms snatched at those of Ben and Murray, pulling them upward to safety. They turned to run
down thetunnd.

"No!" cried Sherman. "Stick! It'sdl right. The old bloke told me so."

There was another explosion and agreat white cloud rolled toward them above the liquid tide. Then
they lapsed into unconsciousness.

* * %

Murray Lee yawned and sat up.

The otherslay around him in curious piled attitudes as though they had dropped off to degp in the
midst of something. He noted with ashock of surprise that Ben Ruby's face, turned in hisdirection, was
not metal, but good honest flesh and blood. He gazed at his own hands—flesh and blood likewise. He
looked around.

The hall of the blue dome had vanished. A tangled mass of rock cemented in some grey materid, was
before them, obscure in the darkness. At the other end was the passage, its celling falen hereand there,
its sSdes caved in. But astream of light showed that an opening till led to the outside.

He bent over and shook Gloria. She cameto with a start, looked about her, said with an air, of
surprise, "Oh, have | been adeep? Why, what's happened to you Murray? Y ou need ashave." Then she
felt of her own face and found it smooth again.

"For Heaven's sakel" she gaculated.

The sound brought the rest bolt upright. Sherman looked round at the others, then at the passage,
amiled with satisfaction.

"That old Lassan," he remarked, "told me the meta evolution would reverieif we got the emanation
without letting the stuff touch us, Well, hewas a sport.”

"Yesbut—" said MartaLami, standing up and feding of hersalf. "Look what they did to us. My toes
areflexible and my figure bulgesin such queer places. I'll never be able to dance again. Oh, well, |
suppose it doesn't matter—I'll be marrying my chum here anyway." She took Sherman's hand and he
blushed with embarrassment.

"Good idea," said Murray Lee and looked hard a Gloria.

She nodded and turned her head.

"Ho, hum," said Ben Ruby. "The dictator of New Y ork seemsto be de trop. How does one get out
of here?'
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WORM S which inhabit glaciers—generaly known asice-worms—have long been considered in the
same class with the chimeraand the dragon. But now comes Dr. N. E. Odell of the Univerdty of British
Columbiato state that ice-worms are a proven redlity—that there are at least 60 species of them—and
that they live on the dgaein pink-snow areas of glaciers. They are 3/4th of aninch long and black in
color.

OVER fifteen hundred great galaxies of sars, each of them similar to our own Milky Way Gaaxy,
have been sighted and listed in the course of aHarvard University astronomica survey of the Great Bear
area of the northern heavens. According to Dr. Harlow Shapley, Harvard astronomical director, use of
the Mt. Pdlomar 200-inch reflector would revead more than 1,000,000 gdaxiesin the bowl of the Big
Dipper done.

NEW hopeisheld out for leukemiavictims, until recently counted as good as dead. Anti-vitamin
chemicass, known asfolic acids antagonists, have been administered to leukemia sufferers and have
prolonged their lives by as much asayear, stated Dr. Frank H. Bethell, medica professor at the
Universty of Michigan, at arecent meeting of the American College of Physiciansin Indiangpolis.

DESPITE thar traditiona |abel asthe stronger sex, men are actudly weaker than women, says New
Y ork Psychologist Dr. George Lawton, a Cooper Union lecturer. It is Dr. Lawton's claim that men have
not only more severe emotiond illnesses but suffer from more fatal illnesses, higher dcoholism, suicide
and ddinquency rates.

EXTRA-gpecia scientific developments of 1949 were, according to Watson Davis, director of
Science Service, 1.) the BeriaBomb, 2.) arthritis cures, 3.) anti-cold developments, 4.) seasickness
cures through dramamine, 5.) one-stop world-flight by USAF bomber in 94 hours, 6.) development of
guided missiles, 7.) commercid development of chloromyecetin, 8.) discovery of Stone Agemanin
Alaska, 9.) development of fluorocarbons and 10.) discovery that infra-red transmitting lenses can be
made from germanium meta opaqueto ordinary light.

ROCKET travel from New Y ork to Los Angelesin one hour awaits only the construction of the
rocket, says expert Dr. Hsue-Shen Tsen. Such arocket-liner, he claims, will reach a27-mile dtitude on
itsinitial thrust and coast the rest of the way.



