DR CYCLOPS

by Henry Kut ner
CHAPTER |

Canp in the Jungle

Bl LL STOCKTON stood in the compound gate, watching Pedro drivino the mules
down to the river pasture. The swarthy half-breed' s face was split by a broad
grin; he twirled his black rmustache and sang | oudly of a cantina in Buenos
Aires, thousands of nmiles to the east.

“How t he devil does he do it?” Stockton nmpaned, shaking the perspiration out
of his eyes. “I can hardly drag nyself around in this heat. And that guy
actually sings— Yet it wasn't only the heat, Stockton knew. There was nore
toit than that. A feeling of sonbre nenace—hung heavy above this wilderness
encanprent. During the weeks of jungle travel fromthe Andes, through

tropi cal swanp and pest-infested jungle, the feeling had grown stronger. It
was in the humd, sticky air. It was in the sickly-sweet, choking perfunme of
the great orchids that grew outside the stockade. Mbst of all, it was in the

actions of Dr. Thorkel

“He’ s supposed to be the greatest scientific wizard of the age,” Stockton

t hought skeptically. “But for my money he's nuts. Sends a nessage to the
Royal Acadeny denmandi ng the services of a biologist and a mneral ogi st, and
then asks us to look into a mcroscope. That's all. Wn't even let us get

i nside that nud house of his!”

There was reason for Stockton’s bitterness. He had been literally forced into
this adventure. Hardy, the mneral ogist, had been taken ill at Lima, and Dr.
Bul fi nch, his coll eague, had sought vainly for a substitute. None was

avail able. None, that is, save for a certain beachconber who was goi ng
rapidly to hell with the aid of a native girl, bad gin, and rubber checks.

Bul finch’s assistant, Dr. Mary Phillips, had solved the problem She had
bought up the bad checks, threatened Stockton with jail if he refused to cone
al ong. Under the circunstances, the one-tinme mneral ogi st had shrugged and
acceded. Now he was wondering if he had made a m st ake.

There was menace here. Stockton sensed it, with the psychic keenness of a
prof essi onal adventurer. Secrecy was all around him Wy was the nine yard
general ly kept locked, if the mne actually was worthless, as Thorke
contended? Wy had Thor kel seened so excited when Stockton had mentioned the
iron crystals, crystals Thorkel had been unable to see because of his weak

vi si on?

Then, too, there was the nmatter of the Dicotylinae—ertain bones Mary Phillips
had found. They were the bones of a native wild pig, but the nmolar surfaces
had proved it a species of midget swine entirely unknown to sci ence—four
inches long at maturity. That was odd.

Finally, only an hour ago, Thorkel had blandly said good-bye, only
twenty-three hours after the arrival of his guests. Bulfinch had, Stockton
mused with a chuckle, thrown a fit. The goatish face had gone gray; the
unkenpt Vandyke had bristl ed.

“Are you attenpting to intimate that you sumoned nme—br. Rupert Bul fi nch—ten
thousand mles just to ook into a microscope?” he had roared.



“Correct,” Thorkel had answered, and went back to his nmud house.

So far, so good. But there was trouble ahead. Neither Bulfinch nor Mary
woul d t hink of |eaving, even though that neant defiance of Thorkel. And
Thorkel, Stockton felt, was a dangerous customer, col d-bl ooded and
unscrupulous. His round face, with its bristling nmustache and bal d done,
could settle into grim deadly Lines.

Moreover, fromthe first a quiet, unspoken sort of conflict had arisen between
Thor kel and Baker, the guide who had acconpani ed the party fromthe Andes.

St ockt on shrugged and gave it up

Dr. Bulfinch came up behind Stockton and touched his arm There was repressed
excitement in the biologist’'s goatish face.

“Conme along,” he said softly. “I’ve found sonething.”

Stockton followed Bul finch into a nearby tent. Mary Phillips was there,
mounting the bones of the m dget pig. She was, Stockton thought, much too
pretty to be a biologist. A wealth of red-gold hair cascaded over her
shoul ders, and she had a face that bel onged on the silver screen rather than
in the lab. She also had a hell of a tenper.

“Hell o, beautiful,” said Stockton

“Ch, shut up,” the girl murrmured. “What’'s the matter, Dr. Bul finch?”

The biol ogi st thrust a rock sanple at Stockton.

“Test this.”

The younger nan’s eyes w dened.

“This isn't—hell, it can’t bel!l”

“You’ ve seen pitchblende before,” Bulfinch said with heavy sarcasm
“Where' d you get it?” Stockton asked, excited.

“Baker found it near the mine shaft. |It’s uraniumore,” he said

quietly, “and it’s a hundred tines richer than any deposit ever

di scovered. No wonder Thorkel wants to Get rid of us!” Mentally

St ockt on added, “And |’'LL bet he wouldn't stop at nurder to shut US Up

“Good God!” Bulfinch whispered. “Radium Think of the nmedical benefits of
such a find—the help it can give to science!”

There was an interruption. A black streak shot into the tent, followed by a
gaunt, disreputable dog, barking wildly. The two circled a table and fled
out side again. There was the sound of a scuffle.

Hastily Stockton raised the tent-flap. Pedro, Thorkel’s man-of-all-work, was
hol ding the dog, while a cat retreated hastily into the distance.



The hal f-breed | ooked up with a flash of white teeth. “I amsorry.

This foolish Paco— He pulled the dog’'s tail. “He does not know he can never
catch Satanas. He just wants to play, though. Since Pinto went away, he is
| onesone. ”

“Yeah?” Stockton asked, eying the man. “Wo was Pinto?”

“My Little mule. Ah, Pinto was smart. But not smart enough, | suppose.”
Pedro shrugged expressively. “Poor nule.”

A man cane out of the gathering twilight—a tall, rangy figure, with a

hard-bitten, harsh face—a Puritan gone to seed.

“Hel | o, Baker,” Stockton grunted.

“Bul finch told you about the radiun?” Baker said, wthout preanble.

“It’s valuable, eh?”

“Yeah. Plenty valuable.” Stockton's eyes narrowed. “I’ve been wondering
about that. Wbndering why you were so anxious to come al ong when you coul d

have sent a native. Maybe you' d heard about this radium nmine, eh?”

Baker’s harsh face did not change, but he sent a glance of sheer black hatred
toward the house.

“I don’t blane you,” he said under his breath. “It does | ook screwy.

But—+isten, Bill, | had a good reason for wanting to come here. If 1'd cone
al one, Thorkel would have been suspici ous—shot ne on sight, maybe.

I"d have had no chance at all to investigate— “lInvestigate what?”
St ockt on asked inpatient]y.

“l used to know a little native girl. N ce kid. Mra, her nanme was.

| —-ell, |I thought a lot of her. One day she went off to act as Thorkel's
housEkeeper. And that was the last | ever heard of the girl.”

“She isn't here now,” Stockton said. “Unless she's in the house.”

Baker shook his head. “I’ve been talking to Pedro. He says Mra was here—and
di sappeared. Like Pinto, his albino nule.”

The swift tropic night had fallen. A bright noon silvered the conpound.

And suddenly the two nen heard the faint, shrill neigh of a horse, fromthe
direction of Thorkel’s house.

Si mul t aneously the figure of Pedro appeared, running frombehind a tent. e
cried, “Pinto! M mule Pinto is in the house. He has cone back!”



Before the hal f-breed could reach the door of the house, it opened abruptly.
Thor kel appeared. In the moonlight his bald head and gl eam ng, thick-Iensed
spect acl es | ooked oddly i nhuman.

“Well, Pedro?” he asked quietly, in a sneering voice.

The other jerked to a halt. He noistened his lips.

“I't is Pinto, senor— he whispered.

“You are imagining things,” Thorkel said, with cold enphasis. “Go back to
your work. Do you think 1’'d keep a nmule in the house?”

A new voi ce broke in.
“Just what do you keep in there, Doctor?”

It was Bulfinch. The biologist enmerged fromthe tent and approached, a | ean
gaunt figure in the noonlight. Mary was behind him Baker and Stockton
joined the group. Thorkel held the door closed behind him

“That is nothing to you,” he said, icily.

“On the contrary,” Bulfinch snapped,
until 1 have received an expl anation.”

as | told you, | intend to remain here

“And as | told you,” Thorkel said, alnost whispering, “you do so at your own
peril. 1 will not tolerate interference or prying. M secrets are ny own. |
warn you: | shall protect those secrets!”

“Are you threatening us?” the biol ogist grow ed.

Thor kel suddenly snil ed.

“I'f I showed you what | have in my house, | think you would-regret it,” he
observed, a suggestion of subtle menace in his silky tones. “l wish to be
left alone. If | find you still here tonorrow norning, | shall take ..

protective neasures.”

H s eyes, behind the thick-lensed spectacles, included the group in one

om nous gl ance. Then, w thout another word, he reentered the house, | ocking
the door behind him

“Still staying, Doc?” Stockton asked. Bulfinch grow ed.

“I certainly am?”

There was a brief pause. Then Pedro, who had been listening intently, nmade a
conmandi ng gest ure.

“Come with me. | will show you sonething— He hurried around the corner of
t he house, trailed by the dog Paco.

Bul finch, his thin lips working, followed, and so did the others.
A tall bamboo fence bl ocked their way. Pedro pointed, and applied his eye to

a crack. Stockton tested the gate, which had previously been open. It was
barred now, so he joined Pedro and the others



“Wait,” the half-breed whispered. “l have seen this before.”

They could see the mine-shaft, with a crude wi ndlass surnmounting it.

And then a gross, strange figure entered their range of vision It resenbl ed,
at first glance, a man in a diving suit. Every inch of the stocky body was
covered with the rubberlike fabric. A cylindrical helmet shielded the head.
Through two round eyepl ates coul d be seen the heavy spectacles of Dr.

Thor kel

“Uh- huh,” Stockton whispered. “Protective suit. Radiuns dangerous stuff.”

Thorkel went to the mine and began to turn the w ndlass. Abruptly Stockton
felt a hand touch his arm He turned.

It was Baker.

“Come along,” the other said softly. “I’ve opened the door. Cheap | ock—and
Mary uses hairpins. Now we'll be able to see what he’'s got hidden in that
house.”

“Si!  The doctor will be busy in the yard for a long tine—= Pedro said,
noddi ng.

Silently the group retraced their steps. The door of the nud house was ajar.
Fromwi thin canme the sound of a shrill neigh, incredibly high and thin...
CHAPTER I |

The Littl e People

THE ROOM was di sappoi ntingly bare. Across fromthe front door was anot her
apparently leading to the nine yard. Another door was in the right-hand wall,

and a small mca wndow was let into it.

There were heavy wooden chairs, a work-bench, and a table bearing nicroscope
and not ebooks. On the bench were several small w cker baskets.

Littered carel essly about the floor were a rack of test-tubes, books, a
beaker, two or three small boxes, and a dirty shirt or two.

Pedro pointed to the floor.

“Hoof prints—Pinto was here, yes!”

Mary bent over the microscope, while Bulfinch exani ned the notebooks.
“Thi eves!”

Thorkel stood in the doorway |eading to the nmine yard, his eyes glaring behind
the glasses. He was whitely livid with rage.

“So you woul d steal ny discoveries. You have no right here! You are nerely
nmy enpl oyees whom | have di scharged and instructed to | eave!”

He saw t he notebook in Bulfinch's hand, and his voice rose to a scream of
r age.



“My notes!”

St ockt on and Baker seized himas he sprang at the biologist. Bulfinch snled
col dly.

“Restrain yourself, Dr. Thorkel. Your actions are not reassuring. °

Thor kel rel axed, panting.

“I -you have no right here.”

“You are behaving irrationally. For your own good, and for the benefit of

sci ence, | nust demand an explanation. To |eave you here in the jungle would

be not hing short of crimnal. You are grossly overworked.

You are not”-he hesitated—not in a nornmal state nmentally. There is no reason
to be suspicious or to fear persecution.”

Thor kel sighed, renmoved his glasses, and rubbed his blind eyes with a weary
gesture. “T amsorry,” he murmnured.

“Perhaps you are right, Doctor. |—+ amexperinmenting with radi oactivity.”
He went to the nica-paned door and opened it, revealing a small closet, plated
with lead. Fromthe ceiling hung a projector, resenbling the type used

medically to treat cancer by radiumrays.

“This is ny condensor,” Thorkel said. “You may examine it, Dr. Bulfinch. |
must trust you—+ have shown this to no one else in the world.”

Bul finch entered the closet. The others were at his heels, intently
scrutinizing the projector which seened the heart of the nystery.

Pedro paid no attention. He was opening, one by one, the boxes on the bench.
And, abruptly, he paused, transfixed with astonishnment. His lips formed the
word, “Pinto!”

A white nule was within the box. An albino nmule, no nore than eight inches
hi gh!

“Pedro!” Thorkel called sharply. The half-breed sprang up. Hi s el bow
overturned the box, which clattered to the floor

The midget mu]e was flung out. Only Thorkel and Pedro saw the beast as it
struggl ed up and raced across the floor

The door was still ajar. The mannikin animal fled out into the night.
For a second Thorkel’s eyes clashed with Pedro’s.
“Come here,” the scientist said tonelessly. “lI want you to see this, too.”

The hal f-breed went toward Thorkel, his face bl ank with amazenent.

“What —what has happened to— Thorkel smiled. He pointed to the closet where
the others were still exami ning the projector. Pedro turned to | ook

Thorkel moved with the swiftness of an uncoiled steel spring. He struck at
Pedro. Caught unawares, the half-breed was hurled into the closet. The door



sl ammed shut behind him

Thorkel locked it with a swift novenent. H s hand cl osed on one of the
switches nearby; he pulled it down. Instantly there was a | ow hum which rose
swiftly to a sibilant crackling buzz.

Green light blazed through the m ca w ndow.

From a shel f Thorkel took a heavy hel met and donned it. He |eaned forward to
peer through the mca pane.

“Thi eves!” he whispered. “I told you to go! | could not force you-but if
you insist on staying, | must be sure that you will not interfere with ny
experiments or try to steal ny secret. So you wished to help ne, Dr.

Bul finch? Well, you shall—-but not quite as you expected ! “ Thorkel’s

| aught er rose above the crackling snarl of the condensor

The infra-red | anp suspended fromthe ceiling sent down a rich, warm gl ow.
Beneath it was a glass dish, containing a colorless liquid that was boiling
gently, warmed by an electrode. Fromthe dish steamed a whitish vapor which
shrouded the floor, alnost hiding the di moutlines nearby.

One of these figures withed and sat up, tearing away the sil ken w appi ngs
that bound it. The swart face of Pedro appeared. He sprang up, knee-deep in
t he white vapor, coughing and choking for breath.

Besi de himanother formstirred. Bill Stockton rose shakily, breathing in
great gasps.

“Air—air’s better up here ... what the hell!” Discovering that he was naked
save for the si]k shroud, he adjusted it, |ooking rather |like a Roman, with
his hal sh eagle face and keen eyes.

Mary and Baker were the next to appear. Then canme the grimface of Dr.
Bul fi nch. For a monent each was busy adjusting their nmakeshift garnents.

“Where are we?” Pedro gasped. “I cannot see— He choked and coughed.

“Cal mdown,” Bulfinch said curtly. “W won't be asphyxiated.” He sniffed and
gl anced at the |light above. “Ozone, amonia, hum dity, tenperature—al cul ated
to revive consciousness.”

“Where are we?” Mary asked. “In the m ne?”

They coul d not see beyond the small circle of light. Stockton gripped Pedro’s
arm

“You know this place better than we do. Where are we? Wat’'s Thorkel done?”
Suddenly horror grew in Pedro’s eyes as he renenbered sonet hi ng.

“Pinto,” he gasped. “He has nade Pinto—tittle!”

“Nuts,” Stockton grunted. “Let’s grab hands and feel our way around.

Cone on!”

“He has made nme little like my nule!” Pedro whispered.



Wthout warning the faint red glow of the lanp faded and died. It was al npst
utterly black. Stockton felt Mary’s hand tighten in his own, and squeezed it
reassuringly.

Li ght shafted in whitely. Instantly Stockton saw that they were in a cellar
at the foot of a flight of stairs that led up to an openi ng door

On the threshold stood Dr. Thorkel, |ooking down at them Satanas, the cat,
crouched by the scientist’s feet.

“He has made us little!” Pedro screaned.
And it was true! Thorkel was—a giant! A thirty-foot titan towered over themn
The cell ar door seemed as big as a two-story house; Satanas was a

sabre-toot hed tiger!

Bul fi nch was chal k-white. He sprang back suddenly as Satanas spat down at the
tiny group. Thorkel hastily bent down and picked up the cat.

H s voice was booni ng thunder
“No, no—you nust not frighten them” he told the cat. Thorkel stepped down
into the cellar, and the others shrank fromthis colossus. Mary’'s voice rose

in a scream

“CGood,” said Thorkel. *“Vocal cords uninpaired, eh? You have no tenperature?
Dr. Bulfinch, will you be good enough to take the pul se of your conpani ons?”

Pedro broke and raced for the stairway. Thorkel nodded, smling.

“Little creatures—their first instinct is to escape. Run if you like, then.”
And the wee folk fled...
Cinmbing those stairs was a feat. Each tread came up to their breasts.

But, pushing, pulling, scranbling, the mniature humans swarmed up toward the
light. Soon they were gone fromsight. Thorkel put down the cat and
foll owed, shutting the cellar door. He turned to glance around the room

The little people had hidden thensel ves.

“Come out. You have nothing to fear,” he said snmoothly.

Thor kel waited, and then sank down into a chair.

“Where is your scientific spirit, Dr. Bulfinch?” He smiled. “D d you not
wish to join me in ny experinments?” He nopped perspiration fromhis bald head
and slid the chair away fromthe patch of sunlight that slanted in through the

wi ndow fronting the m ne yard.

Bul fi nch’s head appeared cautiously from behi nd one of Thorkel’'s di scarded
boots. He wal ked toward the giant.

“Come cl oser,” Thorkel urged.



Bul fi nch obeyed, staring up at the other.

“What is the matter?” Thorkel said fearfully. “Can you not speak?”
The biologist’s voice was thin and high.

“Yes, | can speak. \What have you done—and why?”

Thor kel |eaned forward, his huge hand reaching toward the tiny figure on the
floor. Bulfinch retreated in alarm

“I only wish to weigh and neasure you,” he said softly. He rose and settled
back in his chair. “Come out. | won't eat you. As you can see, | have
reduced your size.”

H s pal e eyes, behind the thick glasses, watched intently as, enbol dened, the
ot hers appeared one by one. Pedro had been hiding behind a chair |leg; the
ot hers behind a stack of books on the fl oor

They advanced until they were in a group with Bulfinch

“You shoul d be proud,” Thorkel said. “You are alnost the first successful
experiment—Pinto was the first, Pedro. Too bad you |let himescape. Again |

t hank you, M. Stockton, for identifying the iron crystals. They gave ne the
[ ast clue.”

He blinked down at then. “Till you cane, | could reduce organic substances,
but life could not be preserved in them It is a matter of electronic
conpressi on of matter under ray bonmbardnent. The radiumin the mne gave ne
uni magi nabl e power. Look.” He lifted a sponge fromthe table and squeezed it
in his fist. “That is it. Conpression. But energy is required, rather than

brute force— Baker spoke up suddenly.
“Did you do this to Mra?”

“The native girl—y housekeeper? Wy, yes. But | failed—she was reduced in
size, but she was dead. How do you know of her?” Thorkel did not wait for an
answer. He rubbed his eyes wearily. “I amvery tired. It has taken days to
reduce you, and | have not had one nmonent’s sleep....” H's voice trailed off
wearily. Sleep snothered him

St ockt on was staring around.

“W’ve got to get out of here. Do you realize that this fiend intends to kil
us all?”

i

Bul fi nch | ooked a question. “That scarcely— “He told us he nurdered the
native girl, didn't he? He's a cold-blooded devil.”

Instinctively they glanced at the door. The bar that |locked it fromthe
i nside was thrice the height of Stockton’s head.

Hurman bei ngs—scarcely nore than half a foot tall!
On the fl oor nearby a book stood on end—Hunman Physi ol ogy, by G anger

Stockton went to stand beside it. H's head scarcely cane to the top of the
vol une.

“Wel |l ?” he asked bitterly. “Any suggestions?”



Bul fi nch nodded. “Yes. Books are handy things. |If we can pile themup and
reach the door-latch ...”

It took time, but Thorkel did not awaken. A pencil, used as a |ever, opened
the door a crack. And then the little people were outside in the conpound.
Strange sight! A cactus patch not far away was taller than the tallest tree.
The canp tables were fantastically high. A chicken was nmoving jerkily inits
qguest for food-and its bobbing conb rose higher than Stockton’s head!

If it sawthem it nade no hostile nove. Slowy the tiny group noved forward,
toward Bul finch’s tent. Each box and crate was a nmountain to be skirted. The
rough ground hurt their bare feet.

Pedro was gl anci ng around nervously. Abruptly he cried out and pointed.

Stockton whirled with the others, and he showed his panic.

Qut of a crunbling hole in the nud hut’s base Satanas, the cat, was craw ing.
The creature’s eyes were intent on the little people.

More form dable than a tiger, it wiggled free and bounded toward them sharp
fangs bared!

CHAPTER | I |

Death in the Jungle

STOCKTON SEI ZED Mary by the hand and dragged her toward the shelter of the
cactus clunp. The others were not slowin follow ng. Baker paused to hurl a
pebbl e at the cat, but the gesture was futile.

Snarling, Satanas cane on. The cacti were too far away for safety.

Hopel essness tore at Stockton as he realized that none of themcould reach the
clump. He could alnost feel sharp fangs sinking into his flesh.

The cat spat viciously. There was an uproar of furious barks. As the little
peopl e m racul ously found conceal ment am d the cactus spines, they turned to

see Satanas fleeing from Paco, Pedro’ s dog.

“Whew! ” Baker gasped. “That was a cl ose one.”

Bul fi nch regarded hi msonbrely, tugging at his Vandyke. “There will be nore

‘close ones,”’” he said with grimmeaning. “Every creature larger than a rat

is apt to be a deadly nenace.”

“What can we do?” Mary asked.

“First—food, weapons,” Stockton said. “Then we’'ll deal with Thorkel and find
some way out of this.”
The day dragged on, and Thorkel still slept. Satanas did not reappear

Mary engaged herself in naking sandals, a difficult task at best, and worse
when the knife is larger than you are.

As for Stockton, he managed to take the screw out of a pair of scissors, and
one bl ade provided himw th a serviceabl e weapon, about the size of a sword.



Thorkel s voice startled themwhen it came. He was |eaning out the wi ndow,
like a giant in the sky, regarding them

“You are resourceful, nmy small friends,” his voice boomed out. “But now comne
back. | rmnust weigh and neasure all of you.”

The group drew together. Thorkel |aughed evilly at them
“I won't harmyou. Come, Dr. Bulfinch,” he said silkily.

“l demand that you restore us to our normal size,” the biol ogist snapped.

“That is inpossible,” the other said. “At present, anyway. All ny energies
have been devoted to the problem of atom c shrinkage—onpression. Perhaps, in

time, | can find the antidote, the ray that will turn nen to giants. But it
wi |l take months of research and experi ment —per haps years.”

“Do you mean we mnust remain like this—= “I shall not harm you,” Thorke
smled. “Come— He |eaned forward.

Bul fi nch drew back, and, with an inpatient grunt, Thorkel disappeared fromthe
wi ndow. His feet thudded across the floor. Bulfinch hastily fled back to the
ot hers.

“The cactus,” he gasped, panting. “Let’s hide!”

But al ready Thorkel was enmerging fromthe door. His figure | oomed gigantic.

A few quick strides, and he had cut off the retreat of his quarry. He
crouched down, spreading his fingers w de.

Escape was inmpossible. My and Baker were gathered up in one titan hand.

Wth the other Thorkel reached for the fleeing Bulfinch

Pedro had secured a fork from sonewhere, and held it |like a spear. He thrust
at the huge hand.

Chuckl i ng, Thorkel brushed the weapon asi de, knocking Pedro headl ong.
Cont empt uously he stood up, still gripping Mary and Baker

“Dr. Bulfinch!” His voice was thunderous. “Listen to ne!”

The bi ol ogi st was peering out fromthe depths of the cactus. *“Yes?”

“I wish to weigh and neasure you. You are a scientist; your reactions will be
nore val uabl e than those of the others. | am conducting an experinment for

Germany—ny fatherland. |If ny reduction method proves successful, we will be
able to reduce our arnmies to nminiature size

Qur nen will be able to steal into eneny territory, sabotage industrial
centers. And no one will suspect the destruction due to—sen in niniature.
You will not be harmed. | prom se you that. WII you conme out?”

Bul fi nch shook his head stubbornly. Hs whole being revolted at the ruthless
plan outlined by this sinister genius. A plan that mght nean the death of
t housands of innocent civilians.

“No? Then, perhaps, if | apply alittle pressure—a very little—to these tiny
people | hold so gently in nmy hand— The constricting fingers tightened. From



Baker’s |lips canme a grunt of pain. Mary's voice rose in a scream

“Ch, damm!” Bulfinch snarled. “All right, Thorkel. You win. Put them
down.” He energed fromthe cactus as the scientist gently deposited Baker and
Mary on the ground. They were unharmed, but so giddy fromthe rapid descent
that they coul d scarcely stand.

Cal My, Thorkel picked up Bulfinch's tiny figure. The biologist made no

resi stance. The others were left staring as Thorkel wal ked back to the nud
house; then, swiftly, they fled into the cactus. There was sil ence.

“He won’t hurt him” Pedro said, w thout conviction

St ockt on stepped out fromthe protection of the cactus. “I1’Il just nake sure
Wait here.” He started toward the house, gripping his scissor-Dblade harder

t han was necessary.

It was minutes |ater when he reached the door, still slightly ajar. He peered
t hrough the crack, just in time to hear Bulfinch's cry and w tness the nurder

of the biol ogist.

Thorkel was seated at his table. Wth one hand he gripped the tiny Bulfinch
with the other he pressed a wad of cotton down over his victinms face.

Then, swiftly, he dropped the linmp body into a glass beaker. Stockton drew
back, sick with horror, and his inprovised sword made a noi se agai nst the
door. Thorkel glanced down and saw the small watcher

“So you woul d spy on nme?” he asked quietly, and without haste picked up a
butterfly net fromthe table. As he rose Stockton fled.

Thorkel got to the door just in time to see himdisappear into the cactus.
Noddi ng, he found a shovel and followed his quarry.

It took ten minutes to clear and break down the cactus bed. And then Thorke
realized that he was looking at the outlet of a tile drain pipe that extended
to and under the conpound wall. He straightened, staring nearsightedly across

the barrier.

“You had better conme back!” Thorkel shouted. “You cannot |ive an hour in the
jungl e—and there is a storm approachi ng!”

Stormin the jungl e—+the greatest rain forest in the world. Bear, deer, and
nmonkey fleeing fromthunderbolt and unchai ned devils of the |ightning.

The screanming of parrots clinging to their wi nd-buffeted perches.

The bl ack hell of night closed upon the jungle.

Through that madness fled the little people. And, by sheer luck, they found a
cave in which they cowered through the eternal, dragging hours of shaking

fury, helpless, hopeless beings in a world of gigantic nenace...

It was dawn. Chilled, dispirited, and shivering, the little people energed
fromtheir refuge. 1In the dawn |ight they exam ned each ot her

“W | ook like hell,” Stockton said.

“I"mglad you include yourself,” Mary told him trying to adjust her tangled



hair. “I wish | had a few pins.”
“They’ d be as big as you are, about. Wat now?”

Baker had been talking to the half-breed. Now he turned to face the others.

“Pedro has an idea. |If we can get to the river and find a boat, we can fl oat
downstreamto civilization. There'll be help there.”
“That’ s an idea,” Stockton nodded. “Wich way is the water, Pedro?”

The hal f-breed pointed, and wi thout delay they set out, plodding through the
rain-wet jungle. Once a nonkey, larger to themthan a gorilla, swing down
unconfortably close, and once the inconceivable ferocity of a bear crossed
their path, luckily wi thout seeing them

They kept to a well-trodden path, but on all sides the nonolithic trees
stretched up, higher than skyscrapers. The weedy grass rose above their
heads. It was a world of stark fantasy and | urking nmenace.

Once Stockton, |agging behind the others, saw Paco, the dog. He was frisking
about an al bino colt which was diligently cropping grass. For a second

St ockt on considered the idea of catching and riding the colt, but gave it up

i medi ately. The beast was rmuch too | arge. He shrugged and foll owed the rest
of the band.

The river bank did not prove an insurnountable obstacle, though it took tine
to descend. They went upstreamto a little cove, where Pedro, he said, had
nmoored his canoe. Picking their way around a thick patch of weeds, they
reached the craft. It was gigantic. Beached on the sand, it renai ned

i movabl e no matter how they strai ned and pushed.

“Great idea,” Stockton grunted. “It’s like trying to nove a

st eanship.”

“Well, even that can be done,” the girl told him “If you use rollers.”
“Isn't she smart?” Pedro said with naive admiration. “W can cut banboo—=
“Sure!” Baker joined in. “W can rig up a lever and windlass-it' |l take

time, but that’s all right.”

It took even nore time than they had thought. Wth their crude tools, and the
unexpect ed toughness of the plant-life to tiny hands, it took hours, and the
nmorni ng dragged on with little acconplished.

Pedro Iifted his head and dashed sweat from his dripping nustache. *“I
hear—Paco, | think,” he said doubtfully.

“Never m nd Paco,” Baker told him *“Lend a hand with this w ndl ass.”
“But Paco—he is a hunting dog. Dr. Thorkel knows that. |If he—= “Time to
rest,” Stockton decreed, and straightened, rubbing his aching back. Mry, who

had been toiling with the rest, sank down with a groan. She tossed her
red-gol d hair back fromher tired young face.

St ockt on made a cup out of a tiny |eaf and brought the girl water fromthe
river. She drank it gratefully.



“No use to boil it,” the man explained. “If there're any gerns in the water,
we can see ‘emw thout a m croscope.”

Pedro and Baker flung thensel ves down full |length on the sand and | ay panting.
“This is devil work,” the half-breed observed with conviction. “If | live, |
shall burn twenty candl es before ny patron saint.”

“I'f I live, I'll kill twenty bottles,” Baker said. “But there’'s one guy |I'd
like to kill first.” H's face darkened. He was renenbering Mra, the native
girl, whom Thorkel had nurdered so casually. And poor Bulfinch

“What about you, Bill?” Mary asked.

He gl anced at her. “I know what you mean. Well—+4 wouldn’t even nake a good
beachcomber now. | might go native with the field mce.”

Abruptly Stockton turned to face her. “No. | didn't nean that. This is
pretty terrible, but it’s shown ne sonething. Al this—= He flung out an arm
toward the towering grasses in the background. “Wnder and strangeness, which
we never quite realize—until we're small. | —+ was a good m neral ogi st once.

I could be again. Renmenber those checks | tore up, Mary?

I"mgoing to pay you back every cent they cost you. That's rather inportant

tome now....” He frowned. “If we conme out of this alive—= In the distance
Paco barked again. Pedro stood up, shading his eyes with a calloused palm
“I't is Dr. Thorkel,” he stated. “He carries a specinen box, and Paco | eads
him?”

“Dam!” St ockton snapped. “We've got to hide. Take to the water, to break
the trail.”

“No,” Pedro said. “There are alligators.” He nodded toward the tall patch of
grass near them “W can hide in— He stopped, and horror grew in his eyes.

Mary, followi ng his glance, gave a little gasp and recoiled
For sonething was comi ng out of the high grasses. Dragonlike and hideous it
slid forward, cold eyes intent on the little people. The sunlight gl eaned on

rough, warty scal es.

Only a lizard—but to Thorkel’s victins it was like a triceratops, a dinosaur
out of Earth’s ferocious past!

Stockton barely had time to snatch up his scissor-blade sword before the
reptile rushed. He was bow ed over by that blind charge. Gasping, stil
clinging to his weapon, he scranbled to his feet.

Mary was backed up against a tall weed-stem her eyes abrimw th fear

Bef ore her Pedro had planted his squat form

He gripped a bit of wood, holding it |like a cudgel—a matchstick in the hands
of a manni ki n!

The lizard canme back, jaws agape, hissing. Baker had found a sharpened
splinter of banboo, and held it as a spear. He thrust, and the point glanced
off the reptile’s arnmored fl ank

The barki ng of Paco was thunderously loud. A shadow fell on the group



Sonet hi ng seemed to swoop down out of the sky—and the vast face of Dr.

Thor kel stared at them as the man crouched down.

“So there you are!” he boonmed. “What is this? A lizard? Wait— In his left
hand he gathered the struggling forms of Mary and Pedro. They struck vainly
at the huge, inprisoning fingers. He reached toward Stockton

Si mul t aneously the lizard rushed again. Stockton drove his blade at the
gaping jaws; Baker thrust at the wattled throat. The creature gave back
writhed aside. Thorkel’s hand reached out The reptile’'s jaws cl osed upon it!
Thor kel screamed in pain as he jerked back, cursing with agonized fury. Mary
and Pedro dropped unnoticed fromthe scientist’s other hand.

Stockton fled toward them “The bushes! Quick!”

Habit made himsay that. Actually, they darted into the concealing stens of
t he high grasses, thicker than a forest of banboo. Behind themthey heard
Thor kel cursing; then he fell silent.

Paco bar ked.

“That damm dog of yours,” Baker growed. “He’'s a hunter, all right.”

Thorkel s voice sounded. “Come out! | know you're in the grass. Come out or
"1 fireit.”

Stockton glanced at Mary’'s white face, and whispered an oath. Baker’s thin
lips were grim Pedro rubbed his rnustache.

“Paco—he will follow nme,” the half-breed said. “You stay here.”
And he was gone, racing through the grass forest.

There was a nonent of silence. Then Stockton, galvanized into activity, crept
forward, parting the fronds till he could see Thorkel

The scientist was holding a match-box in his fingers.
Bl ood dripped fromthe hand to the ground.

Paco’s bark came from further away. Thorkel hesitated, |ooked around, and
then extracted a match.

From downstream cane Pedro’s voice
“Paco! Fuer a! Fueral!”
Thorkel, lighting the match, |ooked up

Abruptly he dropped it and snatched at the rifle he had laid dowmn. He took
steady aim

The boom of the gun was deafeni ng t hunder
Pedro screaned once. There was a faint splash fromfar away.

Si ckness tugged at Stockton's stomach as he saw Thorkel go striding off.



He went back to the others.

“Pedro’s done for. That |eaves three of us.”

“Dam Thorkel!” Baker ground out. Mary said nothing, but there was both pity
and sorrow in her eyes. They heard Paco go racing past, to leap into the
river and sw mout.

Then the first coiling tendrils of snoke drifted through the grasses.
Instantly Stockton remenbered the lit match that Thorkel had dropped.

He seized Mary’'s hand and urged her forward.

“Come on, Steve,” he said urgently to Baker. “Me’s trying to snoke us out.

W can’t stay here— “Come out!” roared the bellow ng voice of Thorkel
“Hear me?” Hi s huge boots stanped through the grass patch

And the fire spread, renorsel essly, hungrily.

Mary was gasping with strain. “lI can’t—go any further, Bill.”

“That’s right,” Baker seconded. “If we cone out in the open, he'll see us.
W' re trapped.”

Stockton stared around. The flames were closing in upon them Bl ack snoke
bill owed up. Abruptly Stockton saw sonet hing that nmade his eyes w den

The speci nen case!

Thorkel’s box, lying at the edge of the grasses!

Wthout a word Stockton raced toward it. He still had his inprovised sword,
and, leaping to a rock beside the box, he used it as a lever to pry the lid
open. Instantly the others saw his intention

Anwkwardly, frantic with the need for haste, they clanbered in. The Iid had
scarcely fallen before a jolt and a sense of swi nging novenment told themthat
Thor kel had remenbered his property.

Through the small ventilators, covered with copper-wi re mesh, daylight slanted
i n vaguel y.

Wul d Thorkel open the case? they wondered.
CHAPTER | V

The Cyclops IT WAS NI GHT before Thorkel gave up the search. Warily he pushed
open the door of the mud house, put the shotgun on a chair, and dropped the
speci men case on the table.

“They must be dead,” he groaned. “But | must be sure. | nust!”

He polished his spectacles, peering at themvaguely. H's watery eyes blinked
in puzzlement. Then he went to the door of the radi umroom and peered through
the mca panel. Sonething he saw there made himturn to the mne-yard door

He flung it open, switched on a floodlight, and went out, |eaving the door

aj ar.



As soon as he had left, the lid of the specinmen case lifted. Three tiny
peopl e energed. Fearfully they clanbered out, crossed the plain of the
tabl e-top, and | eaped down to the seat of Thorkel’s chair. They gained the
floor, and went toward the open door

“He’s busy with the wi ndlass,” Mary whi spered. “Hurry!”

St ockt on hal ted suddenly. “Ckay,” he said. “But—’'ve stopped running. You

two go on. 1'mgoing to stay and—kill Thorkel, somehow. ”
The others stared at him “But Bill!l” Mary gasped. “It’s
i mpossi bl e!

If we reach civilization—= Stockton |aughed bitterly.

“W’ ve just been fooling ourselves all along. W can never reach

civilization. |If we launched a boat, we could never get ashore. W’d starve
to death, or crack up in the rapids. W'’re inprisoned here, as surely as
though we were in jail. W can't get away.”

“I'f we—= the girl began. Stockton cut her short.

“I't’s no usel W can't live long in the forest. Only luck has saved us so
far. |If we were savages—ndi ans, perhaps—but we're not. If we go out in the
jungle again, it nmeans death.”

“And if we stay here?” Baker asked.

Stockton’s smle was grim “Thorkel will kill us. Unless we nmurder him
first.”

“Al'l right, suppose we nanage to kill Thorkel,” Mary asked quietly.

“What then?”

“Then? W live.” Stockton nodded, a queer look in his eyes. *“I know

The projector only works one way. W can’t regain our normal size, ever
Even if we were | arge enough to operate the machine, if we could rig up sone
wi ndl ass or lever, it wouldn't help. Thorkel is, | think, the only man in the
wor |l d who could work out the fornmula for returning us to our normal size.

There’ s not nuch chance of his doing that.”

Baker said slowy, “If we kill Thorkel, we'll have to remrain-like
t hi s—forever?”

“Yeah. And if we don't—-he’'ll get us, sooner or later. Well?”

“It’s a—a hard choice,” Mary whispered. “But at least we’d be alive— Baker
nodded, and pointed to where Thorkel’s discarded gun |ay across the chair.

It was ained at the scientist’s cot.
“By God!” Stockton grunted. “That’'s it!”

Havi ng come to a decision, the three acted quickly. They clinbed the chair,



and usi ng books as props and the scissor-blade as a | ever, adjusted the
shot gun.

“Sight it at his pillow,” Stockton told Baker, who was | ooking down the gun
barrel. “Up a little ... there! Right at his left ear!”

Mary was tying a piece of thread to the gun. “Can you cock it, Bill?”

“Yeah.” He was straining with the lever. “Ckay.” But, despite Stockton's
apparent assurance, he was feeling slightly sick. The choice was—horri bl e!

To die at Thorkel’'s hands, or else to remain in this world of littl eness
forever....

“Thorkel's com ng back!” There was panic in Mary’s voi ce.

The three scurried to cover. Stockton managed to capture the thread' s
dangling end, and ran with it around a box, out of sight. Mary and Baker
found shelter beside him

The scientist’s shadow fell across the threshold. He entered, yawning
wearily.

Carel essly he scaled his hat on a corner and sat down on the cot, unlacing his
boot s.

Stockton’s hand tightened on the thread. Wuld the titan notice the altered
position of the shotgun?

Thor kel dropped his boots to the floor and started to lie down. Then, struck
by a thought, he rose again and went to a cupboard, taking fromit a dish of
snoked nmeat and sone cassava bread.

Placing this on the table, he drew up a chair and began to eat.
Apparently his eyes ached. Several tines he polished his glasses, and
presently discarded thementirely, substituting another pair which he took

froma tray on the table. He ate slowy, nodding with weariness.

And at |ast he renmpoved the new pair of spectacles and slunped down, pillow ng
his head in his arns.

He slept.
“Ch, damm!” Baker said with heart-felt fury. “W can’'t use the gun now. W
couldn’t prop it up at the right angle. It looks Iike the jungle, after

al | —anl ess maybe we can use a knife on him”

St ockt on | ooked specul atively at the scissor-blade. “Wuldn’t be sure enough
We've got to kill him not disable him”

“Disable himthat’s it!” Mary said suddenly.

“Bill, he’s blind without his glasses!”



The three stared at each other, new hope springing to life within them*“That's
it!” Stockton approved. “We can hide them and bargain with him perhaps—
“W nust be quiet,” Mary warned.

But Thorkel slept heavily. He did not stir when the little people clinbed up
to the table, and, one by one, handed down the spectacles till they could be
thrust out of sight through a hole in the floor

“That’s the last pair,” Mary said with satisfaction, peering down into the
depths. “He won’t find themin a hurry.”

“The | ast but one,” Baker denied. “Bill—= He stopped. Stockton was gone.
They saw hi m back on the table-top, tip-toeing toward the sl eeping Thorkel
He skirted the speci men box and approached the spectacles, gripped in the

scientist’s huge hand.

G ngerly he attenpted to di sengage them Thorkel stirred. He nunbled
somet hing, and his head lifted, slow with sleep

Fear tightened Stockton’s throat. On inpulse he jerked the spectacles from
Thorkel’s hand and fl ed behind the speci men box.

Bl i nki ng, Thorkel felt around for the glasses. Hi s pale eyes stared
unseei ngly.

There was a little thud. Stockton, crouching at the tabl e-edge, saw the
spectacles hit the floor, w thout breaking. He did not see Thorkel rise and
funmbl e toward the speci nen box.

Mary’ s voice was ice-shrill.

“Junp, Bill, jump!”

Hastily, Stockton slipped over the edge, hung by his hands, and dropped The
floor rushed up to neet him He | anded heavily, but sprang up and fled before
Thor kel coul d see the novenent.

The scientist said, a curious trenor in his voice, “So you ve come back

So you are here, eh?”

There was no answer. Thorkel stunbled to the back door, closed it, and put
hi s back against it.

And, for the first time, Thorkel knew fear.

Thor kel tugged at his nustache. Hi s voice shook when he spoke.

“You woul d dare attack ne? Well, that is a mistake. You are shut up in this
room And | will find you—= He whirled at a fanci ed novenment or sound,
glaring blindly, swinging his bald head fromside to side with a slow, jerky
noti on.

“I' will find you!”

Stockton pulled Mary back farther into their place of conceal nrent behind a
crate. “He's crazy with fear. Keep quiet!”



Thor kel began to stunble around the room kicking aside apparatus, boxes,
cl ot hi ng.

He fell, and when he rose there was blood trickling fromthe corner of his
nout h.

H s hand cl osed on the shotgun. He snatched it up, and stood silent, waiting.
Wt hout warning Thorkel flung up the gun and fired. The crashing echoes
filled the room Stockton peered out, saw that there was a gaping, splintered
hole in the bottom of the back door

Thorkel waited. Then a grimsmle twisted his lips. He felt his way to the
tabl e and sought for the tray of extra glasses. H s hand encountered not hing.

The roomwas utterly still.

“Then—this is war?” Thorkel asked slowy. Wth a sudden furious notion he
br oke down the shotgun and gripped the barrel, holding it like a club

He dropped to hands and knees and felt beneath the table. Slowy he advanced.
In a noment, Stockton realized, he would find the gl asses where they |ay.

Stockton’ s sandal ed feet made no sound as he raced forward. Before Thorke
could react, the geol ogi st had sprung beneath his nose, snatched up the
gl asses, and smashed t hem agai nst the table-1eg.

Thor kel swung viciously with the gun-barrel

St ockt on, perforce, dropped the glasses and fled. The huge netal club nm ssed
hi m by i nches. He vanished into the shadows.

Crouching in their hiding-places, the three little people stared, frozen, as
the titan formof Thorkel rose above the table-edge. He was donning his

gl asses. One lens was splintered and usel ess.

Bl ood- stai ned, dirt-sneared, and terrible, the giant towered there.

H's voice rose in a shout of |aughter.

“Now ” he roared. “Now you can call me Cycl ops!”

Swiftly he strode forward. Wth nethodical haste he began to search the room
overturni ng boxes, flinging the cot aside to exam ne sone cases beneath it.
St ockt on made a perenptory signal. Mry and Baker dashed out fromtheir

hi di ng- pl ace between Thorkel’ s di scarded boots.

They followed Stockton swiftly toward the back door

“Qutside, quick!” he whispered. “He can’t see us. The cot’s in the way.”

They cl anmbered t hrough the gaping hole the shotgun charge had nade. It was
not easy, and Mary’s clothing caught on a sharp splinter

The cloth ripped as Stockton jerked at it.

Foot st eps thudded across the floor. The door was flung open. Thorke
swi tched on the floodlight.

H s shadow nonentarily hid the three as they raced forward. The nouth of the
m ne-shaft | oomed up before them a plank stretched across the pit.



“Down there!” Stockton gasped. “It’s our only chance.”

It was the only possible place of conceal nent. But Thorkel’s one good eye did
not mss the little people’s novenents as they scranmbl ed over the brink and
down the steep rock of the shaft-walls. Skirting the windlass, he fell to his
hands and knees and crawl ed out upon the plank, steadying hinmself with one
hand on the rope that ran down into bl ack depths.

Stockton, clinging to a rock, realized that he still held his

sci ssor-bl ade sword

He lifted it in futile threat.

There was a splintering crack as Thorkel struck at his quarry. The gun-barre
cl ashed on rock. And, abruptly, the plank caved in and dropped.

Thorkel still gripped the wi ndl ass-rope with one hand, and that saved him

For a second he swng wildly, while the echoing crash of the falling wood and
t he gun-barrel echoed up fromthe depths. Then his grip became surer

Panting, he hung there briefly, his bald head gl eamng with sweat.
He began to clinb up the rope.

St ockt on gl anced around quickly. Mary was clinging to a sloping rock, her
white face turned toward the giant.

Baker was | ooking at the mineral ogist, and his gaunt gray features were
twi sted with hopel ess fury.

St ockt on made a qui ck gesture, pointed to his sword, and began to swarm back
up to the surface

Instantly Baker caught his neaning. |f the rope to which Thorkel clung could
be cut But it was thick, terribly thick, for a tiny man and a sci ssor-bl ade!

Thorkel pulled hinself slowmy upward. 1In a nonent Baker saw, he would reach
safety. The trader’s lips drew back fromhis teeth in a mrthless grin; he
abruptly rose and edged forward a few paces.

Then he sprang.

Qut and down he went, and his clutching hands found Thorkel’s collar

Before the scientist could understand what had happened, Baker was clawi ng and
snarling like a terrier at his throat. Thorkel alnpbst lost his grip.

Gasping with fear and rage, he shook his head violently, trying to knock his
assailant free

“You dirty killer!” Baker snarl ed.

He was tossed about madly, once a] nost crushed between Thorkel’'s chin and
chest. And then, suddenly, Thorkel was falling.



Wth a whine and a whir the wi ndlass ran out as the rope was severed.

A long, quavering cry burst from Thorkel’s throat as he dropped away into the
dar kness. Higher and higher it rose—and ended.

Stockton ran to the brink and peered over. Mary was clanbering weakly up
toward him And, behind her, was Baker

Bill was standing beside an upright book, a curious expression on his face.
He | ooked around vaguely.

“The machi ne—= he told Mary. “Can you work it?”

Mary was poring over Thorkel’s notebooks. She said despondently, “It’s no
good, Bill. The device is only a condensor. It can't bring people back to
normal size. W' Il have to remain this size the rest of our lives. And now,

we' ve got to get back to civilization, somehow— “As we are?” Baker’'s face
fell. *“That’'s inpossible.”

“Wait a minute,” Stockton interrupted. “I’ve a hunch—do you renenber when we
first saw Thorkel, after he reduced us?”

“Yeah. So what?”
“He wasn't trying to kill us then. He just wanted to wei gh and nmeasure us But

after he exam ned Dr. Bulfinch, he turned into a vicious killer. Wy do you
suppose that happened?”

“He probably intended to kill us all along. For trying to steal his secrets,”
Baker suggested. “He was probably afraid that we would warn the Allies of his
pl ans.”

“Maybe. But he wasn’t in any hurry at first. He knew he could di spose of us
any time he wanted. Only after he examined Dr. Bul fi nch he—found out
somet hing that made it necessary to get rid of us in a hurry.”

Mary caught her breath. “Wat?”

“I saw a white nule in the jungle a while ago. A colt. Paco was playing with
it. At first | figured it mght be Pinto's colt, but mules are sterile, of
course. That nmeant two al bi no nul es here—wahich isn't very probable—er else it
was Pinto. Renenber, Pedro said the dog used to play with the mule.”

“How big was the mul e?” Baker asked abruptly.

“The size of a half-grown colt. Listen, Steve, when we first came out of the
cellar | nmeasured nyself agai nst that book-Human Physiol ogy. It was just
hi gher than nmy head. But now it only cones up to ny chest!”

“W’re growing!” Mary whispered. “That’'s it.”

“Sure. That's what Thorkel found out when he exam ned Dr. Bul finch, and why
he tried to kill us before we grew back to normal size. | think it's a
progressively accel erative process. In two weeks, or perhaps ten days, we'll
be back to normal.”

“It’s logical,” the girl cormmented. “Once the conpressive force of radi um
power is removed, we expand—slow]y but elastically. The electrons sw ng back
to their normal orbits. The energy we absorbed under the ray will be

liberated in quanta— “Ten days,” Baker nmurmured. “And then we can go back



down the river again!”

But it was a nonth before the three, once nore normal in size, reached the
Andean village that was their first destination. The sight of human bei ngs,
no | onger gigantic, was warmy reassuring. |ndians |eaned against the huts,
scratching lazily for fleas, Peering down the archway along the street, a
ragged Bill Stockton turned to grin at Mary.

“Looks good, eh?”

Baker was absorbed in thought. “W’' ve got to decide,” he said, scratching his
stubbled chin. “One way, we get our pictures in the paper and tanks of free
pul qua But it’s just as likely we’ll end up in a padded cell if we tell the

truth. If we don't tell the truth— He paused, stiffening. A mangy cat had
appeared from beyond the arch

Baker’s nuscl es tensed; his breath burst out in an explosive “Scat!”
as he sprang forward.
The cat vani shed, shocked to the core.

Baker’s chest inflated several inches. “Wll,” he said, with the quiet pride
of achievenent, “did either of you see that?”

“No,” murmured Stockton, who was seizing the opportunity to kiss Mary.
“Go away. Qietly. And quickly.”

Baker shrugged and followed the cat, a predatory gleamin his eye.



