Raidersout of Space
by Robert Moore Williams

DEFEATED France was too hot, so Rolf Baden and Danny Walker lit out, bomber and all—on a
flight that led into outer space!
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“H—HOW’ Sthe gas holding, out, Rolf?’ Danny Walker quavered.

Rolf Baden turned around in the pilot’ s seet of the big bomber and looked back toward his gunner.
Danny Walker’' s unshaven face was puckered into atwisted frown and his baby-blue eyes were mirrors
of gpprehension. Danny was scared again, the big pilot decided. Or perhaps he was still scared.

Whichever it was, it didn’t mean anything. Danny was always scared—until things got tough. Then the
little gunner was ahowling hornet of daredevil bravery.

“Never mind about the gas,” Rolf Baden grinned. “We got plenty of juice. Y ou keep your eyes
pedled for land. We ought to sight the coast of Maine pretty soon now, unless the wind has shoved us
too badly off our course.”

The big pilot turned to the front again. His eyes swept the instrument pand, lingering for afraction of a
second longer than was necessary on the gas gauge. Thelittle red needle had been asfar to theright asiit
would go when they started. Now it was amost pressing the pin that stopped its motion—to the left.

“Maybe enough gasfor thirty minutes,” Rolf Baden thought. “Maybe enough for twenty minutes.
Wherein hell isthe continent of North America?’

Aloud he said nothing. There was no need in darming Danny.

“I don't see anything but ocean,” Danny spoke up, lifting his voice over the drone of the motors. “It
seemsto me like we' ve crossed amillion miles of ocean since we left France. | never did see so much
waer indl my life”

“Y ou crossed it on theway over,” Baden reminded him.

“Y eah, but | wasin the stokehole and | didn’t see much of it. Rolf, you suppose the Naziswill be
mead if they ever learn we swiped one of the planes they were planning to swipe, and flew it home before
they could get their hands on it? Do you think that’ Il make’ em mead, huh?’

“What the hell do we careif they do get mad?’ Baden answered. “Anyhow, they’ |l never missone
planemore or less”

When the French army had collgpsed in June of 1940, the many American volunteersfighting inits
ranks had faced the prospect of internment. Rolf Baden and Danny Walker had been among thefirst
volunteersto go over, fighting until the war ended in the French defest. It had not been their first war.
They had seen action in Spain; and before that, in China

But it might easily have been their last—at |east for along time—if they had stuck around and waited


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\

for the Nazi occupation. The point was, they hadn’t stuck. France was finished, done, off the face of the
map. There was nothing two men could do againgt an invading army. So, since they werein theair
sarvice, they did the only possible thing—removed the bombs from one of the big American-made
bombers, loaded the plane with gas, and hopped off—for America. For home.

All they had to do was cross the ocean.

“*Wrong-Way' Corrigandid it,” Rolf Baden had said. “Why in hdll can’'t we? It’ s better than waiting
around here and getting stuck in some stinking jail for the next five years”

It was Baden who made the decison to fly home. Danny, asafathful satdllite revolving in afixed
orbit around the big pilot, had merely stuttered,

“W-what are we waiting for? C-crank her up, Rolf, and 1-let’ s burn the wind home.”

THE great plane droned on through the afternoon. The needle of the gasoline gauge moved steadily
toward the |eft. The furrows on Rolf Baden's cheeks grew deeper each time the red needle quivered. He
kept staring westward, watching for land to come drifting up out of the sea.

But no land came.

“I"ve been thinking,” Danny said suddenly. “What are we going to do when we get home? We
haven't got more’ n enough dough to buy a couple of steins of beer.”

“We Il manage,” Baden answered. Silently, he thought, “First, get home.”

“Look,” said Danny. “Look, Ralf; I’ ve been thinking. How about us getting oursalves a couple of
jobs and settling down somewhere? Maybe we could hook up with some big air transport company, you
asapilot and me asamechanic. How about it, Rolf, huh?’

“Well—" said Baden.
“No, gr,” Danny interrupted.
“I haven't said anything yet,” Baden protested.

“No, but you were going to. Y ou were going to say thereis till awar in China, and since we're out
of ajob, how about us taking another whirl for the laundry men? Was that what you were going to say,
huh?’

Thepilot turned in his seat and grinned at hisdiminutive gunner.
“I hadn’t thought of such athing,” he denied.

“You'realiar if ever | saw one, Rolf Baden! And it'sno go,” Danny said fiercdly. “I’ ve had enough
fighting to last me alifetime. I'm going to settle down. Me and you, we' re going to settle down. And
We re going to get oursalves some jobs where we' Il never even hear anasty word. Do you understand
me, you big lug? We re not going to get in any more fights! Not ever!”

There was apassionate wail in Danny Walker’ svoice.
“Y ou talked like that when we came out of Spain,” Baden reminded.

“Y eah, but thistime | mean it. Y ou can pick thejobs for us—anything suits me—but I’ m going to
haveit specified in the contract: no fighting!”

“Okay, Danny,” the big pilot answered, taking another glance at the gas gauge. “1 givein. No more



fighting, except in sef-defense”

The right motor coughed and spat blue smoke, and for an instant Baden' s heart was up in his mouth.
The plane quivered, but then the motor again took up its throbbing drone.

“Land, ho!” Danny Walker cdled. “I seeit. Lookslike mountains. Land, ho!”

“Where?’ Rolf Baden fiercely demanded.

“Over yonder,” Danny answered, pointing. Off to the westward a dim blue mass was vaguely visble,
No trace of emotion showed on the face of the big pilot.

“Ten minutes,” he thought. “ Just ten minutes more, and we' |l bethere.” The lines etched around the
corners of his eyes began to smooth out.

The plane droned smoothly on. Ten minutes later they were over arocky coast line.

“It sMaine, dl right,” Baden said. “Mountains and forests al over the place. Where, oh where are
we going to put this bus down?’

“Go oninland,” Danny Walker suggested. “ There' s bound to be some place where we can set
down.”

“Y ou hope.”
Both motors gulped s multaneoudy. They sputtered, sucked the last drops of gas, and died.
“Now we'reinfor it,” Danny groaned.

“Y ep. Gotta set her down.”

BADEN'’S eyeswere dready searching for an open space large enough to land the big ship. Off to
the right he saw a cleared field, with alarge ramshackle building located near it. He pushed the nose of
the plane down.

“That' sadamned smdl field!” Danny shouted.

“I know it,” Baden answered. “Buit it’s the best we can do. We can’t be choosy about where we' re
going to land. Hold on tight, Danny!” he yelled.

Baden had adready |owered the retractable landing gear. Now he squinted fiercely over the nose of
the plane, watching the line of trees at the edge of thefield. He had to brush the undercarriage on the tops
of those trees, then set the ship down and hope she wouldn't overrun the field and bury her nosein the
line of trees on the other Side.

The wind around the wings was awhistling whine. The ground was coming up, up, up! Thetrees
looked like aline of lances reaching up to impale the bomber. Then the branchesrattled againgt the
undercarriage, againgt the wings, popping and snapping.

Baden held his breath. Was he too low? Were the trees going to flip them over? The ship did over.
They were past the trees! But the nose was dropping too fast. They werelosing flying speed.

He pushed the nose down farther, and jerked it up. The whedls thudded into the ground, and the ship
jumped like afrightened bird trying to take wing. Baden shoved her down. The whedls caught again.
They wererolling. They were on the ground, racing across the field. The line of trees on the other Sde
was looming closer every second. He fought the brakes. The ship dowed. It cameto ahalt not ten feet



from the trees.
“G-g-gally!” Danny quavered. “ Gally!”

The gunner yanked open the door. He didn't try to step out of the plane. Hefell out, ddliberately.
When Baden stuck hisface out of the ship, the gunner was hugging the ground.

“Dirt!” Danny gasped. “Look at it, Rolf! Good honest dirt! It looks so good to me | could dmost est
it”

Baden grinned. He stepped out of the plane, and rather abruptly sat down. Until that moment he had
not known how much that mad ocean flight had taken out of him, both physicdly and mentaly. Every
musclein hisbody ached. His mind was adull, deed, continuous throb. But the important thing
was—they were home. They were safe—

“Get out of here!” avoice said. “Y ou two men are trespassing, and | want you to get out of herethis
minute”

Baden blinked. The voice seemed to be coming from the ground. Then he saw something he had not
noticed before. The plane had stopped right beside a hole somebody had dug in the ground. It wasa
large hole, and dirt from it was scattered everywhere. Oddly, he wondered why anyone would dig ahole
here at the edge of the field. Then he saw the speaker, and hiswonder grew.

The speaker was agirl, an unusudly attractive girl. She was climbing out of the hole. She had a shovel
in her hand, but she promptly dropped the shovel, reached down into the hole and picked up arifle!

“Get right back in that plane and get out of here!” she vigoroudy demanded, pointing therifle at them.

“Lady—" Rolf Baden began mildly.

“I"'m going to count to ten,” she snapped. “If you’ re not gone by then, I’'m going to start shooting.”

ROLF BADEN gtared at her in stupefied amazement. He was used to guns and girls, but not in
combination. From the way this girl handled therifle, he knew she knew how to useit, and her red hair

told him she probably would useit. Looking at her, he saw she was badly frightened, scared, but the odd
thing was that she did not seem to be scared of the transoceanic newcomers.

“Lady,” Baden said, “you’ ve got uswrong. Wedidn't drop in to take an uninvited hand in your
private treasure hunt,” he nodded toward the hole, *but because we couldn’t help oursalves.”

“One” sheanswered grimly.
“Put down that gun, girl. Y ou' re making amistake.”
“Two.”

“I tell you we couldn’t move the plane if we had to. We' re out of gas. Thiswas aforced landing,”
Baden protested.

“Do you think we' d pick aplace like thisto set down if we had any choice?’” Danny queried.
“Three”

“G-gosh!” the gunner quavered. “ She meansto shoot, Rolf! We better make tracks out of here.”
“Four.”



Danny got to hisfest.

“Sit down!” his companion commanded. “ Thisisthe Maine wilderness. There' s probably not another
house within forty miles”

“But she'll shoot ug She' snot fooling!”

“Then let her shoot.”

“Fve” thegirl chanted.

Rolf Baden looked at her. He dug a cigarette out of his pocket, lighted it.

“Lady,” hedrawled, “ after you' ve shot us, | suggest you look at our identification papers. You'll find
we' re ex-members of the French air force. Then take alook at the markingson thisplane. You'll findit's
an American-made French bomber. Then you can spend the rest of your life explaining to yoursaf how
you happened to shoot a couple of strangers who accidentally dropped in on you.”

The shot went home. For thefirst time, doubt showed on the girl’ sface. But she did not lower the
muzzle of therifle

“Areyou tdling the truth?’ she demanded.

“No,” Baden drawled. “With arifle looking usin the eye, we rethinking up fairy stories. Here, takea
look at this” Heflung hislittle packet of identification papersat her.

A struggle showed on her face. Finally, but without lowering therifle, she bent over and picked up the
papers. Then she made Danny show his papers. Then she examined the markings on the plane.

“All right,” shesaid in ahollow voice. “Y ou're right when you said it wasforty milesto the nearest
house. It' sfarther than that. Y ou can stay here until tomorrow. Then you'll have to be on your way.
Comeon. I'll take you to the house.” And she motioned for them to follow her.

“What' sgoing on here?’ Danny quavered, asthey got to their feet.

Rolf Baden didn’'t answer. He had moved casualy nearer the hole the girl had dug in the ground.
Ingtantly her rifle came up.

“Stay away from that holel” she snapped. “If you want to Stay aive.”

CHAPTERIII
The Sphere
“|—I don’'t likethis, Ralf,” Danny Waker wailed. “I don't likeit a1-little bit.”

The two men were seated in alarge bedroom on the second floor of the house to which the girl had
taken them. Bathed, shaved and full of good food, they were vastly improved in appearance. Outside the
shadows were lengthening as the afternoon began to move into night.

The girl had told them her name—Jean Chapman. Somewhere that name had struck aresponsive
chord in Rolf Baden's mind. He had seen or heard it before but he couldn’t remember where.

From the plane, she had taken them straight to the house, where afat but somehow rather frightened
Negro cook had prepared food for them. They had seen no one else. After they had finished eating, the
girl had taken them to their room.



“Y ou may remain tonight, if you will promise not to leave thisroom,” she had said. “Y ou must leave
tomorrow.”

“Why must we stay in thisroom tonight, Miss Chgpman?’ Baden questioned.
“Because | request it.”
“And if we don't choose to do 0?7’

“Then you can leave now,” she had flared. “ One of the conditions on which | am accommodeting
you, isthat you stay where | put you. If you don’'t chooseto do as| say, you can Sart walking.”

“Well stay,” Rolf Baden had grimly answered, “where you put us.”
“Seethat you do,” she had answered. With that, she had |eft them alone.

“I dill don't likeit,” Danny Walker muttered, gesturing toward the window. “ Take alook at that
building out there, Rolf. Y ou might think it'sabarn, but it isn’t. Too big for that, doorstoo large. Andit’s
not afactory, in spite of the fact that it ssemsto be full of machinery. Nobody would build afactory 'way
out herein this godforsaken corner of the wilderness. So what isit, huh?’

Baden had dready been looking at the building. As Danny had said, it wasfull of machinery.
Sprawling over acouple of acres, it obvioudy wasn't abarn.

“It lookslike alaboratory of some kind,” Baden mused.
“Laboratory? Who would build alab way up here?’

The pilot shrugged. “1 don't know who built it. From the way it looks, it hasn't been used for severa
years, anyhow. But | can easily guess why it was built whereit is”

“Why?" Danny chalenged.

“Because somebody wanted to work in private,” Baden answered. “ So he came up here, where the
nearest neighbor is milesaway, and built himsdf alaboratory.”

Danny Walker was slent, turning over in his mind various reasons why anybody would come so far
into the wildernessto build alaboratory. They werein acorner room, with windows on two sides, and
Baden walked across to the other windows and glanced down toward the field where they had landed
their plane. He stiffened.

Danny, coming up and looking over his shoulder, said,

“She'sback at that hole again, working like she wastrying to dig up the devil himsdlf. What do you
suppose she' sgot buried there, Raolf, huh?’

“Just another question that we can’'t answer,” the big pilot mused.

“Do you suppose we ought to go down and offer to help her?” Danny questioned. “ Sort of pay for
our room and board that way. Digging aholeis no work for awoman.”

“From the way she poked that rifle up out of that hole when we landed, | would say she didn’t want
any help,” Baden answered.

He moved away from the window, lit a cigarette and stretched himsalf on the bed. The girl wasup to
something, but whatever it was, she had unmistakably indicated that she considered it her business. And
Baden wastired. Ocean hops drain the strength out of aman. Before he knew it, he was adeep.



THE crash of arifle awakened him.

He sat up and stared around the room, trying to remember what had happened. Danny was lying
beside him. The gunner’ s snore broke off in the middle of awheeze, and he gasped.

“What isit, abombing raid? Arethe Nazis coming over again?’

Baden was off the bed and over to the window in asingle stride. Night had fallen. A glance at the
radium-illumined did of hiswrigt-watch told him it was past ten 0’ clock. Therewas afull mooninthe
sky, pouring aflood of slver radiation down to Earth.

The moonlight clearly reveded the field with their plane resting on it. Beside the plane, the hole Jean
Chapman had been digging was avague dark blotch. Baden' s eyes swept over the scene and abruptly
returned to the dark patch of fresh earth.

Something wasrising out of that hole! Pushing the earth aside, like agigantic mole thrusting itsdlf to
the surface, something was coming up out of the ground.

“W—what isthat thing, Rolf?’ Danny husked. “1t's coming r-right up out of the ground! W-w-what is
it?”

“I don’t know!” Baden answered. “ Shut up and watch.”

Abruptly, asthough the restraining pressure had been removed, the thing sprang upward into the air.
Baden saw what it was. A sphere! A huge round ball.

“A balloon!” Danny gasped. “But how would aballoon get buried like thet?”

“That’sno baloon,” Baden snapped. “No baloon could push itsdf up out of the ground. That thingis
made out of metdl, or I'm acockeyed liar!”

There was growing excitement in the pilot’ s voice. He was an expert on al forms of shipsthat flew
through the air: to be the cracker jack pilot that he was, he had to be an expert. But here was a sphere
that could thrust itself out of the ground and legp into the air.

And it had no wings. It had no propellors. It wasn’t an airplane. And the absence of exhaudt jets
showed conclusively that it wasn't arocket.

A sngle question was thundering in Rolf Baden’smind.
“What isthat thing?’

How had it happened to be buried in the ground? Where had it come from? Had it—incredible
thought!—come up from below?

Therifle that had awakened them spoke again, adding its note of sinister menace to anight that was
dready suddenly tense with an inexplicable threat.

“It' sthegirl!” Danny hissed, pointing. “ She’ stherein the shadow of the trees. And she' s shooting at
that thing!”

The flash of the gun had reved ed Jean Chapman. She brought the gun up to fireagain. And the
sphere moved toward her. It had legped out of the ground and had begun to circle thefield like an
arplane seeking aplaceto land, but now it darted straight toward the girl crouching in the shadows.

“Comeon!” Rolf Baden rgpped out. “ Thisiswhere we take a hand in whatever isgoing on.”



“B-but shetold usto stay here,” Danny protested with literd truth.

Baden was aready moving. There was adoor that led downstairs and out of the house, but he didn’t
have timeto useit. The open window was handier and quicker. He thrust himsdlf over the sill and
dropped lightly from the second story to the ground. Although both men had removed their uniforms and
had donned civilian clothes, they had kept their guns. Baden' s pistol wasin hishand before hisfeet
touched earth.

“G-gosh!” Danny quavered as he took the same legp. “ H-here goes nothing.” The gunner did not
hestate. Where Rolf Baden led, Danny Waker would follow.

“BADEN, racing toward the edge of thefield, could see the sphere dropping lower and lower. For
thefirst time, he saw how big it was. It was at least thirty feet in diameter, possibly forty. And it moved
with the easy grace of aswallow breasting an air current.

The girl’ srifle thundered. Bright stabs of orange flame lanced from the gun. She was not, could not be
missing. But the bullets seemed to have no effect whatsoever on the sphere. It was moving steedily
toward her.

Baden ran slently. Thefirst intimation the girl had that he was near was his pistol roaring an echo to
her rifle. She turned astartled face toward him.

“We ve cometo help,” he said huskily.

Those four words were afair measure of Rolf Baden. He didn’t know what was happening, didn’t
know what kind of fight he wastaking ahand in. And didn’t care. All he had ever needed to know was
that somebody needed help. That quixotic urge had taken him al over the world, looking for an underdog
who needed alift. Here was a girl who needed assistance. That was enough for Rolf Baden.

“Thisisn’'t your fight!” she panted. “Get back ingde. Y ou may bekilled!”
“Sowemay get killed,” he repested. “ So what?’

Shedidn’t answer. A loud hiss, likethe air brakes of aheavy bus going into action, had come from
the sphere. Its descent was dowed. It settled gently to the ground.

“Shoot it!” Jean Chapman whispered, the husk of ameadly rising fear in her voice. “Damageit!
Anything, so that it can’t take off again!”

She flung up her rifle, poured bullet after bullet at the huge bal. The two flyers began shooting. Heavy
dugstore through the air, to strike with metallic clangs against the surface of the sphere.

Quietly it rested on the soil. Baden saw severd round openings like port-holes on its surface. He
amed a them but the moonlight was too indistinct to reveal whether he was hitting histarget. Y et he got
the impression that the sphere, absorbing the barrage of hot lead being poured againgt it, was sitting
there quietly watching them.

Or something indde it was watching them!

Cold chills shot up Rolf Baden's spine at the thought. There was something ingde the sphere! Until
now it had not occurred to him that logicaly it should have an occupant. Or occupants. But, unlessit
possessed someincredibly uncanny life of its own, there should be someone inside directing and
contrallingit.

What was indde that metal ball?



Rolf Baden was as nearly fearless as any man who ever lived, but the instant he began to wonder
what wasin that sphere, for thefirgt timein hislife he knew the meaning of fear, the mad fear that is
amilar to the fear of the darkness, of the unknown.

It sat there in the moonlight and seemed to size them up. Then aoruptly it hummed up into the air.
“Look out!” Danny yelled. “It may be going to bomb ug”

But it didn’t attempt to bomb them. It rose straight up until it waswell above the trees and then
moved away, flying pardld with the ground.

“It'sg-g-gone,” Danny shuddered in abject relief.

“It'slanding on theridge!” Jean Chapman exclaimed. “See! It's coming back down again.”

They could seeit dowly settle down on arocky ridge nearby.

“Maybe we put adug through its gas tank,” Danny hopefully suggested.

ROLF BADEN dowly shook his head. “That’s probably what happened!” the girl said excitedly.

“We damaged it. And we' ve Smply got to get to it beforeit’ srepaired. Come on!” she flung back over
her shoulder as she darted off toward theridge.

“Just aminute,” Baden cdled to her.

The girl turned. “But you said you wanted to help!” she exclaimed. “Of coursg, if you don't want to,
that’ s your business. But you said—"

“And we meant it,” Baden interrupted grimly. “But before we go dashing off to tackle that thing, we
had better know what we' re doing. What isthat sphere? What' sinside it? Who invented it? What' s
going on here, anyhow?’

“|I—" thegirl began. “I don’'t know what it isand | don’t know what'sinsdeit,” she sad
uncorvinangly.

“You don’t know?”
She shook her head.

“But it came out of the hole you were digging!” Baden exploded. “And you know more about this
than you' retelling. Comeon, girl; givel”

“I know—only alittle. And | don’'t have timeto explain what | do know. And it's desperately
important that | reach it immediately. If you want to help, al right. If you don’t, you can stay herel”

Without another word, she turned and ran toward the ridge where the sphere rested.
“Y-you think sheluring us on, huh, Rolf?'Y ou think she' stelling the truth, huh?’

“I don’'t know,” Baden answered, hisface dark with anger. “But we don’'t have much choice except
to help her.”

They raced after the fleeing girl. Coming to the top of theridge, she was il ahead of them. The
spherewas resting in ajumble of huge boulders. There was no Sign of motion anywhere about it. With its
portholes dark, it looked entirely inanimate.

Jean Chapman was edging cautioudy toward it. Lithely she moved from boulder to boulder, taking



advantage of every spot of cover.
“Becareful, girl,” Baden hoarsely called.

The sphere did not move. Sheraised her rifle, fired aquick shot into the huge ball. The bullet sullenly
clanged againgt the metal.

“It' sbeen damaged!” the girl cried. “It' sout of order.”

“Y ou had better be darned certain of that before—" Baden stopped in mid-sentenceto starein
horror at what had happened.

THE huge sphere had not moved. With the speed of spring stedl, adoor opened in it. Out of that
door, moving with clanking ponderousness but with arapidity entirely out of proportion to the huge bulk,
there came—

“G-gally, it samaninamor!” Danny gasped.

“Maninarmor, hell!” Baden snapped, leaping forward. “ That thing is made out of metd. If it'snot a
living roboat, it sthe next thing to it.”

As he legped forward in a desperate attempt to save the girl, the big pilot clearly saw the mongtrosity.
It was big, far bigger than a human being. Grest, glaring, unwinking eyes gleamed in its broad head. Huge
armswaved angrily.

Things happened too fast now for even Rolf Baden to follow them. He caught avague glimpse of a
length of snaky metal cable reaching from the head of the monstrosity back into the hollow interior of the
sphere. He saw Jean Chapman fling up her rifle and fire. The bullet clanged venomoudly asit struck but
the creature never fdtered in its stride. The girl saw it was coming too fast for another shot. She dropped
the gun and tried to leap to one side.

The metd monstrosity snatched Jean Chapman into its arms and stopped dead in itstracks. Baden
did not darefirefor fear of hitting the girl. Desperately he threw himself forward.

THE meta man whirled. Two ponderous but exceedingly rapid strides, and it was back in the sphere.
The door clanged shut in the face of theracing pilot. A vast humming camefromingdethe ball. With a
roar of wind, it legped upward into the sky.

But thistimeit didn’t stop after it had risen ashort distance. It kept on going—straight up! Risng
with incredible speed, it became ablack dot againgt the face of the moon. Then it was gone. From the
time the door of the sphere had opened until the metal ball was out of sight in the sky, not more than four
minutes had passed.

“It got her!” Danny whispered shakily. “It meant to get her down there on the field, but we c-came up
and scared it off. It wasj-just waiting for her to come up here so it could jump out and grab her. Oh,
g-gally, Ralf, what isit, huh?What isit?’

The big pilot was too shaken to try to answer. He had seen something that dl his previous experience
had said was impaossible—awingless object rising straight up into the air. But far more important than
that was the fact that Jean Chapman had been kidnapped, only kidnapped was too insignificant aword
for what had happened.

Suddenly—*Thereit iscoming back!” Danny hissed.
The metd sphere was driving dong afew hundred feet off the ground, coming with inconceivable



rapidity from the east.

“That isn't the same one,” Baden rasped. “It smply couldn’t have moved fast enough to get over
there. That’ s another one.”

He thought rapidly. “Get out in the open, Danny,” he suddenly commanded. “Wave your hands,
shout, fireyour pistol, do anything!”

“B-but it'll seeme,” the gunner objected. “1t'll come down and grab me.”

“That'sjust exactly what we want,” Baden answered. “Y ou lureit down, and when that black
hobgoblin jumps out, we' |l take over.”

“M-mewait for that meta giant to jump on me?’ Danny protested.

“Yes, you! There' sachancein athousand that we may be ableto captureit if we can get it to land.
I’ve got anidea.” Baden quickly explained hisplan.

“Oh, hdll, here goes nothing,” Danny gulped resgnedly. “Buit | sure h-hope your plan works!”

CHAPTER 111
TheTrick

“COME on down here, you big ball of cheese!” Danny yelled, firing his pistol and waving hisarms.
“Come on down and fight likeaman!”

Rolf Baden, crouched out of sight among therocks, felt alump risein histhroat as his companion’s
daring challenge rang out. Good old Danny, Baden thought. If his own plan failed, the price thelittle
gunner would pay would be hislife. Baden'slipsset inagrim line at the thought. His plan must not fall!

He saw the sphere swervein its headlong flight and shy away like a skittish horse sghting a piece of
paper. It had seen Danny, Baden knew. But would it descend? Or would it merdly circle overheed,
detect the trap, and bomb both of them out of existence?

It began to circle. Rolf Baden held his breath.

“Come on and help yoursdlf to achunk of me!” Danny yelled. Under his breath, he whispered, “Oh,
R-Rolf, ise-everything dl right, h-huh?’

“Asright aswe can makeit, Danny,” Baden answered.

The huge ball dropped lower. It circled, settled, started to land, and then abruptly sprang into the air
agan. Baden did not move amuscle but hisfingers ground into the butt of hispistal.

The sphere circled again. Then it landed! It ssemed to Sit and watch the puny, two-legged creature
who had attracted its attention.

Danny moved toward it... Abruptly the door swung open. Clanking, the metal giant legped out. It
dived straight toward Danny Walker!

Baden legped out of hiding. He heard Danny’ syell of defiance change into a scream of terror asthe
giant scooped the gunner up with one sweeping flash of its metal arm. It turned back toward the sphere.

Camly, hisarm as steady as arock, not atrace of emotion on his bronze face, Rolf Baden fired a
sngle shot. The dug was amed at the long snaky cable stretching from the head of the cresture back into



the sphere.

That was Baden' s plan. To shoot the cablein two. The cable must serve to control the clanking
mongtrosty. If he could sever it—

Themetd giant was aready |egping toward the opening in the sphere when Baden’ s shot rang out.
The big pilot was so close he could have touched the creature. He aimed at the spot where the cable
entered the hemet.

And his shot went home! It struck itstarget! The cable jerked under the impact of the heavy bullet. A
white shower of dectrica sparksjetted out. With a sullen clank, the meta giant stopped moving. It stood
for asecond asthough frozen. Then its arms relaxed and Danny Walker leaped free. His jump threw the
mongter off balance. It fell like atractor turning over.

“Y-youdidit, Rolf! Youdidit!” the gunner exulted.

“Areyou dl right?’ the big pilot fiercely demanded.

Danny hadtily fdt of himsdf. “ Jjust had the wind squeezed out of me. I’'m dl right.”
“Then come on,” Baden commanded, leaping toward the sphere.

The door was still open. He looked inside, gun ready, expecting to find someone seated at the
controls. The controlswere there, dl right, abank of levers and switches, but there was no oneinside the
sphere. The girl was nowhere to be found.

“N-nobody home,” Danny gulped. “Ralf, thisthing must work by remote control.”

“Probably,” the pilot answered, mystified. He stepped inside and began to look around. Danny
Waker followed him.

“W-what are we going to do now?’ the gunner demanded.
“We regoing up,” Baden answered. “Miss Chapman went up. We re going to follow her.”
“B-but you don't know how to fly thisthing!”

“I can fly anything that hasamotor,” Baden clipped. “Pull that cable insde and close the door. We're
going to take off.”

DANNY yanked the end of the severed cableinto the sphere. Oddly, it was no longer emitting
sparks. He closed the heavy meta door. Ingtantly the sphere was filled with the roar of a heavy pulsation.
Power to burn was being applied. The globe shot into the air.

“We regoing up!” Danny shouted. “Y ou sure can fly anything!”
Baden was desperately working with the levers. There was alook of startled surprise on hisface.

“Sow her down, Ralf,” Danny yelled, clutching at the sidesto keep from being pushed to the floor by
the tremendous accderation. “We rerisng too fast.”

“I can't!” Badenydled. “I didn’'t even start it. When you closed the door, the damned thing started
automaticaly. There snot adamned thing | can do to control it.”

The sphere hurtled upward, Baden trying to learn how to operate the levers.
“The controls seem to belocked,” he groaned &t last.



“G-golly, where arewe going?’ Danny wailed.
“I don't know,” Baden replied.

An hour later, however, he began to suspect the answer. The sphere was out of the atmospherein
minutes, but it was perfectly sealed, and a hidden mechanism seemed to be creating air. It kept rising.
Long before two hours had passed, Baden knew where the globe was heading.

He pointed up in the sky toward the huge golden planet hanging there.

“Thismetd sphere didn’t come up out of the earth,” Baden said. “ It came from themoon. And it's
returning therel”

There was no mistaking what was happening. Incredibly, impossibly, the sphere was driving straight
out across space to the moon. Moving with tremendous speed, it covered the 240,000-mile distance
from the earth in afew short hours. Rolf Baden gazed in stupefied amazement as the surface of the
satdlite came hurtling up toward them.

When he had first seen the metal sphere, he had known he was on the trail of some tremendous
mystery. But that the mystery would lead him to the moon, he had not the dightest intimation. And what
was back of the mystery? What incredible secret had they ssumbled into? The cold winds of risng fear
played up and down the pilot’s spine.

Far below them, dowing to a hdt above the surface of the satellite, Rolf Baden caught aglimpse of
another sphere; and he knew, without knowing how he knew it, that thiswas the globe in which Jean
Chapman was held prisoner.

Then the rescuers sphere began to dow up.

“W-we'reg-going to land,” Danny whispered. “Oh, golly, look! There' sahole opening in the side of
one of those m-mountains, and that’ s-sphereis going right into it!”

The lunar landscape, seen at close range, was a tortuous jumble of cracked, distorted, broken
mountains glittering in intensdy brilliant sunlight. They had left Earth at night, with the moon in the sky, but
herethe sun was shining.

In the side of one of the cliffs, adark opening had suddenly appeared. The kidnaper sphere ducked
into it and out of sight. But the hole remained open.

“Weregoing in, too,” Baden gritted.

Theball in which they were held captive did into the opening and halted. Behind it the door closed.
Ahead a second huge portal began to open.

“It'san airlock!” Baden exclaimed.

The two spheres moved through the lock and into atremendous cavern. Hissing, they settled down to
rest.

“L-look!” Danny whispered. “The placeis|-lousy with those metd giants”

“BADEN was dready staring. Hisface was drawn and taut, his eyeswide as hetried to see
everything at once. In arow againgt the farther wall, he saw dozens of the spheres arranged in an orderly
manner like cars parked in astorage garage. There was ajumble of intricate machinery, the function of
which Baden could not even begin to guess.



But the thingsthat held his eyes were the gigantic metal monsters. They seemed to be everywhere,
exact duplicates of the one that had |egped from the sphere and had seized Jean Chapman, with this
exception—the metd mongters herein this cavern did not have cables attached to them. Instead, their
hel mets were adorned with a spidery framework of wires.

Clanking, the creatures converged on the first sphere. Baden saw the door open and the metal
occupant step out, the girl in hisarms, the cable trailing behind him. Releasing the girl, he reached up and
pulled the cable from his helmet. One of the other creatures promptly attached aspidery framework in
the place where the cable had been, plugging it in like alight cord in asocket.

Thegirl cowered like afrightened rabbit, staring franticaly at the creastureswho surrounded her. One
of them took hold of her arm, and the others started toward the second sphere.

“T-they’ re coming for us,” Danny hissed. “Oh, Rolf, do you think those d-darned things are dive?’
“They can’'t bedive,” Baden answered. “They smply must be robots worked by remote control.”
“W-what are we going to do?’ Danny stuttered.

“What the hell can we do?’ the big pilot answered. “ Except keep our chins up and act like we owned
the place!”

“O-okay. B-but | wish | was back on E-Earth.”

“Keep your gun out of sght,” Baden commanded. “ They may not search us.”

The door of their sphere was opened. Two unblinking eyesin ametallic head peered ingde.

“They want usto c-come out,” Danny wailed.

“That’' sexactly what we are going to do,” Baden answered.

HIS back straight, his shoulders square, he stepped from the sphere like agenerd reviewing his
troops.

A robot took hisarm with afirm grip. Baden made no attempt to resst. The strength in those stedl
fingerstold him that resistance would be usdless. Therobot could tear him limb from limb. Another robot
took hold of Danny. They waked the two men over to where the girl stood.

“How did you get here?’ shefdtered. “What happened?’

Baden told her about the second sphere, how they had captured it and how it in turn had captured
them.

“I’'msorry,” shesaid. “1 didn’t intend to get you into amesslikethis.”

“What | want to know is, what kind of amessisthis?’ the big pilot demanded. “What are these
things, anyway?"

“I—I don’'t know,” Jean Chapman replied.

Baden’ s mouth snapped shut. If she wanted to pretend she didn’t know what was going on, there
was nothing he could do about it.

“Honestly, | don't know,” the girl wailed, watching hisface.
Shewastelling the truth! Shewas't lying. Incredible asit seemed, sheredly didn’t know.



“All right, Jean,” Baden told her. “We rein this messtogether and we'll try to fight our way out
together.”

Clanking ponderoudy, the robots led them out of the main chamber, down along corridor and, after
opening adoor, into another, smaller room. Baden saw that there had been machinery in thisroom very
recently. The marks of heavy equipment were on the floor. But the machinery had al been removed.
Now the only furnishingsin the room were aheavy chair and acrude bed.

A man was lying on the bed, araggedly clad, bearded, emaciated man. He sat up when they entered
the room. Jean Chapman wrenched |oose from the robot and flew straight to hisarms.

“Dad!” shecried. “Dad!”

THAT singleword and the 9ght of thisman lying there closed acircuit in Rolf Baden'smind. Ever
snce he had learned Jean Chapman’ s name and had caught a glimpse of the machinery in that barn-like
sructure back on Earth, he had known he had seen the name somewhere before. But where? Now he
remembered. A newspaper feature sory flashed before hismind' seye.

INVENTOR TO TRY FOR MOON
The story had read:

John Chapman, who clamsto have invented anew type of rocket ship, plansto put hisinvention to
the acid test tomorrow. From hislaboratory on the coast of northern Maine, he will take off for the
moon...

The account had run on at great length in ahumorous vein. There had been pictures of Chapman and
of hisship. Also, there had been a picture of “the attractive daughter of the inventor, Jean Chapman, who
will remain here and operate the radio gpparatus with which her father hopes to maintain contact with
Earth on hisdaring voyage.”

Chapman had taken off on schedule, and when he had not returned, it was assumed his ship had
falen into the Atlantic. The newspapers had commented on the passing of another crackpot inventor. The
story was at least three years old, Baden recalled.

But Chapman hadn’t fallen into the Atlantic. He hadn’t been a crackpot inventor. He had been
successful. He had landed on the moon. There was no refuting that he had reached Earth’ s satellite, for
he was here now, frantically hugging his daughter.

But what had happened to him? And who were those robots? Were they Moon men? Why had they
sei zed Jean Chapman and brought her here? Possessing the metal spheres, which were an dmost perfect
method of crossing space, why hadn’t they been on Earth before?

Moments later Jean Chapman introduced the two airmen to her father. Baden, even hisiron control
deserting him, as soon as the robots withdrew, broke out in arash of questions.

“The robots were here when | landed,” John Chapman explained. “They captured me and have held
me prisoner ever Snce. Even after three years| do not fully understand them, but | know this much: In
some uncanny and incredible way, they are alive.”

“Alivel”

“Y es. But they are not Moon men. They did not originate here on the moon. They came here from
somewhere e se, and they are asurveying party.”



“A surveying party!” Baden increduloudy echoed. “What do you mean by that?’

CHAPTERIV
Surveyorsof Space

JOHN CHAPMAN explained fully. “They belong to arace whose home is on one of the nearer
gar-clusters—which one | don’t know. It isan incredibly ancient race; it was old before our solar system
was created. And thisrace for uncounted centuries has been sending exploring parties out across space,
mapping and charting the worlds in the sky, looking for valuable minera deposits, sudying the life-forms
on the various planets.

“That'swhy | cal the group that has captured us a surveying party. They’ ve been surveying the solar
system, mapping the planets, the asteroid belt, Mars, Venus, Mercury, Jupiter, Earth—"

BADEN’ S mind regled with theimmengty of the picturethe old scientist was painting. A surveying
party! Back on Earth, he knew surveying parties were frequently sent out, to map the headwaters of the
Amazon, to explore the North Pole. Right at this moment Admiral Byrd was surveying the Antarctic.

But that was on Earth. Surveying parties there crossed seas and mountains and deserts. This party
here on the moon had crossed space. They were charting solar systems, star clusters, possibly even
gaaxies,

“They trested me well enough,” John Chapman continued. “ They went to the trouble of synthesizing
food and water for me, but for that matter, we take good care of the animalsin our zoostoo. And that is
the way they regarded me—as an intelligent, captivating pet, acuriogty to take home to the children—if
they have any children and if they ever go home.”

There was unmistakable bitternessin the old scientist’ svoice.
“| take it something happened that made them change their minds about you,” Baden said.

“Yes,” Chapman answered. “They gave me free run of the place, except that | couldn’t go near the
spheresand | couldn’t venture outside. Since | displayed some dight mechanicd ability, they gave me
toolsto work with, just as we give the monkeys in the zoo building blocks and balls, and watch them to
see how smart they are.

“When | asked for tools and equipment, | got them, and the robots thought the eectrica gadgets|
built were darned cute—until they discovered | had built aradio set and was using it to communicate with
my daughter back on Earth.”

Baden remembered it was Jean Chapman who had remained behind to operate the radio set on the
Maine coast. How long had she kept afaithful vigil beside those silent instruments beforeasignd came
through, he wondered. And how that firgt, faint sgna must have thrilled her. He glanced at the pae girl.
She was standing beside her father.

“As soon asyou started your radio transmitter, they decided their pet had displayed enough
ingenuity?’ Baden said.

“No, they didn’t discover my transmitter for along time. I got the whole story back to Jean.”

“The devil you did!” Baden gasped. Helooked again at the girl. “Why didn’t you advise the
authorities and get somebody to help you?’



“I did!” the girl blazed. “1 tried to tell everybody from the President of the United States down to the
last subeditor of New Y ork’ s biggest newspaper. Every last one of them gave me afish-eyed stare, asif
they thought | wastrying to sall them something.

“Findly | redlized that if | kept trying to tell my story, which | knew wasthe truth, but couldn’t begin
to prove, it would get me abed in a psychopathic ward.”

She began to cry. “Now, now, Jean.” her father soothed. “Y ou did your best. It wasn't your fault that
nobody Would believe you.”

“I'll say it was't,” Baden gritted. “ But what happened when the robots discovered your radio set?’

CHAPMAN nodded toward the floor.
“Y ou can see what happened. | had thisroom full of equipment. Y ou can seewhereit rested.”
“They cleared it out, en?’

“Beforethey did, | was able to get awarning message through to Jean, telling her to be on the
lookout for anything. Knowing | had been communicating with her, they sent asphere down to Earth to
investigate. What happened to that sphere, daughter?’

“It miscalculated the greater gravity of Earth and buried itself in the ground when it landed.”
“S-s0 that was what was in that mysterious hole you were digging.” Danny spoke for thefirst time.

“Yes” Jean admitted. “1 saw it land. From my father’ s description, | recognized it as being one of the
space spheres of the creatures here on the moon. | wastrying to dig down to it, destroy its occupant, and
useit to try to rescue my father.”

Baden' s heart thrilled at the words. He was an adventurer and he had faced death in the four corners
of the earth, but he had never seen a better grade of courage than that displayed by Jean Chapmanin
trying to dig up the buried sphere. She knew how dangerous it was but she had not hesitated. Instead,
she had taken a shoved and arifle and started digging.

He grinned at her and she smiled back at him.

“B-but what | want to know,” Danny demanded, “isw-what are they going to do with us, now that
they have us?”’

Chapman’ s eyes went from the two men to his daughter.

“I don't know,” he answered. “ They seized Jean to keep the human race from learning about their
existence. They have finished their survey of the solar system and are about reedy to leave. But | don’t
know what they’ re going to do with us.”

His eyeswere on the girl. There was pathos and tragedy in her face.

“Father!” shesaid. “You do know.”

The old man shook his head.

“You'renot tdling the truth,” she said accusingly. “Y ou'’ re keeping something back!”

“No,” her father miserably answered. “No.”



“You'retrying to makeit easer for me,” shesad. “Whatever itis, | can tekeit. Arethey going to
take us back to their home world with them?’

“No,” the old man quavered. “Not that. We couldn’t stand the trip. It would take too long. We
would dieon theway.”

“Then what are they going to do?’
“Jean, please—" the old man begged.
“Arethey going to invade Earth, destroy the human race?’ Jean demanded.

“No. A thousand or possibly ten thousand years from now, they may return to this system, if they
ever need the metasthey have discovered here. But thisis only asurveying and exploring party. Itisn’t
going to attack Earth.”

“Thenwhat?’ the girl ingsted.
John Chapman looked at the floor.

“Remember, we're like animalsin azoo to them. And now the keepers of the zoo are leaving. What
will happen to the animas? They can't return usto our homes. With the knowledge | now have, | could
duplicate their space spherein afew years.”

“So what are they going to do with us?” Baden said crisply. “We re scarcely children, you know.
Whatever it is, we can takeit.”

“All right,” the old man said. “I'll tell you. We re animalsin azoo and the keepers are going away on
atrip that will last for years. They don’t want the animalsto starve, and they can’t turn them loose. So
they’ re going to do the only thing they can—painlesdy put usto degth.”

THE hiss of Jean Chapman’sindrawn breath was loud in Rolf Baden's ears. There was amoment of
stunned, horrified slence. Then Danny, drawing upon that hidden store of courage that sustained him
when the Situation became desperate, drawled,

“Painlesdy put usto death, huh? Well, dl | can say isthat it's d-d-d-damned white of them!”

“Weaen't dead yet,” Rolf Baden said grimly. He turned to the elderly inventor. “Isn’t there anything
we can do? If we promise never to attempt to construct one of their space spheres, do you think they will
take us back to Earth and release us?’

The old man dowly shook hishead.

“I don't think thereisachance. They’re coldly logicd, utterly impersona, and while they trested me
al right, it was merely because | was an interesting scientific experiment. Also, they have made accurate
estimates of the population of Earth, and they realize the human race would be astrong compstitor if we
had a method of crossing space.

“They have no intention of letting us develop to the point where they would haveto fight usin the
future. No, thereisno hope in gppedling to their better nature, for they haven't any. They are making a
grest concesson inkilling uspainlesdy.”

Thewords had thefinality of doom.

“Then,” said Baden bitterly, “isthere anything we can do to save oursalves? Y ou are familiar with
these creatures. Do they have aweskness anywhere?’



Theold man ill shook his head.

“I had a plan worked out once, but thereis no hopefor it now,” he said hopelesdy.
“What was your plan?’ Baden inssted.

“It won't work,” Chapman answered unhappily.

“How do you know it won't?’

“Because it depended on a powerful radio transmitter | had built secretly. But when they removed al
my equipment, they took my transmitter with them. Y ou probably don't know it but these creatureslive
on power, eectrica power. In their space-crossing spheres they have powerful generators which they
connect by means of a cableto themsalves.

“Hereintheir cavernsthey have even more powerful generators, which ‘broadcast’ their energy. In
order to give themsaves greater freedom of motion than the cableswould permit, they use power
transmitted by radio, receiving the current through the antennae they wear on their forehead.

“My plan wasto use my transmitter to block out their power; just astwo radio stations on Earth, if
they are operating on the same wavelength, block out each other. Thiswouldn't kill them—nothing kills
them short of complete destruction—but it would make them helpless. But it won’t work now,”
Chapman finished with ahopeless shrug. “My tranamitter isgone.”

Baden’ s mind was racing. He remembered how the robot, on entering the Moon cavern and
emerging from the sphere, had disconnected the cable from the top of his head. Another robot had
promptly plugged in an antennae.

“Why can’t we destroy that radio transmitter?’ Baden demanded.

Here was a chance, athin one, but still achance! Deprived of radiated power, the robots would be
helpless. For the first time John Chapman'’ s face showed hope.

“It might work,” he admitted. “1f we could get to the radio room—’
“We haveto get therel” Baden blazed. “Do you know whereit is?’
“yes”

“Then let’sgo!”

“But we can't get out of thisroom,” Danny interrupted.

Baden wasthe picture of chagrin.

“Hell, that' sright,” he admitted.

“Onetrick the robots never knew was that their guinea pig had learned how to open the door of his
prison,” Chapman said. “I can open that door, but what if we run into some of the robots?’

“ Shoot them,” Baden answered unhesitatingly. “We sill have our guns. Shoot at the antennae on their
heads! With that knocked out, they won’t be able to move.”

“We hopel” Danny amended. “What | want to know is, don’t these metal men have some g-guns of
their own?’

Baden looked at the inventor for an answer.



“Yes,” Chapman said. “They have disintegrators that will melt solid rock. That’s how they dug these
caverns”

“To hdl with the disintegrators!” Baden snarled. “Open that door!”

CHAPTER YV
TheAnimals Revolt

THEY werein the corridor, Chapman leading the way, Baden and Danny Walker with drawn guns,
nervoudy aert. Danny’ sfreckled face was wrinkled into afighting snarl. All fear was gone from him.
Baden’ s face showed nothing, but the big pilot knew how hopel ess were the odds against them. At any
minute they might run into one of the metd giants. Then, unlessthey could disable the antennae that fed
power to the creature, they would be helpless.

But they were met by none of the robots.

“I think most of them are up in front getting the spheresready for the trip home,” Chapman
whispered. “And that' salucky bresk for us. But there are certain to be severd of them in the room with
the power transmitter. We' |l have to knock them out before they redlize what is happening. And now that
we have revolted againgt them, they will exterminate us mercilessy, without bothering to devise apainless
desth method.”

Three men and agirl againg raiders out of space! Human flesh againg stedl, human strength against
the resstless surge of dectric current! All of thefour knew that their lives were numbered in minutes. In
spite of their show of bravery, they knew they didn’t have a chance. But because they were human, and
because life was dear, they were going to exact as high a price as possible for the death they knew was
coming.

Chapman, motioning them to move over againgt the wall, approached an opening.
“That is the entrance to the power room,” he whispered tersdly. “ The door is open.”
A throbbing roar was coming from the chamber, the hum of powerful generators.
“I'll gofird,” said Rolf Baden, lifting his voice above the volume of sound.

He glanced at Jean Chapman. Her face was white and bloodless but there was resolution on it. She
triedto smilea him.

Then, dowly and cautioudy he thrust his head around the corner of the opening, and looked inside.

It was alarge room. Immediately to the right dong the wall was ahuge switchboard that apparently
controlled the flow of current from the generatorsto the power transmitter.

“If we can only reach that switchboard, we'll have achance,” Baden gritted.
“Y eah, but ook over thereto theleft,” Danny hissed.

There were at least six of the meta monsters on the left. They were as busy as bees around adevice
that looked like a cross between a concrete mixer and a coast defense gun.

“Come on before they see usl” Baden gritted, diving into the room.
The switchboard was only yards away. Hisfirst driving rush would take him to it. The meta mongters,



busy around the machine, did not see him. Nor did Baden see the meta man standing beside the
switchboard until he was completely in the room. The angle of the corner had kept Baden from seeing the
creature.

The switchboard wasn't unguarded!

No surprise showed in the lensed eyes of the metal giant as he saw the human being hurtling toward
him. No emotion could show in those lusterless orbs. But he reacted ingtantly. Clanking ponderoudy, but
moving with the tremendous swiftness of which hiskind was capable, he stepped in front of the charging
pilot.

Baden sent a dug through the spidery framework of the antennae on the monster’ s head. His heart
was up in his mouth when he pulled the trigger. If the antennae were smashed, would the cresture be
unable to move? Chapman had said that this would happen, but was Chapman right? When Baden had
shot the cable away from the robot’ s head back on Earth, the robot had stopped ingtantly. But would
smashing the antennae have the same effect?

To Rolf Baden an eternity seemed to pass while he watched to see the effect of his shot. The robot
was moving toward him. And it kept coming! It kept moving. His shot hadn’t disabled it. Their plan had
faled!

INSTINCTIVELY Baden legped to one Sde to avoid the rush of the monster. But the cresture
didn’'t swerve. It kept driving forward. With athud like atruck hitting abrick wall, it fell to thefloor. Fell,
and didn’t attempt to rise!

Stupefied, Baden stared at it. Then he realized what had happened. His shot had smashed the
antennae but the robot had been in motion a the time and itsinertia had kept it going until it fell.

“It worksl” Baden exultantly thought. “ Smash their antennae and they’ re powerless!”
He started again toward the switchboard.

Theroar of apigtol behind him whirled him around. Danny was doing the shooting. The six robots
who had been busy around the machine were driving toward them. They looked as big as Sx separate
mountains. And in the next moment they were on the two airmen.

“Takethisback to hell with you, you black devild” Danny was roaring.

Now that the need for slence was padt, the gunner was using hisvoice. Danny Walker would die with
ashout of defiance on hislips. And death was seconds off.

One of the robats, its antennae shattered by a bullet, went down. But the other five kept coming.

Rolf Baden began to shoot. He might have been at target practice for al the emotion he showed.
Coolly and camly, he brought the pistol up and fired. He saw the fragile antennae of the nearest monster
crumple. One down.

But there were four more | eft. Baden shot again. Another went down. He pulled the trigger athird
time. The gun clicked! He had not reloaded it after he had |eft Earth—no cartridges. Out of the corner of
his eye he saw Danny snapping an empty weapon, too.

“Thisistheend, Danny,” he breathed, hurling the empty pistol at the metal monster looming over him.
“WEe ll go out together.”

Then the black giant grabbed him. Fingers of sted closed around his body. He felt himsdif lifted. He



fought with al his strength, but againgt the power that energized the creature his muscles were usdless.
Vagudly he saw Danny struggling in the grip of another of the mongters, struggling usdesdy.

Baden felt himsalf shaken like adog shaking arat. Only he wasthe rat and he was being shaken.
Blackness began to closein on him. There wasagrowing roar in hisears—

Suddenly the roar stopped. The robot had quit shaking him. The strength went out of the monster’s
sted fingers. Its grip began to relax. Baden did exhausted to the floor. Dazedly he stared around him,
seeking an explanation for the fact that he wasfree. And found it.

Jean Chapman and her father were at the switchboard. While he and Danny had fought the metal
mongters, they had dipped unobtrusively into the room and had opened the switches, cutting off the flow
of current through the power transmitter. The robots stood like suddenly frozen giants!

Danny struggled to hisfeet. Violently he shoved the creature that had held him. It tumbled over.

“Takethat, darn you,” Danny growled. Then he ran to Baden, tried to help the pilot to hisfeet. “Are
you dl right, Ralf, huh?” heanxioudy inquired. “Areyou dl right?’

“Yes” the pilot answered.

Whether or not hewasdl right didn’t matter. There was only one thing that did matter. They had
secured control of the power transmitter! The raiders out of space were now powerless!

“WE I return to that cavern at the entrance,” Rolf Baden said. “We'll take these damned robots
gpart, each and every one of them, and make certain this particular surveying party will never tekealist
of the wedlth of the solar system back to whatever godforsaken world spawned them. Then we'll grab
one of thoseinterspatia spheres and head for home.”

“Home!” Danny echoed. “And thistime,” hefiercely added, “we re going to settle down and stop this
damned fighting! Soldiers of fortune, nutg”

“We vewon!” John Chapman gasped. 1 never thought it possible, but there is no doubt that every
one of these metal devilsis standing around powerlessto move!”

HE broke off, to stare from horror-stricken eyes at the door. Baden turned to see what was attracting
the inventor’ s attention. He saw it—a sphere coming down the corridor, moving dowly but certainly
toward the room.

“Some of the robots must have been working in the spheres,” Chapman stammered. “ They were
drawing current from the power supply within the spheresinstead of from the radio transmitter. Naturaly,
thisfirst power supply remained on. But those robots working outside the spheres, using their antennae,
stopped work the moment we turned off their ‘ broadcast’ power supply.

“Their comrades, using the power source within the spheres naturaly became darmed, surmised what
we were up to. So they carried the paralyzed robots inside and connected up their power cables. Now
the whole mob of them is descending upon usin their spheres!”

“Closethat door before that sphere getsin herel” Baden rasped.
He and Danny legped and closed the heavy metd barrier.

“That will stop those devils,” Danny said. “But what are we going to do? If they can’t get to us,
neither can we get to them. We' re trapped in here!”

The gunner had voiced the truth. The four stared at each other.



“Not only that,” Chapman said. “But they will be able to mdt that door down within avery short time.
Those spheres are armed with disintegrators.”

As he spoke the hiss of heavy currents came from the corridor. Danny laid his hand againgt the door.
“They've dready turned thejuice on,” he said. “The door has begun to get hot.”

“Isn’'t there anything we can do?’ Baden raged. “We' re caught likeratsin atrap. Isn't there any way
we can get out of here?’

“There are connecting corridors,” Chapman answered. “\We can hide. But it won't do us any good.
They'll find usintheend.”

“We Il hide, then!” Baden commanded.

He started to marsha his three companions out of the room. Chapman stopped to stare with suddenly
glowing eyes at the device the robots had been working on when the two men first entered the room.

“That’' sone of their disntegrators,” he rapidly explained. “One of the big ones that they useto dig
cavernswith.”

“WEe I turn it on the spheres” Baden shouted. “They’ || have afancy time getting into this place with
one of their own weapons turned on them.”

Theinventor leaped over to the huge weapon. He took onelook &t it and al the fire died out of his
eyes.

“It sdl gpart,” hesad. “They were dismantling it when you camein.”

“Thenwe Il put it together again,” Baden rasped. “Y ou surely know how. All three of uswill help
yw.”

“It will beatough job,” Chapman said.
“But we ll doit, huh, Rolf?” Danny chortled.

Working like fiends, they began to reassemble the bulky device. Parts were scattered all over the
floor. Apparently the meta monsters had been taking it apart, preparatory to putting it into one of the
spheresfor thereturn trip to their own world. Baden, glancing often toward the door, drove himself and
the otherslike daves. Theinventor directed their efforts. Danny and Baden lifted the heavy parts. Jean
Chapman helped where she could.

Smoke began to pour from the door.
“It' sg-going down,” Danny whispered.
“We only need minutes,” Chapman answered.

Sweat stood out al over the inventor’ sface. Hisragged clothes were wet with perspiration. But he
worked like amadman. And Baden drove him to fiercer efforts.

Just asthe door went down they fitted the last piece back into the disintegrator and swung the barrel
around.

“I'll @m,” Baden gritted, lining up the huge device.
The door went down into molten metal. A sphere came poking through.



“Firel” Badenyelled.

A STREAK of bluish flame lanced out from the muzzle of the wegpon. It swirled over the sphereina
coruscating blaze of blue-white radiance. So hot was the blast that the sphere literally seemed to burst
into flame. The tough meta flared in great white-hot droplets, then burst into vapor. The occupant never
had a chance.

“That will teach you something about painlessforms of desth,” Baden raged.

Inwardly he knew that the occupant of the sphere, whatever incredible form of lifeit possessed, had
died so quickly that death was practicaly painless.

Thefirst sphere wasfinished, then.

“But w-what about the others?’ Danny quavered. “That cavern up in front isf-full of them. We may
knock off one or two, but they’ Il g-get usintheend.”

“So they will,” Baden answered. He thought rapidly, and turned to Chapman. “Y ou say they used this
disntegrator to dig this cavern?’

The inventor nodded.

“Then | know what we' |l do about that nest of spheres up in front,” Baden answered. “Come on,
Danny. Put your shoulder behind thisthing and push.”

“W-what are you going to do?’ the gunner demanded.
Baden told them.

It took the combined strength of al four to move the disintegrator. Fortunately it was mounted on
whed s, for the robots had frequently found it necessary to move the device when they enlarged their
caverns. An hour later, after pushing it along little-frequented corridors, Baden had it where he wanted it.
Helined it up with the muzzle facing ablank wall.

“Turnthejuiceon,” he commanded.

The flame licked out, began to eat into the rock. It had blasted the sphere very rapidly, but it
destroyed stone even faster.

“G-gally, I hope your plan works,” Danny muttered.
“Itwill,” Baden answered grimly.

The beam ate into the stone like aknife dicing through butter. Rolf Baden swung it to theright and to
the left, digging agigantic horizonta groovein the rock. Then he svung it down.

Suddenly thewhole vast layer of rock gave way. Its support gone, cut loose from the top and the
gdes, the only thing it could do wasfdl. And it fell—diraight into the cavern!

That was Baden' s plan. To use the disintegrator to cut away the roof of the cavern, releasing
thousands of tons of rock to crash down on the spheres below.

And it succeeded! Like agigantic landdide, the roof began to fall. Thousands, hundreds of thousands
of tons of rock started downward. The roof buckled in the middle, tremendous cracks spread rapidly
through it. Then, like an avalanche gathering momentum and sweeping everything beforeit, it dropped
downward.



The sound was like the roar of hundreds of cannon being fired in one vast chorus. The solid rock
underfoot swayed and trembled. Gigantic thudding concussions sounded.

“Some of the spheres are exploding,” Chapman said breathlesdy.
“The onesthat explode will help to smash the others,” Baden answered.

Theroar grew. The crash and thunder of falling stone was a continuous sound. Some of the spheres,
risng rapidly, tried to force their way through the torrent raining down on them. Baden swung the
disintegrator, sweeping it in great arcs. Flaming, the spheres plummeted downward.

Sowly slence came. Sowly the thunder of faling stone died away.

“They’'refinished!” Baden exulted. “ They’ re buried under more tons of rock than | can even count.
This surveying party has met its Waterloo on the moon!”

WHAT he had done awed him. He had destroyed the advance guard of arace that was reaching out
across space, sprawling as conquerors over the worldsin the sky. If another surveying party
came—Wall, they would not come for many years. And the human race would be able to meet them
then.

He looked at Jean Chapman. Shewastrying to smile.
“W-what | want to know is, h-how are we going to get home?’ Danny suddenly demanded.

“Home!” Therewas startled surprisein Rolf Baden'svoice. “I never thought of that. We' ve
destroyed dl the spheres. How in hell can we get back to Earth?’

“I think,” Chapman interposed, “that if you can dig out one of those spheres, | can guarantee to repair
it so it will make thetrip back to Earth. It may take months, however.”

“That'sdl right with me,” Danny answered. “At least we' Il have achance to settle down for awhile”
Rolf Baden looked at Jean Chapman.
“What do you say?’ he asked her.
“That,” said thegirl, coming into hisarms, “isaleading question.”
TheEnd.
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