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              In this interesting story, Mr. Campbell pictures the future of what may be termed interplanetary life and tells of how the inhabitants of earth contrast with those of distant spheres. There is no doubt that if mankind ever did succeed in conquering space it is an open question whether what he found there would increase the good opinion which so many of us often unjustly hold of our own characters or whether it would diminish what may be called the self-conceit of mankind.
 
-
 
Prologue
 
              The crowded men, a full hundred and twelve cramped in a tiny concrete room, were unbelievably quiet and tense. Only one small light, thrown on the tuning controls of the big set, relieved the absolute darkness that seemed to push in from the windows. McLaughlin, at the controls, was quietest of all. His ears were intensely aware of the strange rushing roar, like heavy ocean surf, that beat out through the loudspeaker.
 
              A voice struggled through the washing sound. "Elevation about twenty-five miles now. Incredibly jagged rock. This side much rougher than other. Found a small crater-bottom—we're aiming for that—looks smooth." Again only the washing roar of short-wave static and the tense silence. "Elevation twenty miles. Dropping on rockets. Almost no gravity pull, however. The big boy is pulling us around a bit though. Hard to handle. Tricky motion. Fifteen miles. We've got an horizon now. There is no axial rotation, or we would never make it. Ten miles," Silence. Washing static, Five miles, the voice reported.
 
              "We've almost stopped—comparatively—now. About a mile and a half to go. Stopped, and falling back. Can you hear the rockets now? They're working fairly loudly. A thousand feet—eight hundred—five hundred—we'll know in a second, and if it's bad—we had a nice time. Try again!"
 
              "We're floating on the rockets. Stevens is doing a wonderful job of it. There's a big pinnacle of rock near us. This floor wasn't so smooth as it looked. We're sinking—we've—" The loud-speaker crackled with a tinny, broken rattle, and then only the washing static sounded in it.
 
              A low, heavy groan came from the hundred and twelve men. Three near the door darted out, headed for their offices. The second attempt had failed.
 
              McLaughlin sat just as quietly, and tensely as ever. "They smashed a tube, anyway," he snapped softly. "That doesn't mean they're broken. A tube's a hell of a lot more tender than a man!"
 
[image: ]
 
              The hundred and nine men were rustling and weaving. Listening to the static sounds. "Whatever happened, it happened a long time ago—it takes time even for radio on that hop," someone said. His voice was low, but it seemed a shout in the bare concrete room.
 
              The loudspeaker crackled, hummed and silenced again to washing roar, but an instantaneous quiver ran through the men. "Sorry," said the voice, "probably worried you. Tube gave out. We made a perfect landing, but the slight jar cracked a tube's air-seal."
 
              The rest was lost as a roar went up from the men in the room. A jammed stream squeezed out of the door, like toothpaste from a tube. They squirted out, sprinted for the monorail line nearby. Over charred, blackened earth they stumbled and sprawled, cheering.
 
              Five men remained in the room. McLaughlin was talking into his own transmitter now, while the recorder took down every detail of the message coming in from space.
 
              Philip Laurie, the little narrow chested dreamer who had designed the "Ion," was dreaming out loud to big, broad-shouldered John Cummings, the man who had had intelligence and interest enough to listen to the man and his strange ideas.
 
              "It's done, John," said Laurie dreamily. "They've made it."
 
              "They're not on Mars, yet, only Phobos." Cummings replied.
 
              "No difference. Mars is easy now. The little rocket can do it and land with her wings. No trick. They aren't back, either. That's harder. But it doesn't count. To them it does of course, but I mean to earth. Earth has crossed space. Earth-men have reached another world. That's just the first. In twenty years, John, you will be able to make the trip in a regular, commercial liner-freighter. New colonies! Earth-men colonizing other planets.
 
              "John, that's always been my dream. I can't go—I won't. You gave me control of this. That was my one stipulation. The profits are yours—and there will be profits I promise you—but—" he looked down at himself, and then to the towering, powerful body of his friend. "No more half-men like me. the conditions on those other planets are hard and harder than men ever faced before, and I'm going to set up a control board. There'll be plenty of men willing to go. Look at the thousands on thousands of applications we both got for this trip. But I'm going to combine several of my dreams in this. I'm going to make a greater race of earth-men, a more powerful, finer, more adventurous race of earth-men. I hate this body of mine and its weakness. I want all men to have bodies and minds like yours. I will have reason enough to forbid it—and I'm going to forbid the acceptance of one single man or woman who is not physically and mentally perfect.
 
              "Earth is greater this day, and henceforth, she will grow as her children grow!" said Philip Laurie.
 
              It was inevitable. His decision perhaps made it a bit more radical and more rapid, but the result was as inevitable as fate. There were no barbarians to pour in on civilization any more, but Philip Laurie had cut open earth's veins, where flowed the richest life-blood of the planet. It was not a greater planet he'd created, not a mightier earth.
 
              And it was not merely his plan. The very forces that made life harder on those planets would have done it as effectively. Earth's greatness died that day, that hour, it died the very second Robert Gady said, "Sorry, probably worried you. We made a perfect landing."
 
              But the corpse was very large, and it took many centuries for the corruption to spread, and the ultimate decay to destroy it.
 
-
 
              Bruce Robert Laurie, great grandson of the inventor of the first ship to make the crossing to Mars, was an humble employee in the office of the Interplanetary Transport Examination Service. Bruce Laurie or Tom Jones got the same treatment here. Old Philip Laurie, back in 1983, had fashioned well when he fashioned it. And John Cummings had been willing to trust Laurie. The result had been a board of scientists who had to pass on every man who made that trip, and for four generations that office had been all but flooded, for only an intermittent service was possible. The air ships of that day, even a full century after Laurie's invention, were not free of all troubles. For instance, while they had been able to reach Mars, and the Jovian satellites and the Saturnian satellites, no ship had ever returned from Jupiter's surface. Jupiter's mighty gravity stopped them.
 
              There was much room on those Jovian worlds, and even on Mars, although the colonies were growing swiftly. But there were few ships, and many people trying to go. Interplanetary Transportation had their chance to pick and took it.
 
              Bruce Laurie was hopeful—but fearful. He was twenty-five, just three weeks past the necessary twenty-fifth birthday in fact. He stood five-feet, five, rather light in build, but already he had a reputation in engineering.
 
              The girl at the Statistics Desk looked up at him as his turn came.
 
              "Name?" In a moment she had his Vital Statistics card. "Dr. Thomas Drew will see you. Room four-fifty-seven down the hall to the left." Laurie took the card with its series of punched holes on a perfectly blank white card. The indexing machines would read it for Dr. Drew. Laurie entered four-fifty-seven, handed the card to the brisk, pleasant-looking doctor, and sat down. The indexing machine had interpreted it for the physician in seconds.
 
              "This is your second visit, is it not, Laurie?"
 
              "Yes, sir. I came immediately after my twenty-fifth birthday."
 
              "Right. The card contains not only all the information you handed in, but, of course, much more that we gathered, plus the decision we reached, and why. The decision was against you, I'm sorry to say. You're a fine engineer as your reputation already shows. You have excellent heredity of mental characteristics—but as you know, your famous great-grandfather died of tuberculosis. Your grandfather didn't, probably because we'd conquered the disease by then, but he died at forty-seven of heart disease. Your father died two years ago at fifty-two, of hardening of the arteries, and attendant physical degeneration.
 
              "I'm sorry, Laurie. We need your mentality in the new race we're trying to build up, but your physique isn't designed for hard wear, even here on earth. I'm not sure you would survive even the space trip. The effects ate very severe, due to lack of equalization of blood pressure in the absence of gravitational or other acceleration. If you did survive—your great-grandfather, who of all men had a right to emigrate to Mars, refused to go. You remember when his application automatically came up, he turned it down himself, and he alone voted against it?
 
              "He was right. There is some taint of weakness in your inheritance that has, time after time, robbed the world of powerful minds in their prime. What I have mentioned in connection with your direct descent is equally true of your uncles and grand-uncles.
 
              "But—go on, Laurie. Your type is needed here on earth, too. That weakness will be driven out, through the generations. You may not make the trip, but neither did your great-grandfather. Perhaps your great-grandson will."
 
              Laurie was not greatly surprised as he made his way out of the office and took the moving ways toward the airport for New York once more. But he was vastly disappointed. The moon shone pale in the daylit sky. No Laurie had ever reached even so far.
 
              Some day, he was determined that one of them would. In the meantime, there were still opportunities to make a name for himself here on earth. Even though there were only two dozen business organizations in the United States, there was room for their ramifications.
 
-
 
              Ban Miller had reached that acme of human aims, for the average man of 2243—he had been accepted. Accepted, of course, meant that within two years he would be given a berth in one of the crowded Planetary Transports. Wherefore, since Ban Miller's particular field Of mental activity had been news reporting and interpreting, he was now acting as trainer to the Unlicked Cub. The Cub was not wholly unlicked, naturally, but he was inexperienced as far as this field of reporting was concerned. Televiso-news was a highly interesting and effective means of spreading the stories, but the average man did not care to sit before his televiso and watch the International Conference on Planetary Affairs for fifteen all-day sessions, and further, he didn't have the time. The Conference was scheduled to run fifteen days, and the nations were spoiling for a real, good battle-royal. It would be a battle-royal, too, because the Industrial Committees were fearing a violent depression, and realized that they had the choice of fifteen million unemployed in the United States, and proportionate numbers elsewhere, or a war which would make the fifteen million and proportionate numbers unproductive consumers in the armies of the world. Further, the war was indicated by falling profits. The customers needed a good reason before they'd accept a price boost. A war would be ideal.
 
              Then incidentally of course, there was real enmity arising from the Planetary Affairs Commissions. For nearly three centuries, the Interplanetary Transportation Company had had practical control and ownership of the planets. Interplanetary had gotten off to such a flying start, it had simply bought up all competition at first, and since then no one had been interested in starting a rival company. The only government of the Planets had been the Interplanetary's own Executive Office. Now however, there had arisen considerable feeling on earth, that some nation had a definite claim to the control of those planets.
 
              "They'll argue," Miller explained to the Cub, "on the basis of the claims made way back in the late 1900's and the early 2000's. The United States has an iron-clad claim on Mars, really, because it was an all-American crew that took old Laurie's ship up there. But her navigator, and her captain, happened to be of French descent, and France has laws to the effect that no Frenchman can become a national of any other country. Therefore, the captain, when he claimed the planet for the United States had no right to do so, and further, the second ship to make the crossing was actually French, and also claimed half the planet. But Germany pointed out that neither ship had fully explored the planet, and not until their ship made the crossing in 1989 was a complete survey in detail available. Therefore they claim about a third of Mars.
 
              "Now the Jovian Worlds were explored by nationals of all the Terrestrial countries, and Io was explored by an American-born Martian. The big fight of course is over Mars. And—I sort of have a hunch old Terra is in for the shock of her life."
 
              "Why?" asked the Cub.
 
              "Wait and see. We'll know within twenty-four hours."
 
              "Who's that coming in now?" asked the Cub.
 
              "M. Poireau. French Premier. Elected by the Steel interests. He's naturally for war. Steel in France includes aircraft and rockets."
 
              "Who's following him there? I don't recognize him at all."
 
              "Oh—oh! Watch the fireworks! I knew that would happen. Terra is definitely in for a shock. That's John Montgommery, terrestrial president of Interplanetary. 'Mystery Montgommery.' Every time he does show his face, somebody gets blown off the map—look at those delegates there! Every one of them is trembling in his boots right now. Cart-wright from 'these United' represents Metals and Allied Utilities, and he's wondering what's up. If he works against Montgommery, he may lose business for Metals—and if he doesn't, why he may lose his job. Metals can have his election 'recounted' any time they want to, and find fraud in it of course."
 
              "And I, in my innocence, thought there were still some traces of the ancient democratic government left on earth."
 
              "Funny, lots of people still do. Clerks and so forth think their votes really get counted. Of course, some of the votes do. They may all be counted pretty quickly, though. I hear Metals is going to start taking their employees' fingerprints so they can check up on who voted and how, when they find it necessary."
 
              "The Secret Ballot! What a secret!"
 
              "That gang is worried. All those delegates are worked-up. Montgommery's presence means real trouble. You know they have a true democratic government on the Planets now—something on the order of the old Socialistic schemes proposed here on earth back in the twentieth century and which Russia even tried out. But what the planets have is supposed to be a corporation-voting idea. Actually—well you'll see, I'm willing to bet. Of course their socialism is a whole lot different from anything they proposed back in the twentieth century. Started that way, you might say, because everything on Mars was owned by Interplanetary to begin with, and every immigrant of course paid his fare by buying 'stock.' But— you'll probably see."
 
              The gentleman from France had been appointed temporary chairman, and so French was the official language of the Conference till the permanent Chairman was elected. He was calling the meeting to order now. The delegates took their places and order ensued. Montgommery had taken a place in the Distinguished Visitors' gallery. More eyes were turned to him than to the Chairman. Montgommery's presence was like the tick of a time-bomb. When would it explode?
 
              Sir Reginald Barry of England was made Permanent Chairman according to schedule in rapid fire order. Almost at once, M. Poireau rose, and in beautiful diplomatic English, beating all around the bush and Robin Hood's barn, stated that France declared one half of Mar's surface area as hers, that half being delineated carefully. It included Mars Center, New Denver, New Berlin, and Salamance. France knew, of course, that the nations would realize the justice of her claims at once, and withdraw any claims of their own. However, France was fully prepared to stand up for her rights—and intended to.
 
              Cartwright of the United States rose, and read his speech. "Notice he's reading a typed speech, and answering all of Poireau's points? That speech of Poireau's was a complete surprise, of course," chuckled Miller. "Now watch Hans Schenkie answer both speeches from his own typed script. Man, this Conference is going to explode in a hurry. Montgommery is the cause of this; they'd have delayed these speeches over a period of days, but they want him to hear their claims. He's taking it all in himself—and they'd just expected a few vice-assistant-seconds to be listening in. Say—hold on here, will you? I want to make a call." Miller rose, and vanished along the corridor.
 
              In perhaps fifteen minutes he was back. Cartwright was answering Poireau's third point by this time, with only eleven more to go. Miller glanced at the Cub's notes and laughed. "Too serious, man, too intent. Here's the way." He condensed the Cub's three pages, to two paragraphs, and explained: "At that rate, you'll fill several large volumes at the average conference, and never be able to find what you wanted again. Those points he's making are all in the Terrestrial Encyclopedia.
 
              "But here's a note to make. The 'New Denver' is due to land to-morrow at noon in New York. But—they've spotted a life-boat leaving her. The life-boat broke out five hours ago, and will land in about an hour. I'm waiting. The bomb explodes then. I'll bet it lands right here in Geneva, too."
 
              Cartwright had nearly finished his speech, when the man entered the Distinguished Visitors' Gallery. He was clad in the loose-looking, dust-tight Martian garments, and his face was dark and lean with Martian sunlight. He moved somewhat heavily on earth here, but there was a certain alertness and energy about him. He went directly to John Montgommery, and spoke softly to him. From a brief-case he drew a large envelope of papers, and passed them over with a smile of confidence, and a handshake.
 
              "Ah—it's come. Now, the bomb explodes."
 
              Cartwright had been watching. In remarkable fashion, he concluded his address almost at once. The conclusion was that France's claims were wholly baseless and false according to international law. Mars belonged wholly and singly to the United States of America.
 
              Montgommery rose in his seat.
 
              "Mr. Chairman."
 
              "Mr. Montgommery," acknowledged Sir Reginald, "You have no official status at this meeting, but I am sure we would all be glad to hear your views, as an expert on Martian affairs."
 
              "Mr. Chairman, I should like to present these credentials." Montgommery stalked forward, and passed over to Sir Reginald the papers he had so recently received from the messenger.
 
              Sir Reginald looked at them hurriedly, then stopped. He looked again, then smiled slowly at Montgommery. "Surprising, isn't it, how the obvious will escape attention. Gentlemen," he went on, addressing the Conference, "I beg to present Mr. Montgommery, Delegate from the United Planetary Council, and Ambassador Plenipotentiary for Mars. He will explain Mars' answer."
 
              "Thank you, Mr. Chairman," Montgommery replied, interrupting the sudden hushed murmur of surprise and anger. "Gentlemen, I have little to say, but I believe you will agree with Sir Reginald, that it is obvious. Mars does not belong solely and singly to the United States. She does not belong half to France, or one-third to Germany; neither do the Jovian Worlds, nor the Saturnian Worlds. Mars belongs solely and singly to the citizens of Mars.
 
              "The Jovian Worlds belong singly and solely to the colonists of those Jovian Worlds, as the Saturnian Worlds belong to their inhabitants.
 
              "I am, I realize, setting forth a great principle, but it is yet an old principle. It is the principle that set up the United States, that men should determine their own courses of action. We of the Planets desire to do so.
 
              "I fully realize the feelings that will be stirred up, but I intend now in open conference to say, and say bluntly, what we are all thinking.
 
              "Mars, and the Planets, all represent great wealth. Further, they represent room for colonization. Interplanetary has long held absolute control, and only so because of the vast wealth and consumptive power it represented. This very conference represents the culmination of a recent tendency we, who are interested in Planetary affairs, have watched with alarm. Terrestrials want more ships built, more accommodations for interplanetary travel, so that all can move to the Planets who want to, and this pressure of public opinion has gradually been bringing forth legislation that would weaken Interplanetary to a point where an undesired rush of colonists would be possible.
 
              "The Planetarians have been carefully selected, and are quite literally a chosen race. The result has been a bit of superiority on their part, but there has always been the opportunity for Terrestrials to be chosen, and this hope has prevented any strong feeling against them.
 
              "But the reason we have given for this selection, so rigorous that we have refused ninety per cent of all applicants, has been limited transportation facilities. Terrestrial governments could build more ships, say the people, and take us there.
 
              "Frankly—Mars doesn't want too heavy an unselected immigration."
 
              "That is the reason for this change, really. Mars is now in theory as Well as in fact, a self-governing world. She has been. You all realize that fact, although technically it has been a corporation called Interplanetary Transport. Now the name has been changed to the Martian Planetary Union, a state with powers similar to those of the individual states of the United States of America, in the greater government of the Interplanetary Union.
 
              "We have combined against an undesirable immigration. We need more people, need them badly, and will continue our present system, and expand it-— but we will select them. The Interplanetary Union government will appoint as officers the entire staff of the present Interplanetary Transport, renaming them according to the more usual diplomatic practice as Consuls and Ambassadors.
 
              "The immediate reaction on the part of the Terrestrial nations having claims to the Planets will of course be a desire for war. There is a strong economic need for war right now, I understand," Montgommery added bitterly, "but I would like to point out the absurdity of such a course. Mars is not wealthy enough in human and economic capital to desire such a war—but I think it should be remembered that all the existing ships, capable of the Interplanetary crossing, belong solely and exclusively to the newly-created Interplanetary Union.
 
              "Oh, no doubt you could build ships, and attack, within two or three years. What would you gain? You cannot armour a space-ship. They are very tender machines, as we well know. Therefore they could not attack readily, nor effectively. Further, they could not carry fuel for the round trip, and still maneuver. The result would be a fleet of derelict, helpless machines in space, hanging off Mars powerless to move, and completely at the mercy of our own small, swift battle-rockets.
 
              ."I believe you will agree that war is out of the question—purely so from a mechanical standpoint. However, I doubt that the people would support such a venture, for they all hope, and secretly expect, to get to Mars themselves. Every man with any self-respect believes himself worthy of choice. Those that feel sure they won't be chosen are cripples, weaklings, or completely spiritless. Of such you cannot make an army. When England tried to put down the rebellion of her American colonies, she failed, not because her men were not brave, or strong or spirited, but because the men of England agreed with their brothers and cousins in the colonies, and refused to fight them. Mercenaries had to be hired, with deplorable results.
 
              "Well—you may find mercenaries. But every worthy citizen of Terra has a real, and genuine chance to join us in the greatest work man has undertaken: the colonization of new worlds by new and better races of mankind."
 
              Montgommery sat down. Suddenly the Cub became aware of the fact that Miller had vanished. In his place was an International Newsman with his televiso projector.
 
              There was an angry mutter of discontent rising from the Conference, and officials were heading for the International Newsman.
 
              "That scene was not directly broadcast of course?" demanded the sergeant-at-arms?
 
              Miller reappeared before the International man could speak. "No, Rafferty, it wasn't. We wouldn't care to put that red-hot stuff on the air. But it's being groomed for broadcast right now. We canned it temporarily."
 
              " 'Fraid it won't go, Miller," said Rafferty, shaking his head. "They all agreed on that. It's bad for the people."
 
              "I'm afraid it has," said a new voice. The messenger from the Interplanetary Union had appeared. "There was nothing we were ashamed to have on the air, and it has all gone out. I have a new ultravisor in the bag here, and it was relayed from my life-boat. The Conference will have to answer that frank challenge as frankly, if they want the sympathy of the people."
 
              "But don't worry," Miller replied ironically, "those boys will cook up some kind of hash. Or their companies will."
 
              A voice pierced suddenly through the mounting angry buzz from the floor of the Conference. "—all realize that this is the desperate move of a traitorous, jealous German Government to prevent the just claims of France being realized and—" The voice was drowned in a bellow of denunciation from the German Delegate.
 
              "I guess they have already," grinned the Cub. "They've got their war, anyway. I'll send the pictures to you, Miller, if you Martians should be interested."
 
-
 
              Moon-faced, fat Simon Wallowy was Chairman of the Conference. Simon Wallowy was also Chairman, of the Industrial Committee of the United States of North America, the son of a long line of Wallowys who had been Chairmen of the Committee naturally, because of the vast properties owned by the Wallowy interests.
 
              Simon Wallowy was very much annoyed by this conference, as it had called him away from a very pleasant time he had been having at his country home with a number of Plehb girls he had directed to go there. But—this annoying conference had been necessary. The trouble with the world was that there were a number of semi-Plehbs with a little property, and some influence that could make so much noise, that they influenced opinions adversely. Now if Mortan's idea would just be accepted by some of the other men, this last annoyance could be done away with in another two decades.
 
              However, since things were as they were, the disarmament conference would have to be gone through with. Naturally it would come just when war had almost been decided on by the Sino-Japs and the Americans. Wallowy didn't see what he was going to do with the present unemployment situation, if they didn't have a war fairly soon.
 
              Also he was annoyed by the attitude that John Montgommery had displayed, that annoying attitude of indifferent superiority, as though he was not a descendant of middle-class incompetents, squeezed Out of and off earth by the strife of business. The Planetarians acted as though they had wanted to leave earth. A billion incompetents and dreamers earth had gotten rid of, so that a real, stable society could be established, and now these same exiles were 'acting superior.'
 
              They scarcely carried on any trade with earth any more, but then Wallowy didn't want it really. He'd have had to make some concessions on the tariffs if he had, and those cheap all-machine made goods of the Planets would have caused trouble among the workers.
 
              Ah well. Wallowy wandered across the park toward the Conference building. The beautiful, white, silica building, set among the green of trees on the shore of the blue lake, backed by snow-capped mountains, was shimmering pink in the twilight. Above it, a great tongue of azure and golden atomic flame hung motionless and steady, unmoved by the gentle breeze—the azure and gold of the Peace building.
 
              Wallowy had always been annoyed by it. It reminded him so forcefully of the trouble his grandfather had had when the atomic names were first invented by David Laurie of Io. The tremendous increase in the available energy had made it possible to throw thousands of workers out, and still maintain production, but it had brought a great deal of trouble, till the British-American war had gotten rid of the excess, and brought Canada into the Union. But it had had the beneficial effect of opening up the Major Planets and Venus and Mercury to colonization, so that a great many of the remaining semi-plehbs had left earth, and made things quieter. Anti-gravity had come almost simultaneously, and completely opened the system to colonization, but by that time the Interplanetary Union got nasty, and wouldn't permit any further emigration from earth.
 
              Wallowy passed through the door of the Peace Palace with a determined waddle. He might be able to induce the Heinrichs and the Derriers to join him in declaring war on the Interplanetary. That would solve the unemployment problem, and might get them a little satisfaction on the score of Interplanetary's superior attitude. He frowned though, as he remembered that Interplanetary wouldn't respect his properties properly. They might cause damage.
 
              An hour later he called the meeting to order. He had intended calling on Karl Heinrich as the first speaker, but he discovered to his annoyance that Montgommery of Interplanetary Union wanted the floor. He ignored him, and called Heinrich to speak.
 
              "I think," said Montgommery interrupting, "that it would be wisest to hear me first. Mr. Chairman, may I have the floor?"
 
              "Very well, Mr. Montgommery. Your manners however, are execrable."
 
              Montgommery smiled slightly, and nodded to him. "Worse, according to your ideas. However, my message has not been heard by you—er—men before." He continued more soberly.
 
              "Interplanetary Union has decided that we have made a bad mistake. Earth, the Mother World, has always been regarded with some feeling of interest and sympathy. However, we have come more and more to realize that in giving birth to the children, old earth has been sacrificing her life-blood. I am sadly afraid that the children have been stupid, and selfish. The result is inevitable, of course, but our own interest in our own problems and the vast work that we had to accomplish, in making civilization possible on such bleak worlds as Pluto and Athena, turned our attention from earth. We have neglected her interests. "Now," he smiled, "we have decided that earth's only hope is that we completely neglect her.
 
              "Interplanetary Union has decided to completely withdraw all relations with earth. We will withdraw our consuls, ambassadors all our interests. We will send no further ships to earth. We will send no messenger. We will receive none."
 
              "This should be put on record for future generations. When earth first sends a ship again to Interplanetary at Mars Center, a new ship, with some new invention of importance, then Interplanetary will revisit earth, and help her finish settling her problem.
 
              "You do not understand me. Poor earth has given her life-blood in giving life to the Planets. Earth is nearly dead. We will leave her, for no effort of ours can bring new life to her, only the slow cleansing of Time can do it.
 
              "The planets have, for nearly seven centuries, through thirty generations of men, robbed earth of her greatest heritage, the near-geniuses. We have accepted only the strong, the intelligent and the healthy. Generation after generation we have taken from earth everything that makes the human race strong, we have left only the dregs, the weak, the stupid, the unadventurous, and—the contented.
 
              "The result—we can see all too clearly now. Earth still has a remnant of hope —the so-called semi-plehbs. We know that genius arises slowly. If a thousand morons mate, a few normal men will result. If a thousand normal men mate, a few near-geniuses will result. If a hundred near-geniuses mate, perhaps one genius will rise to lead all the others onward. The planets took every genius earth produced and nearly every near-genius. They did this not once, but time and time again, through thirty generations. The result was that now nearly all the genes of intelligence and health and wisdom that the human race carried, have been isolated on the planets. The genes of stupidity, and disease, and every form of weakness have concentrated on earth. Your death rate shows that, and that is a benefit. Fortunately, in a machine age, the genes of stupidity lead only to death—sudden and violent death. So, we of the planets have this hope for earth. Through perhaps another thirty generations, the genes of weakness and disease will kill off their bearers. More and more they will concentrate in certain strains, and bring death.
 
              "Even among your plehbs there is some opportunity for intelligence, there will be such a divisioning, that the more intelligent will be thrown together, and there will slowly rise a group of normal, healthy, intelligent people, then from them, a group of near geniuses, and finally a real genius who will fly his ship to Mars Center, and redeem earth.
 
              "It was the selfishness of the planets that brought it about in its present acute form—but it was inevitable. All the near-geniuses would have gone. We accelerated the process, true, but it would have been just those intelligent, restless ones, who sought greater opportunities, who would have made the trip anyway.
 
              "America led the earth when she was young for just one reason. She was populated by only those people who had intelligence enough to earn their passage-money, who had ambition enough to seek new opportunity, and brains enough to permit them to cut loose from the land where they were born. America lost her advantage slowly as a new race of settled people rose. For a time, all the restless, driving genes of the Caucasian race were concentrated in America. In Europe, there, remained the stupid, land-loving peasant who could not see beyond the horizon.
 
              "The planets inevitably were populated by a race of men who could see beyond the horizon, even beyond the skies, and up to the stars. They inevitably got the restless, ambitious men and women who sought new room for their abilities.
 
              "Why—earth was doomed to decay when Laurie sent his first rocket to Mars nearly seven hundred years ago. We of the planets made it worse still by our selection, generation after generation, of the finest and best blood earth had to offer.
 
              "Now, we are leaving earth. We will send no ships. We will send no messages, nor receive any from earth. We will send no men. Most of all, we will take none. Thirty generations brought about the downfall of earth. Thirty more may see it rebuilt.
 
              "We leave within a month. I leave this evening.
 
              "We hope to hear from you, or better, from the people of earth, in another seven or eight hundred years. But no matter how long it may take, earth will be completely isolated so far as we are concerned. It is impossible for us to do any positive thing to aid earth. Only time, and generations of men can do it.
 
              "One other thing," he added with a faint smile, "I may hope to greet the first man of the New Earth. James Steven Munro has discovered a system of prolonging life for a period as yet unknown. I am proud to say that I am one of the few who have been chosen to receive this treatment.
 
              "We of the planets have decided, thanks to the example of earth, that death is a necessary evil. It alone purges the race, and makes room for the new generations. Only the coming of new, and newer generations can bring the new and better men. Evolution did not stop when men arose from the mud.
 
              "We have seen evolution. You have seen the short, inhumanly powerful men of Jupiter, and the lean, dry, dark men of Mars.
 
              "But I may live to receive the first of the new men of earth.
 
              "Now I am leaving. The decision is final."
 
              "Do you mean to say that Interplanetary considers earth unworthy of their high and mighty society?" roared Wallowy, his face crimson with rage.
 
              Montgommery stood up slowly, and smiled at him.
 
              'Tm afraid it does. Of yours, at any rate. I might add, for your interested consideration, that we thought of teaching you how to live for centuries. It would prevent any increase in your intelligence. If you become intelligent, you may prevent the re-evolution of intelligence in the plehbs. We decided against it, because you would probably give it to the plehbs also, so that new workers would not have to be trained, so that less time would be lost during their infancy. That would prevent new generations, so we decided against it."
 
              Montgommery smiled, and despite the storm of anger bellowing from enraged and life-hungry men, he walked out, protected by the same, short, powerful Jovian guard he had previously mentioned.
 
              The interplanetary transport-cruiser "Terra" rose gently, its weight destroyed, and lifted across the white, calm tip of Mt. Blanc. Her ion-rockets flared to pale bluish flames as she shot upward.
 
              Interplanetary was leaving earth. 
 
-
 
CHAPTER I
 
              Bravely the nine-year-old boy swung along the passages, through the almost deserted main corridors, past the roaring workshops. Polshin guards stationed here and there paid little attention to him. Plehb workers plodding about their work heavily, or walking more briskly, carrying messages, paid no attention to him. He was the sole care of his parents and himself. No one would pay any attention, if one more child was caught in a machine or crushed under a heavy truck.
 
              Bruce Lawry, actually was considerably frightened, for he had bravely determined to reach the far-away Deserted Passages.
 
              Jon Lawry, Bruce's father had told him about those Deserted Passages. Jon was a mechanician, a Plehb of the 'A class' in consequence, and fairly free to roam, his blue garb a protection from Polshin guards. Jon had seen and entered these deserted passages, when a mysterious short circuit in a power circuit had to be located. Far back in the Deserted Passages, the power line had long since been dead-ended, and never removed. A fall of stone from the passage roof had shorted it. Bruce was determined to see them. He had told Don he would. He had taken one of his father's little light-tubes so that he could see.
 
              It was nearly four miles across the city, and all the distance had to be traversed on foot. Once, his father had told him, the streets had moved, and you could ride on them, but that had been stopped, to discourage the wandering of the Plehbs.
 
              His father had been apprenticed to a man who knew the story of the great city of N'Yak of long ago. Then, his father had told him not only the Pol-shins had surface homes, but even the Plehbs had lived above ground. Only because it was cheaper to create artificial light from atomic power and maintain air conditioning, than to maintain both of these and also buildings that the weather constantly wore down, had the Plehbs been moved below the surface, into the rocks.
 
              Jon had even been to the surface sometimes, to fix power lines leading to the Polshin homes.
 
              Bruce walked more slowly as he came at last to the edge of the city. There were few people in the streets here now. The Polshin guards were far apart, and the light-tubes were scanty. Bruce looked down the corridor he was following, and saw where the light ended. There was no Polshin stationed there, for it was a little side-street, where no people lived.
 
-
 
              Hurriedly Bruce scuttled beyond the lighted zone, and looked back. No Polshin had seen him. He went on, stumbling in the dark, afraid to light his hand-torch. Something tripped him suddenly, and he fell with a little cry of fear. Quickly he turned his light on it. It was a strange, white, lattice work of rounded bars. It was only when he saw that it was an outline, about his own size, and that, draped over it was the metal-cord belt such as he wore, that he realized what it must be-—a skeleton. He almost went back. But he looked, and saw there was no light-tube beside this skeleton, and determinedly he started on. He wondered how many more might have come this Way, and died.
 
              With the super-developed sense of direction he had acquired from many walks about the lighted part of the city, he felt no fear of getting lost. Instead he went on and on, his light-tube glowing now.
 
              He passed long rows of deserted dwellings. Then he came to a section, the like of which he had never seen. The corridor had grown wider and wider as he advanced, with incoming passages adding to it. Here at last he came to a great Cube, far greater than Cube Center in the part of the city he knew. In the center of the Cube was a building, not made of the universal granite, grey and cold, but of white stone, of marble had he known it. It was utterly different from anything he had ever seen, beautiful and clean and white. In the spread light of the tiny, but wonderfully powerful hand-light, he could dimly see the graceful columns and the roof. That was something he had never seen before, in this weatherless place. He did not know that this was a copy of Greek architecture.
 
              Breathlessly, excited as he had never been before, he looked around him. The whole Cube was lined with various great glass windows, far larger than he had ever seen before. They were dark now, and lonely little heaps of rubbish lay behind them, he could not guess their purpose.
 
              Cautiously he made his way toward the beautiful white building. There was rubbish on the stone floor of the great Cube. Over it he picked his way with the aid of the little light-tube and went up the broad, foot-worn steps of the library. This library was very old, even he knew that. He knew more than most children of that thirty-second century civilization would have known. He could read the inscription above the door, even though it meant little to him, "INTERPLANETARY LIBRARY FOUNDATION." Foundation he understood. His father had taught him to read, for Jon Lawry, being a mechanician, had to be able to read meters, and other things, as had his predecessors, and so the art of reading had been handed down among the mechanicians. Bruce knew foundation only as a heavy base one put machines on. He looked around for the machine, and wondered what kind of thing it could have been that had been set on this beautiful structure.
 
-
 
              Interplanetary meant nothing to him. He did not know what a planet was. Library meant as little, for the Plehbs had forgotten libraries and printed literature almost entirely, and the little they knew was the simple technical material they needed. Actually Bruce's mother, Marta, had taught him reading more than his father had done, though his father had begun his instruction, for Marta was a worker in the chemical plants. She had nearly half a dozen books, books on thin metal plates, worn and broken now, for they were some four hundred and fifty years old. These were the only books Bruce knew. Libraries were unheard of among the Plehbs.
 
              Bruce stared at the great bronze doors. Cautiously he pulled at one. It did not open. The grill of the gate was far too fine-meshed for him to slip through, and there were no windows in the building. Inside he could see the smooth layer of grey dust on the white stone, and long racks, a series of great tables, and here and there a low desk. It was very dark, save where his light touched it. He wanted very much to get in.
 
              Suddenly he turned his attention to the lock. It was steel, bright, rust-less steel, far too well made to be opened by his efforts. Perhaps somewhere there still existed a key for that lock, but no man on all earth could have said where it might be. But Bruce was a mechanician, his mind was sharp, and trained to mechanical and electrical thoughts. Confidently he examined the door. Then he turned, and made his way back through the trash and litter of the Cube. Hunting, he finally found what he wanted, a bent piece of metal some six inches long. Fearfully he made his way to the door, stripped off his single garment, and wrapped his hand and the light-tube in it. Then with the other hand he removed the tiny glowing gas-tube from the device, and carefully inserted the bent metal, carefully protected with some mouldering cloth. In a moment he had located the thinnest of the metal bars of the grill.
 
              A sudden groaning hum came from his light-tube as he made the contact, a popping and crackle of sparks, and a shower of incandescent metal fell on his cloth-wrapped hand. Some burned his bare body—but the grill-bar parted. Again he applied his light-tube, another bar gave way. Three more bars he fused. Then he stopped, and replaced the gas-tube. It didn't fit well now, for even the resistant light-tube was somewhat burned, and it didn't glow very brightly any longer, for the charge was nearly used. He knew though that it would burn satisfactorily for another four hours, and then he would have the emergency cell left for half an hour more.
 
-
 
              Tugging, straining with all his power, he pulled the broken bars aside. He crept inside, and looked about him. Now he could see the stacks, and with a soft intake of breath he realized they were books. Books in such quantities as he had never imagined! Rapidly he went to them, and read their titles.
 
              "T-h-e D-e-v-e-l-o-p-m-e-n-t O-f I-n-t-e-r-p-l-a-n-e-t-a-r-y C-o-l-o-n-i-z-a-t-i-o-n." He spelled out. But he didn't know what it was. So he took down the book, and looked at it. Then he put it back, realizing he did not know anything about it at all, and looked at other shelves.
 
              Three hours later his light was growing very dim, and he realized he must hurry back to the lighted ways soon. Regretfully he turned away, and started homeward. But he determined that this Library, the meaning of which he knew now, was to be his secret, shared only with Don Wade. They would come back here, and bring fresh light-tubes with them, and they would learn what was in all those thousands of books.
 
              Why, they might learn even what made the Burners give off their silent, hot flame endlessly, and the great surging currents. Nobody knew that anymore, but Jon Lawry had said, "They have forgotten. Once men knew, but they have all forgotten now. And the books are lost. They must have told once upon a time. Once, men were wiser than now."
 
              Maybe these books told even that!
 
-
 
CHAPTER II
 
              Dot Steel was the third person to enter the library after the seven centuries of desertion. Bruce brought Don back with him that next day. Children had their work to do too, soon enough in life. By the time he was twelve, Bruce was apprenticed to his father in the mechanics business. Time and again he amazed his father with work Jon could not do. By then he had read some of the books in that library, and what had been a child's secret from the first day, became even more of a secret. And from them he had learned the secrets of the machines Jon repaired blindly by rule. They were to him, just as to Don Wade, an escape. In the books they left the grinding labor of 3340 and went back through time to the days when earth was great.
 
              An even deeper secret it was as they advanced to adolescence. Then, as their apprenticeship approached an end, their maturing minds began to realize more and more fully the significance of this thing. They realized the true inheritance of mankind. Bruce had studied the technical books, both because they lay along the field of his work and because in them lay his interests. He knew how the Burners worked, splitting the atom, and releasing the protons and electrons in flying streams, to give off the tremendous currents that were the life-blood of their civilization.
 
              Wade had studied the historical books, he had gathered more and more a true picture of what the human race had been. But one problem was left in his mind. What had happened? Why had men fallen so, and fallen so completely and abruptly? In 2695, dozens of books were placed on the shelves. In 2697, the last book had been placed there. The library records ended in 2703. What had brought about this tremendous and abrupt fall, from a vast civilization that spread to every planet of the system, to a tiny shrunken thing that could not maintain itself at its high level for even one brief decade? Had men been afflicted with some titanic system-wide plague? Why was there absolutely no record of this tremendous, world-shaking change?
 
              Don, more than Bruce, was absorbed in this problem. Don was the student, the sociologist. Bruce was the scientist To Bruce came the sheer, thrilling exultation of intellectual brilliance as he read of the scientific achievements of the Old Days. When men had come face to face with an absolutely impassable boundary—why they had simply dodged under it or over it or crept around it. Nothing had stopped man then, it seemed. In the greatness of earth, Man had sought, and found the secret of the energy of exploding atoms. One of the things that had given Bruce the keenest joy was the infinite subtlety with which men had attacked the problem of X-rays. No substance could be ruled with lines so close together as to produce a diffraction grating such as was used in light study. So—man had used the natural, regularly spaced crystal-molecules in substances as his diffraction grating X-rays could not be reflected by a mirror, or concentrated by a lens to form an image. Yet man had used crystals to focus X-rays to make pictures of things too minute to be caught by light.
 
              Bruce did not wonder at it, it seemed perfectly natural to him, but he was able to understand and follow with ease the deepest thoughts of those greatest thinkers of the Old Days. Why shouldn't he, he would have thought? They were men, he was a man—so why not?
 
-
 
              The Planets had done better by earth, in leaving her, than they had guessed. Wheat, strong and healthy, planted in fertile ground, produces lavishly. But ALL the wheat grows, weak with the good, and gradually the yield falls to that of ordinary wheat in ordinary ground. Weak, poor wheat, in poor, lean ground, will grow very poorly. The crop will be nearly nothing. But with a few generations, it rises to a more normal level. Now if that wheat be transplanted to good land, the yield will be enormous, because that harsh, poor land has killed out the weaklings, the un-resistant, and only strong, vigorous stock could survive.
 
              The planets had concentrated all the weakness of the race on earth. All the weakness of the race had killed itself by its very weakness. Now, in the thirty-fifth century, a tiny population of scarcely two hundred million remained of earth's three billions. But those two hundred million were far above the average of the twentieth century, before the great dividing began.
 
              Bruce and Don had studied, each finding a vast interest and release in these books. More and more they realized they must keep it secret, lest the Pol-shins find it, and destroy them as possible revolutionists. No other humans knew of these finds.
 
              And that was why Dot Steel was finally brought Don met her when doing some special work for the Metals Department. They had worked together, talked together—and soon they loved together. Don, twenty-two now, was tall and wirily powerful, his keen, pleasant face framed in golden blond hair. He wore the Blue of a Class A plehb, and, for that matter, so did Dot Steel. There was no law that forced them to marry within their own Plehb-class, but the class A Plehbs, being in similar lines of work, tended to come more together, they lived in the same parts of the city, and there was a natural tendency to intermarry.
 
              Dot Steel was twenty when they met, five feet two in height, slim, as soft and graceful as a cat. Her hair was black as the Deserted Corridors and shiny as laquer. Her lips were full and red, and her black eyes seemed to challenge Don to love her.
 
              He did, he loved her whole-heartedly. He'd have gone to the Mating Office with her within a week of the day he met her. but that he was still only a first-grade apprentice. In six months he was to get his Class C Masters' papers, and with them in hand he could petition the local Polshin for a separate apartment, and on mating he would be granted, with his wife, a two-week holiday. So they had not gone at once to the Mating Office.
 
              Dot Steel wanted to. She cared only for the moment, and she wanted Don, wanted him as only a Plehb, who had little in life to long for, could want anything. She wanted to be with him, and feel him near her. Not Some Time, but Now.
 
-
 
              And Don, with the keener, more powerful mind, realized it would be far better if they started their own home, instead Of bringing a wife to live with his own parents. Further, now, as a Class One apprentice, he and his wife were entitled to but one week of vacation.
 
              Dot began to doubt him, she grew suspicious of his love. And further, she knew when his hours of rest came, she knew he had twelve full hours off every day, yet never did he spend more than three with her, and then only once a week. The other days, he limited himself to one hour—and vanished. Try as she would, coax as she would, she could not learn where he spent the other time.
 
              So one day when Don Wade called, expecting three hours with his own girl —she was cold and angry, she accused him of spending nearly all his time with another girl.
 
              "I know—I know. You say you don't —but where do you go? Have you ever told me? Have you ever denied even that you were free those hours? One hour—then you are gone. You do not love—and you do not even play fair with the other girl, the one you must love better, for you spend most of your time with her."
 
              "Oh, Dot, darling. I don't, I love you, and only you. I—"
 
              "Then why don't you stay with me? Why do you always leave? You go off with Bruce—and stay away. You have lovers together."
 
              "Sweetheart, in this town you know that couldn't be true," Don smiled, "you'd have heard the 'Truth' from the neighbors."
 
              "I have," snapped the girl. "They all know you leave me. That's why it's so unbearable. If you love me, and not some other girl, prove it. Take me where you have been going."
 
              That was final. Either Dot went where Don spent all his time—or Don could spend ALL his time there so far as she was concerned.
 
              In despair, Don turned to the telephone system. Bruce, now a Master Mechanician, was necessarily available by phone.
 
              "We must show her, Bruce. It is your discovery—shall we take her?"
 
              "Of course, Don, if it means your happiness you need not have asked me. Shall I come along?"
 
              "Will you? I'm afraid," he laughed ruefully, "she would not believe my word in her present mood."
 
-
 
              They started in an hour, Bruce leading the way in his blue Masters' garb with its gold star. Down half-lighted back passages, then through a series of apartments long deserted that stood right on the border line between the deserted and the populated regions, missing the Polshin guards as always. Then down the familiar passages to the Great Cube. It was Laurie Cube as Bruce knew now. As they came to it, the great gas-tubes lighted suddenly. A little scream-of surprise came from Dot. Those miles of black, mysterious corridors, deserted for centuries, had been all she could stand. Only her determination to see where Don was leading her drove her on. As they came on, she became convinced that Don was taking her here that he might scare her, make her afraid to go through with it. Then always he could say when he left her that he was going to the place he would have taken her had she not been afraid.
 
              As the lights blazed up suddenly, mysteriously, at their approach, her nerves almost gave way altogether.
 
              "It's all right honey—just an automatic photo-cell device Bruce arranged to light it at our approach."
 
              "Oh," she gasped, then "oh—how beautiful!"
 
              In the full light of the light-tubes, the little Greek temple of white silica stone shone like a great jewel, in a dark setting. About it the dark granite absorbed the light, it alone reflected it and seemed to glow of its own light.
 
              Warm yellowish light shone from the doorway of the library now. Inside was the clean white light of the reading lights, but here the warmth of the yellowish light seemed to welcome them.
 
              Rapidly they advanced, and Dot Steel entered the library, the third human to enter it since this region had been deserted six centuries before.
 
              "In-ter-plan-et-ary Li-brar-y Foun-da-ti-on. What's that mean? What is this place?"
 
              "A library is a place where books are kept, darling. Bruce found this place when he was a small boy, and ever since we have been coming here, studying, reading the books of the Old Days. Darling, we know more about this city here than the Polshins. We know more about the machines than any other man living. These books have kept forever the knowledge that men have forgotten. We have learned it again."
 
              "Books?" the girl cried, "Just books?"
 
              She looked into the library now, looked about at the shelves of books, racked in thousands and thousands. The tables were strewn here and there with sheets of paper, pencils, calculating machines.
 
-
 
              "Just books," smiled Bruce, his deep voice smiling with him. "But you shouldn't say 'just' books. Books are something you have not learned to understand. Man practically lost books for seven centuries. Why, I don't know. And because he lost Books, he lost everything. He lost freedom, and wisdom and judgment. He lost ease and happiness.
 
              "The books can teach him to win them back."
 
              "I tried to read a book once," said Dot, her suspicions returning. "It was very uninteresting. It was so uninteresting I went to sleep, and was nearly late to work. I don't believe you come here. No one could be so interested in books as you pretend."
 
              "But we are, Dot. That is how we have gotten our advancement so quickly. Don't you remember Bruce got his Master's Papers because he fixed a broken burner that no other Mechanician could fix. He could fix it because he knew how those machines worked. He alone of all men knows why they do what they do. I have gotten my papers rapidly, because I have taken from these books knowledge that has been lost for centuries, and put it to use."
 
              "But that doesn't make me believe you are so interested you come here day after day and read—read books," she said the last words with Scorn.
 
              "Sweetheart, you have never read books. You don't know the romance and the mystery that surrounds them, and the things they say. What were the Old Days like—and why did they end? Who are the Polshins? Who are the Plehbs? Do you know that 'Polshin' comes from a corruption of the old word 'Politician,' a man who sought to gain some public office. Oh—but you don't know what a public office is.
 
              "There are mysteries and wonders in those books."
 
              "I read one," insisted Dot. "It was very uninteresting."
 
              "Dot," said Bruce, "there are one hundred and fourteen thousand books in this library. There are one hundred and three thousand different books—no two alike. You read one. You know how you hate Jak Studds. Would you say because Jak Studds was hateful, that all Plehbs are hateful? Be fair. Because one book is uninteresting to one very small, and very pretty little girl, that does not mean that one hundred and three thousand books are all very uninteresting to a man."
 
              "Well—maybe.
 
              "But then why is Don so unwilling to go to the Mating Office with me?" she launched her attack suddenly along different lines.
 
              "Dot, Dot—you know I'm not unwilling to go there with you," Don cried, wrapping her suddenly in his arms, and turning her face up to his. "There's nothing I want more—except perhaps your happiness. And that, I think, I can best assure by waiting a little longer."
 
              "Ooo—you can't—you can't," she suddenly sobbed, and hugged him harder, burying her face suddenly on his chest. "I—I want you Don—I want you now!"
 
              Don lifted her face again. "If you want me so much now, as much as I want you maybe, why—I guess we can get to the Mating Office in half an hour."
 
              But Dot didn't stop crying. She cried harder, and hugged him harder, and began to dance. Let's go—let's go—".
 
-
 
CHAPTER III
 
              There were three couples ahead of them when they reached the Mating Office. All of them were trying to look bored and indifferent. All of them were being very stiff and wooden. The couple in the Blue were being Recorded first. A mixed couple, a man in Blue and a girl of the Greens was next, then a Green pair, and finally a pair of big, powerful-bodied Greys.
 
              Each couple was accompanied by a Master of his class to act as witness and identifier. The Blues' witness was evidently the girl's father, and he was quite as flustered as the pair themselves. The Plehb clerk behind the bench looked at him with a bit of annoyance, but not too much, for he was a second-class blue, while the Master was, of course a first-class. Finally the pair moved away, to the accompaniment of chuckles and snickers of half-suppressed laughter from the Polshin Guards standing at the door.
 
              One of the Polshins left his post long enough to press his seal-ring on the wax, and returned, his soft scarlet cloak flapping about his legs.
 
              This guard-duty was the one task the Polshin men performed in all their lives. For two years they were forced to do the strenuous job of standing or sitting about in the Plehb sections and guarding the Polshin's interests. Usually they went in pairs, for company. Each was armed with a shock-rod, but it meant nothing, for they were seldom needed. Their duty in this office was merely to put a Polshin stamp of approval on the Mating Record—and collect their fees. Two, lest the duty be too boring.
 
              The mixed couple, accompanied by a Blue Master, was up now. The Master in this case was evidently the young man's Apprentice-master. The records were entered speedily, and the three de-parted. The green couple followed, as another couple came behind Dot and Don. Then—Omallin came in. Omallin's entrance at that precise moment was as mighty a force in the course of human history, as Montgommery's speech on the "Independence of Mars," or that later speech of the later Montgommery on the "Isolation of Earth," Omallin was the local Polshin leader, N'Yak's Polshin Chief. He was round, and short and fat, his face was red and fat, his hair faded, and missing on top altogether, so his pink, shiny skull showed. His fifty-three years of utter unrestraint showed in the bleary, pig-eyes, in the flabby, fat face and the flabby, fat belly. He waddled when he walked, and his voice was high-pitched and unpleasant. But he was followed by a retinue of lesser Polshins, bowing morally, intellectually, and physically to this scarlet-cloaked monstrosity. His once sharp hawk's nose was half buried in the soft fat of his face, and the sharp chin whose evolution marked the evolution of man was lost in rolling, quivering fat.
 
              Omallin entered, and the Polshin guards sprang to the straightest of attention. The Plehb clerk bowed low, and the other Plehbs in the room inclined their heads.
 
              Omallin nodded grandly. The Polshin Guards relaxed, the Plehbs straightened again. "Plehb, how many matings this month?" demanded the Polshin Leader.
 
              "Six thousand four hundred and thirty-nine, Polshin Sir," replied the clerk.
 
              "The rate is rising?" 
 
              "Yes, Polshin Sir."
 
-
 
              "Hmmm—maybe, Karrody, I will admit your request to open some of the Deserted Passages to Council. Hmmmm—" Omallin looked around him.
 
              Dot Steel had, with the other Plehbs, sunk back to the less lighted portion of the room, but the softer light merely enhanced and softened her beauty. Omallin's wandering eyes suddenly focussed. A slow smile came across the fat face.
 
              "By Gah—a beauty. Plehb, come here."
 
              Dot Steel's richly colored face went white as the clerk's papers. Her body was suddenly trembling, her eyes opened, dilated slowly. But she did not move.
 
              The Polshin Guard nearest the girl stepped over abruptly. "Plehb, move when you're ordered," he snapped. A touch of the shock-rod and the girl jumped violently. With a little whimper she turned, and started for the door on flying feet. The Polshin guard caught her, just as Bruce Lawry, his cold grey eyes blazing caught Don Wade. "Fool," he whispered, "you cannot help by fighting. It will only be death."
 
              The Polshin guard brought Dot Steel toward Omallin. Omallin's fat hand reached up, caught the fastener of the girl's suit, a swift crinkle of sound and the single garment fell away, leaving her white body under the lights.
 
              Omallin's eyes seemed to lose their bleariness for a moment.
 
              "Ahh—" he said softly. "Send her to Infirmary Five for the treatment then to my place—she is very nice."
 
              The girl collapsed slowly, gently to the floor, and lay quiet as Omallin walked out of the room. The Plehbs in the room were tensely quiet as the grinning Polshin Guards picked up the girl. Passing his hands over her, one turned to his companion with a broader grin. "Old Omallin—"
 
              White-faced, frozen Don exploded into life so suddenly that Bruce did not even feel the warning tensing of his muscles. One blow of his fist, backed by the work-hardened muscles of a strong man, sent the Polshin Guard flying half across the room.
 
              One touch of the other's shock-rod jerked Wade into abrupt unconsciousness. His lax body fell across Dot Steel. Raging, holding his near-broken jaw, the first Polshin started across the room, his shock-rod glowing now with the blue fire that meant death at its touch.
 
              "Wait, Mark. The poor fool was crazy. He's a Blue, and worth something. Losing his woman made him kind of crazy, don't kill him."
 
              "Out of the way, that Plehb-spawned maggot struck me! No Plehb can—"
 
              "Let him live, Mark, let him live. He was crazy. Don't worry. He's paying for it."
 
-
 
              It was hours later when Don Wade woke. Bruce was leaning over him. his eyes cold and clear. There was a hypodermic needle in his hand.
 
              "Dot," groaned Wade. Abruptly he sat up. He stared about him. He was in the Library now, lying on one of the tables.
 
              "Lie back, Don. You almost died anyway. Believe it or not, the interference of a Polshin saved your life."
 
              "Where's Dot?"
 
              "She's gone, Don," replied Bruce steadily. "You know that."
 
              Don's eyes began to smolder with a colder, saner hate now. "I'm going to get her back. Those maps—the old maps! They will show where Infirmary is, and I'll bring her back!"
 
              "No, Don. You won't. Listen to me, Don. You aren't prepared to bring her back. You couldn't get to her in the first place. In the second, you would not be able to bring her away now. She has been operated on by now. She will be unable to move for days. If you did reach her, and escape with her, where could you go? I have thought of all this. While I was getting that stuff to revive you from the old Interplanetary Hospital, I thought that out.
 
              "Don, you will have to lose Dot. I know more of medicine now than do those doctors of Infirmary Five. They are trained only by what is remembered from the Old Days. I know all that is known of the Old Days—more than they do. Listen, I will tell you what will happen. Dot is not like most of the Plehb girls taken. She is not the first but she will be almost the last. Dot will become conscious when the anasthetic wears off about two days from now. Then she will know what has happened. She will be treated. And she will die because she does not want to live. Nothing they knew even in the Old Days would have been able to make her whole again, so even if you could reach her, it would avail you nothing, because Dot would not want to live, and she would die. When a human not only does not fight for life, but seeks death, that human will die, even though they be in sound health. With a wound, death is inevitable. Dot is lost, Don."
 
              For a long minute Don sat in silent, blank-faced thought. Slowly he sank back. "Yes. She is, I guess. I have read that too. And I know Dot." He smiled faintly at Bruce. "What will work for her, will work for me, Bruce. I do not want to live."
 
              Bruce's eyes just hardened. "I thought of that, too. I would not have saved you if I had not known you would want very much to live. Don, you want to live because you know more than any other living human. You know the secrets of the old days, and we can learn more. With them—We will not only destroy Omallin, but we will destroy the whole Polshin order: we will bring back the Old Days!"
 
-
 
              Slowly Don's eyes lit up again, and again he sat up. "Use these secrets of the Old Days—to end Omallin and the Polshins. Yes, Bruce. I want very much to live."
 
              His voice was so coldly, precisely deadly, Bruce looked at him sharply. Don spoke again. "It will take years, won't it, Bruce? We cannot do it alone, for then it would not stay done. The other Plehb girls would be seen by other Omallins, and want to not-live. No, it will take years, and we must be very careful. We must make all the Plehbs in N'Yak help us first. Then—I wonder if the old cities still exist, like this one. Shkaga and Washton, San Franco and London. Somehow, Bruce, we must learn, and start in all those cities, so that all the Polshins everywhere are destroyed.
 
              "And first we must learn all the secrets of the Old Days, and more too, if possible. I think perhaps we can. We will open the old Interplanetary Laboratories. Somehow we must build an atomic cruiser, for I know that while we have seen only the pleasure cruisers of the Polshins, they must have, somewhere, the old atomic cruisers. We will need powerful weapons if we are to regain the surface for the Plehbs."
 
              "I thought you would agree with me. Don. Yes, it will take years. .And all those years you must keep out of the sight of the Polshin Guards, for one of those two in the Office there will look for you. The one you hit. The other saved your life."
 
              "For that, perhaps I should thank him. If he did not, I would not have had this opportunity." Don's cold, precise voice seemed with him permanently now.
 
-
 
CHAPTER IV
 
              Don Wade began the study of mass psychology, and the psychology of the individual that day, while Bruce began the study of the maps with more care. The power they were using to light the library and the Laurie Cube outside, they had simply stolen from the old power-lines that had never been torn out. But now, Bruce realized, he would want vastly more power, power to light and operate the buildings. For they had decided that some small part of this deserted section was going to be restored to the beauty it must have had before the Great Catastrophe, as they had come to call that period of sudden fall from earth's greatness, the sudden change from the Old Days.
 
              Bob Steel, Dot's brother, was their first recruit, and Jon Lawry their second. Bob Steel was a Master of Direction, and a class A Blue. And he hated the Polshins with as deadly a hate as did Don Wade. With Wade he began to read the old books, and to learn what had been before. He quickly appreciated the mystery and romance of them. And—their possibilities for revenge, and for reinstatement of the Old Days. Old Jon read the books, and with ecstatic joy learned again the secrets forgotten by men for more than six centuries. He reveled in knowing. With difficulty he restrained himself from showing his knowledge at every job he was called on, and from calling on Brace's far greater knowledge. Bruce had trained himself through years to study to a point that equalled the learning of any physicist of the Old Days. To him the atomic engines were clear, and straightforward in their action.
 
              The Polshins had had, years and centuries ago, a spy system. That had been thrown over now, long since. When first the semi-Plehbs, the small property owners and near-genius trade intellects had been suppressed almost immediately after Interplanetary's complete withdrawal, there had been violent, crafty rebellion, led by these intelligent ones. Soon, though, they had been killed off, had died out, or by intermarriage with the weaklings, both in mind and spirit, the last revolutionary tendencies had been stamped out. The far-reaching spy system of those days had died out with it. Gradually the televiso-system fell into decay, and failed utterly. The telephone system was simpler, needed less intelligence for its operation, and was maintained because the Polshins needed rapid communication at times of emergencies. The Masters were connected by telephone system, but that had, at first been watched with the greatest care, lest it be used for plotting. Finally even this had stopped.
 
              Now, in 3350, there was no check on the Plehbs, because there seemed to be no need for it. The Plehbs had no unification whatever, no common leaders save the Polshins.
 
              But, unnoted by the Polshins, intelligence had risen again. The dampness of stupidity had dried out of the powder —and Bruce was the fulminate cap that would set it off. Omallin had pounded the cap. Already the trains of fire were streaking out through the loose mass of highly intelligent and explosive men. All they needed was to be shown what could be—and they would demand it.
 
              In a month, Bruce and Jon, and a dozen other master mechanicians had restored the great power station in the Mahtan section of the city, the long deserted part, that part furthest from the inhabited portion. There were lights there now, the great atomic burners supplying plentiful power. And—the elevators had been restored to operation, the moving walks moved again. There were goods in the show-windows, goods manufactured in the hidden plants in that deserted section by the skilled Plehbs who had been converted to the movement.
 
-
 
              The Mahtan section lived and breathed with a surface semblance of the old life. The televiso system was in full operation here, and century-old reels of televiso-plays, stored in the magnetism of thin steel ribbons, were again in action, the theatres were lighted and showing scenes of the Old Days.
 
              These educated the people to the old life far more quickly than the finest of orators could have educated them. Educational reels showed the whole Solar System, how it was made up, and how it worked. News Reels showed the mighty jungles of Venus, the blazing, smoking rocks of Mercury, the yellow-red deserts of Mars, and their gleaming cities. They saw the ultra-powerful, squat men of Jupiter, and the lean, tall, tanned men of Mars. The mighty glaciers of Athena's frozen airs, and her broad rivers of liquid helium flowed again across Terrestrial screens.
 
              They rode again in the early rockets, then in the mightiest of the great space-liners of seven centuries before.
 
              And Don Wade spoke. Don had trained himself with the aid of the old books, and with the patient, deadly precision of a man whose life is directed to one end, the destruction of a hated system. Normally when he spoke now, his voice held only that cold deadliness. But when he spoke to his audiences, it was rich, and strong. It told the men what they could be. Blues and Greens were admitted, but as yet no Greys, for Don Wade had one important message to give, and no Grey would have been intelligent enough to obey.
 
              "Do not let any Polshin, for whatever reason, even gain suspicion that in the slightest degree, your ideas have been changed."
 
              There was everything to win. Those Plehbs, seeing the city alive, the walks moving freely once more, the televiso news working, admitted freely now to the half-dozen libraries that had been found, did change. But they were chosen Plehbs, too. Not over a thou-sand at any time were allowed to enter the Deserted Passages. There must be no sudden decrease in the population of the inhabited section.
 
              And other, side-separated routes were found for entering the deserted section. There were a score or more Plehbs who had permanently left the old section, and lived now as guards and watchmen at the entrances to the new. Televiso systems kept them connected with Janice's headquarters.
 
              Bruce had established himself. He was one of those who no longer lived in the old section, but on one of the lowest levels of the Mahtan section. Deep down here, two levels below the power plant, was the Interplanetary Research Laboratory. When Interplanetary had maintained its offices on earth, these laboratories had been the finest research organizations on the planet. They had been used for research in physics, in chemistry and biology, and for human research, for testing applicants for em-migration. When Interplanetary had left, that laboratory had been simply closed down. The Polshins had not been interested in research—and they could have found no adequate scientists to populate it, had they been so inclined.
 
-
 
              Bruce found it. And Bruce repopulated it. From the Master Kem class, he drew chemists, from the Master Meks, he drew mechanicians and electricians. From the Master Bios, he drew his biologists. Then he set them all, nearly fifty of the most intelligent Plehbs, the most intelligent Terrestrians, working on the books and records he found here; the more advanced books in Physics he read himself, the last records, the reports and scientific publications that had been printed on Mars and Jupiter.
 
              "For there is one problem that will, when solved, give us the things we need —real power.
 
              "Remember this. The old revolutions were always stamped out by two methods: shutting off the air flow, and pumping in heat till the Plehbs nearly suffocated. They had to stop. All those controls are still in the hands of the Polshins at the surface. They still know how to use them, I'll bet. Then they turned off all the power, so that darkness and utter lack of energy forced submission and the deliverance of the leaders to them.
 
              "Our first necessity is independent power. We can't possibly build new atomic burners. Remember the 'infuse' lining  of the burners, and of the stop plates is a substance we cannot make here. We must have the Jovian elements. We must seek a new answer to the old problem of power. Chemical fuels simply won't do. Accumulators, marvelous as they are, aren't enough.
 
              "Besides, we must have a greater power than the Polshins. And they have the atomic cruisers. Don, the atom contains the secret. That was the one problem that was not fully solved in the Old Days. I think I have a chance, where they failed, because I have learned not at the time, but centuries later, and I have gotten a perspective that they did not have. I have learned across all the centuries. Toward the end of the Old Days they were treating the atom more and more as a particle, but several centuries before that, they had considered it more as a series of waves."
 
              "The treatment of the atom as a particle, however, brought them the energy of the atom, while the treatment as a wave brought them nothing whatever.
 
              "The treatment as a particle brought them a particle of the energy. Think of it this way: A thousand tons of water is a mile above you. You can extract the potential energy of that water as it falls, by treating it as a mass. But if you treat it as an enormous number of atoms and take out its atomic energy, you get infinitely more energy.
 
              "The break-up of an atom in the Burners yields electrical energy as charges. The Burners simply break up the atom the way a man might take apart the plates of an accumulator, and discharge each plate separately. In the burner the atom is exploded, in a tremendous magnetic field. The protons and electrons which composed the atom are hurled apart and scattered like the fragments of a bursting shell. Before that energy can become available as electricity, the particles must be separated into two types, the positive protons going one place and the negative electrons another. The magnetic field does this, it directs the protons one way, because they are moving positive charges, and the electrons the other, because they are moving negative charges. The two streams move in opposite directions around the center of the magnetic field, and strike the 'infuse' collector plates. They build up a charge on these plates, that tends to repel the incoming particles. The charge reaches about a million volts, and then stays there, for at that voltage the repulsion is so great that the incoming protons or electrons are almost stopped before striking. If we draw off power, the voltage falls to just such an extent as will allow such a number of protons and electrons to strike as will maintain the charge.
 
-
 
              But—the protons and electrons can't be stopped in practice, but actually strike with about twenty thousand volts velocity. That means that the kinetic impact will heat the 'infuse' plates. That's why the 'infuse' plates are made hollow, and the mercury is circulated through them. The mercury cools them, and helps stop the protons and electrons.
 
              "Here on earth, of course, we use water-cooling, and just waste the heat-energy. It's so cheap anyway, we don't have to worry about that. But in a space ship, that heat has to be taken care of. Heat is very hard to get rid of, and while the process is 80% efficient, twenty per cent of one hundred million horsepower is twenty million. A space ship, one of the big liners, may easily use two hundred million horsepower in pulling free of Jupiter. That means a constant heat energy of forty million horse. Therefore, on space ships, to cool them, they carry mercury cooling, use the mercury vapour so created to run turbines, and cool and recondense the mercury vapor in water turbine boilers.
 
              "That system of atomic-electricity—-mercury turbines-—water turbines will take care of the normal, constant production of heat energy. By converting it to electrical energy they can use and thus get rid of it. For the short period of two hundred million horsepower used in leaving a planet, they used heat-reservoirs, tanks of liquid hydrogen, the substance which holds the most heat, weight for weight, then they could get rid of the heat slowly. As it was, however, even the atomic cruisers had to stop at the Jovian satellites to cool off between jumps. In space, only radiation will carry away the heat you see, and radiation at any normal temperature isn't very rapid.
 
              "Now the atomic cruisers for battle, were normally in a pretty bad way if the thing went on very long, because they'd overheat. Atomic power engines would permit of about two billion horsepower in a moderate sized battle cruiser —but if they ever tried to use that, they'd have four hundred million horsepower of heat to get rid of.
 
              "That doesn't satisfy me at all. In the first place, you are just using the potential energy of the water falling downhill. I want to find a way to use all the energy of the atom. Destroy even the remnants, so that I don't have even a hydrogen gas exhaust as the atomic engines do. I think I can see some way toward doing it. That's the goal I am heading toward now."
 
              "What progress?" asked Don.
 
              "Whoa—not so fast. I haven't even set up the apparatus yet. Lora Wayne is helping with it. She's a bright girl.
 
              "You go back to your work—and I to mine. Remember, even when we have this whole city ready, we will still have to wait till we can convert the others around us."
 
-
 
CHAPTER V
 
              Bruce smiled up in triumph to Lora. "That prove? it, I think, doesn't it?" 
 
              "It certainly looks to me like the answer Bruce," she replied, her eyes glowing with excitement. "Can you try it out someway practically? What will it do— can you limit its action?"
 
              "I'm sure I can. Those old mathematicians were right, when they made their calculations, but wrong when they passed on unheeding. I think this is infinitely more important than anything else we have done. The Old Days had anti-gravity, and we have it again." He nodded toward a large metal ball, floating unsupported in the air, a small string holding it down, and against its tendency to be thrown because of earth's centrifugal force. "Now we have anti-reaction, you might say."
 
              "Those waves of force though must act against something," objected Lora. "When I made the apparatus for you, I didn't see what that was going to react against."
 
              "They don't react against something, they react against everything. They are of such incomprehensible fineness that they slip through what we call matter, and space, and react against the stuff out of which our curved space is cut. They pull on all space. They push the earth, and the Sun, on Jupiter, Mars and the Magellenic Clouds equally.
 
              "Practically—they mean a ship without the tell-tale streams of atomic fire pushing it along. Atomic rockets are visible. These momentum waves aren't."
 
              "It seems strange that the wave theory of atoms should lead to a means of generating momentum directly in space."
 
              "Any correct theory of the atom must delve far deeper than surface manifestation of force we know as matter. It must take into account the real nature of space. Atoms aren't things—they're symptoms of space. We detect magnetic fields by their action on steel, or on an electric particle. We detect space by the existence of atoms—but atoms are merely symptoms of space as the movement of the compass needle is a symptom. The wave theory asserts, remember, that every electron, every proton, every tiniest particle is actually a series of complex waves spread through all infinite space. Over all space, these waves cancel out, the trough of one wave-system coming on the crest of another wave-set of that same electron, except in only that tiny bit of space where we can detect its effects, where the waves are not visible, and we say the electron or proton is.
 
              "That involves space. If it described the property of space known as 'atoms' correctly, then it should describe that property of space known as 'momentum' and 'kinetic energy' correctly. Through perfectly logical derivation on the mathematics of the wave-atom, you can derive this formula of momentum, and this kinetic energy.
 
-
 
              "They seemed to me the simplest means of proving or disproving the theory. Though worked out nearly fourteen hundred years ago, way back in the twentieth century, they were never tested. If a theory is good, it will predict, and its predictions come true. Here is a prediction that has come true. By these momentum waves we can drive a ship silently, invisibly and almost in-detectably. We are one step toward the defeat of the Polshins."
 
              "Are you going to make a ship now?" asked Lora eagerly.
 
              "Not yet. We have not enough men in our movement yet. Remember, we must have workers enough to operate the deserted machines here to make the vast number of things we will need. Only one hundred of us are living here permanently, and nearly a third of that number must spend the major portion of its time in services, making food on the machines, and clothing and other necessities. Another portion must spend some time on the generators, and other apparatus. Scarcely a score of us is engaged in advance work.
 
              "Besides—-I have another thing I want to work out. It may be even more important!"
 
              "What Bruce?"
 
              Bruce turned to his laboratory assistant with a smile. These members of the new movement were not clad in blue, or green. They wore costumes of pure white, trimmed with whatever color they fancied—save only scarlet. That was Don's idea. The Scarlet would merely have broken the law. It would not have been a choice.
 
              Lora was dressed in the white costume, trimmed with gold, as was Bruce. Her jet-black hair and dark eyes made a striking contrast to it, A contrast she hoped that some day Bruce would notice-But Bruce turned to his laboratory assistant with a smile. "The solution to another problem the men of the Old Pays never solved. Television without a sending device."
 
              "But didn't they say in the Old Days that that was impossible?"
 
              "They did, but they also said, before it had been done, that making a mar chine that would fly was impossible, and that making a ship to cross space was impossible and finally that overcoming gravity was impossible. But they didn't after it had been done.
 
              "The trouble is that you have to pick up some form of energy coming from the scene in question before you can view it Light won't do, because bodies in between will stop it. No wave will do that is short enough to be effective in delineating the object. Radio waves will penetrate, but they are so long that they will also penetrate the body to be viewed."
 
              "Then haven't you yourself said it was impossible?"
 
-
 
              "Watch. I have been working on this while you were making up that apparatus for me. It isn't fully completed. I will need a better tie-in, than I have now, between the two focusing devices."
 
              Bruce walked over to a piece of apparatus he had set up on one of the insulated benches. There were two devices, about ten feet apart, and directly between them a third. This third was flat-topped, some two feet square and six inches thick. One by one Bruce turned them on. Tubes began to glow, and the recording meters mounted as the heaters began to throw out their electrons.
 
              "She's hot. Now watch." Slowly he began turning a control dial on one of his machines. Abruptly something snapped softly into existence on the top of the little, flat, cubical box. Carefully Bruce focussed it. A loud speaker began to chatter meaninglessly. As abruptly as the cloudiness had appeared, it solidified, and the speaker began to talk intelligibly.
 
              Three men bent over their work. They were clad in the white of the Freedom Party. The delicate apparatus they were working on was taking shape. The scene was scarcely twelve inches high, but the coloring, the detail, the weave of the cloth even, was in such absolute perfection that Lora gasped—ten-inch-tall men. working on inch-long apparatus, their tiny hands functioning with perfect precision.
 
              "What will it be when we get through, Jon? This looks to me like the old radio-receiving set circuit? Do you suppose he's going to start a radio-broad-east station again?"
 
              "I doubt it. The Polshins might pick it up. That would be bad. It is probably something quite different. Remember that radio-frequency currents were used for thousands of purposes, from sterilizing foods under super-sonic waves, to aiding medical healing and causing artificial fevers."
 
              "Oh, Bruce! It's Jon, and Mark and Ted! They're six blocks away through granite walls!"
 
              "Not all of them, Lora, not all of them. Touch one of those images there."
 
              Timidly Lora advanced her hand and, half-frightened, touched the image of Jon's head, Her finger passed easily through it—but there was a slight resistance, just the barest feeling of pressure. "Why—they're sort of solid!"
 
              "They are. They are real images, they are part-formed electrons and protons. This device here, perfected, will mean more than anything we have ever dreamed of. It will surpass a million-fold the televiso system of the Old Days.
 
              "Every proton and every electron exists through all space. Part of the protons and electrons that compose Jon exist in this space where we are—and where the machine is. That machine cancels out part of the electron-wave, so that the rest, no longer mutually canceling, become real in our space. Those images are one one-hundred-thousandth real. I have condensed them for greater solidity. The microphone I have just turned off, picks up the tiny voices of those images, and amplifies them so that we can actually hear them.
 
              "So far as I know—the device has no distance limits!"
 
              "Bruce—you mean we could pick up even the planets!"
 
              "We can. When we've built the big apparatus, and at that it is to be our first step. Because—I can reverse the process, and make myself appear. But there I am limited. I cannot appear further than one thousand miles away with any practical apparatus, and at that distance I must make myself a ghostly image fifty feet tall."
 
-
 
              Under Bruce's direction, the apparatus was begun within a week. They, who made it, did not know why he installed all the elaborate timing devices, the careful clock-work. And Bruce appeared only occasionally, because most of the time he left the work to Lora.
 
              Week after week passed. The apparatus neared completion, the Freedom movement spread through all N'Yak, till more than half the Plehbs were enrolled in it, and had seen the City of the Old Days that had been gradually built up in the old Mahtan district. Still the Polshins, fat and comfortable in their assurance of power, not imagining such a movement after centuries of peace, did not feel the growing tension.
 
              The Plehbs swung more briskly through Center Cube now, but still the Polshin guards loitered aimlessly, laughing, grinning—and occasionally still a Plehb girl disappeared as she attracted the attention of one of those guards.
 
              Then Bruce and Don and the leaders of the movement would have their hands full, suppressing the tendency for an untimely explosion. With a realization that this was NOT just the normal course of events, came a new feeling of rebellion. Before it had seemed as inevitable as death. Now it was not.
 
              Silently, the Freedom scientists were working. Bruce was not alone now; he was the director of a competent and growing force of scientists. One man was studying the problem of insulation against the shock-rods of the Polshins, another that of the problem of hand-weapons for the Plehbs. Others were aiding Bruce in his studies of the atom. More and more Bruce was realizing that he studied not the atom, but the properties of space. The gravity-field was one of his greatest aids, the magnetic field second, yet both of these had to be handled cautiously—for their effects reached out to infinity, and powerfully to the Surface, where some Polshin might wonder at them.
 
              Three months were needed to construct the timing devices of the great projector. Two months more saw the two focusing machines set up. A full eight months passed all together before the apparatus was ready for its first trial. All the staff that had worked on it, and many of the elected leaders of the Freedom Party were present. Based now on the Planetary Socialistic Government, elected leaders ruled the party. These, elected delegates gathered with the scientists and Bruce and Don arrived.
 
              Briefly, to the leaders, Don Wade described the intended functions of the machine. With it, they hoped first of all to see the other cities of earth. To see whether there, too, the same system of Polshin and Plehb existed. Then, they hoped to turn their giant eye out to Mars and Venus, to see what had happened to the civilization of the Planets.
 
              "Does it require so huge a machine for shorter ranges, such as looking at earth-scenes?" asked one of the delegates.
 
-
 
              "No," Bruce replied. "I can, and will, make much smaller replicas of the important parts of this machine for that purpose. But this machine is intended for viewing the planets. To make that possible, I had to mount an enormously complex clock-work devise to follow the planetary motions. For instance, to view a city such as Thanton on Callisto, I have first to neutralize earth's daily rotational movement, than to neutralize the effects to Callisto's daily rotation, her orbital rotation around Jupiter, and Jupiter's orbital motion around the Sun. All of this requires an exceedingly complex apparatus. And already now, sets similar to the primary view-apparatus are in machine-production. We had to cut dies for that, and that is what took so long. That, and the development work. But the technicians are now working on a similar device which will have an illimitable theoretical range, and a practical range that would permit glimpses of life on Athena. However, this device will be but two feet square, and three inches thick. For viewing scenes on earth, it will be fully capable of anything we need.
 
              "The big apparatus is ready. That stage there is ten by ten, and I will put on it life-size human images, with one ten thousandth real .solidity. The subjects which are viewed will feel a slight electrical tensity, but absolutely nothing that will disturb them in the least.
 
              "I have adjusted the controls to view the old city of Shkaga. This should be the Center Loop Cube, at the ground level."
 
              Bruce walked to the main controls, and started them. This was, actually and really, the first time the machine as a whole had been tested. The tubes warmed, a low humming echoed momentarily from the speakers. Then—abruptly, solidification was complete. On the stage there was a portion of a building, fading off into misty unreality at the edges of the focus. Dark rubbish lay at its base, and on the pavement. There were no people on the stage; all was dark, apparently.
 
              Bruce rapidly condensed the image. The building shrank, and the whole of the great Cube was visible, dark, and rubbish-heaped. "There are no men in this section. It is dark here, evidently. The image is lighted by our lights here. In reality, it is utterly dark. I will shift the focus." The setting blurred, seemed to shimmer and change, flashes of solid rock obscured everything, then suddenly for an instant a flashing human figure appeared and was gone. Instantly Bruce changed the setting back.
 
              It was a passage, lighted evidently. Half a dozen human figures in grey garb slunk disconsolately down the rocky corridor; at its end was a Polshin guard, in the deep orange the Polshins of Shkaga wore. Bruce raced down the corridor with his settings, branched to a larger one, down that, and finally reached a small Cube. There were more people here, Plehbs in grey, and dark red and dark blue. The Red here was evidently highest, But the men recognized again the Plehb and the Polshin.
 
-
 
              In swift succession, Bruce brought in scenes from San Franco, Washton, and a dozen other cities.
 
              Then, in Londn, he found again the Polshin and the Plehb in Berlin and in Paris. In Tokyo and Peiping. In every major city. Only three cities he tried showed no human life, deserted and utterly dead. Barcelona, Munich and Lyons.
 
              "Show us what the Polshins are doing above us!" called a delegate.
 
              Bruce smiled grimly. Don Steel had prepared for this request. Not for nothing had he studied mass psychology, and he had searched for many minutes on Bruce's original model of the machine before finding the scene he knew would most quickly and effectively rouse the people. Suddenly the stage was a garden, a magnificent garden of flowers and shrubs. It was night, but soft lights made a dim illumination. In the garden were scarcely a dozen figures. Two young Polshin men, an older Polshin, and three Plehb girls in a group. The older Polshin was bleeding freely from five long gashes across his fat cheek. One of the Plehb girls was bound to a pair of young, stout trees. The Polshin had a heavy whip, and was beating at her body with all his fat strength. Her whole raiment was colored by crisscross streaks of blood, she hung loose in her bounds, perking feebly to each stroke of the whip. Low moans came from the speaker, and soft cries from the two other Plehb girls, held by the two young men, watching the scene.
 
              Abruptly Bruce cut the dials sharply across. A rumbling roar sounded from the speaker as there were flashed on the stage masses of tumbled, jagged rock, green trees and solid mountains. An angry cry mounting up from the audience drowned out the sound, as the scene was established at last in a swaying forest of pines. A ruined bridge hung its broken members across a quiet stream.
 
              "I think that will be enough of that," Bruce decided harshly. "I did not pick up the Polshins at first, because I feared some such scene. We did not have to see in order to know. We have heard all this. I think it would be best if we used now the more complex features, and viewed Mars. That is the great problem really. Have the planets suffered a like fate? Has their civilization fallen so far as has ours? Remember, we never did have anything but a straight democratic government, with no proper controls. Mars started differently. Perhaps they have not fallen quite so low."
 
              Carefully he was setting his apparatus now, with the aid of two other trained mathematicians, one in training now to be an astronomer.
 
              The clockwork began to hum softly, then was silenced to a barely audible purr as it got into action.
 
              "I think we are ready. We should be within five thousand miles of the planet. You see—we do not know the exact time, we are not absolutely certain, even, that we know the exact day. The old calendar was known to have defects, and we may be wrong. However—"
 
              The lights had been turned off in the main part of the room now, and only some very carefully designed reflectors lighted the scene. Abruptly-—on the stage appeared a floating ball, some five feet in diameter. Just Within the limits of the machine's observation, was another ball, a tiny ball scarcely larger than a golf ball, jagged and ruggedly shadowed in the light of the spotlight flooding it. The larger ball was edged with a thin, shining belt of light, bright in the powerful spotlight.
 
-
 
              "Mars," said Bruce, "and even in the 'Old Days' they had nothing to equal that! We will win out, I am sure."
 
              The planet expanded swiftly, the tiny satellite became hazy, ghostly, and vanished at the edge of the scene. Tiny spots appeared on the very slowly turning globe, spots of black and glowing light. "Those are lights on Mars," Bruce said, his voice tense. "Lights shine as lights, even in this device." The surface came nearer, toward one of those shining clumps of light. It grew, and, as it grew, the rotation of Mars became evident. The scene was turning past them. Bruce centered it again, and engaged another piece of clockwork. The scene steadied — and expanded abruptly.
 
              They were hanging, it seemed, some ten thousand feet above the city. It was a great city of black and gold and silver and colors. The buildings towered slim and graceful, ships flew through the air around them, and into them. Only here there was no perspective. Bruce altered the setting, and the whole city, in miniature, was on the stage. Now the ships flew across the stage, and tiny, crawling dots moved in streams below.
 
              Abruptly there appeared a section perhaps two blocks square. Only half the buildings were visible, the upper halves soaring off into the upper air. People, thousands of gaily dressed people it seemed, flowed along on the moving ways. They were smiling, laughing, happy. A scene such as no Plehb had ever seen. Brisk, clear sounds came through the speaker, the sounds of voices mingled faintly, the hum and rush of vast business.
 
              "Civilization didn't fall there!" gasped Don. "They have all the civilization they ever had! They must have ships, space ships—"
 
              Bruce twisted the settings, until the scene on the stage shrunk, and grew tiny, the buildings reappeared, diminished, the city became small and the curve of the planet showed itself again. The ships sailing about the city seemed concentrated near a great open square. Bruce re-expanded the scene, entering on this view. The square was huge, so great that the great ships even seemed small. It was fully three miles on a side, the city, actually, built around it. And as they watched, they saw something dart into being on the screen, a huge something that settled on the field, and occupied a space half a mile long. A titanic space freighter.
 
              "A space ship!" Bruce exclaimed. "Why do they never come here if they have them? Let's look at Callisto— Venus—"
 
              The stage grew blank with the night of space. In seconds, the giant of the Solar System appeared, mighty Jupiter, a six-foot ball, with smaller balls moving slowly about him, planetary in size themselves. Callisto—it separated, centered on the stage, then abruptly clicked into immobility as the clockwork was thrown in. In moments Bruce had located Thantor.
 
              Thantor was a mass of moving, happy people. Small transplanetary ships moved about. Slightly larger inter-moon ships and gigantic interplanetary ships circled and moved freely.
 
-
 
              VENUS—more ships, moving freely. Space seemed full of them. Only on the Moon and earth were there no great space ships.
 
              "Why?" asked every man of himself. "Why is earth alone deserted thus? Why was earth left to a savage, feudal system in an ultra-machine age?"
 
              Muttering, stupefied men left the hall.
 
              Back to their jobs, arid to the men who had sent them. Back to tell of other earths-cities under the Crushing rule of the Polshins. Back to tell of Plehb girls bound and beaten to death by heavy whips in gardens of beautiful flowers and tinkling fountains. Of hundreds of millions of happy people on the other planets. Happy people from Mercury to far out Athena. And misery, and terror and hate only on earth. No brutal Polshins, taking Plehbs as mere animals living solely for their amusement, save on earth.
 
-
 
              And in the hall, furious work was going forward. Nearly twenty of the electron-Wave visors were set up within three days, the stamped parts coming out in a steady stream now. The force of permanent dwellers in Mahtan increased now to nearly two hundred and fifty, even the Polshins beginning to notice a slight difference in the city, were working at furious speed. Smaller, simpler clock-drives worked nine of these wave-visors. Nine of these machines were in constant operation observing on the nine planets, and the great machine was examining the satellite worlds which it alone could follow. Recording cameras took down everything seen. The other machines, operated constantly day and night, were observing things on earth. Five of them observed in N'Yak, the other six were trained on Shkaga, San Franco, Washton, Felfya, St. Loui.
 
              Swiftly now the campaign with the city was gaining. And now new dies were being cut, dies to make the projection apparatus Bruce had mentioned. In every city men were being chosen, without their even being aware of the examinations, for the local leaders.
 
              Bosn, Felfya, Shkaga, and Washton would be the cities where the first starts would be made. These cities were within the possible range of Bruce's projector, here he would be able to reach out and speak to the men, the personnel, which directors chose.
 
              And Bruce worked constantly at his other problems. Still he had merely begun. They had communication—but not material communication. Time and time again he had tried to make the apparatus transmit the entire piece of matter it viewed. Time and time again—on the tiniest particles—he had failed. When he reached the half-transmitted point, instantaneously some terrific force seemed to wrench all space with unutterable violence. Terrific flaming arcs played momentarily over his apparatus—and it fused in ruins.
 
              So Bruce worked on something else.
 
-
 
CHAPTER VI
 
              "I am going to try the new device, Lora. You have taken all those notes, and have them in a safe place?"
 
              "Yes, but oh, Bruce, why can't I try that for you? You know what has happened even with the little transportation devices. If that succeeds too well-— the earth needs you Bruce, as she never before needed any man."
 
              "And I need my self-respect," Bruce replied grimly, "Just as much as any man ever needed it. The Polshins let others suffer pain and death for their amusement or advantage. I'm not a Pol-shin. I'd never be able to look a man in the eye if I were afraid to do this, and delegated the danger to someone else."
 
              "Can't you make a robot do the thing for you?"
 
              "Again? Can't I convince you that the difference between a man and an intelligent machine is that a man can do what he wasn't designed to—that a machine, no matter how perfect, can't handle an emergency I haven't prepared it for. And since I've done everything in such a way, I don't expect any emergency; that means that if there is one, any machine I designed would be unable to handle it because it was an unexpected emergency. Now you do as I said, Lora. Take the notes and your own small self to a safe place. Go back to the lab."
 
[image: ]
 
              
              Lora turned abruptly and raced away. Bruce grinned after her. He looked again at the apparatus she had helped him build and set up. She was an excellent assistant. She would know what to do if this did blow up. Bruce chuckled at the thought. If it did, working with a one hundredth milligram charge of lithium metal as he was, it would cause a bit of confusion among the Polshins. Lora did not know why he had picked this particular room on the highest level. That he had gone as far as possible up and away from the Mahtan section of the city, she understood. But why this particular room—?
 
              Omallin's fine palace was directly above this room. If Bruce's experiment was unsuccessful, he would remove Omallin, and half the neighboring territory.
 
              Bruce watched the tubes carefully as they heated, and looked again at his stack of accumulators. The power was not on in this distant section, so he had brought his stored power with him. Under the present current drain they'd give out in about three minutes more. Be embarrassing to go back to Lora and tell her he hadn't even been able to try the thing because he hadn't calculated the power factors right. She'd never trust him after!
 
              Bruce jumped as a meter needle rose suddenly and steadily. The electron current had started.
 
              "Well— it's been a nice time, anyway," he laughed. He pushed the control over steadily. Something strained violently. Abruptly, from the small open coil on the table before him, something beautiful and violet and shining sprang like a burning globe. For a billionth part of a second it lasted, perhaps, then it relapsed suddenly as a mighty tongue of lightning struck down from the granite rock. It struck with a terrible roar, and the apparatus fused in a blinding, incandescent mass, beneath the terrific assault. A roar of awful sound crashed out. Then instantly from the fused apparatus another mighty tongue of electric flame smashed out with equal and opposite titanic power. The rock wall fused, and a great soft drop of liquid rock slipped silently down upon the floor. A cavity two feet deep remained.
 
              But Bruce did not see it. He was motionless and unconscious on the rocky floor.
 
-
 
              It was some fifteen minutes later that Lora and the rescuing men reached him. They were breathless and panting from much running. One of the medically trained men was first to reach him. In an instant he had an electro-stethoscope microphone on his chest. The room echoed abruptly to the powerful, even thump-thump-thump-thump of Bruce's heart. There was a soft, gentle swish of breathing.
 
              "Ah—" Lora darted forward, took a single glance at the wrecked apparatus, a second glance at the recording instruments that had been put on the other side of the room. "Momentary, very short waves. He may be badly burned by them. Now hurry. Jak, Mark, Bob and Pol, take him, and hurry away. Tom and Ban, you take these instruments, and be careful with them. Mai, you take the asbestos things, and scoop up that mess. Now sharp, the Polshins will be here in a moment. I know why he took this room now—it's right under Omallin's place. I'll bet that electric field turned Omallin inside out when it hit him. He'll be searching down here in half an hour."
 
              Three minutes later, the room was bare. Only the red-hot glowing stone attested to the sudden release of energies stolen from the heart of a sun.
 
              Bruce came-to in the laboratory. On the bench was the fused apparatus, cool now. Lora was bending over it, making notes. A tube of liquid carbon dioxide told how she had cooled it, without damaging the sensitive bits that might remain.
 
              "Lora—you watched—the telectroscope?"
 
              "Naturally, Bruce," she snapped. She was still tense, and her nerves unsteady. She had watched, and her heart had contracted once, and stayed just that way, a tense hard lump in her chest till she heard the thump-thump-thump in the doctor's electro-stethescope. She was still nervous—and angry in consequence. "You passed out, and I thought you were dead. Did you see it?"
 
              "No," replied Bruce ruefully. "Only the violet glow."
 
              "That was cosmic ray energy. Lucky it was so hard a radiation. It passed through you like light through glass. Went through so easily, it didn't burn you much. Lasted an infinitesimal time, anyway. But immediately after that, the lightning started. First one bolt from the wall to the apparatus, then the wrecked apparatus replied in kind."
 
              "Kind of it," smiled the scientist. "It let out all that energy in two doses instead of one."
 
              "Think again, Bruce. Wait till you come around. And tell me what you expected, anyway?"
 
              "I wasn't sure, but sort of had a hunch it would be electricity."
 
              "It was. An electric field. It was positive, under the conditions you set up, and it built up to about a million volts instantaneously. Then the wall sent a collection of electrons to neutralize it. They did, and when the last of the matter was used, they were left as a negative charge of a million volts—and went home again."
 
              Bruce sat up slowly. "Why Lora—I didn't think it of you! You are hereby graduated to a first-class independent experimenter. I had no idea you'd found time for so much studying."
 
              Lora felt her heart sink gradually downward, till the touch at the soles of her shoes arrested its progress. Bruce meant it. She Would be promoted to an independent investigator's rank. No more work with Bruce. No more even touching his hands at work. No more—"
 
              "I couldn't help it with you giving me lectures every time you dropped a bolt.
 
              "Anyway, you need a nurse. If you expected an electric field, oh Bruce, why didn't you use those brains of yours and put in a discharge point?"
 
              "Unexpected emergency," grinned Bruce. "I had a number four-ought conductor. I expected currents, not lightning bolts."
 
              "A machine could have done a lot better than you did," scolded the girl. Her face was beginning to feel warm again, so she knew the blood must have come back now. She turned from the apparatus, and looked toward Bruce once more.
 
              "All right, girl. I'm clear licked. You can start right now investigating machines to test machines if you want to."
 
              "I'll finish this job first," she said. She'd meant to speak firmly, and a bit sarcastically, but she realized as it sounded, it was more like a plea.
 
-
 
              "All good. Then we'll start right now making another one—because, Lora, that machine successfully released all the energy of the matter it worked on!"
 
              They started another machine, but Bruce realized now what sort of thing he had to deal with. Unlike atomic burners, with their constant streams of electrons at one plate, and protons at the other, uniting to produce tremendous currents of electric power and hydrogen gas, he would get from his machine all the energy of the destroyed matter.
 
              "The waves of the atoms—they aren't real waves—just something that can be expressed by the same sort of formula a wave is expressed by—are all turned one way or the other, with the result that a space-curvature results. I expected a positive electric field then. I could as easily have gotten any of the other space-strain energy fields either magnetic, north or south, or gravitational, plus or minus. In the new machine, I'm going to use a powerful accumulator-device. The positive field will be created momentarily by the release of a tiny bit of energy. This will draw a tremendous negative charge. Then the field will collapse, and the result is a free negative charge which will seek neutralization. It will yield directly an alternating current of whatever frequency I want. And whatever power I want.
 
              "I can even use this to create directly the momentum waves we discovered.
 
              "And Lora—Lora, with this I can build a tiny hundred-man scout-ship that can yield a hundred billion horsepower— and never overheat because an electric field is one hundred per cent efficient!"
 
              Bruce was overconfident. He built his apparatus. He tested it, and the tiny thing, no more than three by three by two feet, yielded three million horsepower—and fused the conductors that conducted the current. His electric fields were one hundred percent efficient, but his conductors weren't. Never before had conductors been called on to handle such powers, and still be small conductors. Somehow he must find a conductor that was as efficient as his material-energy engine.
 
-
 
              So Lora was given the job of investigation, while Bruce began work on some small ships. Two-man ships. They were powered by small models of the material-energy device. Four by four by three they Were, because no smaller machine could contain the huge conductors he needed to carry the power. But there were two other material-energy engines aboard. One created the momentum wave, releasing its energy directly, without conductors, in this way. It could have generated at nearly fifty billion horsepower. The other created the anti-gravity field.
 
              The work was needed now. N'Yak was nearly unified in the Freedom movement Slowly the Polshins were becoming aware of something unusual. More and more the Polshins guards really looked around, as they wandered through the streets, really noticed the sullen looks they received. This must have been strange to them. Before, they had been as inevitable as death or taxes in the Old Days. They had been accepted in much the same spirit as those two visitations.
 
              Their shock-rods came more and more into evidence. Strangely the Mating Office was almost deserted now. Only greys, and an occasional green couple wandered in.
 
              All the Blues, and most of the Greens had joined the Freedom movement, and 'there was a tense air of waiting among them. By cosmetics and skillful stage-tricks learned in books, the beautiful women were making themselves ugly. By tricks they made themselves inconspicuous, and with the new, slightly worried air of the Polshins, no more Plehb girls disappeared from their homes.
 
              Just as the new scout-machines, the fleet of six, reached half completion, Don Wade called Bruce. The secret of the isolation of earth had been learned. Interplanetary Union Hall at Mars Center had been located. It had been explored, the nine rooms of the Nine planets investigated. A tenth room, with a great seal across it stood in its place. The door was marked "Earth" and below it was the legend:
 
              "I, John Montgomery, have sealed this door in the year 2654. It is not to be opened save by the combined order of the Ten Planets, and then only when earth, the third planet, shall have again won her place among the Councils of the Planets, and shall have redeemed herself by the re-arising of intelligence among her people."
 
              Don Wade directed the focus to the room within. It was a great room, with a board, long table, and large comfortable chairs. There were books and maps lining the walls. And dust covering all. Dust a quarter of an inch thick lay undisturbed everywhere. At one end of the room, carved in heavy, thick gold, was a great metal plaque. A bas-relief of earth, with a tiny space-ship leaving her at the top, and below a graven inscription. It was the full text of John Montgomery's farewell to earth.
 
              Slowly Bruce read it over. Then he nodded slowly. "He was right, Don. That John Montgomery, speaking just about seven centuries ago saw what was coming. The Polshins must have overcome those semi-Plehbs soon after. That is why the libraries were closed, all civilization seemed to stop suddenly. For the last two centuries earth's civilization had really been maintained by the work of the Planets. Without them dragging her up, earth fell back instantly to this savage feudalism of vicious pleasure for the Polshins and victims' toil for the stupid, brainless Plehbs.
 
              "Intelligence has arisen again, Don. And today we could go to Mars and redeem earth. We have the ship—or will have it—within two weeks. The electrovisor here alone would fulfill Montgommery's condition and with material energy—"
 
-
 
              "Then we shall!" Don cried! "With the Interplanetary forces behind us, we can wipe out the Polshins in a day!"
 
              "That is not what John Montgommery meant," said Bruce shaking his head gravely. "He meant that all the people of earth should be rejuvenated. We must break the bonds ourselves. We have done only half the work so far.
 
              "We will not go until we can lay down as our claim to redemption, both the inventions and the overthrow of the vicious order that exists. What would Mars reply to such frightful scenes as we picked up that first night we demonstrated the machine? While our women are still being beaten to death by Polshins, we cannot claim redemption.
 
              "This offers only one hope. When we have done this, and have overthrown the Polshins, we will have redeemed the pledge. Then we can have competent teachers from the Planets. In a day we will have the benefits of a civilization we would be able to gain only through many years of teaching and working.
 
              "Until then—we have a titanic task to work out. Your staff has selected the leaders in the other cities?"
 
              "Yes," Don nodded. "I see you're right. And we have the men selected. When will you begin projections?"
 
              "I will begin the day the ships are finished. I think our best plan will be to reach these men by projection, warn them of what we have, and then lead them to some spot in their own Deserted Corridors, and arrange to meet them there."
 
              "We should have more men working here with us permanently. This tiny force is hard put to do more than maintain themselves, let alone all the construction work we require."
 
              "Not another man may we take. Already the Polshin Guards are so suspicious that we cannot afford it. And you know it."
 
              "I have been distributing those little sets you designed," Don sighed. "The men have been able to take them home and conceal them. I have given all the delegates sets, and some of the best of the other men and women. They are holding small meetings in homes now and watching us, and people in other cities with them. Particularly are they showing scenes in Old Mahtan where we have the Old Days living again. That naturally interests them most." Don smiled slightly. "But some of them have begun asking if there is any way to stop these machines. They fear for their privacy eventually."
 
              Bruce burst out laughing. "A thought —a thought the scientist had overlooked. Yes—privacy. I can stop them. A small machine something of the same nature as the projector will instantly warn of the thing, but it will take a bit of work to design a machine to stop it altogether. I think I can do it though, eventually."
 
-
 
CHAPTER VII
 
              "That will do," said Bruce. A tall, straight man, with just a touch of , gray sat in a sturdy comfortable chair on the stage of the big machine. He seemed unaware of them, bent in deep concentration over his book.
 
              "This is Wil Carny, of Boston. He is a Class A Plehb, a first degree Master of Meks. He is thirty-two years old, a man well liked, and in every way a fine man for the purpose he is to serve," explained Don Wade to the audience grouped about. "He is mated, and has a son, twelve years of age, already a class C apprentice of Meks. Bruce Lawry is to be projected. His voice will be sent first."
 
              Bruce stepped forward. "Wil Carney," he said softly. The seated man started slightly. "Wil Carny, Master of Meks, listen carefully to me. In a moment I will make myself visible. I was a Class A Plehb of the city of N'Yak, a master of Meks myself. Now I am a scientist of the Freedom League of N'Yak." Carny had risen, and was looking intently, half fearfully about him. "I need your help, Carny. You are a Mek. You were reading, I see. Have you read of the televiso system that was used in the Old Days?"
 
              "Yes—" said the man. "Where are you?"
 
              "I am in N'Yak now. I am using such a televiso system. I can see you—and now, you can see me."
 
              Suddenly there was an image of Bruce standing beside the image of Carny. Carny started back, and looked sharply at the white-clad figure.
 
              "At least you look no Polshin," he smiled at length. "Can one so immaterial ' be seated? If so,—" he waved at the chair.
 
              Bruce smiled. "My advisers have chosen well. You are a man, Wil Carny. Surely I would have been worried by so inexplicable an appearance. I cannot sit in your chair—for I am two hundred miles away. Do you know of the Old Days when men knew more? When they knew why atomic burners worked, and could design them? Do you know of the days when there were no Polshins? I have, with my vision machine, watched your Polshins there in Bosn. They are no worse, nor better than ours in N'Yak. They have taken your women. Our machines have shown us what treatment they have received from those Polshins.
 
              "In N'Yak we have sought, and found a way to freedom. Not only for us, but for the Plehbs of every city.
 
              "You have visited the Deserted Corridors of your cities have you not? Go to them, and I or my friend will lead you. In half an hour, I will join you there in the body. And I will bring you to N'Yak here for a short time. You have still eleven hours of freedom. Will you come?"
 
              "I will come," nodded the older man. Brace's image faded away. The stage cleared.
 
              It was night, dark on the Surface they knew. But never had one of the ships been tried outside, only in the corridors and Cubes below, and then cautiously. Now Bruce entered the tiny fifteen-foot metal thing, and placed himself at the controls. Gently it lifted. Four hundred men and women waved silently to him as the tiny ship turned, and sped down the corridor, and out of sight. A rim of light preceded it down the dim rocky walls. It disappeared.
 
              Cautiously Bruce drove on. He rose vertically toward the Surface. The tube ended, he knew, in a great metal lock. For centuries these locks had been untouched. But just that day a crew of men had gone there, tested them, oiled them—but not opened them. Bruce sent a brilliant pencil of light on the photo-cell and waited breathlessly. Outside he knew the Polshins had left them unattended till dirt and rubbish had overgrown them. A crew of men would visit them after he was through for the last time, and cover them again with dirt and rubbish. Later they would make their own smaller lock—a hidden one.
 
              The lock groaned — and opened. Brace's tiny ship darted up straight into the sky, lightless, soundless. At an altitude of ten miles he leveled off, and shot toward Bosn. Over dark terrain, lighted only by the faint stars, and a crescent moon, the ship sped northward. At a speed of nearly a thousand miles an hour, he hovered over Bosn in fifteen minutes. There were lights below, the great illuminated pleasure 'pal-aces of the Polshins. Skillfully, as noiseless as a bat, the ship dropped. Here Nature had favored the Plehbs. The lock was in exposed, rocky land, the bare metal showing. No crew need recover it. That was one reason Bosn had been chosen for the first contact.
 
-
 
              At Bruce's signal, the great metal disc swung aside, its century-old bearings groaning faintly. They had built well, when seven centuries before, that lock-door had been made.
 
              The ship dropped through the opening. Starlight sifted down the tube lightless for ages. The ship turned at the third level, and traveled for nearly three miles horizontally. Then, in a great, rained Cube it halted.
 
              A Cube lightless, and rubbish-floored. Bruce turned to his telectroscope, and sought Wil Carny. He was not in his room, but Bruce quickly located the field of another telectroscope, and found Carny half-way to the Cube already. Patiently he waited.
 
              Half an hour later Wil Carny was shaking hands with him. His eyes were deep and intent as he gazed at the man and the ship. "In this we go to N'Yak?" he asked.
 
              "Right," Bruce nodded. "There you will meet the others, and see the machines—and see what earth was in the Old Days."
 
              In silence disturbed only by the soft, faint whispering of rushing air, the ship slipped down the corridors, and up the tube, out the lock and into the clear, starlit night. Carny gasped at the beauty of the scene. Never had this man been on the surface at night before, never had he seen the beauty of a star-strewn sky, or the silvery moon. Below, endless, broad gardens stretched, soft-lighted with the silver-rose of the glow-tubes. Myriad lights twinkled in the wavelets of Charles River basin on little pleasure boats from fairyland. Two miles below the hovering ship, the whole scene seemed an artist's epitomisation of beauty.
 
              Bruce started the telectroscope, and figures of men and women moved on its stage. A boat with colored lights moved slowly across the tiny pool of the stage, then a pier, then a flower-filled garden.
 
              Then another scene. Polshins, and a plehb slave-girl. One of the Polshins was holding a robe, the others short whips. In vain the girl was trying to reach that robe, the whips cutting at her when she paused, or when she came near the robe—
 
              Carny's face went white and tense. His eyes flamed with sudden anger. Gradually his face relaxed as Bruce cut the scene. Knowing where to look, they could see the circle and the figures on a flower-bordered lawn, two miles below. Wistfully Carny looked down.
 
              "Your freedom movement is needed Bruce Lawry. I suppose—" he looked at Bruce thoughtfully.
 
              "No," said Bruce. "Nothing. It is not the first time I have seen such things. I have had to console myself with the poor thought, that shortly it will be ended. I fear only one thing in our movement, Carny. The Plehbs will have a very strong, and very natural tendency to do just such things to Polshins, as Polshins have done to them.
 
-
 
              "That is what happened in old Russia. The Nobles, some of them, ground down the peasants as cruelly as the Polshins have treated us. When the peasants rose—it was quite natural that they should treat the Nobles so. You have not read of that, probably. The peasants were strange, yet human. They rose, because the Nobles had judged not the man, but his ancestors, and then the peasants gained power and they judged not the man, but the man's ancestors. I fear this freedom movement may tend to the same thing, later.
 
              "You do not know of the Pledge of the Planets. If we institute a system as brutal, as vicious as the present one, merely reversed, earth will no more have redeemed the Pledge, than she has now.
 
              "You must remember this in the things you will see. It will be very hard, it is hard for us, even the leaders who should be better. You will meet Don Wade." Briefly Bruce outlined the story of Dot Steel, and Don Wade.
 
              "The ancients said of Helen of Troy, that hers was the face that launched a thousand ships. Dot Steel's was the face that launched a million men. Don Wade is bitter. You will, we hope, lead Bosn to the new Freedom, but you must remember always that it is to be a new freedom for all—Polshin and Plehb alike. That is a task harder than gaining freedom. We will not, I know, gain it at once. Interplanetary has pledged to help earth in finishing the settlement of her problems, and we will have to call on them for that. But even so, that the Polshins will suffer during those first few years an oppression nearly as severe as that we suffer now, will perhaps be best for all. For they must learn that others have rights and powers, and the Plehbs must learn to aid his fallen enemy to rise.
 
              "You will soon be there. We are within miles of the lock now, in a few minutes we will enter. Remember this, when you see what you shall see."
 
              The crowd was waiting in the hall as silently patient as when Bruce had left. Wade was the first to shake Carny's hand. "This means more to earth than you yet know, Carny," he said. "For the first time in seven centuries, the peoples of two cities are in direct communication. Not the Polshins, but the people."
 
              Slowly the crowd moved away toward the restored section of Mahtan. In wonderment Carny looked about him. The crowd had been well disciplined for this occasion, there was no grouping, but free movement along the moving walks, through the lighted shops, and into the theaters. Despite their strong desire to crowd about this man, this man from a city as distant to them as Mars had been to Caesar, they spread out, and brought to Mahtan again that semblance of life. People moved along, passed lighted shop-windows that displayed goods and advertisements of products that had not been manufactured for seven hundred years. The whole section had been made up from photographs seven centuries old.
 
-
 
              In Freedom Hall Carny saw the great telectroscope that had been set up.
 
              "First," said Wade, "we want you to see the Pledge of the Planets." Bruce began operating the machine, and as Mars appeared as a great ball, slowly turning, slowly growing larger, Wade told Carny briefly and concisely what the situation had been seven hundred years before—and since.
 
              Interplanetary Hall appeared, grew, and they were inside it. Swiftly Wade finished his explanation as the great golden Plaque appeared. The hall was utterly silent as Carny read the words of Montgommery on the Metal Surface.
 
              "The man was a prophet," he sighed at length. "Earth is ready again, I think, to ask the help of the Planets. But as Bruce has said, first we must free ourselves. I will do what I can. It will take a long time."
 
              "Not so long, Carny. We have done a great deal of preliminary work for you, by telectroscope. We have found libraries, and laboratories, hospitals and universities, meeting places and machine-shops. We will give you electroscopes, smaller than this machine, but capable of seeing anything on any primary satellite. Fifty of our trained men and women will go to Bosn with you tonight, and by tomorrow night you can have the Bosn organization started, for, by telelectroscope and your personal contacts, we can cover fully a hundred before tomorrow night. And already we have investigated in that way over a half-thousand of the Class A Plehbs in Bosn. They will be the nucleus of your organization.
 
              "We must act rapidly, for, when we strike, we must strike over all the country, and already the Polshins here are beginning to feel the tension. We can spare you no more than fifty of our people, for there is much work to be done here, and of our city of three hundred and fifty thousand, not more than three hundred and fifty can be permanently on our staff here without the Polshins missing them. You, with your three hundred thousand people, must develop an equal staff. To help you, we suggest that many of your people be brought here where our facilities are better, where they can work beside our trained men and learn. But—it is an enormous task. Will you undertake it?"
 
              Carny's face crinkled slowly into a smile. "You investigated men, you said? Your judgment is good, I think, Don Wade. You know what my answer must be. I will. I will, and I will do my best."
 
-
 
CHAPTER VIII
 
              A fleet of twelve tiny ships made the trip to Bosn. Then they returned, for more people, more goods, and more machines. Swiftly, they shuttled back and forth through the black of night, and when dawn at last came on the world of the Surface, material energy engines, telectroscopes, foods had been carried. And most of all, a staff of fifty trained workers. Technicians had connected in the long-deserted circuits of the corridor lights the tiny but powerful material energy power-plants. Lights glowed brightly, and the whole section was lighted again. All the day men and women labored, labored as only a lifetime of labor can teach men to work. When night came again the Chosen section of Bosn, the Bluill district, was cleared of rubbish. Windows were lighted again, a theater was open for the reel-plays, shop windows displayed goods, bright, attractive goods. The moving ways moved again, men and women rode on them. The Bluill district seemed again to live. And the Bluill Central Hall was clean and lighted, and on its stage was one of the big telectroscopes, mounted and ready for operation.
 
              The manufactories weren't opened here yet, but foods, goods, a thousand things the luxury-starved Plehbs wanted had been brought from N'Yak. Wade had learned well his psychology.
 
              Nearly a hundred men and women of Bosn came that first night. Men and women known personally to every one of the fifty technicians from N'Yak, for they had met them, lived with them, by telectroscope. Carny led the first group, and even he halted in amazement as he reached the rejuvenated district. Last night he had passed this way—a dark, rubbish-heaped area. And now—
 
              Eagerly the hundred were taken in charge. They looked, they wondered. They listened, and began to understand. Then the telectroscope functioned and first they saw Mars—Mars, of the smiling, care-free crowds. Thick crowds of gayly dressed men and women were there in the bright, golden sunlight. It was Mars of the towering graceful, air-washed buildings, glistening multicolored in the sunlight.
 
              Then they saw beautiful sun-lit gardens of the Polshins in San Francisco.
 
              They saw the soft-lighted gardens above Bosn. But another operator had been searching; the machine on the stage picked up what he had found—Polshins being amused, a Plehb-slave girl moaning on the ground. A low muttering ripple of sound ran through the audience.
 
              The scene faded, and N'Yak appeared on the stage, a scene in Freedom Hall. The audience was gathered there, and on the Freedom Hall stage appeared the scene in this very Hall in Bosn. The six thousand gathered in N'Yak rose suddenly, a roaring cheer rang out from the speaker, a hand waved—Spontaneously, the Bosn people responded.
 
              In that instant the friendship, the solidified feeling of real, close kinship with those people they had never seen, those people in the far, far distant city of N'Yak, sprang up full grown.
 
              Hours later the Bosn crowd spread out, seeking their ways homeward. Everyone was a missionary now, the New Freedom, conditions were so vastly different. The leaders were so different. There was an Ams, a Lozh and a Kabt listed on the rolls of the Polshins—contractions, modifications of names that had stood for the finest things in the Old Freedom.
 
-
 
              In N'Yak work went on, harder than ever before. There were fewer trained hands now, and more unskilled workers from Bosn. But it was easier too, for the giant of Material Energy stood at their shoulders, pushing as they willed, lifting at their gesture. And Bruce had found the disintegrating machine. Tiny, ultra-microscopic bombs, scarcely more than large ions, were shot out against the rock or metal to be destroyed, and those particles released their energy of existence as an electric field of such unimaginable density, that mere atoms caught up in them were strained beyond the strength of any possible electric structure. Abruptly, they collapsed, collapsed to electron and proton, to neutron and positron. No nucleus was left even, the very heart of the atoms was ripped to shreds. Free hydrogen was left over, the atoms themselves were decomposed. Free hydrogen gas rose from the working machine, and burned blue and pale in the glow of the lights. Otherwise there was little display, no more sound than a strange, eerie whispering of atomic death. All the energy was absorbed in breaking the atoms, the machine was efficient to almost complete silence.
 
              Modified atomic burners had been able to transmute certain elements partly into certain other elements under certain conditions. This machine disintegrated the "certains" as completely as the rock. In a day, a score of men were released from the transmutation work, for a single material energy disintegrator could first shatter the atoms to gas, then whirl the shattered parts into whatever figuration was desired. The raw materials, iron and aluminum, carbon and sulphur, for foods and machines, became plentiful. And now the building of the greater ships, the battleships of the Freedom Movement, was undertaken. The "Freedom" ships were started before their plans were finished.
 
              Three weeks after the first crew went to Bosn, they returned, and in their stead went the men who had been trained in N'Yak. Bosn had established her own government. A second group was sent out, not technicians now, but teachers, a bare half-dozen men and women. The libraries scattered about Bosn had been moved bodily to the Bluill Central, and day and night three hundred studied as intently as it was possible for humans to study, humans trained to work. By night, a thousand more were added to the roll of students. And regular meetings were being held, constantly growing meetings. Telectroscope theaters showed the planets and earth as they were at the moment; reel-theaters showed earth as it had been in the Old Days.
 
              The day the Bosn crew returned to N'Yak, the first contact was made with Felfya, Jon Roger had been chosen here, and entrance was effected by means of the disintegrator working under complete coverage. All one night a crew of fifty men had to work, and half the next night before the necessary locks had been bored, and carefully hidden. Then Jon Roger was contacted, and brought to N'Yak, saw the scenes the telectroscope displayed, scenes from Mars, and from Bosn. And scenes in a Polshin garden above Felfya itself.
 
              When he went back a crew of fifty technicians went with him. Two weeks later there was a crew of thirty Bosn men and women working in Felfya to hasten the work.
 
              Meetings in N'Yak were restricted, now that nearly all the members had the tiny telectroscopes. N'Yak's main section must be given some air of normalcy. The Polshins were beginning to conduct occasional searches. Half-hearted—inexpert—but searches. More and more the crew in the Mahtan section saw the true size of their task. Yet Bosn and Felfya were barely able to maintain themselves, so much of their energies were spent in learning, desperately trying to catch up with N'Yak, and pull their own share of the load.
 
              A steady traffic of noiseless, lightless, black ships was maintained, carrying load after load of machines, mainly material energy engines, and small telectroscopes. And now loads were being sent to Felfya. For the party had caught, and spread as swiftly here as in Bosn.
 
              Faster and faster the pace must be. For the Polshins, cruel as they might be by simple inconsideration of any save themselves, were not unintelligent. In N'Yak they had begun to re-awaken to the possibility of trouble. Soon there would be troubles at home. The movement must be well rooted elsewhere before this began.
 
-
 
              In three weeks more, Washton was contacted. And a week later, Bosn herself sent out an expedition, for what they may have lacked in training there, they made up for in enthusiasm, determination, and plain human knowledge. It took no skill or technique to interest men in such an obvious cause. The Plehbs were intelligent once more, only the spark of hope, only some indication that the thing existed, was needed to start them trying. N'Yak contacted Shkaga for the Bosn crew that went out to take over. And they went in Bosn-made ships. The men of Bosn were skilled workers, the Mek Plehbs there had done the same sort of work the Meks of N'Yak had done. They needed only to be shown how. Now Bosn was beginning to manufacture machines. Month succeeded month in bewildering, fast-spreading action. Nearly the entire Blue and Green classes of N'Yak had been enrolled, most of Bosn, and Felfya, Shkaga and all three were producing now.
 
              There were other inventors. But none equaled Bruce. Bruce was the one super-genius that must inevitably have arisen, as John Montgommery had predicted.
 
              But Bruce had been able to devote little of his time to his real work. Too much had to be done in the building of the new Freedom. There were elected officers from every city in the Union now, and officers were elected who represented the Union Government. And Bruce had been made President.
 
              It was too great an honor for him to refuse. His personality meant too much to the people. But he had done almost nothing, it seemed to him. Still the "Freedom" remained incomplete.
 
              Finally, he resigned his office. It was a difficult step, one that he thought over for hours before taking. But on the second anniversary of the first beginnings of the Freedom movement, the second anniversary of Dot Steel's loss, he resigned.
 
-
 
CHAPTER IX
 
              "You have carried on my work, Lora. I feel proud of myself. I never knew I was such a good judge of people," he smiled at her. "I am afraid I hadn't thought of this possibility. Do you think it can be done?"
 
              Lora laughed merrily at his smiling face. Bruce was back in the laboratory again. And she was a full-fledged investigator, associated with him as an equal now—anyway, she was not a laboratory assistant. "What do you think I spent my time on it for, Bruce? Certainly it can be done. You tried the directed electric field, and got a 'little where' with it. But your 'columns of strained space' lacked electrons. Pure space-fields won't do some of the things you need, so I tried combining the best features of the two. I think that by putting your column of space through a silver bar conductor, you will get the effect of perfectly free electrons. Since your generator will give only alternating current, this will do as well. For some smaller apparatus, you will still have to use straight metal conductors, but you will need heavy currents for only two things—deflecting the enemy weapons and running certain of your own weapons.
 
              "Most of the enemy weapons are electric in nature—accumulator shells, ball-lightning, ion-streams. I think a straight magnetic field generated by the material engine will stop that."
 
              Rapidly she outlined her plan, watching eagerly the looks of approval Bruce gave to her calculations. Perhaps after all, this was the way. Bruce was not like other men.
 
              But it also was the way to the completion of the "Freedom."
 
              In two weeks of research, Bruce began to see the way to do what they needed, and in a month, the last stage had been reached. The apparatus was being installed in the "Freedom."
 
              Other "Freedom" ships were being built now, in the other cities. The blow would have to come soon. The Polshins of all cities were beginning to worry. The Polshins Council at Washton had discussed the problem with gravity and real thought. The usual amusements were rather half-hearted, for this actual problem to solve—a real decision to make —made the usual social meeting unhappy—and troubled. The tension among the Plehbs had first been noticed in N'Yak. Omallin it was, who suggested that he conduct a search, and find out if there were any such thing as a revolution in the air. He couldn't exactly imagine what a revolution might be, but it worried him. It might upset production seriously, a thing that had never happened in his life, nor in the lives of his forefathers for fifteen generations back.
 
              The call went out from N'Yak headquarters, and every member of the Movement hid his telectroscope more carefully. Not yet were the conditions right. San Francisco had been added to the Union so recently—it was not at all properly equipped. Perhaps, if this search were passed successfully, the pleasure-loving, thoughtless Polshins would decide that it was nothing, and another year even might be gained. Across the deserted belt of the Tropics somewhere were other cities they had not been able to contact, because of the difficulties of projecting images more than 1000 miles. Nor had they reached Europe or Asia. Many cities in North America were still unprepared.
 
              Hurriedly arrangements were made by the N'Yakers. This search was to be something such as they had never experienced. The Meks of the city were almost called in to fix up the old televiso system where possible, but Omallin was actually studying the problem. He had found a Plehb girl who could read, and she was reading to him out of the old books and papers of his forefathers. They told of earlier revolutions and precautions taken. Secrecy—thoroughness —those seemed to be the keynotes. So he did not warn the Plehbs by having the televiso system restored. That the Plehbs should know, he realized was a bad move.
 
              The audience of two thousand Plehbs in N'Yak Freedom Hall laughed at his decision, and a half million Plehbs, gathered in Freedom Halls over the greater part of the continent, laughed with them, as they watched the scene of Omallin's conference.
 
              But they didn't laugh at a point Omallin had dug out and decided on. The records! The records were to be used to check up! Those deadly records— they, despite all else were accurate as a stock inventory ever had been, for to the Polshins the Plehbs were stock, stock for their use, and these deadly records always had been used. Every Plehb must be in his place, when the check-up was made, every absence accounted for.
 
-
 
              Hastily a council was called. Men and women from Bosn, from Shkaga and from Felfya came in to help, to maintain the Mahtan district. To fill vacancies. For since the Freedom movement started, the Plehbs had not obeyed all the laws. Nearly a score had died, and their deaths had not been properly reported to the Polshin medical officers. For the Freedom doctors were infinitely better. The telectroscope was a diagnostic instrument such as even the men of the Old Days had never had— when the organs of the patient could be examined in action with precision and ease by the doctor. And these doctors had trained themselves from the old, accurate books.
 
              Further, there were three hundred and sixty-two adult members of the permanent staff—and over half had married. Few of these were married according to the records of the Mating Office. They were married here in Mahtan, married, not mated according to the laws of the Polshins. And there were forty-five children.
 
              Hastily men from the other cities took the places of the dead, where needed, women took charge of the children, the couples parted, and went back to the homes of their parents.
 
              The search day found everything normal on the surface—and a terrific tension beneath the surface. A tension far greater than there ever had been before. Polshin guards appeared everywhere, Polshins from other cities. At that Bruce and Don felt their hearts drop. Polshin Guards from other cities, Polshins from Bosn, from Felfya, from Shkaga! There were men and women, who came from those cities, here taking the places of dead. The chance was slight—but it existed.
 
              Restlessly Bruce paced the stonewalled, bare apartment of his father. A tiny signal hidden in a button of his blue and gold Master Mek suit glowed dully twice. The Polshin squad was coming down this corridor now. The men in Mahtan were warning him. There would be no telectroscopes to find. They were all back in Mahtan now. But nearly every member wore one of the tiny detector buttons that would warn him when the Polshins approached .
 
              There was a rapid winking of his button, then it went out all together. The voices of Polshins, sharp and domineering, came up the stair-tube from below as it winked out.
 
              "Apartments A, B, and C, Landun. D, E, and F, Morly, and—"
 
              Bruce seated himself stolidly in his chair. His father came in from the other room, and seated himself. He had a tattered, broken book, and slowly, his finger on the page, he began to read it.
 
              He raised his keen eyes slowly to his son. "Bruce," he said, "we are frightened. Badly so. But we must do something, and we are stupid. So I read. And you sit there very stupidly. Your face is tense and white. There is anger and intelligence in your eyes. There is pride and self-respect in your shoulders, and the set of your head. Take them out, Bruce."
 
              Softly Bruce laughed. A Polshin threw open the door almost simultaneously. Bruce looked up at him sullenly, his rounded shoulders slightly drawn away.
 
-
 
              "Up, Plehbs," snapped the Polshin.
 
              Slowly the two men rose, and faced the young Polshin. He came over to them, while a companion stood in the doorway. The second man held a sheaf of records.
 
              "Name, Plehb?" the first demanded sharply, looking at Bruce.
 
              "Bruce Lawry, Polshin Sir."
 
              "Age, and status."
 
              "Thirty-one, and I am a Class A Master Mek, Polshin Sir."
 
              "Check," said the man in the doorway.
 
              "You?" snapped the inquisitor turning to old Jon.
 
              Briefly, obediently, Jon Lawry answered his questions.
 
              "Check," said the man in the door. They entered then, and with quick, but thorough methods, searched the entire bare stone room. There was little chance of concealment here, it seemed. In two minutes they were satisfied, and moved on.
 
              A minute later Bruce's mother came in quietly and sat down. "They were very hurried, and quite bearable," she said quietly. Bruce's button winked twice. The Polshins had left the building.
 
              "Voice—softly," said he quietly into the air.
 
              "Ready, Lawry," answered a soft voice from the air.
 
              "How has the search gone so far?"
 
              "They have found nothing whatsoever. One of the Bosn men was examined by a Bosn Polshin—but the Pol-shin examining him did not know it. He was not expected a Bosn Plehb here.
 
              "Observer fifty-three reports that Don Wade is being examined. A Shkaga Polshin. Another pair has finished and is coming—God—" suddenly the voice was tense with horror, "they're fighting! Don attacked the new Polshin instantly. Don Wade—is dead. Shock-rod. He attacked the Polshin with a chair. His brains are spattered all over the room. I can't understand—I can't understand—"
 
              "Pick up that scene and project it here, instantly," snapped Bruce, something tight in his throat.
 
              "Right, Lawry. A moment."
 
              Abruptly, in mid-air, the scene appeared, then sound. A dozen Polshin guards had come at the call. On the floor lay a sprawled, bleeding figure, the scarlet cloak spotted horribly with a greyish-red substance. Beside him lay another inert figure, its fingers clasped tightly about the metal bars of a chair, a chair covered with the stain that spotted the dead Polshin's cloak.
 
              There was not enough of the Polshin's face left to recognize. An angry, snarling grumble of conversation drowned out individual voices. "Which," demanded Bruce, "was the second of the pair that came in together?"
 
              An enormous finger touched one of the miniature figures in the scene, and the figure swayed. "This," replied the voice of the operator.
 
              "It is the second of the Polshin Guards in the Mating Office that day," said Bruce softly. "It is the man who saved Don's life that day. The dead Polshin is the one Don struck, I am sure."
 
              "I've seen him—I've seen him before," said a voice from the tiny scene. The Polshin the finger had pointed out was speaking. The others stared at him. "I know! I saw him in the Mating Office two years and more ago. His woman was taken just as he was about to mate with her—Omallin. We were ordered to take her out, this Plehb struck Tom-sun then. He must have remembered— killed him today."
 
-
 
              "He couldn't stand the sight of that man, I guess," said Bruce softly. "He should not have done that—not only for himself, but for Freedom. We needed him too badly."
 
              But Bruce wondered as he said it, if, perhaps, it were not best thus. Don would not have been contented merely with freedom for the Plehbs. And Don had won, for what he had started, lived, though he died. The Freedom Movement would go on. He had endangered it by that act, though, for the Polshins were angry now, furious. They would be harsh—but put it down largely to a two-year-old grievance.
 
              In the end it might even aid in discouraging further searches.
 
              "How are they treating our women?" Bruce asked at last.
 
              "Fairly well. The prettiest have used all their art to make themselves unattractive. And the Polshins are very intent. They feel the seriousness of this. They will come back though—at least some have promised themselves they would."
 
              "That is what I fear most," admitted Bruce. "Get in touch now with Maning. He will be president now that Wade is dead. Tell him what has happened, do as he says, of course. And let me know from time to time how things are going.
 
              "It's hard to realize—Wade dead."
 
-
 
CHAPTER X
 
              "Mary has been reading some of the old records to me," said Omallin pompously to his council, "and in the Old Days, my forefathers got some aid from certain of the Plehbs. He picked certain of those who seemed to have sense, or the dim beginnings of it, and found that by offering them certain advantages, they would furnish him with information regarding the activities of the other Plehbs.
 
              "I wonder if we might not try the same system."
 
              The members of the council looked disgusted. Have dealings with a Plehb— offer something in return for a favor from a Plehb!
 
              Bruce, watching the images in the telectroscope, was not so disgusted with this plan. There were still certain Plehbs who had not been invited to join the Freedom party, either because of their stupidity, as in the case of most of those who had risen no higher than the Grey class, or because of their characters. And those refused because of their characters, were just the ones the Polshins would want. There were some seven thousand of them—and the permanent crew could not possibly keep so many under constant supervision by telectroscope. It was a physical impossibility—.
 
              "The idea," said Vanilt, "is preposterous. Associating with and asking favors of Plehbs."
 
              "Our forefathers did it," Omallin replied. "Besides, it might furnish us much amusement, listening to the tales of the Plehbs."
 
              "What reward can we offer them?" asked Morn unpleasantly.
 
              Omallin laughed. "Our fathers solved that! Plehb girls. They chose the ones who could not win wives—and it worked very well."
 
              "Hmmm—but there seems to be a great dearth of Plehb women as it is. I have not seen a really beautiful one in two years."
 
              But before the council broke up, the thing had been decided on. The Polshin Guard members were to select the ones needed. They were to do it secretly. And the system to be used was one so cleverly worked out, that not even with the aid of the telectroscope would all the members of the Polshin spy-ring be detected at once. Many of course, would be actual members of the Freedom movement, for they now numbered two hundred and eighty thousand in a city of three hundred and fifty thousand. Inevitably, the Polshin Guards would choose many of these.
 
              That night in the Meeting Hall, Bruce and other officials of the Movement spoke, spoke to an audience of, apparently, less than four hundred, actually to all the Freedom members of the city, watching with their tiny telectroscope machines. Carefully Bruce outlined the dangers, and carefully those who followed him, outlined the defense. Those chosen were invariably to accept. They were to do their best to learn what non-members of the Freedom party belonged to the ring.
 
              In a week, the ring began to grow. That week saw the inclusion of Sattl and Dllas into the ring of Union cities. The system of choosing the spies, that the Polshins had gotten from the old records, was simple—simply choose enormous numbers of spies, choose so many at once that no counter-spy system could follow all. Many, they realized, would be members of any movement there might be toward revolt, but no two chosen saw each other. They were not visited in offices, but Polshin guards spoke a word or two on the Corridor. And Guards were everywhere since the search and the murder of a Polshin. Over two thousand guards stood about everywhere. During the rest-hours, every single member was watched, but the night hours were rest hours for the Polshins too, and no business was transacted. No clues were dropped, no hints released. The spy ring was completed —and made tight.
 
-
 
              And—the first arrest was made within two weeks. A genuine Freedom Delegate from the fifty-second section. How the spy had learned, how he had communicated his information, even who he was remained an utter mystery. But Mark Rainy was the first victim, and he set the example for others of those who were to be captured. He was arrested at his work, while repairing a slight break in a food-machine. Four Polshin Guards took him, whisked him swiftly to an office somewhere in the Polshin section. It was ten minutes before this could be picked up, and followed, for a messenger had to make his way to the nearest communication station in the outlying Deserted Corridors to signal the information.
 
              They located him finally by following Omallin. Omallin came to that first inquisition, to learn what truth there was in the story a hundred spies had brought in, that there was some movement toward revolt. Rainy was bound now, and as Omallin entered, the questioning began. Not a word would Rainy speak.
 
              With a delicate precision, the Polshins applied their shock-rods. Terrible, nerve-wrenching shocks were sent through his body. Rainy said nothing, save to deny that such a movement existed. He was humbly pleading at first. Then stubbornly angry, persisting in his declaration that there was no such movement. Admitted that he went out secretly many nights—could he not visit a friend secretly. Who was the friend? A Plehb did not explain such things.
 
              Then he somehow loosened one of the inexpertly tied bonds. With a grim determination, a stolid decision, he attacked Omallin and before a dozen shock-rods coagulated his nerves into death, he had battered Omallin's fat-swathed hook nose into a bleeding, pulpy spread.
 
              Bruce smiled grimly as the last act of the strange drama on the Freedom Hall stage came to its end. "I am glad to think the Polshins have no Plastic Surgeons such as ours. Omallin will resent that more than any other thing."
 
              A new tenseness and hatred developed . among the Plehbs, more virulent even than their hate of the Polshins, and one even harder to express. Somewhere in this city were Plehbs, their own people, who had turned against them.
 
              And with the building up of the spy ring, came a still greater threat. Omallin had to build up another force. He had to gather means of keeping his promise to Plehb spies. A horrible terror gripped the heart of every girl, every mother and every father, every brother or sweetheart.
 
              Swiftly the tenseness was building up. Bruce knew that every day brought the inevitable climax nearer. As yet no more girls had been taken, for Omallin was still testing his spies, still uncertain. He believed largely what he wanted to believe, and he did not want to believe and could not believe that actual danger of revolution threatened him.
 
              A second arrest was made, Jim Brady, a member of the Freedom movement. And Jim Brady killed the Polshin who arrested him with his great, work-hardened hands. His powerful fingers fastened on his throat with a grip that drove them through the flesh, and the shock-rod currents only served to bring a rigor mortis that locked the dead fingers more tightly yet. The two dead bodies were carried away together, that a surgeon might separate the Plehb and his Polshin victim.
 
-
 
              That night there was a tenseness among the Polshins as great as among the Plehbs. A Polshin had died, died horribly. There were no skilled morticians to hide the horrible, torn throat, and the Polshins who had neither suffered injury, nor been called on for the least display of courage in generations, wilted spiritually before that wound. The council was more serious than ever it had been before. And there was little amusement in the gardens of the Polshins that night. Polshins looked on their Plehb slave-girls and saw burning in their eyes a deep, smouldering hate. There was a new suppleness in them, the soft suppleness of a snake as it creeps upon its victim, for every one of those Plehb girls knew now of the Freedom movement, and every one knew that a Plehb had torn the throat out of a Polshin.
 
              By dawn the Polshins were inspecting old atomic cruisers, looking again at the old ion-guns that had swept death through a thousand corridors in past years. And by dawn they knew that a half-dozen Plehb girls had died, died attacking the Polshins that came to them. One had swung a chair, the heaviest her muscles could wield, and sent the man to the hospital with a fractured skull. He was dead by noon. Two had tried to emulate Jim Brady, and left deep scars on the throats of the men they attacked. Only their lack of strength had made the wound painful instead of fatal. And one, swimming in a pool, had wrapped her arms around a Polshin, and drowned with him. Two more had been stopped in time. There was no doubt about the Freedom movement now. Every Plehb knew it, and every Polshin. All N'Yak stirred restlessly with it, and Polshins in every other city of the country were suddenly aware of the danger. They too were thinking of making searches.
 
              Omallin ordered another. Bosn and Felfya sent a few Polshin guards. Every Polshin in N'Yak would engage in this search. And the spies were contacted throughout the city. In haste, it was done—hurriedly. By noon the search would begin. And the first search party found twenty-three corpses in the first sector they investigated. Spies—spies burned with curious round wounds that had let out life instantly.
 
              The Freedom scientists had found their hand-weapons. Twin pistols, one shooting a stream of electrons, the other a stream of protons. Effective up to fifteen feet, no Polshin would get near enough to use his shock-rod when a man carried these. They had heavier weapons, too, weapons being groomed all that night, great tubes five feet long, mounted on little trucks. In the base was a material-energy engine, an engine that released the colossal energy of matter as an inconceivable, positive electric field. Like the disintegrator, it would tear any atom to sub-atomic fragments—and hurl the protons out with a velocity to two thousand million volts! No insulation would have resisted such a potential, but insulation capable of handling a hundred thousand surrounded the tube, and a smaller projector within the projector shot out a preliminary stream of protons that broke down the air ahead to form a leading path that the titanic discharge followed. First the bolt of protons, then the electrons were released and shot out to follow. What this weapon directed its forces against dissolved into hydrogen gas. No complex, balanced atomic structure could resist that bombardment.
 
              Bosn was starting its search, so they planned at least, in two days. Meanwhile their Guards were loaned to N'Yak. N'Yak would reciprocate, of course, when their search came about.
 
-
 
              At noon the groups started out. They had spy's directions now. And every squad carried cosmetic-removing materials. The Mahtan section, in charge of Bosn and Shkaga men and women, watched every step of the progress, while Bruce, in his home, watched what he wanted. The big telectroscope projector would allow two-way communication when needed, and this time every Freedom member had kept, in secret compartments, both their telectroscope apparatus, and the hand-weapons the Freedom scientists had distributed. The compartments hollowed out of the solid rock with disintegrators, in most cases, and hidden behind steel doors, faced with granite.
 
              "They have found the corpses," said a soft voice in Bruce's ear. "They are reporting to Omallin and the Council. Omallin is greatly perturbed." The voice allowed itself a chuckle. "He has ordered that spies be questioned carefully when visited, for any more recent information."
 
              Bruce watched the tiny stage of his own telectroscope. A party of Polshins was investigating Hal Powr, Vice-president of the Union. He smiled as the Polshin guards left Powr and his "mother," a high-ranking Bosn woman who had taken the place of the gentle old lady who had died seven months ago in Mahtan Hospital.
 
              Steadily, and with grim determination the search went on. It was, a colossal job to search the one hundred and eight thousand apartments of N'Yak. And three guards, the shock-rods at the ready, made each search. Carefully they looked this time. And Bruce trembled at the possibilities, the almost positive certainties that must come of this search. He had hoped for more time. They needed it so vitally. Yet all over the city now, Polshin Guards were looking, and wondering. Girls, beautiful, fair-complexioned, slim, graceful girls were blossoming out suddenly now, whereas in the search made a few short weeks ago, there had been none. Cosmetic trickery would have been a signed admission of membership in the Union, padding that had distorted lithe figures before would have been as bad, for cosmetic removers were being plied with a will, dozens of girls had been forced to prove their clothes had no padding. And Polshins were making mental notes.
 
              "This search makes things impossible, Bruce," said the Voice worriedly. "The Polshins will be back, individually, to demand those girls now. For two years they have found almost none, and the spies—they must be satisfied."
 
              "You may as well send out the word to prepare for the final rebellion," assented Bruce sadly. "We will be hard-pressed. We have four Freedom ships ready here, four in Bosn, three in Felfya, three in Shkaga, and two in each of several other cities. But so many of the new member cities have none, and no proton guns. This night we must distribute the proton-tubes. You will get an immediate vote on this from the other members of the—my button flashes." Abruptly Bruce swung shut the granite-sheathed door of his telectroscope machine's hide-away. He straightened, and turned to the doorway. Polshin voices were snapping tensely below. Bruce waited patiently, humbly aid correctly he answered their questions as they were asked, as did his father.
 
              In five minutes they left his apartment again.
 
              And almost instantly, before the door had more than closed, the Voice was back, softly, but infinitely tense. "Bruce —emergency. A spy has reported, and the report was carried directly by telephone, to Omallin. A spy living next to Lora has reported her definitely as a member of the Union, and as one high in the organization. A Polshin party arrested her while you were being examined, and took her away, immediately. She is bound and bound expertly. They are entering Omallin's inquisition room now."
 
-
 
              "God!" said Bruce. Instantly he snapped open the little door, and brought out the telectroscope. In a moment his flying fingers had trained it on Omallin's office. Lora, her hands bound tightly behind her, was being held by two Polshins. She was smiling slightly.
 
              "I've heard you were fat," she said calmly to Omallin, "But I didn't know a human could be so hideous. And that nose!"
 
              Omallin's red face went purple. Then it went white. "Plehb, that being your opinion, I shall make you my slave for a time, after we have learned what we will from you, and then you shall amuse our spies. And then you shall finish paying for that very slowly."
 
              "All three wrong, Omallin. Long before that, someone will finish what Mark Rainy started."
 
              "Hold her," snapped the Polshin, "and no matter what she tries, do not kill her. Tie her to the frame over there." Omallin took off his cloak, and picked up a pliable wire cable, its ends frayed as the two Guards swiftly and efficiently did as he had ordered.
 
              "I will start with ten blows," said Omallin, "and after that, anything you may want to say, I will be glad to listen to." He drew back his arm, and slashed viciously at her. A livid streak came, running across her back, and half way around her body. She jerked convulsively.
 
              "You—know the Freedom movement has started, Omallin," she said in a deadly calm voice. "That is all that matters. That, and the fact that you will die inevitably: You, personally, Omallin." You yourself will be killed. Not someone else. You will probably kill me here to-day—but someone else will kill you, Omallin. And—do you know? Probably a hundred thousand eyes are watching every move you make. And a hundred thousand ears hearing every word you say. And what I say."
 
              "Quiet, lying Plehb." The girl's body jerked to another blow.
 
              "Lying—am I? Then Tom, show them —it does not matter now, for there is nothing they can do! Show them!"
 
              Bruce did not see this. In fact, he had stopped watching almost immediately after the first blow. But Tom Philips did, and Tom Philips at the telectroscope projector spoke into Omallin's ears.
 
              "She might have added, Omallin, that fifty thousand Plehbs are promising themselves individually to kill you."
 
              Omallin's face went whiter than ever before. Furiously he spun around, seeking the source of that voice. But only the white startled faces of the other Polshins greeted him. Suddenly he regained his courage. The ghost voice— but they could do nothing! They had done nothing, that was the proof of it!
 
              "Then if all those miserable Plehbs are watching—let them see! And let them remember that I promise this to every Plehb who dares to think of harming a Polshin." Viciously he spun back to Lora. His arm swung up and down. Again. It rose again—and stopped abruptly in mid swing as a giant ten feet tall loomed suddenly, solidly before him. A giant in loose, white clothes trimmed with gold and bright blue.
 
-
 
              "Stop," roared the giant, his eyes lambent with anger and hate. "Stop, and out of this room!"
 
              Precipitately the Polshins fled the room, fled it in terror. Only the bound girl remained in the rock-walled room. "Thanks—Tom," she replied. Her head fell forward loosely as, the white-clad giant vanished. He had other work. The Polshins would be back in minutes.
 
              Bruce had left his electroscope when the first blow fell. He had slammed the little door shut, and burst out of the apartment on swift feet. In his two hands were the twin bearers of death, which the Freedom scientists had designed, and in his heart was a sudden understanding for Don Wade and his mad murder of the Polshin Guard. Something hot and driving had clutched him, something that seemed to distort everything he saw, that made the Polshin Guard suddenly before him a monster, leering with devil-eyes at him, rather than a semi-stupified young man. The Polshin fell silently as twin, ravening beams tore into his chest.
 
              That something had made him see more clearly though. He saw Lora's keen, laughing eyes different, and more clearly. He saw suddenly that she was Lora, not his keenest, quickest, wisest helper.
 
              He saw a squad of Polshin Guards fall suddenly as the two beams bit into them, and heard the shrilling of their warning whistles stilled as suddenly as they fell. He caught glimpses of the corridors as he raced through them. But most of the time the windows and lighted passages were clouded over by a great fat Polshin in a scarlet suit, his angry white face, and a white back with an angry scarlet stripe.
 
              He realized suddenly that a voice was calling him, the voice. "Bruce—Bruce, for God's sake listen!" He halted suddenly, sliding to an abrupt stop. "Bruce, they stopped. I used the projector at Lora's authority to frighten the coward's away. What shall I do now?"
 
              Suddenly Bruce was cold and sane. Only his viewpoint was changed, all life seemed to have different ends and aims. "Right, Tom. Thanks. Get observers to watch around me for Polshins. I can handle them, but I want to know."
 
              "We've done that. Followed you all the way."
 
              "Good. Send warnings to the other cities with the smaller projectors, at once. This search will end here in short order now, and then use the projectors to gather the people here. Now, send the small ship we have armed with the proton-tubes to me here, at once. Brady's the very best pilot. Send Grant along, we'll need him to treat Lora."
 
-
 
              Bruce—they came back for Lora just now. The big projector's on them. I'm going over." Another voice came on suddenly. "I'm using the secondary projector. Tom Philips is trying to drive off the Polshins. They've touched his image with shock-rods, and the opposing field shorted the rod so it fused in the Guard's hand. There's a dozen guards, and they won't leave. They've cut Lora down, and are taking her. She's unconscious now, it seems.
 
              "They've got an atomic pleasure-ship in the Corridor, and they're in it now. Taking Lora—Down Corridor F and now—up tube 36 In the open now, above the surface. Taking her—they're taking her to the N'Yak Fortress! All the Polshin families are moving in there hurriedly! They're really frightened— Omallin's gone there already, with his crew—Taking Lora into one of the cells —Put her on a couch—Surgeon has been called—Omallin must have different plans now.
 
              "The surgeon's working. Lora's come to her senses. Philips is talking to her now. The surgeon's backed out, scared. The Polshin guards have come back, and they've tied Lora down. Lora says she's all right."
 
              A ship, sixty feet long and ten in diameter appeared just above Bruce. There was a strange quiet in this part of the city, near the Deserted Passages now. The ship dropped lightly, and Bruce jumped in at once. On the stage of the electroscope of the ship was the scene in the cell in the N'Yak fortress. Four Polshin guards were binding down Lora with a careful efficiency, paying no attention to the ten foot figure of Tom Philips standing beside her. Lora was talking.
 
              "—Bruce to start things, I'm afraid, but tell him that if he is going to go anywhere, be sure he can land before he jumps off."
 
              Tom Philips spoke. "Bruce has started things, Lora. She's just been picked up by one of our ships in Corridor F-R. He's watching now on the ship electro-scope."
 
              The Polshin guards had finished, and were standing about helplessly now, the scene wavering slightly due to the motion of the ship as it returned to the berth in the Deserted Corridors. Lora smiled faintly.
 
              "That's better—then I can talk to you, Bruce. Remember that for months you have been working out a plan, and that plan is the best that human ingenuity has been able to evolve. Go to it."
 
-
 
              A Polshin messenger appeared suddenly, and spoke sharply to the leader of the guards in the room. A moment later a second doctor appeared, evidently the first would not come back. This man at once shooed the Polshin Guards out of the room, clapped his palm under Lora's chin, and then put a piece of adhesive across her mouth. Swiftly the doctor set to work, inspecting her wounds and putting theta-paste over them. In thirty seconds the theta-paste had hardened, and contracted, pulling the edges of the cuts together, meanwhile disinfecting them. He cut the wire bonds the Polshin guard had placed on her, and looked up at the towering figure of Tom Philips.
 
              "Really, you disconcert a worker. Can you see anywhere with that device?"
 
              "From Mercury to Athena. Or don't you know them?"
 
              "I know them," the surgeon nodded. "The Planets. You can actually see so far?"
 
              "Further. We have never really tested it out."
 
              "Through rock and metal. Hmmm— wonderful diagnostic instrument, isn't it. You have surgeons, I suppose,"
 
              "Better than any of the Polshins know. We have all the books of the Old Days at our disposal—and our surgeons study at the Interplanetary Center on Mars."
 
              The Polshin smiled deprecatingly. "Really, I'm ashamed of my profession here. What must one do to join your new school of medicine?"
 
              "Be a man, a Plehb," snapped Tom Philips.
 
              Bruce, in the ship, called out now. "No, Philips. Listen to me. The first is right. The second is not indispensable. Tell him that."
 
              "Bruce, our leader," said Philips more calmly, "says that only the first is indispensable."
 
              "Then, perhaps I might learn to qualify. I have often wondered whether some of the people I have met were truly human. Omallin for instance. I'd classify him as belonging to the pig family." The man had turned back to his work now, and had injected something into Lora's arm. "Omallin had some pleasant plans for this young woman. He will be interested when I make my report. That was a fifty milligram injection of delta-morphium. Do your men know it?"
 
              "It will put her to sleep, and keep her unconscious for two full days," said Dr. Grant in Bruce's ear. "Nothing will waken her save certain of the new drugs developed in Mars Central. They do not have any."
 
              Philips relayed Grant's report. "Ah, you are indeed ahead of us. Unfortunately—or should I say fortunately— we know of nothing which will disturb the slumbers of the patient. She ought to drop off in five minutes—"
 
-
 
              A squadron of Polshin Guards came down the corridor, with Omallin fearfully following behind. The doctor looked out at them annoyed. "I'm working with my patient," he said, "and it isn't necessary for you to disturb her now, is it?"
 
              "Yes," Omallin growled. "It is. I wish you'd get that thing"—pointing to the looming Philips—"out of the way."
 
              "He's quite harmless, so far as I can see. But can't you wait a few minutes? I have given the girl some injections."
 
              "No. We have to find out where that thing is operating from. A Plehb in the city ran wild and killed no less than eleven Polshins. He simply disappeared—at least we can find no one who admits seeing him go anywhere."
 
              Tom Philips suddenly vanished from the room, and Bruce Lawry's image appeared. "He's here, Polshin Coward," said Bruce gently. "Quite safe, thank you. Much safer than you are."
 
              Omallin spun sharply to look at the new image. Angrily he roared at it. "Before I'm through with you and your ilk, you'll learn better than to insult a Polshin!"
 
              "Before I'm through with you and your ilk," replied Bruce, "you'll learn better than to beat women." Bruce noticed the doctor looking at his watch. A slight smile crossed his face. "Three" his lips formed.
 
              Omallin's face turned red with anger. He raved and he shouted at the taunting image. He tore a shock-rod from a Guard's hand, only to remember in time that it would fuse and hurt him.
 
              Finally he quieted. "Stay there then, and watch. Watch what happens to this animal that insulted me. Barnes, give me that grid!"
 
              A Polshin advanced with a broad flat disc of metal, perhaps a half-inch thick. A wire with a small plug trailed from it. Omallin grasped it, and shoved the plug into an accumulator pack he carried. He carried the heating grid over toward Lora. The doctor stepped in front of him.
 
              "Please—you know the girl is sick. I think it would wait."
 
              "Get out of the way, Manning. I don't care what you think. We need that information, and I want to teach that—"
 
              "But—the girl's asleep," said Manning.
 
              "She will wake quick enough."
 
              "Oh, no, really, I'm afraid not. It's delta-morphium. Nothing can wake her within two days, you know. I thought it would hasten her recovery—"
 
              Slowly Omallin's face went white with anger. His body quivered and wavelets dashed up his fat neck to break on the out-jutting reef of his chin. But there was nothing that would disturb Lora.
 
-
 
              Bruce turned to Philips. "Tom they're sending out the general call? Everyone knows the plan?"
 
              "Yes, Bruce. They are beginning now, I think." He turned around and looked at the long row of electroscopes. Fifty men, seated before fifty sets of apparatus, were watching fifty different scenes. These fifty were all equipped with small projectors, capable of throwing voice, and, if necessary, a small scene. Quietly, low voices were speaking into the projector transmitters. "All of the Freedom Members will begin at once to carry out their parts under the General Plan—" Name after name was read out. All over the city the leaders were sending out their signals. The search of the city was barely well under way, it had not been called off by any means. But now—it ended abruptly. From eighty thousand apartments two hundred thousand people began to mill outward. In a moment, the Polshin guards were surrounded by masses of men, moving with such a deceptive air of slow determination, that the Polshins, who had never seen a planned, directed resistance, did not comprehend. Then they tried to use the tactics that had always served against the few half-hysterical attacks they had witnessed. Their shock-rods glowing, they advanced on the nearest of the Plehbs, ordering them angrily back. Around each Polshin six or eight Plehb men appeared, young, powerful Plehb men. Calmly they walked up to the Polshin guards. Crackling discharges of electricity sprang from the shock-rods—and rolled harmlessly off of the blue suits of the Plehbs. The Freedom Scientists had fulfilled their promise. Insulated suits had been distributed. Helpless, the Polshins were disarmed by men twice as strong as they were individually and numerically a hundred times as strong.
 
              It was a wonderfully well-organized movement. Of the three thousand seven hundred and forty-two Polshin Guards, in that city that day, only three hundred and eleven were killed. Sometimes —hate was too strong. And every Plehb of the Freedom movement was equipped with death-dealing weapons now. Sometimes a Plehb would recognize in a captured Polshin the man who took away his mate, or his daughter. Took her into the horrible slavery which every one of them had witnessed time and again on their telectroscopes. And from the least, lowest vertebrate, through all history, every male has fought hardest and most savagely for three things: life, his mate, and his offspring. And of those, perhaps his mate should come first. Never would so unified a movement have been possible without the telectroscope to show what happened to those poor creatures who were taken by the Polshins. It was a wonder so few were killed. Perhaps more would have been murdered had it not been that most of these Polshins were young men, some from foreign cities, and nearly all as yet unmarked by any Plehb as his own prey. And Bruce and his companions had worked hard, had taught and lectured, sought to prevent the venting of vengeance as cruel as anything the Polshins did. In some degree this had been effective, too. But most of all, many and many a Plehb had but a few minutes before seen that a Polshin need not necessarily mean an utterly cruel beast. That day Carl Manning saved a thousand lives.
 
[image: ]
 
-
 
              But in half an hour, N'Yak was in the hands of the Plehbs, utterly and completely. N'Yak underground, that is. For above ground, the Polshins were prepared. With the first sign of the active rising, the Polshins had set up their defenses according to the rules their forefathers had lain down. Great ion guns were mounted before the mouth of every surface tube. The power-controls had been cut—but the Plehb mechanics this time had destroyed the effect to be brought about by this move before it was made. Five material energy generators, each no larger than a man, had been set up, and were supplying all N'Yak with abundant power. They had been set up and connected in, before the Polshins had cut the power controls.
 
              Anxiously Bruce conferred with the men in other cities. In not every city had the rising occurred, only in those which felt certain of success. Eight of the cities of the Union were still under the rule of Polshins, Polshins patrolling in squads, with light ion guns under their arms.
 
              But Bosn, Shkaga, Felfya, all the cities which had been in the Union for any length of time, and possessed any number of proton-guns had revolted. The proton-guns were trained on the surface tubes by Plehbs, where they were not ready to drive out the Polshins unaided, and ion guns covered the tubes in cities where the Plehbs had the balance of power. In some places, both forces protected the tubes.
 
              N'Yak was ready for the next step. Overhead, the telectroscope showed atomic cruisers roaming ceaselessly, watching for any sign of attack. On the ground the surface crews in the gun-tanks, their mighty mounts crawling over the gardens and crushing ornamental bridges, prepared to aid the defense, to keep the rebel Plehbs below.
 
              Bruce piloted the "Freedom I" as she sailed up through the hidden, unsuspected lock the Plehbs had built. Instantly, two huge atomic cruisers bore down on her. Their mighty ion-guns flaming destruction, the stone of the lock crackled in terrific heat, and the ground seemed to burst into flame. But the "Freedom" rode calmly nearer, the ion-flame splitting widely and washing off of her magnetic shield. A rain of the accumulator shells burst in intolerable flame on the outer surface of her momentum-wave driving field.
 
              No material thing could reach the Freedom ships. One, two, finally four of the fighting ships of the N'Yak Union had appeared. A dozen great atomic cruisers clustered and now their heavy radio-frequency beams began to bore in.
 
              Effortlessly, the slumberous giant of material energy smashed the ten million horsepower beams of the atomic cruisers to flaming static discharges.
 
              Bruce moved. Slowly his fingers closed on the proton gun release. From the nose of his ship a blue-green tongue of energy, so stupendous as to be beyond measuring, drove out. Five hundred feet through the air the first discharge crashed its way, the two billion volt protons crushing the molecules of the air to hydrogen and sweeping them along. The electron discharge smashed out, then swiftly the alternations built up. Like a slow-licking solar prominence the unbelievable flame reached out —so slow seeming, yet so swift, the fleeing atomic cruiser vanished suddenly with but a slight alteration in the awful flame. Her magnetic shield was not built to resist two billion volt protons, nor the nearly two billion horsepower that drove them.
 
-
 
              With a long-drawn roar of thunder, the column, the beam had built up for itself in the air, clapped shut, as Bruce cut off his proton tube. There was not so much as dust to fall back when it died. And now the flame licked out again, stretched, and another cruiser puffed into pure, blazing hydrogen gas. And Mother Earth sent up a great tongue of her own lightning in protest, a tongue of power, feeble and unreal in the frightful glare of the released giant of matter.
 
              The atomic cruisers were fleeing toward the N'Yak fortress now. After them the Freedom ships sent a flight of tiny bullets, bullets that glowed strangely as they tore along at speeds greater than meteors, leaving only the smashed ions of air to mark their tail. Driven from momentum-wave guns, they overtook the flying cruisers as readily as on old time rifle bullet overtook an airplane.
 
              One touched a cruiser. Instantly, without sound save the soft puff of a rising tongue of blue flame, the tail of the cruiser seemed to condense, collapse upon itself, then melt away. Disintegrator bullets had destroyed it—bullets that released electrostatic fields of such unimaginable intensity that the matter near them was torn to atoms. Not noisily and flashily, for noise and light are escaping energy, but so efficiently that they were quiet. Only the gaping hole in the tail of the cruiser told the story.
 
              Slowly the five hundred foot ship halted as the air resistance stopped her. Slowly her nose pointed downward, while a dim red glow rose to incandescence, telling of broken power-leads. She vanished altogether in five more sections as other bullets struck her.
 
              And Bruce turned, and looked in vain for another enemy. Four Freedom ships rode unharmed in the air. The Polshin atomic cruisers were gone. No wreckage, no broken bodies remained. Only clear air.
 
              And that day, at Mars Center, a scientist with a peculiarly fresh, youthful face, and deep age-old eyes, smiled as he told the president of the Martian State what he observed. "Earth will redeem your pledge to her soon, John. The seven centuries you mentioned have passed. Today, my instruments were upset badly. At first I thought a solar disturbance had done it. It came from the direction of earth. It was an electric field—a field of an intensity we have never produced. Whatever caused it, anything within its influence must have been reduced to sub-atomic particles."
 
              Bruce Lawry looked down at the fortress. The ten-foot tungsto-iridium walls loomed grey and stolid in the sunlight. A thousand feet in diameter, four hundred high, the fortress was scarred here and there by the wars of the Old Days.
 
              But nothing had ever bitten deeply into her layers of magnetic and radio-frequency screening. No shell had pierced her. No heating ray reached through her screen. A ship, loaded with ultra-powerful explosive had driven at her in suicidal death. But the explosive had not reached her, only flying fragments of the ship.
 
-
 
              The N'Yak fortress was the most powerful in the world. Out of the range of its ion guns, Bruce was watching thoughtfully. Heavy rifles, hurling atomic explosives were firing angrily at him. A solid sheet of rippling flame roared around him, and despite its automatic balances, the "Freedom" wavered in their concussions. Bruce needed no telectroscope to see inside that metal walled fortress., Here was a steel-barred cell, a white bed, and a mass of dark, wavy hair, and a face with closed eyes, and warm, half-smiling lips. Smiling still in sleep over the joke played on Omallin, the joke in which she was the pawn. Behind those metal walls—.
 
              And Bruce could see also the dark-haired slim doctor with a blank look of stupidity on his face, and a deep, human twinkle in his dark eyes. Also behind those metal walls, Manning deserved Bruce's deepest consideration. But more still, by the side of Manning, Bruce seemed to see dozens, scores of Polshin figures, stalwart men—men for all that they were Polshins. Bruce had preached a doctrine and believed it. Despite what had happened, he could still believe it. Some of the Polshins in there were as truly victims of the system as was he, and any Plehb. Victims of a system that taught them utter inconsideration for Plehbs.
 
              And that fort was not like the atomic cruisers. The fort was practically unlimited in its power, even though dependent on atomic rather than material energy. The fort could draw tremendous volumes of the cold, clear water from the broad river flowing near by, volumes great enough to carry away even the millions of horse power that would be lost through the inefficiency of the atomic engines. Then—there was no reason why that fort should not develop two billion or two hundred billion horse power, at least for a short period. True, they used metallic conductors, unaided by the space-columns of the "Freedom" ships—but they used the ten-foot metal wall as a conductor for one polarity as Bruce knew. The other was led through silver pillars ten feet thick. Bruce felt sure he could have reduced it with a few hours struggle. Eventually, even those mighty metal conductors would have given way, for when atoms fight against energy conducted by space, the warp and woof of the universe, the outcome is foredoomed. His four cruisers could have arranged themselves broadside to the fort, allowing both stern and bow proton-tubes to come into action. Each ship turning the full power of those frightful ultra-atomic beams, driven by forces that made and broke suns, eight colossal tongues of energy, then the magnetic deflectors of the fort would have been loaded to the uttermost. And Bruce had still an untried weapon—the magnetic field with these raised also to their maximum, draining and weakening the field of the fort—.
 
              Bruce frowned. Earth would tremble to her core under the opposing stresses of those titanic engines. Her metal heart would strain upward and twist convulsively. N'Yak, Felfya, Bosn, even Piz-bur and Shkaga would be endangered by the upheavals resulting. N'Yak, founded on a rock though she was, would slip slowly into the sea, for below, far below, the deepest level of the city, was the great geological fault line.
 
              Yes—Bruce knew he could crack open that fort. Two things would happen. N'Yak, and the territory for at least five hundred miles around it, would writhe and strain under the pulls of those struggling Titans. And—when finally the magnetic and electric defenses of the fort fell, they would inevitably fall abruptly, like an electric light bulb when the fuse blows out. And as quickly, the hundreds of billions of horsepower, struggling to break down those invisible walls of force, would wash in —and through. Beneath them, the ten-foot walls of practically infusible metal would vanish as a single magnificent tongue of burning hydrogen gas. The walls—and Lora. Lora, and every human thing within it.
 
-
 
              Slowly Bruce looked at the men quietly waiting for his word. Without speaking, he tuned in the stage at Freedom Hall. Philips, Powr, a half-hundred others were looking at him, watching him.
 
              "I can break open the fort in either a thousandth part of a billionth of a second—or within six hours. In either case, no single thing within that fort will continue to exist for even the briefest part of a second after the walls fall. And—N'Yak will slide into the sea, and Mother Earth will strain and heave with the forces I must use. But—I could do it. What are we to do?"
 
              "We cannot say," replied Powr. "You are in complete command of all fighting. Bosn has reached the same position. Shkaga and Felfya. They are waiting for your lead."
 
              "I will come there," decided Bruce. Three ships remained circling the fort. Steadily the fort was sending out streams of every form of destruction they knew. Effortlessly the matter-giant brushed them aside. A tractor beam designed in the old days to pull down a full-fledged atomic battleship reached out, and tugged at one of the Freedom ships till the rocks of N'Yak ground protestingly on each other. Effortlessly the material energies neutralized the pull with the greater power of the momentum waves.
 
              Bruce returned slowly to Freedom Hall. They had won—and not won. It was stalemate now. What solution could they reach? The plan Lora had mentioned? Somehow that did not cover the conditions. It had seemed so simple and right to call down two ships from Felfya, to from Bosn and two from Shkaga, and combine to destroy the fort in that thousand billionth part of a second Bruce had mentioned. Now—new understanding, new contacts had changed the conditions.
 
              Slowly Bruce stepped down from the hundred and fifty foot ship as it landed in its berth.
 
-
 
CHAPTER XII
 
              "I suppose," Omallin's image on the Freedom Hall stage was saying irritably, "those animals are observing us. Have we no privacy whatever left?"
 
              Bruce could not resist the temptation. His image appeared on Omallin's right hand. But now he reduced his image to a foot-high figure. "No, Omallin. You have "nothing any more. Neither privacy, nor power."
 
              Omallin started violently, and pulled his hand away hastily. Then he swatted heavily at the foot-high image—and his hand passed through it unhindered. "Furthermore," Bruce continued, "we can crack that fort of yours like a rotten egg any time we want to."
 
              "Hah," Omallin snorted angrily. "I didn't notice that you did it. A fort is a very different thing from a light atomic cruiser."
 
              "Our Freedom ships are also very different. Your stupidity is too great for me to convince you short of actually destroying it. And then, of course, you would no longer exist. I may truly say that in all probability you will die unconvinced."
 
              "Animal! For centuries we have proven our superiority, and when, for five minutes, you gain some slight advantage, you presume to claim the control."
 
              Bruce shook his head slowly. "Animals—human beings. You are an animal also, Omallin. A swine I think. We are not only five minutes ahead of you. We are five thousand years ahead. We have all the civilization earth ever had at our disposal, and with this very machine I have seen the face of the men living on the planets, from Mercury to Jupiter's moons.
 
              "We have all you ever had, all we ourselves have developed—and all the things that the Planets have developed through the seven long centuries, while earth slipped back and back to the vicious feudal system that produced you. Do you know that your Polshin President Mukarty in Washun is also in the great metal fortress , there—surrounded by circling ships just like those over your heads? Your Polshin power has fallen. In some places advance is slower, since bur organization is so new. Therefore we are waiting yet a little."
 
              "The planets! The planets! Impossible," roared a Polshin councillor. "I have read the science of the Old Days and I know that no possible telescope could show such scenes."
 
              Bruce laughed gently. "The latest record you have is surely seven centuries old. Look—and decide. This is Mars Center." In the place of Bruce's image, on the table in the N'Yak fortress appeared a ten-inch globe of Mars, a globe that revolved with a majestic slowness that lent even this tiny image a mighty grandeur. The globe expanded till it was five feet through, then slowly the edges faded, till only one city, Mars Center, with its looming, stately towers, showed.
 
              Then this vanished, and Jupiter with his nine moons, great and small, appeared, grew, and the great, sprawling city, Jove, centered on the table.
 
              And Bruce reappeared. "Seven centuries the Planets have advanced—and we have done a bit ourselves.
 
              "I am troubling to speak to you only because certain of the Polshins within your walls are fit to live. We can of course destroy that fort—but we would destroy some worthwhile lives. Even a few of our own.
 
              "If you will lower your magnetic shields, we can promise life to some of you. And all of your people will be tried justly before a court of the men from the Planets. Do you know the Pledge of the Planets? Did your ancestors take down the words of John Montgomery that day when Interplanetary left Earth? They have waited, and they will help earth now. Take down your walls, and accept trial. Otherwise—"
 
              "Otherwise?" snorted Omallin, "your bluff will fail. In all the wars of earth, wars that would make your puny rebellion laughable, this fort was never so much as endangered.
 
              "And—otherwise you will have to kill nearly three hundred of your own animal species. Including this Lora, who seems to be one of your leaders."
 
              "I have a proposition in return," Omallin's fat lips smiled. "We can exist here forever, as you know. We like the gardens, however, so I will make this proposition. We will begin at once, and for nearly a whole year we can keep on, killing one of your animals each day— and all day long. The third one can be this Lora, for she will awake then. If you gain wisdom, you can turn over to us one of your ships, your leaders, and these seeing machines. In return we will consider giving you certain privileges."
 
-
 
              From beyond Bruce in the Freedom Hall came a mighty, angry roar of sound. It echoed through the transmitter, and into the metal-walled room where Omallin sat. A Plehb jumped up beside Bruce, and furiously he denounced the Polshins. "For every Plehb you harm—ten of the Polshins we have captured shall die as they die!"
 
              Omallin shrugged. "It is not I," he replied. "That is the difference between such animals as you and a Polshin."
 
              "Your stupidity is too great," sighed Bruce, returning to his position as the furious man was drawn away. "I was afraid you would believe nothing. However, I will give you two days to consider it. Also, we will communicate with others of the people within your fort."
 
              "The first Plehb shall begin to die now," roared Omallin, rising to his feet, and shaking his fat fist at Bruce's figure, "and she shall pay for those repeated insults."
 
              Bruce cut off the switch slowly, his face grey. He turned to the Freedom audience, and spoke slowly. "There seems to be nothing we can do. There is only one hope and a faint one. But I will try it. I have been studying at the University on Mars Central these past months—perhaps I have gained a new viewpoint that may help. Otherwise—there is nothing I can do. Since that is so—perhaps—it would be better —if we did not watch Omallin for a while."
 
              Bruce left the platform, and hurried away to his laboratory. His fellow scientists were arriving rapidly now, returning to their work. Bruce called them to him, and rapidly gave to each of them an experiment to perform—all directed toward one end. And he himself worked at the one, determining, key experiment.
 
              Each faint sound in the laboratory, each hum of apparatus and sound of low voices seemed to ring shrill in his ears. Shrill—shrill as a tortured woman's scream heard through echoing corridors.
 
              Bruce shook his head, and concentrated on the delicate task before him. Presently lathes began to turn, and the cry of the cut metal brought back the shrill ringing. Impatiently Bruce tossed his head, then bent lower, closer to his work.
 
              Hours passed swiftly. Reports came in from outside, reports of progress in Bosn and Shkaga, in cities from San Friso to Myami. Everywhere Polshins were bottled up in fortresses, cut off from communication with the rest of the world by the washing, roaring static that the material energy engines were setting up now. No radio waves could penetrate it, and frightened Polshins conferred and trembled. But land-lines, deep buried and protected, some secret and hidden, maintained communication between cities on the continent. All were waiting for the N'Yak decision. Some had decided to try similar tactics. Bruce thought of that with an infinite pain. With freedom so near for those victims —this!
 
-
 
              And reports were coming from the scientists of the Freedom laboratories. In other cities, Freedom men were working, though here in N'Yak the best were gathered under Bruce. Working, seeking to do what they had never been able hitherto to accomplish.
 
              The first day passed. And now the second dawned, and ceaselessly Bruce worked on. He would not sleep. Around him other men drove themselves on. But one by one they were forced to drop out as unsteady hands, weighted by fatigue, jarred delicate experiments into oblivion.
 
              Bruce would not stop. But Dr. Grant finally stopped him with a bit of drug in the food Bruce allowed himself. For five hours Bruce would sleep, sleeping so intensively he would wake refreshed, as from twelve hours of sleep. His assistant Director carried on the work, glimpsing vaguely the trend Bruce had established.
 
              It was late in the second day when Bruce woke, furiously angry at first. Then he realized Dr. Grant's wisdom, and slipped back into his place.
 
              First the reports of outside affairs came in. Half the Polshins in the N'Yak fortress were nearly ready to believe the Plehbs could do as they claimed. The rest were utterly unconvinced. There would be no yielding on their part. Plehbs were animals.
 
              A large Polshin audience had dropped in from time to time to witness Omallin's—resistance. Manning had risked his life for the Plehbs, and one hundred and three Plehbs slept now under delta-morphium for the full three days it allowed. But Manning was in a cell himself, awaiting action on Omallin's part.
 
              A second victim was the object of Omallin's resistance now: he was adhering faithfully to his program. His first victim had died for twelve and a half hours.
 
              Hurriedly Bruce turned to the Laboratory reports. He thought of Lora, not of the one assistant he needed most now, but of Lora, faintly stirring to wakefulness now, as the drug in her veins was gradually absorbed.
 
              The laboratory reports were good— but somehow something seemed lacking. Rapidly his mind ran over every possible item that could help. It was a clearer, refreshed mind.
 
              And then, in the way of man's mind, it functioned. A dog learns a trick slowly, by elimination of those moves which produce no results. A man does not do the thing at all—or suddenly knows the whole secret, and the direct way to its accomplishment. Bruce saw.
 
              With a sudden shout that stopped work over all the Laboratory he sprang to his feet. "Buck—Hal—Will—and Brady. Come here." In syllables so swift his hearers could scarcely follow, he told them what he wanted. Instantly he turned to his task. The problem that had baffled them seemed solved!
 
              In two hours, the first of the apparatus began to arrive, the new devices. Instantly Bruce and his assistants began setting it up, attaching it to the great telectroscope in Freedom Hall. In three hours, half the work was done, in four, it was completed. New apparatus, untried in connection, was ready. The transfer of ALL the electron waves was to be attempted! The transfer of not merely one ten-thousandth part of the whole—but All of it.
 
              "I don't want to try it on a human —even yet—"
 
              "Yes, you do, Bruce. There is one human—" interrupted Powers. "And we may hope by this time—that it fails in her case."
 
-
 
              Slowly Bruce's .color drained from his cheeks. With a steady hand he adjusted the great machine, focussed it, and turned it on. A room appeared in the N'Yak fortress. A bare metal room, with a half-dozen scarlet figures. Five of them were Polshins, scarlet because of their clothing. The sixth—
 
              Bruce worked with all the rapidity he could muster. One of the Polshins was wrapping electric resistance wire around the sixth figure, a bound, softly moaning figure. Cautiously Bruce advanced a control, and a light, hazy outline surrounded the sixth figure on the Freedom Hall stage. Under Bruce's manipulation the haze condensed, and only the additional solidification told of the added apparatus's work. Abruptly Bruce drove home a plunger switch. A mighty humming roar echoed through the great auditorium, the straining pull of the matter-giant, as the entire structure of the Universe was altered by one small fraction.
 
              Then it died, died as abruptly as it had come. On the stage the sixth form crumpled slowly to the floor. The five others started back in amazement and terror—then rushed forward to pass their hands through the spot where the material, physical body now lay. Bruce had set up a new electron-wave pattern, and instantaneously the electrons, the protons, then atoms that had made up that girl's body, simply WEREN'T where they had been, but in a new position—on Freedom Hall stage.
 
              Dr. Grant was kneeling over the blood stained figure. She was moaning no longer. Bruce joined him, tense and white. Slowly, the doctor turned his face up to Bruce. "I'm sorry Bruce— life is too marvelously delicate a balance for the titanic forces you need to hurl matter out of existence, and back into existence elsewhere. It was not her condition. The vitameter shows that every individual cell is dead, even the lowest types, the hair cells and finger nail cells—though that may be because of what they did to her.
 
              "I think that you have set yourself an impossible task, Bruce. How much power did you use in doing this?"
 
              "Three and one-half hundred billion horsepower hours. I killed her."
 
              "She would thank you Bruce, you know that. But don't you see that such a titanic power—more than even this whole city uses in a year—is too much for life to be associated with?"
 
              "When will Lora wake, Grant?" asked Bruce softly.
 
              Grant looked at his wristwatch. "She should wake about now or soon, Bruce."
 
              "I will bring her—when she wakes." Slowly Bruce sat down. He looked at the great machine with dull eyes. Utter quiet reigned in Freedom Hall. A pair of soft-shod hospital attendants came, and covered the body on the stage. Softly they carried it away.
 
              Every eye seemed turned on them as they walked unhindered through the immaterial images that were dashing madly about on the stage, noiseless, unreal.
 
              Then Bruce began to laugh, softly and with such genuine merriment, that Dr. Grant turned to him with a face suddenly whiter and more drawn than before. Bruce looked up at him with a smiling, teasing face. There was nothing insane in that face.
 
              "No, I'm all right Grant. Everything's all right! You see, just for a moment I wasn't thinking, because everything was so concentrated on that hope of bringing Lora out of the fortress that way. But just think—look."
 
-
 
              Again Bruce was at the controls. A In an instant the scene had shifted, it was Lora's cell now, the girl stirring slowly to consciousness on her bed. Bruce projected himself, and his image bent over by the side of Lora's bed.
 
              "Lora," he said, "Lora dear—it's Bruce." Slowly the lids raised, the long lashes curved upward.
 
              "Bruce—the joke worked, didn't it?" She paused, suddenly fuller consciousness returned, and the laughing glint in her eyes changed. They were suddenly very intent and thoughtful. "Bruce, what did you call me?"
 
              "I called you Lora—Lora, dear. Do 1 you mind?"
 
              "Oh—," sudden animation came to her. She sat up abruptly, clutching the blanket to her. "Then—then I'm not—■ your laboratory assistant."
 
              Bruce laughed softly. "I suppose you are—but that's not all, you see."
 
              With that point settled, other things could reach Lora's consciousness. She saw for the first time the steel bars that had been there when she dropped off into the long sleep. "Bruce—where am I? In the same place?" There was fright in her voice now. "I've been here two days? You couldn't get in?"
 
              "Not till five minutes ago, Lora. I have now, though. I can transport matter entire by the process, transport it as far as I can project an image of normal size."
 
              "Then you can get me out?"
 
              A cloud came over his face. "No, Lora, I have tried it, and it won't transport life. Dr. Grant says the forces involved are too mighty for life to endure. I tried once, but—but the experiment failed. It's all right though, because you see, dear, no substance in all the Universe can endure these forces. See, your bars." Bruce's image vanished from the cell, but there was a sudden enormous tension, a tension that seemed to draw at her very soul. Quietly, without a sound, the great steel door dissolved away—quietly as the noiseless ships of the Freedom Union—the quietness of the Matter Giant at work.
 
              Bruce reappeared. "I have other work to do with this now. Omallin wouldn't surrender. I couldn't break down his magnetic defenses without rocking earth to her heart. So now I must leave you for a brief while, dear, while I finish the work. I will bring you a white robe of the Freedom Union, and a telectroscope, and the twin tubes before I go through."
 
              He melted away again, and where he had been, a white robe, a small telectroscope, and the twin pistols of the Freedom Union came gently into existence. Laughing in her heart, Lora rose, and went to them.
 
              Fat Omallin was quivering and ordering and shrieking threats and vengeance. Two score Polshins, most of them young Polshin Guardsmen, were watching the performance with growing signs of disgust. The more Omallin realized their feelings, the more their barbs penetrated his thick intellectual hide, the more he disintegrated. His eyes were wide and frightened in their folds.
 
              Gradually a cold silence fell about him, and his voice died slowly into silence too. Steady, hard-eyed gazes were bent on him. These young men saw in him for the first time the weakness and degeneracy that he represented.
 
              A low voice spoke. Spoke from the air. "Disgusting performance, Omallin. It won't do you any good anyway. I told you I could crack that nut-shell of yours anytime I wanted to. Omallin, will you come down to the power-room with me?"
 
-
 
              Omallin shrieked as a solid something pushed him gently. Fast as his fat legs could carry him he ran for his own private room. A solid something turned him aside at the doorway, pushed him, forced him toward the power room. Whimpering, his face glazed with a cold sweat, he was forced along. There was solidity in the image now, not absolute solidity, but enough to force him.
 
              Behind him trailed some forty-five Polshin Guardsmen. Down the corridor they went, then down an elevator that mysteriously took on volition of its own, down to the depths beneath the ground level, into the lowest level of the N'Yak Fortress. There was a great, smooth, humming roar here. Rivers of cold water, nearly five million gallons a minute, were rushing through the huge pumps. The great atomic generators hummed and chuckled softly to themselves, the half-dozen Polshin Wartechs, who ran them, seeming tiny among their grey bulks. Long silver columns led across the vast cavern to apparatus on the same Titan's scale.
 
              "I didn't want to do it," said the voice calmly," because we would have wracked old Mother Earth in the doing. So I'll do it this way. I'll take Burner I of bank, A first, I think—"
 
              Bruce wasn't gentle this time, and besides, instead of merely bringing it back to the N'Yak Hall, he was throwing it away, out in space a hundred thousand miles from earth. The soul-wrenching tension built up, and suddenly there was a terrible, ear-tearing scream, the scream as of a living animal in pain, almost—
 
              The outlines of the first of the great generators faded away, in its deep interior they could see the burning fires. Then—the fires blossomed in a sudden explosion of heat and light for the billionth part of a second, a vast flower of blue-violet flame.
 
              Then there was nothing. Only the thunderous roar of the air rushing in to fill a sudden vacuum.
 
              There were ten of those thunderous roars. Ten times the whole vast N'Yak Fortress shuddered to them and in her cell fifteen floors above, Lora smiled as she heard them. Bruce was not being gentle, as he tore the living heart out of the N'Yak Fortress.
 
              "I think you'd better start back," said Bruce. "I'm going to take two of the pump battery now." Omallin realized suddenly that the solid thing had released him. His legs pumped desperately up the ramp to the elevator. It would still work, as the lights still worked, for the accumulators remained, intact and charged. Behind him he heard again two roaring blasts—and a new sound. The sound of thundering, rushing water. Water draining in the opened forty-foot ducts from the Hudson and the Atlantic.
 
              Presently, as the elevator, loaded to capacity, began its slow rise, Omallin heard the crackle and spit of shorted electrical circuits.
 
              His face was pasty when he stepped from the elevator at his own level. The Polshin Guardsmen were still with him.
 
              And—the voice was still with him. It was hard now. Hard and grim and stern. "Omallin, I wanted you to see that, and to know your power was definitely crushed. Omallin, you are something so savagely, horribly monstrous, so utterly inhuman and beyond human consideration, so far gone in the depths of the degeneracy, the worlds need you. You should be preserved for all time, so that men may know what they can fall to."
 
-
 
              Omallin didn't get the sense of what Bruce said. He only heard "the worlds need you" and "preserved for all time," and a look of cunning hope spread over his face. The eyes slitted once more—perhaps a bargain remained to him—life and Plehb girls too, perhaps—
 
              His face remained that way. Bruce saw it, and realized that never again could he hope for so perfect an expression. A terrible tension built up in the room, a tension that leapt and crackled in static discharges like miniature lightning, roaring and snapping, driving back the Polshin Guardsmen from about Omallin. And Omallin remained rigid, the same expression fixed on his face. But slowly, something was happening to him as the Matter Giant tore and strained and pushed at the atoms that made him. He was shrinking, and his color was fading. Slowly he shrank, and slowly the color faded, and a strange luster came, a dull silvery luster—
 
              Three minutes passed before the tension vanished, and the shrinking stopped. Then—Omallin stood on the floor.
 
              On his face was the same expression of leering, cunning lust, the same fat jowls and pouched eyes. But there was no color in the face, and it was a face gleaming with a dull, smooth metallic luster. And Omallin stood only some few inches tall, but he was really quite valuable, even in those days, for he was solid iridium, every atom of him, and he weighed two hundred and ninety pounds, just as he had before.
 
              Forty-five Polshin Guardsmen, their faces as white as the metal face of the statuette that would endure for untold millenia unchanged, uncorroded, stormed down the wide hallway—anywhere away—
 
-
 
Epilogue
 
              John Montgommery's age-old eyes, in their setting in his fresh, youthful face, were burning with a light of happiness. Bruce La wry and Lora stood before him on the platform of Interplanetary Hall at Mars Center. Beside them stood a telectroscope, and on its stage was an image of Freedom Hall in N'Yak, one hundred and thirty-seven million, five hundred thousand miles away.
 
              "You, Bruce Lawry, can have no conception of my feelings in greeting you officially here. You have not lived through my more than seven hundred years, you have not waited while thirty generations of men came and went about you, waited through decades and through centuries hoping always to hear from the planet it has been your duty to isolate from all contact with her sister worlds, waited and wondered what things were going on.
 
              "Six months ago our scientists first announced that they had detected across all the gulf of space the tremendous force-fields you were using, and for the first time the centuries of waiting seemed insupportable.
 
              "In the Pledge of the Planets, seven centuries ago I promised that the planets would help earth in settling her problems. I said you must come with a new ship, bringing a new invention. You have come bringing such gifts as we have never imagined possible. You have shown us exact images of planets circling a star three hundred and fifty-seven light-years distant. You have shown us matter at the heart of the sun, and matter in the very nebulae.
 
              "And unaided, earth has all but settled her own problems.
 
              "It is earth who should welcome us back into the intercourse of Planets," Montgommery paused. Then from the table he took a small metal key. For long seconds he looked at it, then slowly raised his face to Bruce Lawry.
 
              "Seven centuries ago I watched while this key was cut. I wondered then how long it would lie in our vaults.
 
              "Today I brought it out. You cannot know my happiness in giving to you this key to the Sealed Chamber. Never again will I have to pass that closed door with the memories and thoughts I have endured."
 
 
 
The End
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