CHAPTERI
Magna Charta 5000 A.D.

KNIGHT read the preamble, hisvoice vibrant: "To the People of Earth of 5000 A.D.! The
Government of Mankind shall hereafter be known as the World-State Government. Its Congress of
Delegates from every Tribal-state shall have sole power to make laws. Appended are dl details of
procedure and office. One cardina rule must aways be followed—that no man on Earth shdl have
absolute power over any other man, or over any Tribal-state, or over the World-State.

"I, Stuart Knight, Firgt Lord of Earth, relinquish dl clamto rule. It must never be given to one man
again, or to any group not elected by the people. May Providence preserve the World-State for aslong
as humanity inhabitsthis World!™

THAT wasall. Knight had reduced his preambleto its barest essentials. He had never believed in
oratory. The smple words, he knew, would strike homein every heart.

Below the balcony, as his voice died, the delegates burst out in wild cheers, taken up by the whole
crowd. The noise died. There was a pause. Then, spontaneoudly, another cheer arose. And Knight knew
by itstone, if not its confused words, that it was for him. For what he had been to them for twenty-five
years—a beneficent dictator. His thoughts flew back.

Twenty-five years had passed since Stuart Knight, scientist of the 20th century, had awvakened in his
time-crypt, from suspended animation, after 3000 years.

He had been revived, like aliving fossil, by the future people of 4975 A.D. He had stepped out in
eager awe, expecting to see amighty, thronging civilization, asfar ahead of 1940 as 1940 had been
ahead of the Grecian Era. Instead had come a crushing revelation. After along series of frightful wars,
and a Second Dark Age, mankind had plunged back to the Stone Age!

With the collgpse of the Machine had come socia eruption, famine, anarchy, and barbarism. All the
knowledge of amechanica civilization had been lost. Tribal states had arisen, al over Earth, esch alaw
unto itself. It was areincarnated Stone Age, without metals, without machines, and as steeped in the
primitive and unmechanica as 20,000 B.C. had-been.

Into this strange world Stuart Knight had been cast.

And thereby history had pivoted, twenty-five years before. Staggered at first by the return to a Stone
Age, asecond reveation followed. Down in Antarctica, abit of power-and-metals civilization had
survived, based on ore and coa deposits there.

These favored Antarcticans—or Narticans in the clipped, modified English of the day—held sway
over Stone Age earth, asif it weretheir feudal backyard. They took servants—amost daves—and food
tribute from those they called the Tribers. And for athousand years they had dipped deeper into the
mire of decadence and spiritua degth.

Such was the world Stuart Knight had been dropped into, like abit of driftwood in the currents of
Time,

Nine-tenths of humanity in a Second Stone Age. The remainder in an isolated Babylon. Thewholein
astalemate that throttled progress.

Stuart Knight had changed that. For ayear he had preached, and the world had rallied behind him.
First Lord of Earth he had been proclaimed, with destiny in his hands. Destiny to mold and shape the
future of the entire human race. For twenty-five years he had tried to bring advancement, upliftment.

It wasthe crossroads of hitory. Fate willing, anew civilization would spring forth, Sphinxlike, from
the ashes of the old. And now, today . . .

THERE was complete silence again, as the sea of faces watched him. Overhead was a cloudless blue
sky. Underneath lay ahushed world. Perhaps as hushed as when a British king, four thousand years



before, had signed a parchment inscribed with words of freedom.

Stirnye, Lord of Earth, was signing a second Magna Charta.

The Magna Charta.of humanity!

For the historic moment, he was on the outside bacony of his capital, a the center of Manhattan
Idand. Columbus Circleit had been, an age before. Beside him stood one Antarctican and one Triber, as
witnesses. Back of him were histwo sons, and their mother, of the blonde race of Nartica

One other wasthere, old Aran Deen, his silver-white hair blowing in the breeze, erudite scholar and
historian of Nartica.

Knight's hand trembled, as he gripped the writing pen. Benign ghosts from the past were leaning over
his shoulder—M oses, Gautama, Chrigt, King John, Washington.

Hesgned: "Stuart Knight, 1940 A.D.—"

He started, a the mistake. In the back of his 20th century mind lurked that number, and it seemed
much more real than the one he should have written. In that year, 1940, he had beeninterred in a
record-crypt, to survive after an age.

At odd times, he forgot that he existed 3000 years and more beyond the time of his birth.

He had been daydreaming, thinking of the long dead and forgotten civilization he had known. The
20th century was as remotely historical now as the ancient days of Egypt and Babylon and Rome.

Memories, only memories remained —in hismind aone. And afew old records and relics, leaking
throughtime.

There were no booksin this Second Stone Age. No eectric lights, radio, telephone, telegraph,
movies, trains, trucks, drill-presses, or factories. Therewere no cod, ail, or minesbringing up metal ores.
It was a primitive world, the 50th century. Stone, wood, hide and bone were again the staples of living,
asintheorigind Stone Age.

Knight cleared hismind of the fleeting reflections. He scratched out the number 1940" and
substituted "5000 A.D."

Then he arose from the desk, speaking again.

"People of Earth. The World-State Government will preserve liberty and justice, for al time. |
withdraw, because no man hastheright to rule. | am from the past. Thisisyour world. Whatever | have
been ableto do, toward ahigher civilization, is not because | am noble or kind. It isyour rightful heritage
of the best, from a past that destroyed itself.”

Histone became more practical.

"Six months from today, the World Convention of delegateswill meet again, to findly vote for or
againg the new government. It will not be forced on you, for that would make meaninglessthe very
words of the Magna Charta. It must be ratified by a mgority of the Triba-States.

"Thusfor six months, | am ill Lord of Earth. | suggest only one thing, before my voice has no more
authority—that my eldest son, Stuart, be eected the first president of the new government. | believe him
suited to guide the World Congressin itsfirst years."

Fleetingly again, Knight's 20th century mind contrasted thiswith the vanished past. A man "stumping*
for office, without one microphone before him. No journalists, cameramen, or publicity agents. No radio
to fling hisvoice; no telegraph network to tap out hiswordsto al corners of Earth. A tribal chief,
exhorting hislittle flock, huddled around a campfire. Not quite that, but closetoit.

Knight went on.

"Now, | have the privilege to announce a new invention—the steamship!”

He pointed out over their heads. On the broad Hudson, a mile away, sailed a ship. But it moved
without sails, rgpidly. And faintly could be heard the hissng chug-chug of its engine. Magic to the crowd,
they stared in awe, those who could see down unimpeded avenues. The rest hardly believed, when told.

For thefirst time, Knight felt an uplift of spirit. Stone Age world, yes. But he had not beenidle, in his
twenty-five years of reincarnation. Therebirth of science! Such had been his striving since his advent. The
steamship wasthe latest of along list of resurrected things from olden days.

"It will replace dl sall-driven craft, intime," Knight resumed. "It will crossthe Atlantic Oceanina
week, without need of trade winds. The engine propelling it was developed by my second son, Perry.”



KNIGHT looked at them proudly, histwo sons, reaching for hiswife's hand.

Stuart, child of two ages, combined the best of his parents: Knight's rugged physique, thoughtful
brow and determined chin; his Nartican mother's findy-chiseled features, fair skin, and calm poise.
Form-fitting garments and a silken shoulder cape set off his broad, well-proportioned figure. He was
young, but aready marked by circumstance for leadership.

Knight's eyes shifted to his second son.

Perry, ayear younger, was darker. A mop of black hair overhung rough-cut features that had been
Knight'sown, in youth. He was dightly shorter, dimmer—and yes, boyish. But somehow, he was more
of Knight himsalf. Knight had been boyish, too, when he emerged from his crypt, till theflint of events
had brought out the stedl in him.

Caught by the spirit of the moment, Knight spoke gravely.

"You arejust twenty-four, Stuart. But I'm getting old. Y ou must show this Second Stone Age the
way toward civilization.”

Knight faced his second son.

"Youll be Stuart's right hand. Y ou will obey him and build as he directs."

He put his hands on their shoulders.

"Leader and builder," he said solemnly, "I place the world in your young hands.”

The two sons of Knight looked at each other, and then out over the city and harbor, out over the
world. They gripped hands silently. Below, gusts of cheers came from the crowd.

Knight thought of one thing more. It would lighten the moment.

"Stuart, why not announce your engagement to Leelanow? Their soon-to-be president, son of aman
from the past and awoman of Nartica, taking a Triber girl ashiswife. It will please the people—"

Stuart turned to look at the girl, Ledla, standing with his mother. Her eyes dropped before his,
girlishly. They had grown up together. He flushed, with the great crowd looking on. Findly he took her
hand and started to speak

But there was interruption.

CHAPTERI 1
Two Out of Time

A DRONE had sounded from the sky. All eyesturned, for aircraft were not acommonplacein the
50th century. Off in the distance asilvery speck grew and became ameta bird, soaring down from the
heights. It drummed low on hissing rocket jets and circled over the Capitol, aswarning of landing.

"Oneof our shipsfrom Europe,”" Perry said wonderingly. "What isit doing here?

Knight watched curioudy.

Itsflight had been swift, no more than six hours from the shores of Europe to those of America,
propelled by the rocket-jets of acohol and liquid-air. In this one thing, the decadent science of isolated,
buried Antarctica had contributed something—aircraft. Super-aircraft, in fact, by 20th century
Standards.

Ontheway, it had soared over countless sail-driven vessels on the broad Atlantic. Singular contrast!
The mechanica eagle of advanced science, and the windjammers of apre-steam era. They existed side
by sdein this queer interlude between the Stone Age and power-and-metas civilization.

Some day, Knight told himself often, there would be great fleets of the rocket ships, and fleets of the
engine-driven seavessdls, to carry commerce. Some day—then there were enough factories.

The ship dropped downward in the hands of its Nartican navigators, along a concrete runway beside
the Capitol. Itswheelstouched and it roared to a stop as the front jets burst out. It must be something
important, for the ship to come directly here.

Knight ssgnified dismissa to the crowd, then led the way from the bal cony, down through the building
and out. A sdelane gavedirectly on to the airfied, avoiding the dispersing people.

AsKnight and his party strode toward the ship, its cabin hatch opened. A Nartican pilot stepped out,



followed by two figures—aman and agirl. They stood for amoment, peering about. The man was short
and stocky, about fifty yearsin age. The girl wasyoung. They were father and daughter, in smilarity of
features.

Knight stopped before them.

He was aware suddenly that there was something strange about the two. They wore tunics of glinting
texture that could only be fine-spun glass. There was no spun-glass known in the 50th century. And they
stared about with an air of complete bewilderment. Not only had they never seen this place before, but
they had never heard of it. It was obviousin therr attitude.

Knight felt growing wonder.

Where could they be from? From what unsuspected spot on Earth where the people used spun-glass
clothing, and knew nothing of resurrected New Y ork?

"Who arethey?" Knight asked the Nartican pilot.

"I brought them from Vinna, in centra Y orp," he answered. "A runner came from Ha Doth, Chief of
Vinnastate, yesterday, to Lord Perry's laboratory. His message was that a buried stone vault had been
uncovered, on the bank of the D'nube River. They opened it, then decided to inform you, sSince it was
ancient. But not long after, these two stepped out. Chief Hal Doth could not understand their speech, nor
. I brought them directly here."

Knight had stiffened. Stone-vault—ancient—two people stepping out!

His own burial and resurrection he had thought unique. There were no records, no fables even, of
any other human being passing from one age to another. The Egyptians had left their mummies, for a
future time to see. And there was arecord that the remarkably preserved body of Lenin had been on
view aslate as 2400 A.D. But never had there been awhisper of a living body revived after its natura
period of time.

Still, why not? If ascientist of the 20th century had developed the eectro-leptic* (* Electro-leptic
suspension of lifeisan dectrically induced cata epsy. The preservation of the body of Leninisnot such a
process. Lenin died of apardysisinduced by arterio-scleros's, and the process of embaming used on his
body is perhaps the most perfect modern science has yet been able to produce. Thus, Knight isin error
when he says Lenin was the object of a 20th century scientist's experiment on ectro-lepsis. Theorists of
today are certain that it can be done, and work is proressing along such lines. However, success has not
yet been attained.—ED.) process of suspending life, why not alater one?

KNIGHT found himself trembling. Two other beings orphaned from the world he and they had
known! He looked into their eyes, and dready felt the kinship of their mutual misplacement in history.

They were till staring around, like two lost beings.

Knight spoke to them.

"Y ou arefrom the past?' Then, on second thought: " Do you understand my words at al?' He had
pronounced meticuloudy.

Old Aran Deen, the scholar, had shuffled forward eagerly. Thiswas something in hisline.

"Spun-glass costumes were in vogue in the 30th century,” he stated. "If they are from that time, our
present-day speech is mere gibberish.”

"Try their language," Knight urged, impatient now.

"Y ou spesk," Aran Deen suggested to the two, pointing to their mouths and pantomiming speech. In
an asdeto the othershe said: "There were many languagesin their 30th century. But they should know
English, an early form of it. If | hear their precise accent, | think | can converse with them.”

The man spoke.

"Wir verstehen nicht. Sorecken Se Deutsch?"

ARAN DEEN and Knight looked blankly at one another. The man waved for attention and spoke
again, in achanged language.

"Do you happen to understand English?' He went on wearily, haf to his companion. "Good L ord,
what crazy kind of world isthis? No one understands us. That primitive chief, or whatever hewas, in



Europe. Now these people—"

Aran Deen had listened with his head cocked forward, but it was Perry who understood first.

"It's your language, dad!" he cried excitedly. "Y our 20th century English asyou taught ittome o
could read your science books!"

Knight started as though stung. He had listened blankly, unaware it was his own tongue, strange to
hisown ears. But Perry was right. Except for a queer twang of the vowds, and aglib diding over the
consonants, it was 20th century English! And he redlized now that their first words had been 20th century
German.

"Of course!” Knight exclaimed, and Aran Deen was aso nodding. "Of course your languageislike
mine. | should have thought of it, when Aran Been mentioned the 30th century.”

Knight found himsalf spesking hdtingly. His own birth-tongue, little used in 25 years, came out as
though he quoted old stilted L atin or Greek. He went on, gaining fluency.

"Printing and radio kept English basically unchanged, dl through the following thousand years, till the
Second Dark Age. But I'm confusing you. My nameis Stuart Knight."

Rdief had swept over their faces. The man inclined hishead, smiling.

"Thank Heaven some one finaly understands us. We are from the year 2907. My nameisLar Tane.
Thisismy daughter Elda.”

He went on, as though eager to explain.

"Two days ago our vault was opened. At thefirst ray of light let in, an automatic pump drew air into
our sedled glass chambers. Also its leversinjected adrenalin below our hearts. Radium-motor, time
lasting. Werevived, from suspended animation. After two days hopelessly trying to talk with our
rescuers, the plane cameto take us here.”

"I welcomeyou to thistime, Lar Taneand Elda," Knight said quickly. The amenity seemed
appropriate.

Thetwo smiled, but alittlein amazement.

"We undergtand you quite well," Lar Tane said. "But your accent isstrange. Very strange. Because,
instead of sounding as we expected English might sound, somewhat futurized, it sounds—archaic! Has
English gone back to adtilted form in this future time?"

KNIGHT smiled strangdly. Thiswas a moment more unique than his own awakening. At hisreviva,
coining from the 20th century, he had been greeted by the 50th century. But these two of the 30th
century were being greeted by bath the 20th and 50th! By people 2000 yearsin their "future,” and by
one 1000 yearsin their "pagt!”

It was a queer tableau. Knight answered.

"No. Thereason | spesk in archaic English is because I'm from the 20th century.”

The two stared. For amoment an angry flush burned into the man'sface, asif he had been made
sport of.

"It'sthetruth, beieve me,” Knight said hatily. "Not these others, just mysdlf. | was buried in avault
likeyours, in dectro-lepsis, in the year 1940."

Lar Tanewaved helplesdy.

"Then | must believe you. But it'samazing. Y ou're from athousand years before me.
1940—Himmel! The century of the first scientific war. Y ou saw the first airplane, first radio, first World
War!"

Therewasalittle of awein hisvoice, asif helooked at abeing who had been present at Cresation.

An amused smile then creased hisfeatures,

"We awake from suspended animation, in our future, and thefirst person wetak to, with
understanding, is from aremote past! The gods themsalves could not have planned a neater trick.”

He became serious.

"But now tell me. Whet year isthis?'

He and his daughter tensed forward. "5000 A.D.," Knight answered.

Lar Tane and Elda started as though they were puppets on strings. Their eyes dowly widened in



dishelief.

"Thistimeyou must belying,” Lar Tane said dazedly. "I can't believeit!"

He stared searchingly at Knight, for asign of mockery. He stared at al their faces, and a staggered
look cameinto hisown.

"Soit'sthetruth!" he cried. "5000 A.D. The 50th century. 2000 years beyond our time. Evenin our
wildest imaginings—"

He composed himsdf suddenly, with a poise that seemed able to withstand any shock.

"Y ou didn't expect to be buried that long?' Knight asked.

"Not more than ahundred years," Lar Tane said, shaking his head. "Oh, perhapstwo or three
centuries a the most. We had our vault buried—secretly—a certain distance from the city limits of Vinna
We assumed that within a century or two, the city would creep there, growing, and workmen would
uncover it. And we would step out into 3000 or 3100. But the 50th century—"

Hishead was il shaking.

A brooding pain haunted his eyes.

"l saw Vinnaasruinsthat saw-toothed the horizon. Vinnawas so magnificent, so bright and gay, in
my time. Now it'saskeleton.”

CHAPTERI 11
Our Civilization Died!

KNIGHT knew how it must have shaken him. So he had felt when he saw mighty New York laid
low, at hisawakening.

Lar Tane looked up, speaking sharply.

"What happened in central Europe?

"We were taken in oxen-drawn carts from the vault to a primitive village of unlettered people. There
was abackward aspect to everything. When the rocket plane came to take us away, | thought sure we
would be taken to some center of civilization, wherever it istoday. But when we looked down, before
landing—"

Hewaved disdainfully.

Knight knew what he meant.

Soaring down over Manhattan Idand, Lar Tane had seen a single power-plant and factory as signs of
civilization. North of them, acity in the process of construction. Foundations going up. Open areas that
would be the sites of future parks. One building completed, the Capitol, its white stone columns and
dome gleaming in the sun. No skyscrapers.

The upper haf of theidand wasjust being cleared, emerging from an age-long state of ruin. Far to
the north, the skeleton towers of a previous New Y ork still reared, as at the site of ancient Vinna. This
was not the greet, bustling New Y ork either Knight or Lar Tane had known. It was aghogt, a pitiful
caricature.

Knight took a deep breath.

"Thisisthe center of civilization today,” he said.

Lar Tanesfacewas stunned. "Thid A haf-built city risng out of ruins?’

Knight nodded, knowing he could not stave off the denouement much longer. Twenty-five years
before, Knight had gone through the same crescendo of wonder and stark mental shock. In sympathy, he
hoped to soften the brutal blow as much as possible for them. Lead up to it gradualy.

It was not easy to awaken from civilization and find the ghost of it. Not easy to find your world
knocked out from under you. Not easy to come from a science age and find the Second Stave Age.

"Y ou saw our power-plant,” Knight said. "And the adjunct factory and dloy-industry, and the towers
of afutureradio station. Also my laboratory. The city will beamode one when it's done, without
congestion or dums. We're proud of what we've done so far—"

Lar Taneburgt inimpatiently.

"One power-plant, one factory, one aloy industry, one radio station, one laboratory, one new



building. One of everything. And thisisthe center of civilization!"

His voice became harsh.

"What istherest of the world like?"

Knight tried to say it, but Lar Tane had aready come to his own conclusion.

"The second Dark Age!" he whispered. Y ou used the term before. He grinned mirthlessy, aready
gripping himsalf with a stoic control he seemed to have. "Or the second Stone Age! Isn't that closer toit,
Stuat Knight?"

It was a statement, not a question. He went on broodingly.

"I remember now what old Jonz, my science collaborator, said in farewell. He declined interment
with us, saying he did not wish to 'seethe curtain fal'. | thought he was a senile croaker, but he was
right.”

Hetook his daughter's hand.

"Wdll, Elda. Now that we know, it isn't so bad, isit?'

"Thereare at least thingsto do in thiskind of world,” she responded.

It was an admirable spirit, in both father and daughter, though within must be ahollow ache.

THE girl had spoken her first words for the ears of history. Thiswould al go down in the meticulous
recordings of Aran Deen, asofficia historian. He grinned toothlessy as he noticed Stuart and Perry
unconscioudy straining forward to hear. Her voice had been low and melodious.

"Sheisbeautiful!” the old seer said dyly.

It was no overstatement.

Her iridescent tunic outlined atal, dender figure of graceful lines and softly-rounded breasts. The
arms and legs were bare, molded of ivory. Her features were fine and patrician, framed by a cascade of
coppery hair. Shewas more an exquisite statue, shaped by hands of genius, than human.

But the eyes were most striking. They were green—green asthe seaon amisty day, asemerad as
dew-dropped sward in quiet woodland.

She spoke again.

"What are the names of those two?" She pointed to the sons of Knight. "And of the others, of course.
I ntroductions should be completed!”

Aran Deen did the honors, assuring himsdlf alarger nichein this corner of history.

"l present to you," he said pompoudly, "Lady Silva, wife of First Lord Stirnye. Lady Ledaof Norak.
Lord Stuart, first son of Stirnye."

Purposely, he had |eft Perry, his protege, to the last. With aflourish of hisarm: "And Lord Perry,
second son of Stirnye, firgt scientist of Earth!™

Eldaand her father acknowledged the introductions with courtly nods. The girl's eyes dumbroudy
rested on Stuart, then Perry, then back to Stuart. Momentarily, she darted a glance at Ledlasfrozen
expression. Findly she turned back to the venerable Nartican.

"Andyou?'

Aran Deen grinned his pleasure, dmost ready, grumblingly, to insert himself without the asking.

"Aran Deen, Lord Perry'stutor and assistant, and First Historian of Earth. And may | add, in your
own tongue, that you are beautiful ? We must give thanks, though uselessly, to the 30th century for
bestowing our 50th century with such perfection. And—"

Knight cleared histhroat, and Aran Deen reluctantly left another pretty turn of the phrase unsaid. He
smiled to himself, however. Who would object, later, if heincluded it for history, said or unsaid?

EldaTane amiled dazzlingly.

"Y ou have aquaint manner of using titles," she said serioudy, curioudy. "You aredl Lordsand
Ladies—but in what sense?’

"Yes," agreed her father. "Do you own, land, estates? Lords. How strangeit sounds. Like an echo
from feudd days of the Middle Ages."

"Own land?' Aran Deen dhrilled. "Thisman, Stirnye, isFirst Lord of Earth. | think you would usethe
term king, or emperor. Stirnyeis Emperor of dl Earth.”



"Emperor of Earth!" Lar Tane gasped. "A man from the 20th century absolute ruler of the 50th
century world!"

HIStrandfixed stare at Knight held more than surprise. Behind it, strangely, there was adtiffening, a
subtle attitude of being on guard.

"Not absolute ruler,” Knight explained. "But for the present, I'm the government-head of Earth, in an
eladtic sense. But dl this can be explained at |eisure, step by step. And aso your reason for leaving your
century.”

"Lar Tane—Elda—" Aran Deen was muttering reflectively, haf to himsdf. "Those names strike a
chord—ancient records—" Hisvoicetrailed away in thought.

Lar Tanerubbed hisforehead wearily. Beside him, Elda swayed suddenly. Her heavy-lidded eyes
drooped.

Stuart made a step toward her, but stopped, staying beside Ledla. Perry sprang forward instead,
supporting her. Lar Tane had made an aimless gesture to help, himsalf apparently dizzy.

"It'sthe after-effects of the awakening,” said Knight. "Aswith me. Y ou need rest.”

Neither had said aword of their weakness. Some code of breeding in them forbade any sign of it.

The girl even seemed stung at Perry's sympathetic manner, as he held her. She struggled back
suddenly, stood free. She forced asmileto her lips, flinging her head up. She stood there, facing them,
while theworst of the spell dowly eased.

The sons of Knight watched her, admiring her bravery.

And with admiration for more than that. In the shadowed light beside the Capitol, her beauty was
extravagant. Every lissome curve was enhanced by her spun-glass costume, as clinging asthe finest slk.
But strength was there, aswell aswomanliness. She had never lolled daintily in scented boudoairs, living a
life of indolence. The carriage of her body spoke of lithe and tigerish grace, asthough, like Diana, she
had indulged in manly sports.

It was apparent in her face. The exquisite sweetness of her features had changed to determination, as
shefought off the spell of weskness. Her eyes glinted with purpose and courage and acomplete rgjection
of their sympathy.

And then, suddenly, as renewed strength came to her, the features softened. In the space of an
ingtant, the hard lines eased. She was again woman, dluring, feminine. The dumbrouseyesamiled, in
company with thelips. Her hair sent out shafts of coppery-gold.

Stuart and Perry were staring almost rudely.

"Come," shesaid airily, tugging a her father'sarm. "L et's see something of this strange, new world!™

Five minuteslater they both collapsed, in the halls of the Capitol building. Knight put themin the
hands of attendants. He was not alarmed. All they needed were rest and deep.

CHAPTER IV
World on Assembly Block

TN THE following month, Knight spent as many hours as he could spare with his guest from the 30th
century, reviewing the past, explaining the present, and discussing the future.

"Twenty-five years ago," he summarized, "I found the world in a state of oligarchy, under Nartica
Right or wrong, | broke that up when the Tribers acknowledged me Lord of Earth because of my
science knowledge. My problem then was to put the pieces together again in a better pattern. First
power-and-metalss, the basis of science. All metal deposits, and coal and oil, had been cleaned out,
through the wasteful era of athousand years, including my time and yours. Inyour time, Lar Tane, asin
mine, men must have warned of that eventua turning point. Y ou were at the verge of the Second Dark
Age"

Lar Tane nodded.

"But we were confident that science would find away out.”

"Sciencedid find away out—too late," Knight said. "An unknown scientist of your time, watching



civilization crack gpart under the stress of war, preserved his secret for afuture age, inacrypt. | foundit.
His discovery, atremendoudy powerful radioactive wax, isthe means of boiling away sea-water, leaving
itsresidue of meta sdts. Thustoday, we extract metals from the limitless reservoir of the ocean.”

He read from achart.

"A cubic mile of ocean water holdsatota minerd wedth of 73 million dollars, in my 20th century
terms of money. Eighty-six pounds of gold, ton and ahaf of silver, and even four ounces of radium. But
most important, the metals that build. Iron, copper, duminum, magnesium. The latter three make an aloy
together, superior to sted in al respects. From the seanow we get the foundations of anew civilization.
The plant here on Manhattan has been in operation three years.”

Knight conducted Lar Tanethroughit.

Great pumps sucked up sea-water, day and night, running it through a series of sedled vats. In these,
the wonder-wax of radioactivity poured down aflood of heat-radiations, boiling avay the water. By
fractiona crystalization, meta satswere extracted one by one, and later reduced to separate metals.*

(* Actualy thisisthe way present-day engineers plan to remove the ocean's wedth from its
sugpension in the water. However, their methods are smpler; involving aboiling away of the water by
heet, and adidtillation of the steam, which carries away many dementsin gaseous form, and afractiona
digtillation and separation of the remaining resdue. The possibility of obtaining immense quantities of
rubber from seaweed has been advanced, but it isaso likely that rubber could be produced directly from
seawater, from the minute algae that it contains in uncounted billions of pounds. The radioactive wax that
ismentioned hereistotally unknown today, athough it is known that radium salts, mixed with wax, can
be regulated asto degree of power and medicina application to an amazing degree—Ed.)

The by-product steam was led through turbines no different from those of the 20th century, spinning
armatures and manufacturing eectricity. The rumbling plant was thus the key to Knight's reindtitution of
the civilization that had died amost 20 centuries before.

It produced power-and-metals, together. It replaced, singly, dl the system of mines and electrical
plants of the dead past.

"How isthe radioactive wax produced?' Lar Tane queried, deeply impressed. "This unknown
scientist's secret? A process of radium bombardment?”

"Y es, on silicon-dioxide—common sand. He left complete data” Knight's voice was practical.
"Nartica had radium, al of it gleaned from city-ruins. Also, they had technicians and skilled workers. |
use them both, in the tribal world."

Lar Tanewas respectful of the plant, but aquestion lurked in his eyes.

"Only one plant in operation—after twenty-five years?'

KNIGHT was nettled at histone. "Y ou think it easy to build something out of nothing! Remember, |
had to devise every part of every apparatus and machine. Nartican industry, though advanced, was
based on a system of smelting ores, from their hoarded supplies. Y es, in your time and mine anew plant
could be erected dmost overnight. But only because of centuries of research and knowledge behind it.
The task would have been impossible, in this Stone Age world, except for theinitid aid of Nartican
industry. And it took twenty-five yearsto learn how to handle something never before seen on
Earth—the super-radioactive wax. How to makeit in quantity, by radium bombardment, and then how
to apply it.

"Smilarly with dl thethings we took for granted in our day—telephone, telegraph, eectric motor,
etc. How would you begin, for instance, to construct the smple magnetic-vibrator that reproduces the
human voicein atelephone? Tell me, Lar Tane, how would you begin?'

Lar Tane pondered amoment, then conceded the point with asmile.

"l see. It'slike making bread when all you have to start with is one wheat-seed. But till, now that
one plant is operating successfully, others should be quite easy.”

Knight nodded.

"Theice has been broken. Two other plants have just opened. One on the Pecific coast of this
continent. One at Gibraltar, in Europe. Another isunder construction at the mouth of the Rhine. On the



Asatic coadt, asteisbeing prepared. Within another year, well clear adozen more sites, somein Africa
and South America. It's gathering momentum, this building of the Snews of civilization. WWhen enough
power-plants and aloy-mills are producing, well begin railroads, radio stations, dozens of new cities, and
al therest of it. My son, Stuart, will see something, before he dies, of ahumming, busy, worldwide
industry, likein your century and mine."

The glow in Knight's voice toned down as he went on.

"Thuswith al lesser things resurrected from our lost age. Thereis one telephone exchange, just afew
lines, here on Manhattan. Experimental. One radio station; one telegraph line to the Pacific. And one
telegraph spanning Eurasia, powered by the Gibrdtar plant. And one city, hearing completion, which will
be the modd for future citiesto soring up al over Earth. Cities planned intelligently, for comfortablelife,
half arboredl.”

A glow had cometo Lar Tan€'s eyes.

"New Y ork playing Athensto theworld! It must be aglorious and magnificent feding,
Knight—building anew world!"

Knight smiled tiredly. He pointed to the grey hairsin his head.

"Sometimesit isjust aburden,” he murmured. " Sometimes I've wondered if I'd get anywhere. It takes
s0 long. There are so many handicaps. What isthe hardest thing to handle, in any civilization of any time,
Tane?'

The answer came quickly. "People.”

"Yes, people. Thisistill astone age, for dl I've done. History is made by people, not things. And
history pivots around leaders of people. There are not many leadersin the 50th century—not enlightened
ones. Gnawing in the back of my mind, from thefirst, has been the problem of government. Mechanical
civilization overnight, perhaps. But the World-State? That can't be conjured out of abag of scientific
tricks"

LAR Tan€sinterest visibly deepened. "Y ou are Lord of Earth. Emperor, I'd cdl it. How do you
keep in power? What sort of policing system do you have?'

"None. Individud tribd law isdtill inforce.”

Lar Tane'seyeswidened.

"But how do you enforce the laws you make?

"I have made no laws, except one—that there must be no wars over tribal borders. And no metal
wespons. They respect that because they know | could defeat any army of theirs."

"l see," nodded Lar Tane. "Y ou rule by threat of force. Y ou have an army ready a any moment to
put down insurrection?”

Knight shook his head.

"I've had no organized army at al.” "No wegpons, even?”'

"None. I've vowed there will never again be war. Thereisnot aletha wegpon on Earth today,
outside of spears and bows used in hunting.”

Tane seemed aghast, uncomprehending.

"Without awegpon, without an army, police, or any means of enforcement, you rule Earth? 1 don't
understand. Has no one risen to oppose you?"

"Not so far." Knight smiled strangely. "They look up to me asahaf god. Or asasuperior being from
the fabled, mighty past. The world has been watching me, waiting to seeif | would kegp my promise of
creating awonderful new placeto livein. I've cast asort of spell over them, | suppose.”

Histone changed.

"But it can't last forever. The loose world-federation, under my tacit leadership, must be knit into a
strong, united World-Stete, ruled by itsdlf.”

"Ruled by itself 7' Lar Tane pondered, as though searching his memory —memory that extended
back before hisera. ™Y ou mean—the principle of democracy?'

Hewaslaughing suddenly. "The experiment that failled! In 2313, the democracy of America
vanished, and was never seen again.”



"Neverthdess" Knight cut in sharply, "it will berevived, here. Our civilization crashed into oblivion,
like Rome, led by dictatorsinto an orgy of war."

He suddenly caught Lar Tan€'s eye, and his tone became cold.

"Thereisno roominthisworld, Lar Tane, for persona ambitiond!™

Lar Tane shrugged.

"Thisisyour world, Stuart Knight," he said casudly.

Knight put ahand on his shoulder.

"l hope you understand, Tane. We made amess of civilization last time. Let's not repest the same
mistekes—"

THERE wasinterruption—albell ringing.

Knight picked up the phone. It was a crude instrument, clumsy and heavy. It was not the finished,
efficient hearing-device the 20th century had known, added to by hundreds of skilled inventors.

Neither Knight nor Alexander , Graham Bell had done more than fashion the basic principle, in ages
3000 years apart.

The voice that sounded wastinny and distorted, but understandable.

"Lord Stirnye, it isamost time. In an hour we will send the prearranged signd to Lord Perry, at
Gibrdtar. All the gpparatus is working smoothly. Will you come right over?'

Knight hung up &fter an affirmative.

"Transatlantic radio sSignds,” he explained briefly to Tane. "Weve been trying for months. Maybethis
timeitll work. Comedong."

They walked through the bustle of city construction to the lower tip of theidand, wherethe
laboratory workshop jutted againgt the skyline of New Y ork harbor. Not an inspiring-looking place, but
the birthplace of invention supreme, like Edison's Menlo Park in an earlier age.

Knight's nogtrilsflared, his head high.

From hereit was, for twenty-five years, that he had pulled the strings. The backstage of the new
civilization, whose red-life scenes were flashing one by one across the footlights of history. Twenty-five
years of dreams, and the results of dreams. An invisible network branched from hereto al corners of
Earth—lines of progressand rule.

No Nero or Alexander had enjoyed such absolute control over so gigantic an empire. Nomanin al
human history had before him so wide an experimenta proving ground. The Stone Age lay fallow, ready
for the seeds of science, civilization, and away of lifeinfinitely glorious.

Sometimesit had frightened Knight. He felt like ajuggler—one fase move and the whole house of
cards might tumble down. For more than any one, Knight redlized how flimsy, how tenuouswas his
amorphous, imponderable "empire," not yet grounded in the eements of self-government.

TWO towers reared weirdly against a skyline of ocean and darkening sky, asthe sun set. They were
structures of interlaced meta, plainted solidly on concrete bases a the southernmost tip of Manhattan
Idand, overlooking the Atlantic. Between the towers stretched anetwork of wire strands along which
faint ripples of violet danced fitfully. Electricity pulsed through the wires, as once eectricity had hummed
through al the environs of dead New Y ork.

Stuart Knight had again, after an age, put the electron to work.

"No radio yet!" Lar Tane murmured, asthough first redizing that fact.

They looked at each other in a strange sympathy, the two men who had come from an age that knew
radio sations dl over Earth.

"Higtoric moment—if it worksthistime," Knight said phlegmeatically. Helooked around. " Stuart
should be here soon. He's never missed our scheduled attempts.”

CHAPTERV
ThingsTwiceTold



AT that moment, Stuart sood with Ledlaand Elda Tane, their riding clothes dusty.

They overlooked the broad blue Hudson from the upper Manhattan shore. Ruins as yet untouched
by workmen bulked grotesquely behind them. Stuart stared moodily at the broken concrete pylon from
which had once stretched a mighty bridge to the Jersey shore. The George Washington Bridge, hisfather
hed called it.

"A worldinruins,” Stuart murmured. "I'm going to rebuild it, when I'm president.”

"Still remaking the world?' Elda Tane said airily. "I sthere something wrong with thisone? Thereis
gill sunshine. And fresh air, and horses on which to gallop.”

Shewas apicture of glowing hedlth; her coppery hair wind blown, her eyes sparkling like emerdds
againg her sun-tinted ivory skin. She was dluring, exotic, patrician. Beside her, Ledaseemed pae and
fragile

Standing between them, Stuart was a contrast of vigor and manhood, his keen blue eyes dight with
the excitement of their recent ride. Ledlawas aware of the picture they made together—Stuart and Elda.
Two statues of Grecian art cometo life. Stiryne had suggested that Stuart and Legla conduct Elda
around, in the past month. Ledlawished at times he hadntt.

Eldawaslooking a Stuart. Her bell-voice continued, more serioudy. In amonth'stime, she had
eadly learned the clipped English of the 50th century.

"But of course it must be done. | wish you could have lived in my time, Stuart. Magnificent cities,
great industry, flourishing arts. All of Earth, in our 30th century, was civilized.”

"But you had wars, my father says—"

"Oh, yes, wars. But there hasto be wars.”

"Hasto bel" Stuart's voice was low, shocked. He shook his head firmly. "Not in thisworld. We are
building the World-State dowly and carefully, againgt the need for sensdlesswars. Y our civilization fell
because of war-fever, my father says. Thisonewon't." "Y our father says," mimicked Elda

A hidden gleam of mockery shone from her green eyes. "At least our world wasn't adull one.”

Stuart stared at the girl, puzzled. Herswas a complex persondity. She said disturbing things like that
at odd times. She was enigmatic, if only because she was awoman. And she was disturbing—in other
ways.

"Why did you leaveit, then?' he asked alittle sharply. "Why did you and your father leave that
wonderful time?"

He had thought to make her swallow her words. He was not prepared for her sudden, bitter
outburst.

"Wewere driven! We couldn't stay and be—"

Horror wasin her eyes. Then abruptly, inamercurid change, she waslaughing.

"How dramatic | makeit sound! It was nothing. I'll let my father explain.”

Stuart knew she was hiding something. There was an aura of mystery about the two who had
deserted one age for another. They had not |eft their times purely for scientific principles, as hisfather had
|eft the 20th century. It was something deeper, more vital.

Elda broke into histhoughts.

"Look. Seethat leaning tower?I'll raceyou toiit!"

She sprang lightly on her horse, grazing nearby. Her green eyes flashed challenge. Stuart hel ped
Ledlamount, then legped on his own horse. With an exuberant shout, they were off.

Neck and neck the three horses thundered aong, till heaps of broken masonry forced the headlong
pace down. With daring skill, Elda urged her charger in aflying legp over atumbled wall, gaining head
position. Stuart grinned ruefully. He had thought he was ahorseman.

Shewas an Amazon, her hair streaming out like metallic fluff. She glanced back at times, laughing,
mocking, firing his blood. They flew dong toward the tower goa, among the piled ruins, courting a
broken neck.

Ledafdl far behind.

LATER, panting and laughing, they entered the radio laboratory. They had waited for Ledla They



sobered at the tense atmosphere within.

It wasthe interior of alow brick hut nestled between the radio towers. Connecting wiresled through
the roof to the agrid outside. Harnessed to lead-in wires was a crammed jumble of generators,
transformers, bus-bars, vacuum-tubes. All the parapherndiaof radio transmission, in crude form. A bit of
20th century transplanted.

Knight felt that, seated before a panel of switches. Almogt like the control room of a broadcasting
gation of histime. Among the gpparatus was his saff of helpers, watching dias and voltmeters with hawk
eyes. An air of tense expectancy rode over the hum and drone of apparatus. Something from the dead
past was being resurrected.

Would it work?

It was not so easy, as Knight had told Lar Tane, to re-invent the machine marvels of the science age,
garting at zero.

A large clock hung onthewadl, one of Knight'sfirst productions. Its hands crept to the hour of six.
Knight poised hisfingers over the telegraphic key before him. His hand trembled alittle,

AT the precise moment, he depressed the key, Three times he pressed down, in short "dots.” He
paused. Then three times again—a pause—threetimes—apause. . . .

Outsde, in obedienceto hisfinger, the aerid crackled invisibly with triple-surges of energy. The
three-dot signa hurled itsdlf, by short-wave, out over the broad Atlantic.

After aminute of the sgnaling, Knight stopped, and fitted earphonesto hishead. He closed the
receiver switch and turned up the power did. Then helistened, pressing the earphonestightly againgt his
ears. All he heard, for aminute, was the howling of dtatic.

Thenit came,

Three sharp dots, a pause—three dots—apause. . . .

Clear asabdl it sounded. Knight removed the earphones and plugged in ahorn-speaker.

Ping-ping-ping — ping-ping-ping — ping-ping-ping. . . .

It rang through the hum-filled room loudly.

Knight listened asif to some divinemusic. It wasjust theletter "'S," in code, broadcast from Europe
across the ocean. It faded at times, and at times the demon-howls of static obscured it. But Knight
listened with achoked wonder.

Three thousand years before, along-dead inventor had carried out this precise experiment. It was a
reenactment of Marconi, lisening to the letter "S* hurled from the far shores of another continent.

But Marconi had not redlized, save dimly, that this whisper of man's voice across the ocean would
grow to ashouting chorus, shrinking theworld. Knight, reviving thisfeet, knew it asamilestonein the
budding science of the 50th century.

Heknew, standing and listening raptly, that it was another bond to unite mankind.

Back of him, the dozen technicians smiled tiredly but happily at one another. They had helped bring
about the success of the project, through months of intensive [abor. Y et they looked with awe a Knight.
His brain and 20th century knowledge had been the prime factor. Without him, the 50th century wouldn't
havethis, or thelong list of other inventions flowing from him in the past quarter-century.

"It isastupendous achievement, Lord Stirnye!" said a blonde-skinned Nartican. "We had nothing like
itin Nartica"

"Magic! Itisnear to that,” murmured adarker Triber. "Lord Stirnye has the mind of agod!”

Knight thrilled. For twenty-five years he had been looked up to as amost a super-being. He turned
back to the key, and began tapping in theinternationa code of his century.

"Y-0-U-r'S si-g-n-a-1 r-e-c-e-i-v-e-d c-I-e-a-r-1-y. C-o-n-t-a-c-t s-u-c-c-e-s-sf-u-1. C-o-m-e
b-a-c-k t-o-m-o-r-r-o-w t-o d-i-s-c-u-s-s a-p-p-a-r-a-t-u-s f-o-r v-o-c-a-1 t-r-a-n-s-m-i-s-s-i-o-n.

K-n-i-g-h-t."

Almogt ingtantly the signa came back.

"O-K d-a-d."

"O.K."—Knight had revived that too, from the 20th century.



Asheturned away, Lar Tanewasthe first to offer congratulations.

"Radio transmisson will givetheworld avoice, likein our times. And before this, you invented the
telegraph, telephone, X-ray, dectric motor, eectric light, and dl the other things | saw. | redlize now
what aremarkablefeet it is, condensing centuries of inventionsinto twenty-five years."

Knight shook his head.

"Not invented—re-invented. Better minds than mine devised these things. I'm just handing them on.
I'm a super-Edison only by proxy.

"Intime, al those things of cur day will gradually spread out among mankind today. It's till a Stone
Age. Twenty-five yearsis such ashort time. I've only been ableto devise thefirgt of theinventions. We
haven't the factories yet to spread them widdy. But were laying the foundations for anew and wonderful
world."

Stuart looked at the visonary light in hisfather's eyes, this man who saw thingsin such great sweeps.

"But you've been driving yoursalf too much, father! Hardly deeping or eating. Y ou should take time
to rest—"

"Time!"

Knight spoke the word as though it were anet cast about him. Asthough his every thought and
impulse was arace against the clock.

"Timeisinfinitely precious, to me. So many things from my 20th century must be passed dong. And |
have only onelifetime. I'm dl right—"

BUT even ashe said it, Knight stiffened. Hisface paled. He clutched at the panel board for support,
then collgpsed on the floor. Stuart knelt beside him with amuffled cry of aarm.

A doctor was hurriedly summoned. A Nartican, he had been their family physician for adecade. One
glance at the still face and he took out a hypodermic, injecting below the heart.

Knight cameto, gasping. When he was breathing easily again, he smiled weskly, arisng. He looked
at the slent, anxious faces about him.

"Just atwinge of the heart,” he said lightly. "After dl, I'm three thousand years old!"

But Knight did not tell what the doctor had told him ayear before. The dectro-lepsisthat had
brought him through an age had left its mark. A heart that had stopped beating for 3000 years and then
resumed, might a any moment stop again—forever.

But ill, it had been aday of triumph.

THE next day, despite weakness, Knight insisted on going over plansfor voice-radio. Perry and
Aran Deen had returned from Gibrdtar, by plane. When they reached aknotty problem, Lar Tane made
ahdpful suggestion.

Engrossed in the problem, they hardly noticed that Stuart and Elda had entered, with Ledla.

Eldas green eyesflashed.

"Y ou're remaking the world now, too?" she said half banteringly to her father. "'I've become
interested mysdlf. Stuart told metoday of the Magna Charta, which was adopted last month. In fact, the
day wearrived."

"Not adopted, but ratified for adoption,” corrected Stuart, smiling.

"I don't understand these democratic methods." The girl was frankly puzzled, and somewhat amused.
"Conventions, congress, debate, vote, ratification—it al seems dow and ponderous. In our time—"

She exchanged glances with her father. Lar Tane's eyes were reminiscent. He made an involuntary
gesture, asthough imitating aruler of histime—to sgnify anew edict.

Hefaced Knight.

"Magna Charta?'

Knight nodded. He explained in brief phrases.



"It isadocument,” he concluded, "passing government into the hands of aWorld Congress.”

Lar Tanewas staring.

"And ontheday it'sfindly retified—"

"On that day, five monthsfrom now," Knight said, "1 am no longer Lord of Earth. My title, and dl it
has meant, passesinto history. But Stuart will be thefirst president of the World Congress. | requested
that, and | know it will be granted asmy fina wish."

Elda's eyes were on Stuart.

"Youwill beruler of Earth, then?'

"Only aconditutiond ruler,” Stuart responded quickly. "My father will sill be my guide. Then, within
my lifetime, dl the legidative powers of the Congresswill be defined. The World-State will gather
momentum. A dow process, but a certain one. Thefinal result—true democracy.”

Stuart's cam, sure tones rang through the room. He added, asiif in afterthought, "I shouldn't forget
my brother. Perry will be my right-hand man, building and spreading science and industry through the
world."

Perry flushed under the attention. Eldaslidded eyesflicked to him, then back to Stuart.

"But you," she murmured again, "will beruler of Earth!™

"You arerebuilding civilization," Lar Tane said to Knight. ™Y ou and your two sons. [n someway,
Eldaand | can hep." He smiled curioudy. "Asamatter of fact, though we once had a secure place, we
now haveto earn aliving!"

KNIGHT fdt again hiskinship with them. He, too, had awakened with anew lifeto begin.

"Why did you leave your time?" he asked. For amonth, busy explaining the new world, he had not
thought to ask. Lar Tane had volunteered nothing.

"Therewas aWorld State or World Empirein your time," piped the voice of Aran Deen. "'l
remember that, though | can't find the exact record. It cracked apart, in five years, through war. The year
it ended, 2907, wasthe year you were interred. Isthat right, Lar Tane?"'

Tane nodded.

"Yes, | remember too," Knight mused. He had made it apoint to read all the historical recordsin the
libraries of Nartica. He knew the history between the 20th and 50th centuriesin broad detall. "The third
evanescent World State. Based on the principle of military power, like the others, it fell apart, rotten to
the core.”

"And were you ahigh government official ?* pursued Aran Deen vagudly. "Lar Tane—the name sticks
inmy mind."

Tane's face was blank.

"No. Not ahigh officia, though | wasin the government. When the World-State of 2907 crashed, |
took the door to the future, hoping to find it reformed in a better pattern. It was my sole reason for
passing into suspended animation. I'm wholeheartedly with you in forming a World-State today."

His eyeswere suddenly shining.

"A new world! Rebuilding civilization! | fed dmost asthough fate had planned this, Stuart Knight.
How can | serve?| wasascientist aswell asadminigtrator. Tell me, how can | serve?’

His manner was suddenly impatient, hurried, as though his dynamic nature, shrugging off the last
shreds of age-long deep, demanded activity.

Knight'seyeswerereflective. Lar Tane, despite hisformer lifein acentury where might wasright,
was avauable man. One thing he had in common with Knight—aview of world affairsthrough a
perspective of time. That alone was a priceess gift, second only to Knight's greater range.

"Yes, rebuilding civilization,” Knight said dowly. "And the World-State. And in that, Lar Tane, your
experienceisinvaduable." He cameto amenta concluson. "I hereby appoint you director of the Rhine
powerplant, in Europe. I'm sure you'll prove your worth, and be e ected to an important post in the new
government.”

Lar Tane bowed dightly, looking pleased.



CHAPTER VI
Listen, Stone Age!

A WEEK later, asailing vessdl denuded of its sails but with masts and ropes intact for emergency,
fared from New Y ork harbor under sseam. The spectators at the dock hardly redlized the significance of
the name painted on the prow—Dogstar 1.

An age before, in 1838, another Dogstar had made thefirgt Atlantic crossing under steam, from
England to America. And the Dogstar of 5000 A.D. would aso stamp the sailing vessal with the word
"obsolete.” Mark the close of asailing era, usher in asteamship age. Pump the blood of trade vigovousy
through the arteries of theworld.

Knight blessed fate, that alowed him to witness these twice-told events.

Sometimes the wonder of it shook him. It was as though he had been plucked from tottering Earth
entirely, in the 20th century, and placed by the godsin anew Earth, once again back in the Stone Age. It
was as though the gods had said: "Thefirst experiment failed. Wewill start dl over, before civilization.

Y ou, Stuart Knight, guide this second one. With what you know of the past, you know the pitfals. Do
wdl!"

And then it was as though the gods laughed behind his back, and said among themsdves. "Heis such
an optimistic, energetic little worm-that-dreams. He thinks he will succeed. He does not know the storm
may bresk at any moment!"

Knight didn't know why he had that last thought. During the quiet, restful voyage across an ocean that
seemed bent to please, he reviewed the past twenty-five years. It was thefirst time he had redlly stopped
his bustle and drive, and sat down to think it over, with the perspective of those years. All had gone well.

Power-and-metals were once again a hand, to muscle the stricken body of civilization, giveit vigor
and life. Mechanica inventions, culminating in radio and this steam-driven vessd, were once more ready
to form itsarms and legs and voice. The Magna Chartawould soon breathe into it ‘a heart and soul.

Yes, dl had gonewdl.

But—

And suddenly, Knight knew what ticked in hisbrain. It must have the latter, or the rest would mean
nothing. Knight had dug into the grave of the past, patching the new world-body together. Without heart
and soul—without the Magna Charta—the new civilization would be a Frankenstein mongter, laying
waste theworld again in war and chaos.

Knight knew hewould not fed at easetill the World-State was safely launched. Five months more
and then the gods would nod their heads and stop laughing behind his back.

THE Dogstar Second's new engineworked like aclock. Shining aloy casings hid the great pistons
that thrust powerfully, turning the four-bladed screw. Five years before Knight and his son Perry had
darted its congtruction. Effort well spent.

Knight was dways alittle amazed himsdf a the"fud.” It conssted Smply of afew large lumps of the
miraculous radioactive wax. Releasing infra-energy far out of proportion to itssize, it churned an endless
head of steam through the engine, aslong as water was supplied. A few pounds of the wax were equal to
hundreds of tons of cod. It was more than combustion that the wax underwent—it was disintegration.
The 20th century would have called it radioactivity speeded up —or "Atomic Energy!”

"And the cogt of producing thisamount of wax," Knight told Lar Tane, "waslessthan ahundred
dollars, in financid terms. Freighters crossing the Atlantic for less than what used to be a docking
chargel”

Knight was almost childishly pleased a the wondering look on Lar Tane'sface. It wasthesign of a
new and vaster science that the 50th century would inherit.

THE Dogstar 11 docked in the harbor of what had once been Gibratar, beneath its frowning
ramparts. It picked itsway mgesticaly among sail-driven craft. Sailors faces stared in astonishment at
the swift ship driven by hidden magic, not aware yet that their age-long craft were outmoded. In the



harbor town a crowd of Tribers quickly collected, staring in wonder.

Knight noticed they did not cheer. The news of both the Magna Charta and the steamship, though
sped to Europe by the new radio, was yet too novel for them to accept unreservedly, asin America. The
tribal-states of America, closer to the center of the new things, and better informed, were the only ones
dready inline, wholeheartedly.

"Thefirgt crossing of the Atlantic under steam, inthisage,” Knight said in commemoration. "They will
accept it soon for the great event it is."

The party madeitsway to the radio station, beyond the town, where severd aircraft lay ready for
sarvice.

Knight pointed to one.

"Thiswill takeyou, Lar Tane and Elda, to Vinna. Chief Hal Doth, a my request, offersyou the
hospitdity of hishouse. | thought you would prefer to live there, for the time being, at the steif not the
city you once knew."

"It'sthoughtful of you," Lar Tane returned sincerely. He added, in areminiscent murmur: “Vinna"

"The plane," Knight resumed, "isat your service. Refuding facilities a the Rhine. Y ou can commute
to the Rhine powerplant in an hour, from Vienna, and apportion your time there as you wish. In two
months the plant should be completed. It will then need a capable director. | leaveit to your judgment to
build its productive capacity to apeak. We are ready to launch an industrid program.”

Knight turned to his eldest son.

"Asweve decided, Stuart, you'll stay herein Europe, perhaps for the five months. The tribal-states
of Americawill ratify the Magna Charta without question. But many of the outlying states herein Europe
are uncertain, suspicious. Circulate among then, explaining. At the same time'—he grinned
briefly—"you'l be campaigning for yoursdlf as president.”

Stuart nodded serioudly.

Knight faced his second son.

"Perry, you and Aran Deen will stay here and continue work on the radio. Also have your staff of
technicians begin turning out railsfor therailroad across Eurasa”

Therewasavivid picturein Knight'smind of aday two years before. Gleaming rails from the east
and west meeting, spanning the American continent once again. Union Pacific played for the 50th
century. A rattly, clanking little train crossing in record time—at |east for the second Stone Age.

Perry nodded.

Knight turned again to Lar Tane and Elda.

"I'm returning to New Y ork, to prepare for inauguration of the World State. At any time you wish,
vigt me by plane—if you fed lonesome.”

It was more than an amenity on Knight's part. He had felt lonesome in the new world for months,
after hisawakening, till events had siwept him up.

Eldasmiled.

"Perhaps we shdl be lonesome. Will you vist us at times, Stuart?' She flashed her eyeson him
quedtingly.

"Asoften as| havetime," Stuart's voice was |low.

"You dso, Pery," Eldasaid, with acode of courtesy of her time that made exception to no one. She
glanced a him, amiling, " Or does science command complete devotion?”

"Too much s0," old Aran Deen spoke up. "I have known him to work three days and nights running.
Heisayoung fool." Shaking his head, the venerable seer subsided into amumble.

Knight waved.

"When we all gather againin New Y ork, it will be at the dawn of the World-State!”

A moment |ater, three planes rocketed into the air and soared off into the distance, Oneto America,
oneto ancient Vienna, and the last toward inner tribal regions along the Mediterranean.

Perry watched them vanish.

"What are you thinking of 7' queried Aran Deen dyly. "Green eyes?’

Perry started, and turned away wordlessly.



The old seer glanced up in the sky. ™Y oung fools" he mumbled.

IT TOOK the droning rocket plane no more than two hours to take Stuart a distance of 1000 miles.
Three Narticans were with him, as pilot and mechanics. He was visiting atribal- state in what had once
been Itdy. The pilot arrowed down over the main village. A collection of wooden and brick huts
centered around amore imposing structure of rough-cut marble, graced with acrude steeple. The plane
landed in the square before the chief's dwelling', its underjets cushioning it down lightly.

A crowd gathered swiftly, staring with curious eyes at the great meta bird. They had seen planes
before, but only at rare intervals. Before his father's advent, the Nartican feuda |ords had come at times
for food and daves.

Stuart and his men stepped out. The crowd stared in amixture of awe and wonder. Second Stone
Age people they were, hardened by outdoor labors, clothed in rough, baggy woolens. Y et here and there
gleamed ametd bet-clasp, or asted hunting knife, or achain of iron-filigree around a girl's throat.
Twenty-five years ago, Knight had smelted iron from the oxide-hegps of city ruins. The secret had gone
around.

Pethetic bits of metal, but they marked the dawn of ametal age. From the steepled building came the
chief and his chieftains. They wore silken sashes around their middles. There had been some trade with
Nartica. The dawn, too, of world commerce.

Stopping before the visitors, they inclined their heads deferentidly. "Welcome, Lord Stuart, first son
of Lord Stirnye!"

Stuart had never been here before. By word of mouth adone, the"roya" family was known with
amost the clarity of tlevison, al over theworld. And aways the Tribers were respectful. They feared
the man who had come from the mighty past.

Respect they had. But did they understand anything of the new civilization planned? The
World-State?

Stuart nodded gravely, inturn.

"Chief Rl Harn, of Venz," he said.

He had records of al tribes and chiefs. It pleased them to know their names.

"My table and food are yours," invited the chief.

Stuart declined with thanks. Ceremony over, he launched into hismission.

"Tel mewhy your tribe, and those hereabouts, objected &t first to sending delegates to a convention
in America?'

The chief garted alittle.

"It was so far away," he replied hesitantly.

"But it was so important,” Stuart pursued. "1n the paper called the Magna Charta, my father, Lord
Stirnye, gives up rule of Earth. Will your tribe vote for it?!

STUART watched the man closdly. In hisreaction might lie important consderations. The chief
spoke after an evasive pause.

"Why isLord Stirnye giving up hisrule? We have never found fault with him."

"Because the government of mankind must passinto its own hands."

"But who will rule?' the chief asked bluntly. In his Stone Age psychology, there had to be single
fountainhead of authority.

"You and dl other chiefs™" Stuart put it asssimply as he could. "All the delegates from dl the tribes will
make laws together, by vote. If | am wanted and dected, | will be the presdent. Or chief."

Ra Harn nodded.

"That isgood." Then he looked down at the ground. "But al the lawswill come from America?'

That was the rub. Stuart couldn't blame him. Absentee government, from across an ocean, would
ingtinctively be mistrusted. Nartica had held sway from a distance. Rometoo, in the dim past. Stuart
made amenta note to think over ayearly change of the government's seat. Perhaps there could be a
dozen Capitols over Earth, each the meeting place of the Congressin turn.



"No," Stuart said. "They will come from the hearts of the men whom you triba chiefs send to
law-making."

Sheer rhetoric, but it pleased the chief. But till he gave no promise to vote for the new regime. Stuart
opened his mouth, then thought better of it. Another form of persuasion remained. He signaled his men.

From the cabin of the plane they lugged severa batteries, and two phones. Stuart handed oneto the
chief, with ingtructions how to hold it. A Nartican took the other instrument and walked a hundred feet
away, uncoiling the connecting wire.

"Ligten," Stuart told the chief, waving asignd to the Nartican to talk. Ral Ham listened in utter
amazement.

"It talks!" he gasped.

The crowd around murmured in awe. "And you can talk to him,” Stuart said. "Tell him to step to the
right" " Sep to theright!" the chief bellowed, loud enough to be heard without the phone. Stuart got
him to speak in lower tones. In obedience to his commands, the Nartican beyond took three steps
forward, waved hisright arm, and stood on oneleg.

"Magic!" whigpered the chief.

"Not magic,” Stuart said. "Science. There are many more things—"

The demongrations went on. An eectric-light bulb waslighted, dazzling even in the daylight. A small
electric fan threw cooling gusts of air in the chief'sface. Findly a scratchy phonograph record was
played, one of those from Knight's crypt. The majestic tones of a 20th century symphony rolled over the
crowd's head.

As his men packed the instruments back, Stuart faced the chief.

"These are the things of science. There are many more. They will be spread throughout the world.
But first there must be the World-State. Will you vote for it now?"

Glimpseinto another world. Had it impressed the chief? His eyes were shining.

But hisreply was canny.

"My chieftainsand | will giveit deep thought. But | cannot understand why Lord Stirnyeisgiving up
hisrule"

Stuart bit hislip. Back where he started from!

AT THE next tribal-state, his reception wasless cordid. Chief Kor Lugi of Thoom wasa
loud-voiced ruffian with adefiant air. He came right to the point.

"Nol" My tribe will not vote for the World-State." Hisvoice was abelow. "1 would no longer be
chief, then."

"But you would," Stuart returned patiently. ™Y our council of chieftains and yoursdf would still make
your own triba laws. Only certain edictsfor the benefit of al Earth will come from the Congress. Likethe
edict, dready proclaimed by Lord Stirnye, forbidding border war."

Stuart had touched a sore spot.

"No border wars!" roared the chief. "That isour business. The crafty Venz people grazether cattlein
our fields, thustaking over some of our land. | should have the right to drive them off."

"Those things will be straightened out by the World Congress." Honesty forced Stuart to add, "In
time"

"And | should wait, while my cattle grow thin." The chief shook hishead like an angry bull. "The
quicker way isto gather my young men and teach the sneaking Venz alesson. A few burned villages
would make them think."

"Widl, why don't you?' Stuart chalenged guardedly. And in curiogity.

"Because | respect Lord Stirnye." The burly chief's tone went down apeg. "Hefreed usfrom
Nartica And for fear of him, our bitterest enemies, to the north, have left our bordersintact.”

For fear of Lord Stirnye, magician from the mighty past! Stuart's own respect for his father went up,
for slencing aworld of quarrelsjust by the threat of hidden powers. But did they have no regard for the
cvilization hewas bringing?

Chief Kor Lugi stared cynically as the mechanica gadgets were displayed.



"I will have nothing to do with them,” he grunted. "L et Lord Stirnyerule, but let him not change our
way of living."

Stuart fled from the sheer stupidity of it. The next tribal chief had anew and novel angle of objection.

"Itisaplot to put Narticain control again,” he accused. "L ord Stirnye has surrounded himsdlf with
Narticans. He married one. And you, his son, come with Narticans. No, we will not vote for this
World-State—or for davery to Nartical”

Stuart groaned and wondered what fantastic suspicion the next tribe would have. Surprisingly, they
had none. They were enthusiagtically in favor of the World-State. A cheering candlein the gloom of the
second Stone Age.

But subsequent tribes were again intractable, obstinate. Stuart began to fed like amad preacher.
Wasit too soon to bring the Tribers, steeped in their tribal traditions, amode of salf-government?

Was the Magna Charta a worthless scrap of paper?

CHAPTER VII
In Olden Days

A MONTH passed.

Stuart returned periodicaly to the Gibrdtar base for fuel, and continued his penetration of
tribal-states inland. He reported to hisfather, by radio, when he felt he had something definite to say.

Perry tapped out the words for him.

"Visted mogt of the tribal-states in southern Europe.” Stuart's voice was weary. " Some refuse
outright to ratify, most are suspicious. Strangely, they see no reason why you shouldn't continue as Lord
of Earth. They seem blind to the idea of a World Congress.”

Knight'sreply was practical.

"Stone Age psychology. One-man ruleisthe only form they've known. They forget how many times
inthe past their separate chiefs have been crud, ruthless, rapacious.”

Almogt, the clicking code seemed to sigh.

"Perhapsit istill too early, though I've waited twenty-five years. But there must be aWorld-State
before there isworld science and industry. Two-thirds of the tribal-states are al we need for ratification.
With dl of Americaand Nartica, and haf of Europe, well haveit. Y ou can swing haf of Europe,
Stuart.”

Stuart turned away from the radio with set determination.

"Itisnot so easy, isit?' cackled old Aran Deen acidly. "I have often told Stirnye it wouldn't be. I've
aso often told him Perry—"

He stopped, peering at the two young men with searching eyes, then shrugged.

"I'd liketo help,” Perry said earnestly. "But 1'd be no good. Crowds scare me.”

Stuart smiled.

"You'relucky, Perry. Y ou dedl with tangible things. I'm working with the imponderables of human
nature. But I'll swing haf of Europe!”

"Sureyou will. And look, Stu." Perry indicated his experimenta gpparatus. "Soon well have voice
transmission across the Atlantic. When you're president, you'll speak to the world, after stations have
been set up, without dashing around madly like now."

Stuart grasped hisyounger brother's hand, suddenly.

"Weé're building awhole new world," he said soberly. "Nothing must ever come between us."

"Nothing will," Perry agreed. Stuart's voice changed.

"Any newsfrom Lar Tane and Elda?"

"None."

That wasn't surprising, in a Stone Age without tel ephone, telegraph or radio, except for experimental
types.

"I'll vidgt them," Stuart decided, striding for hisplane.

"Green eyes,” mumbled old Aran Deen to himself.



Green eyes greeted Stuart as he stepped from the plane, three hours later.

"Stuart!" Eldaheld out her soft hand. "Y ou have delayed your first vist."

Spun-copper hair, ivory skin, eyesthat flashed like emeralds—she was outrageoudly lovely.
Stuart broke from aspell of staring, pulling hishand away.

"Not willingly," hesad alittle perfunctorily.

He stiffened in surprise, staring beyond her.

THERE was bustle and activity beyond the landing runway. A huge squat building at the mouth of the
Rhine housed the new powerplant, as on Manhattan. It would feed metals and electricity to northern
Europe, eventudly. For ayear, Nartican machine-parts and technicians had been shuttling from that
distant land. But the plant was dready in operation! The pumps sucked in sea-water. From within
sounded the rumble of machinery. Clouds of steam hissed from vents. Metals and electrica power were
being produced.

"The plant isunder production?' Stuart gasped. "A month ahead of schedule?’

"It started yesterday. My father does not waste time."

"But how did hedoit?'

"Hell tl you." Eldaled the way within atrim brick cottage set off from the workmen's quarters. It
was Lar Tané's office. With aterse word of greeting, he held up abar of slvery aloy. One end had been
ground to acutting edge.

"Qur firgt extraction from the seq,”" he said enthusiagtically. "Iron israrein the ssametas. But this
dloy of copper, magnesum and duminum islighter and stronger than sed.”

He crunched the cutting edge down on ablock of hard wood on his desk. The block split in half.

"My father'sformula," Stuart nodded. "He worked it out years ago. But Lar Tane'—he faced the
short, stocky man—"how did you get the plant started so soon?"

-Wdll, | conscripted mere laborers from the surrounding tribal-state. Nelland. | believeit'scaled, a
curious contraction of the Netherland state of my time. | put them dl on alonger shift, finishing the
building. The Nartican technicians, too, with their assembling of machine-parts.” His voice was casud. "'l
believein getting things done.”

"I guessyou do," Stuart murmured. He did not quite know how to takeit. "But we aways found it
hard to hustle the average Triber worker."

"Simple enough. | promised them metd trinkets. Do you redize that metd islike rare diamondsto
these Stone Age people?”’

Stuart knew he was frowning alittle. "Weve had a certain policy, in drafting the Tribers for our
projects. Short hours, no driving, and payment only in useful manufactured goods from Nartica. This
Stone Age has no money system—only barter and trade. My father says amoney-system must not arise
before the World Congress takes control. Those metal trinkets—"

Stuart remembered one of hisfather's comparisons, of a bygone era. White men trading beads with
the Indians, and thereby throwing rocksinto the future. Lar Tane and Elda had exchanged glances.

Lar Tane spoke camly.

"I've heard something of your policy, in the past month, talking with Narticans. | wonder if your
methods haven't been too dow? The telegraph line across Eurasiawas once held up for five months,
when the Tribers refused to go on with it. Y ou waited patiently till they stopped sulking—too patiently.
How can industry be spread at that rate?’

STUART pondered. It was |logic—or wasit? Again he remembered one of his father'simpassioned
gpeeches. "'l came from atimewhen dl things were forced. A madness lay upon the world. Each nation,
or community, or

bus ness group madly attempted to outdo the other. Wolflike competition, in al phases of life. That
Spirit must never rise again. Never!"

Lar Tanewasfrom atime like that. Stuart was suddenly angry.

"My father will be the judge of that," he sngpped. "Hereafter, you will communicate with him on such



meatters.”

‘Lar Tane tiffened. For amoment a haughty, amost imperious expression came over hisfeatures.
Elda put ahand on hisarm, with alow murmur in the German tongue of their time,

Lar Tane relaxed.

"Yes. After dl, Stuart Knight isLord of Earth." There was a strange undertone in hisvoice. Then he
smiled.

"Ach! We quarrd over nothing, my young friend. Come, we will leave. Y ou will be my guest for a
day or so, & Vinna. | want to hear of your campaigning.”

"You look tired, Stuart,” Elda said sympathetically, as though attributing his outburst to nerves. "Not
physicaly—mentadly. Will you join mein aboar-hunt tomorrow? It's great sport.”

Stuart's anger dissolved. These at least were people he could reason with. And whose company he
could enjoy.

A rocket plane took them toward central Europe.

Just before landing, they passed over the ruins of ancient Vinna. In the 30th century, records sad, it
had enjoyed another hey-day, as before 1914. For awhile, it had been the cultura, scientific, and ruling
center of acrawling empire. Then total eclipse, asthe Second Dark Agefdl. Now its once-mighty
skyscrapers and magnificent architecture were like the bare bones of a desert skeleton. Here aleaning
spire of rust-clothed but stubborn stedl. There aheap of rotting marble. . .

"Vinna" Lar Tane murmured reminiscently. Stuart could gppreciate his nostalgia somewhat, from the
times hisfather had sighed, haunted by the dead past.

Some three miles beyond the ruins, on the banks of the Danube, existed now the "capita" of a
Second Stone Agetribal-state—Vinna. A miserable village it was, like the many Stuart had toured.

Or had been! Stuart saw it had a cleaned up aspect now. Bright red paint livened the usual dun huts.
Lar Tanewaswatching him.

"My ideg," he said. "Common red paint—from the iron-oxide of the ruins—but it touches things up
nicely. Chief Ha Doth is pleased. Helooks up to me, | think."

It was apparent when they landed. Chief Hal Doth amost fawned. He was proud of having been the
oneto resurrect thisgreat "lord from the past.” And it set him agpart from the other Triber chiefsto have
him as a permanent guest. Stuart reflected vaguely that in a short month Lar Tane had aready worked
out anichefor himsdlf, in anew and bewildering world. Hewas ahustler.

THEY dined together and Lar Tanetold of lifein his century, inrich, colorful language. Therewas
something magnetic, compdlling, about Lar Tane. Or perhapsit was just his gifted tongue. It seemed
amos like aspdl, to Stuart. Later, Elda heightened the spdll, by singing in alow, melodious voice. She
accompanied hersalf on athree-stringed lyre of 50th century vintage. The effect was magical.

"l wak in the towers,

They cdl methe queen!

But what says my heart?

Of love does it keen!

| ruledl theregions,

| bow down to none;

Y et triumph isempty

If loveisn't won.

This crown and this sceptre,
| wear them and sigh;

My lovel'll find somewhere
Before | must die”

Stuart went to abed of dreams about the incredible world of avanished past. And dreams of a
strange girl who sang plaintively under a sad moon.



CHAPTER VIII
Diana Reborn

IN the morning, more refreshed than he had been for weeks, Stuart accepted Eldas invitation to the
boar hunt. They rode on two powerful chargers, at the head of six Triber hunters.

It was an enchanted day. Stuart's eyes strayed often to the girl beside him, asthey trotted along. Her
brief costume of Nartican shorts and shirt of silk, which she had adopted, left her arms and legs bare.
Across her shoulders were hung abow and quiver of arrows. She held aflint-tipped spear with a
practiced touch.

Y esterday singing an ancient love-song, like any girl. Today bound on the hunt, like any man. Hers
was acomplex persondity!

"Y ou missthe guns of your day?' Stuart queried.

He had unlimbered his bow, tested its string, and now sent an arrow toward alone tree they were
passing by agood margin. The shaft missed, but clipped off bark. Hewas alittle out of practice from his
younger days.

Elda shook the coppery flame of her head.

"I despised guns. | always used spear and bow, in hunting.”

Camly shefitted an arrow to her bow, raised hersdlf in the saddle, and let fly. The arrow spanged
into the center of the tree trunk.

"Good shot," Stuart said, avoiding the mockery in her eyes.

"I think you were abouit to tell me boar-hunting was dangerous,” she laughed.

At the edge of awild, somber woods they waited together while the six Tribers circled and rodein as
beaters. They did not have long to wait. A wild boar nosed out of the woods, winded them, and scurried
down the edge of the clearing. Their horses thundered after. The hunted animal scuttled back for the
woods. Eldawheeed her horse quicker than Stuart, and was after it. She leaned over and plunged down
her spear, before the trees became too thick.

She missed. Sheretrieved the spear and came back.

"My horse shied at the wrong time," she panted, dismounting. "I'll do better on foot."

"But that's—" began Stuart. "Dangerous?’ Eldalaughed.

Stuart dismounted, and stood beside her.

"These devilsaren't tame," he said tersdly. "Keep near atree.”

If he thought she would, for safety’s sake, he was wrong. She was after the second boar that
appeared, like the Diana of ancient Greek mythology. Stuart admired the lithe, easy grace of her flying
limbs, then legped after her. With aburst of speed he passed her and flung his spear firdt. It was abad
cast, nicking the boar's shoulder.

The anima turned on them with snarling grunts of rage. Tusks gleaming, it charged. Stuart knew the
girl wouldn't go for atree. And neither would he. He whipped out an arrow and let fly. It stuck upright in
the flank, without effect on the boar saveto drive it utterly berserk. Stuart had no more time except to
Sdestep swiftly.

The clumsy beast pounded on, straight for Eldal

She stood with feet planted solidly, half crouched forward, spear back for a cast. Stuart watched
pardyzed. If she cast and missed, shewould have no time to sidestep the enraged animal.

"Elda, run! Y ou can't—"

Stuart thought of an arrow, but might hit her. There wasn't athing he could do except watch, his nape
crawling.

Elda's arm cameforward, with dl the impetus of her shoulders. Straight and true the spear went,
impaling the boar's heart between its shoulders. It ssumbled, staggered, and dropped three feet in front of
the girl. She jerked the wegpon out, calmly wiping its point on the grass.

But excitement flashed from her green eyes, as Stuart ran up.

"Y our face says you expect meto faint,” she said mockingly. She drew herself up. " Disgppointed?



I'm not your Ledla, you know."
Stuart said nothing. He said nothing al the way back to the village. He shut out the confusionin his
mind firmly. Wasn't there enough to think about, with his presidential campaign?

HE told Lar Tane of that, asthey dined of fresh boar meet that evening.

"I'm begininng to wonder," he concluded moodily, "if I'll swing haf of Europe.”

"| think your method iswrong," Lar Tane said bluntly. "It's like coaxing children with alittle candy. It
should be done on alarge scalg, if at al. | mean aparade, for instance. A parade will sway the masses
surprisngly.”

Stuart frowned. A parade—echo from the 20th century and 30th! Hadn't his father once denounced
it asashowy, emotiona method of intriguing the masses? The masses! That was another word with a
bad flavor.

"Lar Tane" Stuart bristled, "the people are not to be tricked into it. They must understand and
bdieve”

"If they can,” Tanesaid evenly. "You'rean idedig, like your father." "My father was an idedist when
he told Narticatheir oligarchy must end. He convinced them!™

"Smashing thingsis easy. Putting the piecestogether again isthe hard part.” Lar Tanearose. "You
have four months, to put the pieces together —by your plan.”

Stuart pondered that, as his plane took him to the southern states of Europe. Did Lar Tane have
some other plan? A better one? Wasit possible that Stirnye, whose name would ring down in history for
rdlying aworld toward anew god, did not know how to put the pieces together again? Was he
fumbling, perhaps?

Stuart cursed the sudden doubts in hismind. Confusion! It did not help to think of emerald-eyed
Elda, and how she had mocked him. And made his blood bail. In rage, of course.

Another month entered the maw of Time,

Back in New York, Stirnye, Lord of Earth, began to count off the days and months. Three more
months and the World-State would be born. The oppressive burden on his weary shoulderswould lift.
And the gods would stop mocking.

STUART'Sregular report came by code over theradio, from the Gibraltar station.

"A bloc of gtates along the Mediterranean are assured. They've had trade with Nartica, and have a
world outl ook.

But inland states, quite isolated, are suspicious. It'sironic!

"They can't seem to grasp the fundamentas of democracy. They hint that triba independenceis most
desired. They may riot, against the edicts of aWorld Congress. Or even secede! Only your name, when
mentioned, commands respect. They remember vividly the threats you made—to gather an army and
with mighty powers of the 20th century crush al opposition. | begin to wonder, father. What troubleswill
the World-State face, when it isformed, pledged to never use force?!

Knight replied carefully.

"As presdent, Stuart, you will be commander-in-chief of aworld policing system. Riots must be put
down firmly. Deep-seated triba dissatisfactions must be taken before a Council of Triba Adjustment.
Once a precedent has been established, justly, they will see that force need never be used to settle
things”

"Y es, but shouldn't we organize the policing system now? On e ection day, the rioting may spread
likeaflame."

Knight pondered.

"Yes, perhaps. I'll have the Narticans ready. Y ou continue as you have, Stuart.”

Knight turned from the radio, and patted L eela's hand, seeing the hurt she bravely tried to hidein her
eyes. No word for her from Stuart.

"Hishead isfull of hismisson,” Knight said. "He will cometo you, free and eager, when it isdone."

Ledlasearched hisface.



"Y ou are worried about him yourself, Lord Stirnye!"

"Heispassng through atest of fire" Knight said dowly. "But he will be stronger for it."

Test of firel

Knight might have gone to Europe himsdf, dropping his multitudinous ex ecutive duties, save that
now wasthe time for Stuart to stand on his own feet. Now wasthe' time for twenty-four years of
invested fatherly training to proveitsworth.

Fatherly training? It was more than that. No conscientious king, or wise patriarch, had trained his son
more thoroughly for alife of leadership. A training that straddled two ages, and took account of alost
cvilization.

Stuart mugt fight hisown fight. Grimly, Knight stuck to that.

STUART drummed north, leaving Gibrdtar. He was somehow eager to visit Lar Tane and Elda,
after another month. Passing over, he saw workmen busy in theruinsof old Vinna. Lar Tane's
handiwork, of course. Rescuing his home-city from utter oblivion. But Stuart was alittle startled as he
looked down on the square before Chief Hal Doth's steepled house.

The large square was filled with youths stripped to the waist. In orderly rows, hundreds of them, they
were swinging their arms, lunging, twisting their bodiesin calisthenics. The commands came from ashort,
sturdy man on the balcony—Lar Tane.

But now the plane had been spied. The square cleared, yet the youths did not scatter as a crowd
would have. In anglefile, with efficient discipline, they marched away.

Stuart's surprise was still on hisface, when Lar Tane strode to meet him stepping from the plane.

Tane smiled briefly.

"I've been doing my part for the World-State. The youth are aways the hope of any new order,
nicht water? They are strong young men, the Tribers, but they need discipline. Organized, they can be
useful. As, for ingtance, apolicing system.”

Stuart started.

"Policing system! How did you—"

"| thought of it from thefirs." Lar Tane'stone was caudtic. "Without it, the World-State would fdll
apart the day it'sborn. | have the interests of the World-State at heart, Stuart.”

Stuart wasfaintly uneasy. Regimentation! The thought sprang into. his mind—another of hisfather's
warnings. Molding and shaping of youth groups for unscrupul ous ends.

"These youths—wheat do you tell them?”

Tane motioned toward his plane, whedling around for take-off.

"Come aong. I'm scheduled today to address the neighboring state, Bvera. I've been circulating from
tribe to tribe hereabouts, speaking for the World-State.”

The pilot of the plane startled Stuart. It was Elda. She sat coolly in the driver's seat, copper-gold hair
peeping from beneath a helmet. Each time he saw her Stuart was more amazed: She had a spirit of daring
stronger than most men's. Stuart hesitated. The great machine was not easy to handle.

Lar Tane amiled, pushing him forward.

" She has a steadier hand than most men. She has been practicing for amonth.”

Stuart's trepidation vanished, asthe plane lifted smoothly into the air. He could not do better himsdlf.

Her green eyestwinkled at his, asthe plane settled to a steady pace.

"Brave of you to take achance!" Mockery in her voice then changed to exuberance. "I loveflying.
These Nartican ships are dmost as good as those of our time."

THE flight was short, to the landing square of anearby tribal-state. A crowd gathered around the
landed

plane, and milled below the chief's bal cony as they were led there. In aworld without radio or
printing-presses, oratory held first place. But the audience seemed hogtile, on guard. Theissue of the
World-State had stirred fierce controversy everywhere, as Stuart knew too well.

Lar Tane amiled, bowed dightly to the chief, and faced the audience. He spoke with the ease of one
who had often addressed huge assemblagesin histime, perhaps through aradio and television network



reaching millions.

"People of Earth! The World-State isthe ided form of government for humanity. | am from the padt,
from adead civilization. My civilization earned oblivion because our people were divided. We must dl
work and sacrifice, and perish if need be, for the state. Nothing counts but the state!™ His voice had risen
to avibrant crescendo. Head lifted, face dmost imperious, he was an inspiring speaker. Stuart sensed the
subtle magnetism that flowed from him, infusing the crowd. Here was aman who, in avital position,
could do much good—or much harm. Stuart banished the last thought as quickly asit formed.

Lar Tane went on in the same vein. The World-State! A causeto fight for—die for! Stuart himself
felt awild enthusiasm that he'd never had before. And then suddenly—awild horror. Fight for, diefor!
What did Lar Tane mean? What inflammatory principle lay like a crouched beast behind his € oquence?

Thelast thought waslike alightning blast. Stuart knew that Eldas eyeswere on him, hawk-like. She
touched her father'sarm. Lar Tane sarted, asif from atrance. In lower tones, he concluded:

"L et usdo everything possible toward our god—the World Empirel™

THE audience burgt out in ringing cheers. Lar Tane stalked from the balcony to the plane. The square
cleared, as he waved. When they werein the air, he spoke.

"They've been won," he said decisively. "Tomorrow I'll go back and organize ayouth group.”

Stuart spoke tauitly.

"Y our speech was strong, Lar Tane. Y ou talked of fighting and dying for the World-State. Thereis
to beno fighting or dying—"

Lar Tane smiled patronizingly.

"Merewords. Y ou must stir the people, make their blood sing. What'sthe harm of it?"

"My father wouldn't like it—"

Stuart wished he hadn't said it. Eldas eyes gave asidelong glint of mockery. He could amost hear
her thoughts—"Y our father says. Y our father saysl”

Tane's voice was mild.

"How many triba-states have you swung in the past month, Stuart?”

"Five." Fiveout of twenty-five he had visited.

"I've swung nine," Lar Tane said casudly. "Ninewho swear by the World-State. A solid blocin
central Europe.”

Stuart flushed angrily.

"By what authority?' he snapped.

"My father gave you no orders—"

"Nine of them," Tane repeated imperturbably. "For the World-State."

"But your methods—"

"Ach! Results are what count. Can you deny that?*

Suddenly anger and dl dissolved, in Stuart. Y es, results counted.

"Lar Tane," he said eagerly, "between uswe can swing Europe. Y ouin the north, | in the south.”

Strangdly, Lar Tane hesitated.

"We could. But for what kind of World-State? Y our father's kind? Its troubles would only begin,
when it isformed. Riots, endless bickering, hamstrung progress. Isthat the right way to put the pieces of
civilization together?'

Stuart went alittle cold. What lurked in Lar Tane's mind?

"What do you mean?"' he demanded.

The man from the past eyed him narrowly, then shrugged. "Nothing—for the present.”

CHAPTERIX
Amazon

THE planewasjust landing, a Vinna, with a swoop under Eldas hands that was sheer skill. She
touched Stuart's arm, as he was about to follow Lar Tane out of the cabin.



"Do you want somered flying?' Challengewasin her green eyes.

"Gowith her," urged Tane. "I'll await you a dinner."

Hewas aready striding away.

For aflegting moment, Stuart had abaffled feding. A sensation of being a pawn, tossed between Lar
Tane and his daughter. Then helaughed. Clear air and the heady heights of the sky would wipe hismind
free of such fantadtic thoughts.

"Let'sgo!" hesaid. "And makeit good."

Eldadid makeit good. The plane taxied off with aroar. Stuart clung to his seat-arms as the floor
pitched at asteep angle. She motioned for him to strap himsalf securely. Up and up the ship drilled at full
rocket blast. At ten milesthe stars came out in the thin air, defying the sun'sradiance.

Eldas green eyesflashed.

"Look at the moon,” she murmured. "I've often wanted to go to the moon.” Stuart was aghast. Was
she mad? Was she thinking of blasting out into space, where no ship had ever gone—and come back?

Her eyeswere on him mockingly. "Would you be afraid?"

"Yes." He ground out the word savagely. "And so would you."

"Perhaps." She shrugged daintily. Calmly sheleveled off &t fifteen miles, the planésnormd ceiling,
and thundered forward. The velocimeter crept to 800 miles an hour. Within the sealed, warmed cabin,
they felt little of the prodigious pace. Outside, the scant air shrieked like athousand demons.

"Afraid?' shechalenged again. "The Narticanstell meit isn't safe past 750. Rocket tubes explode at
times"

Stuart's nerves crackled.

"Fool stunt, flirting with death. Y ou need—taming!”

He spat out the last word.

"Taming?' Again chalengein her dumbrous green eyes. "Does the man exig—"

She was defiance, and flaming courage—and desire.

Stuart leaned toward her. She did not draw away. Her lipswere an invitation. . . .

BUT he suddenly stiffened. His eyeswent wide. Past her shoulder, through the cabin's side port of
clear quartz, he had seen a brilliant flash from adark valey, fifteen milesbelow. A flash of new metd, ina
Stone Age world.

"Cut your speed and circle," he commanded, explaining briefly.

Fleetingly, hefelt reief that the spell had been broken. Hetried to read Elda's reaction, but failed.
Without aword, she obediently circled and dived down from the stratosphere.

At amilesheight, they both saw the flash again. Acrossthe vdley it came, from where two lines of
men stretched—Il ocked in battle!

"Border war!" Stuart grunted. "And one Side is using metal weapons. The edict of my father broken.
I'll haveto stop them.”

Eldasaw hishestant glance a her. " Stop them? Watch!™

The plane dipped down sickeningly. At ahundred feet Eldaleveled out and raced into one end of the
valley. Straight for the line of bettle she sped, pardld with it. Then, nearing thefirst of thefighters, she
daringly glided down gtill more, barely fifty feet off the ground.

Stuart's throat was dry, histongue stuck. He had told her once of their method of stopping sporadic
border wars. But it took almost a miracul ous balance between underjets and driving rockets to keep
from crashing into the ground—and into awall of human flesh.

The plane skimmed over the heads of the battlers. The underjets threw blasts of furnace-heat at
them. Behind the streaking ship, some of the horses slampeded. Men with scorched skins ssumbled
away. But the momentum of the battle carried on. In the fierce lust of fighting, the plane was disregarded.

Eldaclucked her teeth.

Banking at the end of the valey, she repesated the maneuver, drenching the battle-ground with
withering heet. Five more times the plane raced back and forth, like an angry hornet, till the savage lust of
war below yielded. In disorderly retrest, both sideswithdrew, leaving the dain and wounded. Over their



shouldersthey looked up at the stinging plane that had so effectively brought truce.

Eldawas laughing, when it was done.

"Look at therabblerun! It'sso comical. In my time, war was war!"

"No laughing matter,” Stuart muttered. "It showsawill to war. Land in the middie of thevalley. I'll
gpeak to the commanders, forbid them to go on.”

A body of horsemen rode up from the side, presently, to the landed plane. The commander who
dismounted and strode up was a dark, wiry man, descendant of 20th century Hungarianswhoseracia
stock till clung to theserich plains dong the Danube.

He bowed.

"Lord Stuart. | am war-chief Czocky, of Garia. | am glad you are here. Thiswar is not of our
making. The Huuns attacked afew days ago, violating our borders. We could only fight back. | sent
three runnersto Gibraltar, to report, but none got through. Y our coming isamiracle. Tell Chief Goro of
the Huunsto stop his attacks."

Stuart nodded.

CHIEF GORO rode up amoment later, at the head of abody of his horsemen. He wasagiant of a
man, with ared beard and ruddy skin, part of some Teutonic stock in that region. He and his men carried
great iron swords, clumsy and crude, but giving them a decided advantage against their enemies wooden
clubs and spears and stone-headed maces. The Stone Age, utilizing the magic of metal.

Chief Goro dismounted and stood with straddled legs, point of his sword on the ground. Defiance
radiated from him. Stuart drew himsdlf up. Intimidation wasfata beforeatriba chief.

"Y ou are the aggressor in this border war, Chief Goro,” he said sternly. ™Y ou have disobeyed Lord
Stirnye's edict againgt border-war and meta wegpons both. Y ou may remain chief only if you swear to
ingtantly stop your campaign.”

Chief Goro spat.

"My campaign goeson!™ herumbled. "I do not fear Lord Stirnye. And | will have nothing to do with
his World-State.”

Stuart started. It was outright defiance, the first in twenty-five years. Other border-battles had started
here and there, only to stop with one application of the blasting underjets of aplane or two.

"A fleet of shipswill come, and patrol your state,” Stuart threetened. "And you will be deposed as
chief."

"They will get tired of patrolling. And they won't find me!™

Stuart argued no more.

"Lord Stirnyewill hear of thisand—"

Chief Goro roared out in harsh laughter suddenly.

"Will he?!

The atmosphere was ingantly ugly. Stuart was suddenly aware that Chief Goro's men were closing
in. Outnumbered, the Garian soldiers could only fal back. No weapon had been used asyet.

"L eave with your men, Czocky," Chief Goro belowed. "I'll finish with you on the battlefied.”

Heturned to Stuart and Elda, now surrounded by his men.

"Y ou will be my hostage, Lord Stuart. And the girl—"

Hiseyeswere on her brazenly.

Stuart stood stunned. Chief Goro was amaniac, but a cunning one. No atrocity would be benesth
him. Then Stuart gasped, in greater surprise.

Elda Tane had stepped forward. Her lissome body swayed and the full power of her eyes were on
Chief Goro. Fascinated, he was watching her, caught in her spell. She smiled, asthough attracted to this
giant of aman who wanted her. Shefindly stood directly before him, asif about to throw hersef into his
ams.

Instead, her arm came out and she dapped the bearded chief stingingly.

"Beadt!" she sngpped. The amile had vanished from her face, replaced by livid fury.

One hand went to the chief's face, in amazed but not unpleased surprise.



"The woman has spirit,” he chuckled. "I like that—"

WITH aquickness and strength that took him by surprise again, Elda snatched the sword-handle
from his other hand. It was a heavy sword. Y et she swung it up deftly, placing the point against his chest.

"Moveand you diel" Her voice wasin deadly earnest.

Only asecond had passed. The chief's men strained forward.

Eldatossed her coppery head warningly.

"Back! Or you will need anew chief."

Chief Goro himself signaled them back. Her blazing eyes spoke one word—death. He was pae
now, trembling.

"Tdl your mento go," Eldacommanded.

For emphasis, she pressed againgt the sword, nicking into the hide covering his chest. He gave the
order, with the fear of death in hisvoice.

When the troop had ridden a hundred yards off, Elda pulled back the sword. But only to raiseit over
the defensd ess chief's head, ominoudly.

"Swine!" she hissed. "If you had dared touch me, my father, Lar Tane, would have burned down
your villages, hunted down your people to the last child. He would have caught you and cut out your eyes
and heart."

The sword quivered above the quaking chief's head. She was like a queen, imperious and cold,
about to chop off the head of a disgraced subject. Stuart legped to grab the sword away. But she
lowered it of her own accord.

"Go with your life, Redbeard,” she said contemptuoudly. "Go on with your little border-war, if you
wish. Lord Stuart neglected to tell you something. My father, Lar Tane, isfrom the past, asisLord
Stirnye. He brought with him amighty wesapon. One that can burn whole villages. Do you understand?
Now go!"

The cowed chief nodded soberly and loped off to his men.

INSIDE the ship, safe behind metal walls, Eldas green eyes glazed atrifle. For amoment she
trembled in Stuart's arms, weak, frightened, feminine. Stuart was more amazed at this than anything. But
only for amoment. Then she drew away, face composed.

"Well, that'sthat," she laughed.

"What if he had moved, before?' Stuart felt he had to know. "Would you have—"

"Killed him?Yes" She shrugged.

Stuart shuddered. Then he asked, "That wegpon. Y our father redly hasit?"

She studied him for amoment.

"Of coursenot. But | don't think Chief Redbeard will call that bluff either.”

Stuart shook his head.

"Y ou know, you shouldn't have used such bruta threat—"

There was sudden fury in her eyes. Fury directed at him.

"Don't you see how these people must be handled? Not gently—but with aheavy hand. It'sthe only
thing they understand. They're Stone Age barbarians. They were ready to harm us. How can you handle
aworld of them except by threat—as your father does subtly? And the feuda Narticans before him, for
hundreds of years. World-State democracy! A pitiful dream in your father's mind!"

Stuart thought of defending hisfather. But sharply in hismind wasthe picture of Chief Goro, eyes
inflamed, ready to kill—or worse. There were hundreds of Chief Goros, throughout Earth, and the
people who produced them. Could they understand anything but the sword, any more than Goro?

Fury was replaced by mockery, in her voice.

"Y our father says—"



Stuart flushed. She was prompting him, expecting him to say something trite. But there was another
picturein hismind. Elda, like an outraged queen, sparing her subject'slife. She had been wonderful,
glorious.

"Eldal" Hisvoice was|ow.

Shewasin hisarms, then. Her lips burned againg his. He was dimly aware of her murmur, amoment
later.

"WEelIl rule Earth together, youand |."

He drew away, looking at her. Then heturned and piloted the ship himsalf. The pace of the plane
was not more headlong than the new drivein his heart and mind. He redlized that for better or worse
something had changed within him.

Back in Vinna, Lar Tanelaughed when he heard the story.

"Well done, Elda." He faced Stuart serioudy. "In thelight of an experience like that, is World-State
democracy the answer? Chief Redbeard and al the other chiefs from Stone Age stupidity up will block
the way. They must be lined up—by force!"

"No, not yet," Stuart groaned. "1 want to think—think!"

"But think for yoursdf,” Tane admonished. "Not as your father has thought for you, al your life. You
arefit to rule, Stuart—rule aworld empire. Y ou and Elda. One that will grow great and strong and
lagting.”

Heand Eldal Stuart thrilled to that, as his plane soared away. But not yet. He had made no decision,
Hemust think carefully, he told himsdlf, and continue plodding among the tribes. He did, for another
month, preaching democracy with words that seemed to have lost dl meaning.

CHAPTER X
Voicefrom the Past

IN THE radio gation at Gibraltar, Perry Knight and Aran Deen prepared to send voice signals
acrossthe Atlantic. Ther staff of hel perswere at the various dids. Electricity legped and surged through
coilsand tubes.

Perry stepped before the microphone, asthe prearranged time arrived. His eyes glistened in scientific
zedl. Like the telephonesin use, the instrument was crude, undevel oped, but serviceable. It would hurl his
voice across what was yet a Stone Age world, and the wonder would not be less than if it were 5000
B.C. instead of 5000 A.D.

"Hello, Americal" he began, enunciating clearly. "Hello, Americal Can you hear me, Dad? If you can,
cdl back immediately."

For amoment there was only the crackle of static from the receiving horn. Perry fidgeted.

Had his voice been lost somewhere, over the ocean, too weak to reach its goal ? The dot-and-dash
signas had been comparatively easy to achieve. V oice was another matter, taking more power, more
delicacy of attunemen.

Would there have to be weeks and months more of [aboring, improving, experimentation? The
smpler things of the 20th century had been resurrected only by heartbresking toil. Was transatlantic radio
— projection of actua voice—alittle beyond their present powers?

Perry had gone through the same breathl ess suspense many times, awaiting the debut of anew-old
invention. He remembered now how tricky the telegraph had been to produce, before they had joyfully
tapped out the message—"What hath God wrought!"— for the second time in history.

Perry started violently as a voice sounded behind the static. It was aweird, howling voice, but
understandable.

"Hello, Europe! Hello, Europe! | heard you clearly, Perry. Am | coming over?'

"Yes, Dad! And congratulations! What a grest thing you've given the world again, with your 20th
century knowledge!"

"How about your tantalum-grid tube?' came Knight'svoice quickly. "It gave usthe high-power range
we needed. | didn't get that from my memory, or the crypt-records. I'm proud of you, Perry!"



At the 9de, old Aran Deen grinned, haf indignantly.

"What about me? History will credit dl three of us, inthisreviva of science.”

"Thanks, Dad," Perry returned.

And then, because the moment was so unique, he went on with arush of enthusiasm.

"Transatlantic speech, by radio! Instant linkage of thought across Earth's face. I'm going to build
many more stations, everywhere. Human thought will be unified, in the new World-State. It didn't work
that way in your time, dad, because radio came after scientific war. Now it comes before. Thereisn't a
gun on Earth, and aready we have the means of ydlling friendly greetings from continent to continent. This
agewon't follow Greece and Rome and your time to sdf-inflicted oblivion!™

Aran Deen listened with something of wonder.

Almosg, this keen-minded son of Stirnye knew more of past history than Stirnye or Aran Deen! Even
asaboy he had buried hisnose in dl the preserved books of the crypt, and the libraries of Nartica. And
he had plagued hisfather ceasdlessy with questions about his 20th century. He had turned to science
quite naturaly, later. He wasthe first of arace of scientists springing forth from the Second Stone Age.

Aran Deen aways thought in sweeps of history. And history was studded with little momentslike
this

And moments like the one that followed.

PERRY turned away from the microphone, to look directly into the eyes of Elda Tane. Hewas
gartled. He hadn't heard her plane arrive, in the crackling of eectrica apparatus.

She stood in the doorway, avision of beauty. Beauty that would stir the hearts of most men. Light
rippled from her copper-gold hair asthough it were blown by a stealthy breeze. Her green eyes sparkled
enigmdicaly.

"A pretty little speech,” she said, gliding forward. Her red lips pouted alittle. Y ou didn't visit us, SO
I've cometo visit you. Isyour science work so vital?”

"I bedieveitis" Perry said amply. He added, lamdly, "I've dways sent my respects with Stuart.”

Thegirl laughed.

"Don't you ever relax? World-building must be tedious at times."

"Never. It'smy lifework. | believeinit."

She sobered suddenly, peering into hisgrey eyes.

"Youredly do, don't you?' Her tone became musing. "1 wonder what you would have beenin my
world, where al science had reached a pesk. Striven for higher peaks, | suppose.”

Perry laughed thistime.

"No. | would have been arevolutionist — againgt dictatorship. Y our century was at ablind dley.”

Elda tiffened, emerald eyes snapping asthough at a persond affront. "We had aWorld-State—"

"For five short years. It wastyranny. It cracked apart. Like Rome, it went under into aDark Age. It
was built on sand."

Thegirl bit her lip.

"Y ou and Stuart are building on rock, of course!™

"Therock of democracy,” Perry nodded, without self-consciousness.

"Rocks split a times—" At Perry's Sare, she tossed her coppery locks, on which the light glinted
metdlicdly. "For ascientific mind, you're quite a philosopher. But ill, behind it dl, you must be human.”

Perry suddenly lost histongue, at the note of mockery in her voice. Human, yes, or he wouldn't be
admiring her. Shewasivory and gold, and intangible charm, woven into sheer perfection aong with the
twin emerads of her eyes. More, behind the outer things werefire, courage, daring—and intelligence.

Perry garted. Intelligence! Why had she come here? Hardly as awoman. She was deeper than that.
Those questions—had she been testing him, sounding him out? But why?

Perry's andytica thoughts went that far before a drone sounded from the sky.

The plane landed, and Stuart strode in.

He glanced heditantly at Elda, but without surprise. His direction had been north, from Lar Tane. She
had preceded him. Then, with abare word of greeting to Perry, he asked for radio contact with



America

Even the chance to use words instead of code failed to surprise him. After agreeting to the elder
Knight in New Y ork, Stuart spoke swiftly.

"Well swing Europe, at the best, by a narrow margin. But suppose we dont, father? Suppose the
World-Stateis voted down?”

Thevoice of Stirnye, Lord of Earth, came back calmly.

"Then well try again, when thetimeisriper. Nothingislog.”

"SOMETHING will belogt," Stuart returned, with asavage undertone. "My faith in humanity! The
tides of ignorance and stubbornness I've fought againgt! Each little hide-bound state clamoring for more
rights than the next. Even if the World-State isformed, the battle goeson.”

"Of course!™ Knight spared no punches. "A lifetime of work lies ahead of you, Stuart. I've warned
you often, groomed you for it. From thetribal rule of the Stone Age to World-State democracy isabig
jump. Bigger than history ever tried.”

"But thereisasmpler way at firs." Stuart's voice becametense. A logical extension of your rule, as
Lord of Earth. Instead of Lord of Earth, apremier or chancellor, with a handpicked cabinet. The best
minds to guide and advise. And a parliament of del egates from the tribal-states.”

Voice from the past, pouring poison into the ears of the future! Perry listened, stunned.

"Stuart!" snapped the voice from America. "Do you know what the name of that is —dictator ship!"

"Lar Tanecdlsit World Empire Socidism.”

A groan came from Knight.

"What has he been tdlling you? Lar Taneisfrom an age that destroyed itself.”

"Lar Tane—"

Stuart paused. Then hisyouthful but flint-hard voice went on.

"Lar Taneisaman | admirel”

A gasp came from the radio speaker, and then the bark of Knight'svoice.

"Stuart, you're mad! I'm coming to Europe. I'll meet you in eight hours.”

Stuart turned away from the microphone. He trembled alittle. He was thinner, older looking. There
was a brooding look about him, as of amind that had suffered reversals of conception.

Perry grasped his shoulder.

"Y ou can't mean you're throwing over al our plans, Stuart! The Magna Chartaand al it means.
Think of the future, not the present—"

"The future takes care of itsdf." It was Elda's voice. She stood beside Stuart, her green eyes
narrowed. "'Come with me, Stuart. Well meet your father at Vinna."

"Suart—"

But Perry's cdl waslost. Stuart strode away with her, face set. She glanced once over her
shoulder—triumphantly. And Perry knew now why she had come. To wield her spell and make sure of
Stuart.

Aran Deen was staring at the radio, shaking his head.

"Trueirony. Thefirst achievement of radio voice, after an age, and thefirst wordsit transmits are
those of trouble.”

Perry nodded bleakly. What staggering twist of fate had come about?

Eight hours|later aplanelanded, and Knight stepped out. When he learned of Stuart returning to
Vinna, hewinced.

"Lar Taneis playing some game, with Stuart asapawn,” he said grimly. "1 didn't redlize his magnetic
power."

"Or the power of green eyes," mumbled old Aran Deen. "Perry and | are going along, Stirnye. Thisis
history!"

THEIR plane rocketed down awhile | ater, over the ruins of ancient Vinna. And there, in the heart of
it, reared a shining tower of new meta. Beside it, they recognized Stuart's grounded plane.



"Look!" Aran Deen pointed.

Thetop of the tower was encircled by an open bacony. They made out the figure standing
there—Lar Tane. Helooked up, with armsfolded, as though awaiting their arriva. Then he vanished
within.

"Strange, that tower in the center of the ruins" Aran Deen muttered. "Perhaps a ruling pal ace stood
there in the 30th century!”

The subtle innuendo of it struck Knight'smind. A breath out of the past, dark and sinister, seemed to
envelop the scene. Among the surrounding ruins, gangs of Triber workmen were clearing away debris.
There was aregimented air about them. Overseers stood at strategic spots, seeing that the work
progressed. They carried clubs.

Rage and dread both welled in Knight. What had been going on here, al thistime? What did it
mean?

The plane landed before the gleaming tower. Asthey stepped out, adozen men in dull blue shirts
marched forward. In their belts hung bright new swords of metal. Knight's face darkened.

One of the men sdluted giffly, hiswhole bearing atoken of months of rigoroustraining and discipline.
Breath of the past again—a police force with military training.

"Lord Stirnye. Y ou and the others will follow us, to the presence of Lord Tane."

Lord Tane! It wasthat now.

Thetroop double-filed forward, with the visitors between. They were ushered down acurving hall,
prim and unadorned, into acentral chamber with alofty arched celling.

Lar Tane sat in araised chair a the head of along table. Stuart stood at hisright, Eldaat hisleft. The
escort left and the door closed. Knight sensed that they stood outside, on guard.

CHAPTER XI
Men Who Rule

LAR TANE was gtaring at them with afaint smile of greeting. "My temporary home and
headquarters, Stuart Knight," he said. "The meta from the Rhine plant. Built by Triber labor. But mere
patchwork, redly. | had it built here, where a palace used to stand, out of sheer sentiment. Thistableisa
replicaof acouncil table. Two thousand years ago, this was the center of rule, not New Y ork."

Aran Deen was garing, wonderingly.

Knight conquered the violence that strove to burst from histhroat. He spoke quietly.

"| gppointed you administrator of the Rhine powerplant, Lar Tane. But with no other authority. From
Stuart's reports, you applied regimentary methods at the plant, and extended them here."

"I've organized the Vinnatribe, and others, if that'swhat you mean," Lar Taneretorted easily. "Chief
Ha Doth is convinced I've done good among his people. Thereisamore vigorous spirit.”

"Y ou've regimented the young men," accused Knight. "Trained them in military fashion.”

"Asanucleus policing force for the World-State, ja."

"Y ou've made metal wegpons—swords. My edict against border warfare forbade that.”

"They areasymbol, mainly. There must be some show of force to the people.”

Knight redized thiswas adifferent Lar Tane from the one who had |eft him five months before. A Lar
Tanewho even in that short time had entrenched himsdlf in the 50th century. But what, precisely, were
hisams?

Knight continued the mental duel, drawing his adversary out. The atmosphere was charging with the
electricity of tenseness.

"Stuart has seen much of you. Y ou've made suggestions different from mine for the World-State.”

"Vauable suggestions, | believe. We both agree, you and |, that there should be a World-State. The
question is—what kind?"

"My kind," Knight asserted flatly. "The only enduring kind."

"Democracy! The experiment that falled." Lar Tane'stone was biting. His mask of suavity vanished
suddenly. "It won't work, Knight. It's clumsy, dow, ponderous. It will stumble over its own feet.”



"Yes, but it will never run blindly over aprecipice.”

Lar Tane snorted.

"Pretty words. There must be a central ruling body, subject to no dragging ties. A parliament of tribal
delegates, for voicing opinion, but no more. The actua law-making invested in a cabinet of
acknowledged |eaders, and their executive chancedllor. That isthe kind of government that will lead this
backward world to greater things.”

"To chaod" Knight snapped. "Doesn't the lesson of the past warn you at dl? A dictator, with a
puppet cabinet and parliament of trained sedls. At first progress, vigor, advancement. Then the dictator
beginsto play god. A brute heritage, older than man, crops out. Chaos, | tell you.”

"Y ou belie your own words. Y ou've been a dictator—a beneficent one.”

"Theilluson of adictator,” Knight countered. "I built up no power-system. The past isburied. Force
asaruling method in human affairs must not be born again.”

Aran Deen had been straining forward, like ahound on a scent.

"Chancdllor—" he said reflectively. Helooked a Lar Tane and Elda, recognition at last in his eyes.
"It has cometo me. Y our names are historical, in ancient records. Lar Tane, Eldal But you were known
as Chancellor Lar Tane: Y ou were the head of the government that ruled the short-lived World Empire,
from 2902 to 2907. Y ou were, in effect, the Emperor of Earth for five yearsl"

LAR TANE had arisen, his short figure tiff. His head was lifted, imperioudy. For amoment, hiseyes
faraway and reminiscent, he sood before them as aking might before his subjects. His thoughts seemed
to survey an empire that had been his. An empire stretching from pole to pole.

Abruptly, he unbent. A dow, ironic smile cameto hislips as hefaced Knight.

"The ruler of aworld that once was pays homage to the ruler of Earth to- day!"

Hewent on, after a pause.

"Revolutionists captured Vinnain 2907. Sacked the city, destroyed my work. Shrecklichl The
rabble were after our lives, Eldaand |. A year before I'd had the vault built secretly—in case. We exiled
oursalvesfrom our time."

He shrugged, and the bitterness of that past episode faded from hiseyes. A burning fire legped into
them.

"I'm glad, now. My World Empire of the 30th century had no chance, with weapons a
commonplace. But here in the 50th century—the world lies ready for empire.”

Knight was staring, thunderstruck.

Sowly heturned to hiseldest son. "Did you know of this, Stuart?" Stuart nodded, and spoke for the
fird time.

"l wastold thismorning. It gave memy fina decison." Hisvoice waslow but firm. "Lar Tane has
plansthat will launch anindugtria program with aminimum of delay. With his 30th century experience, he
can rebuild civilization rapidly, as First Chancellor. | will be his successor!™

Stuart paused, then flung up his head.

"One other thing. I'm sorry for Leda, but she must forget me.”

He had stepped to Elda's side and taken her hand. She gazed up at him softly, her green eyes
lustrous as emerads. They were a striking couple— two young eagles ready to soar.

Knight's universe staggered.

And suddenly, it waslike alightning flash in the dark. The full chespnessof Lar Tane's plan lay
exposed. Hopping from one age to the next, he was taking up where he had |eft off. Hiswolf's soul was
bare now, lusting for power. He had weakened Stuart with hisverbal poison, and ensnared him
completely with Elda

"Green eyes," Aran Deen hissed. "The green eyes of awitch! They have madefoolsof usal.”

"Stuart!" Knight haf groaned, taking astep toward his son. "Y ou can't mean it, Stuart. Don't you see
how you've been betrayed? Y ou're lost—Iost!"

Stuart shook alittle. He took a step forward aso, but Elda's hand gently pulled him back. He
diffened. His voice was adamant.



"Y ou've never let methink for mysdf, father. | do now. I'm sorry."

Lar Tane spokein cold triumph.

"You'd better capitulate, Stirnye, Lord of Earth. Without Stuart, your World-State falls.”

Knight gripped himsdf. " Capitulate—to treason? I'll have you arrested—"

Tane jerked abell-cord. Instantly, the doors flung open and Chief Hal Doth marched in, at the head
of adozen blue-shirted men with swords.

"Tel Chief Ha Dothto arrest me," Lar Tane drawled.

Knight stared. The chief stared back, at first guiltily, then drawing himself up.

"Stirnye, you are no longer my lord!" "Go on," prompted Tane. "Tel him why you accept me asyour
lord." Chief Hal Doth wetted hislipsand went on.

"Lar Taneismy lord. | am hisvassd, for he ruled these same lands and waters 2000 years ago. And
in afew months he has done more than you, Stirnye, did in twenty-five years. My people have cleaner
villages, and metal hunting wegpons. There isamore vigorous spirit. My young men aretrained. Lord
Tane will lead theway to great things quickly. Hall!"

Quickly, like mushrooms. Civilization overnight. tone Age society in 20th century surroundings.
Square peg inaround hole.

Knight's shoulders sagged. No useto argue. Chief Hal Doth was blinded in the light of Lar Tane.

Tane dismissed the chief.

KNIGHT drew himsdf up. "I'm till Lord of Earth. | declare your activities outlaw. Y our rebellion
will be put down."

"By force?' mocked Lar Tane. "But that isathing you renounced.”

"Itisnecessary.”

Lar Tane'sface hardened. Suavity was gone.

"It'smore than rebellion, Knight. | control al the chiefs of northern and middle Europe. And | havea
hundred thousand young men trained, ready for my bidding.”

"Then | declare you an enemy state!” Knight went on coldly. "I'm returning to New Y ork. | give you
twenty-four hours to renounce your opposition. Tell me of your decision by radio.”

The eyes of Stuart Knight and Lar Tane locked. Two men who had ruled separate worlds, and now
battled for athird.

Knight's glare dared the other to hold him. Tane shook his head.

"Yourefreeto go, Knight," he said shrewdly. "I won't make you amartyr and bring the world about
my ears.”

Knight swept his eyes over the three of them, impersonaly. For just amoment he met Stuart's eyes.
They stared at one another across agulf of misunderstanding.

Knight'svoice was low, harsh.

"Y ou know what thismeans, Lar Tane, if you go on—"

Knight said the appalling word, though it was like tearing his soul up by theroots.

"War!"

CHAPTER XII
Man of Two Ages

TWENTY-FOUR hourslater, in the radio station at New Y ork, the group huddled before the radio
Speeker waited slently, tensdly.

Perry listened to the crackle of static, and told himsalf he would some day diminateit. Old Aran
Deen nodded to himself, mumbling the word "history™ a times. Ledasat pale and wooden, like any girl
of any age struck by the blow of lost love.

Knight's blonde Nartican wife kept anxious eyes on him. He had returned from Europe in a state of
near-collapse.

Knight was haggard. His heart pounded, measuring off time, hisenemy.



It legped, sickeningly, as avoice sounded through the howls of Stic.

"Lar Taneishere," announced the head of the staff at the Gibratar station.

"Can you hear me clearly, Knight?' came Tane'srich-toned voice. "This apparatus seems crude.”

"Yes, clearly.” Knight drew abreeth. "Well, Lar Tane. Have you thought better of it?"

Prosaic words. Y et hanging from every one were the hooks of destiny.

"Have you?" countered the voice from Europe. "I made my stand quite clear.”

"That's your final word, Tane?' "Find. This, to me, isDer Tag!" Pulsesthundering, Knight spoke the
words.

"Then, asLord of Earth, | hereby declare war on you, Lar Tane!"

The radio-gpesker was slent for along moment.

"No!" Theword came like apistol shot, in Stuart's voice. "Father, you can't go that far in your
stubbornness”

Knight gripped atable for support. Within him, it seemed his heart would burst. Hurriedly, he made a
last appedl.

"I mugt, Stuart. But you—Ileave Lar Tane | Come back to us—" He was panting.

Aganslence Then:

"No, father. | didn't think it would cometo this. But | believein Lar Tangsworld. I'mon hisside,
snce there must be sdes now."

"Or the Side of agreen-eyed witch,” Aran Deen hissed.

Lar Tane'svoice burst from the speaker.

"War! All right, Knight." His voicewas deadly. "Attack me. I'm strong. And I'll be stronger. I'll
sweep your armies back, conquer Europe, then the world. Y ou can't stop me.”

Knight made no answer. Drunkenly, he staggered from the radio, collapsed. When the Nartican
doctor had injected, his eyes opened wearily. They al saw the shadow in them.

"No, can't stop him," Knight whispered. "I'm going. Thereisno oneleft to lead.” He groaned from
the bottom of hissoul. "No oneleft to lead.”

"No oneleft?' Old Aran Deen'svoicewas shrill. "Stirnye, thereisyour son Perry.”

"Perry?But heisn't aleader.”

Aran Deen dowly shook his head.

"How blind you've been, Stirnye! Perry is the leader. Stuart never was. Leaders are born, not made.
Look at Perry. Look a him, Stirnye. Heis you!"

Knight looked, and was startled.

It was himsdlf, of twenty-five years ago. The same rugged face, and level grey eyesthat could dream
or turn flint-hard. They reflected amind both visionary and scientific. And something more. An
indefinable quality lurked somewhere in him, ahidden strength that had not yet been put to test. But
would now.

Knight'sdying spirit rallied. He clutched his son's hand.

"Yes, | seeit now. Listen to me, Perry. Gather an army. Smash Lar Taneflat, before heistoo strong.
If you mugt, smash Stuart with him. What they represent must be stamped out ruthlesdy. Y ou're the hope
of the future, Perry—of an age to come. Do you hear me, Perry?

Perry nodded, silently.

Knight made agesture.

"| proclaim you, Perry Knight, my second son—the Lord of Earth!"

Hisarm fell back, asthough the effort had drained his ebbing strength. Once more hisdry lips
moved, dmost soundlesdy.

"Dearest—where are you—7"

Hiswife was holding his other hand. The dimming eyes saw her, and saw something else.

"Silva, you would have loved Central Park in the spring.

The voicetrailed to nothingness. The features relaxed. He had known birth in the 20th century—and
death there too.

Stuart Knight, man of two ages, had passed into al the ages.



PERRY arose, staring down at the body. He hardly heard the sobbing of his mother and Ledla. He
heard only the reverberating words—"| proclaim you Lord of Earth!"

Aninvisible burden legped from the till form to his young shoulders. The mantle of leadership. And
the baton of war.

For amoment Perry trembled, weak, afraid, appalled. He was a scientist, a student, not aleader and
war-chief. Hefdt like running away, back to his quiet laboratory, where he had dreamed of anew world.
But dreams were dreams, unless they were made to come true.

And abruptly, Perry straightened, squared his shoulders.

He stepped before the microphone, calling the Gibraltar station. Only aminute had passed. The
heart-stroke had been deadly swift. Stuart answered. "Father isdead,” Perry said softly. "His heart.”

"l—I thought s0," Stuart's voice was hollowly quiet, but edged as though he controlled himsdf by will
aone. "l heard afew words. Perry, do you bdieve I—killed him? Perry, |—"

Hyseriatrembled in histone.

"No. It wasinevitable. But you robbed him of apeaceful death.” Apped crept into Perry'svoice.
"Let'sstop al this madness. Come back, Stuart!"

Perry sensed that at that moment his brother was close to remorse for what he had done. Perhaps
closeto seeing thelight.

"No." Theword came back firmly, and Perry knew that the magic spell of Eldadtill held him.

Lar Tane's voice sounded.

"Yes, let's stop this madness. Y our father meant well, but now hel's dead. Y ou can have aplacein my
government, Herr Perry. A high place!™

Perry smiled grimly.

"The Lord of Earth declared war on you, Lar Tane. I'm Lord of Earth now."

"l see Tanestonewasashrug. "It will be agame. What do you know of war? But we will haveto
leave now. Y our staff of men here are muttering, eyeing my guard. | go back to Vinna, future capital of
Eath!"

PERRY turned away from the radio, face drawn. Y es, what did he know of war? Again, an appaling
fear and sense of helplessness struck him.

"Aran Deen, it'samigtake. | cant doit. I'm only 23—

Panic-stricken words.

"Y our father was only 23 when he went to Nartica, to end their oligarchy —by threat of war if
necessary," grunted the old seer. "There was one pitched battle, you remember. Severd thousandskilled.
Stirnye won—won the world."

Stirnye, leader, war-lord, conqueror, at 23!

Perry'slast moment of doubt vanished. Lord of Earth—he wasthat now. Faintly, he heard the tramp,
tramp, tramp of marching feet, and the clarion bugles of war.

The spark had been lighted, to the seething fires of war. Where and when would it stop?

A WEEK |ater, thefunera of Stirnyewasagrand and yet smple affair. The news had flown around
Earth, by word of mouth, by the single telegraph line across Eurasia, and by plane. The death of Stirnye,
and thewar. Two such stupendous events had not happened for twenty-five years.

His body waslaid to rest in the crypt north of New Y ork. In the stone vault in which he had survived,
aliving fossil, for thirty centuries. One by one peoplefiled past the bier, gazing at the face of the man who
had changed history. Though stolid by tradition, many of the Tribers hung their headsin genuine sorrow.
Women wept.

Mogt of the native population were there, in the valley on the Hudson, and many from outlying
Americantribes. A contingent of Narticans sood together, having flown from that distant land. A
delegation from Europe had come, and one from eastern Asia, from Africa and South America, wherever
powerplant sites had been cleared and Nartican planes were available.



Aran Deen delivered the funerd address.

"The whole world mourns. Stirnye, Lord of the Past, sojourned among us al too briefly. Champion
of humanity, he struck free the chains of our Dark Age heritage. He dragged my home land of Nartica
from decadence. He taught the vast Triber world to think in terms of brotherhood. Like aharbinger of
glory, he pointed the way to anew and higher civilization."

Aran Deen's voice changed.

"But histask isnot done. He had only onelifetime. Today, asinister cloud lies over Earth. In Europe
another survivor from the past has arisen, like a Sphinx of evil. Hisdoctrines are blind, sdifish, ruthless.
We need our champion, Stirnye, as never before. And heiswith us, reborn! The body of Stirnyelies
dead, but not his spirit. It livesagain.

"Hereisour new Stirnye, Lord of Earth, even though hisnameis Perry, not Stuart!”

Perry flinched, before the wild cheers of the crowd. Ason the day of the Magna Charta, histongue
stuck. He had never addressed a crowd in hislife. He was panic-stricken, horribly frightened. He was
ready to run—for amoment.

Then, with the dead face of hisfather before him, courage oozed back. His voice rang over the clear
ar.

"People of Earth! My father preached awarlessworld. | will have the same god. Thisisnot awar
agang Lar Tane, but a crusade againgt the evil he brought with him. It must be crushed reentlessly. After
that, | promise you peace and civilization.”

That was dl. The smpletext struck home. The crowd's ovation showed their ready acceptance of
the term crusade.

"Hail, Perry, new Lord of Earth!”

The cry arose spontaneoudy. Here and there avoice ydled "Stirnye" instead of "Perry.” But the
crowd did not take it up. That was something to be earned, that near-sacred name, bestowed on his
father asa contraction of "Stuart Knight," and since come to be dmost anew title engraved in 50th
century language.

One by one the various contingents strode up, in Smple ceremony, pledging adlegianceto Pearry as
their new Firgt Lord. The European contingent showed its embarrassment.

"We cannot speak for al of Europe. But we speak for all the western and southern tribes. We offer
our fealty to you, Lord Perry. Wewill do al we can to defeat our enemy, Lar Tane.”

Perry fdlt an uplift of spirit. The whole world was back of him, except for the territory within the
sphere of Lar Tane's persona magnetism. The war would be short, if terrific. Perry made agrim vow. He
would smash at Lar Tanewith dl he had. Blitzkrieg—hisfather had told of that.

Perry did not think of Stuart. It was not pleasant to think of brother against brother.

PERRY had awar plan within aweek, while the newswas till penetrating, by the grapevine of
gossip, to remote corners of Earth that war had been declared.

His problem was smply stated—to storm through central Europe. Capture Vinna, tribal-sest of Lar
Tane'sembryo empire.

But first, capture of the Rhine powerplant. It was Tane's only source of metal, for arming agrowing
legion. Gibratar wasin Perry'shands. All the European tribes below the Rhine and around to the end of
the Mediterranean were loya to him, asthey had been to hisfather. They had helped make up,
twenty-five years ago, afleet that sailed for Nartica

They helped make up an armada now. From fishing boats to large vessd s that had sailed the seven
seesin trade. They gathered in the harbor of what had been ancient Spain. Aboard, sail ors and recruits
tested bows and spears and stone-axes. Standard hunting weapons in the Second Stone Age, al Tribers
knew their use from boyhood on.

Perry did not take time to train for maneuvers. The motley horde of athousand ships straggled out in
long lines, sailing for the mouth of the Rhine, like an armada of old Spain.

"We must strike, and strike fast," Perry told Aran Deen. "Before Lar Tane builds up his defenses.
Timeworksfor him and againgt us.”



The old seer had insisted on being his aide, even in action, despite his years. He nodded.

"Y ou have an anaytica mind, Perry. But I'm afraid Lar Tane has, too."

A sgn of it appeared. A plane droned over the armada the second day out. It circled, asthough
counting the ships. Findly it dipped over Perry'sflagship, in the van. Daringly, it skimmed past the
mainmast, dmost touching asail. There was nothing to fear from it, for bombs were unknown.

But Perry received ashock. He saw the flash of a coppery head through the pilot windshield. Elda
Tanes head of hair! The undersurfaces of the wing were painted with an imperia emblem of the 30th
century—the swastika.

Then the plane raced back toward Vinna. And when they came to the Dover Straits, aline of ships
eased over the horizon, blocking the way. Hundreds of them, in a phaanx.

"| thought s0," grunted Aran Deen. "The plane was ascout. Lar Taneisamove ahead. He
conscripted those ships from the coast tribes of al the north. If we sail around the Brish Ides, hisarmada
will meet usthere. Wdll, Perry?

Perry drew abreath of sdt air. "We attack!" he said.

Thefirst battle signal of the war was given. From crow's nest to crow's nest flew the signal, by
waving of abanner. Shipstacked into the Straits, toward the line of waiting ships.

Perry'sflagship was il in the lead. Straddling hislegs againgt therall of the deck, he bent his
longbow. In his boyhood, he and Stuart had been deft in the hunt with that weapon. The arrow arced
acrossthe water and pierced the sail of the nearest ship.

Thefirg shot of thewar!

Perry was struck by the wonder of it. Y esterday a peaceful builder. Today, awarrior. Fate had
made atremendous switch in hislife. It seemed unredl.

Suddenly, like athunderclap, the redl battle began. Perry's ships closed in and arrows flew with a
whine. Above the whine sounded the hoarse shouts of men, with the spirit of battle awakened. And
above the shouts began to sound the screams and groans of wounded and dying.

Perry was suddenly sick, appalled. He had hoped the defenders wouldn't actudly fight. That thiswas
al some monstrous joke. But obvioudy the magnetic power of Lar Tane had inspired them in his cause.

Thewar was on!

CHAPTER XIII
Marching Men

THE unredlity faded. Thiswasred; terribly redl. Blood was pilling; men were dying. And for what?
For a mad moment, Perry wanted to shout and scream for them to stop. For his shipsto leave. Was
anything worth thisbrutal orgy of death?

The dead face of hisfather gppeared in hismind. The eyes opened and the lips moved.

"l had to do the same, my son. | had to drench my soul with blood though | had never before seen a
human being killed. Bring peace through the paradox of war, or threat of war. Y ou arefighting aredl
war. And you arefighting evil. It isagood fight."

An arrow went by hisear with adeadly whing, to bury itsalf in thethroat of aman at the back. Ina
deadly rage, Perry notched an arrow and let fly at the enemy ship, no more than a hundred feet off. Again
and again he shot. He saw aman fal, on that other ship, with hisarrow in his chest.

Thiswaswar! At last heredizedit.

From that moment on, Perry dropped entirely his hesitancy, vacillation. The old Perry of the quiet
|aboratory was gone, at least temporarily. He took up the role of warlord wholeheartedly. Yes, it wasa
good fight.

Aran Deen pulled him back from the exposed deck, where the archers sent out and received death.

"Fool," the old scholar muttered. "Y ou're needed to direct and lead, not take an arrow in your vitals.
Battles are won by strategy, not just brute force."

Perry grinned.

"You'reright, old man. | have much to learn about warfare.”



For an hour Perry watched, and thought. With a pair of binoculars—one of thefirgt things hisfather
had reinvented—he surveyed the far-flung sea battle. It was a disorganized melee. There had been no
large-scale war, whether on seaor land, for centuries. Both sides were experimenting, learning.

Perry suddenly gave orders to be wagged from his crow's nest. His ships began to tack back and
forth, across the phdanx of defenders, raking them with arrow-fire. His ships, amoving target, had the
advantage.

But the enemy quickly took up the maneuver, weaving back and forth, destroying the strategy.

In quick succession, Perry thought of ramming, then grappling and boarding. Hisfront line of ships,
under orders, rammed a dozen of the enemy amidships, overturning them. His second line caught and
grappled others, and boarding parties |egped across, in hand-to-hand battle.

But dmost instantly, the enemy reciprocated. The battle area became a confusion of rammed, sinking
ships, and ships lashed together with blood spilling over decks as spears and stone-axes were wielded.
Trading ship for ship, man for man, Perry could not win. Lar Tane had gathered as many as he.

Suddenly aline of enemy shipsleaped out, circled the battle area, and came at Perry's side, to drive
his fleet to shore. Perry divined the Strategy in time to send counter-attack. But some guiding intelligence
had sent that attack. Wasit Lar Tane himsdlf?

THEN Perry caught the glint of coppery hair, on the deck of alarge enemy ship back of their lines.
EldaTane! Perry steadied his glasses. No one beside her. Evidently Stuart and Lar Tane were back in
Vinna. Did they think thewar so unimportant that they l€ft it in awoman's hands?

"You tremble, Perry," observed Aran Deen. When he wastold, he cackled, " So, the green-eyed
witch is commander? Do not underestimate her, woman though sheis. The ancient recordstell astrange
story. Women had taken up the profession of war, in the 30th century, alongside men. Elda Tane was
commander of her father'sairfleets, in that dim past, winning for him hisempirel”

"What?' gasped Perry. "l don't believeit. It'safable. Y ou can't trust some of those old records.” He
laughed wildly. "Shethinksit'sagame. I'll show her!"

Night fel, bringing armistice.

At dawn, Perry wastense. He had hisfront line of ships, the biggest and heaviest, ready for adaring
leap ahead. A spearhead to plow and grind itsway through the central part of the phaanx.

"I'll crack that line," he said grimly. He gave the orders. "Full speed ahead. Ram through. Don't stop
for anything!"

The wind was favorable. Sails bellying, the spearhead sprang forward, in agreat V. But even asthey
neared, Perry groaned. A waiting V from the enemy came from the side. The two spearheads met, with a
crash and grind that resounded horribly over the till waters. Broken apart, Perry'sV logt dl its
momentum. The enemy phaanx was unbroken.

Elda Tane had anticipated the move. And following came amove of her own—adgtartling one.

Five planes droned down from the sky, wings labeled with the swastika. Lar Tane had obvioudy
conscripted them—seized them—at the outbreak of the war, from the traffic that weaved between
Nartica and the Rhine power-plant. Perry wondered what they could mean, heading down over hisfledt.
He soon found out.

Bundles of burning rags dropped from the planes, plopping with showers of sparks on ships decks.
Fierce flames sprang over severa of the wooden vessels. Perry groaned as a dozen burned to the water's
edge.

One plane swooped down over his ship. Perry cursed as he caught the glint of coppery hair again.
During the night Elda had transferred from ship to plane, to lead this attack from the sky. Sheflew so
closethat he could see the mocking smile on her face, as aflame-clothed bundle of rags caught in the
sails. They burst into eager flame. Fire spread swiftly, whipped to afury by abreeze.

Perry bitterly stepped in the lifeboat that took him to another ship. A few poor devils had been
burned by fiery droppings from the sails. The planesroared away, for more of their incendiary cargo.
Perry thought longingly of past-age machine-guns and anti-aircraft, to hammer the insolent, low-flying
planes from the sky. There were no gunsin the 50th century. It was a queer war.



When he stepped on the deck of another ship, he sent orders around to keep al decks swabbed
with water. No more ships would burn. But the air-raid had done incal culable harm—to morale.
Asthough fully aware of it, the enemy legped to attack.

The phalanx swept forward, among his disorganized formation. Perry's men could not fight and swab
decks both. When the planes reappeared, within an hour, burning rags dropped and again ships burned.
Thefina blow came, unawares, through the pall of smoke that swirled over the waters. A fleet of
ships appeared around the headland of the British Ide. Attack from the rear! Elda Tane had sent them

around.

Perry'sfleet, crushed in the middle, driven inshore among shoals, threatened to become completely
haphazard prey.

"Perry, thereis only one thing to do—" Aran Deen was shaking his head sadly.

"l know—"

Perry called retredt.

Inglorioudy, what was | eft of his grand armada fled from the Dover Straits for open water. Perry
swallowed the bitter pill of defeat. He had lost 200 ships.

Thefirst engagement of thewar was history.

"I TOLD you, Perry," piped Aran Deen, on the way back to harbor. " She is a green-eyed Amazon.”

Perry rebelled at the thought. A woman as beautiful as she, hurling the thunderbolts of war.
Amazon—and Dedlilah. Perry pitied his brother, caught in the web of that dua nature.

Perry shook himsdlf. He must not underestimate her any longer. There was intelligence behind her
beauty—incredible daring. She must know many tricks of war, from her warlike time.

"What's next, Perry?' Arau Deen asked. " Capture of the Rhine plant by seais out of the question.
Shecan hold us off at the Straitsindefinitely.”

But Perry was suddenly sick. Excitement over, he remembered now the men falling with arrowsin
their hearts, men drowning, men burning, men crushed as mastsfell. Thereek of blood, the horrible cries,
the rustle of the wings of Desth. His soul shrieked against the brutal episode, hisfirst baptism of blood.

And how many more would follow? How long would the Frankenstein mongter of war stak the
world?

A plane drummed down from the clouds, circling over the limping armada. 1t singled out the flagship
ensign and darted low. Coppery flash again! Another bomb of fire? Perry eased as only a stone bounced
to the deck, wrapped in white rag-paper. The plane droned away .

Perry read the note, in abold, angular script.

"To Perry, Lord of Earth, pro-tem: | hate adull world. Try again. But | warn you, you won't
succeed. My father's offer istill open.”

It was signed: "Elda, Commander of World Empire Military."

Perry knew then, how long the war would last. Till she, and the power behind her, had been
annihilated.

"I'll gather an army," hetold Aran Deen grimly. "I'll attack by land. Thisworld isn't her playground.”

PERRY st at thetelegraph key, at Gibrdtar, aday later. "Attention, dl tribal-states!" he tapped out.
"Send your able-bodied men to the Free region. Mobilization orders from Perry Knight, Lord of Earth.”

Near the ruins of what had been gay Parisin another day, Perry gathered hisarmy. They flocked in
from al the southern tribes, through which histelegraph crackled the call to arms. Messenger horsemen
penetrated to outlying tribal-states. From them al came the pick of their huntsmen, strong and sturdy
men, skilled with wegpons.

The excitement of M-day lay intheair.

Perry was alittle amazed at the readiness with which the Tribers cameto join thearmy. Hardly
antipathy toward Lar Tane, who had done them no actua harm. Hardly because Perry was Lord of
Earth, for they could easly have hung back.

Perry was dismayed. Wasit sheer love of fighting, war?



But then he knew the true answer. These were the adventurous, restless and reckless strata of any
society. The kind who, in civilization, would make good pilots, racers, and footba| players. Hisfather
had often said that in his 20th century, Americahad let off steam in competitive sports and activities,
where the nations of Europe had had boys and men marching and training for battle.

Perry armed them with metal swords. At his order, the Gibratar plant had turned these out. Perry
hated to give the order. It countermanded hisfather's edict of twenty-five years—no meta wespons.

Instead of railsfor afuture railroad, and metal girdersfor radio towers, the presses ssamped out
weapons of war. Instead of the things that built, the things that destroyed. A bit of 20th century industry
arming the Stone Age with new and murderoustools of battle. Grinding irony.

But Perry had to. Lar Tane had metd weapons. His Rhine plant was probably whining day and night,
fashioning metd into the instruments of desth.

IN SIX weeks, Perry's army was on the march. Hurry! Hurry!

Therefrain beat in hismind. Lar Tane had no more than atoehold. Only a hundred tribesin central
and northern Europe, who had succumbed to his spell of voice and persona magnetism, offering him their
men and will to begin building an empire. Smash him, crush him, before he crept out like an octopus, to
trample al the world under hismilitary hed.

A hundred thousand men followed Perry, from ahundred different tribes. They fraternized, in the
comradeship of war. Apart, by tribal traditions, they might have fought over respective triba borders.
Together, the spirit of the crusadefilled them, asit had filled the diversity of crusadersin the Middle
Ages.

Their war-cry, suggested by the canny Aran Deen, was

"Down with Lar Tane, tyrant of the past!”

But mostly, Perry redlized they were spirited men reedy for afight. At night, around campfires, they
practiced ddightedly with the new swords. The clang of metd violated the vast hush of the Stone Age
world.

Wagon trains of supplies rumbled behind the army. Fresh food supplies came from triba-states they
passed through, grumbling. But victimized triba chiefs knew hungry men would be worse than men fed.
Perry promised them pay, eventudly, in goods from Nartica.

Hurry! Hurry!

Trivid details did not matter. While on the march he organized a skeleton staff of officers, parceling
out authority. He was amazed a his own forethought, whipping the digointed horde into the semblance
of an organized fighting force.

"Y ou have an andyticd mind," Aran Deen explained it. "Scientists are soldiers without a cause.
Soldiers are scientists without patience.”

Perry led the way north to the Rhine powerplant. He had tried by sea. He would try by land. After
that, adirect campaignto Vinna

Thefirst Sgn of the enemy appeared. Again a plane scouted over them, as over the armada, counting
them. Perry cursed, having hoped to make it atotal surprise. One of his own scouting planes reported at
the next village. There was no sign of an enemy force protecting the Rhine plant!

"Theway isopen!” cried Perry, driving hisarmy faster.

"I wonder," returned Aran Deen dubioudy. "The green-eyed witch has some plan up her deeve.”

They drew close. Perry noticed one day aline of broken concrete pillars, hoary with age. Beyond,
dotting the landscape, here and there, were broken piles of concrete that had once domed underground
shelters.

"The old-time Maginot ling," mut tered Aran Deen. "Tank-traps, pillboxes, rows of forts. Further on,
the great underground lineitsdlf. Rdlic of afally of your father'stime. Hefound parts of the chambers ill
intact. Perry—"

But Perry had let out a shout. "L ook—the Rhine plant!”

It jutted over the skyline.

"Werethat close—"



CHAPTER XIV
Maginot Line

THE whine of arrows sounded, suddenly. Menfdll, in first columns of Perry'sarmy. Instantly the men
were dert for battle. But there was nothing to shoot at. Only cracked domes.

"They'reinthose!" screeched Aran Deen. "Eldais using the old Maginot Line!™

And 0 it proved. Perry caled for battle array, and the army lumbered forward. Arrows rained from
conced ed vantages ahead, taking a steady toll. When they reached the first line of concrete, figures
scurried back—to the next line. Again ashower of arrows. Again the stealthy enemy retreated to the next
line of emplacements.

Perry was appdled, as his men's ranks were eaten into by the well-protected enemy. How deep
were these ancient lines?

"Milesand miles of thid" asserted Aran Deen.

Therewereten miles of it. Perry crunched through, with the Rhine plant uppermost in hismind, trying
not to see how many of hismen fell. Then suddenly before them were the formidable ramparts of the
main line. From it came such ablast of arrowsthat Perry wasforced to call retresat.

They were not alowed to stand.

Snipers drove them back mercilesdy, till they had retreated the full ten miles again. There had been
no chance to come to grips with the enemy, with swords. It had been Indian fighting, ambush, ideal from
behind the widespread pill-boxes and emplacements of aforgotten war-age.

"Well try another point,” Perry decided.

Overhead droned two of the enemy planes, following and observing. When they next drovein, the
same showers of arrows greeted them with singing death. Enraged, Perry led hisarmy almost to the
coast. The ubiquitous enemy was there, behind concrete domes and ruins, skipping back from linetoline.
Perry had dready lost hundreds of men, the enemy hardly any.

"No use, Pary,” Aran Deen muttered. "The lines start at the coast and follow theriver, between us
and the Rhine plant. I've seen the 28th century plans. We might storm through at one point, but only a
remnant of our men would be left. These would be daughtered by Eldas fresh, full troops.”

Perry had to try once more. The Rhine plant, no more than twelve miles distant, shouldered against
the horizon enticingly. Once he took it, half the war was won.

But could hetakeit?

Perry let hismen rest three days. With his officers he planned an organized assault. Hisfirgt line of
archers spread in along line, advancing dowly from clump to bush, with aminimum loss of men. The
enemy retrested stubbornly. Within amile of the main line of domes, the archers crept within atrow-shot
and waited.

So far so good. Perry caught his breath and called for the charge.

Back of the archers came the spear-men, in two separate tides, attacking at two points. When the
defenders massed at those two points, with fusillades of arrows, Perry's archers raked them with feathery
degth. The odds were somewhat evened.

And now was the time!

Perry gavethe sgnd. With athunder of hooves, his cavary, unused till now, surged between his
charging footmen, straight for the gap in the enemy line of defense. The domes were not a continuous
gructure. If once his cavalry horde stormed through, the enemy would be split in half.

Perry held hisbresth, as his cavalry swirled forward. They were close now —amost through. The
enemy had had no chanceto closein, to stopper the gap.

And then, magically, the enemy arose, in that apparent gap.

Like warriors sown by Jason's teeth, they sprouted from the ground. Or so it seemed. They came
from underground. Two thousand and more years before, in grander wars, waiting fresh troops had thus
gprang up from their bomb-proof shelters, to hurl back troops aready worn out by fighting. It wasthe
whole underlying purpose of the ancient Maginot Line.



Perry's cavary ran into a snowstorm of arrows and spears. Men toppled like tenpins. Riderless
horses whedled, screaming and snorting, breaking the charge.
Perry screamed, too, in sheer agony of defedt.

HIS eyes caught a hated flash of copper. Elda stood there, back of her men, fearlesdy. Her tall,
graceful figure was limned againgt the distant bulk of the Rhine powerplant, like asymbol againgt its
capture. She had alongbow in her hands and was sending out arrow after arrow herself.

She seemed to be laughing, exulting, enjoying thisgame of war, playing with men and lives asif they
were pawns.

"The green-eyed witch," guessed Aran Deen, watching Perry'sface. "Sheisthere, exposed! If only a
kind arrow would seek her out. But she would likely survive the kiss of Death himself, with her hellish
chams”

Raging, Perry dropped his binoculars and snapped up hislongbow. He pulled back of hisear,
muscles cracking. The arrow arced up and up, high over the battleground. It struck her shoulder. Spent,
it did no harm. It had been a childish gesture.

She had seen the high-flying arrow. Binocularsto her eyes, she seemed to spy Perry on top the
concrete dome from which he watched the battle. Her white arms flashed and back from her came an
arrow, thudding into the ground ten feet before Perry's feet.

"Sheisnot awoman,” gasped Aran Deen. "Few men could send an arrow that distance. But Perry,
thisisdaughter—"

PERRY started, looking back over the battle.

The enemy was now asolid line, bristling with arrow-fire that thinned his ranks of wavering footmen.
The cavary was huddled in amass, ready to bolt.

Perry accepted defeat. Retreat was caled. Ten miles back, safe from pillbox snipers, camp was
pitched. Night fell, and to Perry it was like anight of future despair.

The second mgjor campaign of the war was over. Perry had lost 4,000 men. Lar Tane had won
again. Lar Tane? Eldal Perry began to think of it asalmost a persona war between himsdf sand the
emerad-eyed Amazon from apast age.

"But she didn't defeat mel" Perry stormed, pacing up and down beside acamp-firein afrenzy of
concern and impatience. "It was the Maginot Line. Without that, I'd have crushed her, in open béttle. |
had no chance to cometo gripswith her!”

Aran Deen nodded.

"Shereached into the past to defeat you. After your father'stime, dternately, two traditiond powers
tried for decadesto smash that line, failing. The Rhine plant isimpregnable behind it."

Perry bit hislip.

"Yes" he admitted bitterly, "I seethat now. All right, that'sthat. The first part of my war planis
canceled. The second becomes necessary—sdiriking for Vinnaitsaf. Taking over Lar Tane's salf-styled
ruling center. A knifein hisempire's heart. Tomorrow well march esst—toward Vinna. In open battle,
it'sjust amatter of grinding through—"

Aran Deen brokein.

"Have you forgotten how far the ancient Maginot Line runs?' he asked quietly.

Perry started.

"How far?'

"All the way from here dong the Rhine to the mountains of Swizlan, for 600 miles. We're completely
blocked off from the west!"

Perry pondered that, appalled. Hurry! Hurry! Thedrive of time till beat in hisbrain. Where could he
crunch through? How? By what Strategy?

By dawn he had devised aplan, before the dying embers of thefire. He called his council of officers.

"Twenty thousand men will remain here, kegping the enemy occupied,” hetold them. "The rest will
march, as secretly as possible, to where the Rhine bends deep into enemy territory. Therewell strike.



Well march at night, through woods. Surprise attack. The enemy can't bein force dl aong the Maginot
Line, for hundreds of miles.

TEN dayslater, Perry'smain army of seventy thousand reached the bend of the Rhine. Once through
the Line, there would be open plainsfor adrive on Vinna

At dawn, surethat he had stolen amarch on Elda, Perry turned into the Line.

Like aclap of thunder, there was battle.

Arrowswhistled from pill-boxes and the ramparts of saw-toothed tank-trap ruins. Perry smiled
uncertainly. A few thousand men, perhaps, asort of sentry line at this strategic bend of the Rhine. The
main enemy a'my must still be a the mouth of the river, engaging his decoy troops.

But the resstance increased. Perry's grin became an empty grimace.

Desperatdy, he plowed five milesinto the hail of arrows before he redlized afull army faced him.
Stunned, he retreated. Fully manned, the Line could not be stormed, from bitter experience.

"In the name of Heaven, how could she do it?" Perry groaned. "How could Eldaknow I'd strike
here? None of her planes spotted our night marches."

"Spies, of course," Aran Deen shrugged. "Simplefor her to dip some of her men into our ranks. We
have no regulation uniform, no roll-cal, no way of checking spy from soldier. Her army marched with
ours, like ashadow acrosstheriver. Ah, Perry, the green-eyed witch isno fool!"

Perry knew that he was temporarily berserk, in the following days.

Under forced march, heled his army south, and rammed against the Line three moretimes. Eldaand
her army were dwaysthere. If he marched by day, her scouting planes easily followed, circling like
mechanicd eyes. If he marched by night, spiesleaked acrossthe river. There was no way of checking
spies. A drict sentry system meant nothing, when the sentry himself might be aspy. To indtitute roll-call
would take weeks—months!

No timefor that. Three more men-draining, futile thrusts against the adamant Line, and Perry gave
up. It wasliketrying to crack anut with arubber nutcracker. Mightier armies of the past had been hurled
back. It was like a spring-cushion—the farther the advance, the more devastating the back-push.

PERRY came out of adaze to redize the war had assumed proportions beyond first expectations. It
was not just amatter of gathering an army and smashing forward. Geography had thrust itsleering face
into the picture.

"l seeitdl now," he murmured, poring over amap of Europe. A plane had brought the Atlas, from
America. Printed in the 20th century, it was till the most reliable mapping of the world of the 50th
century.

Perry handled the brittle yellow pages with a sensation of awe. On page 60, Perry brocked in the
Maginot Line, shaded in the Swiss Alps, and drew aline around to the head of the Adriatic Sea. It would
be hisline of March.

"Lar Taneisimpregnable at thewest," Perry summed it up. "The north isout of the question, by sea.
But heis open at the east and south—"

"Not at the east,” denied Aran Deen. "This 20th century map does not show it, but another ‘Maginot
Line runsfrom the—what isit called?—Baltic Seato the Danube.”

"Yes, | remember," Perry nodded gloomily. "The great Russo-German struggle of the next century.”

He blocked in aline down across the plains of long-ago Poland, to the Danube at Budapest. Then a
sharp turn, and alineto the Adriatic Sea. For in the 22nd century, the Sav-Bakan Federation had dug in
agang invason from the north.

"What amad world it was," reflected Aran Deen. ™Y our father saw the beginning of scientific war,
Lar Tanethe end of it. For athousand years, the European wolves ran each other down. And America
too. Then thelights of civilization blinked out dtogether. Now, at the dawn after the Dark Age, Lar Tane
isonce morefighting the old war!"

Perry shrugged that away.

His eyes stared at the blocked-in map.



"Lar Tane has us cut off from the Rhine to the Adriatic, and then up to the Baltic. But one spot is
open. The south, between the Tyrolean Alps and the Adriatic—"

He clutched the old man's arm suddenly.

"Or wasaline built there too!"

Aran Deen grinned toothlesdy, at the younger man's sharp dread.

"No, not there—luckily."

Perry straightened.

"Then we attack there, for adrive on Vinna."

A plane droned down from the clouds, soon after. Again a stone bounced down at Perry's fet,
wrapped in paper. He knew it was from Elda, for again he saw the coppery flash of her hair.

"To Perry, Lord of Earth, pro-tem. Y ou have madeit interesting. If | must tell you, your only chance
isfrom the south. Your last chance! Makeit good. Elda."

PERRY crumpled the paper in his hand, knuckleswhite. "I'll makeit good!" he hissed. "I'll take the
mockery out of her green eyes. WEIl seeif she's so high and mighty when my army marchesinto Vinna.
Well find out if she can smilewhen she's a prisoner of war!"

"Y ou hate her, don't you, Perry?" Aran Deen cackled.

"Of course | hate her," Perry snapped. "What makesyou think | don't?'

"Shewill have to be sentenced to death, dong with Lar Tane. Remember that!"

Perry garted. He hadn't thought that far.

"And Stuart?' hewhispered. A world divided, brother againgt brother. That thought struck again, like
adedge-blow.

Aran Deen shook his head.

"| cannot say. But the green-eyed witch must go. Remember that.” Perry nodded grimly. If he had
hesitated at al in the thought, he told himsdlf, it was only because she was awoman. War wasterrible.
But the aftermath of war was worse. Those grim, necessary purges. Perry knew he aged, in that
moment.

After the tragedy of war—what? An age-old problem.

Chapter XV
Swords Aloft

AN ARMY of 200,000 marched where millions had marched in abygone era

Perry knew it wasasmall army, in 20th century terms, and poorly equipped. Only half had meta
weapons. But it was unlikely that Lar Tane had been able to conscript more, or produce more weapons.
The battle would not be less significant than athunderous, shell-torn bettle of ancient days. More
sgnificant. The wholeworld was at stake.

Perry had conscripted the larger army hastily, by messenger and telegraph. He must hurtle through to
Vinna, a any cost. Delay meant achancefor Lar Taneto organize, build, fortify. To add fudl to the
seething fire under a continent.

When the snow-capped Tyrolsloomed to the west, and the flat plains of the Danubian region
stretched to the north, Perry expected the enemy. Elda could choose her battlefield wherever she liked. It
was dl the same here. No rows of concrete dugouts to sneak behind.

At last arrow-fire announced the enemy, from the opposite dope of awide valley.

Perry cdled ahdt on the near sde, and went up in a plane for observation. Drumming over the dope
and the brushland beyond, Perry looked down and made out the enemy clusters of men. By rough
estimate, about 150, 000. Despite his persona magnetism, Lar Tane had evidently had some trouble
raising an army. He had had only six months, in the 50th century. For twenty-five years before, the world
had acknowledged. Stirnye the Lord of Earth. It was remarkable that Lar Tane had whipped up that
much of afollowing.

And what war-aim could Lar Tane hold up, paatable to the Tribers? What war cry?



Not "defense” of their homes and lands. For Perry had been shrewd enough, at the start, to announce
he was fighting a crusade againgt Lar Tane done. No reprisals againgt the rebellious tribal-states. The
Stone Age grapevine of rumor must dready have circulated that undermining whisper.

Perry was sure his men had more morale, more reason and spirit to fight. That was important, in any
war of any age.

Perry's eyes gleamed. Not far to the north, from his plan€'s vantage, he caught the glint of blue water.
The Danube. On its shores, the smudge that marked the ruins of olden Vienna. HEd smash thisarmy,
march there, drive Lar Taneto hiding. It would be over soon.

Perry dmost catapulted out of his seet, suddenly, as his pilot dewed sharply.

Perry heard the crescendo and then fading of thundering rockets. He caught the metdlic glint of the
enemy plane that had nearly rammed them, sweeping by. And the glint of copper-gold hair!

The other plane circled, came roaring back, straight for them. Perry's pilot was aready turning tail.
With an explosive curse, Perry grabbed the dua controls and took over with ajerk of hishead to the
pilat.

Chasing him away, was she? Probably with that mocking smile on her face. Perry swung his ship
around, straight for the other. He gunned the drive rockets to whistling speed. In seconds the two ships
would smash head-on.

THE pilot clawed at Perry'sarm, with ashriek of fear. Perry shook him off with awild laugh. Chase
him away, would she? Sheld have to chase him through hell to do it.

He could see her face now, straight before him through the other ship'swindshield. Ivory ovd face,
coppery hemet of hair, emerdd eyes. Thefeatures ballooned in hisvison.

Mocking smile—no, there was no mocking smile. A horrified look had leaped into it. No wonder.
Shewaslooking into the face of amaniac—Perry'sface. And a Death's grinning skull over his shoulder.
Perry waited for the crash that would snuff out hislife, and thelife of the green-eyed girl who had

made him amaniac.

Therewas no crash.

At the last split-second, the other plane dewed sharply upward. What dim margin they missed by,
Perry never knew. Perhaps afoot.

Perry eased histhrottle and looked around. The other plane wobbled erratically, as though out of
control. It righted finally, swooped, and made avery bad landing in an open field. Perry soared down, as
adim figure stepped out and leaned againgt the cabin.

Perry wanted to see her expression, but couldn't. Tears blinded him. He left. Hewas till laughing
wildly, maniacdly, when he landed beyond his army, and dragged out the pilot, who had fainted. But he
stopped laughing suddenly, and was sick.

"l saw it," cried Aran Deen, hobbling up, waving histhin arms. ™Y oung fool, suppose you'd been
killed?'

Perry shrugged, fedling better.

"| caled her bluff, that'sall. Now I'll smash her army. We attack a dawn."

THE snow-capped Tyrols looked down on the sprawling battle that was fought for three daysin the
wide plains beyond the foothills. The weether, as though not to interfere, was balmy. The age-lasting
mountains had seen countless other battles, through history, some that rocked their foundations. But none
S0 strange, so vital, though not asingle gun cracked through the Stone Age air.

Stone Age battle it was. Medievd butchery, men againg men: Charges of cavary againgt cavadry,
footmen againgt footmen. Arrows, spears and stone-axes against the same.

But anew eement had been introduced, from the previous battles along the Maginot Line.

Swords.

In hand-to-hand battle, spears and arrows exhausted, swords came into play. Perry exulted, at first.
At last he had actudly cometo gripswith the enemy forces. No longer were hismen faling like leaves,
charging againgt a conceded enemy in pill-boxes and underground warrens.



But hismen were il falling, morerapidly than he liked.

Through thefirst day, he saw why. Lar Tane had trained fifty thousand of hismenin the art of
sword-play. They wore blue shirts, as distinguishing insgnia. They had been divided into units of cavary
who had curved sabers, attack troops who had long double-edged swords, and shock troops with
murderous short swords, to stem any attack quickly.

Perry's swordsmen had only one kind —straight long swords.

Time and again, his attacks were stopped, by the shock troops with their light dashing weapons.
Then would come counter-attack, at the center, long swordsin the hands of fresh men. Finaly cavary
chargesat hisright and left wings, with their wicked sabers cutting down hisfootmen methodicaly.

Perry watched with pursed lips. "Our numerical advantageisfast disappearing,” Aran Deen mumbled
that first day. "Lar Tane developed atrained fighting force. Perry, itisdowly going against us.”

"Well smash through tomorrow,” Perry said grimly. "We mugt!”

He didn't deep that night. . He directed the wagon trains that took the dead and wounded away, and
brought food suppliesfrom the rear. At times he shuddered, sick at the blood spilled. Blitzkrieg, ashis
father had admonished. A sheer, brutal hammering againgt Lar Tane, at any cost. Quick victory.

Andif hefaled?

Perry was aghast at the thought. If he were thrown back, Lar Tane would have a breathing spell, gain
in strength. Already he had organized aformidable trained corps. Given more time, his military power
would rise astronomicaly.

AT DAWN, Perry called the charge with set lips.

"Down with Lar Tane, tyrant of the past!” yelled the troops, marching forward. Their morale was il
intact, but afew more days of dow decimation and it might crack.

Perry threw al he had into the second day's attack, recklessly saving abare minimum for relief,
reinforcement, and emergency.

Perry noticed with what efficiency the enemy repulsed the attack. Unit by unit they marched to the
front line. Unit by unit they fell back for relief. 1t was admirable, sheerly artistic. And maddening.

Perry stood at the crest of hisside of thevaley. He saw her findly at the crest of the other side. Even
in the glasses shewas asmal figure, but her coppery flame of hair flashed like amirror in the bright sun.
Between them they surveyed the lower valey, and its wide-strung battlefield. Horsemen carries

messages back and forth down the dopesto their respective fied generals.

Perry and Eldawere the guiding forces. It reduced to that, asthough it were a complicated chess
gamethey played, with human lives as pawns, the world as a prize. He was pitted against awoman. But
more than awoman. An Amazon, and a 30th century mind that had seen much more of war than he.

Perry redlized the odds against him. She was probably standing there with her mocking smile,
scorning his clumsy frontal attack. Perry looked down. Step by step his attack had been broken. His
army's advance ground to a standstill. The struggle settled down to hours of dow, grim butchery again.

And Perry lost more men than she, with her clever swordsmen.

Night brought temporary armistice, but no peaceto Perry, again degpless. "Tomorrow," said Aran
Deen, shaking hisslvery head, "tomorrow may tell the story."

"Tomorrow we attack in one mass," Perry decided. "Every man."

AT DAWN, Perry watched from hisvantage. Eldawasin her place, aglint of copper acrossthe
vdley. Thisday would tell thetde.

Perry's swordsmen advanced toward Eldas swordsmen, two grim lines of men. The secondary lines
of archers cast solid sheets of arrows back and forth. Cavary troops thundered toward cavalry troops,
ready for the shock of mesting.

All hell would bresk loosein aminute, under the morning sun.

It broke loose sooner than expected. Down from the north drummed twelve rocket planes, probably
the total number Lar Tane had been able to confiscate. They swooped down over Perry'sforces,
vulturoudy. Back and forth they raced, raking his men with heat-blasts from their underjets.



Perry stared, thunderstruck.

His advancing men wavered. The threat from the sky took them completely by surprise, preading
the germ of demoraization. When the enemy forces struck, Perry’'smen fell back. Like aresstlesstide,
the enemy pushed forward. Their triumphant yells carried through the clashing of meta swords.

Morae shattered, Perry's army was beaten back, dowly and then with rising speed. The tide of
battle had taken a definite turn.

Perry's soul writhed. Defest! 1t was plainly before him. Elda had planned thiswith diabolic cunning.

Aran Deen was shaking his head. "Call retrest, before it becomes arout, Perry!"
"No!" Perry bellowed theword. "I'm going down there mysdlf!"

The old seer's bony hand clutched hisarm.

"Don't beafool. You can take a defeat now, without harm.”

"I'll win now!" Perry cried.

He pulled an aide off his horse, legped astride, and thundered wildly down the dope.
Aran Deen looked for the coppery flash of hair acrossthe valley.

"The green-eyed witch makesfools of usdl!" he muttered. Then he Sarted.

The coppery flash wasn't there. Had Elda, too, joined the battle?

CHAPTER XVI
Capture

PERRY stopped, back of the battle line, to pick up ablood-stained sword from afalen soldier. He
caught ariderless charger, for a better mount, and rode yelling into the melee, swinging the shiny
weagpon.

He knew he wasn't quite sane. Something had gone blank in hismind. To call retreat, bow beforea
woman, would havetorn his pride to shreds. Only onething beet in hismind—fight, fight!

The peaceful young student was utterly gone. He was completely awarrior, riding to battle.

Hiswild yells pierced the din of battle, furious though it was. Men turned, wonderingly, and were
ingtantly inspired. A cluster of hiscavalry rdlied back of him asthe blazing-eyed, roaring demon dashed
into the enemy. His sword beat around him like amagic wand that thrust the enemy back.

All the pent-up suspense and energy and rage in Perry went into his sword.

He beat down the saber of a blueshirted horseman and saw him fal with a gashed shoulder. Another
and another. A footman dashed at hislegs. Perry met the sword haf-way, swept it into the air, stabbed
the man through the throat. Another horseman, sword-less, swung a huge stone-headed mace at his
head. Perry sheared the wooden handle cleanly, stabbed the man'sribs.

All thewhile heydled and thrust forward. A hundred fighters had ralied behind him, forming a
spearhead that crunched through the enemy ranks.

"Come on, men!" Perry exhorted. "Follow me. Fall on their rear. Down with Lar Tane, tyrant of
the—past!" The last word was agasp.

A body of horse thundered down on them, blue shirts billowing, sabers swinging. At their head rode
EldaTane! She spied him, urged her horse forward.

It wasincredible. Eldariding to battle, awoman, a girl—like Semiramis, the battle-queen. Coppery
locks streaming in the wind, emerald eyes snapping, she seemed perfectly a homein the atmosphere of
death and destruction. Certainly therewas no fear in her eyes, only thelight of daring and chalenge.

Perry dowed his horse. Enemy horsemen swept by, to attack his men. They made no move againgt
him. Had Elda given ordersto that effect? Why?

Perry saw why. She reined before him, tossed her head in greeting, and raised a gleaming saber.

"Submit—or fight!"

Her clarion voice came clearly through the noise.



Perry grinned suddenly, thinking of the plane episode.

"Bluffing again?' hejeered. "l don't fight women!"

Furthermore, he was in a dangerous position. Eldas fresh cavary had driven his back. Perry whedled
his horse, to enter the fray and stay with hismen. It wouldn't do to be cut off entirely, back of the enemy
lines

But before he had gone half-way, Eldas horse pulled up beside him. Her saber swung down. There
wasagrim look in her green eyes, now cold asice. Back of it danced rage, at his biting words. And
perhaps at memory of the planes nearly crashing.

PERRY ingtinctively defended himsdlf, parrying her cut. Again and again she swung, forcing him to
rein up and concentrate on saving his skin. She was an attacking fury. Her strong blows clanged on his
sword ringingly.

At firg grimly amused, Perry quickly found himself using every ill of hisown. Her blows were not
clumsy. She had at sometime learned the use of the saber thoroughly. Perry’s own youthful fencing
experience was necessary to ward off the attack.

Perry could not bring himself to make an offensive move, at first. But desperation of time forced him.
And her mocking smile.

His blood suddenly boiled. Thiswasthe one, girl or not, who mocked him with notes, outwitted him
on the battlefield, and now actualy threastened hislife.

"O. K." he panted. "Y ou want it this way—"

Hethrust and cut back at her. She laughed, parrying his strokes. For awhile they dudled, their
swords sparkling in the sun. Humiliation stung Perry, beset and held off by amere girl.

Herosein hisgtirrups, pounding vicioudy. Shefdl back alittle. Perry watched his chance, caught his
point in her hand-guard and flipped the weapon out of her hands.

She stared at her empty hand, startled. Then at Perry.

Her face lifted, and the glorious eyestold him he had the right to kill her, aswith any man on the
battlefield.

Perry raised his sword, cold and appalled at his own resolve.

Kill her? Of course! Why not? She was an enemy, arebel, herself merciless. With her out of the
way, the enemy forces would lack an ingpiring leader. She had been ready to kill him amoment before.
Every practica consideration in Perry shrieked for the act—and yet he hesitated.

Why? Hewas staring at her proud, queenly head thrown high, again like the battle-queen Semiramis
who knew nothing of theword fear. Her tossed hair was ahelmet of copper glory against theivory of her
face, her eyesliketwin emerads. Y et why should he hesitate to destroy such beauty—it was only amask
over acrue, snister being who did not even expect mercy!

Her eyeswere on him, wide and wondering at hisdelay.

Perry's upraised wegpon was knocked stingingly out of his hand, in the next second. Hisvision
became aware of other things. Some of the blue-shirted horsemen had returned to protect their
girl-commander.

"Surround him!" Eldas voice belled out. "Do not harm him. Heismy prisoner.”

Perry looked for escape too late. He was unarmed, and within aring of enemy horsemen. He called
down the curse of dl the gods on himsdlf. If he had not shrunk from duty, Eldawould now be dead, and
himsdlf freeto gallop for safety.

Now—trapped!

His eyes went beyond the watchful horsemen. The battle line had receded rapidly. Hisforces,
demordized by the plane strategy and the enemy’'s swift power-drive were turning into a running rabble.
A rout.

Perry stifled the groan that rocked his being. Hisarmy beaten, himsalf a prisoner of war. How
miserably he hed failed!

ELDA'S commands rang out, to her aides. "Chase the rebelsto the hills. Break them up. Capture as



many prisoners asyou can. Likely most will join our forces, later. | am returning to Vinna, with my
persond prisoner of war."

Her tone became a jeer.

"This, you know, is Perry Knight, who calshimsdlf Lord of Earth!™

She stared around at the men's silent faces,

"Laugh!" she demanded, haf furioudly.

"We do not laugh at the son of Stirnye," muttered one of the Tribers. It was Chief Hal Doth of Vinna.
"Heisabrave man."

Perry thrilled. They il repected him, even the enemy! Then he saw their admiring glances at the
girl. Chief Doth made alittle bow to her.

"And you are brave, Lady Elda. Y ou have broken al attack against us.

Wewill follow wherever you lead.”

"I'll lead you to conquest of theworld,” Elda promised. "Even Nartica. Vinnawill be the heart of our
World Empirel”

She led Perry toward her plane, with golden swastikas painted under the wings. Perry followed
dlently, guarded by two men with short swords.

AN HOUR later their plane drummed down over the ruins of ancient Vinna.

Ruins? Perry was startled. Since he had last been here, months before, most of the debris of
centuries had been cleared away. Skeleton eyesore towers had been melted down. Several stone
dructures, still magnificent through time, were obvioudy to be preserved in memorium, like the Coliseum
of more ancient Rome.

But el sewhere new buildings were aready going up. It was a beehive of activity, renaissance,
recongtruction of olden glory.

Vinnawasrising out of the ashes, like New Y ork.

Andinitsheart, Lar Tane stood again at the top of histower. His short, stocky figure was straight,
head high, asif surveying his soon-to-be empire.

Napoleon! That name flashed out of history, to Perry. Lar Tane was Napoleon reincarnated.

Besde him stood Stuart'stall figure. In aflood, the recent events overwhelmed Perry. Three months
before ther father dive, the Magna Chartaforemost in their thoughts, civilization rumbling to new life.
Now Stirnye dead, aworld divided, brother againgt brother, tyranny spawning. And himself prisoner of
warl

What would be hisfate?

Lar Tane met them in hisvaulted chamber, with its Sgnificant council table, Stuart beside him. When
the guards | eft, there were only the four facing one another.

"Victory!" Eldasaid jubilantly. She brought the first news of the recent battle. "We routed the rebels
completely." She gave brief details, then tugged at Perry'sdeeve. "And I've brought back alittle prisoner
of war!"

Stuart had stared with shock at Perry's presence, Lar Tane with pleased surprise.

"Y ou have done well, Commander Elda," Tane said with formality that wasridiculous, and yet not
ridiculous. They were not father and daughter, but emperor and military commander. "We will decorate
you later with the World Empire Cross. Heil!™

Theroyd "we"

Heinclined his head stiffly toward Perry.

"We greet you, Lord Perry, Chief of the Rebels, as prisoner of war—"

"Rebelsl" Perry'stense nerves balked at the term. ™Y ou're the rebeldl”

Lar Tane spokeimperioudy.

"In 2907, the Rebelsrevolted against my World Empire. Alivein 5000 A.D., by thewill of the gods,
my World Empire continues. It wasthelast officid government in the 30th century, thefirs officia
government in the 50th, with my reincarnation. The Rebd eementswallowed in the Dark Age between.
Now they must be put down."



PERRY gasped. Mega omania, this condensed viewpoint of history through his own eyes. Napoleon,
Hitler, and 30th century iron rule combined!

"Words, phrases!" Perry charged. He turned to his brother. " Stuart, can you swallow all this
claptrap?’

"Lar Taneisright,” Stuart returned coldly. "His World Empire was the crowning peek of civilization.
The Rebels smashed it, brought down the Dark Age. That'sthe plain fact of history. Our father couldn't
seeit, because he was athousand years behind, at the mere start of scientific civilization.”

"Good God!" Perry groaned. The gulf between this Stuart and the Stuart he had known was
bottomless.

Stuart's tones became more practical.

"But most important, Lar Tane knows how to rebuild civilization rapidly and efficiently. Our father
puttered for twenty-five years, worrying about sdf-rulefor the Tribers. Y ou and | would have puttered,
too, with adipshod Congresstying our hands. Lar Tane, and after him, will spread science and industry
over theworld inthe next twenty-five years."

"Puttering!" echoed Perry, shocked. "Y ou cdl it puttering. Our father reinvented a hundred things
from his 20th century. He devised the sea-extraction of metds, never known before. Lar Tane and you
havedl that to start with now."

Tane nodded.

"Of course your father isto be given credit for that," he acknowledged. "But he had cometo the
crossroads. How to introduce scientific civilization to a Stone Age world? His way was 20th century,
obsolete.”

"And your way is 30th century—tyrannica!" shot back Perry. "Y es, your will rebuild rapidly, by
regimentation. But you leave the clamp of dictatorship. After Stuart—what? A long line of other
dictators, good and bad. The bad onestear down what the good ones build. Then, like Rome, the
foundations crack. Another Dark Age."

He appealed to his brother.

"Can't you see, Stuart? It's the future we must think of . WWe must build not for one age, but al to
come. How many times our father said that. Have you forgotten, Stuart? Have you forgotten it al?"

Stuart was staring, alittle startled. Eldastepped to his side, taking his hand.

Perry ground histeeth. The spdll of her green eyes—she was using that. Perry whirled on Lar Tane.

"Words, words!" he snapped. " Strip them al away, reduce everything to its bare essentia. Behind al
that camouflage, Lar Tane, you want only one thing—power! Power to rule over aworld of humans.

Y ou've duped my brother, you and Elda, but you can't blind me. Power! That'sal you want. Deny that if
you can."

Tane made an airy gesture.

"Ach! | had power—world power —in 2907. It isashes. Y ou wrong me, Perry. | wish to do the
world good, in my ownway."

A LAUGH rang from Perry, harsh and cynicd. "Like when, in 2903, you purged central China
because they resisted atax increase!™

Lar Tane glared. Hismask of pious suavity dropped.

"All right. I'm after world power, personal power, because it'swithin my grasp.”

The words, dow and measured, Sartled even Perry. He saw the open gleam in Tane'seye. The
gleam of ahuman wolf who would st on athrone and play god to aworld.

"| can't be stopped now," he went on in cold, dry tones. "Y ou were the only worthy opponent | had,
Perry. Youremy prisoner now. Still, if youwish, | offer you aplace a my council table, dong with
certain Tribersand Narticanswhom | will invite. Well?'

There was no waste of words now.

Thiswas sheer plain redlism. Lar Tane had come out in the open.

"No," Perry snapped briefly. "I don't want it."



"| sentenceyou to degth,” Lar Tane said quietly, indifferently.

He strode to the table and picked up an instrument of shiny metal. It was arifle-like, amode of the
extinct weapons of the past.

"l devised it," Tane sad, stroking it. "A gun. It shoots bullets by steam. My Rhine plant is dready
turning them out in quantity. Our victories over you, Perry, have solidified my tribes behind me. Armed
with thisgun, my army will now teke the offensive. Europewill be minefirgt.. Then Asia, Africa, swiftly.
Finaly Americaand Nartica."

He pointed the instrument a Perry, fingering the trigger. Suddenly he laughed and put the gun down.

"Ack! It'sbenesth me. My officid executionerswill take care of you—in three days. | give you three
daysof life, Perry. Y ou might change your mind."

Perry didn't answer. He was staring pityingly at his brother.

"I'm more sorry for you than mysdlf, Stuart. Now you see—"

"It doesn't matter if hedoes," Lar Tane shrugged. "Not now." He addressed Stuart. ""Well, which do
you choose?'

Strangdly, Stuart laughed.

"Choose? | made my choicelong ago. | am to be your successor!" Even Lar Tane and Eldawere
dartled.

Perry gasped.

"Stuart, you mean—" He stopped, choking, for the same gleam wasin his eye that Tane had.

"Behinditdl, | knew what | was after,” Stuart said in flat tones. "I haven't been duped. | want power,
too.

Youwont livelong, Lar Tane. Aswith my father, your heart will siop suddenly, after itsjourney
through time. After that, | rule. Eldaand 1."

Perry redled and the universe reded with him. This Stuart was not even remotely the Stuart of old.
What had changed him?

Perry's eyes went toward the girl beside him.

"Green-eyed witch of hell!" he hissed.

Guards cameto take Perry away, a Lar Tane's order. He was led down steps to a cold, dank
chamber below Tane'stower of rule. Perry wasthefirst of along line of prisoners who would st here
and await execution.

CHAPTER XVII
You Dieat Dawn!

PERRY sat done, in candle-lit gloom. It was sllent as atomb. Scurrying rats made the only sounds,
outside of hisown breathing. A jailer came with food and water twice aday. Therest of thetime, Perry
staggered through the hell of hismind.

Threefigures swirled endlesdy through hisbrain. Lar Tane, power-mad Frankenstein from the past.
Stuart, betrayer of aworld. And Elda, green-eyed witch who had stolen his brother's soul.

And afourth vison danced in hismind. Himsdf, blindfolded, against awall, dumping to the ground as
bulletstook hislife. Lar Tane would undoubtedly have it done that way, with his new gun.

The door opened suddenly, after what seemed an eternity. Lar Tane strode in, dismissing the guards
with him. He looked at Perry's haggard face for along moment.

"Changed your mind, mein herr? Y ou have ascientific brain. Pity to destroy it. I'll make you chief of
science and industry, aswith your father. What would you lose?!

"My self-respect,” Perry retorted. "Will you have it—dead?’ Lar Tane visibly sneered. "Knowing
your causeislost?"

"Y ou haven't won yet, Tane!" Perry shouted. "Americaand Narticastill oppose you, even without
me. If | joined you, they would capitulate, making things easy for you. | seethat. Without me, you il
have afight ahead of you."

"But certainvictory,” Lar Tane said eadily. "Y ou saw the gun | quickly devised. It was modeled after



ardlic preserved with mein my vault, from my time. | have another interesting modd. A heat-ray
projector, standard weapon of my day. With the radioactive wax your father devel oped, ten times more
powerful than radium, | can make heat-ray projectors.* (* Obvioudy the wax mentioned here hasa
property of breaking down radium and a greatly accelerated pace, thus producing enormous amounts of
energy. If thisispossible, it istrue that aheat ray could be produced from radium energy.—Ed.)

How long do you think Americaand Narticawill stand against super-science?’

"Bluff!" snapped Perry. "Like your daughter, you bluff."

"Y ou think s0?' Tane grinned. Suddenly his voice crackled. "One more chance, Perry. My council
table or execution?"

Perry's answer was written on his face, sneeringly.

Tane shrugged and stalked out. Alone, Perry's shoulders sagged. Bluff? Perhaps not. Bullets,
heet-rays, appaling weapons of awar age. Lar Tane digging them up, conquering aworld. After that a
Pax Romana, enforced peace. All the mistakes of the past rising like gibbering ghosts.

And he, Perry, with Hobson's choice. With no choice at al!

Alive or dead, Lar Tane was benefitted. Better dead, then.

A night of deep came, filled with horrifying visons,. Béttlefields in which men waded knee-degpin
blood. Hisarmy fleeing before one-eyed giants. Perry, aone, surrounded by aforest of steel swords ...

THE next day, the door opened again, in the dank chamber. Stuart entered. Brother stared at
brother. Neither spoke agreeting. Stuart broke the strained silencefinaly.

"Perry, ligentome," hesaid firmly. "After Lar Taneisgone, I'll rulejustly, | svear it. You'l bea my
Sde, asour father wished. The only differenceisthat well be without handicap. Father didn't reason it
out. The world has to be whipped from behind, not led by the nose. At least this Stone Age world.”

Perry'svoice was dry, biting. "Words. Why not be honest? Y ou smply want power. And Elda."
Stuart's face hardened.

"Y es, both. And you, you poor littlefoal, throw what you could have aside. Power! Power to build
and mold—"

Hiseyes gleamed.

"And destroy,” Perry was shaking his head pityingly. "Remember when we were youths, Stuart?
How often wetold ourselves history had been arepetition of jungle lav? And told oursel ves we would
bring anew order, anew faith. Remember when we shook hands, after the Magna Charta—"

Hisvoicedied. The sllent room seemed filled with gpparitions from their youth, faces glowing and
aight, looking out over theworld that lay ready for anew faith, anew way.

Stuart garted from reminiscence.

"Dreams! Y oung, foolish dreams, that's dl." Hisvoice was hard. "What's your answer, Perry?"

"Lar Tane sent you down." Perry's voice was equally hard. "He knows my answer."

Stuart left wordlesdy.

Perry released the groan he had held. Nothing would ever come between them, they had pledged.

Again tortured dreams. A green-eyed Amazon, tall as Colossus, towered over him with asword
dripping scarlet. Perry wokein acold swest. It was the morning of the third day.

ELDA entered, suddenly, as though she had sent the dream of her aswarning. She leaned against the
door, indolently, watching him.

"Y ou're suffering,” she said mockingly. "Needlesdy," she added. "Y our execution istoday. Y oull
break down."

"Will 17" Perry grinned mirthlesdy at her. "Did I—when your plane came & minethat time?!

She bit her lip, nettled.

"No, perhaps you wouldn't," she said soberly. "But you'reafool. Anidedist, dreamer, dtruist, and all
therest of it. You'rethat quaint character from ancient literature—what isit? —Don Quixote, chasing
down windmills. Y ou're going to be a haloed martyr, isthat it?"

Perry st hislips, wordlessy. The sting of her words was like acid under his skin.



Shewas staring a him mockingly—and wonderingly. Suddenly she changed.

"What do you think of me, Perry?' He arted, dmost convulsvely. A woman's question. He laughed
slently within himself. Behind dl her hard composure was that.

"What do you expect meto think of you?" he retorted. ™Y ou and your father have plunged the world
into war. Human wolves from the past, I'd call you. Seeking power, to lord it over dl other human
beings. Satisfying petty vanity. Glorying in the thoughts that your dightest whim will be lav—"

"No, no," sheinterrupted. "What do you think of me?"

"You asked for it." He grinned evilly and went on. "I think you're depraved, rotten to the core, behind
your mask of beauty. Y ou're the end-product of aruined, decadent civilization. Y ou're human in name
only. Behind that you're amongter, a blacksouled demon, a—"

Shecut off historrentia denunciation.

"Taking it out on menow? Y ou couldn't on the battlefield." Again her tone changed. "But you do
think I'm beautiful!"

Perry gritted histeeth helplesdly.

"Y our mirror tellsyou that," he snapped. "But it doesn't show what's underneath—corruption.”

Strong words, but she deserved them. Her eyesflashed emerad fire. "How righteous! It would defile
you to touch me, wouldn't it?"

Smiling mdicioudy, shethrew her aams around him, kissed him clingingly.

Perry hesitated, before he pushed her away. He hesitated as he had there on the battlefield, with her
lifein his hands. She was at once hateful and desirable. He couldn't hate her wholeheartedly, as he
should. When he did push her away, she laughed triumphantly.

"Youloveme" shesad. "You burn for me! | wasn't suretill now.”

"You?' Perry's voice dripped with infinite scorn. " Green-eyed witch of hell! Y ou can't make me your
dave, like Stuart. Y our father sent you down. Tl him you failed.”

Ddliberately, he looked her up and down.

"Your priceistoo low."

Flaming indignation shot from her emerald eyes. She clutched at her sde asthough for asword that
wasn't there. Then, with silent ferocity, shelegped at him. One hand clawed across hisface, fingernails
drawing blood.

Perry caught her two wrigts, laughing.

She struggled wildly. Shedid not cal the guards. It wasn't in her natureto call for help. She smply
fought for freedom, to scratch him again. She had amazing strength, but Perry'sfingerstightened. The
past months of open air, activity, and rough life had hardened his muscles.

With an easy surge of strength, hetwisted till aslent scream came into the green eyes. Then he flung
her away, again with alaugh.

"Your price," he repeated, "istoo low. Get out."

Sheglared a him, rubbing her wrists. Abruptly, she shrugged.

"Y es, my father sent me down. But only to talk reason with you. Since you won't, I'll go. Y ou're il
afool. And when you die, your last thought will be of me—me!"

When she was gone, Perry forbade her in his thoughts. He wanted alast hour of peace. But she was
there—entrancingly lovely. Mocking. No, not mocking. He dways saw her asin the plane, roaring at
his—just afrightened girl. A headstrong, queenly, daring girl, but human behind it dl, despite his bitter
words. Perhapsif aman tamed her—

Where were histhoughts leading him? Perry clipped them off. What did it al matter now? Degath
today. He awaited the guards who would take him before afiring squad.

BUT there was a sound opposite the barred door, instead. A digging sound through the dirt wall that
made up one sde of the prison pace. It became louder and finaly the digger broke through. A spade
rapidly cleared afour-foot circle. A figure stooped through and straightened —Stuart!

Perry stared increduloudly.

Stuart tip-toed to the door, listened for amoment, then pulled Perry asde. He waved toward the



hole.

"Subway tunnel of ancient Vinnarunsby here. Thisisonly atemporary tower. Lar Taneishaving a
bigger one built. He didn't bother to wall off the tunnel with concrete. Y ou can escape, when it's dark.
The execution isn't scheduled till dawn.”

Perry was amost giddy at the hope of escape, and Stuart's act.

"Y ou saw thelight, Stuart?' he murmured esgerly. ™Y ou're coming with me! Together well leed a
great amy againgt Lar Tane—"

Stuart interrupted harshly.

"No, I'm staying. But | couldn't let you die. Y ou're my brother. | tried to change Lar Tan€e's sentence,
but he refused. | thought of this™"

Perry stiffened, and brother stared at brother.

"You're staying." Perry curled hislip. "Y ou want power. And Elda. Y ou've sold your soul for that!"

Stuart recoiled asif struck. For amoment, his face was stricken. Then anger swept over it.

"No more nursemaid lectures from you!" he hissed. "Thisisaman'sworld. Man'sjob. Get out—get
out!"

Anger dissolved, abruptly. Stuart's face went haggard.

"I don't want power. Perry, you must believe me! | just told Lar Tane that, to keep in hisfavor. You
seg, it'sthe only way | can have Elda. When | rule, I'll do theworld good. | swear it!" Perry shook his
head.

"A taste of power will cal for more. Don't you see, Stuart? Y ou know it's against your better
judgment. Only Elda holds you—"

"Yes, Elda" Stuart haf moaned. "Perry, you don't know the witchery of her. The unearthly spell she
weaves over aman. The flaming challenge and desire and wonder of her. Y ou don't know—"

"I do know!" Perry's murmur changed to harshness. "But behind that, she's unworthy—venomous,
crud, utterly vain."

"No, yourewrong!" Stuart muttered. "She's not cruel, or bad. She'sjust aproduct of her former time
and life. She believesin what she's doing. And undernesth her mockery she's good and sweet and
wonderful. I'm going to tame her—"

"INDEED!"

Both men whirled asif shot. Elda Tane stood erect before the hole in the wall, through which she had
just stepped slently. Tdl and regal, silken-robed, she came forward dowly. She glanced amusedly at
Stuart.

"A woman istamed only by love," she mocked.

The blood dowly drained from Stu-art'sface.

"But you loveme! You told me—"

"Did1?' shesad crudly.

Stuart grabbed her by the shoulders. ™Y ou mean dl the while, from the first, you deceived me, lied to
me—" Staggered shock wasin his eyes. For amoment the girl softened. "No, not from thefirst. For a
while | thought—" She shrugged indifferently. "I've wondered if 1'd ever find aman | could look up to,
and love. | think not, 30th century or 50th. I'd throw aside an empire for him!*"

She waswistful suddenly, in amercurial change that seemed part of her complex nature. In the
candle-light, her ivory and copper beauty shone softly, like Diana the moon-goddess, in aquiet moment
from her tempestuouslife. The emerad eyes gleamed sincerely now, not mocking.

The two men stared. She was not the battle-queen Semiramis now, or an Amazon. She was ayoung
girl, feminine and aluring, seeking her love. Seeking aman who would melt her vibrant heart, bend her
strong will, match her daring with greater courage.

Perry amost pitied her, at that moment. Endowed by nature with extraordinary qudlities, shewas
forced to seek vainly for her master. What man could bring murmurs of endearment from those perfect
lips?

Shelaughed wildly, inalightning change.



"But he doesn't exist! So, ingtead, I'll have aman who can give me an empirel™

"I'll give you an empirel” Stuart whispered. He was over hisfirst shock. Perhaps he had known,
subtly, that he hadn't won her heart. He remembered now the plaintive song she had sung, once. The
song had been of herself.

Sheflashed him aamile, then glanced at Perry.

"And you, Herr Perry? Wouldn't you give me an empire—if you could?’

"Women have sold themselves dl through history,” Perry said bitingly. ™Y our stakes are only higher.”

Her composure was unbroken, thistime, though for amoment tawny rage flicked from her eyes. She
laughed away the insult, turning to Stuart.

"Y ou wanted to help Perry escape? | happened to see you going out, furtively. | followed you, came
thisway.

My father won't like to hear that you did this."

"Youll tell on him, of course," Perry grunted.

Suddenly, the reminder of escape struck Perry. Elda saw his glance at the hole. Her hand dropped
warningly to her side. There wasthe hilt of a short sword thistime, whose scabbard was dmost hiddenin
thefolds of her silken gown. She stood nearest the hole.

Perry relaxed, hopelesdy. Any other woman and he would have legped for it. But Elda—she would
have that sword out in aflash. And useit.

"No," shesaid. "l won't tell. But escapeisout of the question. Y ou'd better leave now, Stuart. My
father may wonder, with both of usgone. I'll follow later, so we aren't seen coming out of the tunnel
together. Then I'll station guards at the hole."

Stuart left with averted eyes. He turned back once as though to say something, but went on. Perry
could sense the torment in his heart. Elda had knocked the last prop out from under him. Stuart was
dangling over apit of remorse.

CHAPTER XVI1I
Green-eyed Mystery

STUART gone, Eldaturned back to Perry, her green eyes narrowing. " give you one more chance.
Join my father's council table.”

She went on at the stony resolvein hisface,

"Y ou redly choose death? Y ou must be mad. But listen. Y ou both love me. | have made no binding
promiseto Stuart. Y ou would have as much chance as he of becoming my father's successor. And giving
me an empire! My father didn't tell meto say that."

"Then why are you saying it?' Perry shrugged. "I don't take dares—as you know."

Her eyeswere on him wonderingly.

"You'l go to your death—as a martyr—when you could have me. And you want me!"

"Do 17" Perry turned from the glare of her unearthly beauty, stonily. "1 think you're mistaken—"

The rest was cut off as her lips pressed againgt his. She had thrown her arms around him in aflurry of
slk. A bresth of perfume from her coppery tresses stung his blood. Her features, soft and tender, were
an unvoiced promise. Shewas ayoung, loving girl, shorn of pride and haughtiness. So it seemed.

For a mad moment Perry made no move, either to break away or respond. Then, with acurse, he
shoved her away. He had seen the gleam of mockery in her eyes.

"Y ou won on the battlefield,” he grated. ™Y ou lose here.”

"But you burn for me!" she breathed. "I'm sure of it now. Why didn't you grab my sword, Perry?

Y ou had the chance. Because, in my arms, you forget dl ese! Yes, it'sthe truth. But still—"

Her voice went to sheer wonder.

"But till you take desth! Strange.” She looked at him asif he were someone she had never seen
before. ™Y ou place your ideds above me, above every ingtinct you have.”

She shrugged, faintly annoyed.

"Yes, | losethistime. Y ou fight better with your heart than with your army, Perry.”



She peered a him steadily. Perry said nothing. He could fed her thoughts spinning, whirring, looking
for another vulnerable spot in hisarmor. She seemed to give up, with anettled sigh.

Perry grinned. How it must hurt her fantastic pride that her full feminine powers had met defest,
though she had beaten himin war. To Perry, it dmost made up for dl previous humiliation. She had
beaten him in aman's game, war. But in her own woman's game, she had lost.

Shefingered her sword, as though contemplating making him cringe at instant degth.

"Try it," he chalenged, laughing a her swift frown.

"Come," she said suddenly, turning. "It's dark outside now."

"WHAT—" Parry was stunned. "Escape, of course," she snapped. "Follow me."

Perry followed, grunting. Outside somewhere, with the wine of hope on hislips, shewould cal the
guards, then laugh hellishly as he was dragged back. That was her idea—in revenge. But if shewasalittle
cardess, jud alittlel Perry smiled grimly.

Beyond the hole stretched black nothingness. Not quite black. Far ahead, moonlight shafted down
from open air. Perry followed her gliding whitefigure. At times his feet sumbled againgt rust-esten ties
and ancient tracks of this one-time subway. Once a pile of something rattled. He shuddered.

"Bones," Eldamurmured. "At thefal of Vinna, 2000 years ago, the rebel sfilled the city with poison
gas. Sometimesit al seemslike adream to me, that past | used to livein—" Her voicetraled away.

They reached the dope that led to upper ground, through a narrow cave-in. The girl scrambled up,
raised her head cautioudly.

"All clear. But be quiet.”

He climbed after her, and stood looking around. Lar Tane's tower was a hundred yards off. In the
vicinity were the foundations of new buildings going up. deserted now of workmen. In the opposite
direction loomed theless cleared portions of the Vinnaruins. Toward these Eldaled theway, striding
swiftly, kegping within shadow.

Perry kept tense watch. Eldatouched his hand, stopping him, and pointed ahead. A guard, or
policeman, paced ahead, patrolling this section of grounds. Eldaled the way around abulking stonewall.

Perry held his breath. Any moment now she would suddenly call, and laugh to watch the chase asthe
guards ran him down. But she didn't call. Safely past, Perry clutched her arm.

"What are you doing?' he demanded. "What trick isthis?"

She seemed surprised.

"No trick. I'm leading you to escape. "To theriver."

They passed five other patrolling guards, penetrating findly into the wilder, untouched ruins. Perry
heard the gurgle of water before they eventualy came to the shore. The Danube stretched dark and
mysteriousinto the night.

Elda pointed to alittle skiff tied to a post.

"My own. | sometimes rowed on theriver, before the war. Y ou have ten hours of darkness, to go
downstream. If you get past the Maginot Line at Budapest before dawn, you're safe”

"But why are you doing this?' Perry gasped.

"Y ou saved my life once, or spared it, on the battlefield. I'm paying off the debt."

Perry shook his head, baffled, staring at her. Despite his present position, he sought to view her
objectively.

In the moonglow, her beauty was extravagant. Burnished sheen of copper hair, glowing ivory face,
emerad eyes muted to sea-green. This seemed adifferent Eldafrom al the others. An

Eldawho for once was not mocking. The conspiracy of moon and night reached inside Perry and left
him trembling, stricken. He battled awar of senses, more desperately than on the battlefield.

SHE waslovely, desirable, sincere, behind the mask she had worn. She was woman now—all
woman. Thiswas the Elda Stuart loved. Perry's pul ses thundered, and he knew in another moment no
power on Earth could help him. Hefought againgt it.

"Elda," he said dowly, "thisisyour own idea. Not one word from me caused you to do this. Of your



own freewill you brought me here, to escape—"

"Yes" sheagreed, in alow voice. Perry trembled. How long could he stand it? It seemed that
something pushed him resistlesdy, inexorably. "Then | say it now—I love you!" He crushed her in his
arms, bruising hislips againg hers. Sheyidded. He drew back finaly, searching her eyes eagerly. "Elda,
isit possible that you—" She made no denid. She clung to him alittle.

"I'll giveyou an empire," he panted. "But my kind. Comewith me! I'll defest your father, sncel must.
Then you and | will guide the world to great things, glorious things. The things you know areright, deep
down insde. Elda, Eldal Come with me—"

Perry stopped. His blood froze. Eldawas laughing. Very quietly, very softly, but with aworld of
derisoninit. Perry stared stupidly, while his mind flopped around like abewildered thing. And then he
knew.

Tricked! He had been tricked into succumbing to her, confessing that which she wanted to hear, asa
woman. Did she have guards concedled about, ready to call them, and complete his humiliation?

Wildly, Perry turned for the skiff.

"Wait!" She clutched hisarm. "There are no guards here. Before you go, listen. | know youll
continue thewar, | know you'll fight to the end. Perhaps you'll win, who knows? But al the while you're
fighting againgt me, youll befighting for me! | meant every word—that the man who gives me an empire
winsme."

Shelaughed.

"Go out and fight for your World-State, Perry. Go out and fight to win me! Do you see, you great
fool?'Y ou cast me aside, before. Now you have to fight for me, and against me. But aways for me!™

Shelaughed again, ringingly.

"You didn't think for aminute, did you, that you were the man who doesn't exigt—"

PERRY fled. Fled from that hellishly mocking laugh. He untied the skiff, shoved off. He bent to the
paddle, heading for mid-stream. He looked back once.

She dtill stood on the bank, awhite vision of loveliness. Her coppery hair waslike aburning flame
that drove him frantically away. It was not till an hour later, as the strong current swept him steedily
southeast, that he was able to keep from ripping the air with a curse, every moment he thought of her.

What had he done? What mad thing had he said to her Mad thing? No, why try to conced it from
himsalf? She had burned her way into him. From that first moment, in New Y ork, she had lodged
unshakably in hisinnermost thoughts. Those quiet momentsin the laboratory, before the war, thinking of
her. Yes, he burned for her. Let the universe stare in horror, but it was so.

And then he cursed again, for ever having let her know.

But gradually, histhoughts grew composed. He forgot the green-eyed girl and the incredible gameiit
delighted her to play. Escape lay ahead, if he dipped beyond enemy territory before dawn. And after
that, achance again to fight Lar Tane.

Life and hope once more were his. Perry paddled desperately, steadily, not satisfied witli the current.
Muscles aching, he passed the Maginot fortifications a ancient Budapest, asthefirst rosy gleams of
dawn warmed the air. He had abad moment as ayawning guard, easily within arrow - shot, stretched
and looked out over the water. But the guard didn't notice the skiff, in the early mist. He was there more
to watch againgt invasion inward, than escaping prisoners outward.

Perry paddled till noon, safely beyond the nearer tribal-states that might happen to be loyal to Lar
Tane, and stepped to shore. Staggered, rather, into ashore village.

"Your best horse," he demanded hoarsely, of the first man. Taken before the chief, Perry croaked
agan: "Your best horse!"

"l give commands, hot hear them," rumbled the chief. "What wandering madman are you—"

"It'sPerry, Lord of Earth!" gasped one of his men, penetrating the grime and haggardness that rode
the stranger. "He escaped from captivity by Lar Tane!"

Perry cut off the exclamation of awe and excitement.

"Yes. Now tell me, is any of my army—eft?!



The chief nodded.

"We heard that most of it rebanded in the hills preparing to attack again. Aran Deen leads them.”

"Defense, not attack!” Perry groaned. "Where's that horse?

"But Lord Perry, you're worn out—" Perry refused to believeit till he legped astride, and collapsed in
the saddle. He hadn't dept, except for nightmarish snatchesin prison, for four nights. After deeping half
the clock around, at the chief's house, he was off.

He passed through three tribal-states, killing two horses, and changing five times before he reached
hisarmy, aready on the march.

ARAN DEEN'Srheumy old eyes blinked as Perry galloped up. "Perry!" he shrilled oat. "It can't be
you!"

He shrugged his bony shoulders. "Well, itisyou. | reformed the army. Told them we must rescue
you. They areready to fight, as never before, with that spirit to drive them.”

He looked around, half whimsicaly. " Perhaps we should keep you hidden!™

But already the news was sweeping the ranks that Perry, their leader, had returned. Cheers arose.
Perry's heart legped. 1t was good to know that despite the series of losses, his men were still behind him.
Lar Tane had not yet won hisworld.

Perry noticed flegtingly that here and there a"Hail, Stirnye!" sounded, without being taken up. He
had done nothing to win that "title" of hisfather'syet.

"I'm glad you're back," Aran Deen said suddenly, grasping Perry's hand and pressing it fervently.
"When you were alittle boy, you often drove me distracted like this, wandering somewhere done—"

He glared belligerently, at Perry's smile, and again became phlegmatic.

"Glad for the smple reason that leading an army is not to my taste. With you to lead again, welll
smash through—"

"No!" Perry shook his head violently. "Not attack. 'Defense iswhat we need now!"

"Defense!l” Aran Deen screeched. "Perry, has that green-eyed witch taken dl the spirit out of you?'

At that moment a drone sounded from the sky.

Perry glanced anxioudy to the north. Lar Tan€e's twelve planes zoomed down like mechanical eagles.
Inawideline, they swept over the stalled army. But not to rake it with hegt-blasts. Instead, asthough
gtruck by invisible lightning, men dropped here and there. No arrow, no spear—nothing visible leaped
from the ships. But men dropped.

"Bulletd" groaned Perry. "Bullets from the seam-guns.”

Whirling, he shouted ordersfor the army to bresk for cover, every man for himsdf. Asthearmy
sraggled in al directions, toward the nearest clumps of trees and bushes, the planes|ooped and executed
their maneuver adozen more times. More men fell, though less as they scattered.

Perry saw the shining snouts attached to the planes noses. Ligtening intently, he made out the hissing
barks of the weapons. They were not rapid-fire machine-guns. Merely mounted rifles. Only afew dozen
men fell, atogether. A firs field test of the guns, nothing more.

But the mord effect on the Stone Age army was al out of proportion. Many shrieked in superstitious
fear, asthey ran. Invisble death—magic! An arrow, spear or sword was something you could see, fend
off. Thishurling down of slent lightning struck dumb fear in Stone Age breedts.

Perry cursed lividly.

When the men had run to cover, finaly, one of the planes|eft formation, darted toward him. Hewas
gtill in the open. Coppery flash of hair! He saw it before he saw the kicks of dust around him.

"Perry, we must run—"

The plane was padt, the danger over, before Aran Deen finished the words.

THE gunner had not been ableto aim. Gun-fire from fast aircraft could only be effective against
masses of men. Perry knew it had been amocking gesture on Eldas part.. A threat of the future.

He picked up the note, wrapped around a stone, that had also dropped, a hundred feet ahead.

"To Perry, Lord of Earth, pro-tem. | am on the march. Thisis Der Tag. We have guns. Win your



empireif you can—and me! Fight asyou've never fought before—for me! Defeat me, if you can—and
il Il win! Elda"

"What doesit mean?' mumbled Aran Deen. "What nonsense does the green-eyed witch write?' His
canny old eyes searched Perry's face suddenly. " Or does it mean, my son—"

"It means," brokein Perry harshly, "that you're an old fool. We have to go on the defensive. Dig
trenches, asin thelong-ago wars."

And it meant, too, that the war had passed into a new and terrible phase. That the thunder of guns
would once more wake to ravening life, devouring its cannon-fodder food.

Perry looked at the still forms shot down, out in the open. He was appalled.

In the name of the universe, when and where would dl thisend?

CHAPTER XIX
Mannerheim Line

PERRY hagtily reformed the army and marched it back—back.

Consulting the Atlas, he picked the narrowest strip between the impassable Alps and the Adriatic
Sea. Here, they dug in. Laborers and additiona fighters were recruited.

In aweek'stime aseries of trencheslay athwart the open drive to the Mediterranean. A little
Maginot Line. The weapons of the past called for the defenses of the past.

Scouting in aplane over enemy territory, Perry found Elda's army on the march, asshe had said. A
formidable force now of 25,000. Lar Tane'stribal-states were now solidly back of him. Perry made out
the units equipped with the new, shiny guns. He breathed easier. Only some ten thousand. With just one
metd -producing plant, and alimited staff of technicians, Lar Tane had not been able to turn out more, for
the present.

Eldasarmy arrived, and attacked immediately.

Little sorties of gun troops rushed toward thefirst line of trenches, dropped on their somachs, and
began firing.

Perry felt cold, shaken. Gunsagain! Their deadly bark ripped apart the Stone Age air, in chorus, for
thefirg timein an age. Hisfather had told him of the frightful wars of the 20th century, when guns snuffed’
out livesin unthinkable numbers.

"Lar Tane hasthisday turned history into bloodier channds," Aran Deen murmured.

Men dropped here and there in the long trenches. Perry groaned. What chance did he have? Bullets
outclassed spears and arrows by atremendous margin. Morae dropped. Again his men were grunting in
fear and dread at this magic death-dedling.

Perry's heart stopped. Had al been lost? Had the first roar of guns aready won for Elda?
White-faced Tribers, frightened to the roots of their being, seemed ready to bolt. Ready to scurry from
the trenches like rabhits.

Perhaps at that moment, the fate of the war hung by athin thread.

Perry ran down the trench, shouting.

"Keep your heads|low! The weapon isnot magic. If you run, desth will strike at your backs. Here,
you are safe. Fire back at the enemy. But keep your heads low!"

Some of the men took heart. L ongbows twanged and arrows sped out toward the enemy. Some of
the men with guns, insolently running close, fell dead. A cheer welled from the trench. And that strange,
intangible thing caled morae revived.

The acid test had been passed. Perry, panting, exhausted, redlized he still had achance.

And more of achance, he began to see, than he had thought possible.

A WAVE of enemy swordsmen came. Perry's men, in the protective trenches, stopped them with
arrow fuslades.

"The green-eyed witch is getting ataste of her own medicine," Aran Deen chortled. "Now her men
fal like leaves before our Maginot Line."



But Perry was il not too optimistic. Thefirst day was experimental. Elda's scouting planestold her
the defenders were solidly entrenched.

On the second day, the bark of guns became a steady hissing roar. Planes periodicaly raided thefirst
line trenches, doing little damage—except to morae. That was what Elda counted on, Perry could see. A
Seady hammering with the "artillery" till the timewasripe.

Still awed by the fearful magic of guns, Perry's men could not outface that hail of desth forever. Men
dropped steadily, despite his cautions. These were not seasoned troops of yore, used to theinvisible
death that struck at the merelifting of aforehead to fire an arrow.

Perry wondered how it would come out. Thiswas war such asthe ancients fought. The kind of war
Eldaknew from A to Z. Did he stand any chance of holding her off ? For awhile, perhaps—and then?

Guns! He must have them himsdif! In the back of hismind, that thought had constantly lurked. Fight
firewith fire. Ultimatdly, it would be the only hope.

His eye went out beyond the trenches. Here and there arifleman dropped, struck by an arrow. He
noticed with what promptness crawling men retrieved the wegpons. They were precious, those few guns.
And Eldadid not want onein his hands.

"I've got to have one of those guns,” Perry told Aran Deen. "A suicide squad hasto rush out there."

"In that leaden hail?'Y ou won't find aman to go."

"They'll goif | lead them." Perry shook off Aran Deen'shand, eyesburning. "It'sthe only way, old
man. | must have agun—to duplicate. Without guns, we're sureto losethewar. If I'mkilled, it'sthe
chance| take of winning dl or losng al."

Grimly, ahundred volunteer s squirmed on their somachs after Perry, beyond their trench. Perhaps
the hundred bravest menin al hisarmy. It took anew kind of courage to defy the new kind of desth.
They crawled fifty feet before the enemy noticed. Then concentrated rifle fire drummed into them. Figures
went limp.

Perry shouted to hisremaining men and went on. A rifle lay only ahundred feet further, beside a
dead man. An enemy force suddenly charged down. But from back of Perry came covering arrow-fire.
Perry and thirty men, scuttling low, reached therifle.

Perry grabbed it fird.

Some of the enemy arrived. Swords legped into play. Perry cut down two men. A third came at his
Sde, sword aready dashing vicioudy.

INSTINCTIVELY, Perry jerked the gun around, pulling the trigger. The man stopped as though he
had struck a stone wall, his sword's unfinished swing gashing Perry'sleg lightly.

For asecond Perry stood gtill. He had fired agun for the first timein hislife. He would never forget,
to hisdying day, that viciouslittle kick of the gun, the way the man stopped, and the fedling of immense
death-dealing power of that moment.

Then he was scuttling back for histrench, yeling to his remaining men. More than one bullet whined
past hisear, snging of death. He and eleven men reached safety, out of the hundred.

"Heresthe gun!™ Perry examined it, hardly waiting for hisleg-wound to be dressed. "Clever of Lar
Tane" hetold Aran Deen an hour later. "Water-breech. Radioactive flint. Bullets of soft aloy, driven out
by bursts of steam. Simple enough. Our Gibratar plant can turn these out within amonth.”

"If we can hold Elda off for amonth,” Aran Deen croaked. "Tomorrow, ared attack—"

On thethird day, the gunsrose to a thunderous crescendo, raking the trenches mercilesdy. Suddenly
their bull-roar ceased. Hun-like tides of the enemy raided the first-line trench with swords. At the end of
abloody day, Perry retreated to his second line.

"It goesbad for us," Aran Deen observed.

"Yes" Pary set hisjaw. "But | think our army can hold out. Asfast asthey gain aline of trenches,
we dig another linein back. They'll haveto fight inch by inch. Thisis not athree-day battle, asinthe
open. It might take Elda a month to smash through.

In that time, well make guns. You and | are going to Gibrdtar."

Cdling his officerstogether, Perry gave them an impassioned exhortation.



"Hold off theenemy at adl costs. Dig trenches behind asfast asthe front lines are taken. Hold them
off for amonth. And then | promise you guns, like .theirs. If they break through, al Europeislost!”
A month to stlem the invasion. Wasthere time?

CHAPTER XX
Thunder of Old

BACK in hisGibratar workshop, Perry felt as though he had returned from some shrieking
purgatory.

It was quiet here, peaceful. He looked around at the implements of science, touching them. Had he
once worked here, ayoung eager scientist? Or had it been a poignant dream? It seemed he had been
fighting, sseing men die, dl hislife

It suddenly overwhelmed him.

Y es, he had once labored here, in monastic devotion to science. He had been happy, soul-satisfied,
sure of hismission. Now he was back. But not to resume his constructive tasks. To make weapons of
war! To make the power and engines at his command grind out guns, horrible guns. Like Archimedes
and his burning lens, Perry bad to help prolong the blood-bath into which the world was being dipped.

For worse than even years of war would be years of domination under Lar Tanes mailed fist,
followed by years of rule by Elda, and her love-dave Stuart. The fight againgt that was agood fight.

Renewed in hisresolve, Perry switched to hisnew role of scientist swiftly. Time still snapped
savagely at hishedls. Hetook Lar Tane's gun gpart, piece by piece, and made blueprints. These he
passed out to his staff of technicians, with ordersto drop the manufacture of swords.

Overnight, swords had falen from first place, as mgor wegpons of thewar. As, afew months
before, Stone Age spears and arrows had been demoted before swords. Swift change. The war, with
each passing day, pyramided toward higher destruction. Like afilm of past history run at super-speed,
thewar had dready skipped insandly through three stages, each aformer age of dow advance.

Perry was appalled. The next skip would be to Lar Tane's century—and horrors beyond telling.

Within aweek, the first model had been put together. Perry tested it himsdlf. Thetrigger struck the
radioactive flint, releasing infra-red energy, like atouch of dynamite. A coincident spray of water changed
ingtantly to live, bursting steam, in the stout water-breech. The dloy bullet was propelled out of the barrel
at violent speed.

The 20th century might have made such steam-guns, if they had had the radioactive flint unknown at
thet time.

Perry's quick mind made one improvement in the gun—rifling in the barrd. Lar Tane had gpparently
turned his out too hurriedly to bother. Perry was able to hit afoot-high target hung on atree, a ahundred
paces, five shots out of ten.

It was not the finely-made precision instrument of the 20th or 30th centuries. That would take years
of development. It waslittle more than a crude, improved blow-gun, shooting meta pelletsinstead of
darts. But it could kill.

On the e eventh shot, the breech exploded.

Luckily, in forethought, Perry had protected hisface with alight metal shield. Pieces of flying meta
drummed againgt it harmlessy. One piece tore agash in hisarm, to replace the sword-gash in hisleg,
now nearly healed.

"Make the breech stronger,” Perry said to hiswatching technicians. "Outside of that, it'swhat we
want."

Thered job garted, turning out the gunsin quantity.

Presses, stamping machines and lathes had to be readjusted to the new requirements. Daysflew. A
plane shuttled back and forth from the northern battle-front to Gibratar, bringing spot-news of the
srugglethere.

Perry held his breath each time the messenger came, dreading to hear that Elda had stormed through
hislittle Maginot Line. But hisarmy held. The enemy had taken ten lines of trenches, in three weeks, but



the defenders had kept pace with their digging in at the rear. More cheering, hisarmy had become
trench-wise, veterans againg the new guns. The enemy waslosing heavily.

"Mannerheim Line," mused Aran Deen, searching misty memories he had of accounts of long-ago
historica battles. "In your father's century, alittle nation cdled, | think, Finland held out for months
agang the gigantic military machine of China. Or wasit Russa?'

IN ANOTHER week, just under his salf-imposed deadline of amonth, Perry had whipped his staff,
on day and night shift, to turn out five thousand of the new guns. His twenty Nartican planes droned back
and forth to the battle-ground, ddlivering them and their ammunition.

Perry went with the first shipment. Passing out the gunsto a corps of men at the rear, they were given
rifle practice. Amazed and awed, the men quickly became ddighted, learning fast to sight along the
barred—there were no sights—and dip bulletsinto the breech rapidly.

They were sngle-shot guns, aswith Lar Tan€e's. A far cry from the automatic rifles and machine-guns
of lost antiquity, but incalculably more effective in range and death-dealing than arrows or swords.

"Now," exulted Perry, "well fight them to a sandstill!"

Histrained corps of five thousand were in the front-line trenches. At dawn, enemy "artillery” began its
preparatory raking, prior to attack. No shot came from Perry's men, at his orders. Not even when waves
of swordsmen charged.

"Wait till you seethewhites of their eyes!”

Perry's command rang down the line, a phrase borrowed from the past. Perry rested his own rifle on
asand bag, sghting dong the barrdl. He fired the first shot. At the sgnd, avolley thundered from the
trench.. The enemy fell asthough mown down by an invisble scythe. A second and third volley thinned
the attack to astraggly line. At the fourth volley, the enemy stopped, dumfounded at the sudden
decimation. At thefifth volley, the survivors turned and ran in utter panic.

A tremendous cheer welled from the trenches. Perry joined with a shout of triumph. No more attack
camethat day. Thelion waslicking itswounds. In thelull, Perry wrote a note.

"TO Elda, Commander of World Empire Military. Burned your fingers, didn't you? Y ou won't break
through now. | have superior manpower to draw from, over Earth. If | need them, the factories of
Narticacan turn out limitless guns, much faster than your single Rhine plant. | am ready at any timeto
hold an armistice conference. Perry Knight, Lord of Earth.”

He dropped the note, weighted with a stone, at the enemy's back lines, from aplane. It would be
delivered to Elda. Perry could picture the flushed vexation that would come over her satanicaly beautiful
face. What would she do, in the face of stalemate?

In the next week, enemy activity ceased utterly. Perry toyed with theideaof asurprise
counter-attack, but thought better of it. Why waste men? If Elda stubbornly continued, then would be the
time to gather masses of men and, guns and crush her once and for al. Perhaps she would see her
predicament.

"The green-eyed witch will not arbitrate," old Aran Deen predicted. Helifted his head, asthough
sniffing for trouble. " She has some new trick up her deeve.”

Perry'selation died.

He could fed it too, abrooding air of impending something. The quiet before the ssorm. Would she
make one last, desperate assault, with her full army? He scouted in a plane and saw, aong their supply
route, huge wagons drawn by twenty horses. Nameless objects of ominous size, covered with canvas,
were being dragged up to the front lines.

Perry had no chance to see more.

Three planes droned up to meet him. Their mounted guns peppered a him. When abullet drilled
through hiswindshield, past his ear, Perry boiled. He had seen the coppery flash of Eldashair again, in



one of the planes.

"Get on thetail of one of those ships,”" Perry barked to his co-pilot. He stuck his gun, taken aong for
emergency, through the cracked windshield grimly.

Chasing him away again, was she? Perry knew he was being mad, reckless, inviting an aerid
battle—one againgt three. But the vision of her mocking smilein his mind had the same power to make,,
him amost amaniac, astwice before.

Hounding the tail of one ship, Perry shot steadily. A bullet struck somewherein theleft wing motor.
Smoke poured fromiit, then flame, and the plane dove down as a blazing firebrand.

Onegone!

Shot at by the second plane, Perry himsalf dewed his ship away with awrench that threatened to tear
the wings off. Circling, he angled back, |et the co-pilot take over, and aimed for the other ship's
windshield. The gods again leaned hisway, asabullet sped through glass. The pilot killed or wounded,
the plane flopped crazily. Half-way down it righted, perhaps under the hand of a co-pilot, and managed
to land safely.

The second out of action!

Panting, Perry looked for the third ship—Elda's. It had hovered off, as though indolently watching.
Perry roared & it, aiming with his gun. He had a perfect shot, at either the windshield or right wing
motor.

Hisfinger hestated at the trigger. He groaned, involuntary thoughts booming in hismind. Starkly, he
saw avision of Eldaslithe body crumpling at theimpact of abullet. Or her ship crashing to flames out of
which no living thing could emerge.

Twice before, with her death at hisfingertips, he had fdlt this same stab within him, without quite
knowing what it meant. Now he knew.

GRIMLY he shat, reviling the fate that had combined his most dangerous enemy with the thing he
loved, againg al rhyme or reason.

But too late.

In the split-second of his hesitation, Elda’s plane dewed upward. Gracefully, it made afigure eight
and came a Perry'stail. Perry gasped. It had been asheerly artistic maneuver, product of skilled 30th
century flying. Elda had been a supreme aviatrix, in her former life.

Perry winced, waiting for the burst of flame from hisrocket engine, as her bullets found their mark.
But the burst of bullets only ripped into hisfuselage tanks, emptying them rapidly. Perry turned for his
own lines, expecting to be hounded, shot down. But Elda's plane soared high, dipped in alittle mocking
gesture, and turned away.

He could dmost hear her say: "Finish defeating me. And winning me. Y ou fight only for mel”

Perry landed with the last of hisleaking fudl. He trembled now, in reaction to what had been his, and
theworld's, first dogfight in the air Snce avanished time.

But he trembled for another reason. He was suddenly aware, belatedly, that the burst of bullets from
her plane had been a drumming rat-tat-tat.

Likeameachine-gun!

ATTACK camethe next day. Attack out of anightmare. In stunning sequence, the ominous
foreboding of the past week materialized. First came an air-raid. The planes roared up and down the
firg-line trenches, spraying metd death. Perry listened to the sound, and it was the same as from Eldas
plane.

Machine-guns, they had those! Lar Tane was astep ahead. Perhaps for months back, even before
the use of rifles, he had worked on the machine-gun, findly perfecting a useable one.

Before Perry could send up his planes, the enemy flight withdrew, having done significant damage.
Therewasadight lull, then athroaty thump that brought adazed ook to Perry'sface.

It could only be the voice of aweapon absent from Earth for 2,000 years—a cannon!

Lar Tane was two steps ahead!



Thefirst few charges furrowed into the ground ahead. The following arced into the trench, in blasts of
flying metal pieces. Each took five or ten men, and caved in yards of trench. The cannon were obvioudy
loaded with sharp grapeshot, blown out by steam. Not the mighty exploding shells of scientific war, but
frightful enough in 50th century terms.

Perry saw decimation stalk histrenches. The men stuck to their posts bravely, inured now to
long-range death, but replacements had to be rushed up constantly. And there was no enemy within
range to shoot at, not even with the rifles. For hours the big guns bombarded, making a shambles of the
front-line trench.

At noon, the enemy advanced, waves of rifle and sword corps.

Perry gasped again.

An gpparition led the way across no-man's-land. A huge, shiny, rumbling machine, spitting
machine-gun firefrom itsturret. A dozen of them were the spearheads of attack.

Tankd

That was the word, from the dim past. They were steam-driven tanks, plucked from the annal's of
ancient war.

Perry'sriflemen took what toll they could, and then the enemy swarmed into the trenches. More than
swords flashed in the sunlight. Bayonets, too, at the ends of rifles. Perry's forces were driven from the
front-line trench, after alast stand of furious hand-to-hand struggle.

Night brought itslull.

Aran Deen spoke with shock behind his phlegmetic tones.

"Machine-guns, cannon, bayonets, tanks! Lar Tane hastruly introduced scientific war. History has
been given ahuge jolt. What can we do now, Perry?'

"I don't know—I don't know!" Perry was sunk in atonelesslethargy. "Fight, | guess, to thelagt.”

IN THE following week, Perry was hurled back daily from trench lineto trench line. He could not
sem the tide. With merciless precison, Elda, high priestess of war, used her new tools. Theraiding
planes sprayed machine-gun hail. The cannon bombarded vicioudy, cutting hislinesto pieces. The tanks,
like roaring demons, cleared the way for attack-troops.

Perry felt as though he had been switched to the past, to araging war of the 20th century that his
father had told of . His pitiful few guns and swords, arrows and spears were useless. Hewas aknight in
armor before bullets—grim pun! Lar Tane was ascience warlord raiding the hel pless Stone Age world.

The handwriting was on thewall.

At the tenth day, unable to even dig trenches fast enough to keep up with those captured, Perry was
driven into the open. His Mannerheim Line had been broken. He tried one desperate stand in the open. It
was havoc, with the cannon, planes and tanks grinding forward inexorably.

In effect, Eldahad amechanized unit, deadly for blitzkrieg purposes. Her cannon were crude, her
tanks smal and undevel oped, her machine-guns quick to jam, but Perry had none. He could only retrest,
amog at arun. Eldafollowed reentlessy.

Hounded to the Mediterranean, in the next two weeks, Perry dispersed hisarmy. Europe waslogt!
Hefled on asalling vessel to Gibrdtar, with his seasoned officers and Aran Deen. Here, in the next few
days, he sabotaged the Gibraltar plant. Lar Tane would not be ableto useit. He left the radio Station
intact. No need to wreck that.

Elda came with part of her army by sea, as Perry knew she would, rather than over the Pyrenees.
She was determined to drive him off the continent. Perry sailed the day before her victorious troops
reached Gibrdtar, inthe Dogstar 11.

A scouting plane saw the ship, swooped, and sprayed the deck with machine-gun fire. In
anticipation, Perry had caled al men below. The plane gone, he came up to find a note that had bounced
to the deck.

"To Perry, Lord of America, pro-tern. Eurasiaisours! Y ou can't top usin Africa. Narticato the
Side, you're Lord now only of the Americas. I've taken more than haf your world away. I'll take the rest
too. I'm afraid you won't have an empire to win me with—unless you capitulate to my father beforeit's



too late. Elda."

Perry dowly tore the paper to shreds and let them swirl down to the water. He looked back.
Gibraltar was snking below the horizon. Europe, Asaand Africalog, yes. But it hurt him most to seethe
ruins of the Gibratar plant, at hisown hand. It was an ominous omen of the greater destruction settling
over theworld like asmothering cloak.

The ship plowed toward America, into asunset that spread ablood-red glow over the bowl of sea
and sky.

Ancther omen.

For now it was World War—

CHAPTER
XXI Threat of Science

WHEN Perry docked at New Y ork City, he found America seething—and divided.

The American tribal-tates, united behind Stirnye to bring anew socia order, had remained aclosaly
knit group, loya to theidea of ademocratic World-State—up till now.

Now, half thetribes cried againgt Perry. He had lost the European campaign, ignominioudy. Gone
down in their estimation. He was nothing of the leader Stirnye, hisfather, had been.

Perhaps Lar Tane, was the man to lead the world! The cry ran the length and breadth of the land.

It was adangerous moment. Perry pondered the dark situation. He was till on the defensive. If Lar
Tane struck soon, aninvasion of American might succeed overnight, for lack of opposition.

Onthethird day of hisreturn, aradio call camefrom the Gibratar station. Lar Tanesvoicerolled
from the loudspeaker.

"We brought our own generator down from the Rhine plant, for power here at Gibrdtar. Clever of
you to sabotage the Gibraltar plant. But I've tripled the capacity of the Rhine plant. It will equip my army
of conquest. I'm going to invade Americal”

"If you expect meto capitulate—" began Perry fiercely.

"No, | suppose not." Tane seemed to sigh fasely. "My daughter, Elda, rather strangely helped you
escape, to prolong the war. Perhaps sheisright —that it's better to conquer al Earth by force of arms. A
conquered peopleiseasier to handle.”

Perry writhed. So that had been her reasoning, behind dl the fanciful talk of giving herself toaman
who won her an empire. She had been coldly calculating al the while. Was she more of amonster than
her father? Perry ground theimage of her out of his mind. He must learn to hate her —hate her for what
shewas. A scheming woman who pursued her own ends, firt, last and aways.

"If you conquer them!" Perry shot back to Lar Tane.

"Still skeptical?* drawled Tanes voice. "Y ou've had ataste of our 30th century methods. More will
come." Hisvoiceturned ugly. "l warn you, Perry. | will strike—soon!™

HE DID. The next day, ten rocket planes swooped like striking eagles from the stratosphere, down
over New Y ork. They circled, dropping black objects. Hurtling down, these landed to explode with
deafening reports.

Aerid bombing of cities Lar Tanewasreviving that frightful war method from the archives of past
holocaust.

In the city, panic Stalked the streets. Women and children screamed, running blindly about. Men
shouted hoarsaly, and shook their fistsfutilely in the sky. The bombers obvioudy had two
objectives—the Capitol dome and the beehive of industry at the southern tip of Manhattan Idand. But
unskilled their lethal cargo dropped haphazardly.

One bomb did explode near the Capitol dome. The ship that dropped it had zoomed daringly low.
Perry knew he would see the flash of coppery hair. Eldaagain! Raging, Perry ran for the airfield. But
before he was haf there, the enemy squadron left, their bombs gone.

It had been aquick, stunning blow, literally out of clear blue sky. Perry sniffed at the sulfurous fumes



that wafted through the city. Smple potash and sulfur bombs. Not powerful, but easy to make, where
guncotton or TNT would require €l@orate chemical manipulation.

Later, the results of the bombing were checked. Three buildings shattered. A factory plant dightly
damaged. Five people killed, twenty wounded. That wasall.

"A ggnificant result!” Aran Deen muttered.

"Significant? Hardly anything." Perry went on broodingly. "But worse will come. Bigger bombs,
better aim. With New Y ork smashed, the center of civilization today, Lar Tane will easily sweep through
an Americathat'sdivided aganst me."

Bitter despair clutched Perry. Strangely, Aran Deen's old eyes glowed.

"A dgnificant result, | say! | think Lar Tane made amigtake, thistime. Divided America? Watch,
Perry, as news of this spreads.”

Perry saw what he meant.

The news of defenseless women and children bombed wailed across America. The wildfire of
indignation swept back in atida wave. Overnight, almost, the atmosphere changed. Delegations began to
come from al the inner tribes, from the Arctic to the Gulf, and from South America, pledging their
continued fedty and aid to Perry, against the usurper Lar Tane. Againgt the cruel bomber of innocent
women and children.

"He did make amistake," Aran Deen chortled. "He should have remembered how many timesin the
past people solidified to bitter enmity when their cities were bombed.”

PERRY took adeep breath, with vital support once more behind him. He pondered what was il a
dark Stuation.

World War!

It was that now. With the manpower of Europe, Asaand Africato draw from, Lat. Tane had
ballooned into aformidable power. The campaignsin Europe seemed dmost like little skirmishes now, to
Perry. Future battles would be stupendoudly greater, with much of the hell of scientific warfare unloosed.

And who would be able to strike aheavy blow firs—Lar Tane at Perry, or Perry at Lar Tane?

Perry determined it must be himsdlf. He must take the offensive again, invade Europe somehow.

Hiscal to armsin America brought enthusiastic response now. M e n marched from their homes and
fieldsin droves, reporting at arecruiting center-set up north of New Y ork. Within amonth, amillion men
had congregated, with more arriving daily. The seasoned officers from the European campaign organized
and began training them.

Perry became adynamo of activity, in his Manhattan |aboratory.

With Aran Deen, and utilizing certain dataiin preserved records, he quickly devised amachine-gun,
cannon, and tank. It wasto be awar of science now, and large-scale destruction. Lar Tane had asked
forit.

The completed model of the machine-gun was crude and clumsy, but fired twenty rounds aminute.
Lar Tane's could not be much better. The cannon, like Lar Tane's, was really amortar that shot forth
heavy charges of grapeshot. The tank rattled and clanked as though ready to fall apart any moment, but
itstough aloy parts held under any punishment of rough terrain. The Sseam-engineto driveit was
modeled after the steam-turbine they aready knew. Its"fud,” aswith the Dogstar II's great engine, was
samply afew lumps of the radioactive-wax releasing its stored atom-energies.

Perry was not amazed at his ability to devise these engines of warfare so swiftly. They were
comparatively smple. For many years, with hisfather, he had thought in terms of new invention. It had
taken much more ingenuity to achieve radio transmission. But he was dismayed. With hisfather, he had
devised useful, worthy things. Now his skill and mind fashioned these shuddery tools of Mars.

What horrors lay ahead?

IN THE meantime, Perry had gathered twenty-five planesfor the defense of New Y ork against the
enemy sky raiders. But strangely, no second bombing raid came. Had the first been just atest, like the
test of thefirst guns, in Europe? Was Lar Tanerapidly piling up avast arsena of bombs? Preparing for



another Der Tag?

The suspense tore a Perry's nerves. One surprise after another. What ominousthingswas Lar Tane
scheming, while two continents girded themselves for war?

He sent scouting planesto Europe. They reported vast activity at the Rhine plant, and at Vinna. Day
and night shifts building, constructing. Wagon trains rattling back and forth across histerritory. But
nothing definite could be learned. 1t was al mysterious, Snigter.

"Lar Taneisbuilding up armament,” Aran Deen summarized. "Preparing for afina showdown. When
he attacks, it will be with the fury of seven hells™

"Yes, but | think well beat himtoit," Perry dlowed himself acalculated optimism. "We have two
plantsto his one, turning out armament. And we have Nartica. | haven't touched Nartican resources yet.
Now | will. I'm sending down duplicates of our wegpons. In afew months Narticawill turn out ten times
what Lar Tane can produce. ThisisWorld War! I'll smash Lar Taneif it takes al the resources of
Americaand Nartical"

The planeleft that would start the industria machines of Narticawhining to turn out armamen.

SOON &fter, the unexpected happened. A second air-raid.

Perry promptly led his planes up. Twenty-five againgt the enemy’s ten. Machine-guns against
machine-gunsthistime. He smiled grimly. If they refused to leave, he could lose two to their one and till
bring them al down. They would leave. Lar Tane had no more replacements for his ten confiscated
planes.

But they didn't leave. Instead they pread, inviting adogfight.

"Let 'em haveit!" Perry shrieked, darting his ship forward.

His partner ship followed. Perry had given previousingructionsfor his shipsto work in pairs, sngling
out an enemy. He swerved. He spied Elda's ship, with itslargeimperial emblem of golden swastikas.

A hollow, implacable voice sad, within him: "Thistime, if you have the chance, do not fail!"

When Elda's ship looped upward, for position, Perry's partner ship looped with her. Perry barreled
with afurious burst of hiswing rockets and gained rearward vantage. Giving over to the co-pilot, he
clutched thetrigger of his machine-gun, ready to obey the demon voice whipping hismind.

But he never shot.

Something hellish happened.

He heard nothing, felt nothing, saw nothing. But he knew that something had leaped from the nose of
Eldals ship. From adevice with astrange flashing mirror. The mirror sivung, as though focusing for
Perry's partner ship.

Abruptly, with asoundless puff, the partner ship was amass of fire. All itsacohol fuel sheeted out in
onetremendous flame. A second later itsliquid-air supply exploded, blowing the burning ship to blazing
debris.

No bullet, or even explosive shdl, could have achieved that monstrous annihilation. And there had
been no bullet or shell. It had been asilent, invisible force, projected by the queer mirror.

Perry knew the stunning answer. The heat-ray!

Lar Tane had not been bluffing.

WITH asavage snarl, Perry went after Eldas plane. His bursts of machine-gun fire missed, asshe
maneuvered with swift, deadly grace. Suddenly she was after him, at histail. Her mirror-device flashed.

Perry's scalp rose, asthe air outside his cabin shimmered with heat-waves. He swerved, desperately.
Three more times he poured bullets at her, dways a split-second too late. And three more times she
outmaneuvered him, and shot that diabolic heat-beam past him.

He had the feding that she was playing with him, taunting him, trying to make him die athousand
desths.

With swift glances around, Perry saw seven more of his planes burst into flaming fragments, raining
below. All the enemy planes were equipped with the unbeatabl e heat-beam. The sky became a corner of
hell. It was daughter. Only one of Eldas planes plummeted below, from alucky bullet.



Half sobbing in helplessrage, Perry dove, asthe signd to leave. His squadron left the skiesto the
victors. Aran Deen hobbled up as Perry staggered from his cabin.

"The heat-ray!" the old seer shrilled. "In the 30th century, Lar Tane often seat squadronsto burn
citiesto ashes." They watched. The city watched, awed, paralyzed, as the weapon that seemed truly
magic was wielded. Even to Pearry it was dmost magic. Hisfather's 20th century had known the heat-ray
only asawild dream.

Eldas planes spread in aline, dowing to their minimum cruising speed, under-jets drumming steadily.
Lowering to 500 feet, their mirrors flashed downward, sweeping theinvisible infra-red rays aong streets,
buildings, people.

Perry shuddered. Towers mdting, stedl running like water, humansfalling as blackened corpses, a
whole city in ingtant flame. Was that what would happen?

CHAPTER XXI1
Divided World

HE took adeep breeth of relief. Little was actually happening. Here and there a glass window
cracked, overheated. A bit of dry debris smoked in agutter. A rag smoldered. A puddle from recent rain
steamed dightly. Stedl and stone and solid wood remained adamant.

Where the scorching beams touched people, their clothing steamed, protecting them. Screams arose,
morein fear than harm. It was like awithering blast, but not strong enough to more than flush the skin and
bring swest.

Perry gasped in relief again, asthelast of the alcohol fuel in his planes drained out and they were
hurriedly trundled away. When the heat-beams swept over the airfield, the puddies of fuel burned swiftly,
harmlesdy. The meta of the planeswithstood easily.

After afew minutes of the aerial scourging, the enemy flight droned away, out over the ocean to
Europe.

Aran Deen and Perry looked at one another, appaled at thisthreat of the future. A promised
unleashing of hell-borne forcesthat in the 30th century had set aworld &fire.

"Just atest,” Aran Deen said. "Lar Tane's heat-ray isn't acity-burner yet. It'sonly good against
ignitable fuds, like dcohoal in the planes. But give him another few monthsto develop it—"

Hisold frame shuddered.

"Wewon't give him the chance—we can't!" Perry drew himself up. "We haven't the heat-ray, but he
has only ten planes. Narticais now turning out our armament, for attack on Europe. Also, Narticahas
hundreds of planes. With those well down histen, by sheer weight of numbers. Then well bomb and
machine-gun histroops and blast him wide open. | should have done this from the firs—cracked down
on himwith al | had. Still, it's not too late. With Nartican resources, |'ve got the definite advantage—"

HE looked up, a adronein the sky. Attack again? But it was asingle ship and it came from the
south, from distant Antarctica. It landed, and six blond Narticans strode forward from the cabin.

"Lord Plaronne! Aran Deed said, surprised, greeting the governor of Narticaand his staff.

Tal and white-bearded, Lord Plaronne bowed Hiffly.

"Lord Perry," he spokein formal tones. "Y esterday your plane arrived in Nartica, with plans of
wegpons to be manufactured in quantity. Unfortunately, we cannot comply.”

"What?" Perry was puzzled. "But you have machines, factories, skilled technicians—"

The Nartican shook his head.

"It's not that. Nartica declares neutrality!"

It was like abomb burgting, with more shattering force than any of Lar Tan€'s.

"Neutraity!" gasped Perry. Hisvoice rose sharply. "But how can you? Narticais not a separate
nation. I'm Lord of Earth—of all Earth except the present rebel territory. Y ou have to help me put down
therebdlion.”

Lord Plaronne amiled faintly.



"Rebellion? Narticaconsdersthem arival state, since your defeat in Europe. Narticadeclaresits
independence. We can have nothing to do with what is now World War."

Perry swayed, dmost as though the world was cracking apart beneath hisfeet. And it was.
Thunderstruck at this bewildering, ominousturn of events, he was hardly aware of Aran Deen screeching,
waving hisarmsfor emphass.

"Y ou declare independence! How long do you think you'll keep it? Without your help, Americawill
fal before Lar Tane. Lar Tanewill then conquer Nartica. He is seeking world rule. Twenty-five years
ago, Stirnye sailed for Narticaand rescued it from decadence. Lar Tane'slegions and fleetswill come
only to hammer you into submission. Think well, Lord Plaronne, before you invite utter subjugation.”

Lord Plaronné's face wasflint hard.

"Nartica can teke care of itself. Besdes, he—"

The Nartican stopped, asif having said too much.

Aran Deen peered cannily into hisface.

"He—who? Did Lar Tane promise you safety? Through whom? Whom did he send down there? Tell
ma"

"Lord Stuart," the Nartican said, reluctantly.

Aran Deen nodded.

"I thought so0. Tell usone morething, Lord Plaronne. Did Lar Tane ask for your help, perhaps a an
attractive price?"

Lord Plaronne started, and flushed.

"Narticadeclares gtrict neutraity,” he said firmly. "We have decided that neither rule under a
congtitutional World-State, or under Lar Tane, isdesirable. Fight out your war asyou wish. Narticawill
pursueits own degtiny.”

With that the delegation turned and |ft. Their plane droned off to the south.

"MY own people!" Aran Deen groaned. "My own people shirking their duty. Perry, thisis serious.
Lar Tane has opened a diplomatic front. And introduced his deadliest wegpon — Machiavelian
treaty-making. If Nartica swings toward him—"

Perry could dready picture the great air fleet of Nartica, equipped with heat-rays, sweeping across
helpless America. Her humming machines churning out armament for Lar Tane. It was starkly clear and
smple now. Around Nartica—remnant of the science age—pivoted the outcome of thiswar of budding
science.

"I'm going to Nartica," Perry said bleakly. "Thewar will be won or lost down there.”

Aran Deen nodded soberly.

"I'm coming aong. | have someinfluence yet, though I've lived in Americafor twenty-five years.”

An hour later, leaving dl affairsin the hands of trusted officers, they stepped to their plane. Perry was
dartled to find Ledafollowing Aran Deen.

"Stuart isdown there," the old seer said cryptically. "Lar Tane uses al weapons—including
womanhood. We will, too."

It was not startling to Perry, asto his 20th century father, to find Anliarcticaas abare, brown
continent, with only aring of ice around the actua South Pole.

By the 50th century, Earth had shaken itsdf entirely free of the last great Ice-Age. The Antarctic and
Arctic both were not the forbidding, bitter wastes of snow and eterna ice of 3000 years before. Their
average climate was no worse than Alaska had been.

Snugly underground were the ten greet cities of Nartica, and its ten million blonde inhabitants. Feuda
lords of Stone Age Earth they had been, foraging for daves and food among the Tribers.

Stirnye had changed that. So decadent was Narticathat it offered no resistance, beyond one brief
battle, to Stirnye's smal force of "invasion." He had then preached world-wide brotherhood, true
civilization. Now Narticawas shrinking back from that task, like aturtle ducking into its shell.

Thelr plane landed on the metal cap of Limerka—language rdlic of long-gone Little America
Home-city of Aran Deen, and Silva, Perry's mother. She had been queen here, once.



Perry drew along breath, as an elevator took them below the metal roof into the warmed city. He
had been here before. But each time he came, hefelt the whispers of hoary history in hisears. Little
America, holding of Stirnye'sancient United States. Limerka, city Silva, his mother, had ruled.

He, Perry, son of Stirnye and Silva, had by birth the right of rule here, aright stretching back across
an age.

He shrugged these fancies out of hismind. More practicaly, he breathed the tangy air of bustle and
activity. Machines hummed below. Cod and meta's spun the things of civilization. So could dl the outer
world be, intime.

And greater. For Nartican industry and science were restricted, bound by their four walls. They had
no railroads, radio, or even eectricity. It was Perda, sunk into dothful indolence. Only the younger
generation, helping in the Triber world, had the new spirit of progress.

Queer interlude, in hitory. Civilization ready to spring forth, al over Earth, under the aegisof a
centra ruling power. Nartican youth and knowledge ready to spread. 20th century reinvention ready to
add full momentum. The Magna Chartaready to pave the way sanely, peacefully.

And now, instead—war!

ASTHEY stepped away from the elevator, a second cage came down from the landing roof. Perry
darted violently.

Elda Tane stepped out!

She started, too. They stared at each other. Involuntarily, Perry tensed, as though expecting asword
or gun to legp into her hand. She smiled mockingly, then.

"Thisisnot the bettle-fidd, Perry,” shesaid easlly. "Thisis neutral territory.”

She had stressed the "neutrd™ mdicioudy.

"Yes—" Lord Plaronné's voice sounded behind them, as he hurried up. He seemed flustered, at this
mesting of the two belligerent commanders. "While herein Nartica, please observe dl ethics of neutrdity.
Y ou are both unarmed?' He turned to the girl. "What isit you wish, Lady Elda?'

"l want to see Lord Stuart.”

"Wewant to see himtoo," Aran Deen said quickly.

Elda flashed them aguarded look. She seemed to notice Ledlafor thefirst time, and the dumbrous
green eyes narrowed.

"l see," she bresthed. "Thisisto be abattle of wits"

Suddenly shelaughed and took Ledlasarm.

"Come, my dear! Well see him together."

Pae and trembling, Ledla drew back from the green-eyed goddess who had invaded her universe.
Aran Deen seemed to make some secret Sign to Leda. Stiffening, bringing abrave smileto her lips, she
let Eldatake her arm.

"Youwill dl seehimtogether," Lord Plaronne said diplomaticdly, leading the way to hisfirg-leve
palace. He was a bit nervous over the delicate Situation.

In an ornate chamber, they were ushered into the presence of Stuart. His eyes widened as he saw the
four figures gpproaching.

Perry wondered what dramawas about to be played at this pole of Earth. Battle of wits, yes, as Elda
had said. And battle of human wills, emotions, souls. For somehow, Perry sensed, the threads of their
livesand of alarger destiny were inextricably tangled together.

Out in the world cannon might roar, bombs burst. Down here, human willswould clash, tongues cut
sharply, with results more far-reaching.

Eldapulled Ledadirectly before Stuart. He stared from the satanic beauty of Eldato thesmple
loveliness of the girl he had left ayear before. For amoment naked remorse legped into hiseyes. Then
his eyesturned, as to amagnet, back to the patrician features of Elda. He composed himself and greeted
themadl formaly.

Eldasmiled, asthough having won an intangible victory. Then, like agenerd marshdling her attack
with military precision, she pointed to Perry.



"I think your brother is here to give hisusua plea—that you return to thefold.”
Stuart avoided Perry's eyes.
"I don't think we have anything to discuss,” Stuart said coldly.

NO, THEY hadn't. Perry could seethat. Stuart was here as Lar Tane's representative, to solicit
Nartican aid. Or at least to keep her neutral. For Stuart wanted his empire, with which to buy Elda. She
dtill had him duped in that naive belief.

Perry said nothing.

Eldaturned to Aran Deen.

"And you, old man. What have you to say to Stuart?"

One againgt three. Eldawas flaunting her power over Stuart. Stuart could see it himsalf, and winced.
But he had long ago given up fighting it.

Aran Deen'srheumy old eyes fastened on the sultry beauty speculatively.

"Nothing, nothing,” he mumbled. "Except to ask him, and Lord Paronne, one thing. Do they know of
the armed fleet of sailing vessels now approaching Nartica, ready to force her to aid Lar Tane, if she
chooses otherwise?”

Everyone gasped.

Elda shot the old seer a gartled glance, then turned to Lord Plaronne's stunned face.

"Of coursg, it isn't true! Ask Aran Deenif he has proof of such awild conjecture.”

"No, it wasjugt ashot inthe dark,” Aran Deen admitted, guildesdy. "I thought you might try 30th
century tactics”

Elda shot him another measured, almost worried glance, then spoke again to the Nartican governor.

"Now, to business. I'm here to make another offer, from my father, Lar Tane. If Lord Perry ishere
for smilar reasons, | chalenge him to make his offer openly.”

Lord Plaronne made a shocked gesture.

"Nartica, remains gtrictly neutrd. | will listen to no so-cdled offers—" Eldabrokein blandly.
"Nonsense. Why hide behind a screen of fase virtue? Our offer isthis. Give usyour aid to defest
America. Then, when my father forms his World Cabinet, and World Parliament, five members out of ten

will be Narticans! Now ask Perry what his offer is"

"I have no offer,” Perry said quietly. "Except as before. In my World-State, under the Magna Charta,
Narticawill have just and proportiona representation in the World Congress. Nothing more, nothing
less”

"And freedom of thought,” Aran Deen added pointedly, glancing at Elda. "In 2904, Lar Taneforbade
the printing of booksin the province of Scandia, a hotbed of liberdism."”

Eldawaved an airy hand.

"The masses must be held in hand by responsible leaders. Y ou, Lord Plaronne, redizethat. You'rea
levelheaded man. Y our Narticaheld sway over the Tribersfor centuries, before Stirnye interfered.
Nartica, with my father, will rule again. It reducesto that."

Perry gasped.

It was sheer apped to power-lust. No camouflage, no pulling of punches. He gasped again, & the
expresson in Lord Plaronne's face. Cupidity, avarice, and a haughty belief in Nartican superiority, and
right to rule. She had spoken hislanguage.

The Nartican governor glanced around guiltily, then stiffened. He spoke dowly.

"Our High Council will bein session for three days. We have not yet passed findly on Nartica's
postion. You will be my guests, for that time. Y ou have the freedom of the city, but please refrain from
trying to contact anyone in authority. We will make our own decision, as seems best to serve the interests
of theworld, and Nartica."

Hesgnified dismis.

Attendants came to lead them to separate quarters. In the hal, Elda's parting smile to Perry was
taunting, self-assured.



CHAPTER XXI1I
Battle Within

ARAN DEEN'Sroom adjoined Perry's. They ate together, in the former, from trays of food brought
by slent servants.

Thefood choked Perry.

"It looks bad, old man. Nartica enjoyed world hegemony, and oligarchy, for athousand years. My
father brokeit up. But now, after abrief twenty-five years, Narticais ready to jJump to itsold position.
Or at least co-rulewith Lar Tane. Half aloaf is better than none.”

"My own people,”" the old scholar muttered. "If only Lord Plaronne would send out scouting planes. |
think my stab in the dark struck something. Lar Tane may have sent such afleet. The green-eyed witch
looked guilty, for an ingtant.”

Perry hardly heard. Searching for aneedlein ahaystack, if the fleet .existed, somewhere out in the
broad oceans that |apped the shores of Antarcticafrom every direction. It was a hopeless hope.

Perry groaned, mentally oppressed. He had the fedling of arat in atrap. Eldaweaving aspdl of evil,
driving him into acorner.

"A gtabinthe dark!" Aran Deen suddenly hissed. "I have friends here. If the green-eyed witch were
out of the way—"

Perry blinked. "What—"

"Assassnation,” theold seer said camly.

"No!" Horror legped into Perry's eyes. "Not that. Good God, not that.

Old man, if you try it—"

He had clutched Aran Deen's bony arm fiercely. He rdaxed, flushing.

Theold eyeslooked into his, accusingly.

"It has cometo that, Perry! | merely tested you. But | can't blame you. Once, when | was young—"
He shook his head. "Y ou war on two fronts, poor lad.”

"Y es, but shell never win on that one," Perry snapped. "Old man, don't ever think shelll win that
way."

Something el se legped into Aran Deen's eyes.

"War ontwo frontd If shelos—"

PERRY was hardly aware that he was alone, then.

Heflogged his mind to think—think some way out of the trap. See Stuart? Tell him how Eldawas
ready to cast him aside, for any other man with an "empire'? No, what good would that do? Stuart
knew. He wanted to be the man. He was carrying on hisfight solely for her, not for power or any belief
inLar Tanesruthless principles.

Perry was suddenly aghast.

And what was he himsdlf fighting for? Could he point afinger at Stuart —now? War on two fronts,
yes. And on how many fronts could aman fight abattle? Could he fight within aswell aswithout? Could
he fight the battle for the world without first winning the one raging within him?

And yet—how could he win the one within? How, in the name of the universe! Theroots of hisinner
war stretched back to mighty forces from the dawn of time. A man could as easily shoulder asde aworld
as sted himsdlf againgt what Elda represented—as awoman.

The third knock penetrated his laboring mind. He opened the door, staring dumbly.

Elda Tane stood there.

"It isboring to Sit, waiting, doing nothing,” she smiled. "Will you join me, Herr Perry? Perhapswe can
tour the city together. | am interested. Y ou know more of it than ."

Her casud tone brokeinto atrilling laugh.

"Or would you consider it treason to your cause, to give me your company? 1 might win military
secretsfrom you."

Perry glared at the challengein her eyes.



"Comeon," he said gruffly.
He could not let her think he quailed before her. He could not win theinner fight by hiding inthe
dark.

THE underground city was built around a huge centra well that dropped sheerly. An elevator took
them down agiddy mile, to the bedrock foundation. Level by level, they toured upward, through the
beehive city and dl itsintricate ramifications.

An admiring wonder came over Eldas face, asthough blown there by a breath from the past.

"Thisisdmogt like civilization of my time" she murmured. "Activity, industry, sciencein the service of
man. Ah, Perry, you would have liked my times—"

"No," hesaid sullenly. "Y ou had tyranny. Science progtituted in the endavement of mankind. First
there must be freedom, democracy, then the civilization of science, People, and human thought, arethe
important things. They must be free. Better aworld of free people without science, than your kind with
daves”

"Y our father said," shelaughed.

"Yes, my father said," he snapped back. He went on, words tumbling out.

"My father saw the uprise of science war, and dictators, and oppression. It grew, for athousand
years. It fell apart, like arotten gpple, in your time. When my father awakened, after the Dark Age that
resulted, he knew it must never happen again. Knew that civilization—his kind and your kind—had
failed. Knew that—"

He broke off, bitterly.

"But of course you don't understand,” hetold her. Y ou were born, bred, and poured into amold
2000 years ago. Y ou just don't—can't, | guess—understand.”

"Defending me, in your own thoughts?' Elda gave arippling laugh, then sobered.

"But maybe | do understand. More than you think. After my father, | rule. | hate adull world. | love
excitement. And thereis excitement in building, creeting, fashioning anew world—"

"You?" Perry laughed scornfully. "Y ou love war, and killing, and destruction. That's your man who
doesn't exis—Desth!"

"No, Perry." Her toneswere strangely quiet, sncere. "Y ou wrong me. | don't love death, nor do |
hate it. One doesn't hate unless one fears. | accept the death I've wielded as ameansto an end. | want
you to understand that.”

"Why?"

"Because | believe in what I'm doing. Because, no matter what you think of me, 1've had my own
convictions. I've been sorry for the lives sacrificed. Believe me. Even, a times, I've wondered—"

He waited, but she had fallen to silence. Her face waswistful, dmost sad.

For thefirgt time, Perry had a glimpse into her soul. Into astrange soul that was both dark and bright,
compounded of things of the mind and things of the heart that were at variance. She was baffling, at times
hateful. But always fascinating in adeadly way, and yet—somehow amost pitifully wistful. Iswasas
though behind amask of superficia things she wasfearfully earnest.

Perry held hisbreath, gazing into her soul. He wanted to see more. See what lay glinting softly at the
very bottom.

"Elda, what do you mean?"'

She turned the glory of her emerdd eyeson him.

"l mean—"

HER voice ended in asharp gasp. Abruptly, in adeserted passage they were traversing, amasked
man legped out slently. A knife glinted in his upraised hand. It swept down toward the throat of Elda
Tane.

To Perry, the tableau seemed to freeze.

Aran Deen had donethis, after al. Sent an assassin for Elda. Fleetingly, he noticed her face. There
was no trace of fear there, only surprise. She had lived in atime of rampant desth, al dread of it bred



out. She stood like some tragic goddess, calmly accepting fate.

All thislanced through Perry's mind in split-seconds. He had legped amost ingtantly to intercept the
knife. But hopelesdly.

Theknife dashed at her dim white throat—and missed!

With asob of rdief, Perry caught thewrig, on its second deadly swing. Hetwisted vicioudy. The
knife dropped. The masked assassin moaned, jerked free, and sped away like aghoul. Perry sprang
after him, but Eldaclutched hisarm.

"Never mind," she said briefly, her voice atrifletight. "Let him go. I'll not be taken by surprisea
second time. Aran Deen sent him. | seeit now. He was the one who suggested | accompany you around
thecity!"

Perry cursed.

"| didn't think he would try it—"

Her green eyes smoldered on his, suspicion flaming. Then she shook her coppery tresses.

"You're not acting. Y ou had nothing to do with it. Well"—she smiled faintly—"you saved my life. |
was paralyzed. The second time he would have succeeded.”

"Forget it," Perry grunted, conquering the sick horror within him. Unbidden, the picture cameinto his
mind of Eldalying with blood flowing. He strode on, as though nothing had happened.

Following his cue, she spoke.

"Wherewas 1?1 wastelling you that | believed in what | was doing—"

She broke off. The spell of that had been broken. She had closed her soul. Her voice changed.

"Perry, why did you save me—your worst enemy? In my time, men—wall, gallantry wasalogt thing.
Thiskind. Why did you do it, Perry?"

Helooked stonily ahead, refusing to say what she wanted him to. Refusing the bait of mockery.

"Galantry, and other things," she mused, at hisside, asthey took an elevator up to thefirst level.
"Honor, integrity, loyaty—but what am | saying? Those are the catch-words of adream-world, which
doesn't exist. Your kind of world. Thekind of empire you'd give me, if you won. But it doesn't
exist—couldn't. No more than the man exissswho—"

SHE was peering a him, Perry knew. He steeled himsdlf. She was using deliberate sincerity and
earnestness as wegpons. Luckily, he saw that now. He wouldn't yield a second time, as on the night of
the escape at Vinna. She was whiling away time, enjoying the battle on that hidden front between them.

"Where—"

He had suddenly noticed, in the hall of the palace, that she had taken his hand and was leading him to
her rooms.

Sheurged himinto aprivate lift.

"These were once the rooms of the Queen of Limerka, Lord Plaronne told me. Y our mother. She
liked to look out at the stars.”

They stepped out in ahemispherical dome on the surface of the city's meta cap. A wide skylight let
inthe clear cold starlight of the polar firmament. Perry bit hislips. Wasthis sacrilege? Twenty-five years
ago, in this same hushed chamber, hisfather and mother had pledged their love. Did she know?

She saw the question in hiseyes.

"Yes, | know." Her voice was soft. "L ook a me, Perry!"

In the star-glow, she was Diana, the moon goddess again. Coppery hair glinting like rare old patina,
ivory skin aglow, emerad eyes sparkling—she wasinhumanly, achingly lovely.

The battle began again, within.

Perry fought desperately, as guns pounded in tune with his pulse. She touched hishand and liquid fire
raced through him.

The perfect lipsformed words.

"Perry, tell me. Am | wrong? Ismy father wrong? Is your kind of world the right kind? Isthe kind of
empireyou would lay a my feet theone redly yearn for, degp insde?’

The questions were like amuted machine-gun.



He couldn't let her batter down his defenses again. Mockery! It must be there—but it wasn'.

"Eldal" Hisvoice was hoarse, srained. "Elda, don't. Itisn't fair.”

"Areyou the man who doesn't exist?' she said dowly, ddiberately.

He shrugged, by sheer will-power. "Why ask me? |—"

"You are the man who doesn't exist! Perry, cometo me—"

He swayed, asan invisble wind beat down hislast resstance. Eagerness flamed in his eyes.

"Thistimeyou meanit, Eldal" he croaked. "Thistime—"

Her lipswere hot fire againgt his. Her lithe body yielded, and the flaming desire and wonder and
sweetness of her blazed like a comet across Perry'suniverse. . . .

And then burst!

For the green eyeslaughed—Ilaughed into his.

Hethrust her away, brutaly. "Witch of hell!" he moaned.

"That for casting me aside, once," she exulted. "Twice |'ve made you pay. And that, too, to keep you
fighting—for me. I'll take your kind of empire, if youwin. Y ou sill fight againgt me—and for me!”

Perry fled, asthe other time. Fled from her trilling laugh of womanly triumph. Twice she had madea
fool of him.

ARAN DEEN waited in hisroom. He looked up searchingly, wincing alittle a the ragein Perry's
face.

"Y ou sent that assassin, old man?'Y ou utter, stupid, meddling old fool!"

"Assassin?' Aran Deen chuckled alittle. "The man had his orders, to makeit look good.
Counter-attack, in your little private war with the green-eyed witch. Women often see men in anew light,
when they 'save their lives. Didn't it work, Perry?

"Work! Work!" Perry groaned in utter misery. He ground the episode from hismind. "Any news
from the council?*

The old seer shook his head, worriedly.

"Nothing officid. Through friends, however, | hear they are debating furioudy. And Perry—the best
we can hope for is Nartican neutrality!”

CHAPTER XXV
Lost Cause

PERRY was not too surprised, the next morning, when Eldaagain appeared at his door.

"Let'slook over Nartican machinery and factories," she said blandly. "Estimate how fast they can turn
out armament. Whichever way Nartica goes, we both need to know. Coming?"

She might be afamily friend, suggesting alittle outing in the country, by her casua tone. She made no
mention of the previous day.

Perry nodded grimly.

Spending long hoursin theleve s that hummed with machines and spinning lathes, they both saw how
rapidly the weapons of science warfare could be churned out.

"With Narticaliesthe balance of power," Perry said frankly, since the girl must know too.

Elda shook her coppery head.

"Not quite—"

She went on, after athoughtful pause. "I'll tell you something, Perry. Narticaneutra, or on our side,
means quick victory for us. We have the heat-ray. But even with Nartica behind you —if that
happened—you wouldn't win!"

"Wighful-thinking," Perry snorted. "BIuff."

"No." Thegirl wasearnest. "Againg Narticaturning your way, my father isturning out thousands of
heat-ray guns. Improved ones. They are being instaled aong every mile of our Maginot frontier. The
beamswill cover every inch, with amile rangeto each. Y our troops could never break through. Not in
years and years. And when the hest-ray isfurther developed, well sweep out, conquering.”



Shegrinned in hisface, likealovey evil flower.

"You can't winthewar. Or me!" Perry shrugged.

"Wars arewon by fighting, not talking."

But within, he was appdled. The damnable heat-beams encircling Lar Tane, protecting himin aring
of fire. Vinna protected smilarly, againgt air-raids. Not al the armies of Earth would break through.
Somehow, Perry believed her. But why had shetold him? Out of sheer, malicious spite! To make his
unrestful nights still more hideous.

LATER, wandering, they viewed ancient relicsin Limerka's museums. Pottery from 4000 A.D.,
made by backward folk of the Second Dark Age. Instruments of torture from barbaric 3400 A.D., when
mankind had reached an ebb closeto utter savagery, after civilization's collapse.

Whedled sky-cars from Eldastime, in a sudden plunge back to the science age.

"Combination plane and auto," she murmured reminiscently. "Once, in one of those, | seta
round-the-world record of 23 hours, broken ayear later. Ah, Perry, my times were great—"

She peered into his stony face.

"Don't say it," shemocked softly. "My timeswere aveneer of civilization over junglelaw. Mechanical
Elysium around aframework of socia purgatory. Y ou see, Perry, | know, too. When | rule, I'll do
better."

"Power isyour god," Perry snapped shortly.

She seemed about to answer, but sighed and turned away.

They passed glass cases filled with resurrected relics of the long science age from 1800 to 3000.
Parts of huge machines, labeled vaguely, for records of their use were lost. Metal-paged books from
2500, when they had been introduced. Half-smashed delicate microscopes that had peered into the heart
of matter. A cracked telescope mirror, fifty feet across, reputed to have observed planets around the star
Sirius. Sabs of transparent sted, a secret lost in antiquity.

Pathetic fossils of the supreme period when the human mind had searched for dl the universe's
secret. By 2800, man had understood most manifestations of the cosmos—excepting himself.

But mainly, the relics of 2800 to 3000 were the engines of war. Little hand-guns that shot poisoned
needles. Cracked bombs once containing deadly germs. A giant, rust-eaten cannon barrel from 2600,
whose legend claimed that the mammoth gun had shot ten-ton shells five hundred miles. It had been used
to bombard haf of Europe from the north coast of Africa, acrossthe Mediterranean. A stratosphere
torpedo, which in 2300 had rocketed from Asiato America, landed precisely in the heart of acity, and
would have blown down asquare mile of buildings, like its mates, if it hadn't been adud.

Perry shuddered.

Mad orgy of scientific death-degling. In comparison, the present war with itslittle gunsfaded to little
more than a Stone Age battle touched up dightly.

"Y ou think our trifling scuffleawar?" laughed Elda, sensing histhoughts. ™Y ou should have seen the
drive on New Y ork, in 2904. Two million bombers attacking daily for six weeks!"

She shuddered hersdlf.

"Even the heat-ray we haveisatoy. But it represents the most powerful weapon today. It will win for
us. And—"

SHE stopped, stiffening. Perry stared at the largest thing they had seen yet. It filled one end of the
huge museum, on apedestd of stone. The legend said:

"Fighting boat of the 20th century, destroyer class, 2500 tons, twelve six-inch guns. Found
remarkably preserved, frozen solid in an iceberg. Was undoubtedly sole survivor of Antarctica Naval
Battle of 1986, between fleets of Pan-Europe and Pan-America. Engines disabled, the crew died, and
the winter freeze caked the ship inice that remained for amost 3000 years."

A torn yellow piece of paper, pasted carefully on glass, was till legible, from the origina log. It read,
in 20th century script that Perry knew:

"Degtroyer Chicago. January 1, 1986, New Y ear's. Enemy action disabled engines. Drifting south.



Weather freezing. Food supplieslow. No hopefor us.”

Thelog-writer had gone on, breaking from formd recording:

"But our fleet fightson. If it wins, Pan-Americawins, and there will be no more war—ever! Pray
God the New Y ear brings that!"

"He couldn't know," Elda murmured, herself subdued, "that there would follow athousand years of
war, off and on." She shook herself free from the incubus of that lost wail out of the past. "Remarkably
well-preserved, in't it?"

Locked away from corroding air and water within dry, sub-zero ice, time had passed the ship by. Its
armored sides and deck were amost shiny. The guns were unrusted, seemingly ready to belch flame as
of yore. At the rear an enemy shell had cracked through the deck, exploded below, wrecking the engine.

"Itis" agreed Perry. "My father took me through the ship once. It has an arsend of unused shdlls. If
its engine were replaced—"

He started, redlizing to whom he was talking. Their eyeslocked amoment.

Perry turned on hished!.

"Let'sgo. Timefor dinner.”

They separated at the palace. Aran Deen met Perry with aworried face.

"The Council will vote tomorrow," the old seer mumbled.

"How much chance have we?' Perry demanded.

"For Nartican hep?' Aran Deen shook his head. "None. Just a chance for neutrality. Slim chance.”

Perry groaned. The suspense of it was driving him mad. And had Elda guessed what he had thought,
looking at the great fighting ship of ancient days?

Aran Deen touched hisarm.

"| spoketo Stuart today, bringing Ledaaong. Stuart livesin hell. | did not say much. Heis beyond
the appedl of words. But tomorrow—" His old eyes narrowed. " Something may yet be done."

"Y ou can't break her spell,” Perry ground out. ™Y ou smply can't.”

THE next day, Aran Deen, mysterioudly evasive, led Perry and Ledlafrom their palace roomsto the
elevators. Perry's eyes widened, as he saw Stuart and Elda awaiting them.

Aran Deen addressed them collectively.

"Lord Plaronne has gracioudy invited usto attend aplay. | think it will easedl our nerves.

Helooked around, asif for assent. Elda Tane shrugged.

"Why not? Come, my dear."

Linking her arm in Ledlas again, she entered the cage. Staring coolly at each other, Perry and Stuart
followed. Aran Deen came lat, with astudied air of nonchalance.

His plan was utterly transparent. Perry slently cursed him for afool, playing agame that Eldawas
past-magter in. Perry's mind trandated it into war terms. Aran Deen battering away at Stuart's defenses
with Ledla. Eldastanding between like aMaginot Line. And like awitch who had cast an evil spdll over
the heart and soul of Stuart. And Perry!

And what if Stuart turned from Elda now? What good wasthat, at thislate hour? The Nartican
war-council dealt with the redities of world diplomacy, not the personal undercurrents of four humans.

Descending to thefifth level, the playground of the city, they were ushered into an open amphithegtre.
Therewasno rainin seded-off Limerka. A crowd of five thousand Narticans stared at them curioudy,
whispering among themselves. It was strange to see the leaders of aworld war Sitting together. Not less
gtrange than Alexander with Xerxes. Or Hitler with Churchill.

The play wasfrothy, typica of adecadent culture. Overly gdlant men and faithlesswomen pursuing
desirein asquirre-cage of intrigue. One of the songs was queerly in contrast with the shoddiness of it,
sung by atroubadour to alady-love on abacony. Romeo and Juliet, flinging back the curtain of time.

"l walk in the towers,
They cdl metheKing!
But what says my heart?



Of lovedoesit sng!

| ruledl theregions,

| bow down to none;

Y et triumph isempty,

If loveisn't won.

This crown and this sceptre,
| wear them and sigh;

My lovel'll find somewhere
Beforel must die!”

"How strange!” Eldamurmured, at Perry'sside. "That song isfrom my time—" Her whisper trailed
off intoasgh.

The play went on. Perry sat woodenly. Thiswas dl meaningless, farcicd. Stuart and Ledasat iffly,
eyes sraight ahead. Eldaflicked her eyes amusedly from one to the other. Then a Perry, mockingly.

Aran Deen sat with fading expectancy. When the play findly woreto afasdly tragic conclusion, he
shrugged.

"The green-eyed witch's spell holds," he whispered to Perry. "Well, nothing has been logt.”

THEY filed slently to the levator, taking a cage upward. They stepped out on the metal bridge over
the, elevator-well, separated from giddy depths by alow rail. Perry shuddered. The Narticans were used
to thisimmense pit, but it dways struck him with anicy chill.

"Enough of this" Elda snapped suddenly, facing them on the metal ramp. "I like my battlesin the
open, Aran Deen!"

Sheturned to Stuart.

"Whom do you want, Stuart. Ledlaor me? Tell them!”

Stuart's drawn face paled. His eyeswent to Led a, then like a magnet to the green-eyed girl, in
answer.

"You see?' Elda breathed triumphantly. "I win, in that. | win Nartica, too. Isn't that, true, Aran Deen?
| don't fear you and al your underhand doings—Oh!™

She gasped sharply and clutched with her handsin the same ingtant.

Standing nearest to her, Ledlahad fainted, swaying over therall, over the teetering edge of the metal
ramp. Eldas hand caught the deeve of Ledlasgown. It ripped. Ledaslimp figure toppled into the
yawning chasm that dropped for amile.

Horror-struck, the group stood frozen, not daring to look below. No one had had a chance to save
the girl. Elda's face was shocked, for her bland, crud words had caused Ledato faint.

Perry broke from their trance and |legped to the edge.

"She'sdill there!™ hisvoice burst out.

Ledasflowing gown had miraculoudy caught againgt a cage-stay of one of thelong stedl cables,
twenty feet down. She hung there like arag doll, dangling. Her gown ripped dightly, and further threads
dowly parted under the strain of her weight.

"Perry!" It was amost ascream from Elda. "' Perry—no—"

Perry felt the tug of Elda's hand on hisarm, but finished hislegp over thelow rail and out. His body
flew through the air. Ten feet beyond the ramp he caught the cable with his hands.

Arms nearly jerked from their sockets, he clung for an ingtant, then lowered hand over hand. He
reached under Leddsright arm just as the cloth of her gown ripped completely. The sudden load came
closeto tearing him away. But he held her, grimly.

Resting amoment, Perry tightened hislegs around the cabletill his calf muscles cracked. He grabbed
Ledlawith both arms and raised her to his chest. The effort tore a sob from histhroat. He held her.

It was not so bad then—for awhile.

One arm around the girl, one hand clutching the cable, he felt himsdf dowly dipping. The wire-twists
of the cable burned his pam. Hislegs turned to numb lengths of rubber.. He hung there while eternities



clicked by.

Heetingly, he estimated how long it would take their two bodiesto plummet down amile. Why didn't
help come? Hetried to look around, but everything was obscured in ared haze that hung before his
tortured mind and body.

HANDS were suddenly touching him. Ledlawaslifted away. It waslike the release of aworld he
had supported on his aching shoulders since time began. He was dimly aware of men shouting, telling him
to unwind hislegs. That he wouldn't fall; they had him.

Perry's mind snapped out of itsfog. His body one throbbing ache, his abraised palms bloody, hislegs
trembling, hewasin acage-lift. It had come up below them, taken them through aroof trap-door.
Severa Narticans carried Leela out, and supported Perry as he stepped back on the metal bridge.

"Areyou dl right?' Aran Deen was gripping hisarm.

Perry nodded, then started.

Stuart knelt beside Leda, rubbing her wrists. Thelook on hisface waslittle short of frantic.

Perry glanced a Elda. How would she take that? Eldas face was pale, her green eyes dulled. Her
dim hands clutched one another as though she had stood that way, frozen, dl through the episode. It was
thefirst time her composure had been so utterly shattered.

But why? Perry's mind staggered allittle. Why was she looking at him! And looking a him asthough
seeing aghost? Had the thought of one or two mere deaths so shaken her? Could this be the same Elda
who, on the battlefield, watched men die indifferently?

Then Perry understood. She knew what it meant. She knew that an accident had done what Aran
Deen's eaborate planning had failed againgt. That Stuart and Ledla—

Ledaseyesopened, at last. Swift terror faded to relief as she saw Stuart's face, not a bottomless
cavern.

With alittle sob, she flung her arms around him.

Stuart responded. Then he picked her up in hisarm. Hisface turned dowly toward Elda, with acold
glance that spoke volumes.

Perry caught his breath. What fulminations, compounded by fate, were about to explode?

It was curioudy undramatic.

About to speak, Stuart stopped as Ledasfingerstouched hislips. Her eyeswere shining. She turned
to Elda

"I don't blame Stuart—or you. It's over, now. Y ou can't be bad, as| wanted to believe. There must
be something in you he loved for awhile—something fine."

Then, flushing girlishly, she nestled in Stuart's arms. He strode swiftly away, to put her in the hands of
doctors.

Elda stared after them, her emerdd eyes wide. Her face was astudy of amost stupid incredulity. The
words—"something in you heloved, some thing fine'—seemed to reverberate in the air. A scarlet flush
washed benesth her ivory skin.

Then she straightened, almost with an audible snap of her spine. Her composure came back, as
though she had whipped it about her like a cloak. She shrugged.

"Sol'velog, inthat," she said coolly. "No matter. | still win Nartica. Y ou can have your Stuart. In an
hour the war-council will announcethat NarticajoinsLar Tane against America"

With ahaughty smile, sheleft.

"I'm afraid she'sright," Aran Deen muttered, as he and Perry went to their rooms. His eyeslighted.
"Unless Stuart—"

He darted away.

"Get out!" Perry yelled a the Nartican doctor who cameto treat his hands.

He wanted to be alone. All the previous episode faded from hismind. Stuart had at last broken from
Eldas evil spdl. Brother once again united with brother, in aim. But at this deventh hour, what did it
meatter?

In alittle while Narticawould announce itself an dly to Lar Tane. Soon &fter, the thunders of war



would cometo life, engulfing aworld. Lar Tane would win. The last flickering hope went out.
Perry held his head as though he had been pounding it against astone wall.

CHAPTER XXV
Won or Lost?

HE SNARLED suddenly, and ran from hisroom. Grinning evilly, he sought Eldain her rooms. He
would have alast moment of revenge, taunt her as she had taunted him. Remind her that dl her hdllish
charms and wiles had finaly logt, againgt Stuart and , the love she had torn him from for awhile.

Eldawasn't in her rooms. Raging, Perry took the private lift to the star-chamber above. Shewould
be there, plotting and scheming the future hell-war about to be launched.

He flung open the door.

Elda stood with head lifted, looking up at the blazing polar firmament. She whirled, gasping, as
though caught off guard. For awink of time again, face flushed, hands squeezed together helplessly, her
composure was gone.

Then, ingtantly, she smiled camly. "I thought you might come," she said mockingly. The moth to the
flame." "But one moth got away!"

Her hands went daintily to her ears.

"Don't shout. | hear you. Yes, Stuart did. But you, Perry—can't resst the flame. Y ou burn for me!™

Perry stood dumbly.

What had he meant to say? What torrid words that would shame her, make her cringe, gasp, fly a
him while he would laugh? They were gone now, the words. His mind was blank. He only knew that she
was beauty incarnate, and flaming desire.

He stood dumbly,

"Listento me, Perry." Shewas suddenly serious, earnest again. "My father will win, with Nartica.
Why carry on abitter war, needlessy? I've had enough of it. Too much of it in my time. Join us now,
beforeit'stoo late. Cometo me! After my father is gone, we rule together, you and |—"

"No." Perry was suddenly quiet, too. "Listen, Elda. There is only one way—my way. That'sthe only
onething I'm sure of. Y ou must seeit yoursdlf. The Magna Charta adopted, forbidding rule by one
person, or one group, through might. I wouldn't trust myself to rule. With you or without you. Don't you
See—can't you see?"

"l seel" she breathed suddenly. "I seethat you are human—and aman!”

Shetook a step forward, face oddly aight.

"But what if | told you | loved you? What if | told you that!"

"Notricks," Perry said wesrily.

"Trick? What if | meant it, just redized it! Standing there on the meta ramp, watching you dangle,
dip—"

Shewas advancing dowly.

Perry wanted to back away, flee. He had been burned twice, listening to the worthless words with
which she played her woman's game. Hetried to grip himsdlf, lest he play the fool for the third time.

But his mind was aburning blank. And in another moment, he had taken her in hisarms, babbling.
And in the next moment had ended up with the swordcut of mockery. For there it gleamed from her
eyes.

"Agan!" Eldashrugged wildly. "Y oure my dave. Thismakes up for Stuart—"

THE door swung open abruptly. Aran Deen entered. He stared from one to the other. Hisold frame
was strangely upright. He fastened his canny eyes on Elda, and dowly she paled. Perry's pulses
thundered, more violently than amoment before, when he had thought of striking the girl.

Aran Deen came with the council's decison!

The world seemed to hold its breath.

"The council hasvoted," the old seer said. "Narticadeclareswar on Lar Tane!"

Each word burgt like abomb in the ill room.



"Youlie" Eldapanted. "Youlie, old man!™

Heglared at her, and grinned toothlesdy. Craftily.

"Ligten. | saw Stuart, after he had brought Leglato adoctor. He told me of the war-fleet hiddenina
harbor, as| once guessed—"

"What!" Eldahalf shrieked. "But he didn't know of it—"

Instantly, she caught her breath, paling again. Her eyes wished that she could bite her tongue out.

Aran Deen yelped in purejoy.

"Do you hear?' he screamed to three Nartican men who now appeared beside the door. "Do you
hear?"

They nodded soberly. By their uniforms, they were officias of Limerka.

Aran Deen turned back to the thunderstruck girl.

"WEell report now—to the Council! They have not made their find votel™ He prodded the men
away.

Perry and Eldawere done again. "Tricked!" Gasped Elda, snking

into acushioned chair. "Tricked likealittle child."

Perry stood stunned. He heard the sudden drone of planestaking off, outside. Dozens of them. If the
secret fleet were found

Helooked at Elda, and dmost pitied her. She sat in ablind misery, hardly aware of his presence. He
said nothing. Overheed, the polar stars blinked down, as though bewildered themsdlves at the swift turn
of events.

Aran. Deen was back again, in an hour.

Thistime hiswild joy was genuine. "Wewent to Lord Plaronne,”" herecited in bubbling delight. "He
sent out afleet of scout planes. They found your war flegt, in the harbor within thrust of Limerka. The
council, at that news, ingtantly voted for us. All Narticaisaroused, crying againgt Lar Tane, redlizing that
after Americahe would conquer Nartica, not giveit co-rule. These are my people. I've saved them. |
used trickery, as you would have. And you lose, green-eyed witch!”

"Wewin, anyway," Elda contradicted. She had somehow pulled hersdlf together. "There area
thousand ships, amillion men. Narticais unarmed. Well conquer Narticanow, Americaafter. Merely a
change of plan."

"Less than athousand ships now, Elda," shot back Aran Deen. "And less each minute. The Nartican
planes are dropping bombs. It seemsthat Nartica secretly made them in the last few months, darmed
over the world situation, trusting no one. Two hundred Nartican planes are even now bombarding. Y our
fleet will burn to the water's edge in twenty-four hourd™

"Narticadready armed!" gasped Elda, utterly shocked thistime.

Aran Deen gloated for amoment, then turned for the door.

"In accordance with neutraity ethics, Lord Plaronne gives you one hour to leave Nartica. If you are
found here after that time, you are a prisoner of war."

PERRY stood dizzied from the legp out of black despair to the heights of hope. Striving to leave dll
triumphant inflection from his voice, he motioned toward the sedl-door that et out on the city's metal
cap.
"Your planeisout there," hesaid.

Shock changed to satanic rage, in Eldasface. She reached within the folds of her gown. A short
sword leaped into her hands from a hidden scabbard.

"| carried this after the nation attempt.” She brought the sharp point up. Her voice was
deadly.

"I'm going to kill you, Perry; Without you, the attack against usin Europe will be leaderless. Besides,
that destroyer. | know what went on in your mind. Y ou would useit. Without that against us, well hold
off attack, as | told you."

Perry's scalp prickled, as she came forward with the deadly blade. No useto cal for help. Thewals
werethick. No useto legp at her—not Elda. She was as quick as any man. In her coldly analytical mind,



it was necessary to kill him.

There was no escape.

"Three times before | had the chanceto kill you, and didn't,” she said swiftly. "At Vinna, when you
were prisoner. Inthefirst agrid dogfight. And with the heatbeam over New Y ork. | spared you each
time, asagamble, and whim. Now | can't gamble. Thistimeyou die!"

Her arm brought up the sword, for aquick thrust at his heart. Face flint-hard, eyes smoldering green,
shewas ready to kill as cold-bloodedly as though he were awild animd.

But she hesitated.

"Why don't you say something?' she cried.

Cold and sick, Perry shook his head wordlessly. What was there to say?

Her fingerstightened on the hilt. Her body tensed again for the thrust.

Aganit did not come.

Her eyeswerewide.

And the sword suddenly dipped from nervelessfingers. The green eyes widened still more. For a
long moment she stared a him, as though she had never seen him before.

"l can't,” shewhispered. "Do you hear, Perry? | can't! What does it mean? What does it mean!”

Shewaslikealittle, puzzled child, asking aquestion. Her voice seemed to rustle through every atom
around them, and out through the universe, asking that question. And asif someinner lightning had struck
from the unknown, Elda trembled—reded.

Her awed whisper filled the gtarlit chamber.

"It means— it means— you're the man who doesn't exist!"

WITH two little, sumbling steps she threw her arms around Perry. She clung to him, burning him
with thefire of her lips. She wasn't Elda, battle-queen, green-eyed witch who mocked. Shewasagirl, a
woman, trembling againg him.

"Dearest!" she murmured, babbled. "1 should have known, today, at the eevator. It wasn't because
of Stuart turning to Ledlathat | was pale, shaken. But because of you, and your danger! All thewhile that
you hung there, dipping, dipping—oh, it was horrible! | nearly died. | burnfor you, Perry!™

Her voicetrailled away. Startled, she peered at him. He hadn't responded.

"Youmust believeme,” shecried. "l swear it, thistime. Look into my eyes. Can't you see? Thistime
| meanit, Perry. Thistimeit's| who cometo you—"

Wild eation rocked Perry, filled him with atowering joy. The glowing light in her lustrous green eyes
was meant for him. And there was no mockery, no trace of it.

Shewas his—hid

He caught her in hisarms. Time ceased.

Then, with agroan, he pushed her away.

Shefought to stay.

"You don't believe me? | swear it, | sweer it. Y ou must believe me—" She was near to babbling.

"I believeyou," Perry said in astrained, hollow voice.

"Then—"

Shedrew back, fateringly.

"I believe in your world, Perry—if that'swhat you want. | swear that too. | lay awake nights,
thinking, wondering. But aways stubborn. Now | know your way isthe right way. Perry, dearest—"

But he stood silent, stricken. The foundations of the universe dowly cracked beneath them.

"I think 1 know!" Elda's voice was|ow, defeated. "What have | done? What horrible things? Plunged
theworld into war. Killed, lied, cheated, schemed. All because the world didn't give meaman | could
love. Now—isit too late, Perry?

He nodded haggardly.

"If you Stay, asaprisoner of war, you'll be executed. If you go, and | win later—the same. God, it's
too late, Elda. Y ou've earned your death athousand times."

She stared at him wordlesdy, and the witchery of her in the starglow drove him mad. Shewas his, as



awoman.

But as Elda, enemy commander, he had only one duty, in the eyes of dl Earth and dl history. He had
won--and logt.

The maddening paradox of it ground his nervesto shreds. He laughed wildly, haf amadman.

"Go and finish your fight, asyou told me so often! That'sdl that's left for 'us. Now it's you who will
fight against me—and for me! Y our every thought will be of me, as mine was of you. Take your own
medicine, Elda. Get out—get out.”

His savage shouts died away.

Elda's green eyes glistened. Tearsin her eyes, the first he had seen—or thought possible. Shewas
the true Elda standing there, ayoung tender girl, stripped of al the mask of her tumultuous 30th century
dartinlife. The Eldathat Stuart must have loved hopeesdy.

But abruptly, she changed.

The head lifted, imperioudy. The eyes green fire. The perfect lips thinned and formed words. She
was Elda, battle-queen again. She spoke in tones bitter cold.

"All right, Perry. I'll go. I'll finish thefight. And | promiseyou it will beagood fight. I'll smash the
worldif I can 1 I'll kill, kill—"

Green hell glittered in her eyes.

She jerked open the outer door, flashed him one look of fury, and left. Perry watched her reach her
plane. The Nartican guards waved her on. Her ship rocketed up and vanished among the stars.

She was gone. Goneforever.

Perry reviled the fate that kept them gpart. He turned away, haunted by her vison. Thevison of her
tear-wet face, as he had last seen it. The Elda he loved, but who didn't exist, except as one of ahundred
poses behind alovely mask.

She would continue the war, fight to thelast. That wasthered Elda

CHAPTER XXVI
Blitzkrieg

PERRY listened, as athunderous dronefilled theair. A hundred Nartican planes, hastily loaded with
bombs, soared up to join the battle against Lar Tane's secret seafleet.

Perry took a deep breath, sweeping Eldafrom hismind.

Theroaring eagles meant victory in the war. They and the destroyer. He must work thoroughly this
time, not hastily. His next attack on Lar Tane's stronghold must be with full, devastating preparation for a
world-shaking blow.

With the drums of war in his pulse, he raced below.

He found Aran Deen with Lord Plaronne and the councillors.

"Eldaisgone," Perry announced briefly. "Now, begin turning out guns, tanks, bombs, bayonets.
Every machinein Narticamust be used, an army raised. Well arm five million men before we attack.”

Aran Deen spoke gravely.

"Weve been discussing the situation. Frankly, we need anew war plan. Some of those sea-vessals
have the heat-ray, and dready they've brought down dozens of our planes. Well down the fleet, snce
they left Europe amonth ago, before the heat-ray was well-devel oped. But cracking the Maginot Linein
Europe, studded with powerful hegt-ray guns, is going to be another story.”

"Y es, we need another war plan. And | haveit." Perry went on eagerly. "That ancient fighting boat, in
your museum, Lord Plaronne. | conscript it in the war.”

"But it hasno engine," Aran Deen cried. "It isabigger, heavier boat than any known today. Thereis
no enginein theworld big enough to driveit."

"You forget theenginein the Dog-star 11," Perry reminded. "I'm sending for it immediately. When
we're ready, the destroyer Chicago will lead our fleet to attack. That, in conjunction with our
ar-fleg—"

Stuart stood at the side, trembling, eager. Perry looked at him.



"| gppoint you commander of the air-flegt, Stuart,” hesaid "O.K.?' "O.K.!I" Stuart cried back.
They smiled at each other. Asboys, they had used that 20th century term, learned from their father.

SIX months later, the skieslooked down on what was yet a Stone Age world, and saw an amazing
thing.

Long, deek and deadly, astrange craft led the way from Antarctica. An armored fighting ship of
yore, whose like had not sailed' the seas for 20 centuries. It was one of the smallest of ancient warships.
It would have been a cockleshell beside one of the colossal dreadnaughts of the 30th century.

But in the 50th century, it loomed as the mightiest and deadliest war-machinein existence.

Like aghost from the past, the destroyer Chicago led the way for afleet of windjammers, itsengine
idling, cutting the waves with its sharp stedl prow.

Perry stood at the bridge of the USS Chicago, exulting inthefed of power. Benegath the deck
sounded the rumble of his Dogstar engine, whirling ahuge four-bladed propeller. Nartican technicians
had ingtalled the engine. They had dso refilled the ancient shells with fresh explosive, to replace powder
deteriorated through 3000 years. Leaving Nartica, atest salvo from the guns had ripped apart the Stone
Ageair.

The Chicago—named after acity that had long ago ceased to exist—was ready after 30 centuriesto
resumeits desthdedling work.

"Strange," Aran Deen mused, as though he stood in some higher dimension and looked down over
two ages. "In 1986 this ship and its fleet lost against European forces. Today, in 5000, destiny resurrects
it for asecond try. Forty - five super-dreadnaughts failed in that past war. Will onelittle destroyer win,
thistime?'

There was reason for doubt.

"Eldaknows, of course," Perry said soberly. "If she's thought of some defense—mines, sted nets—it
won't. Then the war will grind on, maybefor years, till we crack through by sheer force—if we do.”

"The green-eyed witch—" Aran Deen began, and then coughed at the pain in Perry's eyes. "'l mean
Eldashewill fight to the last.”

"Sowill 1," Perry said, with another meaning.

PERRY had organized his tremendous assault on Europe carefully. The Nartican fleet waited a the
Azores. A week later it wasjoined by the American flegt. Altogether 5,000 ships, five million men. A
million were armed with steam-rifles. Scores of tanks and cannon lay inthe holds. A tota armament that
in the 20th or 30th centuries would have been laughed at. But in the 50th, it rated as aformidable
war-machine.

When al was ready, the armada sailed en masse for the coast of ancient France. As Perry expected,
no resistance met them here. Lar Tane had strategically withdrawn into his Maginot shell. One-third of
Perry's troops disembarked in France, ready to march.

A planelaunched to America brought back five hundred Nartican eagles, based there, led by Stuart.
They landed at the coastal region, to await the zero hour.

Drive by land, seg, and air. That wasthe plan.

Y et it would not be easy.

Scouting planes, roaming completely around his borders, found Tar Tane gpparently impregnable.
From the Rhine mouth to the Alps, the ancient Maginot Line was fully manned, and stuldded unbrokenly
with heat-ray guns. He had mobilized perhaps five million men himself.

From the Alpsto the Adriatic, Lar Tane had closed the gap, digging in where Perry had dug in for
reverse reasons. From the Adriatic to Budapest, and from Budapest to the Baltic Sea, the other old-time
Maginot Line was fully manned. And dl the northern sea-coast was studded with heat-ray guns, against
invasion by sea.

Curiousparalédl.

It was ancient Greater Germany again, hotbed of world ambitions, surrounded by enemies, holding
off till the attack had drained itself, and then sweeping out. Lar Tane had won his World Empire that way



in 2902. Would he succeed again?

Perry set hisjaw grimly. Not if he could help it.

Driveby land, sea, and air.

The universe seemed to peer down, watching.

Inthe Chicago, Perry steamed dowly north, leading two-thirds of hisfleet. At the Dover Straits, the
expected enemy phalanx of ships blocked the way. Perry could picture coppery-haired Elda aboard her
flagship, mocking, taunting: He could dmost hear her voice:

"Trying it again?I'll throw you back, like the other time. Thisis 30th century war, thekind I know."

Perry fdt cold and uncertain, as he gave the battle sgnd.

Would hismailed fig, in thefirst test, smash futildly against astone wall? Battle began. Hell moved
in.

FROM Elda's phalanx swept a storm of heat-beams. The sails of Perry'sfront line of ships caught
fire. Menin the focus of the beam screamed horribly and turned |obster-red, dowly cooking dive. This
heat-beam was far more powerful than the one tested on New Y ork.

Realizing that, Perry recalled hisragged front line, out of range, which seemed to beamile. Waiting,
therefinally came amultiplied drone, and 200 Nartican bombing planes soared from their basein France,
as prearranged. Perry had worked out a complete blitzkrieg time-table.

Perry shouted in his speaking tube, to the engine room of the Chicago.

"Full speed ahead! Man the gund!™

The Chicago legped out, like abulldog. Its guns thundered. Six-inch shells screamed acrossto the
phalanx, in broads des that needed no skilled aiming. Enemy ships shuddered and sank.

Back camethe hdlish heat-rays. But they met only metal. Thick armor plate that did not burn, as sails
and wood did. And now the circling bombers dived, dropping their cargoes of death. Hesat-rays stabbed
up at them, here and there bringing a plane down, but there were many more.

Perry and his ghost-ship from the past swung back and forth across the phaanx, raking them
mercilesdy. Gaps appeared in the enemy line. Into these swarmed Perry's waiting attack ships. At close
quarters, the deck mortars bel ched grapeshot at the enemy, wiping out heat-beam crews.

Before sundown, the phalanx broke, fled. Perry'svictoriousfleet sailed into the Straits and
anchored.

"| thought you'd do better than that,

Elda" Perry said to her image, triumphantly.

Triumphantly? Thefirst epin victory. At the last step, Eldawould be a prisoner of war, sentenced
todie.

AT dawn, Perry's fleet approached its second objective—the Rhine plant.

Here, no ships opposed them. But when Perry tentatively sent aflight forward, invisible fire leaped
from the ramparts of the huge plant, and from the beginning of the Maginot Line at the river's mouth.
Long-range heat-raysthat fired aship's sails at better than two miles.

Perry recalled his ships and once again bellowed into his spesking tube. Going out done, the
Chicago's gunsthundered. Shellswhistled toward the plant. Salvosthat sent showers of concrete, brick
and sed flying. Again Stuart's eagles descended, raining down bombs. The Rhine plant dowly began to
crumble, under the hammering.

But it took three days.

The Rhine plant had been protected with hundreds of heat-ray guns. Their upward stabbing beams
brought down the air-fleet so rapidly that they no longer power-dived. Instead, they dropped their
bombs haphazardly from amile high. Many splashed harmlesdy in theriver, or in surrounding territory.

And the enemy, divining the formidablethreat of the Chicago, concentrated aflood of heat-beams
toward it. When the meta armor began dowly to heat up, endangering their arsend, Perry dipped back.
Elevating their guns, the crews found the new range by trid and error, and the bombardment kept up.

Three days|ater, the plant was a shambles. Thelast hest-beam flicked out, asits crew fled.



"Lar Tane and Eldamay not know it, but they're done for,” Aran Deen chortled. "With the Rhine
plant gone,

Lar Tane'sonly metd source, it'sjust aquestion of time. He's like a Cyclops now, with the eye
knocked out."

Perry nodded.

"Eldacan't stcop me now. | thought shed put up agtiffer fight than this. Why didn't she think of mines,
to stop the Chicago?"

The next sep was smple. Moving to position, Perry shelled the first three miles of the Maginot Line,
in conjunction with Stuart's bombers. Heat-beams blasted back furioudly at firgt, then blinked out, one by
one. A hole had been knocked in the Line!

A week later, half the fleet had disembarked and set up camp in the gap.

"Hold out, if the enemy attacks," Perry commanded. "When the order comes, march on Vinna"

With the remaining third of hisorigind fleet and men, Perry steamed back through the Dover Straits,
toward Gibrdtar, and beyond. Two weeks later he separated from the fleet, sending them up the Adriatic
Sea, to land within marching distance of Budapest.

The Chicago, done now, for thefirst time utilized itsfull speed. Like agreyhound of the sessiit
passed Crete, steamed through the Dardanelles, and turned north into the Black Sea. In three daysit was
turning into the Danube, and heading for Budapest.

At dawn of the fourth day, the Chicago's guns raked up and down the Maginot fortifications at
Budapest, laughing at the heat-beams, blowing them out of existence. A five-mile gap in the Line dlowed
the Adriatic army, as soon asit arrived, to svarmin.

"Now we'reready,” Aran Deen said, rubbing his hands.

Perry nodded, and sent thefind signd, by plane.

THE Chicago had opened two holesin the impregnable Maginot Line.

Into these poured his troops, at the Rhine and at Budapest. And at the south, where his Mannerheim
Line had been, athird of hishuge army, from France, crushed against that one weak link.

In the following month, Perry felt like some Alexander or Napoleon.

His planes reported steadily.

Pushing in at the Rhine gap, hisarmy there had met enemy resistance, findly. Superior inrifles,
cannon and attack tanks, Perry's forces broke through the enemy in three weeks. They were now
seam-rolling toward Vinna.

At Budapest, the same had happened, Perry'sarmy grinding forward inexorably. At the Mannerheim
Line, it took the full month for Perry's forces to smash through, but now they, too, were marching on
Vinna

Blitzkrieg!

All Lar Tane's elaborate Maginot siege strategy was for nothing. The Chicago, war-engine of the
20th century, had cracked the nut wide open. The three-headed Juggernaut swept down on Vinna, heart
of Lar Tane's crumbling empire—from the west, the east and the south.

Victory! He had it. Perry laughed at the image of emerald-eyed Eldain hismind. She had met her
match on the battlefield at |ast, aswell ason aninner front.

But the laugh was agrinding, sick one. Theimage he saw of her waswith glorious eyes tear-wet,
face swest, tender. Hisarmies tramped toward Vinna, to deliver her in his hands—for execution.

Unless something happened. Why had nothing happened to stop him? Was something about to
happen? Perry was uneasy, with those submerged thoughts plaguing him constantly. Did Elda have some
new trick up her deeve, asthe times before?

CHAPTER XXVII
Last Victory

THE Chicago weighed anchor and steamed up toward Vinnaitself. The time had come for the last



act.

Lar Tane had surrounded his capitd city with dmost acontinuousring of heat-ray guns. They held off
the three armies, Stuart's diving planes, and even kept the Chicago far down theriver.

Perry first had amessage dropped within the city, to be delivered to Lar Tane.

"To Lar Taneand Elda. Y ou've been defeated. Y ou must know it yourselves. Surrender Vinna, and
your persons. If you agree, fly awhite flag from your centra tower, at noon. If | don't seetheflag, |
attack. Perry, Lord of Earth."

At noon, Perry put down his binoculars with a curse.

"They refuse?' Aran Deen surmised. "l told you, Perry. The green-eyed wi—Eldawill fight to the
last. Neither of them isquite human.”

Perry gave the attack signd, and all the demental fury of war toreloose. Stuart'stotal fleet of
warplanes droned two miles above, over the heat-rays, pouring down letha cargo. The three armies
sniped and bombarded with their mortars. The Chicago meticuloudy gunned al the heat-ray
emplacements within range, and was then forced to wait, with ammunition low.

Y et, in aweek, there was no sign of surrender.

"A city isnot easy to reduce,”" Aran Deen stated. "They might hold out for months.”

"They're mad!" Perry groaned, sick of the senseless carnage.

A plane siwooped and amessage bounced to the deck. Perry opened it with trembling fingers, hoping
it was surrender. But it was from Stuart, not Elda

"Perry. | flew low over the city, through a gap where the heat-rays were blasted out, to ook over the
stuation. Going past Lar Tane'stower, | saw him standing there on the bacony. Apparently he watches
every day, with armsfolded. Perhaps he's mad, to | et the hopel ess fight go on. But suppose you aim for
the tower with your ship'sguns. | tried to bomb it, but missed. If you blast it, and him, | think the fight will
be over. He has amagnetic hold on histroops that will inspire them to fight to the end. If he'sgone, the
spell isover. Blast that tower! Stuart.”

"That will doit!" Aran Dean agreed fiercely. "Perry, can we hit the tower? It's twelve miles.”

" think we can,” Perry groaned.

Aran Deen looked at him, sartled. Then he knew. Elda Tane might bein that tower too, directing the
battle from that central point. Aran Deen squinted his eyestoward the city.

"No," hesaid. "It would take many shells. Most would hit nearby houses, killing innocent women and
children. Well go on aswe have, wearing down his military forces—"

"Don't make excusesfor me," Perry blazed. "I'll blast that tower, and Lar Tane and Elda, and to hell
withitdl."

Helegped to agun turret himsdf, and applied his eye to the ancient sights, with their accuracy
unimpaired.

Thetower was abarely visible diver of shiny metal, even in the binocular Sghts, rearing among the
structures of half-resurrected Vinna Lar Tane's figure was ablack dot on the crow's nest balcony. Perry
could picture him with armsfolded, surveying the battle- ground.

Napoleon at Waterloo.

And was Elda beside him at times, or below issuing swift ordersto astreaming staff of officers?

"FIRE!" Perry ydled, setting theaim.

He watched in the glasses, as shell after shell arced over the city toward that small target. Puffs of
exploding debris dotted the vicinity around the tower. Houses shattering. Innocent women and children
killed perhaps. But it would be swiftly over, if Lar Tane went. Otherwise it might go on for bloody
weeks, with thousands of men sacrificed.

Always, in the padt, key cities, had held out insanely, magnificently, like Madrid and Warsaw, in the
dayshisfather told of. The people, besieged, fired by amad courage. Perhaps believing, by some
twisted psychology of Lar Tane'sthat they werein theright, against aworld of barbarian invaders.

Why didn't Elda stop it? Was she as mad as her father? Had she hardened her heart against the lives
thrown to the winds? That was the true Elda, |etting this go on. More than ever, it best in Perry's mind



that there was only one way she could pay.

With her own life.

It must be ended. Thiswasthe way.

Shell after shell. And with each one, Perry winced. One hit and the tower would go. And Lar Tane.
And Elda. And Elda. And Elda. Each shell screamed that, asit belched from the guns.

Suddenly it happened.

A puff of white smoke at the base of the tower. With the range a last, Perry drove adozen more
shells across. The tower rocked. Crazily it swayed, leaned, prepared to crash.

"Ceasefiring!" Perry shrieked.

All over the ship, the guns stopped. And minute by minute, as though ablanket of silence had
dropped from a pitying sky, the dull roar of battle stopped everywhere. The heat-beams winked ouit.
Stuart's planes buzzed high overhead, then Ieft, their work over. Therattle of guns and cannon thumps
died into the background of silence.

Stone Age quiet smothered dl the frightful din of war.

Faintly, in hismind, Perry heard the echoing crash of acolossus, in that aching surcease of sound. A
colossusthat had begun itsfal in the 30th century, and completed it now, after an age. Lar Tane's
toppled empire.

It was over.

PERRY left the Chicago and marched histroops of occupation into the city. Detachments branched
away, to disarm the surrendered troops. Perry went on, toward the tower. Each step jarred through his
brain like adedge-blow.

Aran Deen, hobbling at his side, dowly shook hishead.

"Y ou saved weeks of daughter, Perry," he mumbled. "But at aterrific cos—to you."

Perry's stony face gave no sign of hearing.

A plane dropped from above and landed daringly in the torn air-field before the tower. Stuart
stepped out and ran forward.

"Perry—"

Whatever words of triumph Stuart had been about to shout he left unsaid. With alook at hisyounger
brother'sface, hefdl in step beside him, slently.

The base of the tower was a smoking ruin. But the tower itself, by amiracle, fill stood upright,
leaning at acrazy angle. They stopped beforeit, looking up. Lar Tane's body lay crumpled on the
balcony. A flying piece from the shells had struck him, perhaps.

A gasp went up.

Thefigure tirred, staggered to itsfeet. Clutching the balcony rail, Lar Tane looked around, swaying.
Blood dripped from adeep wound in his chest. He looked down, at the watching figures below.

He saluted Perry, and there was defiant mockery in the gesture. Whatever else Lar Tane had been,
he was not aweskling. He took defest, in that one magnificent gesture, like a proud and unhumbled
monarch.

He gtiffened, lifting his head arrogantly. Folding his arms, he looked out over the city, out over the
world, taking one last look at the empire that might have been his. Then, with alittle legp, he threw
himself over the bacony rail. Hisfigure hurtled down into the jagged debris bel ow.

Perry looked at the body, lying broken and sprawled on the ruins. He suppressed the moan on his
lips. Somewhere within, another body lay, crushed more horribly.

He stood rigidly, while searching parties scrabbled within, for any that might be dive. Would he have
one more glimpse of the emerad glory of her eyes, before they faded in death? He trembled, afraid to
face the next moment.

Ten crushed bodies were brought out. Six more were reported pinned hopelessly under fallen walls.
All men, Eldas staff of aidesand generds.

Where was Eldas body?

"We can't find it," wasthe report. "Oneroom is completely caved in.”



She must be in there, ground to pulp. Perry's shoulders sagged. It was best that way, after al.
Heturned away, brokenly.

Aran Deen squeezed hisarm. "L ook—"

Perry looked, vacantly.

Then acry rasped from histhroat.

STUART had been gone for some minutes. He reappeared now, a hundred yards away, from
beyond the tower ruins. With him was Elda, leaning on hisarm. A trickle of blood ran from adight cut in
her smooth temple. She walked dowly, as though not sure of hersalf. But otherwise she was unharmed.

Eldawasdive—aive!

"Not divel" histhoughts groaned. "Anything but that.”

For now, the war over, came the implacable aftermath — her execution. The world would cry for it.
In an earlier time, she might have fled to aneutral country, in exile. There was no such spot on Earth,
NOW.

She stood before him.

Theimpact of her beauty, first seen after sx months, was like ablow to Perry. Coppery cascade of
hair, shining in the sun. Ivory face of cameo-cut features. Green eyesthat stared haughtily around,
unyielding asever. Whatever her fate, she would accept it unflinchingly.

She saw her father's body. Only adight quiver of her lips, amomentary flash of tender pain, showed
what shefdt. Then she turned back to Perry, head high.

Green eyes met grey eyes, wordlesdy.

They stood asin a painted picture. The commander who had logt, and the commander who had won.
No, there was no commander who had won.

They had both logt.

The crowd about murmured. Muttered againgt her, lovely demon who had led legions of death. And
the people of the city, the worn, defeated troops, muttered loudest, as though awakening rudely from the
evil spell sheand her father had cast, leading them to catastrophe.

"Elda—"

Perry went on with hiseyes, trying to tell her that what was to come was forced from him. She made
no response, no sign of understanding. The emerald eyeswere cold, even mocking. She was the Elda of
the mask, asking no mercy.

Perry straightened.

The crowd was watching. There could be no unbending, no compromise, with what she represented.
The world must redize, with her going, that there would be anew world, anew way.

Elda, symbol of war and merciless ways of might, had to be sacrificed on thisadtar of anew faith.

Perry spokeringingly, for al to hear. The world was listening. And perhaps somewhere in ahigher
realm, higher beings who shook their heads pityingly.

"Lar Taneisdead! The creed of rule by force dieswith him. The Magna Charta of humanity will be
adopted. For your part in the attempt to smash that course, | sentence you, Elda Tane—"

"WAIT!"

Stuart's voice had burst in. He took a step forward.

"Perry, listen. | found Eldain the prison room, under the tower. She was imprisoned there, by Lar
Tane! Shewasn't the commander of hisforces, in thislast campaign. She hasn't been, for six monthd!™

Perry struggled up from dark depths. "Elda, isit true?"

Hisvoice was aragged whisper. She spoke without appedl.

"Yes. When | returned from Nartica, | told my father he was wrong. For six months, | told him that.
When you attacked, | refused to lead our forces. He imprisoned me below the tower."

Was shelying, to save her skin? Hoping to arouse the sympathy of the crowd? And of him? Had
Stuart and she devised this cheap scheme?

Stuart had dragged a captured officer forward, questioning him.



"Eldawas not our commander,” he vouched. "On the day of the attack, a the Rhine, she cameand
screamed that we must not fight. It was then Lar Tane had her imprisoned.”

Aran Deen was peering &t the girl. There was something soft in hiswrinkled old face as he peered
from her to Perry.

"And you didn't tell of the destroyer, Elda?" Aran Deen queried. "Else your father would have made
mines, or dung stedl nets before the Rhine and Budapest. Y ou didn't tell, did you, Elda?’

She shook her head.

"If she had, the war would still be going on—for years!" the old seer said loudly, for the benefit of the
crowd. "She brought it to aquick close!”

The audience murmured, and suddenly burst out into cheers. In one ingtant, Elda Tane had become
amog aheroine, in that act of omission. Intheglaring light of peace, al thingswere bright.

Aran Deen smiled and mumbled to himsdlf.

"Human natureis aqueer thing. Elda Tane will be remembered in history more for thisthan al before.
And rightly so. The courage to change convictionsis greater than any other, in this strange groping caled
life"

Aran Deen raised hisarm again to speak, seeing that Perry had apparently fallen into a stupefied
trance.

"In behdf of Stirnye, Lord of Earth, | grant full pardon to Elda Tane, asto al who took part in the
rebdllion. It ispast and forgotten!”

And now the assemblage, soldiers of Lar Tane and Perry dike, burst out in full-throated acclaim.

"Hail, Stirnye, Lord of Earth!" Stirnye! Stirnye! They had called him that. Perry choked, as the spirit
of hisfather seemed to look down on the scene.

ARAN DEEN smiled and pushed Perry forward, toward Elda. "Give the crowd something to reglly
cheer about, you young fool."

"Elda—"

It was a hoarse croak from Perry as he stumbled toward her.

Sheflew in hisarms, weeping againgt his shoulder unashamedly. She wasthe true Eldaagain, soft,
tender, feminine.

"Dearest!" shewhispered. "Thiswas the empire | wanted, without know- ing it. The empire of love.
Don't let me go—ever!"

She wiped away her tears happily after amoment.

"Well build our home here, in Vinna

| don't like New Y ork. WEell raise our sons here."

"Tamed?' Aran Deen asked himsdlf. "I wonder. Perry will find out his job hasjust begun, with the
green-eyed witch."

But the old seer grinned like amonkey, thinking it.

The crowd's cheer, a sight of the coupl e together, was whole-hearted. The way of aman and girl,
changing little with the passing of time and circumstance, was afitting climax to the dark days past.

Liketheglory of asummer dawn, it spread aglow that seemed to light anew world to come.



