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Moremos raised his atom-gun
at Captain Future |ust as
Joan emerged from her cab-
In. (Chap. Il)

THE FACE OF THE DEEP

By EDMOND HAMILTON

Carried Far Outside the Solar System, and wrecked on a Volcanic Planetoid in Compaitty a wi
Shipload of Condemned Criminals, Captain Future Faces the Surpreme Test of His Courage!



THE FACE OF THE DEEP

CHAPTER | in them as he expostulated with the girl.
He did not often worry about danger, this
brilliant adventurer and scientific wizard whom the
Prison Ship whole System knew as Captain Future. To him and

SHE had been a proud ship once, a splendilai,s three comrades, the famous Futurgmen, danger
shining liner rocketing between the planet\élore a fam!llar face. 'They had met it countle;s
with laughter and music and happiness aboard. glipes in their star-roving quests to far worId;, n
that had been years ago. Tonight she lay grim a ir ceaseless crusade against the master-criminals
black in her dock at New York spaceport, somber the System.

waiting to carry damned souls to their place of

punishment.

Her name was thé/ulcan and she was the
famous prison-ship of the Planet Patrol. Once
year, she went out through the worlds upon
fateful voyage. At each world, criminals sentence%faf,rfest appeal. .. .
to life imprisonment came aboard her. The end qf 've got a premonition about this voyage, Joan.

the voyage was at the grim, gray Interplaneta yh#nChb’ you can calll It Iﬁog't want yau to g\?
Prison on Cerberus, moon of Pluto. er brown eyes laughed up at him. “You'e

Men in purple-striped convict dress Wer%etting jumpy as a Saturnian shadow-cat, Curt.

UT danger to himself was to Curt a very

different thing than a danger that
tlareatened this girl he loved. That was why the tall,
rgdheaded planeteer bent toward her in a final

shuffling now under the krypton lights' blue glar here’s no dgnger. Our crlmlnals" will be tightly
toward the looming black hull. They were a motle cked up until we reach Cgrberus. :

crew of vicious, hardened criminals- mostly hard- There came a startling Interruption. It was the
faced Earthmen, but a few green-skinned Venusi den shrleklr!g of one Qf the convicts who were
and red Martians. eing marched into the ship.

They were guarded by vigilant, armed officers in He was a r_niddle-_aged I_Earthman, with a mass of
the black uniform of the Planet Patrol. iron-gray hair falling disorderedly about his

A girl who also wore that black uniform stOO(P‘B‘gg""rCi white face and terror-dilated eyes.

under the lights near the ship, shaking her dark “You're takir_lg me'to death!” he was screaming
head at her tall, redhaired male companion. wildly, struggling with the uniformed guards.
: ~There's death on that ship!"

"I haveto go, Curt,” she was protesting. "The Th hi liarly disturbi b
Patrol is short-handed because of that trouble gn'N€re was something peculiarly disturbing about

Mercury. And these criminals must be wellNeé wild face and crazy screams. But the alert

guarded, for they're the most dangerous lot in t}I?éanet Patrol officers guarding the line of shuffling
System."' convicts quickly hurried the struggling prisoner

" ; - board.
But to send a girl as a guard-officer on that hefl* - . N ,
ship!" exclaimed the tall, redhaired young maﬂ Joan Randall's fine eyes had pity in them. "That's

angrily. "Your Commander must be crazy.” ollinger -- you remember, Doctor John Rollinger

Joan Randall, slim and dark and youthful in h&ff American University.”

: : - . Captain Future nodded thoughtfully. "The
lack jacket lack tracting| tt C : .
E:rcrejsae%t%l?jrécrlli;éc S, was distractingly pretty |l:r)llophysmlst who killed his colleague last month? |

"You talk as though | were a simperinéhotht his attorneys pleaded insanity?"

debutante who had never been off Earth be1‘orT_R""They did,” the girl answered. "They claimed

she said indignantly. "Haven't | been working fo ollinger's mi.nd was Wreckeq by an
the Patrol for four years?" encephalographic experiment he carried too far. But

Curt Newton objected. "You've been in thjhe prosecution claimed he was shamming. He got

Secret Service section of the Patrol. That's differ F,,Zn O?erbelrus." . ¢ ks with
from guarding a lot of hellions on a prison ship."” hd you'e going on a voyage of weeks wit

His lean, space-bronzed face was sober wi ores of others like that homicidal maniac!" Curt
anxiety, and his clear gray eyes had a worried froWfWton said, with deepened dismay. "Some of
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THE FACE OF THE DEEP

them worse! I've seen the prisoner-list. Kim Ivargbjects and tools.

the Martian space-pirate, Moremos, that poisonousl THOUGHT," Otho was saying to Captain
Venusian murder-ring leader, Boraboll the Uranian, § Future, "that we came on this rush trip to
the wiliest trickster in the System -- and dozersarth to stop Joan from going on this crazy
more. Joan, | won't let you do it!" assignment.”

Joan shook her dark head stubbornly. "It's too "We did, but we might a well have stayed at
late to argue about it now. All the prisoners areome on the Moon," Curt said disgustedly. "She's
aboard. We take off in five minutes." as mule-headed as -- as -- "

A voice came from the darkness behind them -- "As a mule,” Joan finished for him, with a laugh.
a sightly hissing voice that was oddly alien in Grag stepped forward. The giant metal robot

timbre. suddenly picked up Joan in his mighty arms as
"What's the matter. Chief? it asked Curthough she were a doll.
"Haven't you talked reason into her yet?" "Do you want me to keep her here, Chief?" he

It was Otho, one of the three Futurmen. He arasked Captain Future in his deep, booming voice.
Grag and the Brain were advancing into the circle "Grag, you put me down!" stormed the girl.
of light. "Curt, if you try to keep me here by force --"

The three Futuremen made a spectacle so"Put her down, Grag," growled Captain Future.
strange that many people would have recoiled froffou can reason with a Jovian marsh-elephant or a
them in terror. But Joan was too well acpointedranian cave-bear -- but not with a woman."
with these three loyal comrades of Curt, to see anyAn elderly officer in the black uniform of the
strangeness about them. Patrol was hurrying toward them from the black

Otho, the android, was perhaps the most humastip. His grizzled face and bleak old eyes lit with
looking of the three. He looked, indeed, much likpleasure as he recognized Curt and the Futuremen.
an ordinary man except that his lithe body had a "Come to see us off, Cap'n Future?" he asked.
curiously rubbery, boneless appearance, and Hghere's youComet?"
chalk-white face and slanted green eyes held aMarshal Ezra Gurney, veteran officer of the
superhuman deviltry and mocking humor. OthBlanet Patrol, was referring to the famous little ship
was a man -- but a synthetic man. He had beeh he Futuremen. Curt answered by waving his
created in a laboratory, long ago. hand toward the distant, lighted pinnacle of

Grag, the robot, had been created in that saf@evernment Tower.
laboratory, in the long-dead past. But Grag had "The Comet'sup there on the tower landing-
been made of metal. He was a gigantic, manlikieck. And we didn't come to see you off. | came to
metal figure, seven feet high. His metal torso amtissuade Joan from going.” A bell rang sharply
limbs hinted his colossal strength. But the stranfilem the big black ship that loomed into the
face of his bulbous metal head, with its gleamindarkness nearby.
photoelectric eyes and mechanical loudspeaker'Nearly take-off time!" warned Ezra Gurney.
voice-orifice, gave no sign of the intelligence antBetter say your goodbyes, Joan."
loyalty of his complex mechanical brain. Joan's brown eyes danced as she kissed Curt

The Brain, third of the Futuremen, was by faguickly. "For once," she laughed, "itswho am
the strangest. Yet he had been an ordinary humgnjng to space while you stay behind and worry,
once. He had been Simon Wright, brilliant, aginmstead of the other way around.”

Earth scientist. Dying of an incurable ailment, Curt Newton could not smile. He held her, loath
Wright's living brain had been removed from higo let her go.

human body and transferred into a special serum"Joan, won't you listen --"

case in which it still lived, thought and acted. The "Of course I'll listen -- when | get back from
Brain now resembled a square box of transparédérberus!” the girl cried gaily, slipping out of his
metal. Upon one face of it were his protruding lensletaining grasp and running after Ezra toward the
like eyes and microphonic ears and speeship. "See you then, Curt!" She and the white-
apparatus. From compact generators inside the chaged old marshal reached the gangway. A final
jetted the magnetic tractorbeams that enabled thave of her hand, and she disappeared into the
Brain to glide swiftly through the air and to handl®lack vessel. "Why didn't you let me hold her back,
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THE FACE OF THE DEEP

Chief?" demanded Grag. "You've got to treavould go wrong now.

women rough.” But Curt couldn't expel foreboding from his
"Listen to Grag -- now he's setting up to givenind. TheVulcanthis time was carrying the largest

advice to the lovelorn!" exclaimed Othaand most desperate cargo of convicts it had ever

witheringly. taken. There were men aboard it who would Kill
Curt Newton paid no attention to the argumemberely for pleasure, let alone to prevent their being

that instantly developed. Grag and Otho wetaken out to the grim living death of Interplanetary

always arguing, usually about which of them waRrison. And Joan Randall was one of the guards of

the most nearly human. He didn't even hear thethpse human tigers!

now. URT NEWTON reached decision, swiftly
His eyes were upon théulcan.The last officers as he always did. He wouldn't let Joan take

were going aboard. The bridge-room up at the nosech chances. If she insisted on going, then --
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CAPTAIN FUTURE

of the long hull had sprung into light. Dock-hands "I'm going, too!" Captain Future said suddenly.

were hastily knocking out the holding-pins. He plunged toward the gangway of the ship. Over

The vessel, with it freight of scores of dangerouss shoulder he called to his astonished comrades,
criminals, was about to take off on its long voyagéTake the Cometback to the Moon and wait for
It would zigzag out through the Solar System fane!"
weeks, stopping at each planet to pick up more The gangway was already being drawn in. But
sentenced men. It would be a long time beforetite Patrol officers inside halted it as they saw
returned from the somber voyage. Captain Future racing toward them.

There was nothing to worry about, Captain The rangy, red-haired planeteer raced up the
Future told himself earnestly. The ship had madeetal gangway and stood pantingly inside the
this voyage to Cerberus many times before, aadtlock. The Patrol men looked at him amazedly.
nothing had ever gone wrong. Surely nothing "It's all right,” Curt laughed. "I'm going with

. @
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THE FACE OF THE DEEP

you, this trip. There's no objection, is there?" Earth's atmosphere into the vast and shoreless sea
"Objection?” The swarthy young Mercuriarof space.
lieutenant flushed with pleasure. "Objectionytou The young Mercurian lieutenant started with
coming along? I'll say there isn't!" them through the ship toward the bridge-room. As
His eyes were sparkling with excitement. To thithey left the airlock, they met Joan Randall. Her
young lieutenant, as to most space-men, Ciatv dropped ludicrously at sight of them. Then her
Newton was an idolized hero. eyes grew stormy.
"Il inform Captain Theron that you and the "You came along! As though | were a baby who
Futuremen are aboard, sir," he told Curt eagerly. needed watching over! Curt Newton, | won't stand
"That | and the Futuremen?" Curt repeatedopr it!"
turning swiftly. In the airlock were Otho and big " Afraid you'll have to, darling," grinned Curt.

Grag and the calmly poised Brain. "We're already at least ten thousand miles away
"What the devil!" exploded Captain Future. "from Earth."
told you to go back to the Moon with tR@®met." She was still protesting indignantly as they went

"The Comet," Otho answered coolly, "is safeforward through the mid-deck of the ship. This was
enough, locked up atop Government Tower. We'lee prison-cell deck. Along its main corridor were
going with you. You're not going to leave us sittinghe barred doors of scores of cells. From behind the
on the Moon, twiddling our thumbs and waiting fobars, convicts glared like caged wolves a they
you." passed.

"This is what women get you into," growled A SQUAT, evil-faced Jovian in one of the
Grag gloomily. "Now we're stuck on this craft for cells set up a roar as he saw Curt and his
weeks." comrades pass.

"It is certainly annoying that | shall have to "lt's Captain Future, mates!" he shoutédle's
spend all that time in a ship that does not even haaboard!" A raging tumult instantly arose. Threats,
a decent research laboratory," said the Brain sourhaledictions, oaths, were hurled at the Futurermen
in his rasping, metallic voice. as they passed along the corridor.

Captain Future was not deceived by their Not a criminal in the System but had good
grumbling. He knew that it was loyalty to himselteason to hate the name of Captain Future. He had
that had made the Futuremen instantly follow himsent many an evil-doer out to the gray inferno of

The tie between himself and the three strangi@gerplanetary Prison to which these men were
comrades was old and deep. It went back to hiestined.
infancy. For when his own parents had met death in The tumult rose. The senseless shrieks of the
their laboratory-dwelling on the lonely Moon, itmadman Rollinger added weirdly to it. Captain
was these three strange beings who had becomeFture's bronzed face was coolly imperturbable as
foster-parents. he strode along. He seemed unaware of the raging

The Brain, who had been his dead fathenmices. Then as he glimpsed a sudden flash of
colleague in research; the robot, who had besmvement beside him, he yelled a warning.
created as an experiment by the two colleagues; and'Look out -- your pistol!" he cried to the
the android, who had been similarly created -- theb&ercurian lieutenant.
three had first been Curt's tutors and guardians, andA Venusian convict in one of the cells had
then his comrades in the crusading adventuresrled out through his barred door a little noose
which had won him the name of Captain Futurémprovised from his belt. The loop had settled
They had followed him faithfully to far stars andaround the hilt of the Mercurian lieutenant's belt-
worlds. They were following him now. weapon. The Venusian tugged hard, snatching the

"Oh, all right,” Curt said, dissimulating hisatom-pistol toward himself as Future shouted.
feelings. "But you'll find this a pretty dull voyage." Captain Future spun and charged that cell-door

"l wonder?" replied the Brain, his strange lenswith superhuman speed. The Venusian had got the
eyes fixed thoughtfully on Curt's face. pistol into his hands. His blazing black eyes looked

TheVulcansuddenly lurched upward with a roaover its sights at Curt, with deadly purpose.
of bursting rocket-tubes. They clung to stanchions Curt ducked and flung up his hand in an oddly
as the ship took off. Swiftly, it screamed up througslicing gesture at the convict's arm. The crash of
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THE FACE OF THE DEEP

blasting white fire from the atom-pistol grazed over CHAPTER Il
his head and fused a patch in the metal ceiling.
Next moment, Curt had got hold of the Attacked

Venusian's arm through the bars and had wrenched__.. .
hard. The gun clattered to the floor. He picked it ‘?
and grimly returned it to the scared youn(|. -
Mercurian lieutenant.

"Next time, keep your holster buttoned whe
you walk through this for corridor,” Curt advisec’ ¥
him meaningly. i

"Next time Il get you, Future!" hissed thef:
Venusian convict, nursing his wrenched arm a
glaring his hatred through the bars.

“It's that devil, Moremos," volunteered the
shaken young Patrol officer. "Only he would ha
thought of a trick like that."
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For many days, the
iblack ship had droned out
through the System on a
zig-zag course. At Mars,
Jupiter, Saturn and Uranus
it had stopped, to pick up
more sentenced criminals.
Now, with more than two

"Oh, Curt -- | wish you hadn't come,” breathe huhndrgdd c;‘conwcts aboa[]d,
Joan. Her brown eyes were shadowed by dreff\d. It headed for Neptune, the
"They all hate you so terribly." ast stop before reaching Pluto and the prison

Raging threats were following Curt Newton ando0n- o
the others as they went on along the prison-dlejf Nothing untoward had yet occurred to justify

But the bellowing order of a huge Martian in one a aptain Futures_ premonition. The convicts
the cells put a period to the tumult. Imprisoned down in the cell-deck had growled and

"Silence, you space-scum!" roared the b rumbled, but seemed reconciled to their grim fate.
scarred-face red convict. "You hear? Kim Iva%et Curt Newton had not been entirely reassured.
orders it." ' ' pon the first day of the voyage, he had voiced his

The uproar quieted almost magically. It was oubts.

: . o "They'retoo quiet," he declared. "They shut u
though all the convicts recognized authority in thlﬁ<e mayic Wher?that fellow Kim Ivan ordgred therg
notorious Martian pirate's command. 9

But one voice remained unquieted. The uncanFﬁl,We" that there big Martian swings a lot of

tsr?enye :(ef?ft#g Brr]is%(r)][“dnegcekr still reached their ears av?eight with them," drawled Ezra Gurney. "He was

"There's death herel” the mad Earthman was sfi'€ of the biggest pirate leaders before the Patrol

H n ] M M ||| Caught him."
screaming. *l tell you, there's death on this ship! "Even so, that bunch of tough criminals wouldn't

obey him now without a reason,” Curt insisted.

"You think they've hatched up some scheme of
escape?" asked Captain Theron anxiously.

Captain Jhel Theron, who had command of the
navigational operation of théulcan,was a veteran
of the Patrol. He was a tall, grave-eyed Uranian,
bald like most of the men of that planet, his saffron
skin darkened by years of exposure to the
unsoftened radiation of space.

He and his next of rank, Lieutenant K'kan of
Mars, commanded an operational crew that
comprised three pilots, a chief engineer and two
assistants, three space-mechanics and four deck-
hands.

Distinct from these fifteen members of the
operational crew were the guards of the convicts.

Lt % & &6 k£ € B & & & &



THE FACE OF THE DEEP

Marshal Ezra Gurney was guard-commander, with conduct his inspection.
Joan Randall and young Rih Quili of Mercury as The Vulcan,as a former small liner, was built
his sub-officers. They commanded eight non-comatong standard lines. It had three main decks, one
of the Patrol, who watched over the convicts. above the other. Top-deck held the big bridge-
Curt Newton and the Futuremen had gatheredom, the operational and chart rooms, and officer
with Ezra and Joan and the captain in the chaduarters. The little cabins occupied by the Patrol
room just abaft the bridge. officers and by the Futuremen were in the rear part
"l don't say Kim Ivan is plotting anything," Curtof this deck.
answered the captain's question. "But | do say thatThe mid-deck, which had formerly contained
if he had something in his mind, he'd prevent theassenger cabins, had been redesigned into a cell-
convicts from staging any premature outbreak -- deck. Entrance to it was only through two massive
he has." chromaloy doors, one fore and one aft. Both were
Ezra Gurney snorted. "Cap'n Future. | got all tHecked and had guards posted outside them at all
respect in the world for your judgment, but thisiours.
time | think you're chasin' comets. How the devil The cyc-deck, as the lower deck of a liner was
can Kim Ivan or anybody else pull off anythingusually called, was a noisy, crowded place. It's fore
when they're locked up tight in cells that they wonfiart was crowded with fuel tanks and supply-
leave till we reach Cerberus?" rooms, and the whole stern of this lowest deck was
"Men can get out even a chromaloy cell, if thethe big cyc-room in which the huge atomic
have the right tools,” Curt answered significanthgenerators droned away to feed streams of atomic
"And men like Kim Ivan and that snake Moremogower to the great rocket-tubes.
had criminal friends who would have been glad to Captain Future and Simon and the captain
smuggle things to them." followed the old marshal down the zigzag
"Not a chance!" Ezra affirmed. "I'll stake my lifecompanionway to the fore door of the mid-deck. It
that not one of those space-scum has any kindwés locked, and two armed Patrol officers stood

tool or instrument.” guard outside it.
"You searched them when they were brought "Open her up an' bring the X-Ray 'scanner',"
aboard?" Curt asked. Ezra Gurney drawled to the guards. "We're goin' to

"What kind of amateur outfit do you think therun a little inspection.”
Patrol is?" Ezra demanded injuredly. "O' course we The "scanner" was brought by one guard while
searched them. We used the X-Ray 'scanner' te other unlocked the massive door. The
each convict as he was brought into the ship." instrument looked like a powerful searchlight,
"Did you 'scan’ the cells, too, to make certaiheside which was mounted an eyepiece that
that nothing had been planted in them?" Captaiesembled binocular tubes.
Future asked keenly. When Curt Newton entered the cell-deck
"No, we didn't do that, but there wasn't any neezbrridor with the others, a low, muttering growl ran
to,"” the old marshal declared. "Théulcan was along the crowded cells. It quickly sudsided, but the
always under guard, and nothin' could have beeaged criminals glared in silent hate at the tall,

planted in her." redhaired planeteer who was the greatest enemy of
"Nevertheless, I'd like to use the 'scanner’ on thkieeir kind.
cells now," Curt said. "Any objection?" "You can see that these cell-doors can only be

"Oh, no, if it'll ease your mind any," growledopened by the outside control,” Ezra Gurney was
Ezra. He glanced winkingly at Joan as he addeshying to Curt. "Furthermore, this whole deck, like
"You're sure takin' a lot of precautions, Cap'the other compartments of the ship, can be
Future. Must be somebody aboard you're worriekhausted of air by the master-valves up in the
about.” bridge-room. If these fellows started anythin’, we

could kill 'em all in five minutes and they know it."
RAG and Otho, bored by the discussion, "You certainly must admit that there is no
had got into one of their interminablechance of a break here, Captain Future,” said
arguments. Curt left them with Joan, and weaptain Theron relievedly.
down with Captain Theron and Ezra and the Brain "It's a good, tight set-up,” Curt admitted.
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THE FACE OF THE DEEP

"Nevertheless, I'd like to 'scan' the cells. Wheel tl&ut there was no tool, instrument or tiniest scrap of

machine along, will you, Ezra?" metal anywhere in it, nothing whatever hidden. He
He began his X-Ray inspection of each celboked up at the grinning pirate.

along the corridor. The, searchlight projector of the "You've kept things here pretty quiet, Kim," he

scanner flooded each cell in turn with invisibleemarked. "You seem to have the others pretty well

Roentgen rays. Through the fluoroscopic eyepieasder control.”

Curt Newton could have seen the tiniest scrap of "Sure, | won't let 'em start any trouble,” Kim

metal in the cells. Ivan affirmed. "I'm a peace-loving man, that's why."
But there was nothing. The gray-clad convicts Ezra snorted. "A peace-loving man who led the

had not even any metal in their plastic belt-buckldsggest pirate band since Rok Olor was on the

or shoes. Even their dishes, water-jugs and eatiogse."

utensils were of soft fiber or unbaked clay. The big pirate laughed. "Aw, that's all over and
Curt paused as he reached John Rollinger's cdibne with now. I tell the boys, what's the use of

The mad Earthman had been confined in a cell b@ating our brains out against these bars, when all

himself. He sat muttering in a corner, paying nivll get us is six months' solitary when we reach

attention to Captain Future's inspection. Cerberus."
"Hello, Rollinger -- how are you feeling?" Curt Curt Newton finished his close inspection of the
asked him. cells. When they had gone back of the cell-deck,

The ex-scientist stared at him, but made rand its massive door was again locked and under
answer. His haggard face and peculiarly burnimgard, Ezra Gurney challenged him.
eyes gave them all a creepy sensation. "Didn't find anythin’, did you?"

"Hate to see a man with his mind shot like that,” "No, not a thing,” Curt admitted. "There's no
muttered Ezra in a low voice. " 'Specially, a man asol or weapon of any kind hidden in those cells,
brilliant as he was." that's sure."

John Rollinger had been a famous biophysicist, "We Patrol men ain't as sleepy as you seem to
Curt knew. He had specialized in encephalograpltiank,” the old marshal told him. "Those birds are
research, testing the effect of various form dfafe till we reach Cerberus, never fear."
radiation upon the human brain. Boldly using His apprehension somewhat dispelled, Curt had
himself as a subject, he was supposed to hdedt less worried about Joan's safety during the long
shattered his mind in his experiment. days of the voyage that followed. At each world

"I wonder if he's really as mad as he looksyvhere they stopped, the new prisoners brought,
Captain Theron said skeptically. "The prosecuti@board were thoroughly scanned. But no attempt to
at his trial maintained he killed his colleague in amuggle tools or weapons was detected.
quarrel, and then used faked insanity to excuseNow they were drawing near to Neptune. The
himself." eighth planet was still more than a billion miles

"Well, if he's fakin', it hasn't done him muchahead, but that was only a few days of travel at the
good," Ezra shrugged. "They sentenced him ¢peat speed with which th&/ulcan was flying
Cerberus just the same, for a homicidal maniac hi&isough space.
to be locked up just the same as a deliberate killer." At dinner in the officers' mess that "evening"

before the night watch, Ezra commented upon their

OREMOS, the slender and wiryapproaching stop at the Water World.

Venusian murderer in the next cell, "Remember last time you Futuremen an' Joan an'
glared at Captain Future in silent hatred as his celvere out here, Cap'n Future? It was when we were
was "scanned.” after the Wrecker."

But Kim Ivan, the big, battered Martian who Curt nodded grimly. "I'm not likely to forget
shared a neighboring cell with Boraboll, fatvhat happened to me on Neptune that time, up in
Uranian swindler, greeted Curt with a calm grin. the Black Isles."

"Nice of you to come down and visit us boys, "Can you tell us about it, Captain Future?"
Future,” said the big pirate. His froglike grireagerly asked Rih Quili, the young Mercurian
deepened. "Looking for something special?" Cureutenant, with hero-worship in his voice.
scanned that cell twice running before he answered."Some other time," evaded Curt, unwilling to
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THE FACE OF THE DEEP

recall near-tragic memories. stillness theVulcanrushed on and on through the
"We've all finished dinner now." vast. star-decked vault toward the distant green
"I ha-haven't finished my p-p-prunes,” hastilgpeck of Neptune.

stuttered George McClinton, the chief engineer. The vista from their window was a magnificent

There was a burst of laughter. McClinton, ane. The golden eyes of a million million suns
lanky, spectacled, stammering young Earthmasteadily watched the soundless rushing ship. Jupiter
was the butt of constant jokes because of hismas a white blob away back to the left, and the sun
inordinate fondness for prunes. He always kept hiself was only a little, fiery disk far astern. Far out
pocket full of dried ones, which he muncheth the void, they could glimpse a tiny red light
ceaselessly as he supervised the cyc-room. creeping Sunward across the starry background.

"If we wait till you have enough prunes, we'll be "That will be the bi-weekly Pluto-Earth liner,"
here forever," Ezra said dryly, getting up. "I'm goimemarked Curt Newton.
to turn in.” Joan's brown eyes watched wistfully. "Don't you

When Curt and Joan and Otho went to ths&ish we were aboard her, Curt? There'll be lights,
bridge-dack, they found Grag leaning against rausic, dancing."”
section of glassite window and looking Curt looked down at her. "What's the matter,
disconsolately back toward Earth. The big robdban? Is this trip getting on your nerves?"
turned to them. She smiled ruefully. "A little, I'm afraid. We're

"I wonder how Eek is getting along, baclso different from any other ship, with our cargo of
home," Grag said anxiously. "l wish | had broughtuman misery and hate. | wake up sometimes
him with me." dreaming that theVulcan will sail on like this

forever."

E EK was a queer little interplanetary animal Curt nodded soberly. "Like the dead space-ship

that was Grag's mascot. Otho had ia Oliver Owen's poem. Remember?
somewhat similar pet, which he called Oog. Both
pets had been left in the Futuremen's Moon- " 'Darkling she drifts toward the
laboratory when they had flown to Earth on the outer dark,
errand that had unexpectedly resulted in this long Silently falling, into etermjt™
voyage.

"Eek will be all right, Grag,"” reassured Curt. "Beautiful, but depressing,” Joan said, with a
"The automatic feeding-arrangement in the Moolittle shudder. She turned away. "I'm going to turn
laboratory will keep him fat and happy." in, too. | have the guard-command in the next

"I know, but he'll nearly die of lonelinesswatch."
because I'm not there,” Grag affirmed. "He's such a Captain Future went back to his own little cabin.
sentimental little fellow." The Brain was there, his square case resting

"Sentimental? That miserable little moon-pup@uiescent upon a small table. But Simon did not
cried Otho jeeringly. "Why, all that little pestlook up or speak when he entered. His lens-eyes
knows is to eat and sleep. He has about as muthred unseeingly.
sentiment in him as a Venusian fish." Curt knew that the Brain was deep in one of his

Grag swung wrathfully on the android. "Whyunfathomable reveries of speculation. Simon's cold,
you cockeyed rubber imitation of a man, if yountellectual mind could lose itself for hours in
slander little Eek like that again, I'll --" contemplation of scientific problems. It was his

Captain Future and Joan, chuckling, left them taethod of relaxation when he had no laboratory for
the inevitable argument which might go on now fdnis endless researches.
an hour. It was the favorite method of passing time Curt Newton slept soundly. Yet when he
for Grag and Otho, to find new insults for eacBuddenly awakened an hour later, it was with every
other. Curt and the girl went back to a deckaerve thrillingly alert. He listened. The big ship was
window out of earshot. still rushing silently on through the vast deeps of

The silence of the night watch reigned over thepace.
ship. Its cycs and rocket-tubes had been cut, for itsThen to his ears came suddenly the sound of
speed of inertia was now great. In an unnaturdistant yells and the crash of atom-guns. Instantly
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Curt was out of his bunk and plunging across thweere addressed to the big Martian.
cabin toward the door. Then Kim Ivan's deep voice cut through the
"Something's wrong! If the prisoners --" babble, in low, harsh command. "Cut your blasts,
The words died on his lips as he burst out intgou chattering space-monkeys! Do you want the
the corridor. A mass of gray-clad convict werguards coming in here?"
pouring into the fore end of the passage, In their The authority in his voice, the authority that had
front rank was Moremos, the Venusian murderanade this towering Martian one of the great pirate
grasping an atom-gun. leaders of his time, again silenced them.
He aimed instantly at Captain Future. And Joan "l said I'd stage a break, and | will," Kim Ivan
Randall, who was emerging hastily from her cabicpntinued harshly. "And what's more, tonight's the

was plunging directly into the line of his aim. night for it."
An electric spark of excitement seemed to leap
CHAPTER Il along the crowded cells at his statement. The voices

broke out again, but in eager questions now.
"What's your plan, Kim? How are you going to

get us out of these cursed cells"”

deck a few hours before "Ypu'll soon find out,” the big Martian.

- 6dd atmosphere of’prqmlsed. "l}low shut off your cycs and keep quiet

tension gripped the scoregNhIIe | start. : .

%40 prisoners as the night- The prisoners instantly became stlll3 though all

A \/atch began pressed against the bars of their cells in a surge of

' sudden hope. The only sound was the low,

The massive doors atmonotonous muttering from the cell of John
the fore and aft ends of the 9

5 ollinger.
g;iﬁehggtf);eonﬁ;gfslOV?,E?)AQ Kim Ivan turned to his cell-mate. His fellow

Bere now standing guard prisoner was I_30rabo|| the swindler, a fat Uranian
i ‘whose moon-like yellow face was ludicrous as he
outside them. A few aped at the big Martian

uranite bulbs in the ceiling 9205 9 o "

o Kim, can you really do it?" he squeaked. "How

cast a vague, dim light e you so much as going to get out of this cell

upon the shining chromaloy bars and the shadow&li1 y > going 1o ge ’ ’

when you have nothing to work with?

brutal faces behind them. "I have all | need,"” Kim Ivan replied. "My old
The hissing whisper of Moremos traveled alon ’ plied. "My

the row of barred doors. The Venusian's sibilaf?f’JIIS on the outside smuggled the stuff to me, before

voice was silkily vicious as he addressed the bxéﬁhel\j:r left Earth, It's hidden right here in the cell

Martian pirate in a neighboring cell. N A " :

"We're only three or four days out of Neptune -- A_re you crazy: gasped Boraboll. T_heres
| heard a guard say so today. | thought you wel thing hidden in here, not so much_ as a pin. The
going to get us out of here before we reach rRay scanner would have detected it if there was."

Neptune, Kim lvan?" "The cursed scanner wouldn't ever find my

"Yes, what about it, Kim?" asked a squat Jovia%qUipm.ent.’" Kim I\(an replied, .With a chuckle. He
killer's rumbling voice. "You've been telling us alfvas stripping off his gray convict jacket, and there

: . was a look of triumph on his massive, battered face
:)hria\livagu:(z/ozeﬁgvgﬁ'lte ;[joannedatnhy?aizgl;/(ejt 'r'nanagea%a he added, "I've got wit enough to outsmart the

el o atrol, every time."
He's just been stringing us along to keep LE: ' : .
quiet,” accused the quavering voice of a white- Boraboll watched him, open-mouthed. The big

: 1 . . . artian had filled the biggest of their soft food-
haired, rial-chewing Saturnian, a hoary old Slrlneﬁishes with water from the fiber jug. Now Kim Ivan

named Thuhlus Thuun. "I'll lay that the Patrol me e .
put him up to giving us that story ." Oorfvéates;leeve off his jacket, and bent over the dish

A fierce, low babble of accusations, threats an

. . n - I" . .
demands instantly arose from the prisoners. All. Cell-crazy! m_utt_ered"the' fat Uranian to himself
with sudden conviction. "He's gone clear cell-crazy.

Jailbreak

DOWN in the cell-
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"He's as delirious as Rollinger." asked swiftly. A chorus of amazement and excited

Kim Ivan wadded up the sleeve of his jacket artadbpe was rising from the rest of the convicts. Kim
thrust it into the dish of water. He turned aroundyan quieted it with a wave of his big hand.
with a sharp command. "Take it easy! Il soon have you out of those

"Now hand me that salt." Pityingly, Borabollcursed cages."
handed him the little fiber container of salt. Kim The cell-doors did not have indidual locks. They
Ivan took it and squatted down, waiting andvere all secured by a master electro-lock whose
watching the dish. controls were outside the cell-deck.

Gradually, a curious change came over the waterBut Kim Ivan knew what he was doing. He
in that dish. It turned blue, as though it hadecured his receptacle of purple acid and stooped
dissolved some dye or chemical in the jacket-sleewgeer a certain section of the corridor floor.
that was immersed in it. Kim Ivan waited until the "The main wiring for the electro-locks runs
water was a dark blue color, before taking out thender here,” he mutteredf the ship plans my pals
wadded sleeve. sent me are right."

"Now the reagent,” muttered the big Martian, He used a trickle of the acid to burn out a two-
and poured a carefully estimated quantity of sdtiot section of the metal floor-plate. This exposed
into the dark blue liquid. the tangle of wiring inside the floor. Kim Ivan

The blue liquid began to seethe and boil, arsdudied it for several minutes, then began working
turned dark purple. Kim Ivan's massive face flashedth the wires.

a light of triumph. Presently, his work bore results. With a loud
"It works!" he muttered exultantly. "Boraboll,clicking, all the locks of the scores of cell-doors
we're as good as out of here right now." drew their bolts. He had actuated the master control

"But what is that stuff?" Boraboll stammeredof the locks.
looking bewilderedly at the seething purple liquid. The convicts swarmed instantly out into the

"It's an acid that eats through the toughest metarridor. Brutal faces of Earthmen, Venusians,
as though it were cheese,"” the big Martian retortetbvians, Saturnians blazed with fierce hope.

"The basic elements of the acid were mixed by a "You've done wonders, Kim,” Moremos
smart outside chemist into a gluey mixture that wagpplauded tensely. "But now what?"

soaked into a regulation convict jacket, and then "Now," answered the big Martian with a flash in
dried. The jacket was smuggled in to me by niyis eyes, "we're going to seize the ship! Then ho for
outside pals, along with plans of this ship." freedom!"

He chuckled as he added, "The scanner couldn't"The Patrol will hunt us down no matter where
show the chemicals soaked into my jacket. But theye go, once they find out we've seized Walcan,”
needed only to be dissolved into water, and thennauttered fat Boraboll doubtingly.
have ordinary sodium chloride added to the "Don't worry, I've got a plan,” reassured the
solution, to form one of the most powerful metdWlartian. "The Patrol will never catch up to us
acids known. Now watch it work!" wherel'm figuring on going."

Kim Ivan picked up the vessel of seething liquid, Tuhlus Thuun, the hoary old Saturnian pirate,
and carefully poured a trickle of it upon the crosspatrial juice on the floor and demanded, "How're
bars of the cell's barred door. we going to grab the ship? We're locked on this

The purple liquid foamed and hissed, eatindeck, with Patrol men on guard outside both
swiftly into the tough chromaloy bars. Careful taoors.”
avoid splashing himself with the acid, the Martian Kim Ivan grinned. "There's another way out of
pirate continued the operation. In a few momentsere. The ship-plans showed that when this craft
the crossbars were eaten through. He put down thas a liner, it had an emergency escape-hatch
bowl of acid, and lifted out a whole section of théeading from this passenger-deck to the top-deck.
door. Then he squeezed out into the corridor.  The hatch was walled shut when they made this a

"Kim, how did you do it?" came the excitedprison ship. But | know where it is."
wondering exclamation of Grabo, the squat Jovian
criminal across the corridor. E APPROACHED a blank section of

"Can you get the rest of us out, too?" Moremos metal wall between two cells midway in
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the main corridor. Motioning the otherseagerly snatched up the officer's atom-pistol.
peremptorily to stand back, the Martian poured his "Get that pilot, Grabo!" yelled the Martian
remaining purple acid upon that wall. leader furiously.

The liquid hissed and burned into the metal One of the two pilots had evaded the Jovian
panel. In a few moments, it had eaten out a bagiminal and his group who had burst into the
section. Through the hole they looked into a darkyidge. The pilot, with a yell, was darting back
small escape-hatch whose ladders ran up toward theough thechart-room to escape.
top-deck. Crash! The fiery blast from old Tuhlus Thuun's

Kim Ivan faced the swarming, eager convictgun cut the man down in mid-stride.
grimly. "Now listen to me. I'm running this show, The old Saturnian cackled. "Ain't my aim yet!
and anyone who doesn't like that can speak up rigfitst man I've led down for two years."
now." "You old fool, there wasn't any need that!" raged

There was no challenge to the authority of th€im Ivan. | told you to --
towering, hard-faced Martian pirate. But a shrill Crash! Crash!
voice back in the throng laughed wildly. "Where the devil's the Moremos?" cried the

“It's only that crazy Rollinger,” mutteredMartian furiously, striding hastily back toward the
Moremos. He viciously shoved the staring, madrain corridor of the top-deck.
eyed Earthman back into his cell. Boraboll answered, his moon-like yellow face

"This hatch will let us out into the forepart of themuddy with fear. "Moremos killed Captain Theron
top-deck,” Kim Ivan continued rapidly. "We'll jumpwith his own gun! He and the others have gone
first on the ship officers on duty in the bridge antdack for the Futuremen!"
chart-rooms. Once we have their guns, we can"l might have known that murderous Venusian
overpower the others before they're awake enougtuldn't hold his trigger!" roared Kim Ivan. "Come
to know what's going on. But no massacre en!"
undertand?" They burst into the top-deck longitudinal

Moremos' green face stiffened. "You mean we'msrridor, stumbling over the slain bodies of Captain
not to blast down that devil Captain Future? He aritheron, a Patrol guard and a deck-hand.
his cursed Futuremen have sent plenty of our pals

to Cerberus!" CHAPTER IV
A low growl of agreement came from the other
convicts. Trapped

"You blockheads, they are the most valuable
hostages we could have aboard, if we're Not fO (R
enough to kill them!" lashed Kim Ivan. "And weles
may need hostages once the Patrol starts hunig
us."

His grim reminder silenced them. "NOW COMigy,
on!" the big Martian exclaimed. "If luck's with us ¥
we'll pull off a feat thatll go down in pirate#H
history!"

The mutineers poured up the escape-hatch aif§
their big leader. Kim Ivan opened the unsealed dc* . raising his gun to fire at
at its top, and they emerged with a sudden rush irg “(]‘ the hated planeteer.
the top-deck just behind the chart-room. - ' Curt Newton's draw

Two pilots were on duty in the bridge ahead, argiingifad fivas the swiftest in the
Lieutenant K'kan was checking the drift-gauges in =~ Solar System. His proton-
the chart-room. The young Martian second offic§istol came out of his holster with the speed of
turned, appalled, and then reached swiftly towali@ht. Yet he could not fire, for Joan at this moment
an alarm-button. emerged into the corridor. She was between him

Kim Ivan's balled fist knocked him senselesand the Venusian.
before he could press the button. Old Tuhlus Thuun "Joan, get back!" he yelled to her. She hesitated

g A TENSE tableau met
¥their eyes. Ahead of them,
Moremos and a half-
dozen other mutineers

Jwere charging the stern
# / corridor. Captain Future's
@ /tall figure had just burst

Jout of his cabin, and the
enusian murderer was
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dazedly. Curt couldn't fire at the Venusian whilget."

she stood between them. But Moremos, who had no"l get it!" exclaimed Otho. "If we hold the cyc-

interest in the girl's safety, was going to shoot! room, we can keep the cycs shut off and prevent
Curt's desperate expedient came with sutem from taking the ship anywhere save Neptune.”

lightning speed that it seemed an instinctive Hastily, the little party entered the aft

reaction rather than a deliberate decision. companionway and went down its short, zigzag
He fired the blazing white bolt of his weaponstair to the lowest deck of thailcan.

aiming at the metal wall of the corriddoeside  The big cyc-room took up the whole rear half of

Joan. Most of the energy of the oblique blashis deck. It was crowded with machinery -- the

burned into the wall. But a part of that blazing blastuge, massive, cylindrical cyclotrons, the tangle of

of force was reflected and deflected on along tlieel pipes and power-leads, the squat generators of

corridor toward the mutineers. the auxiliary drive whose vibration-thrust was used
The deflected blast was not strong enough to baly in emergencies.

fatal. But it was enough to scorch and daze George McClinton ran bewilderedly toward

Moremos and the others. They recoiled. them. The lanky young chief engineer had
Captain Future lunged forward, swept Joaapparently just been aroused from his nearby bunk
behind him, and triggered swiftly. by the Neptunian engineer on duty. He was

His blasts cut down two of the men besidautomatically popping a dried prune into his mouth,
Moremos. The Venusian and the others hastidyg his spectacled eyes blinked at them amazedly.
darted back out of the corridor. "Wh-what's going on?" he stammered. "Orluk

"Holy space-imps, what's going on?" It wasays that he h-h-heard shooting --"

Otho, his green eyes blazing and his proton-gun in"The cursed convicts have grabbed the bridge-
his hand, who had emerged with Grag from theom and upper decks!" answered Ezra Gurney, his
cabin they shared. Ezra Gurney, too, wdaded eyes still raging.

scrambling startledly out. C APTAIN FUTURE was snapping orders.

"Mutiny! Curt Newton cried. His voice was "Grag, you and Rih Quili lock the fore door and
bitter with self-reproach. "Just what | feared, angatch it. Otho, take the aft door."

yet I let it happen.” "You're not h-hurt, are you, M-m-miss Randall?"
OUNG Rih Quili, the Mercurian the prune-loving engineer was asking anxiously of
lieutenant, and another Patrol officer hadoan.

wakened and come out to join them. "I'm all right,” she said. "But I've failed in my

A stentorian voice echoed back to their littleluty. This is the first time there has ever been a
group from the fore part of the top-deck. Ibreak on th&/ulcan."
reverberated along the corridors. "It's more my fault than yours or Ezra's," Curt

"Future, will you and the others surrender? Yosaid bitterly. "l felt all along that that desperate
haven't got a chance. We hold the bridge amainch might try something. That's why | came
control the ship." along and took all the precautions | could. But they

"That's Kim Ivan," gritted Ezra. His thin handsomehow outsmarted me."
clenched upon his atom-gun and he started forward.There was a loud hammering at the fore and aft
“I'll show that cursed Martian!" doors of the cyc-room. The mutineers had

Grag and Otho started forward with him, buapparently discovered the whereabouts of the
Curt Newton held them back. "Don't be foolishgroup.

There're scores of convicts up there and they've got'They can't break in here,” Ezra muttered
all the guns in the arsenal by now. They' d get us iopefully. "They know if they do, we'll blast ‘em
matter how many of them we got first." down as fast as they come through the door."

He glanced swiftly around, his gray eyes Curt was searching the crowded cyc-room with
snapping. "We can't stay here. They'll come up ti@ent gray eyes. "Are there any space-suits down
aft companionway, and then they'll have us caudimtre?" he asked McClinton.
between them. We'd better retreat down the aft stair"N-n-no," stuttered the lanky engineer
to the cyc-room. If we can hold the cyc-roonwonderingly. "Suits aren't ever k-kept down here,
against them, we'll get the upper hand over théeior there's n-n-no need for them here."”
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"We'll need them pretty quickly, if my guess igaling. "Operation of the v-v-valves is all by r-r-
right,” Curt exclaimed. He pointed at two bigemote control through w-wires in the w-walls."
valves inset in niches in the thick wall of the cyc- "Then we've got to weld metal patches over the
room. "Those are air-exhaust valves, controlleclve-niches -- and quickly!" Captain Future cried.
from the bridge-room. They're part of the valvEYou've got atomic welding-torches here? Get them
system designed to make possible the exhaustioroat, and bring some sheet metal stock.”
air from any section of the ship." As they started to work with the sputtering
atomic torches to cut metal patches that would seal
the exhaust-valve openings, the hammering on the
doors ceased.

Grag, Otho, Rih Quili and Ezra remained on
guard inside those doors while Curt and McClinton
worked hastily.

Before they had even cut out the first metal
patch, a loud voice bellowed through the cyc-room.
It came from the interphone that connected with the
bridge.

"Captain Future!" it bellowed.

"This is Kim Ivan talking. We've taken the
whole ship except the cyc-room. You haven't a
chance. Unless you open the fore door and toss out
your atom-guns, I'm going to open the cyc-room
exhaust-valves."

"That Martian devil!" gritted Ezra Gurney
furiously. "He knew about the valve-system, all
right.”

"What about it, Future?" bellowed the Martian's
voice. "I'm going to give you two minutes. Unless
you agree by then, the valves open!"

Stricken by the threat, the others looked at Curt.
His bronzed-face was a taut mask as he assessed
their hopeless situation.

T HEY could not seal the deadly valves in
two minutes. That job would take a half
hour, at least. Long before they finished it, the
valves would be opened and the air would puff out
of the cyc-room, slaying them all.

"They've got the doors locked on tlo¢her side
now, chief!" Otho reported.

. . . "So we can't come out fighting,” Curt gritted.

. Good God, | forgot all bout_those exhausts!lyig eyes swung to Joan. Then he stepped to the
cried Ezra, aghast. "They were intended to enak?llﬁerphone. "Captain Future speaking, Kim Ivan!
the ship's commander to quell any convict mutinghat assurance have we that if we do surrender
in any part of the ship. If the convicts learn abo%u won't blast down every one of us?"

‘em and turn ‘em against us --" "If 1 wanted to kill you, | could do it right now

"They will, and quickly,” Curt snapped. "That,y gpening the cyc-room exhaust valves," retorted
Kim Ivan seems to know all about this ship. Cagijm |van. "I want to keep you for hostages. If the
we fix those valves to keep them from beingatrol catches up to us, you'll be valuable to us. |

opened?” ) ___give you my word that if you surrender, none of
There's n-n-no way!" answered McClintonyq, will be harmed."

OTHO
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Curt looked at the others in his silent group. "Moremos is right!" roared Grabo, the squat
"You all heard. What's your decision?" Jovian. "Future and his bunch have sent lots of
"Looks like there ain't any choice,” mutteredjood lads to Cerberus. Now we can pay ‘em off."
Ezra somberly. "We can either die right now, or Kim Ivan's bull bellow rose above the fierce
accept Kim Ivan's proposition. It's to his interest tumult. “I'm giving the orders here and | say we

keep us alive as hostages, all right. An', blackion't kill these prisoners."”
hearted pirate though he is, he's got the reputationHis voice rang with contempt. "Are you all so
of keepin' his word." thick-headed you can't see our danger? When the
Captain Future and the Futuremen might havailcanfails to arrive at Neptune a few days from
taken their chance and refused surrender, bgw, the whole Patrol will start out looking for it. If
themselves. But to sentence Joan to death? they overtake us, we'll have these prisoners as
Curt's mind was decided by the threat to the githostages."
He turned and spoke slowly into the interphone. His grim reminder of the Planet Patrol seemed to
"All right, Kim Ivan. We agree." sober the mutineers somewhat. Every one of them
had good reason to know the remorseless efficiency
HE words were bitter in his mouth. It waf that great organization.
almost the first time the Futurernen had "The Patrol will hunt us till they find us, all
acknowledged defeat and made quiet surrender. right,” muttered fat Boraboll nervously. "They'll
Otho's eyes were blazing, and Grag's huge metaimb the whole Solar System."”
figure was still rigidly ready for action. "They will,” Kim Ivan agreed. "But they won't
But the Brain's chill, logical mind approved. find us if you agree to my proposal. | propose that
"It is all we can do," rasped Simon. "While wewe leave the System altogether."

live, we have a chance of reversing the situation."” APTAIN FUTURE and his fellow-captives
Curt unlocked the fore-door, which had now were as startled by that proposal as were

been unbolted outside also. Silently, he cast théire mutineers.

atom-guns out onto the landing. "Leave the system?" gasped Grabo, the Jovian.

Instantly, convicts appeared out there arndVhatdo you mean?"
snatched up the weapons. Then the fierce, exultantKim Ivan's eyes flashed. "I've thought it all out.
crowd swarmed into the cyc-room with Kim Ilvan'sf we stay in the System, no matter what wild moon
towering figure leading them. or asteroid we hide on, the Patrol will finally find
The big Martian's battered red face was jovials. Our only chance is to leave this Solar System
with high good humor at his success. Bubrever."
Moremos, the Venusian, glared at the FuturemenHe swept his hand in a grandiloquent gesture.
with a hatred reflected on the fierce faces of mo4Dut there beyond Pluto's orbit is a whole universe
of the other mutineers. for our refuge! Out there across the interstellar void
Curt ignored the threat in their tigerish starare stars and worlds beyond number. You know
"What have you done with Captain Theron and thbat exploring expeditions have already visited the
others?" he demanded. worlds of Alpha Centauri, and returned. They found
Kim Ivan looked uncomfortable. "They're deadhose worlds wild and strange, but habitable."
all except four crewmen. | told the boys there didn't The Martian's voice deepened. "l propose that
need to be any killing, but they didn't follow mywe steer for Alpha Centauri. It's billions of miles
orders. That's your fault, Moremos." away, | know. But we can use the auxiliary
Moremos had a sneer on his emerald-hued fadbration-drive to pump this ship gradually up to a
as he answered the Martian. "You're too chickeapeed that will take it to that other star in several
hearted, Kim. If | had my way, we'd blast down alinonths. We have enough supplies for that long a
the rest of them right now. Why should we levoyage. Once there, we'll have whole worlds for
Future and his pals live, when we've got a chancedar own! We can easily dominate the primitive
wipe them out?" peoples that were found on those worlds."
The Venusian's venomous words kindled The sheer audacity of the proposition held the
explosive agreement among the majority of thmautineers in stunned silence.
mutineers. Then Curt Newton saw their faces kindle with
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excitement. hostages."

"Kim's right!" exclaimed Grabo. "If we stay here "You think they'll murder us then?" asked Joan
in the System we'll be caught and sent to Cerbergandall incredulously from her own cell. "But Kim
sooner or later." Ivan gave his word they woudn't.”

"l say, let's go," shrilled old Tuhlus Thuun. "The "I know, an' Kim Ivan would proba'ly keep his
voyage may be long, but at the end of it there'll bgord, but the others won't,” Ezra predicted
whole new worlds to loot."” pessimistically. "That snake Moremos an' the rest

Boraboll, the fat Uranian, looked scared. "W&ke him are just achin' to put the blast on all of us."
don't know what we'll run into out in uncharted Curt Newton, confined in his own separate cell,
outer space. It's a terrible risk." looked anxiously across the corridor at the barred

"The risk is no greater than the one we'll run idloor of Joan's cell.
we stay here in the System,” Grabo retorted. "We're"It's my fault, letting you in for this," he said
with you, Kim. It's starward ho!" ruefully. "I was overconfident, and they tricked me

Stunned by dismay at what the daring decisioreatly."
meant to them, the Futuremen and their fellow- "You know that isn't so, Curt,” Joan denied
captives heard the mutineers' fierce, excited chomstaunchly. "The Patrol was in charge of this ship,

of agreement. and we fell down in spite of all your warnings."
"Starward ho!" The shrill, insane laugh of the crazed Earthman
scientist came from farther down the corridor.
CHAPTER V "| said that there was death on this ship!"
Wrecked They had been imprisoned here for days, ever

since the mutineers' seizure of the ship. The

electrolock cables had been repaired by Kim Ivan,

, and the Futureman and others had been confined in

hurtled out into the greatgenarate cells. Two mutineers armed with atom-

deeps of interstellar spacey ;ns constantly watched in the corridor.

at the highest speed of itS™ here were fifteen of them imprisoned here.

Fagllrocket-tubes. Days ago itgegide the Futuremen and Ezra and Joan, there

ghad crossed the Line, agyere George McClinton, the stuttering chief

gilthe orbit of Pluto was gngineer, and his two assistants; Rih Quili, the

called. young Mercurian lieutenant; three space-hands and

jy It was already more o pairol guardsman; and John Rollinger, whose
than four billion miles out jhsane habbling had so exasperated the mutineers

into the vast abyss thata; they had reconfined him.

stretches  between  the it gyer | get my hands on that Kim lvan,” Grag's

rumbling voice threatened, "I'll tear him into little

- slowly."

"You'll do nothing of the kind!" promptly,

SHUDDERING and
fcreaking, the Vulcan

“stars.

As yet the mutineers had not dared make usegfs

the auxiliary vibration-drive. For the powerful

propulsion vibrations of that mechanism set up &serted Otho's hissing voice. "You'll simply watch
peculiar excitation of the ether which could bg e | give him the Venusian water-torture.”

spotted at great distances by the instruments of theGeorge McClinton, the lanky chief engineer,

Planet Patrol. Not until they were still farther from, o« arguing through his bars with their two guards.
the System could the high speed drive be safely; i ia| you, you've got to give me some p-p-

used. _ prunes with my rations! I'm s-starving for |-lack of
Down in the cell-deck, in one of whose cells h?nem."

was confined, old Ezra Gurney gloomily considered «c ;¢ your blasts, all of you!" ordered the guards

their situation. . , harshly. "You people are lucky just to be living yet
"We're a couple o'billion miles from the System_ you don't know how lucky."

now. Soon as we get a little farther, there won't be“gjjence fall upon the dim-lit deck of cells.

any chance o' the Patrol overtakin' us. Then Weniain Future squatted down against the front wall
won't be any more use to these space-scum Ais own cell. and seemed to doze.
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Actually, Curt had never been more awake. Himany killings that Kim Ivan had decreed that only
position concealed from the vigilant guards the fattte guards of the prisoners should henceforth carry
that his left hand was twirling a rude little metahtom-guns.
drill which was biting ever deeper into the metal Curt walked calmly ahead of the Jovian and the
floor. watchful guard, up to the bridge-room. Old Tuhlus

Curt had not been idle during these days. Frofhuun was in the pilot-chair. The hoary Saturnian
the moment of their capture, he had racked hisiminal looked nervous, and there was a worried
brain for an expedient by means of which he migleixpression on big Kim Ivan's massive red face.
turn the tables on their captors. He had found oMoremos was arguing angrily with them.
slim chance. The broad sheet of the pilot-window, above the

The control-cables of the master electro-lockomplex instrument panel, framed a glittering vista
ran beneath the corridor floor just outside his cebf interstellar space. The firmament was a great
If he could drill through the floor of his cell, outdrift of stars, amid which the white spark of Alpha
beneath its wall, he could short-circuit the cables &entauri shone like a beacon in a direction dead
Kim Ivan had done, and thus unlock all their celhead.
doors. Curt Newton's practised eyes, noticed at once the

He had nothing to drill with. They had all beertiny red lights winking and flashing on the
thoroughly searched with the scanner when thestrument- panel, and the buzzers whirring.
were locked in. His cell contained nothing but the "Future, we need some help,” Kim Ivan told
fiber and clay dishes for food and water, and a fl&urt bluntly. "We're running into something out
metal bunk. But Captain Future had managed here, | don't know what. Tuhlus Thuun can't figure
unbolt one of the metal rods that supported hisout, either."
bunk. It was of harder metal than the floor. "I never did any piloting outside the System

before," angrily defended the old Saturnian pirate.

PATIENTLY, Curt had shaped the end of'Everything is cockeyed out here beyond the Line."

this rod into a drill by grinding it against his  "You've been out here in deep space before,
bunk-edge. For days now, he had been using itRoture,” Kim Ivan said to Curt. "Can you figure out
drill surreptitiously through his cell-floor towardwhat's got our instruments acting crazy?"
the lock cables. He could work only in moments "Suppose | do, will you turn around and go back
when the guards were not directly watching hinto land us on Pluto?" Captain Future demanded.
But his hopes were fast rising as he felt himself | T WAS Joan's safety he was thinking of.

nearing the vital cables. There was a chance that he could bargain
Suddenly the rough voice of Grabo, the Joviathem into at least releasing the girl.
interrupted Curt's tensely hopeful work. Before Kim Ivan could reply, Moremos

"Fetch Captain Future out of his cell,” the Joviaanswered for him. The venomous Venusian
pirate was ordering the two guards in the corridomurderer thrust his head toward Curt like a striking

"Kim Ivan's orders." swamp adder of his native world. as he hissed:
Curt Newton's heart sank. Had they discovered "No! You're not dictating to anybody now,
his secret labors? Future! You'll either help us out or we'll blast you

His cell door was unlocked separately. He hatbwn here and now."
already hastily secreted his drill by restoring it to "Go ahead and blast.” Curt retorted. "It won't get
position as a support of the bunk. Curt steppgu out of your troubles. And you'll have plenty of
obediently into the corridor, the two guardsrouble, piloting deep space.”
covering him with the guns. He was bluffing, trying to high-pressure them

The red-haired planeteer looked at Grabo withto agreeing to the bargain he had proposed. And
cool inquiry. "What does Kim Ivan want with me?'Kim Ivan called his bluff.

"You'll find out on the bridge,” the Jovian "You're not fooling anybody, Captain Future,"
answered harshly. "Get moving. One of you guardsid the big Martian. "You won't let this ship be
come along to cover him." wrecked for lack of your help. Because if it's

Grabo himself was not armed. Brawls among tiverecked, the Randall girl dies -- and you think
mutineers during the first days had resulted in gdenty of her."
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Curt winced. It was true. They held a trump cardorrected.
in the fact that Joan's safety was tied up with that of Curt Newton hastily made nimble mental
the ship. calculations. Trained in the routine of correction by

"Let me see those instruments,” Curt sailtis own former interstellar voyages, he rapidly
reached a mental approximation of the true
readings of the instruments.

"The body indicated by those readings is really
dead ahead of us!" he exclaimed. "Shift your course
three arcs to port!"

"God!" screeched Tuhlus Thuun, stiffening in
the pilot-chair and staring through the broad
window with dilated, bulging eyes.

For a heartbeat, they were all frozen by what
they saw as they followed the old Saturnian's gaze.
They were looking into the awful face of death.

In the starry darkness full ahead of the hurtling
ship, there had suddenly loomed up a spinning
world. It was no more than a hundred miles in
diameter. But it bulked gigantic as they raced
headlong toward it.

"Don't try to brake!" yelled Curt frantically to
the old Saturnian. "At this speed you'll pile us up."

His warning went unheeded. Terror-stricken by
the awful apparition ahead, Tuhlus Thunn madly
jammed the brake-blast pedal to the floor.

Next moment, theVulcan seemed to explode
around them. The roaring shock sent the men in the
crowded bridge caroming into the walls.

Captain Future clutched a stanchion. He heard
the scream of tortured metal coincident with the

GRAG Corat fth e
shortly, admitting defeat. He still had his secrdEVerperations ot the explosion.

plan of escape, he was thinking. He dragged himself erect. A dead silence
Old Tuhlus Thuun began a voluble explanatiof€!9ned. then was broken by oaths and cries of pain

"l never saw instruments act so crazy! Thelyom the other parts of the ship.

indicate a meteor-swarm or some other celestiél Kim Ivan, bleeding from a gash on his forehead,

body near us, but the readings of its position th&y299ed himself indomitably to his feet. "What's
give are impossible!” appened?" he husked dazedly.

"That's because you're not allowing for ether- "The bow rocket-tubes have back-blasted!" Curt

drift and relativity space-warp,” Captain Future tolff1€d- "You can't use full brake-blasts at the speed
him. "Out here in deep space, you have to corré%ﬁ had -- inertia forces the blast back up the tubes.
for those factors." I think the laterals let go, too."

His keen gray eyes swung along the deep ba K Look at that!" shouted Boraboll. The Uranign's
of complicated dials. The red tell-tale lights undé:"lt moon-face was a muddy yellow as he pointed
four of the meteorometers were blinking. shakily ahead. "We're going to crash!

The readings of those meteorometers showed the® ¢0ld hand seemed to close around Curt
presence of a body of planetoidal dimension§€Wton's heart as he caught a glimpse through the
several hundred thousand miles away. That waQpad window. The tremendous force of the
far greater distance than the instruments codfifastrous brake-blast had sharply checked the
actually function. The reading was being distorte$tIcan‘'sheadlong rush toward the planetoid ahead.

b ther-drift d B d + gaut the crippled ship was still falling onward.
y CIerdrit and  space-warp - and must By o uncharted little world already filled half the
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starry heavens before them. The thin, feeble lightown face was like rock, his hands holding the
from the distant Sun vaguely illumined it. Darkspace-stick in the rigidly upright position that
dense forests were visible upon it. And at one poiwbuld fire the tail rocket-tubes when he depressed
on its surface, a great bed of smouldering volcandd® cyc-pedal.

flung a lurid red glow. "We're going to hit in a minute!" quavered fat
"This is your fault!" roared Kim Ivan to the Boraboll.

terrified old Saturnian. A wild scream came to their ears from the lower
"I lost my head!" shrilled Tuhlus Thuun. "Ipart of the ship. The mad shriek of John Rollinger.

jammed the brake-blast pedal before | realized."  "Are you going to let us crash without even

Captain Future jumped to the interphone. Heying?" roared Grabo to Captain Future.
called the cyc-room: "What happened down there? The falling Vulcan was only miles above the
Did the tail-tubes go, too?" surface of the uncharted planetoid. They were
The scared, hoarse voice of the mutineer mshing down toward a convexity of green jungle in
charge of the cyc-room answered him. "We gotthe center of which glowed the evil red volcanoes
dozen dead men down here-half the cycs blew apd lava-beds.
when the bow and lateral tubes back-blasted! The Air whistled outside the plunging ship, in a
tail-tubes didn't give way, though they seem to brésing roar. It was still turning over, as it fell.
badly strained.” Captain Future waited for one more turn.
"Switch the power of the remaining cycs into the "Do something, you fool!" yelled Boraboll in
tail rocket-tubes!" ordered Curt. "Then get out dkrror.
the cyc-room!" "We're falling toward those volcanoes!" shouted
He turned and hauled the stunned old Saturnianother of the mutineers. The iron-nerved Kim Ivan
out of the pilot-chair . "Give me those controls.” silenced them. "Shut up and let him alone!"
The volcanic region of the mystery planetoid
OREMOS leaped forward, deadlystretched only a few miles beneath the plummeting
suspicion on his face. "Wait a minuteship. The center of the infernal activity was a
Future! You're not pulling any of your tricks!" double row of huge black craters separated by a
"Tricks, the devil!" flamed Curt. "We're falling stupendous chasm. From the craters flowed lurid
toward that planetoid, and in ten minutes we'lrimson cataracts of molten rock that crept
crash. We can't get away, for the bow and latersluggishly down toward vast black beds of solid-
tubes are blown, and the tail-tubes are strained asrdsted lava.
can't be used for more than a few minutes of Curt Newton was estimating their speed of fall
firing." by split-seconds. He knew that the tail-tubes upon
He was seating himself in the pilotchair andvhich all depended would stand but a few moments
grabbing the space-stick as he talked. "If we crash firing before their strained walls exploded. It
on that planetoid, everybody in the ship dies. | domi#quired all the superb spaceman's nerve to wait for
care a curse about you pirates. But I've got frientise Vulcanto turn once more. Yet he waited, till the
aboard. There's a chance | can make a safstruments showed its tail pointed straight down.
landing." Curt's foot instantly jammed the cyc-pedal to the
"Go ahead and try, then!" exclaimed Kim Ivanfloor. The roar of raving power that lanced
"Get back and give him room, the rest of you!" downward from the tubes flung him deep in the
The Vulcanwas turning slowly over and over inpilot-chair and jammed the others against the wall.
space as it fell at appallingly increasing speékhe hull of the crippled ship grated and screamed
toward the mystery planetoid. Captain Future's eyigem the shock of deceleration.
tensely estimated the distance of the little world, by "We're going to land in that lava!" cried Grabo.
the graduated scale etched in the glassite window.
The hundred-mile sphere now filled most of the CAPTAIN FUTURE saw the glowing red
firmament. The edges of its dark green mass were river that flowed from two volcanoes
rimmed by a haze that told of a thin atmosphere. rushing up toward them. It was straight beneath the
Superhuman tension gripped the watchirglowing ship.
criminals as the ship fell on toward doom. Curt's His hands flashed desperately to the bank of

20



THE FACE OF THE DEEP

individual rocket-tube throttles. He cut the tubes arying.
the starboard side of the tail. The Brain's weird form flashed like a flying cube
The off-balance thrust of the remaining tubeakirough the swirling fumes to Curt's side, hastily
sent the fallingVulcan lurching to port. It saggedfollowed by Curt and Otho.
down toward the black lava beds beyond the fiery "Young Rih Quili was stunned by the shock --
river. Instantly, Curt cut in all the tail-tubes again. he's lying in his cell'" cried Simon.
Crash! Crash!The flaming tail of the ship came "I'll get him!" Captain Future yelled. "Ezra, get
to rest upon the solid crust of lava. In a flash, he cdiban to the space-door! Otho, see to McClinton and
all tubes. The ship toppled over on its side and lélye crew-men!"

still. He plunged back to Rih Quili's cell and picked
"Good God, what a landing!" choked old Tuhlusip the unconscious young Mercurian. A sharper
Thuun, hoarsely. lurch of the settling ship staggered him as he did so.

Curt Newton, his face haggard and dripping with The sulphurous air was choking him. As the
perspiration from superhuman strain, sudderfiyught up the tilted floor toward the door, he
raised his hand. "Listen!" glimpsed the dazed McClinton and other crewmen

The momentary silence that had followed thieeing rushed by Otho toward the exit. Grag was
landing of the Vulcan was broken by ominouscoolly waiting for Curt. Through the mad uproar, a
cracking sounds beneath the ship. The prostrataieking of mad laughter smote their ears.
vessel shuddered violently as the cracking sounds"Rollinger's back there!" Curt gasped. "Grag!"
became louder HE great robot, who did not breathe and

"We're sinking into the lavalelled a mutineer's was not affected by the overpowering
wild voice. "The ship's weight is cracking the solidumes and heat, was already clanking back to the
crust -- it's going to sink into the molten rockmadman's cell. He returned quickly, clutching the
beneath!" insanely struggling scientist.

With the cry came a louder cracking, and a sharp They tumbled down to the space-door. As they
lurching of the ship There was a screech of rendimgached it, a violent downward movement of the
metal plates. Scorching, superheated air laden wainking Vulcanthrew them out.
choking sulphurous fumes flooded up through the Curt hit a surface of rough lava that was so

ship. searingly hot that he cried out. He staggered up
"She's going through the crust now!" bellowedith Rih Quili. Blinded by swirling smoke,
Kim Ivan. "Out of the ship, everybody!" scorched by almost unendurable heat, he glimpsed

The mutineers scrambled madly down towartevices cracking open in the solid crust around the
the space-door of the cyc-deck. All else waship. Fiery red lava gushed from beneath.
forgotten in the wild instinct to escape. "This way, Chief!" boomed Grag's tremendous
Curt Newton fought his way down thevoice.
companionway with the scrambling convicts. But it Captain Future struggled forward. The vague
was toward the mid-deck he was struggling. figures of his friends and of the fleeing mutineers
He paused briefly outside its door to fling thevere dimly visible in the smoke ahead.
switch of the master electro-control. Then he Crack! The crust of lava shook violently under
plunged into the cell-deck corridor. The guard in their feet. Curt turned and through the smoke he

had aready fled. glimpsed theVlucan's black hull sinking swiftly
"Joan! Ezra!" Curt cried chokingly through thento the hissing molten rock beneath the solid crust.
swirling smoke. "We've got to get out of here!" He stumbled on, choking, scorched, half-

Figures were stumbling out of the unlockeblinded. Presently the air seemed a little purer. And
cells, slipping upon the tilted floor, gasping as theyen it was no longer hot, jagged lava under his
breathed the scorching sulphurous air. feet, but black soil. He had reached the edge of the

Curt found the staggering figure of Joan ankdva-bed and was standing upon ground that sloped
steadied her with his arm. Ezra Gurney's grizzlegntly in the dusky light toward a distant wall of
face appeared through the smoke, a big bruise upeeird jungle.
his cheek and his faded eyes wild. Kim Ivan and the mutineers who had escaped

"Name o' the Sun, what happened?" he wasere standing here, but they paid no attention in
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this moment to Captain Future and his group. Tliem the seething craters, and there was a low,
convicts were staring strickenly out across theontinuous growling and quivering of the ground
smoking lava-field. beneath them.

Curt Newton turned and looked. Out there in the Curt Newton felt a cold chill, despite the
smoke, he saw the curved black hull of talcan sulphurous warmth of the air. It was so terribly
finally disappearing beneath the cracked crust. isolated from the universe of man, this drifting
pool of molten lava glowed redly where it hadpeck of land in the vast, shoreless sea of outer
been. space. And they were so utterly unequipped to deal

"She's gone," muttered the big Martian pirate. with whatever alien perils it might hold.

A heavy silence followed, unbroken for long He felt Joan shiver inside the protecting cicle of
minutes. The appalling enormity of the disaster wéss arm, and looked down anxiously at her.
coming home to them all. "You're all right, Joan? That shock jar you when

Captain Future felt an iciness in his heart that lvee crashed?"
had never before experienced, as he realized their'lt didn't hurt me." Her face was very pale, her
situation. eyes dark and wide as she looked up at him. "I'm

They were marooned here on an unchart@gst scared, | guess. This weird, forbidding place --
island of space, more than four billion mileshat we'll never get away from."
outside the Solar System. A mere unknown speck“Never is a long time," Curt said quickly. "Don't
in the void, to which no other ship would eveworry about it now, Joan."
come. "Oh, Curt, you know we're marooned here

They were utterly without tools or weaponspermanently!" Her voice broke in a sob. "We've no
And, worst of all, he and his friends and the girl hehip, no weapons, no tools."
loved had as fellow castaways more than a hundredCaptain Future could not answer that. His arm
of the most dangerous criminals of the nine worldeghtened almost fiercely around her, as though in
every one of whom cherished a bitter enmitgrotection against what was to come. The
toward him. Futuremen and their allies, like the mass of Kim

Ivan's mutineers, were still staring frozenly at the
lava-beds in which the ship had perished.
CHAPTER VI "Did anyone manage to salvage anything from
the ship?" Curt asked them.
George McClinton, the lanky young engineer,
Mystery Planetoid was the only one to answer. He pointed hesitantly
~down at a fiber case at his feet.

NIGHT was creeping v g.g.grabbed that up as | r-r-ran out of the

across the little world, theship," he stammered.

dusky day deepening into mhat s it? A tool-kit?" Curt Newton demanded
gdcomplete darkness as theyickly.

< gbright star of the distant Sun * \cClinton's spectacled face looked abashed in
‘. sank beneath the horizonyye req light. "N-no, it's only a c-c-case of p-prunes.
g-rom the brooding black) ijyst happened to see it in the s-s-supply-room
jjungle in the distance, anygor as | went past."

juncanny babble of weird sgjast me down!" swore old Ezra Gurney
ganimal or bird calls came tofyrigysly. "Of all the crazy, useless things to snatch
the ears of the strlckenUIO that's the limit!"

castaways. A Dburst of laughter rose from the others at
: Their faces were drawnycclinton's shame-faced admission. It came from
and haggard in the lurid red light from thene mytineers as well as the Futuremen's party, and
volcanoes. From those towering black craters in the, a5 hysterically loud. It was a reaction on the
east, evil-glowing rivers of molten lava crephqt of all from their own terrifying thoughts, their

constantly downward like crawling snakes of firgeajization of the appalling situation in which they
Showers of burning ashes shot up ever and agdaiBod.
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It eased that frozen tension a little. Men relaxédry to get some sleep, Joan."
enough from their stunned rigidity of mind and "M-m-maybe | could g-g-get some moss or
body to inspect their burns and bruises. And Kiteaves from that jungle, to m-m-make a bed for
Ivan strode out and turned to face the mutineers. her," suggested George McClinton anxiously.

"Did any of you bring atom-guns out of the ship "No, it's bad business to go blundering into an

with you?" the big Martian pirate demanded. alien interplanetary forest by night,” Curt answered.
Curt stiffened. He realized instantly what was iliYou never know what queer kind of creature is
Kim Ivan's mind. waiting for you."

Silence and darkness held the makeshift camp of
UT none of the mutineers answered in theurvivors. No one felt like talking, and most were
affirmative to the question. Grabo, thalready exhaustedly sleeping. The only sounds were
Jovian, growled the explanation of the lack of gunthe medley of uncanny calls from the starlit jungle,
"You wouldn't let any of us wear atom-pistols irand the low rumbling of the distant volcanoes. Now
the ship," he snarled, "for fear we'd kill each othemnd then, the ground quivered slightly under them,
in brawls. And there wasn't any time to go diggingith a low, muted growling.
them out of the arsenal-room when the ship Captain Future looked down at Joan's dark head,
crashed." upon his knee. She was sleeping, her face white in
Kim Ivan's voice rose to a roar. "Don't take thahe starlight. He perceived that Grag, who never
sulky tone with me. I'm still boss here! There maslept, was standing watch nearby like an immobile
not be an atom-gun on this world, but | can beat timeetal statue.
ears off any pair of you with my bare fists!" John Rollinger was not sleeping. The crazed
None of the mutineers took up the redoubtabl@ophysicist was looking toward the distant jungle
Martian's challenge. But Grag's big metal figurm an attitude of intent listening.

moved clankingly forward. "Rollinger, what's the matter?" Curt asked in
"Do you think you can beat the ears affe?" low tones.
rumbled the great robot. The Earthman turned dazed eyes toward him. "l

Kim Ivan faced the robot with an unflinchinghear voices talking, inside my head. I'm afraid.

scowl. "I know you're stronger than any four of us,There's somebody on this world."

he admitted belligerenly to Grag. "But there's more "There's no one here,” Curt soothed. "Go to

than a hundred of us, remember that. We can psléep. You haven't anything to be afraid of."

you down, big and tough as you are."” The Brain had been brooding silently nearby.
New tension sprang into being, as the mutineetike Grag, Simon never slept. Now he glided to

hatred and antagonism toward the Futuremegaptain Future's side, and whispered.

party came again to the fore. Curt Newton realized "Lad, I've been thinking about this planetoid,” he

that it would not take much to precipitate &aid. "There's something puzzling about it. | mean,

struggle. all this volcanic and seismologic activity. There
"It seems to me," his cool voice cut in, "thashouldn't be volcanism on a world this small."

we've had enough for one day without trying to kill Curt was grimly amused. "Same old Simon! All

each other right now." our predicament means to you is just an intriguing
Kim Ivan roughly agreed. "We're groggy andcientific problem."

tired, and some of us are hurt. And there's nothing

to be gained by a scrap now. We'll get some rest, HE BRAIN'S metallic whisper was cold

and see how things stand in the morning.” and annoyed. "If my reasoning is right, this
The tension diminished. With little further talk particular scientific problem has an important

the castaways dropped to the warm ground ahdaring on our present predicament. Lad, you saw

stretched out exhaustedly. the meteorometer readings on this planetoid before
Curt and his friends kept at a little distance frorwe crashed on it. Can you remember its

the mutineers. He noticed that Kim Ivan himseHpproximate mass, direction and speed of drift, and

was not sleeping, but was keeping vigilant watdfistance from the System?"

from where he sat. Captain Future was puzzled. "l think | can,
Captain Future pillowed Joan's head on his kngbought | don't see why it's so important. The mass
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of it is two-thousands-Earth, position is slightlyetorted Curt.

over four billion miles from the edge of the System, "Bah, what are you trying to do, scare us?"
and its drift is almost straight toward the System atoffed Kim Ivan, incredulously.

ten miles a second velocity --" Moremos, eyeing Curt Newton hatefully, hissed:

Curt stopped suddenly, as his keen scientiffgVe ought to settle these cursed Futuremen right
mind abruptly realized the significance of the dataere and now. | say, let's rid ourselves of them for
he was quoting. good. All except the girl."

"Good Lord, Simon, | didn't see it before! This Captain Future rarely lost his temper. But at the
planetoid is approaching the Limit!" evil implication in the Venusian's last words, and at

"Yes, lad," rasped the Brain. "And that accounthe sudden pallor that came into Joan Randall's
for its volcanic activity." face, Curt's bronzed face went a dull red.

Curt Newton was appalled. The ominous fact to His voice was low and steady, but his gray eyes
which the Brain had called his attention made theirere fiery as he promised the Venusian murderer:
predicament vastly more menacing. "Moremos, when the time comes you are going

In taut whispers, he and Simon Wright discussed pay for that suggestion with your life."
it with feverish intensity as the night hours passed. The mutineers started threateningly forward, and
Between these two master-scientists sp&@fag and Otho sprang instantly to Curt's side. But
whispered formulae, equations and corrections, l&sn Ivan intervened roughly.
they sought to solve mentally a problem which was "Cut your blasts!" he bellowed to his glaring
of direst import. followers. Then, with eyes narrowed suspiciously,

The sky in the 'east' began to lighten at last. Ae snapped to Curt: "What's this story of yours
growing pallor crept across the starry heavens. Aabtout this planetoid exploding in two months?"
with it came a sharper, more violent tremor of the
ground beneath them. The shock and the grinding APTAIN FUTURE slowly withdrew his

roar brought the sleeping castaways into alarmed flaming gaze from the Venusian. He
wakefulness. explained in short, grim sentences.
"Curt, what's happening?" Joan's small hand "This planetoid is becoming internally unstable.
clutched his sleeve as she awakened. That is because it is drifting toward our Solar
“It's only a stronger seismic tremor,” heSystem. The gravitational influence of our System
reassured her. "But it's sun-rise now, Joan." is setting up seismic strains inside its mass. The

The Sun came up as a bright, tiny disk hardiguakes and volcanic activity here are due to those
larger than a very brilliant star. It cast a feeblmterior strains. They'll become worse as it draws
daylight across the alien landscape of smokimgarer the System.
volcanoes, black lava-beds, and distant green"Two months from now, this planetoid will be
jungles. S0 near the System that its tidal strains will burst it

Kim Ivan stood, looking grimly around theasunder. Roche's Limit, which determines the
unfriendly vista. The other mutineers were gettingritical distance at which a celestial body nearing a
to their feet, staring about in dismal silence. larger body will burst into fragments, operates in

"This is a devil of a place to be marooned inthe case of this worldlet as though the whole
muttered Grabo, the squat Jovian. System were one great body it was approaching.”

Kim Ivan shrugged. "lt's better than Kim Ivan seemed baffled by Captain Future's
Interplanetary Prison, anyway. There'll be fruits aratientific reference, and there was still strong
meat-animals in that jungle. We can live hergkepticism on his battered red face.
indefinitely." He turned toward Boraboll, the Uranian. "What

Captain Future grimly contradicted the bigbout that, Boraboll? You had a scientific
pirate. "We can't live here indefinitely. This littleeducation. Does Future's claim make sense?"

world isn't going teexistindefinitely." The fat Uranian's moonlike yellow face twitched
The big Martian frowned at him. "What do youwith fear, and his voice was husky. "It's true that
mean?" Roche's Limit will operate for the whole System as

"I mean that in a little more than two monthsthough for one body, in affecting an unstable
this planetoid will be shattered and destroyedglanetoid like this. If this planetoid gets much
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nearer than four billion miles, it will burst.” muttered, "Nobody has ever built anything as

Old Tuhlus Thuun added a shrill word. "Thixomplicated as a spaceship from scratch, in the
planetoid isn't a lot more than that from the Systewhole history of the System."
now, according to what our instruments read before "It's never been done," Curt admitted, "but that
we crashed. And it's heading toward the System, dthesn't say itan‘'tbe done."
right.”

"Then Future's right," gasped Boraboll, terrified.
"My God, this little world is going to burst under us
in two months!"

The panic of the fat Uranian convinced the other
mutineers as nothing else would have done. They The Tangle-Tree
looked at each other in fear.

"Name o' the Sun!" exclaimed Ezra Gurney. '
didn't think last night that weould be in a worse
jam, but this makes it plenty worse."

Even big Kim Ivan looked a little appalled. He
muttered, "That's luck for you -- cast away on
planetoid thatll explode beneath us in a fe
weeks."

Curt Newton spoke incisively. "We've got jus
one chance. That is to get away from here befc il
the catastrophe occurs.” E '

"Get away?" echoed the big Martian blankh=
n%i/)vv.\'/' the devil can we get away? We've got no st jasserte d itself. The Brain

"Which means,” retorted Captain Future, "that . .. was more deeply versed in
our only chance of life is tbuild a ship." scientific lore than he. Grag was stronger than he

Kim Ivan stared. "Build a ship, when we don'ﬁ/as' and Otho swifter. But he was leader of the

have a single tool or piece of equipment? Build auturemen because of his indomitable will and

spaceship, with our bare hands?" comljlrage. . . .
p"He's ?aving," growled Grabo. "A spaceshi If anybody could build a ship out of nothing,

takes tons of metal plates and girders, glassite %pmh | still doubt, you Futuremen maybe could,

instruments and ports, copper for cables and Coi@Hﬁi?sredV'\fér::r:vart]r' inal” Boraboll exclaimed
refractory alloy for rocket-tubes, and about fort . _y'g. ) .
other elements for the cyclotrons, fuel and oth Iervously. Anything’s better than just sitting here

parts. And we've just got our fingers!" waiting to die.
"We've got our fingers, and ousrains.” Curt A general murmumof agreement came from the

corrected. "We've got the accumulated knowled utineers. Appalled as they were by the vista of
of centuries of experimenters, from the first cav P El)roachllng doom, thgy grasped a.t any 'st.raw. "
man who made a stone hammer on up There's just one thing, C?ur.t said |nf:|S|ver. If
yesterday.” we Futuremen are to try building a ship, we must

His eyes flashed. "Why shouldn't we be able 1tg)ave absolute freedom of action and must have
start from scratch? The primitive peoples of th%uthorlty to command the assistance of all of you."

remote past did. All the raw elements we need Mcl):retmros? I;I\Iarte_c:] atnt]r}?t'n Mertall},(e orders from
should be present on this world. And if we hav)éOL,f’ ulure: O,' a mitlion years: "
By God, you'll take orders fronme!" roared

r nd skill enough to wrench them fr n .
courage and skill enough to wrench the ee algm lvan to the green-faced Venusian. "And I'm

build with them, we can save ourselves." . ) o !
Sgreeing to Future's conditions. We can't reasonaby

His intensity seemed to make an impressi , . . X
upon the others. The mutineers listened as thou :ﬁc't' him to achieve this feat without the help of

clutching at a precarious straw of hope. . " .
But old Tuhlus Thuun shook his head. He It's all a lot of nonsense," shrilled old Tuhlus

CHAPTER VII

(/19

SOMETHING of Curt
Newton's driving purpose
seemed to communicate
|~ Mitself to the doubting
s mutineers. They might hate
this red-haired planeteer,
_;dbut they were nevertheless
‘ impressed by him.

%= It was at such moments
that Captain  Future's
genius for leadership
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Thuun skeptically. "Nobody can build a spaceshiptting above the roof of the forest, and deduced the
out 0' nothing. It just can't be done." presence of a varied animal life from the calls and
"Suppose we do manage to build a ship and gatises they had heard during the night.
away? What then?" Grabo demanded suspiciously. Joan asked Curt an earnest question as they
Curt was ready for that. "Then you'll agree to sétamped forward. "Curt, is it really possible to build
myself and my friends down on some inhabitea ship? | know you could do it if anybody could,
world of the System." but cananybody do that?"
He knew better than to demand more. If he could"Joan, | don't know," he admitted. "But our lives
once assure Joan's safety, the pursuit of thang on the answer, and it's up to us to find out.”

mutineers could be taken up later. "If we had unlimited time and materials, it might
"I agree to that, Future,” said Kim Ivanbe done," remarked the Brain pessimistically. "But
promptly. "Now how do we start?" to do it in two months, with no tools to begin with

For a moment, even Captain Future was dauntaad criminals for workers --"
by that question. It made him realize to the full the Grag's deep voice shouted from behind them,
appall magnitude of the thing they were about taterrupting. "Hey, Chief, this crazy Rollinger won't
attempt. come along."

How did you start building a big, complicated The crazed scientist, whom Curt had deputed
space ship when you had literally nothing but yo@rag to keep an eye on, was refusing to accompany
bare hands? He groaned mentally as he envisionled party toward the jungle. Rollinger's haggard
the complexity of thousands of massive anfdce was distorted by overpowering fear, and his
delicate parts which must be correctly fabricatezl/es were wild as he babbled objection.
and assembled to form a navigable vessel. "l won't go there!" he cried, peering terrifiedly

It wouldn't do to show doubt. He quickly lookedoward the distant jungle'They are there -- the
around the hostile, alien vista of the mystemnighty ones. | heard Them speaking last night, in
planetoid. my mind. They know we are here, and They don't

"Our first step necessarily must be to establigike it."
safe living-quarters for ourselves and investigate "Who's he talking about?" Grag asked puzzledly,
for food,” he declared. "Then we'll makeas Curt and Otho and Joan came back.
preliminary survey for sources of the raw materials "He's just raving again."” Otho commented.
we'll need.” Rollinger's voice rose to a shrill pitch. "They

Kim Ivan assented to that with a nod. "I'nwarned last night that we must not stay here, that
hungry already, and getting more so by the minutdhey will kill us if we do!"

George McClinton had opened his fiber case of "Pick him up and bring him along, Grag,"
prunes. The lanky, spectacled engineer stoppmdered Curt. "We can't delay now to soothe him."

munching the dried fruit to inquire: Rollinger struggled frantically, but was like a
"Anybody w-w-want some prunes? They're verghild in the grip of the great robot.
n-n-nourishing." "Do you suppose there really could be

"Not until I'm hungrier than | am now, will | eat intelligent, malign life on this world?" Joan asked
those danged things,” growled Ezra Gurney. "Wh&urt.
you was snatchin' up somethin’, why didn't you "l doubt it. We've seen no signs of intelligent life
snatch up a case of beef or somethin' like that?" here so far,” Captain Future replied. "Of course,
Captain Future and Kim Ivan, after a briefve're likely to find some very queer plant and
colloquy, had decided that they must find a suitabémimal life here. For this planetoid doesn't belong
spot for a base nearer to the jungle. From the jungte our own System. It's a wanderer of the
must come whatever food they could glean. Andterstellar void, a tiny planet that must long ago
the sulphurous air that clung over these lava-belave been torn away somehow from its parent sun."
made proximity to them unpleasant. He continued thoughtfully. "Perhaps it has
drifted through space for ages. Undoubtedly it has a
T HE whole party started toward the jungleradioactive core that has furnished sufficient
Its green wall was less than a half-milevarmth to support life on its surface. Evolution
away. They could see birds or winged creaturesight take some weird paths upon a little, isolated
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worldlet like this."

The green wall of the jungle loomed before thel
in the feeble daylight.

The castaways halted and stood silently lookir
at the alien, grotesque forest.

It was composed chiefly of towering tree-ferns
whose colossal fronds were interlaced by lianas a
vines. Thorny underbrush decked with brilliar
scarlet and yellow flowers, and big pale-gree
mosses choked much of the space between
trunks of the mighty ferns.

"There's some kind of a natural clearing iif*'
there,” Kim Ivan reported to Curt. "Want to go ir
and look it over?"

Captain Future nodded, and he and the ki,
Martian pushed their way beneath the shadow W},
the towering ferns. The air was hot and stean §
inside the jungle, and many transparent-winge §
insects flashed about them. ;

"Makes you think of the Jovian forests, and ye
everything is different,” Kim Ivan said soberly et
"Ah, here we are." THE BRAIN

They emerged into the natural clearing that lay a Curt Newton wondered what this rambling
little within the jungle. It was actually a low knoll,introduction was leading toward. "So what?"

a few yards high and several hundred yards in "Well, | gave you my word we'd work with you
diameter. all the way, trying to build this ship, and I'm a chap
who keeps his word,” Kim Ivan went on. "But |
OTHING grew within this clearing exceptcan't always control the boys. So -- watch out for
a few dozen gigantic cacti. They weréloremos!"
dark, barrel-shaped growths twelve feet high, Captain Future stiffened. "Is that Venusian
spineless and with fluted sides. already planing to make trouble?"

"Lucky, finding a natural clearing like this," Kim  "He hates you like poison," Kim Ivan said. "He
Ivan remarked. "It's just what we're looking forwas saying a little bit ago that he'd figured out how
isn't it?" to get you and your pals, when the time came. And

Curt nodded. "We can build a stockade of fern'm afraid some of the boys would side with him. I'd
trunks around it for protection against possibleeep an eye open for death-traps, if | was you."
beasts of prey. And it looks as though we could dig Curt said thoughtfully, "I doubt if he'd try
a spring at that moist patch of ground.” anything right away, for building this space ship is

He turned to go back and bring the others, bhis only hope's well as ours. But I'll watch out for
Kim Ivan delayed him with a hand on his arm. Thais clever little traps. And thanks for the warning,
big Martian pirate had an oddly earnest expressi&m."

on his massive, battered red face. "Don't thank me," disclaimed the big pirate
"Future, wait a minute. | got something to telbluffly. "I'm not worried about you for any reason
you." except that you're our only chance of getting off
Curt looked at him keenly. "What is it?" this cursed little world. | know that we can't build a

Kim Ivan scratched his ear. "Well, it's like this. kpace ship out of nothing, but maybe you can."
know you got it in for me because | led the mutiny. They went back and brought the rest of the
Not that I'm excusing that -- | still say anything'€astaways to the clearing which they had selected
better than Interplanetary Prison. Though if th@r an encampment. Then Captain Future issued
boys had obeyed my orders, there wouldn't hageders which were backed up by Kim Ivan's
been any killing." authority over the mutineers.
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"The first essential is to build a stockade fothorny smaller shrubs bore unfamiliar fruits.
protection and to find food," he declared. "Then we Insect life was abundant. But most of the winged
can build huts for living-quarters, and start worlrthropods possessed perfectly transparent wings
assembling materials and tools for the ship." and were hard to see. There were no true feathered

He formed them into work and foraging partiesirds, but white, bat-winged creatures were
The former were to bring saplings and vines withumerous and noisy in the tree-tops. And Curt
which to build a rough wall around the clearingNewton found tracks and other traces of animals
The foraging groups were to look for fruits, nuts ahat were apparently several species of small
other possible edibles, and bring them back to thedents.

Brain for inspection. "There doesn't seem to be any sign of large
"Ezra, you stay here with Joan," Curt told the olthimals," Captain Future declared. "Though all the
marshal. "How are you, Rih Quili?" life here is so alien it's hard to tell."

"The injured young Mercurian lieutenant George McClinton's spectacled face was
gingerly touched his bandaged head. "It still acheslescouraged as he looked about the green gloom of

little, but I'm fit for work now." the jungle.
"Better take it easy,” Curt advised. " And, Ezra, "lt's certainly w-w-wild enough.” Grag was
keep an eye on Rollinger all the time." already at work, uprooting saplings and ripping off

big branches from the tree-ferns to be stripped into
OHN ROLLINGER had exhibited an almosistockade-poles. The other three pitched in, but the
pitiful terror of the jungle, and had had to béuge robot had the advantage here. His steel arms
dragged by Grag to this clearing. The crazembuld break tough limbs that the others could not
Earthman now crouched, looking about the platackle.
with wild, scared eyes. Leaving a trail of trimmed poles behind him,

Curt, Grag, Otho and George McClinton formeGrag advanced toward one of the big banyan-like
one of the work parties. They plunged into thizees. He seized one of its leafless, drooping
shadowy green jungle of giant tree-ferns aroranches. Instantly, the branch retaliated by seizing
choking underbrush, in search of suitable materiaiim. It and others of the scores of branches coiled
for the stockade. around him like tough plant-tentacles and dragged

"If we had just a b-b-bush-knife, it would be a lhim toward the central trunk.
lot easier,” mumbled the lanky McClinton, who "Hey, Chief, this tree's fighting back!" yelled
was munching dried prunes as he marched. Grag alarmedly.

"Why not wish for an atomic blaster, while "It's some kind of carnivorous form of plant-life
you're at it?" suggested Otho. "Besides, this flsat can devour animals!" Captain Future cried.
where Grag comes in handy. He can tear up treesbgar those branches away, Grag."
the roots. You never saw anybody so strong." "I can't!" shouted the robot. "The cursed things

"Meaning that you're trying to flatter me intoare strong as steel! It's a regular tangle-tree."
doing all the work," growled Grag. "Well, it won't
go, my slippery rubberoid friend."

They were already deep in the green jungle. Big CHAPTER VIl
tree-ferns reared their glossy trunks for fifty to sixty
feet, bearing masses of flat fronds and spore-pods. _

Yet these were not true pteridophytes at all, but the The Cubics

result of a wholly different line of plant evolution,
which appeared not to rely on photosynthesis as
source of life.

There were other and even stranger trees. Hu
ones like banyans reached out many leafless lin
from a massive central trunk. Others looked likj:
big horse-tails. Club mosses flourished in th
spaces between the crowding trunks, and creep
vines were everywhere. Many of the vines and tl

AT least twenty of the tentacle-
like limbs had now coiled around
Grag. They were lifting his massive
igure toward the central trunk. This
gwas a cylindrical mass of fiber
twelve feet in diameter. The tangle
of branches grew from its sides, and
its top was a huge, hollow calyx.
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Curt and the other two sprang forward to aid thequirting sap over him!"
robot. But they were themselves gripped by other "Laugh, you misbegotten son of a test-tube!"
branches. As they sought to free themselves, Gragared Grag furiously.
struggling form was being hoisted up into the air The big robot was a ludicrous figure, smeared
and held above the hollow calyx of the tangle-tredrom head to foot with thick green plant-juice.

From inside the huge calyx spurted up streams Curt, too, was shaking with mirth. "It's lucky the
of sticky green liquid that smeared the helplessee did happen to grab you instead of one of us,”
robot from head to foot. Grag yelled with fury ahe consoled the angry robot. "Any one of us would
this, but the sticky juices continued to spurt ovérave found it no joke."
him. Grag ruefully tried to clean himself off. "Of an

"The thing is covering Grag with its digestivehe screwy forms of life that | ever --"
juices before iteatshim!" exclaimed Curt. "Try to  Captain Future suddenly interrupted, holding up
reach him." his hand sharply. "Listen! | heard a cry!"

But they couldn't reach him. Each of them had a A distant yell came to them through the green
coiling branch around him. Only the fact that mogfloom of the weird forest.
of the tangle-tree's branches were occupied with"One of the other parties has run into trouble!"
Grag made it possible for them to avoid beinGurt exclaimed. "Come on!"
drawn in also. They plunged through the jungle in the direction

Grag, bellowing in rage and completely covereidtom which the cry had come. Now they could hear
by sticky plant-juice, was now being drawra chorus of alarmed voices.
remorselessly down into the hollow calyx of the It was one of the work-parties headed by Grabo,
trunk. He disappeared inside it, though his mufflethe Jovian, that was doing the shouting. The squat

roaring still sounded. Jovian pirate turned as Curt and his companions
"Good Lord, he's g-g-gone!" stammeredppeared.
McClinton. "The thing has d-d-devoured him." "Look at those things!" he exclaimed. "We don't

But after a few moments, during which theknow what to make of 'em."
fought to free themselves, Grag was suddenly
drawn up again from the calyx of the tree. URT NEWTON stared. He too, in all his
The robot was held as before, while the sticky extensive experience with the strange life
digestive juices of the carnivorous tree spurteaf far worlds, had seen no creatures such as these.
again over his raging figure. There were six of the creatures, and they were
Otho uttered a mirthful shout as he tore himsdbusily working in a little open glade of the forest.
free from the branch holding him. "The treé&ach of the things looked like a giant centipede,
couldn't digest Grag's iron carcass that time, so msth an oddly geometrical body eight feet long and
going to try again." many square legs set along it. They were carrying
In fact, Grag was now being drawn back dowslabs of stone along.
into the calyx of the massive trunk. Again came his A closer look revealed the amazing details of
muffled bellowing. Curt and McClinton had bytheir appearance. Each of these big creatures
now managed to release themselves also. appeared to be composed of scores of small, living
But there was no need for the three to sprirfieshy pink cubes. Each cube was four inches
forward to Grag's aid. For now the robot was beirguare, and had two twinkling, bright little eyes and
hoisted up again out of the calyx. And with am@ small mouth-opening.
almost human gesture of disappointment and "Why, | never saw anything like these before,"
disgust, the tangle-tree's gripping branches hurl€aptain Future muttered, stepping forward.
the robot away. He flew through the air and lit upon "You haven't seen the half of it yet!" exclaimed
the soft ground some distance away, with @rabo. "They can split themselves up when we start
resounding thud. toward 'em. Look at 'em! They're doing it again!"
Otho collapsed in a fit of laughter when they The weird, geometrical creatures had until now
reached Grag's side. "The thing couldn't digeignored Curt Newton and the others, diligently
Grag, nohow! Il never forget how he lookedesuming their work of carrying away the stone
squirming up there with the tangle-tree hopefullglabs.
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But now, as Captain Future approached, the HE discovery of the Cubics made all of
centipede creatures suddenly dropped the slabs and I them more cautious in the hours of work
then underwent an incredible transformation. that followed. It was increasingly evident that their

Their big, geometrical bodiedisintegrated. former surmise was correct, and that evolution in
They broke up into the scores of living cubes gilant and animal life had indeed followed strange
which they were composed. Each cube wasths upon this age-long isolated planetoid.
revealed to be a separate, living creature. Each hadVhat other uncanny forms of life might haunt
eight tiny claws or legs, one at each corner of ithe dense fern-jungles, they wondered? And what if
cubical body, as well as its own eyes and mouthe Cubics themselves should prove definitely
and ears. hostile? They could be, Curt Newton realized,

These hundreds of cube-creatures scurritmmidable enemies. And the tangle-trees, which
swiftly together, and joined into a single big figureseemed numerous, were a constant danger.

The living cubes joined tightly, each to the next, by By sunset of that day, they bad gathered in the
instantly hooking their tiny claws together. clearing a mass of strong poles sufficient to build a

Silently and quickly as though by magic, thetockade. The foraging parties had also brought
cubical creatures had combined to form a toweringack a mass of fruits, berries and nuts. These were
semi-human figure ten feet high. It advanced af every shape and color, and most of them were
square, stocky legs with its massive arms raisatterly unfamiliar in appearance.

menacingly toward the Futuremen. The Brain, whose knowledge of planetary
"Get back!" Curt Newton cried warning. "Thebotany was encyclopedic, had inspected the fruits
creatures think we're hostile.” and had ruled out a few which he considered likely

They hastily recoiled. Grabo and the mutineets be poisonous. The castaways ate hungrily of the
already had fallen back, and George McClinton washers, finding a big, spherical, meaty nut the most
gaping incredously. nourishing.

The geometrical monster halted its advance. As "We'll need meat, too," Captain Future declared.
though satisfied they had nothing more to fear, tli€here are small animals in the jungle. Any of you
cube-creatures that composed it broke up inkoow anything about trapping?"
separate units. Quickly, they recombined into the Grabo, the squat green Jovian, nodded. "l used
six centipede-figures. Then, carrying the storie trap 'diggers' in the jungle north of Jovopolis,
slabs, they calmly disappeared into the jungle. when | was a kid on Jupiter. All | needed was a

"Did I dream that or have | been drinking radiuncord to make into a snare for their runways."
highballs?" gasped Otho. "What the deaiethose  "Take a couple of men and get some snares set
freakish little cubics?" tomorrow," Curt suggested. "You can make the

"That's a good name for them -- the Cubicsgords from strips of clothing.”

Captain Future commented. "As to their nature, it George McClinton distastefully put down a very
seems pretty obvious that they're small animaipe, squashy yellow fruit of egg shape which he
who have developed to a great degree the facultylad been eating.

living in a cooperative community. Just like a hive "Too m-m-messy," he said. "And it doesn't have
of bees or a colony of beavers, only more so." the f-f-flavor of a p-p-prune.”

"But how can the little devils go through those The tiny disk of the Sun was sinking again
quick formations of theirs without any hesitation oroward the horizon. The shadows of the grotesque,
discussion?" marvelled Grabo. towering cacti in the center of the clearing grew

Curt thought he could guess. "They must Henger .
constantly in telepathic rapport with each other. Night was falling. The stars were already
Something like the "hive mind" of the bees, evepricking forth in the dusking sky, and the heavens
further developed. Maybe the individuakastward showed a quivering red glare from the
intelligence of each Cubic pools into a grouprolcanoes and lava-beds there.
intelligence, just as their bodies combine. They're at "l think," Curt decided. "that we'd better keep a
least semi-intelligent, judging from the way thejire going nights until we have our stockade up.
were working." We've already learned that there are formidable

forms of life on this worldlet.”
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A fire of dry fern-logs soon blazed up near the Kim Ivan asked gloomily, "How're we going to
center of the clearing. Curt had kindled it bget steelite for tools?"
striking sparks from his steelite belt-buckle against Captain Future shrugged. "We'll have to locate
a hard stone. The castaways gathered around itras deposits, and smelt the metal out, and make
though taking comfort from it as the nightour own alloys. It won't be easy, but it's the first
deepened. essential step toward building a ship.”
Captain Future musingly looked around the "And then what will be the next?" Boraboll
circle of many firelit faces. What an oddly assortesqueaked skeptically.
company they were, he thought. Joan's lovely face,"Then we'll try building an atomic smelter for
and McClinton's spectacled, serious countenantage-scale operations,"” Curt answered. "Some of
Otho lolling indolently with slant eyes watching theis can be reconnoitering this worldlet in the
blaze, and young Rih Quili's bandaged head. Kimeantime for the raw materials we're going to need.
Ivan's massive, jovial red face, and Grabo and dthromium, beryllium, manganese, copper, calcium,
Tuhlus Thuun and fat Boraboll, and Moremosind about forty or fifty others."
sulking features and secretive eyes. And the Brain They all seemed dashed by the magnitude of the
poised outside the circle a little, while big Gragask proposed. To many of them, the difficulties
stood in the shadows keeping watch upon th&oked insuperable.
raving John Rollinger. "How do we know we'll find any of those
"We've got a fire and some food," Kim Ivan waglements here?" Ezra objected. "Those are elements
saying, "and tomorrow we'll put up a stockade araf our own Solar System, but this planetoid ain't a
some huts. Then what?" part of our System. It's from way off in the Galaxy,
"Yes, what then?" Moremos asked Captaiou said.”
Future with an open sneer. "Just how do we start The Brain woke from his brooding reverie to
building a space ship with our bare hands?" answer that. "The matter of the whole Galaxy is
Curt answered tersely. "Our first need will béargely homogenous in nature, for all its stars had a
tools -- durable metal tools. Let's see how muadommon cosmic origin. The remotest suns show
metal we have among us." the spectra of much the same elements as our own
The result of the inventory of their possessiorsun. We should find most of the needed elements
was discouraging. They had a few metal trinketeere, though on this small body a few of them may
and buckles. One of McClinton's engineers hadnat be present.”
small chromaloy wrench. "Is this planetoid really a wanderer from some
distant star-system?" Joan asked Curt with eager

F course, they all had their gravity-beltsinterest.

Every interplanetary traveler constantly He nodded. "It must be. Probably it was torn
wore his belt, whose compact gravitation-equalizaway from its parent-star by some gravitational
made his weight the same on any world. But thelsturbance, and has been drifting through the void
couldn't sacrifice their belts, without sufferingver since."
dangerous effects from the low gravitation of the "A little star, falling alone through space for

little planetoid. ages," Joan murmured. "Let us call it by that name
"l also got a big package of chewinal, if that's -- Astarfall!”

any good," shrilled old Tuhlus Thuun. The fire died down, and they split into separate
" And | have this c-c-case of p-prunes,"” stutteragroups to prepare for sleep. George McClinton had

McClinton. prepared a mattress of soft fern-fronds for Joan,

"There isn't enough metal here to do us anyhich the lanky engineer shyly showed her.
good," Curt Newton declared. "We'll have to make "It's not m-m-much, but it's b-better than the
our own steelite tools, from scratch."” ground,” he stuttered, and retreated awkwardly
"Say, what about Grag?" Otho asked. "There'sfram her thanks.
ton of metal in his carcass. If we melted him down She looked at Captain Future with pretended
-- indignation. Why didn't you think of that?"
"l heard that!" bellowed Grag from out in the Curt grinned. "l don 't believe in pampering my
shadows where he was watching Rollinger. women."
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"Your women!" she echoed scornfully. "There'd can't do it -- | can't!"
no other girl beside myself who'd waste time on a The man's face was frantic in the starlight, and
crazy, foot-loose planeteer like you." his body was writhing and shuddering.

He chuckled as he turned away. The others were"Chief, he's been getting worse by the minute!"
already stretched out, asleep. The fire had died Gwvag reported. "He keeps talking to somebody he
glowing embers, but the red glare of the smokinzplls the Dwellers."
volcanoes eastward cast weird, flickering shadows Curt knelt by the bound madman, and spoke
in the camp. earnestly in an effort to reach that dimmed,

Curt went to where Grag was standing guadistorted mind.
beside John Rollinger. He bad bound the crazed"Rollinger, what are you afraid of?"
scientist's feet to prevent him from fleeing. For The man's wild eyes looked up at him, as though
Rollinger was still muttering and babbling indimly recognizing him.
unabated terror . "The Dwellers!" gasped the madman. "The

"I hear,” Rollinger was muttering, his madhidden lords of this world, whose powers are
brilliant eyes staring into nothingness. "l hear, butstrange and mighty! They have been speaking to me

cannot obey --" in my mind, have been commanding me to do that
Grag asked uneasily, "What do you suppose he/kich | cannot do."

raving about? He gets on my nerves." Captain Future frowned. There was something
"He's just delirious,” Curt said. "It's a pity -- auncanny about the raw, shuddering terror of the

fine mind like that, irretrievably wrecked." crazed scientist.

Captain Future stretched out tiredly on the "Chief, do you suppose there could be malign
ground nearby. The night air was growing chill, andreatures on this world that he can sense but we
he wrapped his zipper-jacket more tightly arounchn't?" Grag asked in a low voice. "There's
him. scientific proof that an unhinged mind is more

As he dropped off to sleep, the low, babblingensitive to outside telepathic influences than a
mutter of the crazed Earthman scientist was the |astund mind," muttered Grag.
sound in his ears. Curt felt definitely uneasy. He straightened and

looked around the starlit, sleeping camp.
"There don't seem to be any intruders here. You
CHAPTER IX didn't see anything strange, did you?"
Grag shook his head. "No, nothing at all. And
everyone else has been sleeping, except for that
The Work Begins Neptunian mutineer, Luug, | saw moving around a
little bit ago."
CURT awakened "Maybe Luuq saw something," Captain Future
¥ suddenly. It was still dark, murmured. "I'll see if he did."

“=and everything was He went through the camp, searching the
P 3= drenched with a cold dew.sleepers for Luug. To his surprise, he could not find

ﬂBut by the shifting of the the Neptunian anywhere in the camp. The ex-bandit

- 1:""‘:Starry sky, he perceived thahad disappeared.
he had slept for several Kim Ivan awoke with catlike alertness as Curt
hours. renewed his search for the missing man. The big
E He soon discovered whatMartian. instantly got to his feet.
\. ]had awakened him. "What's the matter? Something wrong?" he
Yhr _2Rollinger's  ravings haddemanded.
-become louder and shriller, "I'm afraid so," answered Captain Future. "Your
~  were ascending to afriend Luuq is missing. Grag saw him moving
frenzied pitch. Curt quickly rose and went over tabout, but now he's gone."
the spot where Grag was standing watch over theOthers were awakening, aroused by the
madman. Martian's loud voice. They looked at each other

“"No, do not make me!" Rollinger was gaspinguneasily.
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"See if anyone else is missing," ordered Kirthe dark surrounding jungle fell upon tensely
Ivan, frowning. listening ears.

They soon discovered that one other of the Had some formidable beast of prey actually
mutineers had also disappeared, a little Mercurientered the camp and slain the Neptunian and
ex-thief. Mercurian, it would not have have been so

"Maybe the two of them just went out into theerrifying as this baffling disappearance of the two
jungle and will come back,"” suggested Borabolmen. It was the unearthly mystery of it that chilled
the fat Uranian, hopefully. them. Their minds conjured pictures of malign and

"They wouldn't go prowling around in thatalien creatures lurking out there in the dark,
jungle by night,” Kim Ivan said emphatically. "lIfwatching and waiting.
they left the camp, it was because they were "The most intelligent-lookin' creatures we've

dragged out of it." seen on this planetoid are the Cubics," drawled
"Future seems to know more about it thaBzra. "Do you s'pose they're the Dwellers?"
anyone else," said Moremos insinuatingly. "They didn't look of high intelligence," Curt said

The gathered mutineers understood thimubtfully. "Besides, how could they enter the
Venusian's veiled accusation. They turned hacdmp and make off silently with two men?"

eyes upon Curt Newton. "Luug and the Mercurian must have went
"I know no more than you do,". Curt saidsleepwalking into the jungle and got grabbed by
quietly. some beast,"” Kim Ilvan growled.

"Future couldn't have made away with Luuq and "Just the same, | propose we post our own
the other,” Kim Ivan said loudly. "Not withoutguards at night to prevent any more 'sleepwalking',”
some sound that would've roused us all." said Moremos, glancing toward Curt Newton.

"I don't know," muttered old Tuhlus Thuun. For the remaining few hours of that night they

sat around the fire, talking in low voices. All
OHN ROLLINGER interrupted. The crazedealized more completely than ever before the alien
scientist, still lying bound under Grag's guardature of this wandering worldlet from outer space.
nearby, was sobbing hysterically. What dark riddle was it hiding?

"We must leave this world!" he screamed. The coming of day was a relief to strained
"Unless we leave, the Dwellers will kill us all!"  nerves. Almost cheerfully, they breakfasted on fruit

"What's he talking about -- the Dwellers?" Kinmand berries. Then Captain Future got to his feet and
Ivan asked puzzledly. incisively addressed them.

"The hidden ones -- the mighty lords -- they "We've got to organize our operations, if we're to
watch us now and they wait!" raved Rollinger.  get anywhere with the task ahead of us,” he

Grabo, the Jovian, stirred uneasily, his dark fackeclared.
nervous in expression. "l don't like this place. It's as He was a confidence-inspiring figure as he
spooky as the Place of the Dead, on Jupiter."  stood, his tall, rangy figure and red head silhouetted

"Do you s'pose there could be critters of sonmegainst the pale sunrise, his keen gray eyes
kind on this planetoid cunning enough to steal intweeping their faces. But he was not nearly so
the camp and carry away them two men?" askednfident as he looked. He was a little
Ezra Gurney. overwhelmed by the audacity of what they were

Surely we'd have seen any creatures aboutto attempt.
intelligent as that," objected Joan, eyes bright with "First, we've got to complete the stockade
concentration. around this knoll and build some huts," he stated.

"l don't know," Curt muttered. "Everyhing aboutOthers of us have to form regular foraging parties
this planetoid is alien, different from the life of outo supply fruit, roots, and small meat-animals if
own System. It comes from remote regions of thmossible."
galaxy, and during its ages of isolation, its
evolution has taken different paths." IM IVAN spoke up. "I'll superintend the

There was an uneasy silence. The night suddenly building of the stockade and huts. And
seemed pregnant with mysterious menace. The I@&vabo can take care of the food-supply. He says he
calls of small animals and the squeak of birds frokmows how to set traps for the animals whose traces

33



THE FACE OF THE DEEP

we saw in the jungle.” George McClinton, to whom Simon was not as

Curt nodded. "I'll leave all that to you, then," hdéamiliar as to the others, looked after the Brain with
told Kim Ivan. "The Futuremen and | will begin amrmarveling wonder .
exploratory survey for the metallic ores and other "If the Brain can f-f-fly like that so easily, w-w-
materials we'll require. That's our first step towardady couldn't he f-f-fly back to the System for
ship.” help?" he asked.

The big clear knoll soon was buzzing with Curt shook his head. "Simon derives the power
activity. Kim Ivan's stentorian voice bellowedor his beams from a tiny atomic generator inside
orders, supervising a large party of the mutineershis case. It holds a charge of fuel sufficient for
hauling fern-poles from the jungle and setting themany hours' activity, but not enough for a long
up in a stockade and in framework for huts. flight in space.”

Grabo had chosen a dozen of the men and had'That reminds me," Grag said dismayedly, "I'll
gone into the fern-forest to set the animal-snares Ibe needing copper and other elements for fuel for
had improvised from strips of clothing. Other of theny own generators pretty soon. Otherwise, my
men were already bringing in fruits and roots. power will run down."

Curt asked Ezra Gurney, "Will you stay here and Otho told the robot, "That's all right -- when
keep an eye on Moremos? | don't think he'll try tgour power runs out, we can make some swell tools
make any real trouble until we have built a shiput of you. Yes, sir, you're going to come in mighty

But | don't want to take any chances."” handy, Grag."
"l understand,” nodded the veteran marshal. "Il "Chief, will you make Otho quit threatening
watch that varmint.” me!" demanded Grag angrily. "He's getting on my

Captain Future and Grag and Otho and the Brawerves by his talk of using me for metal."
set forth eastward upon their quest for ores, "He can use up some of his wind climbing down
accompanied by George McClinton and Joan. Th#o this crevice and prospecting for iron, " Captain
girl had insisted upon going. Future said acidly as they started forward.

Curt headed toward the nearby region of They had been moving northward and had come
volcanic activity. All around that region wereto a deep crevasse driven in the rock of the
chasms and crevasses that had been split by pienetoid by quakes. It was quite narrow and its

recent seismic disturbances. jagged walls were almost vertical.

"Our best chance of finding surface deposits of
iron, beryllium and the other ores we need, is in THO'S rubbery figure went down the walls
those chasms," he pointed out. "We have to find the as though he were a fly. Presently his
stuff in easily worked surface deposits at first, faroice echoed hollowly up to them.
as yet we have no tools for mining." "Yes, there's nickel-iron down here. Looks like

"When | think of all the work ahead of us, | wishthe core of Astarfall.”
| was back home on the Moon,” Otho said "That's what | was hoping for ," Curt declared. "I
gloomily. figured from its mass that Astarfall would have a

They approached the black fields of solidifiedickel-iron core like most planetoids and planets,
lava. Beyond that crusted expanse lay the smokiagd that its rock crust could not be a thick one."”
valleys through which came the sluggish red rivers They went back to the jungle and secured a
of molten rock that flowed down from the toweringyuantity of tough vines from which they fashioned
volcanoes. The sulphurous fumes half-veiled tleestrong, flexible ladder. Curt and Grag went down
forbidding vista. this into the gloomy depths of the crevasse.

Curt Newton turned to the Brain. "Simon, will Glittering outcrops of nickel-iron ores were
you reconnoiter as many of the chasms and gorgsentiful in the bottom of the chasm. But digging
as you can? See what deposits of ores you can spaoit the ore without tools was another matter. Here
We'll be working northward, from here." Grag's great strength came into play. With a few

The Brain glided off upon his mission, lookingchunks of hard rock for hammers, the big robot
like a glittering flying cube as he shot away througlvosened small masses of ore.
the pale sunlight upon his traction-beams. He was Joan and McClinton had woven wicker baskets
quickly out of sight. which they let down by a vine rope. Thus the
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masses of ore were hauled to the surface. It wason the flesh as being harmless and containing

slow, toilsome work. The day was waning whenutriment. He waved his eye-stalks questioningly

they finally had enough of the ore for Captaimwhen Captain Future thoughtfully fished a couple

Future's immediate purposes. of bones out of the stew and offered them for his
The Brain had returned and made his report. itispection.

investigated a good many of the chasms. And | "What is it, lad?" he asked.

found indications of copper, manganese, chromium"Note the glazed appearance of these bones,"

and several other of the ores we need." said Curt. "Just an interesting side problem, but do
He listed them all, and Curt Newton listenegou make the same thing | do of the skeletal

intently. He asked then, "What about the berylliunstructure of mammals here?"

calcium and lead? They're vital." "Siliciferous compounds!" ex-claimed the Brain
"I've not found any of them yet," admitted the@t once. "The bony structure of creatures on

Brain. "There are signs of possible beryllium: andstarfall are built up from silicon. Altogether

lead deposits in that huge gorge between the doubliferent  from Earthly  specimens. It's

range of volcanoes. But | didn't risk going far downnmistakable."

into it, for, that abyss is highly dangerous. The "Exactly,” said Captain Future, nodding. He

terrific air-currents, heat and fumes from the lava airned to speak to one of the cooks.

its bottom make it a veritable canyon of chaos." "Save the skins of those animals for me," he
"The Canyon of Chaos sounds like a good namequested. "I'll need them tomorrow.
for that place, at that,” remarked Otho. "To build the space ship?" sneered Moremos,

"It's hardly worth while naming places on avho had returned with the Jovian.
world that's going to blow up two months from "Yes, to build the ship,” Curt nodded, with a
now," grumbled Grag. calm smile.

The Sun was sinking when they returned to the He and Grabo scraped and cleaned the hides that
camp. The transformation there proved that Kimight, and he used strong fiber threads and a thorn
Ivan and his men had been at work. needle to sew two of them together into a rude but

The stockade around the knoll was roughkffective bellows. This he mounted in a rough
complete. A spring had been dug. The framewovrkooden frame.
of a dozen huts was up, and several had alreadyit was late when he finished this work by the
been thatched with flat fronds. The huge, barrdirelight. Joan had retired to the smallest hut, which
shaped cacti in the clearing had been Idfiad been assigned for her use. Most of the
untouched, since to attempt to cut down those gianttineers and others were also already asleep.
growths would have entailed immense labor for no Grag had taken up his tireless and sleepless
particular reason. watch. And old Tuhlus Thuun and Boraboll were

"Not bad,” Kim Ivan admitted when Curtremaining awake and watchful tonight, too.
complimented him on the day's work. "It won't take "I'm going to turn in,” Curt yawned,
us long to finish up the huts now." straightening. "How's Rollinger?"

"Muttering a little, but not as noisy as he was
RABO and his trappers soon returnetast night,” Grag replied. "I think he's quieting
from the jungle. "We eat tonight, and notlown."
just fruit,” proclaimed the Jovian complacently. The crazed scientist was now confined in one of

They had snared four plump, rodent-like animatee other small huts. He had been subdued and
as big as small pigs. And they had brought seveslent all during the day.
new varieties of edible fruits.

"But that jungle is a devilish place." swore the
Jovian."Beside those cursed tangle-trees, there's
smaller plants that eat insects and birds in the same
way. | never saw such evil plant-life as this world
has."

Nevertheless, the animals made a palatable sort _
or stew. Although he didn't eat. the Brain passed CURT slept heavily. When he awakened and

CHAPTER X

Dread Warning
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ent out into the sunrise,forging-hammer.
he found Kim Ivan Joan looked a little disappointedly at these two
swearing. unlovely products of their day's tolil.
~ "There is something "lt's wonderful that you've been able to make
cursed spooky about thisthem, but they seem a long way off from a big,
#place,"” declared the bigcomplex space ship,” she murmured.
Martian. "I had queer "They're the seeds of a space ship,” Curt old her.
dreams all night -- as"You have to crawl before you can walk.
though somebody wasRemember that we're starting here completely
=talking inside my mind."  empty-handed. That means that we're forced to

Boraboll spoke retrace a lot of the steps by which thousands of
nervously. "Nothing generations of men ascended from the discovery of
happened all night. Andfire to the building of space ships."
nothing came near the camp that we could see orAll during the next two days, he kept their
hear." improvised furnace and forge at work. McClinton

That day, while most of the mutineers resumeaslas his chief helper, while Otho untiringly pumped
the work of building the huts and replenishing thihe bellows and Grag utilized his huge strength in
food-supply, Captain Future and his party began thenging fresh masses of ore from the surface
next step of their task. working they had discovered.

"We've got iron ore, and now we've got to smelt Kim Ivan had detailed a party of the mutineers to
it out for steel,” Curt stated. "Since we don't havdig that ore and help transport it to the camp. The
any atomic smelter, we'll have to go back to ancieBrain was away from dawn till dark each day,
ways." searching .the face of Astarfall for the other needed

He supervised the bringing of massive stonesements. He had already managed to locate
and the building of them into a small furnace. Theyeposits of several of them.
had no coal with which to fire this, but the Brain The first thing which Captain Future beat out
had located a deposit of combustible peat in onegbon their forge was the steel framework for a
the swampy sections of the jungle. larger and more efficient smelter. When that was

Curt Newton attached his rude bellows to thgoing, a larger amount of better quality steel began
stone furnace. He used its draft to fan the peat fite result.
he kindled inside. Then he arranged a mass of the"We're still only in the first stages of tooling up,"
nickel-iron ore inside the furnace. When the or@urt declared. "We can't really make any start on
became molten, he forced air through it by hahip-building until we have atomic power and an
pumping on the bellows. atomic smelter for turning out high-grade light

"This arrangement goes back to primitivalloys."
times," he commented. "It's crude, but we'll have to "Why don't you start on that right away, then?"
use crude ways until we have some tools." Joan wanted to know. "Be reasonable, woman,"

When the forced air had reduced the ore topdeaded Captain Future. " An atomic power set-up
mass of molten iron, Captain Future added a smedlquires certain chemicals which we can't dig out

guantity of carbon. until we have strong steel tools for mining."
"Hey, that isn't the way you make steelite,”

objected Otho. HEY were concentrating now upon making
"We can't make a modern steelite alloy without tough steel picks, bars and other tools for

beryllium and other elements which we haven't gatining operations. Each tool had to be beaten into
yet,"” Curt retorted. "We'll have to be satisfied athape upon their forge. The camp rang with the
first with this old-fashioned steel." clangorous hammering.

The product of his labors for the day were two By now, the huts had been completed and a
chunks of solid steel. One, which was much largesutine system of gathering and preparing food set
than the other, was roughly shaped to serve asugn These last few nights had brought no recurrence
anvil. The other Curt attached to a limber woodesf the mysterious disappearances, although several
handle, converting it into a crude but heavgthers beside Kim Ivan had complained of
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uncannily oppressive dreams. The stockade gdesire to kill bad momentarily made him forget all
was guarded each night by a couple of thHas own skill in super ju-jitsu. He broke Moremos'
mutineers. deadly grip by sheer strength, and slammed the

"Now," said Captain Future on the fourtiVenusian down to the ground like a doll. His
morning, "we can start mining copper and the othéngers tightened on the man's throat.
elements we need for the next step.” Then big hands gripped Curt's collar and pulled

"l told you of the copper-ore deposit | found,'him back off the Venusian. Grabo and a score of
said the Brain. "But I've still not located anyhe other mutineers had come running from the
calcium, beryllium or lead.” camp.

"Let me scout for those and the other elements Moremos staggered up, his face livid. his voice a
we still lack," begged Otho. "I can maybe find theroshoking gasp. "Future. I'll pay you for this, too. It
where Simon would miss them." adds to an old debt."

"All right, you can prospect the chasms "Let go of the Chief!" roared a new voice. Grag
northwest of the volcanic area,” Curt acceded. "Tihad followed Curt back and now charged on the
rest of us will start copper-mining today ." scene, ready for battle.

Otho departed upon his prospecting mission. "What the devil's going on here?" bellowed Kim
Captain Future, Grag, McClinton and Rih Quillvan. The big Martian was pushing his way through
gathered their new tools and started out fdine crowd.
preliminary work upon the copper deposit the Brain "Future was trying to kill Moremos!" squeaked
had located. Joan was ready to accompany theat, Boraboll.
but Curt firmly overruled her this time, leaving her Curt made no explanations. But his voice was a
standing rebelliously outside the stockade. Bttirobbing whisper as he spoke to the Venusian.
before they had gone far through the jungle, he "If ever you so much as touch Joan again,

stopped. nothing will stop me from killing you."
"I thought | heard Joan calling,” he said. A growl came from the mutineers. Their deep
"Listen!" and ancient feud against Futuremen and the Patrol

They heard Joan's voice raised sharply again,flamed quickly to the surface.
an exclamation that had more of anger than fear in At that moment came a low, grinding roar from
it. far beneath their feet. The ground quivered slightly

Instantly Curt plunged back through the junglender them, and then shook wildly.
the way they had come. When he came into sight of The powerful and unexpected shock threw them
the stockade, a sudden tide of red fury pulsdém their feet. They heard the crash of some of the
through his brain. huts collapsing, and a section of the stockade near

Joan was struggling angrily in the arms ahem fell inward.

Moremos. The green-skinned Venusian was The fat Uranian mutineer uttered a screech and
laughing as he drew her toward him. there were cries of alarm from others. Curt Newton,

"You are a little wildcat," he chuckled. scrambling to Joan's side, felt the ground rolling

In all the years, Captain Future had killed morand heaving sickeningly under them. Then the
than one man. But always he had slain as tsBhocks subsided, and the grinding roar of
personification of stern, icy justice. He had almostiastrophism died away.
never before felt the hot, raging desire to slay that "Gods of space, that was the worst tremor yet!"
now flung him forward. gasped Grabo.

Moremos thrust the girl away and recoiled They looked at each other in a tense silence. All
startledly. Next moment Curt had him by the throatealized that the quakes were now growing stronger
The Venusian fought furiously, a savage hates Astarfall approached near the critical distance
flaming in his eyes as he sought a deadly swampem the System at which it would be shattered and
man's grip. desroyed.

"Curt, wait!" Joan pleaded appalled by the
terrible expression upon his face, one she had neverO THO had set out in high spirits upon his
seen there before. prospecting expedition that morning. The

Captain Future did not even hear her. The ragimgstless android, always impatient of monotony had
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been chafing during the lasst few days of stealatalystmustbe found before their projected ship
making. could leave this world.

He swung eastward through the jungle and then As he reached the surface, he suddenly recoiled.
started around the rim of the great region & half-dozen weird creatures had emerged from the
earthquake-riven chasms and smoking black layangle and were silently marching across the lava-
beds whose center was the towering double rarfgeds nearby. They looked like gigantic centipedes.
of active volcanoes. As he moved along, he Then Otho recognized them as a band of the
mentally listed the raw materials they still lacked. Cubics, the weird little cooperative cubical

"Cobalt, beryllium, lead, calcium, and about areatures they had already seen. The things had
dozen others," Otho thought ruefully. "We might dgrouped together into the centipedal formations.
without a few of those in a pinch. But there just They were solemnly crossing the lava-beds
can't be any space ship without beryllium angward the towering double range of volcanoes.
calcium." "Now what the devil are they going out there

Beryllium was important, for it was the chieffor?" Otho wondered. "They must know it's
ingredient of the metallic alloy whose strength ardbngerous around the volcanoes."
lightness were necessary for the construction of aThe Cubics were heading toward the gigantic
space ship hull. canyon between the volcano-ranges, that which the

Calcium was even more vital. A small anount afastaways had named the Canyon of Chaos.
it was an absolute necessity before a ship'sThe weird creatures approached a point some
cyclotrons could operate to produce atomic powatistance along the rim of that terrifying abyss, and
For calcium was the only inhibitory catalyst thathen disappeared down into it.
could control the production of atomic power from "Holy space-imps, what reason can they have for

copper, and prevent a disastrous explosion. entering that devilish place?" muttered the android.
"So it's up to me to find the stuff,” the android

told himself determinedly. YSTIFIED and intrigued, Otho started
The Brain had sketched for Otho a rough out across the lava-beds after the Cubics.

diagram of the chasms around the volcanic regiore picked his way as they had done, across the hot

Many of these Simon had not closely explored.expanses of solidified lava.

Otho began a systematic exploration of them. Swirling smoke made him cough and gasp for
The rubbery android could climb like no othebreath. But he pressed on until he reached the rim
being in the System. of the Canyon of Chaos at the point where the

He went down into the first chasm byCubics had entered it. He peered down into the
imperceptible holds on the jagged wall. abyss.

His keen, scientifically trained eyes strained in The Canyon was a fearsome spectacle. Many
the dusk to inspect the rock formations. miles long, a mile in width, and almost that in

With the small steel hammer he had brought, kiepth, its gloomy rock walls sank downward almost
tapped loose samples here and there. A streakveftically everywhere. Far below, a glowing,
bluish ore he uncovered at one spot proved to barrow river of crimson lava crawled along the
cobalt, one of the necessary materials. But he foufidor of the titan gorge.
none of their other requirements in that chasm. Sulphurous smoke and blasts of superheated air

He clambered back up out of it and stoodcreamed up from its depths. The lava river at its
panting upon its rim, looking a little dashedlfloor, Otho perceived, bubbled up from fiery
across the wilderness of lava and crevasses. springs at the north end of the canyon and flowed

"No wonder Simon couldn't explore all theséown its length and away through an underground
cracks," he thought. "lI've picked myself a job." chasm at the southern end.

He resolutely went on to explore the next chasm. "But where did the Cubics go?" he muttered,
But in it, he found nothing at all. Otho felttrying to peer down through the rushing smokes.
increasingly worried about the lack of beryllium Then Otho perceived that a precarious pathway
and calcium as he climbed back to the surface. led downward from where he crouched, along the

The beryllium would soon be needed for hullsteep wall below him. The creatures he had
construction, and a few pounds of the calciufiollowed had obviously descended by that path.
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He was on the point of starting down after thenfew minutes, he was standing upon this ledge. He
when he glimpsed them returning up the pathwagoked wonderingly around.

At once Otho ducked behind a mass of rocks for "Imps of the Sun, the Cubics never did #dis!"
concealment. he exclaimed.

The Cubics, still joined in groups to form the There were ancient mine-workings upon this
centipede-like figures, emerged laboriously fromedge. Tunnels had been driven back into the rock
the abyss. But now each of these cooperativall for a dozen yards, and marks of the tools
figures carried with it a chunk of rock shot withwhich had dug them were still evident.
gray metal. It was obvious that the purpose of the tunnels

"That rock is lead-bearing,” Otho thoughhad been to tap several rich veins of metallic ores
swiftly. "That's good-we need lead. But what areere. Otho's trained eyes at once recognized the
theygoing to do with it?" glittering streaks in the rock.

There was no apparent answer to that riddle. "Not only lead deposits, but also beryllium --
The Cubics started marching back across thed plenty of it!" he exulted. "Now if we can only
lava-beds toward the jungle with their burdens. find the calcium and a few others, we're all set as

Otho remembered now that when they had firir as materials are concerned.”
encountered the Cubics the little cooperative Then wonder returned to conquer his exultation.
creatures had been carrying similar chunks of ro¥kho had dug these shafts? Who had mined here for
with them. lead and other metals?

"Why, they come to this canyon for lead-bearing It could not have been the Cubics, he thought.
rock!" he thought astonishedly. "They must b&hese cooperative little creatures appeared not to
more intelligent even than we figured. Wondanake use of tools. They apparently came down here

what they do with it?" and secured chunks of the lead-bearing rock which
He decided at once to enter the abyss and lochtal already been loosened by the ancient mining
the source of the lead ores. operations.

Lead was one of the needed materials they had
not yet located. And there might well be other
required substances down there.

Yet even the hardy Otho hesitated a few
moments before entering that fearsome abyss. The _
smoke and scorching air threatened to asphyxiate Cosmic Mystery

even his tough lungs. His own respiratory syste _ _
was much more resistant to fumes and gases tl%ﬂ““ﬁ = OTHO advanced into one
N of the, shafts. Something

= »_upon its wall caught his eye.

the ordinary human's. Still, he took care to malg
It was a smooth plate of
H

CHAPTER XI

himself a rude respirator from strips of cloth whicl
he tore from his jacket and bound across his nc; .
pure lead, affixed to the
“Jrock. He discovered that it

and mouth.
as engraved closely with
unfamiliar symbols.
"Why, that'swriting!" he
exclaimed. "Then whoever

e

sections torn out of it by recent seismi(g g
convulsions, that only the agile android or creatur# ==

like the Cubics could possibly descend. SE @D -4 080id the mining here long
Smoke-laden winds shrieked and howleXpy, NG = uscd0  were intelligent
upward around him, as he made his way slowly creatures -- maybe humans.

down. Hot ashes rained constantly upon him, from He pried the soft lead plate out of the rock and
the showers cast up constantly by the toweri,@@(cnedly examined its engraved characters. They
volcanoes that flanked the canyon. The evil glow #f€ré not, of course, in any language of the Solar
the lava river far below seemed to yawn for him. Systeém. Here was a cosmic mystery, indeed!

Otho kept on. Presently he descried a big ledge "The chief and Simon will be plenty excited by
or shelf in the vertical wall close beneath him. In %"5 thing,” Otho thought. "And by the beryllium
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and lead I've found." didn't even know he was down here in the Canyon
At that moment, there came a slight quivering af Chaos. He had to signal them somehow. How?
the rock walls around him. It put him instantly on "I'd give my right arm for a rocket signal-pistol

the alert. right now," he thought.
"Better get out of here, and tell the others about That thought brought a vague possible expedient
this!" into his fertile mind. Theremight be a way of

At the moment the words left his lips, he wasignaling the others.
thrown from his feet by a terrifc shock. Flattened Hopefully Otho began searching through the
upon the floor of the ledge, he heard an awfwmhass of broken rock that now littered the ledge. He
grinding roar as the whole Canyon of Chaos rockdéaally found some chunks of a rock that he thought
wildly. might be suitable for his purpose. It was a tawny

It was the same unprecendentedly strong quaktene streaked with rich veins of orange mineral.
which at this very moment was so startling to the Otho experimentally tossed a small piece of it
other Futuremen and the mutineers, back at tdewn into the rising lava. As the rock melted and
camp. But it had disastrous effects here. vaporized in the molten river, a small puff of

Otho heard a cracking, crashing reverberatiamange-colored smoke shot up from it.
from above as he struggled to his feet on the "Yes, that might do it,” Otho told himself. "Here
swaying ledge. He looked up. A whole vast mass gbes, anyway."
the canyon, wall above him had been split loose by
the shock and was falling toward him. E assembled a number of chunks of that

With a smothered yell, Otho plunged into the orange rock. Then be began tossing them
nearest of the ancient mine-tunnels. He was notlawn into the fiery lava.
moment too soon. A shower of boulders crashed He dropped them in a certain order first a small
down upon the ledge, as a huge mass of the radhunk, then a large one, then two small ones, and
above split loose and fell. S0 on.

The shock gradually died away. Otho picked his From each chunk of rock, as it melted and
way out onto the rock-strewn ledge, and theraporized, a brilliant puff of orange smoke shot up
uttered a cry of consternation. through the swirling fumes to the surface above the

"Now how am | going to get out of here?" canyon. The succession of short and long puffs of

The violent quake had split off. a great sectioorange smoke were spelling out Otho's message in
of the rock wall just above the ledge, destroying tltee Futuremen's code. ,
precarious path upward. There was a great cleft in"I-n C-h-a-o-s C-a-n-y-0-n-c-o-m-e k q-u-i-c-k-I-
the wall there, which even Otho could not hope tp--"
climb. He was trapped upon the ledge. He came to the end of bis message. Hopefully,

Otho, as he looked around in dismay, becae peered up through the drifting smoke. Those
aware of a louder roaring and hissing beneath hidiistinctive orange puffs should have been visible
He peered down into the canyon. from a distance. If the others bad only seen them.

His dismay became acute. The molten lava river But no one came to answer bis signals. His
down there at the floor of the abyss was rapidlyopes declined. And the molten lava was still
rising. The shock had opened new rifts by whichising. The beat was becoming terrific. He
the liquid lava was pouring into the bottom of thassembled more chunks of orange rock and
canyon faster than the single narrow outlet coutdpeated his smoke-puff message.
carry it away. Again be waited. There was still no answer. And

"Holy sun-imps, this is a real jam!" muttered théhe crimson tide of rising lava was now only a few
android. "That lava will be washing over this ledghundred feet below the ledge.
in an hour." "This," muttered the undaunted android calmly,

He peered intently through the swirling smokeépegins to look serious. | won't have time for many
endeavoring to discover some way of escape framore signals."
the ledge. There was none. And the lava continuedThen be discovered that he had not enough of
to rise relentlessly. the chemical-laden rock for even one more signal.

How to get help? Captain Future and the othefhere were only a few chunks of it left.
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Otho used them to spellout a last, incomplete B UT Otho felt reassured. He had unlimited

smoke-signal. "I-n C-h-a-o-s C-a-n-y-o-n --" confidence in his fellow Futuremen. He
"If none of them see that, this cursed place @ouched as far back on the ledge as he could get.

liable to be the end of Otho's rocket-trail,” h@asping for breath against the choking fumes.

muttered. It seemed a long time to him before he heard a
A few minutes passed. Then a thrill of hope shgell from above. Then a long rope made of tough

through the android as he glimpsed a small, cubicahes knotted together was let down to him. The

object flying down toward him through the swirlingagile android instantly grabbed it and was drawn

fumes. up.
It was the Brain. And Simon Wright was having Captain Future, Grag and the Brain greeted him

a difficult time to beat against the wild currents ofliversely when he thankfully emerged onto the rim

up-steaming hot air. Otho yelled and waved hif the Canyon of Chaos.

arms, and his old comrade saw and came toward"So we had to pull you out of another crazy

him. jam!" said Grag loudly. "What the devil were you
The Brain was quickly beside the ledge the. Hgoing poking around in this place?"

square, transparent "body" hovered in the air, his "Did you find any beryllium or calcium, Otho?"

lens-like eyes estimating the desperate situation @grt asked.

Otho explained his predicament. "l found beryllium, lead and some other metals
"Humph, it's lucky for you that | saw your lastin plenty, but it won't do us any good now," Otho

smoke-signal,” said Simon. "lI've beemnswered ruefully. "Look, the lava down there is

reconnoitering some of the chasms northeast advering the whole ledge.”

here. | found some rich veins of magnesium and "That doesn't matter -- we can trace the

cadmium in one of them." beryllium vein and mine it from up here," Captain
"You can talk about that later,” Otho saidruture assured. "What about calcium?"

hastily. "Right now, how am | to get out of here? Otho shook his head. "No sign of that."

That rising lava will be over the ledge soon." Curt frowned. "That's not so good. We've now
"Well, 1 can't possibly lift you out of here,”found almost every element we'll need, except

rasped the Brain. "I'll have to find Curtis and Gragcalcium. And we haven't found a grain of it."
Simon's gaze fell upon the inscribed lead plate "You saved the lead plate?" the Brain asked

which Otho had wrenched from the wall of th&®tho anxiously. "Cur-tis, look at this."

ancient shafts. "What's that?" Curt was as astounded as Simon had been when
Otho explained hurriedly how he had found thdte learned of Otho's discovery of the ancient mine-
mysterious relic of the past. workings, and inspected the plate.

"Why, that's amazing,"” Simon exclaimed with "You say the Cubics were taking chunks of lead-
deep interest. "l believe those characters haveb@aring rock out of the place?" he repeated
resemblance to the Antarian language. Let me gaezzledly.
it." "Yes, but the Cubics never sank those shafts,"

"For space's sake, Simon, forget your scientiffotho replied. "It was done ages ago, by the look of
curiosity for now and go get the others!" howlethem."

Otho. "This is a mystery,” Captain Future said
"All right, but take care of that plate,” cautionedhoughtfully. "It seems that Astarfall once had an
Simon. "l don't want to see it destroyed." intelligent human or semi-human race. Who could

"You're worrying a lot more about the cursethey have been? How long ago did they exist on
plate than you are about me,” Otho declarethis planetoid?"”
outraged. "Don't the symbols on that plate look something
The Brain shot up through the streaming smolt&e the characters of the Antarian language, that we
and disappeared. The lava was still risinigarned on our quest for the Birthplace?" the Brain
menacingly, and the heat and fumes from it hdeenly asked the red-haired planeteer.
become almost overpowering. Simon was referring to a previous adventure of
the Futuremen, an epic quest amid the more remote
stars of the galaxy for the Birthplace of Matter.
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During that quest, they had had contact with nativasy more trouble to interfere with our work."
of the star Antares' worlds and had learned

something of the Antarian language. URT was wrong. That very night, three
"It does look a little like Antarian,” Curt more men disappeared inexplicably from
admitted. the camp.

"Maybe there are Antarians hidden on Astarfall The disappearances were not discovered until
yet?" Grag proposed. "Maybe theyre thafter breakfast the next morning. Then Grabo, who
mysterious Dwellers that Rollinger keeps ravingas assembling his foraging party for the day's
about ?" work in the jungle, discovered that one of his men

"That doesn't seem possible,” Curt mutteredas missing. A quick check disclosed that two
"Yet there is some great riddle about this planetoathers of the mutineers were gone also.
which we haven't guessed." The disappearances were utterly baffling this

"I think that with sufficient study | could time. For the stockade of high, pointed poles now
partially translate this inscription,” saud the Braiformed a complete enclosure around the camp. The
quickly. "It might tell us something." only gate through it had been guarded all night by

“Later on, Simon,” Captain Future agreecbld Tuhlus Thuun and George McClinton. And
"We've got too much work on hand right nowboth the old pirate and the prune-loving engineer
starting construction of a ship. You all know whainsisted that the three missing men had not gone out
that shock meant. It meant that Astarfall ithe gate.
sweeping toward doom !" "We sat with our backs to that gate all night!"

The day was already far advanced, but befofeihlus declared.
they returned to the encampment, they had used'That's r-right,” stuttered McClinton. "I was t-
their geological knowledge to trace the berylliurtrying to convince Tuhlus Thuun of the f-food
vein to one of the chasms some, distance from thalue of p-prunes. We were awake all the t-time."
volcanic area. "Those three memusthave gone out the gate.

It's the only way out of the camp, and they're not
HEN they entered camp, Curt stiffenechere now!" swore Kim Ivan.
Moremos was coming toward them. The Boraboll's teeth were chattering with fear as the

Venusian spoke earnestly. fat Uranian suggested, "Those Dwellers Rollinger
"Captain Future, | want to apologize foraves abouttook them for sure.”

molesting the girl this morning. | was clear out of "How could your supposed Dwellers enter the

orbit." camp if they didn't come through the gate?" Captain

The Futuremen and the other mutineers whauture asked incredulously.
heard were equally astonished. But Curt Newton "They might be queer creatures of the ground,

eyed the Venusian unforgivingly. who could tunnel up through the soil." advanced
"Then I'm to understand that you've had the terrified Uranian.
change of heart?" Curt asked dryly. They made a thorough search of the whole

Moremos shrugged. "There's no love losurface of the knoll. But though they inspected
between us, you know that as well as | do. Batvery foot of the ground, and even stirred. the soil
we're all in the same boat, and Kim Ivan gave haound the sills of the huts and the roots of the giant
promise to you that there'd be no trouble. I'll stickacti, they found no traces of such mole-like
by that.” monsters as Boraboll suggested.

When the Venusian had gone, Otho, looked after "That settles it," muttered Grabo. "The Dwellers
him surprisedly. "I never thought thdte would must be invisible mon-sters of some kind."
knuckle down." "Even invisible monsters couldn't come through

"He's only nursing us along until we have built @ closed gate," sourly reminded Kim Ivan.
ship and got away from here,” Curt predicted. "If you askme."drawled Ezra Gurney earnestly.
"We're his only chance of escape, and he's smdrstill say that the Dwellers are none other than
enough to realize that. But once away frorthem Cubics. They could get in where nothin' else
Astarfall, look out! That Venusian hates me worseould, by breakin' up and slippin' in one by one."
than anyone else here. Anyway, there shouldn't beSome of the castaways were struck by this idea.
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Grabo said, thoughtfully, "The Cubics' communitthe explosion of disintegrating atoms. And inertron
must be near here in the jungle. We've glimpsed tlsea compound of lead and other elements."
creatures several times when we were out"But why have you got the other lads digging
foraging.” copper?" the big Martian wanted to know.

Curt shook his head. "Even if the Cubics could "Because a cyclotron's heart is the electric
get in, they couldn't take three men out through tla@paratus that explodes its unstable atomic fuel by
stockade like that." a powerful charge,” Captain Future answered.

He turned to the Brain. "Simon, you never sleepElectrical apparatus means coil-wire and
Did you hear or see anything during the night?" condensers, and they mean copper."

"No, lad," was the reply. "I spent the whole night He concluded grimly. "And that's only the half
attempting to translate that Antarian lead tablef it. We'll also have to have calcium and a half-
Otho found in the Canyon of Chaos. | was todozen other substances before we can get going.
engrossed to notice anything." And we haven't even found some of them yet."

Neither had Grag, it developed, heard anything. "You make the thing sound impossible,”
All their attempts at solution of the menacingroaned Kim lvan discouragedly.
mystery seemed to end in a blank wall. Curt smiled grimly as he stooped again with his

"Well, | don't see that we can do anything bypick at the toilsome work of loosening masses of
double the watch from now on at the gate of thie lead-bearing rock.
stockade," Curt said. "We've got too terrific a job "Cheer up, Kim. Once we manage to get a cyc
on our hands to lose time investigating now." built, things will go a little faser."

In fact, the task ahead was beginning to look Yet Curt Newton himself felt dark apprehension
impossible even to the indomitable planeteer. Thall through the long day of back-breaking toil. An
had spent nearly a week with little more to show famy premonition of possible failure oppressed his
it than an array of steel tools. And within sevemind.
more weeks, Astarfall would be shattered as it Had he, for once, set himself and the Futuremen
approached the dreaded Limit. too gigantic a task? To build a space ship out of

nothing! And to do it within a terribly short time-
UTURE drove the work that day with alimit, with dangerous criminals who hated him for
fierceness of purpose born of dreadfwborkers, and with a malign mystery of this alien
apprehension. He pressed into service all of Kimorld menacing them?
Ivan's followers except those engaged in the task ofHe let none of the others see his doubts. He kept
maintaining the food supply. his mein confident in spite of his bone-crushing

He divided them into two parties. One engagesleariness, as they dragged their masses of lead and
in mining copper ore from the chasm in which theopper ore back to the camp at the end of the day.
Brain had located a deposit. The other party began
excavating lead-bearing minerals from the vein
which Captain Future had traced from the Canyon CHAPTER XII
of Chaos.

"Future, I'm not kicking, but it seems to me
we're notgetting anywhere on a ship,” said Kim
Ivan, wiping sweat from his brow. "What are we
digging all this lead for? You can't build a spacise
ship of lead."

"You can't build a ship,” Curt counteredi.
"without an atomic smelter and forge to turn o
your beams and plates. It would be hopeless to &%
doing it by hand. Therefore, our first need is o
atomic smelter ." :

He added, "That's what the lead is for. To mals
a cyclotron for production of atomic energy, yo@
have to have inertron. Nothing else will withstan s

Who Are the Dwellers?

d KIM IVAN came to Curt as
‘Adarkness fell.

"I've put a couple of men on
Bguard at each side of the
tonight,” he

Curt nodded. "I'm going to
eep watch myself tonight also,
im."

"I'll watch with you, then,"
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the big Martian declared. "Though space knows I'jast what happened. Who or what are 'they'?"
tired enough to sleep a week." It was some moments before the shuddering girl

The Brain had a discouraging report for Captacould speak calmly. The stamp of a terrible
Future that night. Simon had spent the dagxperience still in her dark eyes.
exploring the more distant chasms in search of the"l don't know what or where they are," she said
few elements they still lacked. breathlessly. "All I know is that soon after | fell

"l still can 't find any traces of calcium, lad.asleep, | began to feel cold, powerful minds that
There just doesn't seem to be any of it on th&smehow were reaching out to grip my mind."
world." "Say, that's what | felt a little of in the bad

"That's bad," Curt admitted. "We simply have tdreams | had the other night,” Kim Ivan interrupted
find a little of it, or no space ship we build will everhastily. "It was so bad, | woke up. Some of the
take off." other chaps had the same kind of dreams."

His thoughts were somber as he sat with Kim "But | didn't wake up. |couldn't, though I
Ivan outside one of the huts later and kept watetanted horribly to,” Joan gasped. "The icy grip of
upon the sleeping camp. Except for an occasioriabse mental attackers held me just as a rabbit is
shuffle of movement by the guards around theeld by a snake's eyes. And just like a hypnotized
stockade-gate, and the low medley of bird amdbbit, | felt myself getting up and walking out of
animal noises from the jungle, it was silent. my hut. | knew that | was walking toward

The great drift of stars that belted the night sksomething awful, but | couldn't stop until you
shed a vague light upon the camp. The gigant&woke me, Curt."
barrel-shaped cacti nearby threw grotesque
shadows. Near the fire poised the strange, cubical APTAIN FUTURE was thoughtful as he
shape of the Brain, intently studying by the firelight held her protectingly in his arms. He
the inscribed lead tablet of mystery. looked over her dark head at Kim Ivan.

Kim Ivan woke from a growing drowsiness at a "l begin to see now,” he muttered. "The
low, wailing sound. "What's that?" Dwellers, as Rollinger called them, are creatures

"Only Rollinger starting again,” Curt answere@vho somehow use tremendous telepathic power to
in a low voice. draw victims toward themselves. There's no other

The raving mutter came from the hut in whiclexplanation.”

Grag kept patient watch over the bound madman. It Kim Ivan looked scared. "You mean that
raoe slowly in pitch, grew mare frantic. something or things out there in the jungle reached

Captain Future suddenly stiffened. Joan Randailhere with hypnotic telepathy and dragged out all
had just emerged from her hut into the starlighbur men that disappeared?"

She started to walk in an oddly rigid, mechanical "But whoever heard of a creature of prey that
stride. Her face was white and expressionless. drew its victims to it by hypnotism?" exclaimed

"Joan, what's the matter?" he called anxiously.Otho.

There was no answer from the girl. In sudden Curt shrugged helplessly. "The life of this
alarm, Curt sprang to her side and grasped her aptanetoid has followed freakish paths of evolution,
"Joan!" for some reason."”

Joan struggled to free herself of his grasp, for a "I'm still bettin' that them Cubics are what's doin’
moment. Then she suddenly shuddered violentiy, muttered Ezra Gurney darkly.
and looked wildly around. The commotion had aroused many in the camp.

"Curt!" she gasped. Quivering, she clung to hinThey seemed stricken by a chill horror as they
"Curt, theyhad me! They were drawing me out t@peculated upon the mysterious Dwellers who

them." somehow could reach into the camp by telepathic
He soothed her. "Relax, Joan. You've just hadpawer to seize their prey.
nightmare, and started sleep-walking." "You'll notice,” Curt Newton commented. "that

Her fine face was pallid with horror. "No, Curt -none of us are ever mentally attacked when we're
it was more than a nightmare! In my sleep, theywake. It's only in sleep. when the conscious mind
hypnotized me somehow, drew me!" Is no longer on guard. that the Dwellers make their

Captin Future's brows knitted together. "Tell melepathic attack."
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"M-m-maybe that. explains why R-rollinger ishrough the jungle we might find the Dwellers."
more sensitive to the th-things than we areCurt said.
stuttered George McClinton. "His c-conscious mind "But we can't. The days are going by and we still
is so shattered that he has n-n-no guard against lla@e'.t even started real construction of a ship.”

Dwellers." The work of preparation for construction
The Brain had joined them. And Simon Wrighteemed, indeed, agonizingly slow. The terrific
now imparted news to them. necessity of building every tool. mechanism and

"I've been trying to translate that Antarian tablebstrument they needed was making big inroads
which Otho found. It's extremely difficult, and I'veinto their limited time.
only translated a few phrases here and there. ButCaptain Future and Grag and Otho and George
what I've deciphered seems to refer to predatdvcClinton had begun building the first cyclotron,
creatures who use mental attack to seize victingg.atomic power generator.

Undoubtedly, the Dwellers."

"If you can translate all of that, it might tel us IRST, they had had to go back to steel-
more about the Dwellers and identify them for us!" making and forge big crucibles of heat-
Captain Future exclaimed. "There's sonresistant steel. With these, they could handle the
tremendous riddle about this planetoid and isofter metals of lead and copper and others, when
strange forms of life. The lead tablet may prove the a molten condition.
key to the riddle. Keep working on it, Simon." Curt built up a clay mold, with infinite care. Into

There seemed nothing more they could do tbis they poured molten inertron, the alloy
protect themselves until they should have fourmbmposed of lead and tempering elements. When
some clue to the identity of their attackers. And thtae metal had cooled, they broke open the mold and
work that engaged them was too vital to halt fdrad a small but massive cylindrical shell of
any reason. inertron. This was to be the main power-chamber of

During the next days, the Futuremen kept thethe cyclotron. The only openings in the cylinder
improvised smelter running full blast. With painfulvere the small ones at the top for the fuel-feed and
slowness, they managed to refine a considerabigector, and the bigger one for the power-take-off.
guantity of copper, lead and other necessary metals:'Now to cast the fittings," Curt said. "The fuel

Curt kept Kim Ivan's men at work mining andeed-lines and the power take-off lines all have to
bringing in more of the ores. The mutineers swole inertron, too, as well as the valves. And our only
at the labor of the task, but were too conscious wfay to get 'em is to cast 'em. We've not the
the life-or-death necessity of it to refuse. Twiceelaborate equipment that you need for machining
strong tremors shook the surface of the planetoidimertron.”
those few days. And the activity of the volcanoes "Oh, L-L-Lord,” groaned George McClinton.
nearby seemed becoming ominously greater .  "I've worked with cycs for years, b-b-but never

During these few nights, they had no moreealized what it was to b-b-build one.”
attacks from the mysterious enemy and no more While they toiled to finish the fuel-feed, injector
disappearances. They were nearly all on the watehd power-leads, the Brain was ranging out every
the first nights. But nothing happened. It was afay to explore the chasms and gorges.
though the Dwellers were aware of their Calcium was what Simon was looking for, most
watchfulness, and would not make their telepathid all. The vital catalyst was imperative If they were
attack when the humans were on guard. to utilize the tremendous atomic energies locked up

Grabo and his foragers found no clue to tha copper. But the Brain reported no success.
identity of the Dwellers in the jungle. "We've kept "l am beginning to fear,” said Simon, "that there
our eyes open, but we haven't seen any creatuieso accessible calcium on Astarfall.”
who might be them," reported the Jovian. "Except Curt bit his lip. "We've got our makeshift cyc
for the Cubics and those big rodents and birdslmost finished. But we can't use copper fuel in it
there isn't much animal life here -- just a wild masgntil we have a little calcium."
of those tangle-trees and other devilish queer Copper was the fuel most ordinarily used in
plants.” cyclotrons. That metal released more atomic energy

"If we could spare the time to beat thoroughlwhen disintegrated than did any other ordinary
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substance. It released so much energy, indeed, thae. Curt wound the complex coils, upon wooden
it would blow any cyclotron apart unless itdrames. Gradually the electrostatic generator took
disintegration was slowed down by calcium. shape.

"We c-c-could use iron for fuel, instead of c-c- The inertron trigger-tube was fitted into one of
copper,” McClinton suggested. "It won't p-produciie small openings of their cyclotron, with its
half as much power as c-copper would, but it @lectrodes in place inside it and with heavy copper
could be used w-without the c-calcium catalyst.” cables running from it to the generator itself.

"It's what we'll have to do, to get going,” Captain The generator contained the condensers for
Future agreed. "But we still must have calciundtoring the charge, the transformer coils, and the
Only copper will release enough energy to powercapper spheres, belts and brushes of an electrostatic
space-ship! Unless we get a little calcium, any shipachine which was to be turned by a geared crank.
we build will never take off." "We're about r-r-ready," said McClinton

He put McClinton to work upon casting thehopefully, at last. "I p-p-put the refined iron powder
inertron valves and fittings. The lanky engineento the f-f-fuel-hopper."
labored diligently, stopping only to munch a few of Everyone of the castaways was gathered that
his dried prunes now and then. morning to witness the test of the vital cyclotron

"They g-g-give me energy,” he defended whampon which all of them had labored in some way or
Joan chaffed him about his addiction. "P-peoptgher. An atmosphere of tension held them.

don't realize the value of p-prunes.” Grag had already for some time been turning the
"What'll you do when they're all gone?" Joawgrank of the electrostatic generator, building up the
laughed. "Your case is almost empty ." charge in its condensers. Lacking instruments, Curt

He looked dismal. "I know. That's why I'm w-had to calculate mentally the amount of charge
working so hard to g-get the ship started. To gavailable.
back to c-civilization and p-prunes.” "It should be enough to fire the trigger-tube," he
Captain Future himself was engaged upon tkaid tautly. "Shove in the injector, George."
harder job of building the electric firing-mechanism The prune-chewing engineer eagerly obeyed,
for their cyclotron. pushing down the knob atop the massive little
A cyclotron is operated by disintegratingyclotron, injecting a charge of powdered iron into
powdered metal fuel atoms into their constituertt
electrons. This exploding cloud of free electrons Captain Future instantly closed the heavy switch
was in reality what people called atomic energy. that broke the copper cable connecting the
generator to the cyc. The stored electric charge
NCE the disintegration process wa#ashed into the trigger-tube of the cyclotron.
started, It was self-continuing as long as There was a sharp detonation as the terrific
the injector fed powdered fuel. But to start it, it waslectic bolt started the bit of fuel in the trigger-tube
necessary to have a trigger-apparatus consistingdadintegrating. Almost instantly, it was followed by
an electrostatic generator that would release a balbursting, vibrating roar as the process of atomic
violent enough to start the disintegration within disintegration spread to the main charge of
small trigger-tube attached to the main powepowdered iron in the power-chamber .
chamber. Curt depressed the valve-lever atop the power
"How the devil do we build an electrostatidake-off. From that take-off tube, a jet of pale white
generator when we don't even have a foot of wirefife lanced out. It was a sword of atomic energy that

Otho demanded. cut deep into the side of the knoll behind the
"We make the wire first,” Curt retorted. cyclotron.
"This thing gets more complicated the further we "She works!" yelled Otho, his face aflame with
go with it," groaned the android. excitement.

But he fell to with Grag and Curt in the "By space, you've done it!" bellowed Kim Ivan.
tremendously difficult task of drawing out thé'We've got atomic power now!"
necessary wire from their supply of smelted copper. Weary as he was, Curt Newton felt a thrill of
Joan's deft fingers wove fine fiber threads fronmextinguishable pride in what they had done. In
certain plants into the necessary insulation for tiwo short weeks, they had retraced the whole
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history of human invention from fire to atomicfour weeks, Astarfall is going to.be destroyed." ,
power . Kim Ivan added his authority to Curt Newton's

They had started from nothing, as the firgilea. "Don't be idiots!" the big Martian stormed his
primitive savages of Earth had done. The onfgllowers. "The Dwellers may gesameus, hut
difference was that they had had theowledge unless we build a ship in till we'edl finished."
slowly gathered by hundreds of generations, and Moremos nodded agreement. The Venusian
had been able to apply it. murderer not to have seen the force of arguments.

"N-n-now do we start laying the f-frame of thdts logic was undeniable.
ship?" McClinton asked eagerly, but Captain Future"You know | have no love for Future, but he's
shook his head. right in this," snapped Moremos. "We still haven't

"Not yet. We've got to build more cyclotronghe faintest clue as to what or where the Dwellers
first. We'll need them for the immense labor ofre. We might spend weeks hunting for them
actual construction. Then when we've built the shigithout success."
our cyclotrons can be installed in it as its But the superstitious terror of most of the
propulsion machinery." mutineers was not to be allayed by cold reason. The

nearer danger loomed bigger to them.
URT drove the work relentlessly on in the "We're not going to work in those diggings all
next days, spending every possible minutiay and then be afraid to sleep at night, lest we
on the construction of more cyclotrons. Progressnish, too!" Boraboll squeaked.
was much faster now, for they could use the cyc Curt Newton felt a sense of frustration. He could
they had already built to power an atomic smeltenderstand the terror of these men. But their
that reduced the time of operations greatly. panicky strike was the last straw.

But on that first night after com-pleting the Unexpectedly, the Brain came to his help. Simon
original cyclotron, two more men had mysteriousIWright glided to his side and spoke coolly.
disappeared! Old Tuhlus Thuun and one of "Tell them to quit acting like scared children --
McClinton's engineers vanished as inexplicably #sat | now have at least a clue to the Dwellers," said
though they had been swallowed by thin air. Anthe Brain. "lI've managed patrtially to decipher that
the stockade wall had been guarded all night!  inscribed tablet from the Canyon of Chaos."

Next night, another mutineer vanished. Few "Simon, then you've found out something about
slept on the following nights, so great was thiéne mystery of this place?" demanded Curt.
alarm and fear. Nothing happened those nights."Yes, lad," answered the Brain. "l have at least
Than the vanishings started again. begun to solve the riddle of this planetoid's strange

Panic halted the operations of the mutineetsistory."

Their terror was so great that they refused longer to
assist the Futuremen's labors.

"There's no use of working to build a ship!" CHAPTER Xill
cried Boraboll when Curt tried to get them to
resume work. "Long before we get a ship built, the ,

Dwellers will have murdered all of us!" Tragedy of the Void

Curt felt baffled desperation. He had depended
on the mutineers to mine the great amount of metal-
ores necessary for construction. Their pamch :
stoppage of work imperiled, all his hopes '-'. l‘&}little excied by this in-
building a ship in time to escape from this doome -formation.
world. %8 '"Does that inscription

"We demand that the cursed Dwellers be four & identify the Dwellers?" he asked
and destroyed before we'll go on working!" shoute& 4quickly.
one of the rebels. = "No," admitted Simon

"We can't stop work now to search for thg® 4 {Wright. "But it does give a
Dwellers,” Captain Future pleaded desperateg Bépossible clue to them, if we
"We're behind schedule as itis. In a little more tha H
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could decipher all the writing. You see, the "Evolution began to speed up terrifically upon duifting
inscription was the Antarian language, as rld. The unprecedented radiation produced ***Harther

. anges in the genes of every living species, wteelsed a
surmised. But none of us have more than Sketc??é(mendous flowering of new mutations. Each spegies

acqua}intance' W_ith that .tong.u.e from our bri_@:nimal and plant life on the world began a rapid ne
experience with it. And this writing seems to be iavolution. And our human species, too, began tdvevo

a quite ancient form of it. Many terms | could not "We humans became less and less human! New mugation
translate." rising among us, such as *** radically altered tegure of

"“What became of the men who left that tablet®Y" species. By now it seems evident that we *H#&stined to
asked Joan wonderingly ‘evolve hideously onward into species entirely unamm

e . . - "But all the other forms of life on this world haaéso

| m_co_mlng to that,” said the Brain. "It appeargeen evolving at terrific speed. Plant life here Haveloped
that this little world we call Astarfall has a strang@eird new carnivorous forms of trees and shrubispalrife
and terrible history. But | shall read you my partidias evolved into equally uncanny and alien forme, @ane
translation itself." species of **** has evolved into such great intgdihce and

: : : ental power that it has been able to menace nsdays of
Everyone listened with deep interest as t Spnotic mental attack.

Brain's chill, metallic voice recited his translation” wye found a way to protect ourselves from that dfeia
of the old tablet. hypnotic attack of the **** We still cling to lifepy means of
that protection. But our world is still traversitite region

"We men of Antares colonized this small world many™* cosmic radiation, and evolution stil1 continsi¢o alter
generations ago. This world was then the moon of a planetdHr human species with nightmare speed. We feabthtne
the system of *** near our own star. It possessed mineréime this world has finally drifted out of the regiof ****
resources, and to exploit those resources a band of ourgedpfiation and the burst of evolution stops, we Biave been
settled here and established mines. Each *** came shig@nquered by our evermore powerful enemies, arid slaare
from Antares which brought us supplies and took away tifésappeared forever. And so we leave this tabteesrd of
ores we had mined. our fate should ever men of Antares manage to réash

"But then came unforeseen catastrophe. A darknstar ~ world.”
approaching the system **** of which this moon waas
member. The passing dark star came so close shatige HEY were all silent for a little when the
gravitational pull dragged this moon from its orditd flung it Brain finished reading his translation of the

off into space. The moon left that system and ellisteadily . .

out into the vast interstellar void. tablet. AII. were gripped by an overpowing sense of
"Our colonists had but a few ships of their owne3# the cosmic tragedy that was the history of this little

could contain only a small number of people. Sy tmit world.

small number V¥erethab|6irf0 eS?aIOE t?ﬁ tgm-a;tvgy S’ﬁme An inhabited moon, torn away from its native

was no escape for the others, for by the time stopéd have P ; ;

been assembled and come from Antares, this driftimidd SySt?m and dnﬂln.g fatally out into the vast night of

was 100 far out in the trackless void. the interstellar void, never to return! They seemed
"So some thousands of Antarian colonists were medo  With their own eyes to look back and see that

upon this moon as it traveled steadily out intoféee of the ~ Antarian, a man whom hideous evolutionary

deep. They knew that they were cut off forever fitbeir changes had perhaps already made inhuman,

parent system, but they did not despair of life. the " : :
radioactive core of the moon **** sufficient heat tmaintain writing upon the lead tablet his tragic record of the

life upon it even in the sunless depths of the oubéd. awful fate of his people.

"Farther and farther into the vast abyss traveted t Captain Future broke the silence. "8t is the
drifting moon, on into the remote *** a sector thfe galaxy ~ reason for the unprecedentedly weird animal and
which no ship had ever traversed. The older geweraf plant life of this planetoid! Out there in the abyss, it

colonists passed away and a new generation wasafarn . o
had never known anything but this little worldsééemed that passed through a region of radiation that caused

generation would follow generation without charayeg that  Nightmare evolutionary change in every species.”

some day the drifting moon would reach the disssent- "What do you suppose became of the people
system of **f and perhaps attach itself toa plathete. who had been human?" Joan whispered.

"But out in the face of the deep a terrible thirgén to "They must have perished entirely," said the
happen. The drifting moon had entered a regiomific Brain. "No doubt despite their attem té to protect
cosmic radiation. It was an area of space in whadmic ) X P P P .
radiation swept in a concentrated current, due“tband themselves, they finally succumbed to the hypnotic
other obscure factors of space-warp. The resultthatsall attacks of the new species, whom we call the
life upon this little world was drenched by constan Dwellers."
penetrating radiation which soon caused a subtidearful Otho voiced an urgent question. “That's what I'm
change. '
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most interested in the Dwellers. Doesn't thlink of the Dwellers. They finished their battery of

inscription, tell juswhatthey are?" six cyclotrons, and started the rigging of several
"Yes, if we knew that, we could hunt the devilgtomic smelters.
out and destroy them," put in Kim Ivan. The smelters were big inertron crucibles into

"The inscription does not help us much therewhich large amounts of ore could be shoveled. A
denied the Brain. "It names the species whgiream of atomic energy brought through inertron
evolved into the Dwellers. But their scientific nameipes to each smelter would burn out the mineral
for that and other species is meaningless to umpurities and permit the molten refined metal
There's no way | can translate their scientific termghich remained to be suitably alloyed and run off
or: proper names." into casting-molds.

"Try it anyway, Simon," urged Curt Newton. "Twenty-two days -- we're behind schedule,”
"Our safety depends on it. Until we have some idesaveated Curt Newton that evening. "We should be
what and where the Dwellers are, we're helpless,dasting beams and plates by now. We've got to
do anything against them." speed up somehow."

Ezra Gurney made an emphatic assertion. "ThatWeary as the mutineers were that night from
inscription just proves what | said before -- that thiheir toil in the ore-diggings, few of them slept.
Dwellers are none other than the Cubics. It's cle@heir fear of the Dwellers was too great. They sat
as daylight. One o' the animal species here evolviedclose groups around the fire, listening nervously
into them little cubic monsters, whose group-mindsr the alarm that would signify that the mysterious
are strong enough to carry out those telepatféoemy had hypnotically seized one of them and was
attacks." drawing him out of the camp.

"l still can't believe that the Cubics, are the But the alarm did not come. And morning found
Dwellers," Curt demurred "They just don't appearone of them missing. It reassured the men a little,
to be of high enough intelligence. But if Simon cathough some contended that the Dwellers had not
translate the gaps in the inscription, it will give us struck simply because they had been wakeful. The
clear clue to the Dwellers. Then we can act.” hypnotic attacks had always been made upon

"I will try, but I am not too optimistic of sleeping men.
success," rasped the Brain "I know almost nothing The atomic smelters were finished this day.
of the scientific terminology of the AntarianDuring his work upon the smelters, Captain Future

language.” had detailed McClinton and Grag to a special job.
"What are we going to do in th meantime?This was the construction of several very small
demanded Boraboll. cyclotrons which could be used to power such

Captain Future reassured him. "We'll fix up aportable tools as atomic welders. They would be
alarm-signal around the whole stockade. Then if theces-ary for the fabrication of the ship.

Dwellers get a mental grip on any of us and try to "We've ¢-g-got the welders about ready,"
draw us out, there'll be an alarm that will rouse thdcClinton reported to Curt that afternoon. "How
others." are you c-c-coming?"

That promise placated the uneasy castaways aCaptain Future straightened and mopped his
little. Curt Newton worked hastily to arrange thérow. He was grimy, sweating, haggard-looking
alarm, grudging the time spent upon it. from the driving toil.

He devised a strong cord of vegetable fibers, "We're ready to cast the keel-beam now,” he
which was so looped around the inside of th&aid. "Otho and | have been preparing the mold."
stockade that anyone touching it would sound a The mutineers, returning in troops from their
clamorous copper gong to which the cord wakay's mining and dragging with them their rough
attached. sledges laden with beryllium and chromium ores,

"That will keep anyone from being drawn outame flocking through the sunset to witness the
over the wall," he pointed out. "And the gate isperation.
guarded at night. Now, back to work!" Curt and the Brain had already sketched detailed

plans for their projected space ship, working at
LL that day, Captain Future kept .thenight by firelight to draw their designs on thin
others so busy that they had no time tsheets of lead. They had designed the simplest and
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smallest ship that would serve their need. And they CHAPTER XIV
had carefully planned so that it would require but
few different sizes of beams, plates and struts.

The molds for the beams had been accurately Riddle of the Jungle
fabricated from a perdurable cement made of
certain rocks ground to powder. To the biggest
these molds was now connected the inertron spt
of the big atomic smelter, which at this momer
throb- bed with power. '

"The alloy should be thoroughly compounded 4
now," Curt Newton declared. "Start her pouring
Otho."

Otho opened the spout-valve. From the spoutii
dazzling stream of molten beryllium alloy poureg
into the long cement mold.

A cheer went up from ragged band who haf )
gathered to watch. The old Planet Patrol

"Now we're getting somewhere!" Kim Iva & veteran was used to action.
exclaimed. "We'll soon have a ship to take us ozra had spent more than forty years out in the
this cursed world, now we've cast the keel." great spaces and wild worlds. He had fought space-

"In h-honor of this occasion, t-tonight I'll eat thepirates in the old lawless days, had brought order to
last of my p-prunes,” George McClinton declaredaw boom-towns on the interplanetary frontier, and
"I've been s-saving them." was now the oldest and most experienced officer in

Captain Future himself was perhaps the leabe Patrol.
excited of them all. He knew only too well the vast But Ezra was a fighter, not a scientist, and thus
amount of work still to be done in short time. could be of no aid to the Futuremen in planning and

He turned, looking for Joan. And he wa$uilding the new ship. And Curt had tactfully
surprised not to find her. Everyone else wasiggested that the work of mining ore or foraging
present, and the stockade gate had been closediridhe jungle would be too arduous for him, and had
the night. requested that he spend his days in seeing to it that

"Where's Joan?" he asked McClinton sharply. there were no dissensions or fights in the camp.

The spectacled engineer looked startled. "Why, |1 "Too old, that's what he thinks of me!" snorted
d-don't know. Come to t-think of it, | haven't seeizra disgustedly. "Me, that could still show these
her for s-several hours." young kiwis somethin' in a scrap.”

Without a word, Captain Future started a rapid His iron-gray hair almost bristled with.
search of the encampment. By the time he hautignation, and his keen, faded blue eyes snapped.

EZRA GURNEY had sat
all morning brooding over a
f=iplan which had taken shape

g=in his mind. Finally in mid-
{flafternoon, the old marshal

(LG

ST

“I'l do it!" he muttered
resolutely. "No matter what
Cap'n Future says, I'm sure
¢ I'm right.”

finished, night was falling. "Maybe he thinks I'm so old I got softenin' of the
"She's not anywhere in the camp!" he exclaimdtain, too,” growled Ezra. "Maybe that's why he
worriedly. "And Ezra Gurney is missing, too!" won't listen when | tell him that them Cubics are

the Dwellers. | guess at that, he don't want to spare
time now to reconnoiter the Cubics. Time is éll
have. I'm goin' out there and scout the critters
myself!"

His decision made, the old marshal proceeded to
put it into effect.

Grabo and the other foragers had reported that
each time they had glimpsed any Cubics, the little
creaures were going to or coming from the
northwest. It was logical to assume that their
community lay somewhere in that direction.

Armed with a steel bush-knife forged for
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Grabo's gang, he entered the green gloom of thean retorted unsympathetically. "I'm not going to

weird forest and made his way in a northwestwalet you go any farther.”

direction. The great tree-ferns looming around him, "Now, Joan, listen," wheedled the old veteran.

and the other grotesque trees and shrubs, madé'lam doin' this for Cap'n Future's sake. It's to help

unearthly vista. He wondered, fleetingly, why th&im that | want to investigate the Cubics."”

jungle contained no huge cacti like those at the Joan's pretty face was serious as she considered

camp. this. Her brown eyes looked thoughtfully at him.
After a few moments of travel, he suddenly "You're right, Ezra. We'll go out together and

stopped. There had reached his ears a clear saé what we can learn about the Cubics.”

from behind him. Ezra's brief feeling of triumph turned to dismay.
"Ezra! Wait!" "But you can't come along with me, Joan! Curt
He recognized Joan Randall's voice. And the oldould never forgive me if | took you."

marshal's wrinkled face expressed dismay. "Either | go with you, or you don't go at all," the

"That danged girl'! She saw me leavin' the cangirl said firmly. "Try to go on without me, and I'll
and she's run after me to stop me. Treatin' me likshout."
was a ru‘away child!" "Oh, dang all mule-headed women!" muttered

Indignantly, he decided that he would not argube old marshal. "They haven't got any business out
with Joan. He would simply slip out of sight untilin space. When | was a youngster, women stayed on
she had given up hunting him. Earth and didn't go gallivantin' all over creation. All

With that idea in mind, Ezra hastily melted backight, come on."
into the jungle and sought concealment inside the They started together through the jungle,
thick foliage of a grotesque, towering shrub whodéreading their way through the more open glades
green limbs drooped limply like those of an a northwest- ward direction.
weeping-willow. "Grabo an' the others said every time they saw

Those drooping limbs suddenly came to lifethe Cubics, the critters were comin' from or goin' in
They wrapped themselves around Ezra and bedhis direction,” Ezra explained. "They didn't think
drawing the old veteran into the shrub. the things could live very far from here."

"What the devil!" swore Ezra startledly. "I hope not,"” said Joan a little anxiously. "We

He slashed hastily with his bush-knife. Swearingaven't many hours of daylight left."
and sputtering with rage, he hacked through oneEzra used his bush-knife to hack a way through
after another of the clutching tendrils. thickets of vegetation around which they could not

It took him several minutes to free himself. Heletour. But they were careful to avoid all tangle-
finally was able to tear loose from the grip of thérees and other similar carnivorous forms of plant-
thing, and stood puffing some distance away. life with which the old marshal had so lately had

his upsetting experience.
OU SEE what happens to you when you "Blast me if | don't think the plants on this world
come slipping out here by vyourselfl"have more strength and intelligence than the
accused a clear, stern voice. animals," declared Ezra. "The way some of them

Joan Randall had been attracted by the soundgobwths try to grab a person is uncanny."”
struggle. She stood, her hands on her hips, eyeingThe Brain says that all this unprecedented
him severely. evolution of plant-life is due to the burst of

"You were starting out to find the Cubics,"” shaccelerated evolution when Astarfall passed
went on. "You've been wanting to for days. It's through that realm of cosmic radiation," Joan told
good thing | saw you slipping out of camp." him.

"You wouldn't have caught up to me if that "Maybe so, but it still seems creepy and
danged snaky bush hadn't .grabbed me," Ezmnatural to me," grunted the old veteran.
sputtered. "Blast me if | ever saw such queer, evil They went on for mile after mile, while the
plant-life as this world has! From the big tangleshafts of pale sunlights that struck through the
trees down to them nasty shrubs, most of the plamteird forest slanted more and more toward the
here seem to prey on animals." horizon. They were by now penetrating into

"It's what you get for sneaking out this way,tompletely unexplored jungle. For Grabo and his
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foraging parties had been too engrossed by th&e're very near."

difficult task of gathering sufficient food to do any They went with much more care, following the

unnecessary exploring. path but ready to dart off it into the thickets at any

alarm. The din ahead came louder to their ears.

HEY had kept an alert eye out for thefhen they came abruptly into full view of an
Cubics, but had so far seen none of themazing spectacle.

strange creatures. The only animal life they had The path debouched ahead of them into a broad,

encountered were a few of the rodent-like animdisit clearing. This open plain contained the little

darting away in the thickets and a number of thety of the Cubics.

bat-winged, featherless birds flying overhead. It was one of the strangest communities upon

Suddenly they struck a hard-packed, beaten trathich human eye had ever looked. There were
that led due westward through the jungle. Ezra asdveral scores of small buildings, built and arranged
Joan stopped, amazed. with mathematical precision. They looked like

"Why, the Cubics must have made this pathstone beehives, each having only a single opening.
the girl exclaimed. "You remember that Otho saifihey were ranged in concentric circles.
the creatures seemed to be in the habit of mining Hundreds upon hundreds of the Cubics were
'nd taking away ore from the volcanic area east wisible in this weird little city. The little cube-
here? This must be the path they use." shaped creatures were engaged in bewildering,

"If that's so this path would lead us right to thactivity. With their queer faculty of combination,
home or community of the Cubics!" Ezra saithey were gathered into many different figures that
excitedly. "Now we're gettin' somewhere." engaged upon several inexplicable tasks.

Joan hesitated. The Sun was now sinking toward There was a row of grotesque, four-armed
the horizon and the feeble daylight of the jungliigures twice the height of a man. They were
was darkening into a somber dusk. engaged in hammering and splitting chunks of rock,

"Perhaps we ought to turn back, and retummsing harder masses of rock for hammers. There
tomorrow," she suggested. "It'll soon be night." were other figures like huge centipedes, who

"Turn back when we're this close?" Ezra scoffecarried the shattered rock away and sorted its
"Besides, night is when we want to watch thpieces.

Cubics. If they're the Dwellers, it's at night that they And each of those big, grotesque figures was
somehow make those telepathic attacks on aromposed of scores of the little Cubics! An arm of
camp.” one of the hammers might be made up of ten

The reminder of those dreaded hypnotic attackeparate Cubics, hooked together. Joan and Ezra
was one not calculated to reassure the girl. But Joewuld plainly see the tiny, twinkling eyes and
had courage, and she saw the logic in Ezratsouths in the faces of those constituent cubes.
argument. Without further objection, she "Why, this is crazy!" muttered Ezra. "Why in the
accompanied him onward. name o' the Sun are they workin' so hard, crushin’

Their progress was now much more rapid, fdhat rock?"
they were now following the beaten path. It ran due "They're crushing the metallic ores out of it,"
west except at places where it swerved aside loan said quickly. "Look -- the centipede-ones take
avoid a clump of tangle-trees or other dangerotise metal back to those big heaps."
vegetation. Those alien growths loomed dark and
for- bidding in the gathering dusk. ZRA'S eyes traveled in the direction she

Stars were peeping forth in the darkening sky. indicated. Behind the little Cubic city there
Far behind them, the heavens were lighted by tltwmed colossal heaps of small fragments, heaps
quivering red glow of the smoking volcanoeshig as small hills. The fragments were of metal
Presently Ezra and Joan heard a low, persistamjots or rich ore.
sound from ahead. It sounded like the clash and"Why they must have been laborin' like this for

clatter of many hammers beating upon rock. centuries to amass all that metal ore!" gasped the
"Must be the Cubics," Ezra said in a low voiceold marshal. "There's millions of pounds of it, and
"But what're they doin' to make that sound?" it looks like it had been gatherin' there for ages."

"I don't know," answered the girl bewilderedly. He was stunned by the riddle of the Cubics'
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tremendous toil. Then a thought occurred to him. CHAPTER XV
"Maybe this is the answer, Joan. If these Cubics
are the Dwellers, maybe they've been attackin' us

telepathically because we've been minin' metal. It Secret of the Cubics
seems like these critters are crazy on minin' ore
themselves." s NO SOONER had

"That might be the answer," Joan admitted in S
whisper. "Let's take a closer look at those big orgss
heaps. We can circle around nearer." :

She and the old marshal started skirting aroug&
the clearing to approach nearer that side of it ¢
which the vast heaps of ore towered. They move

#iCaptain Future discovered
dthe absence of Ezra and
oan from the camp, than
lihe realized that it had but
~@one logical explanation.

"Ezra's slipped off to spy

with extreme care in the dark jungle, to make r§ 2k Y n the Cubics!" he
sound. N N Slexclaimed.  "He's  been

Joan was in the lead. Ezra suddenly descriec ¥ SSY Wwanting to for days. He
snaky movement as of tentacles in the thick foliad®.« (i o thinks they're the

just ahead of her.
"Look out, Joan -- you're walking into a tangle i W "B-b-but M-m-miss
tree!" he shouted warning. Randall?" asked George McClinton anxiously.
The girl recoiled in time. But next moment they McClinton's deep solicitude for Joan's safety
both realized with dismay that the clatter of th@as obvious -- as obvious as the shy, whole-souled

Cubics' activity had suddenly halted. admiration which the stuttering engineer had shown
"They heard me!" Ezra groaned. "We got to beédr the girl agent since the beginning of the
it out of here on full-rockets!" Vulcan'svoyage.

They scrambled back toward the path and started"Joan would go after him if she saw him leaving
a hasty retreat away from the Cubic City. But it wasamp." Curt guessed. "But | would have thought
too late. she'd have brought him back by now."

Cubics who formed big centipedal figures were "Ezra can be plenty mule-headed when he gets
already racing along the path after them. In @an idea into his head," reminded Otho. "He
instant they had overtaken and surrounded the @igbbably insisted on going on. and she went along!"
veteran and the girl. Curt was thoroughly alarmed. Night was already

Before the horrified eyes of Joan and Ezra, thealling upon the jungle. He knew from experience
Cubics who formed those figures abruptly shifte@hat uncanny dangers it contained.
into new, towering formations. They became giant, "Otho, Grag -- get picks for weapon and come
semi-human shapes who advanced on the ten!" he said swiftly. "We're going after them. and
humans with clutching arms. quickly."

He was himself grabbing up one of the steel
bars. They hastened toward the gate of the
stockade, and found that others had come with
them.

Grabo, the Jovian mutineer, was one of them. "I
know a path in there that | think leads toward the
Cubics." he said. "I'll go along and show you."

"And I'm g-g-going, too." George McClinton
insisted.

Kim Ivan was already opening the gate of the
stockade, and the big Martian pirate swung along
with them as they rapidly entered the jungle.

Grabo led the way through th:e dark fern-forest,
avoiding tangle-trees and other dangers whose
location he knew. They soon reached the path.
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"We never followed it very far, but we've seemne of the little stone beehive buildings. A ring of
the Cubics using it," the Jovian informed. Cubics surrounded them, guarding them.

"Here's a fresh slash by a bush- knife," calle@bviously, the Cubics had taken the girl and the old
Otho, bending over a hacked vine that had untiarshal prisoner but had not harmed them.
recently lain across the path. "Ezra and Joan must'They've not been hurt,” exclaimed Otho in a

have gone this way, all right." low voice. "Now all we've got to do is to crash in
Curt's anxiety mounted by the minute as theiere and bring them out."
hurried westward along that beaten trail. The android raised his steel weapon, as he and

"Barging off into this jungle by night, as thoughGrag and the others prepared to follow Captain
she was strolling around in a Venusian park!" Heuture in a sortie into the community. "Wait a

exclaimed. minute,” ordered Curt Newton. There was a
"Listen!" said Grag suddenly, after they hadtrange, frozen look on his face.
traveled some miles. Curt's eyes had been traveling over that bustling,

The super-sensitive microphonic ears of thaexplicable scene. And a possible explanation of it
robot could pick up sounds no one else could helad entered his mind, one whose implications were
Grag stood, a towering, gleaming silhouette in thgaralyzing.
starlight, motionless and listening. The possibility that had occurred to him sent

"l can hear a lot of activity from somewhere fathrough him an icy horror such as he had almost
ahead,"” finally reported the robot. "It sounds likeever before experienced. He seemed to see behind

rock being shattered."” this half-comic, purposeless activity of the Cubics,
"You're crazy!" Otho jeered. "Who the devila ghastly story.
would be pounding up rock here in the jungle?"” "Good God!" he choked. "If I'm right, we're

"The Cubics wouldn't be -- or would they?" Kimlooking at the most awful scene our eyes have ever
Ivan wondered. "Come to think of it, they're alwaysested on."
carrying rock when you see them." "Chief, what are you talking about?" whispered
Captain Future imperatively enjoined silenc&tho. "I can't see anything awful about those
and led the way on along the path toward the we§ubics breaking up ore for metal they don't know
Presently he and the others could also hear thew to use. It seems funny, to me."
distant sound of clashing rock that had reached"Yes, and look at the big heaps of it they've piled
Grag's ears. up,” chuckled Kim Ivan. "They must have been
doing this for hundreds of years."
FEW minutes later found them crouching "Yes, for hundreds of years," muttered Captain
at the edge of the jungle and looking out d&uture. His face was pale in the starlight. "For
the starlit little city of the Cubics, with in-hundreds of years."
credulous astonishment. The stone beehiveThey stared at him, completely perplexed by the
structures, the hordes of Cubics engaged emotion of horror that seemed to have
crushing rock ores, the towering heaps of crushederwhelmed him.
ore behind the village, all stunned them as they had"Listen," he said after a moment. "If my guess is
so recently dumfounded Ezra and Joan. right, we won't have to fight these Cubics to get
"Why, those Cubics are grinding out ore!" Oth&zra and Joan away. | want you to refrain from
gasped. "And look, when they get it crushed ounaking a single hostile move toward them when we
they simply carry it over to those big heaps angb out there. Let me talk to them."
dump, and then go get more. They're balmy as"Talk to them?" echoed Otho incredulously.
Martian fool-monkeys!" "But they won't understand you. They're only queer,
“I'll be blasted!" Kim Ivan was swearing in aclever little animals.”
whisper. "Why would the little creatures crush out "Maybe they will understand me,” Captain

all that ore when they haven't any use for it?" Future muttered. "Though | almost hope they
"l see Joan and Ezra!" Grag announced. "Loo#pn't."
Chief!" Completely without understanding, the four

With sharp relief, Curt Newton perceived thafollowed him out of the jungle as he stepped
Joan and Ezra were sitting on the ground in front sfraight into the starlight of the open clearing.
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Instantly they were glimpsed by the Cubics. Ahan the attitude of their captors changed. The
once the noisy crushing and carrying of ore wa&ubics who had been guarding them now clamored
broken off, and the creatures came gliding towappingly around them as well as around Captain
the five newcomers. Future.

They approached menacingly, in the form of "What in the name o' the Sun does it mean?"
huge, semi-manlike figures with upraisedzzra Gurney exclaimed. "How come just hearin’
threatening arms. Curt Newton waited until thefntarian spoken has such an effect on these
were quite near, and then he spoke loudly to thenoritters?”

He used a queer language. Curt answered solemnly. "Because these Cubics

The Cubics stopped short! They froze wheme Antarians. At least, theyre the remote
they were, every eye of the grotesque little cubicdescendants of human Antarians."

creatures staring at Captain Future. It was too staggering a statement for the others
"What's he saying?" murmured Kim Ivarto take in immediately. They looked

wonderingly. uncomprehendingly at the weird little creatures
"He's talking to them in the Antarian tongue!'swarming by the hundreds around them -- the tiny

Otho said dumbfoundedly. "I don't get it." cubical bodies, the queer, clawlike little limbs, the

twinkling eyes and piping mouths.
UT Captain Future's speech seemed to be"These critters human once?" gasped Ezra. "you
having a paralyzing effect upon themust be jokin'."
Cubics. Curt was saying to them, in the Antarian Joan paled. That horror which had so shaken
language: Curt Newton was invading her mind as she began

"We come from the home world, from Antares.to realize what he meant.

He waited. Had his appalling guess been right? "Oh, Curt, no! You can't mean that the human
It seemed that it had, for the Cubics were nowntarians who once colonized Astarfall, who left
betraying the wildest excitement. that inscribed tablet, changed into --"

The creatures had not the intelligence or "Into these Cubics, yes," Curt finished somberly.
memory to understand the meaning of kerds, "We wondered what had become of those human
Curt divined. But thdanguagein which he spoke colonists. Well, here they are.”
was striking some deep, buried chord of memory in A stunned silence held his companions, while
their queer minds. the unearthly little creatures continued their mad

For the creatures had broken up their menacidgnce of excitement about them.
formations and were rushing forward and swarming "Every species of life upon this worldlet suffered
around Curt in a swarm of swirling cubical bodiesremendous evolutionary development when
Their little eyes were fixed upon his face, and frorAstarfall passed long ago through that region of
their tiny mouths came little, piping soundsosmic radiation,” Curt continued. "But evolution
indicative of immense excitement. can work in adownwarddirection as well as an

Captain Future advanced toward the little citypward one. Some of the species on this world
with Otho and the others amazedly following. Thevolved upward, notably its plant-life. But others,
Cubics continued to swarm around Curt eagerlyjke its human species, were subjected to a
All work had ceased, and every Cubic waprogressive degeneration by the mutational
gathering. changes.

Joan and Ezra saw them coming. Relief and "The Antarians here mutated gradually into
astonishment were both in the girl's face as shehuman form. We know from that inscription that
greeted Captain Future. it was so. They mutated into a form in which they

"Curt, how did you win over the Cubics? Theyad lost the intelligence and memory that had been
took us prisoner and they've been holding us herdgileirs. Their former telepathic method of

" Joan, you and Ezra speak to the Cubics," memmunication developed prodigiously, to
ordered. "Say a few words to them in Antariarcompensate for the diminishing of their size and
You know | taught you a few phrases of it." strength. By necessity, they developed an uncanny

Wonderingly, the old marshal and the girl agemtbility for physical and mental cooperation. That
obeyed. No sooner had the words left their lipapility is all that has even kept them surviving,
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when intelligence and size and strength were The creatures swiftly formed themselved into
gradually lost.” several dozen of the big centipedal figures whose
formation they took for carrying purposes. Other
ORROR was on the face of every one dfubics became octopoid figures who rapidly loaded
Captain Future's companions, now. Thihe centipedal ones with masses of the beryllium

little Cubics were no longer comic, but tragic. ore. They they stood, eyeing Curt expectantly.

These tiny, semi-intelligent creatures -- the "They're going to carry the stuff wherever we
descendants of men! The ghastliness of it shoalant it," Captain Future guessed. "Poor devils --
them all. they have some dim traditional notion that we've

"But why have they kept mining metals, all theseome in ships to this world to get it."
centuries?" cried Kim | van. "They no longer have He and Joan and the others started back through
the intelligence to use it." the jungle, in the direction of the camp. Quickly the

"Racial memory,” Curt answered somberhGubics carrying the masses of ore swung into the
"persists in a species long after intelligence is logtingle behind them and followed them along the
In these Cubics has persisted the tradition of thgath.
human ancestors who upon this world mined metal
which the ships of Antares came to get." T WAS a weird procession through the dark

"Good God!" whispered George McClinton fern-forest, the eager piping of the Cubics
horrifiedly. " All these c-c-centuries, the c-creaturesounding incessantly as they followed the humans.
have been faithfully m-massing ores because of thatBut when they were still a few miles from the
tradition." camp, the attitude of the Cubics changed. They

Captain Future nodded. "That's why | spoke toegan to move more slowly, to show an extreme
them in the Antarian tongue. | hoped it would strikeeluctance toward going farther in this direction.
a chord of racial memory. And it has. They have Einally they stopped altogether, putting down their
dim idea that we are those who have come for thémads and clustering with dismayed pipings around
gathered metal." Captain Future.

Tears glistened in Joan's eyes. There was"They won't go any farther!” said Otho
something terribly poignant about the excitesurprisedly. "l wonder what they're afraid of?"
happiness of the simple little creatures swarming "l believe,"” Curt said thoughtfully, "that they
around them. know of something dangerous in the area in which

The Cubics eagerly led Curt and his companionsir camp is located. That would explain why the
toward the giant ore-heaps behind their communit@ubics have never come close to the camp.”

There was a quality of pride in their excited, "The Dwellers!" cried Kim Ivan. "Future, they're
meaningless piping. scared of the Dwelers!"

"There's almost all the metal here that we'll need "Say, that's right,” Grag rumbled. "We thought
for our shp," Curt said aftr a quick examination athe Cubics might be the Dwellers, but we know
the great heaps. "Everything except calcium.” now they're not. Who are the Dwellers, then?"

"Blast it, why is it we can find everything on this "They're somewhere in the area around our
world except the few pounds of calcium that are tlteamp, whoever they are," Curt Newton murmured.
most vital of all?" Otho muttered. "If the Cubics could only tell us."

"Say, this will save us the work of mining ores, He tried to get into intelligent communication
if the Cubics will let us have what we need of thesgith the little creatures. But it was impossible.
metal piles," Grag declared. Their only method of communication was the weird

Captain Future nodded. "And we need to sasé&xth-sense of cooperation by which they
all the time we can, for we're far behind schedulaterlocked their own minds and bodies. Their
on the ship. I'm sure they'll let us have it." piping sounds were utterly without meaning.

He stepped forward, and gathered up an armful The only definite thing that could be gathered
of sample chunks from the great pile of berylliunfrom the actions of the Cubics was that the area
ores. Instantly, as though comprehending hisound the castaways' camp held danger, and that
purpose, the Cubics rushed forward toward thée creatures would not enter it. And the creatures
pile. set up a distressed piping when Curt and his
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comrades finally strode on and left them. "that that fellow Boraboll's suggestion had truth in
"We can have our own men come this far antl and that the Dwellers are subterranean or

sledge that metal ore to camp,” Curt planned awisible creatures. Rollinger's ravings indicate

they went on. "And the Cubics will let us have allhey're somewhere near.”

the other ores we need from those great heaps. It'llICaptain Future shook his head wearily. "lt's a

save precious time!" hideous riddle. And two more men disappeared last
Joan looked at him soberly. "When Astarfall isight, despite our new system of guards.”
destroyed, those little creatures will all perish?" Curt had instituted a regime of guards designed

"Yes," said Captain Future heavily. "There's nim halt the disappearances. It was evident that the
possible way in which they could be saved. AnDwellers only made their hypnotic attacks upon
would you want to keep alive those pitiful sleeping men.
descendants of a once-human race?" So Captain Future had posted guards over all the

sleepers, each night. He had instructed them: "If
you see any man get up and start sleep-walking, it
CHAPTER XVI means he's in the hypnotic grip of the Dwellers. But
don't awaken himFollow him. "
_ _ "Follow him?" the others had said startledly.
Dire Awakening "But the Dwellers will draw him right to them!"
Curt nodded. "Which means that by following
. UPON the next their victim, you'll be led right to the Dwellers
["morning, Curt's improvisedthemselves. At last we'll find out what they are and
organization began thewhere they lurk, and can take measures against
work of casting the scoresthem."
A @"Of great beams that would  But here, again, the unearthly cunning of the
el | — form the frame of the ship. mystery Dwellers showed itself. So long as Curt's
B The atomic  smeltersguards remained wakeful and watching the sleeping
throbbed and hummed. thenen, not one hypnotic attack was made upon them.
=4l molten alloy hissed into the |t was obvious that the Dwellers weeavare of
g cement molds, the shiningthe watchers, and were too crafty to give
beams were later brokenthemselves away by drawing victims to themselves
free of the molds and thewhile anyone was watching.
same routine was “"Anyway, it seems to have stopped the attacks
immediately repeated. and that's something,” Captain Future said. "We

During the next days, a mass of numberatbed every man, now!"
beams and struts rapidly accumulated near thefor as these short days passed, the stark
towering, giant cacti at the center of the camp. Gragcessity of accelerating construction of the ship
and McClinton operated the smelters under Cuffas terribly evident. Time was flying -- and each
Newton's direction, while Otho, Kim Ivan and mosgiay meant Astarfall was nearer to the System and to
of the mutineers hauled the loads of ore to camp.destruction.

The Brain still ranged out over the surface of Curt Newton soon began fitting the growing pile
Astarfall in vain search of calcium. So far, they hagf beams into the framework of the ship. The stout
not found a grain of the vital catalyst. And so fametal girders, the curved ribs, were attached solidly
the Brain had not been able to translate the gapsiin the massive keel by means of their atomic
the ancient inscription, which might have giveelders. The torpedo-shaped framework of the
them a clue to the identity of the Dwellers. vessel took definite form.

“The Dwellers are somewhere within a few "Let's call it thePhoenix,"Joan suggested. "In a
miles of our camp,” Curt reasoned. "We know thajay, it's rising out of the ashes of the bldican."
from the actions of the Cubics. But what and where "We'|| start tomorrow casting plates, and making
are they? We've seen no creatures of highe refractory alloy for the rocket-tubes," Captain

intelligence in all this area.” Future said haggardly. "We've got to go faster than
"It's possible, | suppose,” murmured the Braifye have."
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rocking and rolling violently under him like the
THAT night two men disappeared fromwaves of a sea.
camp. The Dwellers had struck again. "My God!" choked Curt Newton. "The Dwellers.
Curt's alarm-signal around the stockade had faildthd me, but a sudden ground-quake knocked me
And his guards had failed, for they admitted thegwake and saved me."
had slept. The quake was not subsiding. It was growing
Curt had not the heart to blame them, for thevery minute more violent, and everyone in the
men were all now nearing exhaustion. Yet themamp was awakening in wild terror.
sleep had cost two lives, and had increased theThey were all flung off their feet, onto the
terror of the Dwellers. Rollinger's shrieking waground that rolled sickeningly under them with a

now incessant. dull, tremendous roar of diastrophism. The pile of
"Il watch tonight myself,” Captain Futuremetal struts collapsed with a clatter. Cries of terror
declared. arose.

All that day he sweated at the labor of producing "Keep your heads!" Captain Future shouted. "It's
the plates which would be welded onto the torpedanother quake."
like framework of thePhoenix.But he insisted on  "Look!" screamed Boraboll, pointing wildly to

keeping his watch that night. the east.
"You're too exhausted yourself,” Joan pleaded. The sky there was blazing with fire. Up from the
"Grag or Simon --" distant volcanoes were shooting huge geysers of

"Grag is at the Cubics' city with the partyflaming lava that painted the heavens crimson.
transporting ore, and Simon is searching night andVast clouds of steam and smoke and ashes
day for calcium," he answered. "I'll be all right." whirled up to veil that titanic eruption. The air was

But for once, Captain Future had overestimatedick with sulphurous fumes, and hot ashes rattled
his iron strength. Fagged by the superhuman straiown upon them as the ground quivered ever more
under which he had been laboring, he fell asleepldly beneath them.
before midnight as he sat listening to John "The end of this world has come already!
Rollinger's babbling. hoarsely yelled a terror-stricken mutineer .

In his sleep, he dreamed. He dreamed that out of
depths of swirling darkness, a cold, vast, unseeable HE darkness became Stygian as vast clouds
intelligence was approaching him. of smoke from the erupting volcanoes

He felt the icy grip of it upon his dazed mindfilled the air. Winds were shrieking like fiends, and
And deep within Curt's subconscious, an instintihie sickening heave and fall of the solid ground
shouted frantic warning. beneath them continued.

"The Dwellers -- they're seizing you!" Choking and gasping as he breathed the

He knewin his subconscious that that was whauperheated, sulphurous fumes, Curt Newton
was happening. But he could not wake, he coudtiruggled to the side of Joan.
not struggle. The tremendous power of the hypnotic "Lie down!" he yelled to her over the tumult.
grip upon his slumbering mind and body was noWfhis will soon pass.”
complete. Grag's tremendous voice shouted through the

Curt dimly felt himself rising and movinginfernal uproar. "Chief, the ship's framework is
forward. That helpless, unconquered corner of lgsing to break loose!"
mind told him that he was being drawn as a A new and appalling sound had entered the
hypnotized victim toward the Dwellers. But still hesymphony of destruction. It was the heavy rumbling
could not wake nor do anything to break the hold @ihd thumping of a great mass rocking on the
those vast, icy intelligences upon him. ground.

There came a sudden violent shock! Curt The heavy metal framewrk of thehoenixwas
suddenly found himself lying on the groundrocking wildly in its rough cradle as the quakes
awake. continued. It threatened to roll free entirely, to roll

He staggered to his feet. He had fallen to tldown the knoll and crush out their camp and
ground near the pile of metal struts beyond whidhemselves.
towered the giant cacti. And the ground was "Get away!" shrieked a scared mutineer. "She'll
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come loose on us any minute!" Most of the stockade was down, all the huts but one

"No!" blared Captain Future's voice. "We've gadtad collapsed, and their cyclotrons, tools and
to pin her dow ! Grag, get the sledges and some safpplies were covered with debris.
the smaller beams for stakes! Otho, grab thoseCaptain Future discovered that none of them had
sledge-cables and bring them!" been seriously injured, though there were many

Not even the terrifying nature of their situatiofruises and minor hurts.
could temper the instant loyalty and obedience of "By the Sun, | never thoughtd see another
the Futuremen. They sprang to obey. day," declared Kim Ivan feelingly. "l sure thought

And Curt found big Kim Ivan beside him as hehe cursed planetoid was cracking up."
ran to help Otho unfasten the tough, strong cables"This is a warning,” Curt told them urgently.
by which they had drawn the ore-sledges. "We can expect more and heavier cataclysms as

"If she goes when we're beside her, we'll nevéstarfall draws nearer the System. This unstable
see the Moon again!" gasped Otho as they rhttle world is starting to respond to the
toward the ship with the cables. gravitational perturbations that in a couple of weeks

Clang! Clang! Grag towered like an incrediblewill shatter it completely.”
metal giant in the storm, using the heaviest of the "Can we finish thePhoenixin time?" Joan asked
sledges to drive small, straight metal beams delegeathlessly.
into the ground beside thhoenix. "We've got to,” Curt said tightly. "And we've got

The torpedo-shape:d framework, upon whidio find the calcium which will enable us to operate
they had expended such tremendous toil aitd
thought, was leaning toward them threateningly He detailed a small number of the men to clear
with each new heave of the quake. If it broke loosap the battered camp. The rest he drove throughout
it would smash itself and them, too. the day with unremitting energy.

Curt and Otho fumbled furiously in the darkness Grag and George McClinton straightened the
to tie their cables to the stakes and then to the lowlewv bent beams of the ship-frame, by softening the
beams of the frame. Kim Ivan had found a sledgeetal with atomic welders and exerting pressure
and was helping Grag drive more stakes, whilgon it with improvised jacks. Meanwhile, Captain
George McClinton had groped his way to them tieuture and Otho supervised the ceaseless operation

help. of the big smelters.
"Tighten those cables! Put two more on each They toiled all through that day casting the big
side!" Curt shouted. beryllium alloy plates for the hull. The work parties

The framework was securely lashed down to tlod the mutineers brought constant new loads of ore
stakes. Now the tremors seemed subsiding a littigpon their makeshift sledges. There was a quality
But now the buffeting winds were rising to a galef scared desperation in the way the convicts
of hurricane force. worked this day. They had been thoroughly

For two hours, they all lay flat upon the groundmpressed by the catastrophic outbreak of the night.
while the raging gale swept over them. By the end The Brain, returning that evening from his
of that time, the quakes had ceased except for @aaseless search for calcium, reported that the
occasional quiver. The disastrophic roar of shiftinghole volcanic area was in violent activity.
rock beneath had stopped, and the eruption of the"New craters have broken out in the eastern
volcanoes seemed lessening. section, and the Canyon of Chaos has partly

collapsed on itself and is now a large lake of lava, "

AWN came as the gale died down. Thée stated.
feeble, murky light disclosed a scene of Curt nodded grimly. "The increasing shocks are
destruction in their camp. The grimed, haggamallowing the radioactive hellfire at Astarfall's core
castaways surveyed it in mute dismay. to gush to the surface. It'll get rapidly worse. But

The framework of thé?hoenixwas undamaged,what about the calcium?"
except for a bent beam which could soon be "Curtis, | haven't seen a sign of the element,”
straightened. The huge barrel-like cacti stifimon Wright confessed. "It and certain related
towered unharmed at the high central point of trdements like potassium and scandium just do not
clearing. But nearly everything else was wreckedeem to exist upon this world."
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"If we can only find a few pounds of the stuffworking day and night both, the cursed Dwellers
it'll be enough,” Captain Future sweated. "Evenhave let us alone,” panted the Martian.
pound or so would at least allow us to use the cycs Curt nodded exhaustedly. "Tomorrow we'll
long enough to take off." install the cyclotrons in the ship, and fit the rocket-
That night Grag stood watch over the camp. Biibes."
since the tireless robot could not alone keep watch"And then we'll be able to leave this cursed
over all the sleepers, young Rih Quili shared h@anetoid!" exclaimed Moremos forcibly.
guard. "Not until we find calcium,” warned Captain
But the next morning Rih Quili himself wasFuture.
missing. It was tragically obvious that the The venomous Venusian's dark eyes narrowed.
Mercurian officer had fallen asleep and had beé&what do you mean -- till we find calcium? I'm no
seized hypnotically by the Dwellers. engineer, but I've rocketed enough to know that a
Ezra Gurney raged. "l liked that, boy a lot! Ifship's cycs run' on copper fuel, and we've plenty of
ever | find out who the cursed Dwellers are, I'll -eopper. In this emergency, we can take off without
Cap'n Future, maybe them devilish tangle-trees dhat catalyst you talk about, surely."
the Dwellers? Maybe they're intelligent." "You're a f-f-fool, Moremos," said George
McClinton emphatically. "Without the calcium
URT shook his head haggardly. "No, thegatalyst, the released energy of c-copper would b-
can't be the Dwellers. | admit that plant-lifdolow us sky-high."
on this world seems to have evolved further than on
any planet I've ever visited. But the Cubics, who

know more than we do, show no fear of tangle- CHAPTER XVII
trees. It is this region that they dread and refuse to
approach.” |

The other castaways were less stricken by the Disaster

new disappearance than Curt had expected. T
fear of the Dwellers was still great, but even great
now was their terror of the coming cataclysm.

Through the next days, Captain Future drove tl
work around the clock. Their last two weeks wer
slipping rapidly away. And the ominously & ; _
increasing volcanic activity and recurrent tremol AR\ spgiand great jets of fire shot far
showed that the final catastrophe was near. 4 : |nt_o the heavens from the

They welded the big plates onto the framewol a8y 57 s Ly fj neighboring volcanoes
of the Phoenix,joining each plate to the next with " ; A;it.i Mfilling them with brilliance.
the atomic welder to form an airtight joint. g ool Joan Randall  had
Presently, the inner hull of the torpedo-like shi incredible news for Curt
was all on. But they still must build on the oute === - dwhen he awakened after that
hull. night of fear.

Captain Future put that work into the hands of John Rollinger has recovered his sanity!" she
Grag and Otho, who trained the mutineers aﬁ@(c[almed. " thlnk the shocks last night somehow
divided them into gangs that worked in successifhd it- He's asking for you.” o
shifts. Curt himself, with McClinton and Kim lvan, Curt went with her to the physicist, who all these
toiled to melt sand and minerals into glassite for tfys had been (_:onflr'1ed a babbling madman in one
portholes and bridge-windows, to cast the inertr&f the huts. Rollinger's spare face looked dazed but

rocket-tubes, and to fashion tight tanks for wat&@n€ as he stared up at Curt. .
and oxygen. Captain Future, theyve told me what's

Kim Ivan, mopping sweat from his brow and1@ppened,” the physicist said hoarsely. "l can't seem

staggering from sixteen hours of unresting labdP rémember anything. Yet I'm clear enough in my

found one consolation. m”,?d now." , . . o
"The only good thing about it is that now we're Take it easy, Rollinger,” Curt advised. "You've

THAT night came a
~frightening series of sharp
dshocks, like tremendous
1:"gunnings underground. The
Phoenixrocked in its cradle,

i
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had a wonderful recovery, but you'll relapse if yoaf a madman. A stream of insane babblings fell
undergo any strain now. I'll talk to you later ." from his lips.

At regular intervals throughout that day came "They took my body!" whimpered the madman.
the ominous thunder-gunnings from beneath rouf@hey guessed that you mean to escape from here-
There was something terrifying about theife trailed off in unintelligible mouthing.
regularity. Yet the volcanoes seemed unusually "The Dwellers!" swore Otho. "They've always
quiet, not even smoke rising from them. had a grip on Rollinger's shattered mind. And

Thoroughly  frightened by these newbecause they don't want their victims to leave here,
developments, the castaways worked furiously #fley used him today to try to wreck the ship."
through the day under Captain Future's direction. "Good God, what kind of creaturese they that
They hauled the six massive cyclotrons into thean use such diabolical methods of attack?" cried
Phoenix,and bolted them fast. The fuel-feed anBoraboll, shaking wildly.
power-lead pipes were installed, the heavy rocket- "Take Rollinger back to his hut," Curt ordered.
tubes were screwed into place, the hermeticalle didn't have time to do any real damage.
tight space-door was hung. Though, in a few minutes more- -"

By sunset the men were dropping in their tracks. The words were swept from his lips by a
The periodic sharp shocks had completely ceaseeimendous, booming sound that broke the heavy
two hours before. A dead, heavy hush reigned, ahdsh. The ship quivered suddenly in its cradle.
the air seemed thick and oppressive. Curt Newton's
worn brown face was dripping with perspiration as SHRILL yell from Ezra brought them
he and McClinton and Otho staggered almost tumbling out into the open. The ground
drunkenly out of the ship. was shuddering like a harp-string. The booming

"Now -- the calcium,"” Curt panted. "We've lessvas increasing in volume and rapidity by the
than five days in which to find it, or perish." second.

McClinton's face was hopeless. "The Brain has "The volcanoes are going to blow!" Curt
h-h-hunted all these weeks without finding a gshouted. "Everybody get --"
grain." For a second time he was interrupted. And this

A wild yell interrupted them. It came from backime the interruption was an explosive detonation
inside thePhoenix.and was in Boraboll's voice.  of such titanic magnitude as to stun them.

"Rollinger is wrecking the ship!" They glimpsed the crests of the distant volcanic

Curt lunged back into the vessel. John Rollingeange hurtling into the sky in great masses of rock
towered in its cyc-room, his face flaming as hand lava. The whole top of the range had blown off

battered with a heavy bar at the cycs. Fiery lava raved up in spouting geysers, then was
"Get him!" Curt vyelled, plunging forward hidden by a tremendous wave of dark, smoky gases
himself. that puffed outward gigantically.

The whirling bar sliced toward him in a blow "Into the ship!" Curt cried. "That burst of fumes
meant to shatter his skull. He ducked under it andll asphyxiate us all if it catches us!"
tackled Rollinger. They tumbled back into the ship, Grag dragging
The crazed scientist seemed to have the strentfte raving Rollinger in with them. Otho slammed
of ten men, and Curt's weary muscles could nshut the heavy door.
hold him. But Grag and the others were rushing It was not a moment too soon. The wave of
forward. In a few moments, Rollinger was bound. poisonous fumes rolled over the camp a minute
Joan came running in to them, her face deatHbter. Everything outside was blotted from sight by
white and a big bruise on her forehead. the swirling gases.
"It's my fault!" she sobbed. "He seemed so sane Then the fumes began to thin. TRéoenixwas
all day, that finally I untied his bonds as he askedtill shuddering in its cradle. When the titanic burst
Then he struck me down and ran toward the shipdf gases had been swept away, they staggered out
Rollinger was looking up at them with arof the vessel.
expression of hatred and contempt upon his face.They stood, appalled by what they saw.
Then, abruptly, his face changed before their gazénnumerable colossal fountains of lava were
It distorted into what it had been before, the fagaouring up from the shattered craters and chasms of
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the neighboring volcanic area. And already a teMcClinton.

foot crest of the flaming molten rock was rolling Curt whirled. "Good God, if those fools --"

toward the jungle and their camp. He didn't finish. He was already racing back
"That lava will wipe out everything here!"toward the knoll. As he ran up its low slope, Kim

Moremos shouted. "Our only chance is to take dffan and Joan and others came stumbling

in the ship at once.” frantically to meet him.
"No!" Captain Future cried. "l tell you, wean't "The ship?" cried Captain Future. "Did
take off without calcium.” Moremos --"

"I don't believe you!" flamed the Venusian. "Yes, he did!" raged Kim Ivan. The big Martian
"You're only stalling so that you and your friendsvas mad with wild anger. "When we others were
can slip away in the ship and leave the rest of iiquling the stuff up out of danger, Moremos and
here." Boraboll and a dozen other fools like them tried to

"It's better to risk starting without the calciuntake off in thePhoenix."
than to stay here and be killed by the lava!" howled Curt and the others came into sight of the ship.
Boraboll. An icy feeling of utter despair clutched at his heart

“Listen to me!" Curt Newton's voice rang outas he saw.

"That lava may rollover the jungle but it won't The cyclotrons had exploded when copper fuel
touch us yet, for our camp is built on this knoll. Theas released into atomic power without the
lava may surround the knoll, but won't be higmhibitory calcium catalyst to control the violent
enough to cover it. There's still a chance to find thenergy. The explosion had rent a great hole in the
calcium. The Brain can still come and go evestern of the ship.

though the lava surrounds us. You've got to trust in The battered bodies of Moremos and Boraboll
me." and others who had been with them in the cyc-room

"I'm with you, Future," said Kim Ivan promptly. had been blown out of the gaping hole in the hull.
"l think we're sunk, but we gave you a promise andther stunned mutineers were staggering dazedly
we'll play it out to the end.” beside it.

"Then get your men to work hauling everything Ezra Gurney's voice was calm in despair. "So
up here to the highest part of the knoll!" Cuthis is the end. Well, we made a good try, didn't
exclaimed. "Put the ores, tools, food suppliese?"
everything up here between the ship and thoseThrough murky veils of smoke and steam. the
cacti. Otho, you and Ezra come with me and weliising Sun looked down upon a world in dreadful
see whether the lava can be deflected in any waytfavail. The whole surface of Astarfall was

Ezra Gurney and the android, as well ashuddering uneasily as the little planetoid felt the
McClinton, raced beside Captain Future throughcreasing gravitational grip of the planetary system
the jungle toward the oncoming flaming tide. toward which it was rushing. The volcanic area was

Curt's eyes desperately studied the topograpmyw a hell's-caldron of geysering lava, from which
of the ground as they advanced. He was hoping tlaet angry red tide had crept out like an ominous blot
some freak of the surface might enable them twer the jungle for miles.
build a temporary dam or wall to shunt the lava Only the rounded knoll still, rose above the
away from the knoll. hissing lava flood which completely surrounded it.

His hope died within him as they came closer tdpon this clear knoll towered the stark, barrel-
the advancing tide. The crimson-glowing wave wahaped forms of a score of grotesque, gigantic cacti.
higher than a man, rolling forward with majestiand near those monstrous growth bulked the
slowness, hissing and crackling as it ate the jungteetallic torpedo shape of the space ship around

before it. which less than fifty men were frantically laboring.
"Holy sun-imps, nothing can deflethat!" cried "We've got the first two cycs repaired,” Crag
Otho. reported to Captain Future as the red-headed

planeteer came out of the ship. "How about the
C RASH!The hollow sound of the explosionhull?"
came from the camp behind them. "The inner hull is patched. We're still working
"That s-sounded like cycs exploding!" criean the outer one," Curt Newton panted.
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He swayed a little from exhaustion as he stooftgnzied effort that followed. Every pair of hands
passing his hand wearily across his bloodshot eyegas needed now. Joan helped with the others,

For two days and nights of terror, Captain Futugragging masses of ore toward the smelters to be
had driven the survivors in this last burst ofised in repairing the cycs.
seemingly hopeless activity. It was he who had The fearful disturbances were not dying down.
fought against the utter despair which hakhstead, they were becoming worse. Tremendous
possessed them after the ill-starred attempt tbiunder of deep diastrophism continually shook the
Moremos and the others had crippledt®@enix. ground under their feet. Strangling fumes drifted

"Are you going to stand here and fold youover them, and then were torn away by the howling
hands and wait to die?" Curt had lashed them. "@#nds.
are you going to keep fighting?" The hissing lava flood was crawling toward

"What's the use, Future,” said Kim Ivarthem from the east. They could hear the ominous
hollowly. "The cycs are wrecked, and the hull torarackling and snapping as it rolled over the jungle
open. And we've got only a few days left." and lapped around the slopes of their knoll. It soon

"We can repair those cycs and the hull if weompletely surrounded the knoll. They were now
hurry,” Curt had insisted. "The lava won't come upapped here. The space ship was their only possible
over this knoll for awhile.” way of escape!

"Even if we do,"” Ezra muttered fatalistically, That did not apply to the Brain. Simon Wright
"we still can't get away without calcium. Look whatould still fly out over the lava floor, and he did so
happened when Moremos and the rest of them triagain and again in his quest.
it." "Lad, I've been almost everywhere on this

"There's still a chance that Simon will findworld," he reported to Curt that evening. "lt's
calcium" Curt said. "A chance for life. Are youalways the same. No calcium!"
going to take it?" Curt's face was dripping, his red hair disordered,

his zipper-suit torn and soiled. He had been
HEY looked at him, most of them, withworking on getting out the cyclotrons.
faces sick with hopeless discouragement.” "Keep at it, Simon," he urged tautly. "We don't

The Brain has been looking for calcium all theseeed much calcium, remember. A few pounds
weeks without finding it," said one mutineer. "Havould be enough. Even a pound to use as catalyst
can't find it now in a couple of days." in one cyclotron would be at least enough to get the

"He may," Curt stated, his face tightening. "Anghip off Astarfall.”
if he doesn't, we'll still get away. For | promise you The Brain looked at him closely. "If I don't find
that in that casd,will get the calcium.” any, have you really a plan for getting calcium or

They stared. was that promise of yours just a story to encourage

"Curt, you can't be serious," protested Joan. 'tthe others?"
the Brain can't find calcium on this world, where "I have a way of getting a little calcium, enough
would you get it?" to allow a take-off,” Captain Future replied. "But |

"I'll get it," Captain Future replied firmly. "l give only want to use that way if everything else fails."
you my solemn word that | will. And | never broke The Brain seemed startled, but Curt did not
a promise in my life." elucidate. He had already strode back to the work

A faint gleam of hope stirred upon the faces ofith the cycs.
the stricken castaways. There was no ground for That night was a fearsome one. They had plenty
hope except their belief in Curt's promise. Yet theyf light by which to work, for the surrounding,
clutched at this straw. glowing lava cast a lurid red glare. By that terrible

"We'll have to bring the cycs out of the ship andlumination they toiled at the task of repairing the
repair their cracked jackets, "Captain Future wagecked cycs.
continuing rapidly. "Also, there'll be the job of Before midnight a terrific electric storm raged
repairing that hole in the hull, and the wreckedcross the doomed planetoid. Blue lightning danced
power and fuel-pipes. Every minute counts, fromnd flashed incessantly, and the bawling hubbub of
now on! To work!" thunder drowned the more ominous sound of

His indomitable resolution sparked the wholseismic tremblings. Hot, hissing rain slashed down,

63



THE FACE OF THE DEEP

battering the half-blinded men. the biggest fight we ever had. Nobody is going to

Throughout the next day, the seething lava creguit. There'll be no more traitors like Moremos. We
slowly up the sides of the knoll. Curt and his toilinghall work and survive together -- or we shall die
men scarcely glanced at that inching, threatenitmpether!"
tide. They were becoming numb to danger. They got the new jackets onto the cycs with

Late that afternoon, came two violent quaketumbling hands. By morning they had moved the
The Phoenixshifted dangerously in its cradle. Anatycs back into th@hoenixand re-installed them.
the big atomic smelters were overturned, spilling While McClinton superintended this, Curt and
molten metal that almost engulfed Curt and Graghers wielded atomic welders to repair the rent in
standing nearby. the hull. Curt had not slept for forty-eight hours. He

"Get those smelters back up!" Captain Futureas staggering when Joan came to him with food.
shouted. "Move them into that little hollow near the "The job's almost done,” he said thickly.
cacti. They'll be better braced there." "McClinton's hooking up the fuel-pipes now. Has

"This is a n-n-nightmare," George McClintorSimon come back?"
stammered as he strained at the job with them.The Brain had been gone all through the
"We'll w-w- wake up back in the V-Vulcan." previous day and the night.

Over the din came the incessant, crazy shrieking "Not yet,” Joan answered. "Oh, Curt, maybe he's
of John Rollinger . "Masters, spare us! Do not sldyeen caught by one of the quakes when he was
us!" exploring for calcium.”

"He seems to think the Dwellers are causin' all "He'll be back,"” Captain Future husked with
this," Ezra Gurney said. "He's been prayin' to theanquenchable confidence. "Maybe his staying so
all day." long means that he has found calcium."

They got the smelters upright in the little hollow There was suddenly a low moaning sound in the
near the towering cacti and soon had them ar. Winds and streamers of smoke whirled
operation again. But their molds had been cracké&tyhtenedly from a dozen different directions. They
by the quakes and had to be repaired before thHelt a curious lightness on their feet, as though they
could go on with the work of casting new jacketaere sinking.
for the wrecked cyclotrons. "Another quake!" Curt yelled warning. "Down,

Men dropped and lay unconscious, during theverybody!
fearful hours of that night of labor. Joan, staggering They flattened themselves upon the ground just
herself from weakness and strain, worked to revias the shock hit. The ground seemed to rise and
them. sink beneath them with inconceivable rapidity, like

an elevator alternately ascending and descending.
A bursting, prolonged roar hit their ears. The
CHAPTER XVIil Phoenix bounced up and down in its cradle,
threatening to smash its keel by its own weight.
"Gods of Mars, look at that " yelled Kim Ivan.
Supreme Sacrifice Out there in the haze, miles away, whole new
fiery mountainswere rising majestically into being.
KIM IVAN was a tower The tortured throes of doomed Astarfall were
of strength. The big Martian puckling up its crust.
Flpirate, his battered face Tremendous explosions of steam veiled the

fie

==9rimed and terrible, his eyesdistant spectacle of planetary chaos. A new, higher

pafaltering  mutineers  on crimson sea that surrounded the knoll. It splashed
whenever they showed signsigher against the sides of their elevation, breaking
Jof halting work. in fiery spray.

§y "We may be outlaws and  Choking from the fumes as he stumbled to his

N \yypirates, but we're fighters,feet, Curt Newton saw vaguely that John Rollinger

§*~ arent we?" roared thehad escaped from his hut. The madman, his bonds
ruisgMartian, to them. "This is apparently snapped by that last shock, was praying

S
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frenziedly upon his knees. side of the gigantic cactus-creature beside Curt

"Masters, do not slay us! Spare us!" he wadsewton. It was like a perpendicular, slitted mouth

praying insanely to the Dwellers. that suddenly yawned in the elastic fiber body of
the thing.

APTAIN FUTURE, his brain rocking in  Curt, off balance, was falling in toward the
this hour of planetary doom, disregardetideous, yawning maw. By a superb effort, the
the madman. "He had glimpsed a wavering shapBeain flashed through the air and thrust Captain
flying down through the smoke and steam. Future aside. He fell sprawling a little beyond the

"It's Simon!" he shouted. "He's come back!"  plant-monster.

Buffeted about by the howling currents of hot The gaping slit-maw in the side of the great
air, the Brain's glittering, transparent cube strugglgtowth instantly closed.
down toward them. "Name o' the Sun!" Ezra Gurney cried wildly.

"The calcium?" cried Ezra Gurney to him. "All our men that disappeared -- those things drew

"l could not find any," said the Brain. He spokehem to themselves and swallowed them!"
as though with a great effort, his metallic voice "And all this time we've been hunting the
hesitating and jerky. "There is no calcium.” Dwellers, they've been right here in our own

"Masters! Masters!" came Rollinger's wildcamp!" Kim Ivan was saying dazedly.
insane shriek of imploration in the stunned silence Curt snatched up one of the heavy bush-knives.
that followed Simon's fateful news. "Come on and help me!" he panted. "We're going to

And Curt Newton suddenly noticed that, as heut that creature open.”
prayed, Rollinger was kneeling in front of the big "Curt, there's no time for mere revenge on the
clump of gigantic, barrel-shaped cacti. Dwellers," pleaded the Brain.

Blinding revelation crashed into Captain Future's "This is not just revenge,” Captain Future
brain. The veil was abruptly torn from the sinisteifashed. "These plant-creatures argelligent. If
mystery of the planetoid. there's any calcium on this planetoid, they'll know

"Good God!" he choked. "The Dwellers! I'veof it. And we'll make this one tell where it is."
found them out, at last!" The others looked at him,
obviously believing that the superhuman strain had HEY snatched up the heavy bush-knives
unseated his reason. and attacked the cactus-monster's mighty

Curt ran forward to the nearest of the giant cadiase. As they started slashing into the tough fiber,
in front of which the madman was kneeling. Héhe hideous maw of the thing opened and closed in
laid his hand shakingly upon the fluted, spinelessin effort to snatch them.
side of that mighty growth which towered high "Don't!"" screamed Rollinger. "You are hurting
above him. the Master. They will destroy us all!"

"We've been blind," he choked. "We knew that Captain Future suddenly reeled as into his brain
plant life had been tremendously developed by tkame the impact of a raging telepathic attack. A
burst of evolution through which Astarfall passedurious thought-order to desist.

We knew that the tangle-trees and other plants hadThe others felt that mental resistance of the
developed the power to prey upon and ingest liviigweller, too. Kim Ivan cried out.

creatures. We should have known that plant "The thing's fighting back telepathically! This is
intelligencewould have been developed too by thdike a crazy dream.”

evolutionary spurt!" "Keep at it!" pressed Curt. "We know the

A look of awe came on their faces. Dwellers can't dominate us hypnotically when our

"What do you mean?" Kim Ivan asked huskily. conscious minds are awake. It can't stop us!"

"I mean that one species of the mutating plants The ground under them was shuddering
of this world developed intelligence to the pointiolently from new quakes, as they fiercely slashed
where it could use hypnotic mental power to dradeeper into the base of the monstrous growth.
its victims to it!" Captain Future criedl tmean that  Ten feet in diameter was the massive thing, its
these giant cacti are the Dwellers!" outer skin of elastic plant-fiber shielding softer

"Curt, look out!" screamed Joan. plant-tissues of pale white. Severed capillaries bled

An opening had suddenly appeared in the flutesticky sap in horrible imitation of a wounded
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animal as they cut deeper. learn. And now that dream is ended."

The hypnotic resistance of the Dweller was There was an overtone of weird tragedy in the
frantic, and their minds seemed clouded arbing's brooding thoughts. But Curt Newton
chaotic. Yet it could not overcome them. Theglesperately seized upon one possibility.
slashed ever deeper -- and the whole towering,
barrel-like mass of the creature was finally cut OU COULD still live if you tell , us where
through and toppled aside. there is calcium,” he thought, to the thing.

Curt Newton slashed carefully down through th&Ve could take your plant-body or roots and brain
white fibrous tissues of the creature's base, until éth us in our ship. You could grow again upon

uncovered that which he sought. another world."
"God, it's the thing'sbrain!" choked Ezra "It is impossible. Our bodies are so adapted to
Gurney. the chemical conditions of this planetoid that we

Deep within the base of the giant plant-creatuomuld not live in a different habitat," answered the
nestled a pink, convoluted mass of fiber. It pulsatd&veller. "However, | would tell you where there
and quivered with uncanny life. From it branchedias calcium if | could. | bear you no ill will. It is
strange fibrous nerve-tendrils. true that we were forced to catch and devour a

Brain of the Dweller! Brain of the great planmumber of your party, but you forced us to it by
whose species had been evolved toward higahmping here. The small animals on which we
intelligence by that same burst of mutations whidlormerly preyed would no longer approach this
had caused the degeneration of'the humans upmace with you here. And our bodies had to have the
this planetoid! animal food upon which we subsist."

Curt Newton poised his heavy knife over that The Dweller continued his calm mental
helpless, quivering plant-brain. And tteoughtto message. "But though | would help you if | could, |

it, in a concentrated mental message. cannot. It is my belief that there is not, and has
"I can kill you," Curt telepathed. "I wilkill you. never been, a single atom of calcium on this
unless you give me information | require." world."

Back into his mind came the quick telepathic Curt felt the blood drain from his heart. "No
reply of the Dweller. "What do you wish to know?'talcium here at all? How can you know that, when
"I must know at once where upon this world wgou can neither see nor hear nor move?"
can procure a small quantity of calcium,” Captain The Dweller replied. "We long ago investigated
Future thought. "It is necessary to us if we are tbe history of this planetoid by probing the minds
escape from this doomed planetoid.” and knowledge of the degenerating human colonists
The answering thought of the Dweller wabkere. We learned thus that this world was a moon in
sharply startled. "What ? Is it true that this world ia planetary system whose sun was completely
doomed?" without calcium, potassium and several other
"It's starting to crack open now!" Curt answereclements. An atomic disintegration process similar
"The end is close at hand. Didn't you suspect thatf®' the carbon-nitrogen cycle had burned out all
"No, for we Masters have not visual or tactiléghose elements before that sun ever gave birth to
senses with which to observe," was the reply. "Weorlds."
have noticed increasing tremblings of the ground, Captain Future turned toward the others. He told
but had not thought that they implied a catastropltigem what he had just heard from the Dweller.
to the whole world." "The Dweller is speaking the truth,” said the
The cold, uncannily alien thought of the DwelleBrain gravely. "That explanation of why Astarfall is
continued broodingly. "So this is the end of owvith- out calcium is scientifically probable. It
glorious, brief history! For centuries, we have beexplains the silicon structure of the bones of the
evolving to greater intelligence and mental poweguyngle pigs.”
since the first mutations chanced to change us in"Then -- then it's all over for us?" Joan Randall
that direction. We have dreamed of makinghispered, her face very pale but her eyes fixed
ourselves the mental masters of all this world, steadily on Curt.
growing to such power that we could send our At that moment a violent new quake rocked
thoughts far out into the universe to explore arttiem. They saw through the swirling haze that
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immense new bulks of rock were rising with @ the Number One cyc. You must only use that one
prolonged, grating roar from the lava nearby. Theyc to power the take-off. And you must not let it

knoll rose and fell beneath them like a chip upomun for more than a minute, for by the end of that
the sea. A new, higher wave of lava rolled its fieriime the cataylst will be used up.

crest toward them. "In that minute,” he told the android tensely,
"That new wave o' lava will cover the knoll!""you must get the ship off and start it in the
yelled Ezra Gurney. direction of the System. Then cut the cyc at once.

One of the mutineers clutched wildly at CaptaiBut do not start to take off, until ten minutes after |
Future's arm. "You promised that if everything elsdeave gone down to the cyc-room to put in the
failed, you had a way to at least get the ship off theatalyst."
world!" Otho nodded his head understandingly. "I get it,

Curt Newton's haggard face set, his lip€hief. Ten minutes after you go down, I cut in the
tightening. The dreadful last expedient that he ha&tlmber One cyc, use its full power for one minute
kept in mind all these terrible days now stared hito get the ship off, and then cut it off again.”
full in the face. Curt Newton paused. His gray eyes bad a queer

He met it unflinchingly. He knew what he had tdorilliance in them as he met the gaze of his three
do -- and there was small time left in which to do bld comrades.

His voice rang like a trumpet through the din. "Simon — Grag — Otho -- just in case anything
"Into the Phoenix,everybody. We're going to takeshould go wrong, | want to say that no man ever
off." bad finer pals. I'm thinking of the old days on the

"But, Chief!" expostulated Otho wildly. "You Moon, of all we four went through together."
know that as soon as we start the cycs without thelt was a moment of tense emotion, and that
calcium catalyst, they'll blow again." emotion gripped Joan Randal as she clung to

"I have enough calcium to act as catalystéme Captain Future.
cyclotron," Curt answered swiftly. "l didn't tell any "Curt, do you think we're not going to make it?
of you, because | was hoping to get more. But ofethat why you're saying goodbye?"

cyc will be enough to get the ship off Astarfall.” "We'll make it -- I'm sure we will," he told her
"It's raining fire!" screeched one of the mutineersarnestly. His eyes searched her face with strange
in terror. wistfulness. He held her fiercely close, kissed her,

A fiery sleet was indeed falling upon them fronthen turned abruptly away. "Remember, Otho -- in
the smoke-darkened heavens as the burning asteesminutes!”
of the latest continuing eruptions descended. Curt's heart was bursting with overpowering
emotion as he flung himself down the
HEY fought their way toward the ship.companionway and back to the cyc-room.
Curt steadied Joan's staggering steps, andGeorge McClinton was there. McClinton
yelled for Grag to bring the shrieking Rollinger. had,just unscrewed the heavy inertron top of the
Inside thePhoenix,he slammed shut the door tanassive Number One cyclotron. He clambered
keep out the wave of scorching, superheated air tihaistily down off the towering cylinder as Curt burst
was rolling up from the lava which now wasn.
advancing to wash over the knoll. "McClinton, get up with the others!" Curt cried.
"Up to the bridge-deck, all of you!" he shouted:We're going to start, and | want everybody else up
"There'll be less danger there if anything happenstteere out of harm's way."
the cycs." The lanky engineer showed no sign of obeying.
They slipped and tripped, for now tHehoenix He came toward Curt, a strange smile on his
was rocking wildly in its cradle. Curt thrust Othchomely, spe tacled face.
into the pilot-chair, in front of which were the "No, Captain Future." It was odd that in this
space-stick, throttles and few simple instrumentsoment of superhuman strain his stammer finally
they had devised. left him. "I know what you're planning to do. |
"Otho, | want you to pilot the take- off," Captainguessed it when you made that promise to the
Future ordered. "Now listen closely. I've onlpthers. And I'm not going to let you do it."
enough calcium cataylst for one cyclotron. I'll put it His voice was deep as he told Curt, "You mean
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too much to the System's future, to do this. And youFew men had ever seen tears in Captain Future's
mean too much ther." eyes. But they saw them now.

There was a faraway tenderness that transfigured'Chief, what is it?" Grag cried anxiously.
the engineer's homely face, as he spoke of Joan."What's wrong?"

"But | don't mean much to the System or Joan was looking puzzledly around. "Where's
anyone," George McClinton continued. "That's wh@eorge McClinton? | thought he was down here."
I'm doing -- this!" Curt pointed back toward space. His voice was

The engineer's right hand flashed out as lehoked. "McClinton is back there."
spoke. He had a heavy wrench in that hand, and heThey read tragedy in his face. "Curt, what do
aimed the unexpected blow at Curt Newton's heagou mean?"

Curt had no chance to dodge, so utterly "I mean that McClinton gave up his life to allow
unforeseen was the attack. His skull rang, and be to escape from Astarfall," Captain Future
sank unconscious. husked. "He supplied calcium to the Number One
cyc from the only possible sourcthe calcium of
his own body's skeleton.

CHAPTER XIX "He knew the only possible source of calcium,
since there was none on Astarfall, was in our own
The Call bodies. The average human body contains more
e Ca

than a pound of calcium. Enough to act as catalyst
in a cyclotron for at least a minute! McClinton

- CAPTAIN  FUTURE knew that, and gave himself so that we could
struggled back to escape!”

gl consciousness a few minutes "My God!" cried Ezra Gurney. "Do you mean

&5 later to hear a bursting roafnat he --"

and feel a violent shock. He  cyrt Newton nodded heavily. "Yes. McClinton

was pressed against the floogot inside Number One cyc. When it was turned on,

: by brief, terrific the blast of atomic energy reduced his body to
B acceleration. _ ashes. But in those ashes was enough calcium-

8 The sensation passe@atalyst to control the flow of energy and keep it

s wiftly. His head began tofom wrecking the cyc during that minute.”

clear and he was able 10 He added, "He knew I'd have stopped him. He

siemgstagger to his feet. Hegnocked me out; when | came down into the cyc-
looked dazedly around. room."

The Phoenixwas out in space. Its cyclotron had  cyrt did not tell them, would never tell them,
operated for the brief, prearranged moment, and ¥t he had himself had made desperate decision to
short blast of power from its rocket-tubes had flungacrifice his own life in the same way rather than
it out in the take-off.. It was rushing now towargnat they should all perish. But they all understood
the gleaming flecks of the Solar System. Astarfaghat now. And every surviving outlaw was
was a smoky, fire-shot ball receding rapidly astermfymbled.

Cur_t looked wildly around the cyc-room. "when you said good-by to us up in the bridge-
"McClinton!” _ ~ room --" Joan began. Then, as her stricken eyes
There was no answer. The lanky chief engineggyeled from the silent cyclotron back to the vault

was gone. And Curt knew where he had gone.  of space behind the stern window, she began to sob
The Number One cyclotron was still hot fromyidly.

that moment of operation that had enabled them toron, curt, that shy, stammering boy we all
take off. Curt Newton bowed his head against thggsed!"

side of the cyc, his face working. He held her, soothing her. He heard the calm
The others found him thus when they camgjce of the Brain.

dqwn |nt0 the Ccyc-room. Their voices were ringing "It was a fine thlng McClinton did. It is too bad
with excitement and hope, but they were startigdat his sacrifice was probably all for nothing.”
into silence when Curt raised his head. "What do you mean?" cried Kim Ivan. "We're
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clear of Astarfall.” that shook the ship in every beam. Then it was soon
"Yes, and we are rushing toward the SystempVer.
answered the Brain. "But wtill have no calcium.  "The inner hull wasn't holed by any of that
We can 't operate the cyclotrons again. That meattebris,” Grag soon reported.
we can't change course to land on any planet."Then that danger is past,” said the Brain. "But
Unless we somehow get help, we'll fall helplessiye'll soon be rushing into the System. Our speed
through the System toward the Sun."” will accelerate by the hour as we fall toward the
Sun. What are we going to do?"
HEY looked at each other, stunned. In all Again their terrible dilemma faced them.
their minds, the same terrible fact hadlVithout calcium, they could not operate the cycs to
become obvious. If they were to operate theach any planet. And they had but one source of

cyclotrons again, another of them must die! the element, and that was their own bodies.
Ezra Gurney yelled suddenly. "Look back there Kim Ivan spoke up. "Captain Future, I've been
at Astarfall! She's goin"" thinking. It was your work and McClinton's

They crowded to the windows. A we that madsacrifice that saved me and my boys from that
them forget their own deadly peril fell upon them aworld's end. We owe you something for that. |
the spectacle of cosmic catastrophe they beheld. propose that we boys draw lots among ourselves."

The little planetoid had entered its final "Agreed!" roared the voices of all the mutineers
convulsions. The veils of smoke and steam weirechorus.
momentarily torn from its surface, and they looked "Oh, no!" Joan sobbed. "No more of us must die
upon its appalling surface. in that terrible way! Please, Curt!"

Great rifts were opening in the crust of the "We'll find another way,” Captain Future
worldlet, radiating outward like spreading crack@romised. "We've got to -- now."

Up from these rifts boiled the infernal core of the He went up with them to the bridge-room. The
planetoid. Whole sections of the surface samhoenix'was rushing silently on. The Line, the
beneath this bursting lava like ice-floes submergiragige of the System, was not so far ahead. For the
beneath the sea. planetoid had been steadily approaching it during

Wild streams of fire and steam shot for hundreds| these past weeks.
of miles out from the surface. For several minutes, The bright little disc of Pluto gleamed, ahead of
the geography of the flaming sphere was fluid aritdem and far to the left. Beyond lay the shining
formless. Blue lightning wreathed the dying worldspecks of the inner planets and the brilliant, small

Astarfall exploded!'As the cloven crust let thesphere of the Sun.
hydrosphere into its interior fiery core, the resulting "If we could only call for help to the Patrol
blast of expanding steam tore the crumblingpmehow,"” Curt muttered. " A cruiser could easily
planetoid into fragments that hurtled out in evergontact us before we fell in through the whole

direction. System to death."”
"She's gone!" cried Ezra hoarsely. "That was the Ezra shrugged hopelessly. "We ain't got no way
end of her!" to call -- no audiophone."

They heard the Brain's brooding voice. "The end
of the pitiful history of the Cubics, and the strange T HAD been impossible, of course, for them
dreams of the Dwellers." to undertake the construction of a complex
"Some of those fragments are coming after usiidiophone transmitter when they had built the
Kim Ivan exclaimed. " And we can't dodge 'em!" ship. They had barely completed the ship itself in
"We'll have to take our chance,” Captain Fututtme. But now their lack of a transmitter seemed to
said tensely. spell their doom.
The fragments of the exploded planetoid were "Could we build a small transmitter?" Joan
rushing after them with a speed that would so@sked hopefully:
overtake thé>hoenix.They waited tautly. Curt shook his head. "By the time we got it
They soon glimpsed jagged masses of rodkished, we'd be crashing in through the inner
whirling past nearby. Smaller debris struck againgtanets to the Sun. And even then, if we had a
the Phoenix'sides and stern with a rattling clattetransmitter, we'd have no power to operate it. We
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still couldn't use the cyclotrons.” Grag took apart the mechanisms that had enabled
The Brain, hovering beside them, spok8imon to live.
thoughtfully. "There is a possible solution. You The small, powerful atomic motor, with its own
know that my serum-case embodies a small atontiempact charge of calcium catalyzed fuel, they set
motor which furnishes power to the generator a@iside. They dissembled the motors from the serum-
my traction-beams and the pumps which repurifumps and hooked them to the generators that had
the serum. You could take out that motor anmgroduced the Brain's magnetic traction-beams.
generator from my 'body' and soon convert theithey thus set up a complete new circuit which
into a small improvised audiophone transmitter.” would emit electro-magnetic waves in the
Captain Future protested. "No, Simon! Yofrequency-range of audiophone usage. The little
would die when the pumps and purifiers stoppedomic motor was connected to furnish the power .
working and your vital serum became toxic!" Curt Newton connected this little improvised
"l would not die at once," the Brain said coollytransmitter to the makeshift antenna-sphere which
"I would live for twenty-four to forty-eight hours, Grag had prepared and attached outside the space-
though | would lapse into unconsciousness durimigor.
that time as my serum became toxic. In that time, He used the microphonic "ears" of the Brain for
you might be able to receive help in answer to younicrophones.
call. You could then revive me." "It's finished,” Curt announced finally. "Turn it
"But if help didn't come soon enough, it wouldn, Otho."
be too late ever to revive you!" Curt exclaimed. The atomic motor throbbed with power. The
"The power of your motor would be exhausted.” generators began to hum, casting their roughly-
The Brain's metallic voice was annoyed. "Yotuned wave out into space.
are being illogical, Curtis. It is certainly preferable Curt spoke into the microphonesSHip Phoenix,
that | should take that risk than that we should allaptain Future commanding, calling all Patrol
perish. Remember what you had intended doing.'vesselor other ships! We need help in the form of
The logic was unassailable, yet Captain Futucalcium supplies/ We are approaching the Line
still hesitated. His haggard face was deeply mov&@m outer space, in the following approximate
as he looked into the lens-like eyes of his oldosition."

companion. He gave the figures of their position as they had
"Simon, if this should cost your life --" calculated it. Then he again repeated the call.
"Come. come, you know how | abhor For the next few hours, Curt repeated the

sentimentality,” interrupted the Brain annoyedlynessage at regular intervals. The last time, the little
Yet his metallic voice seemed oddly softer as reomic motor went dead on the last words.
added, "Get on with it and stop wasting time." "She's played out!" Otho reported. "Fuel's clear
The Brain glided to the shelf-like table besidgone. No wonder, when we've been running it full
the instrument panel -- the navigation-desk. Hisad all this time."
transparent cube rested there, waiting. "Do you suppose our message was heard?" Joan
Sweat stood out on Curt Newton's brow as lesked Curt tensely.
and Otho got their meager supply of tools and "There's no way of telling," he muttered. "We've
began work. Deftly, quickly, they unbolted theno receiver. All we can do is wait."
bottom section of the Brain's strange body which The Phoenixrushed silently on and on toward
contained its motive mechanisms. the Line. In torturing suspense, Captain Future
They removed it, disconnecting and clampingeered haggardly out into the star-flecked void.
the tiny pipes and cables which connected with the The superhuman strain under which he had been
serum-case proper. Now the Brain was merely &@boring for many days took its toll. He slept. his
isolated living brain in a transparent box of serunhead against the window.
His powers of speech, hearing, movement, had It was many hours later that he was awakened by
been stripped from him. Otho shaking his shoulder.
Captain Future worked with utmost speed now. "Chief, come look at Simon!" begged the
Every minute counted, for the Brain's hours of lifandroid fearfully.
were now numbered. Rapidly, he and Otho and Curt rubbed red-rimmed eyes dazedly. That his
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exhausted slumber had been long, he knew fronsack and placed a little of the precious calcium in
glance at the planets far ahead. They were brightére catalyst-chamber of the atomic generator from
nearer. the Brain's body.

Joan and the others were sleeping druggedly. The copper fuel was already in the mechanism.
Curt hastened with Otho to the shelf on whicfithey worked with frantic speed, reassembling the
rested the now lifeless cubical case of the Brain. apparatus back into the case of the Brain. They

He looked into the transparent cube. Its colorlessuld hear it start humming at once, operating

serum had now assumed a dark tinge. pumps and purifiers.
"What's happening, Chief?" Grag asked They waited for minutes that to Curt seemed
anxiously. eternities. The dark tinge of the serum in the Brain's

Curt's answer was a dry whisper. "The serum, @ase slowly faded away. But that was all.
longer repurified, is becoming toxic. Simon is "We were too late,” Otho whispered strickenly.
dying." "Too late to revive Simon."

"But Simon can't die!" burst out the great robot. Then the Brain spoke. Simon. Wright abhorred
"Why, we've been together, he and Otho and I, ahow of emotion. He would have died rather than
my life! Even before you were born!" to have displayed his feelings now.

Curt Newton felt an icy, utter despair. He looked He said metallically, "Well, what are you all
at them numbly. And then came a hoarse cry frostaring at? The experiment was a success, wasn't

Ezra Gurney, watching at the window. it?"
"Cap'n Future, | saw a rocket-flash in space ThePhoenix anded on the spaceport of Tartarus
ahead of us!" City, on frigid Pluto, two days later. With it landed

Curt and the others feverishly plunged to thime Patrol cruiser that had brought them salvation.
window, and scanned the vault. But there wdts officers came to take charge of the mutineers
nothing save the cold, mocking eyes of the stars. and transport them out to the prison moon.

"l -- I guess I'm gettin' delirious," faltered Ezra.  Kim Ivan and his men trooped out into the chilly

"No !" Grag bellowed suddenly. "Look there!" dusk and stood quietly while the Patrol guards

They still could see nothing. But the robot'gathered around them.
super-keen photoelectric eyes had seen. And"You won't have any trouble with us, boys," the
presently they caught it, too. big Martian said tersely. "We've been so close to

A long, slim cruiser with the familiar emblem ofdeath that we're not going to find Interplanetary
the Planet Patrol upon its bows was driving towai@rison such a bad place for a while.”
them through the void. Curt Newton went toward the towering Martian.

By the time that cruiser came into magnetikle held out his hand quietly. "Kim, will you shake
contact with thePhoenix.and space-suited merhands?"
from it entered their ship, Curt Newton and the two The big pirate's battered face grinned at him as
Futuremen were waiting in the airlock. he extended his fist. "I'm glad there's no hard

The young Venusian captain of the Patrdeelings, Future. We went through quite a lot
cruiser, when he took off his helmet, stared at Curgether."
and the others unbelievingly. "We did," Curt nodded. " And I've an idea we'll

"Captain Future! It's really you and Agentneet up again."”

Randall and Marshal Gurney, too! But tell us, what "Oh, sure, when you come out to Cerberus
happened to th&ulcan?We've been searching forprison visiting,” said the Martian ruefully.
weeks, and then we heard your faint call yesterday.™'Kim, Moremos and the other men who actually

"No time to explain now!" cried Curt. "Thekilled the Vulcan'sofficers are dead, and they did it
calcium, man! Where is it!" against your orders," Curt said. ."That won't be held

The astonished Venusian thrust a heavy saafainst you and your chaps. And there's such a
toward him. "I brought this much along. We havéhing as commutation of sentences for men who
as much more as you need in the cruiser." have had enough of outlawry and would like to

blast a straight rocket-trail."
URT raced back up to the bridge. His Kim Ivan's massive face flamed. "Future, me
bands were shaking as he tore open tl@d my boys won't mind Interplanetary Prison one
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little bit, if we have that to hope for!" where he would have wanted to be buried -- in
Curt Newton grinned in turn. "I'm not promisingspace."

anything, you big ruffian. But I've an idea we'll He did not need to ask of whom she spoke.

meet up on the space-trails some day." He put his arm around her shoulders as he
When the convicts were gone, Curt turned. Gragswered slowly.

and Otho had resumed their interminable argument."Yes, Joan. Any spaceman would want such

The Brain had gone with Ezra Gurney. burial, to have his ashes scattered out there on the
But Joan was standing in the frigid duskiace of the deep.”

looking up at the dark vault of the heavens. She did And they stood silent, gazing out into the vast

not turn when he reached her side. vault of that shoreless sea in which a world and a
"Curt, | was thinking," she said softly. "lt'shero had perished.
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