The Pygmy Planet
By Jack Williamson

Down into the infinitely small goes Larry on his mission to the Pygmy Planet.

“NOTHING ever hgppensto mel” Larry Manahan grumbled under his breath, sitting behind his desk
at the advertising agency which employed his servicesin return for the consideration of fifty aweek. "All
the adventure | know iswhat | seein the movies, or read about in magazines. What wouldn't | givefor a
diceof red lifel"

Unconscioudy, he tensed the muscles of hissix feet of lean, hard body. His crisp, flame-colored hair
seemed to bristle; hisblue eyes blazed. He clenched abrown hammer of afist.

Larry felt himsdlf an energetic, red-blooded square peg, badly afflicted with the urge for adventure,
miserably wedged in around hole. It is one of the misfortunes of our civilization that ayoung man who,
for example, might have been an excellent pirate a couple of centuries ago, must be kept chained to a
desk. And that seemed to be Larry'sfate.

"Things happen to other people,” he muttered. "Why couldn't an adventure come to me?”

He sat, saring wistfully at a picture of amajestic mountain, landscape, soon to be used in the
advertising of arailway company whose publicity was handled by his agency, when thejangle of the
telephone roused him with agtart.

"Oh, Larry—" came abreathless, quivering voice.

Then, with aclick, the connection was broken.

The voice had been feminine and had carried afamiliar ring. Larry tried to placeit, ashelistened at
the receiver and attempted to get the broken connection restored.

"Y our party hung up, and won't answer," the operator informed him.

He replaced the receiver on the hook, still seeking to follow the thin thread of memory given him by
the familiar notein that eager excited voice. If only the girl had spoken afew more words!

THEN it cameto him. "Agnes Sterling!" he exclamed aoud.

Agnes Sterling was adender, dfish, dark-haired girl—lovey, he had thought her, on the occasions of
their few brief meetings. Larry knew her asthe secretary and laboratory assistant of Dr. Travis Whiting, a
retired college professor known for hiswork on the structure of the atom. Larry had called at the
home-laboratory of the savant, months before, to check certain statistics to be used for advertising
purposes and had met the girl there. Only afew times since had he seen her.

Now she had called him in avoicethat fairly trembled with excitement—and, he thought, dread! And
she had been interrupted before she had time to give him any message.

For afew seconds Larry stared at the telephone. Then he rose abruptly to hisfeet, crammed his hat
on his head, and started for the door.

"Theway to find adventureisto go after it," he murmured. "And thisisthe invitation!"

It was not many minutes later that he sprang out of ataxi a the front of the building in which Dr.
Travis Whiting made his home and maintained a private experimental [aboratory. It was atwo-story
stucco house, rather out of date, set well back from the sdewalk, with ascrap of lawn and afew
straggling shrubs before it. The door was closed, the windows curtained blankly. The place seemed
deserted and forbidding.

Larry ran up the uneven brick walk to the door and rang the bell. Impatiently, he waited afew
moments. No sound came from within. He felt something ominous, fateful, about the slent mystery that
seemed to shroud the old house. For thefirst time, it occurred to him that Agnes might bein physica
danger, asaresult of someincautious experiment on the part of Dr. Whiting.



INSTINCTIVELY:, his hand sought the door knob. To his surprise, the door was unlocked. It
swung open before him. For amoment he stared, hesitating, into the dark hall revealed beyond. Then,
driven by the thought that Agnes might be in danger, he advanced impulsively.

The severd doors opening into the hall were closed. The one at the back, he knew, gave admittance
to thelaboratory. Impelled by some vague premonition, he hastened toward it down thelong hall and
threw it open.

As he stepped inside the room, hisfoot dipped on a spot of something red. Recovering his balance
with difficulty, he peered about.

Bending down, Larry briefly examined the red spot on which he had dipped. It wasapool of fresh
blood which had not yet darkened. Lying beside it, crimson-splashed, was arevolver. As he picked up
the weapon, he cried out in astonishment.

Something had happened to the gun. Thetrigger guard wastorn from it, and the cylinder crushed asif
in some resistless grasp; the stock was twisted, and the barrel bent amost into acircle. The revolver had
been crumpled by some terrific force—as a soft clay model of it might have been broken by the pressure
of aman's hand.

"Crimson shades of Caesar!" he muttered, and dropped the crushed weapon to the floor again.

His eyes swept the slent |aboratory.

It was a huge room, taking up al the rear part of the house, from thefirst floor to the roof. Gray
daylight streamed through a skylight, twenty feet overhead. The ends of the vast room were cluttered
with electrical and chemica apparatus; but Larry's eye was caught at once by a strange and complex
device, which loomed across from him, in the center of the floor.

TWO pillars of intense light, aray of crimson flame and another of deeply violet radiance, beat
straight down from a complicated array of enormous, oddly shaped e ectron tubes, of mirrors and lenses
and prisms, of coilsand whirling disks, which reached aimost to the roof. Upright, ayard in diameter and
amost ayard apart, the strange columns of light were sharp-edged as two transparent cylindersfilled
with liquid light of ruby and of amethyst. Each ray poured down upon acircular platform of glassor
polished crydal.

Hanging between those motionless cylinders of red and violet light was a strange-looking, greenish
globe. A round bal, nearly ayard in diameter, hung between the rays, amost touching them. Its surface
was oddly splotched with darker and lighter areas. It was spinning steadily, at alow rate of speed. Larry
did not seewhat held it up; it seemed hanging free, severd feet above the crystal platforms.

Reluctantly he withdrew his eyes from the mysterious sphere and |ooked about the room once more.
No, the laboratory was vacant of human occupants. No one was hidden among the benches that were
cluttered with beakers and test tubes and tills, or among the dynamos and transformersin the other end
of theroom.

A confusion of questions beset through Larry's brain.

What danger could be haunting this quiet |aboratory? Was this the blood of Agnes Sterling or the
scientist who employed her that was now clotting on the floor? What terrific force had crumpled up the
revolver? What had become of Agnesand Dr. Whiting? And of whatever had attacked them? Had
Agnes called him after the attack, or before?

DESPITE himsdf, his attention was drawn back to the little globe spinning so regularly, floating in the
ar between the pillars of red and violet flame. Floating done, like alittle world in space, without avisble
support, it might be held up by magnetic attraction, he thought.

A tiny planet!

His mind quickened at the idea, and he haf forgot the weird mystery gathering about him. He
stepped nearer the sphere. It was curioudy like aminiature world. Theirregular bluish areas would be
seas,; the green and the brown spaces land. In some parts, the surface appeared mistily
obscured—perhaps, by masses of cloud.

Larry saw an odd-looking lamp, set perhaps ten feet behind the dowly spinning, floating ball,



throwing upon it abright ray of vividly bluelight. Half the Srange sphere was brilliantly illuminated by it;
the rest wasin comparative darkness. That blue lamp, it cameto Larry, lit the sphere asthe sun lightsthe
earth.

"Nonsense!" he muttered. "It'simpossible!™

Aroused by the seeming wonder of it, he was drawn nearer the ball. It spun rather dowly, Larry
noted, and each rotation consumed several seconds. He could distinguish green patches that might be
forests, and thin, silvery lines that looked like rivers, and broad, red-brown areas that must be deserts,
and the broad blue stretches that suggested oceans.

"A toy world!" he cried. "A laboratory planet! What an experiment—"

Then hiseyes, looking up, caught the glistening, polished lens of a powerful magnifying glasswhich
hung by ablack ribbon from ahook on one of the heavy stedl beams which supported the huge mass of
dlently whirring apparatus.

EAGERLY, he unfastened the magnifier. Holding it before his eyes, he bent toward the strange
sphere spinning seedily intheair.

" Suffering shades of Caesar!" he gaculated.

Benesath the lens aworld was racing. He could see masses of vividly green forest; vast expanses of
bare, cracked, ocherous desert; wastes of smooth blue ocean.

Then he was gazing a—acity? Larry could not be sure that he had seen correctly. It had dipped
very swiftly benegth hislens. But he had amomentary impression of tiny, fantagtic buildings, clustered in
andflikecity.

A pygmy planet, spinning in the laboratory likeaworld in the gulf of space! What could it mean?
Could it be connected with the strange call from Agnes, with the blood on the floor, with the strange and
ominous silence that shrouded the deserted room?

"Oh, Larry!" aclear, familiar voice rang suddenly from the door. ™Y ou came!™

Startled, Larry legped back from the tiny, whirling globe and turned to the door. A girl had come
dlently into the room. It was Agnes Sterling. Her dark hair wastangled. Her small face was flushed, and
her brown eyeswere wide with fear! In awhite hand, which shook alittle, she carried asmall,
gold-plated autometic pistol.

Sheran nervoudy across the wide floor to Larry, with relief dawning in her eyes.

"I'm s0 glad you came!" she gasped, panting with excitement. "I started to cal you on the phone, but
then | wasafraid it would kill you if you came! Please be careful! It may come back, any minute! You'd
better go away! It just took Dr. Whiting!"

"Wait aminute," Larry put in. "Just onething at atime. Let's get thisstraight. To begin with, what isit
that might kill me, and that got the doctor?'

"It'sterrible!" she gasped, trembling. "A mongter! Y ou must go away before it comes back!™

LARRY drew atall stool from beside one of the crowded tables and placed it beside her. "Don't get
excited,” he urged. "I'm sure everything will bedl right. Just Sit down, and tell me about it. Thewhole
gtory. Just what isgoing on here, and what happened to Dr. Whiting."

He helped her upon the stool. She looked up at him gratefully, and began to speak in arapid voice.

"Y ou see that little planet? The monster came from that and carried the doctor back there. And |
know it will soon be back for another victim—for sacrifice!™

She had pointed across the great room, toward the strange little globe which hung between the pillars
of red and violet light.

"Pleasego dow!" Larry brokein. "Y ou'retoo fast for me. Areyou trying to tell me that that spinning
bal isredly aplanet?’

Agnes seemed alittle more composed, though she was still flushed and breathing rapidly. Her small
hand il gripped the bright automatic.

"Yes, itisaplanet. The Pygmy Planet, Dr. Whiting cdlled it. He said it was the great experiment of
the century. Y ou see, he was testing evolution. We began with the planet, young and hot, and watched it



until itisnow amogt asold as Mars. We watched the change and devel opment of life upon it. And the
riseand decay of astrange civilization. Until now its people are strange things, with human brainsin
mechanical bodies, worshiping arusty machine like agod—"

"Go dow!" Larry pleaded again. "I don't see— Did the doctor build —creaste—that planet himself?*

"Y es. It began with his .work on atomic structure. He discovered that certain frequencies of the
Xray—so powerful that they are almost akin to the cosmic ray—have the power of atering eectronic
orbits. Every atom, you know, isasort of solar system, with electrons revolving about a proton. And
these rayswould cause the dectronsto fdl into incredibly smaler orbits, causing vast reductioninthe size
of the atoms, and in the size of any object which the atoms formed. They would cause anything, living or
dead, to shrink to inconceivably microscopic dimensons—or restoreit to its former size, depending upon
the exact wave-length used.

"And time passes far more swiftly for the tiny objects—probably because the el ectrons move faster
intheir smaller orbits. That iswhat suggested to Dr. Whiting that he would be able to watch the entirelife
of aplanet, in the [aboratory. And S0, at first, we experimented merely with solitary specimens or
coloniesof animals,

"But on the Pygmy Planet, we have watched the life of aworld—the whole panorama.of
evolution—"

"IT seemstoo wonderful!" Larry muttered. "Could Dr. Whiting actualy decrease his Sze and become
adwarf?'

"Notrick at dl,” Agnesassured him. "All you haveto do is stand in the violet beam, to shrink. And
move over in the red one, when you want to grow. | have been severa timeswith Dr. Whiting to the
Pygmy Planet.”

"Been—" Larry stopped, breathless with astonishment.

"Seethelittlearplane,” Agnes said, pointing under the table. Larry gasped.

Beneath the table stood atoy airplane. The spread of its glistening, perfect wingswas hardly three
feet. A wonderful, delicate toy, accurate in every detail of propeller, motor and landing gear, of brace
and rudder and alleron. Then heredlized thet it was no toy at dl, but afaithful miniature of acommercia
plane. A complete, tiny copy of one of the latest sngle-motor, cabin monoplane models.

"It lookslikeit would fly," he said "afriend of mine hasabig one, just likeit! Taught metofly it, last
summer vacation. Thisisthe very image of it!"

"It will fly!" Agnesassured him, now composed enough to smile at hisamazement. "I have been with
the doctor to the Pygmy Planet iniit.

"You stand in the violet ray until you're about threeinches high,” she explained, "and then get into the
plane. Then you fly up and into the violet ray at the point where it touches the planet, and remain there
while you grow smdler. When you aretheright size, al you haveto do isdrop to the surface, and land.
To come away, you riseinto the red ray and stay iniit till you grow to proper size, when you come down
and land."

"Y ou—you've actudly donethat?' he gasped. "It soundslike afairy story!"

“YES, I'vedoneit," she assured him. Then she shuddered apprehensively. "And the things—the
machine-mongters, Dr. Whiting caled them—have learned to do it, too. One of them came down thered
ray, and attacked him. The doctor had a gun—but what could he do against one of those?' She
shivered.

"It carried him back up the violet beam. Just afew minutes ago, | started to phone you. Then | was
afraid you would be hurt—"

"Me, hurt?' Larry burst out. "What about you, here done?' "It was my business. Dr. Whiting told me
there might be danger, when he hired me."

"And now, what can we do?"' Larry demanded.

"I don't know," she said dowly. "I'm afraid one of the monsterswill be back after anew victim. We
could smash the apparatus, but it istoo wonderful to be destroyed. And besides, Dr. Whiting may have



escaped. He may be divethere, in the deserts!”
"Wemight fly up, inthelittle plane" Larry proposed, doubtfully. "I think I could pilot it. If you
want—"

The girl's body stiffened. Her brown eyes widened with sudden dread, and her small face went pale.
She dipped quickly from the stool, drawing in her breath with a sort of gasp. The hand that gripped the
automatic trembled alittle.

"What'sthe matter?' Larry cried. "I thought—" she gasped, "I think | see something intheray! The
meachine-monster is coming back!"

Her lipstightened. Shelifted thelittle automatic and began to shoot into the pillar of crimson fire
beside thetiny, spinning globe.

Larry, watching tensaly, saw acurious, bird-like something fluttering about in the red ray, swiftly
growing larger!

Déliberately, and pausing to am carefully for each shot, the girl emptied thelittle gun at the figure.
Her body wasrigid, her small face wasfirmly s, though she was bregthing very fast.

CURIOUS numbness had come over Larry. Hisonly physical sensations were the quick hammering
of hisheart, and aparching drynessin histhroat. Terror stiffened him. Though he would not have
admitted it, he was pardyzed with fear.

The glittering thing that fluttered about in the crimson ray was not an easy target. When the gun was
empty, it seemed still unharmed. And its wings had increased to a span of afoot.

"Too late!" Agnes gasped. "Why didn't we do something?’

Trembling, horror-stricken, she shrank toward Larry.

Hewas staring at the thing in the pillar of scarlet light.

It had dropped to the crystal disk upon which the red ray fell from the huge, glowing tube above.

It stood there, motionless except for the swift increase of itssize.

Larry gazed at it, lost in fear and wonder. 1t was like nothing he had ever seen. What wasit that
Agnes had said, of machine-mongters, of human brainsin mechanical bodies? Hisbrain reded. He
grained his eyesto distinguish the mongtrosity more clearly. It was veiled in crimson flame; he could not
seeit diginctly.

But suddenly, when it was astdl ashimsdlf, it sprang out into the room, toward Larry and the
shuddering girl. Just off the crystd disk, beyond the scarlet pillar of fire, it paused for long seconds,
seeming to regard them with malevolent eyes.

For thefirst time, Larry could seeit plainly.

Its body, or its central part, was atube of transparent crystal; an upright cylinder, rounded at upper
and lower ends. It was nearly afoot in diameter, and four feet long. It seemed filled with aluminous,
purpleliquid.

About the cylinder were three bands of greenish, glistening metal. Attached to the lower band were
four jointed legs of the same bright green meta, upon which the strange thing stood.

Set in the middle band were two glittering, polished lenses, which seemed to serve as eyes, and Larry
felt that they were gazing at him with malevolent menace. Behind the eyes, two wings sprang from the
green band. Ingenious, folding wings, of thin plates and bars of green metd.

And from the upper band sprang four dender, glistening, whip-like tentacles, metdlic and brilliantly
green, two yardsin length. They writhed with strange life!

IT seemed along timeto Larry that the thing stood, motionless, seeming to sare evilly at them with
eye-likelenses. Then, lurching forward alittle, it moved toward them upon legs of green meta. And now
Larry saw another amazing thing abot it.

Floating in the brilliant violet liquid that filled the crystal tube was agray mass, wrinkled and
corrugated. Thiswas divided by deep cleftsinto right and left hemispheres, which, in turn were separated
into larger upper and smdler lower segments. White filaments ran through the violet liquid from its base
toward the three rings or bands of green metd that encircled the cylinder.



Inaningant, Larry redized that the gray masswas a human brain, The larger, upper part the
cerebrum, the smaller mass at the back the cerebellum. And the white filaments were nerves, by means of
which thisbrain controlled its astounding, mechanica body!

A braininameachine!

Theviolet liquid, it cameto Larry in histrance of wonder, must take the place of blood, feeding the
brain-cells, absorbing waste.

An eterna mind, within amachine! Freefrom theills and weaknesses of the body. And devoid, too,
of any pity, of any tender fedings. A cold and selfish mind, without emotion—unlessit might worship
itsdlf or itsmechanical body.

It was this mongter that had spilt the pool of blood drying on the floor, near the door. And it was
these glistening, green, snakelike tentacles that had crumpled the revolver into a broken mass of sted!!

Abruptly the machine-monster darted forward, running swiftly upon itsfour legs of green metal.
Slender tentacles reached out toward the shuddering girl a Larry's shoulder.

"Run!" Agnesgasped to him, quickly. "It will kill you!"

The girl tried to push him back. As she touched him, Larry recovered from his daze of wondering
fear. Agneswasin frightful danger, and facing it with quiet courage. He must find aweapon!

WILDLY, helooked about him. Hiseyesfdl upon thetal, heavy wooden stoal, upon which Agnes
hed been Sitting.

"Get back!" he shouted to her.

He snatched up the stoal, and, swinging it over his head, sorang toward the machine of violet-filled
crysa and glittering green metd.

"Stop!" Agnes screamed, in aterrified voice. Y ou can't—"

She had run before him. He seized her arm and swung her back behind him. Then he advanced
warily toward the machine-monster, which had paused and seemed to be regarding him with sinister
intentness, through its glistening crystd eye-lenses.

With dl hisstrength, Larry struck at the crystal cylinder, swinging the stool like an ax. A dender,
metallic green tentacle whipped out, tore the stool from his hands, and sent it crashing across the room,
to splinter into fragments on the opposite wall.

Larry, sent off hisbalance, staggered toward the glittering machine. As he sumbled againgt the
trangparent tube that contained the brain, he clenched hisfist to strike futilely at it.

A snake-like metal tentacle wrapped itsalf about him; he was hurled to the floor, to sprawl
grotesquely among broken apparatus.

His head came againgt the leg of abench. For afew moments he was dazed. But it seemed only a
few seconds to him before he had staggered to hisfeet, rubbing his bruised head. Anxioudy, he peered
about the room.

The machine-monster and Agnes were gone!

He stumbled back to the mass of apparatus in the center of the huge laboratory. Intently, he gazed
into the upright pillar of crimson flame. Nothing was visblethere.

"No, the other!" he gasped. "Theviolet isthe way they went."

HE turned to the companion ray of violet radiance that beat straight down on the opposite side of the
tiny, whirling planet. And in that motionlesstorrent of chill violet flame he saw them.

Tiny, dready, and swiftly dwindling!

With green wings outspread, the machine-monster was begting swiftly upward through the pillar of
purple-blue flame. And close against the crystal tube that contained its brain, was Agnes, held fast by the
whip-like tentacles of glistening green metal.

Larry moved to spring after them, into the torrent of violet light. But sudden caution restrained him.

"I'd shrink, too!" he muttered. "And then wherewould | be? I'd be standing on the glass platform, |
guess. And the thing flying off over my head!"

He gazed at the rapidly dwindling forms of Agnes Sterling and her amazing abductor. Asit grew



amadller, the machine-mongter flew higher in the violet beam, until it was opposite the tiny, spinning planet.

The distance between the red and the violet rays was just dightly more than the diameter of the
pygmy world. The sphere hung between them, one sde of it afraction of an inch from the red, the other
asnear theviolet.

Opposite the fin planet, the monster ceased to climb. It hung therein the violet ray, aninch from the
surface of thelittle world.

And il it swiftly dwindled. It was no larger than afly, and Larry could bardly digtinguish the form of
thegirl, helplessin the green tentacles.

Soon she and the monster became amere greenish speck. . . . Suddenly they were gone.

FOR alittle time he stood watching the point where they had vanished, watching the red and the
violet raysthat poured straight down upon the crystal disks, watching the tiny, green-blue planet spinning
S0 steadily between the bright rays.

Abruptly, he recovered from hisfascination of wonder.

"What did she say?' he muttered. " Something about the monsters carrying off peopleto sacrificeto a
rusty machine that they worship asagod! It took her—for that!"

He clenched hisfigts; hislips became astraight line of determination.

"Then | guesswetry avoyagein thelittle plane. A dim chance, maybe. But decidedly better than
nonel"

He returned to the table, dropped on his knees, ingpected thetiny airplane. A perfect miniature,
ddicately beautiful; itsdim, smal wingswere bright as slver foil. Carefully, he opened the door and
peered into the diminutive cabin. Two minuterifles, severd Lilliputian pistols, and boxes of ammunition to
match, lay on the rear seat of the plane.

"So we are prepared for war," he remarked, grinning in satisfaction. "And the next trick, | suppose, is
to get shrunk to fit the plane. About three inches, she said. Lord, it'saqueer thing to think about!"

He got to hisfeet, waked back to the machinein the center of the room, with itstwin pillars of red
and violet flame, and the tiny world floating between them. He started to step into the violet ray, then
hesitated, shivering involuntarily, like aswvimmer about to diveinto icy cold water.

Turning back to one of the benches, he picked up awooden funnel-rack, and tossed it to the crystal
disk benesth the violet ray. Sowly it decreased in size, until it had vanished from sight.

"Safe, | suppose,” he muttered. "But how do | know when I'm smdl enough?*

AFTER amoment he picked up aglass bottle which measured about three inchesin height, setit on
thefloor, besde the crysta disk.

"| dive out when | get to be the size of the bottle," he murmured.

With that, he leaped into the violet beam.

Hefdt no unusua sensation, except one of pleasant, tingling warmth, asif the direct rays of the sun
were begting down upon him. For amoment he feared that his size was not being affected. Then he
noticed, not that he appeared to become smaller, but that the |aboratory seemed to be growing
immensdy larger.

The walls seemed to race away from him. The green-blue sphere of thetiny planet which he
proposed to vist expanded and drew away above his head.

Abruptly fearful, darmed at the hugeness of the room, he turned to look at the bottle he had placed
to serve asastandard of size. It had grown with everything else, until it seemed to be about three feet
high.

And it was swiftly expanding. It reached to thelevel of his shoulder. And higher!

Heran to the edge of the crysta disk, which now seemed afloor many yards across, and lesped
from its edge. It was a dozen stepsto where he had | eft the bottle. And it was astall as himsdif!

He started across the floor of the laboratory toward the table under which the toy plane stood. The
incredible immensity of his surroundings awed him strangdly. Thewalls of the room seemed distant,
Cyclopean cliffs; the roof waslike asky. Tablelegs towered up like enormous columns.



It seemed a hundred yards across the strangely rough floor to the plane. As he drew near it, it gave
him huge satisfaction to seethat it was of norma sze, correctly proportioned to hisown dimensions.

"Greset luck," he muttered, "that | can fly!"

Once more, Larry fdt the sensation that everything about him except the planeitsdlf, was expanding
inconceivably in size. Soon the laboratory'swalls and roof werelost in hazy blue distance. He could
digtinguish only the broad, bright field formed by the surface of the crystd disk, with the floor stretching
away beyond it like avagt plain. And above, the green-blue sphere of thetiny planet, bright on one side
and dark on the other, so that it looked like a half-moon, immensdly far-off.

HE paused, as he reached the cabin's open door, to wonder at the astounding fact that alittle while
ago he had opened that door with ahand larger than his entire body now was.

"l guessthisismy day of wonderd" he muttered. " Allah knows| had to wait long enough for it!"

First he examined the wegpons in the cabin. There were two heavy sporting rifles and two .45
automatics. There were dso two smaller automatics, which, he supposed, had been intended for Agnes
use. And there was abundant ammunition.

Then heingpected the plane. It looked to be in excellent condition in every way. The gasoline and ol
tankswerefull.

He sat about starting the motor, using the plane'sinertia starter, which was driven by an electric
motor. Soon the engine coughed, sputtered, and gave rise to aroaring, rhythmic note that Larry found
musicd.

When the motor was warm, he opened the throttle and taxied out from benesth the colossal table,
and acrossthe laboratory floor toward the Titanic mechanism in the center of the room. The disk of
crysta was set dmodt flush with the floor, its edge beveled. The planerolled easily upon it, and out into
the Cyclopean pillar of violet flame.

AShewaited, he noticed acuriouslittledia, in alower corner of the instrument board, which he had
not seen at first. One end of its graduated scale was marked, "Earth Normd," the other, "Pygmy Planet
Normal.” A tiny black needle was cregping dowly acrossthe scae, toward "Pygmy Planet Normd."

"That's how wetell what Sze we are, without having to look at abottle,”" he muttered.

When the area of the crystal platform appeared to be about half a square mile, he decided that he
would now have sufficient space to spira up the violet ray toward the planet. If he waited too long to
dart, the distance would become impossibly great.

He gave thelittle plane the gun. The motor thundered a throbbing song; the ship rolled smoothly
forward over the polished surface, gained flying speed and took the air without a shock.

"Fedlsgood to hold the stick again!™ Larry murmured.

Making smdl circlesto keep within the upright pillar of violet radiance, he climbed steadily and as
rapidly as possible, keegping his eyes upon the brilliant half-moon of the Pygmy Planet.

The grangest flight in the annals of aviation! He was flying toward agod thet, afew minutes before,
he could have touched. Toward agod that, at the beginning of hisflight, was only afew lengths of his
planeaway. And his size dwindled so rapidly as he flew that the planet seemed to swell and draw away
fromhim.

AsLarry and the plane grew smdller, the relative Size of the violet ray increased, so there was no
longer much danger of flying out of it. It seemed that he flew through aworld of violet flame.

He met acurious problemin time. It is evident that time passesfaster for asmall anima than for a
large one, because nerve currents require ashorter timein trandt, and dl thought and action is
consequently speeded up. It took a hundred-foot dinosaur nearly a second to know that histail had been
pinched. A fly can get under way in time to escape a descending swatter. The Pygmy Planet rotated in a
few seconds of earth time; one of itsinhabitants might have lived, aged, and died in the duration of a
sngleday in our larger world.

SO Larry found that time seemed to pass more rapidly, or rather that the time of the world he had



|eft appeared to move more dowly, as he adventured into smallness. He had been flying, it seemed to
him, nearly an hour when he reached the leve of the planet's equator.

Now it seemed avast world, filling haf the visble universe. He flew toward it steedily, until he knew,
by the fading before him of the violet flame which now seemed tofill al space, that he was near the edge
of theray. And as he flew, he watched the little scale, upon which the black needle was now nearing the
line marked, "Pygmy Planet Normdl."

Circling dowly, keeping always on the level of the planet's equator, and near the edge of the violet
ray, so asto be as close as possible to hislanding place when he reached the proper size, he watched the
creeping black needle.

Too, he scanned with eager eyesthe planet floating before him. Bare, red deserts; narrow strips of
green vegetation; shrunken, blue oceans, Slvery lines of rivers, passed in fascinating panorama benegth
hiseyes. Therate of the planet's spinning seemed continualy to lessen, with the changing of hisown sense
of time.

Agnes! Larry thought of her with acurious, eager pain in his heart. She was somewhere on that
strange, ancient world, aprisoner of weird machine-monsters! Intended victim of agrotesque sacrificia
ceremony!

Could hefind her, in the vastness of an unfamiliar world? And having found her, would there be a
chance to rescue her from her hideous captors? The project seemed insane. But Larry felt aquesr,
unfamiliar urge, which, he knew, would drive him on until he had discovered and saved her—or until he
was dead.

AT last, when it seemed to Larry nearly three hours since he had begun thisamazing flight, the
crawling ebon needle reached the mark, "Pygmy Planet Normal."

Heflew out of thewall of violet flame toward the planet's surface. Before, the distance between the
planet and the ray's edge had seemed only the fraction of aninch. Now it appeared to be many miles.

Abruptly the Pygmy Planet, which had seemed to be beside him, appeared to swing about, so that it
was beneath him. He knew that it was a change merdly in his sensations. He was fedling the gravitation of
the new world. It was pulling him toward it!

He cut the throttle, and settled the plane into along glide, aglide that was to end upon the surface of
anew planet!

In what seemed half an hour more, Larry had made a safe landing upon the Pygmy Planet. He had
come down upon agtretch of fairly smooth, red, sandy desert, which seemed to stretch illimitably toward
the risng sun, which direction Larry indinctively termed "ead.”

Tothe"west" wasaline of dull green—evidently the vegetation dong astream. The ocher desert was
scattered with sparse clumps of reddish, spiky scrub. Larry taxied the plane into one of those thickets.
Finding canvas and rope in the cabin, he staked down the machine, and muffled the motor.

Then, selecting arifle and a heavy automatic from the wegponsin the cabin, and filling his pockets
with extraammunition, he left the plane and set out with brisk steps toward the green line of vegetation.

"I'll follow aong theriver," he reasoned. "It may lead me somewhere and it will show the way back
to the plane. | may come across something in theway of aclue. Can't go exploring by air, or I'll burn up
all the gas and be stranded here!"

To hissurprise, the water course proved to be an ancient cana, walled with crumbling masonry. Its
channel was choked with mud and thorny, thick-leaved desert shrubs of unfamiliar variety; but afeeble
current ill flowed dongiit.

After somereflection, Larry set out along the banks of the cand.

Hefollowed it for two days.

Curious gtraight bars of light were visible across the sky—aband of violet in the morning; one of
crimson a evening. Their gpparent motion wasin the same direction asthat of the sun. The bars of light
puzzled him considerably beforeit occurred to him that they must be the red and violet rays.

"So you wait till evening, and then fly up into thered ray, to go home," he muttered. "But | may not
need that information,” he added grimly. " Seemsto be a pretty big job to search aplanet on foot, for one



person. And I'm not going back without Agnes!™

In the afternoon of the second day, he came within view of acity. He could discern vast, imposing
walls and towers of dark stone. It stood in the barren red desert, far back from the green line of the old
cand. Larry left the canal and started wearily acrosstoward it. He had covered severa miles of the
distance before he saw that the lofty towers were faling, the magnificent wals crumbling. The city was
ruined, dead, deserted!

The redization brought him a great flood of despair: He had hoped to find people—friends, from
whom he might get food, and information about this unfamiliar planet. But the city was dead.

Larry was standing there, in the midst of the vast red plain between ruined city and ruined canal.
Tired, hungry, londy and hopeless. He was looking up a the white "sun,” trying to comfort himsdf with
the thought that the brilliant luminary was merdly aqueer blue lamp, that he was upon atiny experimenta
world in alaboratory. But the thought brought him no relief; only confusion and asense of incredulity.

THEN he saw the machine-mongter. A glittering, winged thing of crystal and green metd, identica
with the one he had encountered in the laboratory. It must already have seen him, for it was dropping
swiftly toward him.

Larry started to run, took afew staggering steps. Then he recdled the heavy rifle dung over his
shoulder. Moving with desperate haste, he got it into hishands and raised it just as the monster dropped
to the red sand a dozen yards away from him.

Steadily he covered the crystd cylinder within which the thing's brain floated in luminous violet liquid.
Hisfinger tightened on the trigger, ready to send aheavy bullet crashing into it. Then he paused, swore
softly, lowered the gun.

"If 1 kill it," hemurmured, "I may never find Agnes. And if | let it carry me off, it may take mewhere
dheis”

He walked toward the monster, across the red sand.

It stood uncertainly upon green meta legs, seeming to stare a him strangely with eye-like lenses. Its
wings of thin green metd plates, were folded; itsfour green tentacles were twitching oddly.

Abruptly, it prang upon him.

A green tentacle seized the rifle and snatched it from his hands. He felt the automatic pistol and the
ammunition being removed from his pockets.

Then, firmly held in the flexible arms of green metd, he was lifted againgt the cylinder of violet liquid.
The monster spread its broad emerald wings, and Larry was swiftly borneinto the air.

In afew moments the wide ruins of the ancient city were spread below, with the green line of the
choked cand cutting theinfinite red waste of the desert beyond it.

The monster flew westward.

FOR a consderable time, nothing save barren, ocherous desert wasin view. Then Larry'sweird
captor flew near astrange city. A city of green metd. The buildings were most fantastic—pyramids of
green, crowned with enormous, glistening spheres of emerald metal. An impassable wall surrounding the
city.

Larry had expected the monster to drop into the city. But it carried him on, and finally settled to the
ground severa miles beyond. The green tentacles released him, asthe thing landed, and he sprawled
besdeit, dizzy after his strange flight.

AsLarry stlaggered uncertainly to hisfeet, he saw that the monster had released him in an open pen.
It was asquare area, nearly fifty yards on each side, and fenced with thin posts or rods of green meta,
perhaps twenty feet high. Set very close together, and sharply pointed at the top, they formed abarrier
gpparently insurmountable.

In the center of the pen was a huge and strange machine, built of green metd. It looked very worn
and ancient; it was covered with patches of bluish rust or corrosion. At first it looked quite strange to
Larry; then hewas struck by avaguely familiar quaity about it. Looking closer, heredized that it wasa
colossd steam hammer!



Itsdesign, of course, was unfamiliar. But in the vast, corroded frame he quickly picked out a steam
chest, cylinder, and the great hammer, weighing many tons.

He gasped when his eyes went to the anvil.

A man was chained acrossit.

A manintorn, grimy clothing, fastened with fetters of green metal upon wrists and ankles, so that his
body was stretched benesth the massive hammer. He seemed to be unconscious; upon his head, which
was turned toward Larry, was ared and swollen bruise.

The monster which had dropped Larry within the pen rose again into the air. And Larry started
forward, trying to remember just what Agnes had told him of a machine to which the monsters
sacrificed.

Thismust be the machine—this ancient steam hammer!

As he moved forward, Agnes cameinto view.

SHE waked around the massive base of the great machine, carrying abowl filled with afragrant
brown liquid. She stopped at sight of Larry, and uttered alittle cry. The bowl fdl from her hands, and the
fragrant liquid splashed out on the ground. Her brown eyes went wide with delighted surprise; then a
look of pain cameinto them. "Larry, Larry!" she cried. "Why did you come?"

"To get you," he answered, trying to spesk aslightly as he could. "And the best way | knew to find
you wasto let one of the monsters bring me. Cheer up!™ But even to himself, hisvoice had atone of
discouragement.

She smiled wanly. "I don't see anything to be cheerful about.” Her smdll face was set and allittle
white. "Dr. Whiting is going to be smashed under the hammer of this dreadful machine, whenever the
seamisup. Thenitismy turn. And yours. That's nothing to laugh about.”

"But we aren't smashed yet!” Larry ingsted.

"By theway, what wasthat in the bowl?* he went on, glancing down. "I forgot to bring lunch.” He
grinned.

She looked down, startled.

"Oh, Dr. Whiting's soup. Poor flow, I'm afraid helll never awake to et it. Ther€'s plenty more.
Come around here."

She picked up the bowl and led him around the base of the machine; then shefilled the bowl again
with the fragrant, red-brown liquid, from atall urn of green metd. Larry took the dish eagerly and gulped
down therather ingpid and tasteless food.

"And the mongtersworship this old steam hammer?* he inquired, when his hunger was appeased.

"Yes. | think the thing isworked by steam generated by volcanic heat. Anyhow, thereisn't any boailer,
and the steam pipe comes up out of the ground. Y ou can seethat. So it runs on, without any
attention—though | guessthe heat isdying down, sinceit is severa days between blows of the hammer.

"And | guessthe monsters have forgotten how they used to rule machines. They seem to have
depended upon machines, even giving up their own bodies for mechanical ones, until the machinerules
them.

"And when this old hammer kept pounding on through the ages, using volcanic steam, | guessthey
got to consdering it dive. They began to regard it as a sort of god. And when they got the idea of giving
it sacrifices, it was naturd enough to place the victims under the hammer.”

THEY went back to Dr. Whiting who was chained across the anvil. He was il breathing, but
unconscious. He had been injured in a struggle with the monsters, and his body was much emaciated.
Agnes explained that he had been a prisoner in the pen for many months of the time of thisworld, waiting
histurn to die; she said that the monsters had just completed the extermination of another race upon the
Pygmy Planet, and were just turning to the greater world for victims.

Larry noticed that the great hammer was dowly rising inits guides, asthe pressure of the steam from
the planet'sinterior increased. In afew hours—just at sunset—it reached the top of its stroke.

The air above the pen was suddenly filled with glittering swarms of the green-winged mongter;



sweeping dowly about, in measured flight with strange order to their masses. They had come to witness
the sacrificel

With an explosive rush of steam, the hammer came down!

The ground trembled beneath the terrific blow; the roaring of escaping steam and the crash of the
impact were dmost deafening. A heavy white cloud shrouded the corroded green machine.

When the hammer dowly lifted, only ared smear wasleft. . . .

Agnes had shrunk, trembling, againgt Larry's shoulder. He had put his arms about her and was
holding her dmogt fiercdly.

"My turn next," shewhispered. "And dont try to fight them. It will only make them hurt you!

"I can't let them take you, Agnes!” Larry cried, in an agonized tone. And the words seemed to leap
out, of themselves, "Because | loveyou!"

"You do?' Agnescried, in athin, choking voice, pressng hersdf againgt him. "Ever sncethefirgt time
you came to the laboratory—"

A score of the mongter forms of violet-filled crystal and gleaming green meta had dropped into the
pen. They tore Agnesfrom Larry'sarms, hurling him roughly to the ground, at the bottom of the green
metal fence. For some time he was unconscious.

WHEN be had staggered painfully to hisfeet, it was night. The monsters were gone; the starless sky
was black empty. Calling out weskly, and stumbling about the pen, he found Agnes. She was chained
where Dr. Whiting had been.

She was conscious, unharmed. For atime they talked alittle, exchanging broken, incoherent phrases.
Then they went to deep, lying on the anvil, benesth that mighty hammer that was dowly lifting to sirike
another fearful blow.

When the"sun" had risen again, Larry brought Agnes some of the brown soup from the meta urn,
which had been filled again. Then, when he had satisfied himsdlf, he started clambering up the massve
frame of the hammer.

If he could put it out of commission!

It was adifficult task. He dipped back many times, and finaly had to choose another place to make
the ascent. Twice he dipped and dmost fell from aconsiderable height. But finally he reached the
massve whed of the vave which seemed to control the admission of steam into the cylinder above the
hammer.

If he could but close that, the steam would be confined in the chest below. And when the pressure
reached a certain point, something should happen!

The vavewas not easy to turn; it seemed fixed with the corrosion of ages. For hours Larry wrestled
withit. Then heleft it, redizing that he must find something to use for ahammer. A vigorous search of the
pen's hard earth floor failed to reveal any stone that would do. Heturned his' attention to the machine,
and presently saw adender projecting lever, high up on the sde of the vast frame, which looked asif it
had been weakened by corrosion. After aperilous climb, he reached the bar of green metal and swung
hisweight upon it. It broke, and he plunged to the ground with the bar in his hands.

CLAMBERING up once moreto the greet valve, he hammered it until the rust that stiffened it was
loosened. Then he struggled with the valve until it was closed. "Well see what happend!” he muttered.

Returning to the ground, he set to work to break the green metal fetters upon Agnes wristsand
ankles, using the broken lever as hammer and file.

For the greater part of six days hetoiled at that task, while the great hammer rose dowly. But the
green metal seemed very hard. One arm was free at the end of the second day, the other on the fourth.
He had one ankle loose on the morning of the sixth day. But as evening came on, and the great hammer
reached the top of its stroke, the fourth chain till defied him.

Before sunset, aswarm of the monsters appeared, wheeling on green wings. He was forced to leave
thework, hiding hisimprovised file.

Agnes dill lay acrossthe anvil, to conced from the mongters the fact that the chains were broken.



Larry sat close beside her, nursing hands that were blistered and sore from his days of filing at the
chans.

A sudden clatter came from the huge mechanism above them, and a sharp hiss of steam, which
became louder.

"It works!" Larry whispered to Agnes. "The old valve held, and the steam can't get into the cylinder
to smash ud But Allah knows what will happen when the pressure risesin that old steam chet!™

Darkness came. Dusk swallowed the whedling machine-mongters. All night Larry and Agnes waited
dlently, together on the great anvil, listening to the hissing of steam from above, which was dowly
becoming a shrill monotonous scream; monotonous, aways higher, shriller.

The"sun" rose again. Still the green-winged monsters wheeled about. They camein glittering swarms,
thousands of them. They came nearer the machine now, and flew about more swiftly, asif excited.

THEN it happened. Therewas aroar like thunder, and a colossal, bellowing exploson. Theair was
filled suddenly with scalding steam, and with screaming fragments of the bursting steam chest. Inthe midst
of it al, Larry felt acrushing blow upon the head. And ablanket of darknessfdl upon him. ...

"Themongersaredl gone, darling,” Agnes voice reached him. "Asthough they were very much
frightened. And a piece of the old hammer hit the fence and knocked aholeinit. Y ou must go. Leave
me—"

"Leaveyou?' Larry groaned, struggling to sit up. "Not abit of it!" He touched his head gingerly, fdt a
swollen bruise.

Collecting afew fragments of the wrecked machine, to serve astools, hefell to work again upon
Agnes remaining chain. Already he had cut adeep grooveinit. Two hours later, it was broken.

Carrying the metal urn of brownish liquid, they crept out through the hole in the fence, which had
been torn by the flying fragment of abroken casting of green metdl. They left the wreck of the machine
which a strange race had worshiped as a bloody god and hurried furtively into the desert of red sand.

Making awide circuit about the fantastic city of green metd, which Larry had seen from the air, they
struck out eastward across the desolate ocherous waste. The food in the urn, eaten sparingly, lasted until
the end of the eighth day.

On the morning of the ninth, they camein view of the green line of the ancient cand. It was hours
later that they staggered weekly over itswall of crumbling masonry, clambered down into the muddy,
weed-grown channdl, and drank thirgtily of green, tepid water.

Larry found hisold trail, beyond the canal. They followed it back. In the middle of the afternoon they
stumbled up to the thicket of spiky desert growth, in which Larry had hidden the plane.

The machine was undamaged.

BEFORE sunset, Larry had removed the stake ropes, dipped the canvas cover from the motor,
turned the plane around, inspected and examined the strip of smooth, hard red sand upon which be had
landed.

Agnes pointed out the dim band of crimson across the sky, from north to south, dowly rising toward
the zenith.

"That'sthered ray,” shesaid. "Wefly intoit.”

"And ahappy moment when we do,” Larry rgjoined.

He roused the motor to life.

Asthe bar of crimson light neared the zenith, the plane rolled forward across the sand and took off.
Climbing steeply, Larry anxioudy watched the gpproach of the red band. The gravitation of the Pygmy
Panet seemed to diminish as he gained dltitude, until presently he could fly verticaly from it, without
circling at al. He set the bow toward the scarlet bar across the sky before him.

And suddenly he wasflying through ruby flame.

His eyeswent to the little scale a the corner of the instrument board. He saw the little ebon needle
waver, leave the mark designated "Pygmy Planet Normal" and start toward "Earth Normal."

For what seemed along time, he was whesling down the crimson ray. A few times he looked back at



Agnes, intherear seat. She had goneto deep.

Then avad, circular field was below—the crystd platform.

Larry landed the plane upon it, taxied to the center and stopped there, with the motor idling. The
laboratory, taking shape in the blue abyss about him, seemed to contract swiftly.

PRESENTLY the plane covered | most of the crystal disk. He taxied quickly off, stopped on the
floor nearby, and cut the ignition. Agneswoke. Together they clambered from the plane's cabin and
walked back into the crimson ray.

Once more the vast spaces of the room seemed to shrink, until it looked familiar once more. The
Pygmy Planet, and the huge machine looming over them, dwindled to naturd size.

Agnes, watching a scale on the frame of the mechanism, which Larry had not noticed, lesped
suddenly from the red ray, drawing him with her.

"We don't want to be giantsl" she laughed.

Larry drew adeep bresth, and looked about him. Once more he wasin his own world, and
surveying it in hisnormal size. He became aware of Agnes standing close againgt him. He suddenly took
her in hisarms and kissed her.

"Wait aminute," she objected, dipping quickly from hisarms. "What are we going to do about the
Pygmy Planet? Those monsters might come again, even if you did wreck their god. And Dr. Whiting,
poor fellow— But we mustn't et those monsters come back!"

Larry doubled up abrown fist and drove it with dl his strength againgt the little globe that spun so
steadily between the twin, upright cylinders of crimson and of violet flame. Hishand went degpintoit.
And it swung from its position, hung unsteadily a moment, and then crashed to the laboratory floor. It
was crushed like aball of soft brown mud. It spattered.

"Now | guessthey won't come back,” Agnessaid. "A pity to spoil al Dr. Whiting'swork, though.”

Larry was standing motionless, holding up hisfist and looking at it oddly. "I smashed a planet! Think
of it, | smashed aplanet! Just the other—why it was just this evening, at the office, | waswishing for
something to happen!™



