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A
OMETHING NEW is about to be added
) to THRILLING WONDER STORIES—
and it is & something which will, we
hope, be of wide encouragement to science
fiction fans and especially to science fiction
amateur magazine (fanzine) editors and
authors of the world over.

As veteran readers of TWS will readily re-
call, we endeavored for many years to en-
courage embryonic authors of STF through
our Amateur Story Contest—in which we
pripted in each issue the besi non-profes-
sional story received. Ultimately this contest,
though well-supported for a considerable
period, petered oul.

The stories themselves were somehow too
amateurish to give the contest much peint
when tun in close juxtaposition with our
other varns. A few contest-winners, notahly
Wilm Carver, came through as pros. But for
the most part, instead of developing able new
writers the amateur contest stories merely
came to mean that at least one tale in every
issue was way below par for the course.

Our New ldea

So we killed the whole idea and have since
been seeking to find some better way to give
non-professional zealots the support they
merit—and we believe that at last we have
come up with it

The basic flaw in the old scheme, apparent-
ly, lay in the fact that not only did the stories
submitted receive strietly professional judg-
ment but that, with very litile explanation,
theéy ran side by cide with far more finished
writings. Meagerly explained, they simply
looked what they were—amateur jobs.

Well, we're changing all that. Instead of
selecting the stories ourselves, we are now
asking every amateur STF magazine editor
or publisher to submit the story, poem or ar-
ticle that he feels is the best to have appeared
in his magazine prior to 1947. Whether he
makes the selection arbitrarily or submits
it to a reader poll is up to his own judgment
and policy.

Rither way, we shall receive work which
has won amateur approval—so that when we
select the work or works to be used in each

SCIENCE FICTION FANS

issue of TWS we shall not be bound by the
occasionally limited prejudices of profession-
alism, Thus the most important part of the
selection will already have been made by the
very groups we hope to encourage. And the
results should interest a much ‘wider field
than ever before in the amateur publishing
activities of STF fandom.

We intend to run the winning selections
in a special department with full credit to
the amateur magazines and editors frem
which they stem. And we intend to accom-
pany each with explanatery and critical edi-
torial comment explaining the more bizarre
characteristics of fan writing to i
ated general reader.

Thus we offer every amateur publisher
and editor an opportunity to share in the full

national and international circulation dis=..

tribution TWS enjoys—and give him a chanece
to show his very best work. Naturally, the
same applies to the authors whose work-is
picked. There will be cash rewards as well—
but until we see what we draw in the grab
bag we are thus inviting we'll have to with-
hold any definite commitments.

We are interested mainly in merit—be it a
poem of only four lines or a story of several
thousand words.

Sinee the year is already half gone, there
will be but two or at most three chances re-
maining before 1948 -but they should be
whizzers with such a backlog to call upon.
AtB:ny rate, wcthw?;;t t; get sterted nw;v!

ginning wi e February issue {(our
first for 1948) we shall ask amateur editors
and publishers to submit only their pick of
stories, articles or poems run during the cur-
rent vear of 1947—and from then on to stick
to the preceding vear. Since we are a bi-
monthly magazine, this will give us a half
dozen opportunities to select the pick of the
preceding vear's crop.

The Requirements
We shall list only a few requirements.
They follow:
{1.) Each submission shall be submitted
in printed form, in the amateur magazine in
{Continued on page 8)

the uniniti=-»
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THE READER SPEAKS
{Continued from page &)
which it was originally Eubliahed

(2.) Each submission shall be accompanicd
by a letter from the editor or publisher giv-
ing us something of the story behind his
magazine as well as similar information about
his submission and its author.

{3.) The submission of a work shall con-
stitute permission for THRILLING WON-
DER STORIES to print or not as we see fit
and to pay for, if printed, as we see fit.

And that's it, ladies and gentlemen! We
feel that this, at last, should be a chance far
amateur magazealots to win a small fraction
of the renown they deserve—and it should
work down the line to gain themn more and
better material for their own publications
So go to it—we'll be ready!

OUR NEXT ISSUE

‘VELL. the August issue of TWS will soon
be here. so let's take a look at the ery-
stal . .. and a highly encouraging look it is.
We predict—and with no Drewpearson kick-
backs to come—that it will be at least up to
the three previous issue of 1947, which has
been something of a high-water mark year to
date!

And here are the bases of our prediction:

First place goes to the third long novelet
of the great Bud Gregory series by William
Fitzgerald, prize TWS discovery of this pass-
ing season. It is entitted THE DEADLY
DUST and brings to a rousing climax the ad-
ventures of the erratic I-don’t-know-how-I-
do-it genius of the Kentucky mountains and
his sorely harassed discoverer, Dr. David
Murfree of the Bureau of Standards in Wash._
ington.

After his adventures in THE NAMELESS
SOMETHING (see this issue) Bud again
packs his wife, children and few worldly pos-
sessions into his amazing jaloppy and flees
the terrors of regular work and civilization—
just as the country and, ultimately. the world
become subject to an attack of such slow and
cumulative deadliness that few segse the
reality of attack at all

So once again Dr. Murfree has to mortgage
his soul and seek out the eerie wizard in his
new mountain retreat—and onece again, hav-
ing found him. has to bring virtual Gestapo
pressure to bear to get him to go to work,

The results—but they must necessarily bae
reserved for the next issue. Suffice it to say
that the third Bud Gregory is right in its own
unique groove and then some.

Sharing top billing with the Fiizgerald

opus is another long novelet, IN THE
CA.H.DS by George O. Smith, whose well-
established and lofty place among STF au-
thors makes further introductory marks re




ﬂ:e wr!ter needless. He has come up with

.ﬁe tense and intriguing Smithian twist

tail of stuffed-shirt scientific logic.

In this case it is time that takes a kicking
around, the essential problem being as fol-
Jows—how would you, while in the midst of a
battle royal with one of your girl or boy
friends, like to have a very attractvie young
man come butting in and give you orders to
kiss and make up—because he is your as- yet
and long-to-be unthought-of grandson? |

Well that iz what happensg {o Ellen Haynes
and Jim Forrest, whose ultimate union not
only means disavowing lifelong aime for each
of them but, by a strange quirk of fate, veri-
table salvation for a universe which is appar-
ently unthreatened. On the whole an annoy-
ing set-up for the couple invalved.

Fortunately, it is a swell set-up for the
reader—and one whose working eut should
provide him with a display of STF pyrotech-
nics he is not soon going to forget!

Finally, for sur third top top-spot, we have
onte of Henry Kuttner's most powerful long
stories, ATOMIC! This is the story of a Post-
World-War Three Earth which is attempting
to put to uge the benefits {1 has received
from wartime scientific speed-ups even while
it fights desperately to keep under control the
dire resnlts spawned by its ewn destructive
instinets.

It is a novel about a bombed-out New York
City, carefnlly watched and guarded, where
the very air and ground and water them-
selves seem 1o have united to create a mon=
ster mutation which makes the inhuman evil
horrors of old-world mythalogy look like
items that should use only ratiles for weap-
ons.

It is a story of involuntary human betrayal,
of desperate baitle against appalling odds, of
human heroism greater than any shown in
war. It is, we believe, & story you will not
be able to leave unfinished.

Coupled with a group of the newer and
better short stories we have been receiviﬁg
of late, these three fine longer stories sho
do much to make the August issue of TWS
a memorable one., And by then, i amateur
magazine publishers are as prompt in re-
sponse o cur invitation as we hope they will
be, the new department will be ready and
waiting to give the magazine a touch of nov-
elty. But come what may, it will be an issue
well worth while.

LETTERS FROM READERS

AVING thus tooted our own horn as

loudly as innate modesty will permit us,

it is time for us to turn to the mail-bag, Like

the short stories, letters show inerease in both

quantity and guality (what is this—a trend?)
(Continued on page 97)
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¢ Boomerang Circuit

By MURRAY LEINSTER

When the prison world of Ades, ouipost of freedom, vanishes
into nothingness, Kim Rendell sets forth in the ""Starshine” io
find ouli why—and his discoveries make tyranis iremblel

CHAPTER I
Damaged Trangmitter

IM RENDELL had almest forgotten
that he was ever a matter-trans-
mitter technician. But then the
. matier-transmitter on Terrsnova eeased to

operate and they called on him.
It happened just like that. One instant the

wavering, silvery film seemed fto stretch
across the areh in the publie square of ihe
prineipal but still small scttlement on the
first planet to be colonized in the Second
Galaxy. The film bulged, and momentarily
seemed to form the outline of a human fig-
ure as a totally-reflecting, pulsating ecocoon
about a moving object. Then it broke like
a bubble-film and a walking figure stepped
unconcernedly -out. Instantly the silvery

‘A COMPILEFF KIM RENDFIE NOVEL
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flm was formed again behind it and another
shape developed on the film’s surface.

Only seconds before, these people and these
objects had been on another planet in an-
other island universe, across unthinkable
parsecs of space. Now they were here. Bales
and bundles and parcels of merchandise.
Huge containers of foodstuffs—the colony on
Terranova was still not completely self-sus-
taining—and drums of fuel for the space-
ships busy mapping the new galaxy for the
use of men, and more people, and a huge
tank of viscous, opaleseent plastic.

Then came a pretty girl, smiling brightly
on her first appearance on a new planet in a
new universe, and crates of castings for more
spaceships, and a family group with a pet
zorag on a leash behind them, and a bateh
of cryptic pieces of machinery, and a man.

Then nothing. Without fuss, the silvery
film ceased to be, One could look completely
through the archway which was the matter-
transmitter, One could see what was on the
other side instead of a wavering, pulsating
reflection of objects nearby. The last 'man to
come through spoke unconcernedly ever his
shoulder, to someone he evidently believed
just behind, but who was actually now sepa-
rated from him by the abyss between island
universes and some thousands of pa.ram be-
yond.

Nobody paid any attention to matier-trans-
mitters ordinarily. They had been in use for
ten years. All the comimerce of the
First Galaxy now moved through them.
Spaceships had become obsolete. and the lit-
tle Starshine—which was the first handi-
work of man to cross the gulf to the Second
Galaxy——had been a museum exhibit for
nearly two hundred years before Kim Ren-
dell smashed out of the museum in it, with
Dona, and the two of them went roaming
hopelessly among the ancient, decaying eiv-
ilizations of man's first home in quest of a
world in which they could live in freedom.

SEEMED a hopeless guest; at first
Every government was absolute, and
hence every ruler had become tyrannical.
And the very limitations of spaceships, which
had caused their supplantation by matter-
transmitters, had seemed to doom their quest
to futility.

But Kim had adapted the principle of the
transmitter to the drive of his ship, and with
the increased speed and range they'd found
freedom on the prison world of Ades, where

alone there wes no tyranny. And lster
Kim had crossed to this new galaxy, and set
up a transmitter here—the one which had
just failed—and the exiled rebels and recal-

cilrants of Ades had begun to maye through
to a new universe where, they swore, men |
should be forever free.® '

They planned to have Ades remain a re-
ceiving-depot for more criminals and rebels
who would increase the population of the
new galaxy, There should be a constant flow
of them. Governments which could not be
overthrown existed everywhere. They were
maintained by the device of the disciplinary
circuit which enabled a tyrant or a group of
oligarchs to administer intolerable torture to
any individual they chose, wherever he nght
hide upon a planet's surface.

Revolt was utterly impossible, Butl there
were some who revalted, Arnd
Ades had been a planet of hopeless exile to
which such sturdy rebels could be sent as
to -a fate more mysterious and hence more
terrible than death. On the whole, the new-
comers were of the stuff of pioneers. The
principal drawback was that so few womeﬂ
were rebels.

Emubegnnbytheﬂmpmof%abhﬁ
solved even that problem of a superabun-
dance of males, by reversing it. The Sinabian
Empire had expanded by a policy of seem-
ingly irresistible murder, By thatl policy, =
modified Gghting-beams swept over a planet
which was to be added to the empire, and in
a single day slew every man and boy-child
on it, leaving the women unharmed And
as time passed and years went by, when the
women had grown numbed by their grief
and then their despair that their race must
die—why, then male colonists from Sinab ap-
peared, and condescended to take the place

of their victims. £-3

They had planned to add Ades to their em-
pire,t but the end was the exile of the men
of Sinab to a planet and a universe so re-
mote that men had not even conceived of
such a distance before. And the widows of
murdered men—not sharing that exile— aé-
cepted. wiveless men of Ades as their de-
liverers.

From that time until now, it had mod‘
that only triumphs could lie before the
exiles. Duiplicates of the Stershine roamed
among the new and unnamed stars of ﬂ:t.l

“See “THE DISCIPLINARY CIRCUIT.” Thrilling
Ifn'gl.l. Stories, Winter tuueh ﬂﬁ.“ Alling W ¥
1 Stories, February, 197, ; j

. l.\






14 THRILLING WONDER STORIES

Second Galaxy. Infinite opportunities lay
ahead. Until now!

Now the matter—transmitter had ceased
to operate. Five millions of human beings
in the Second Galaxy were isolated from the
First. Ades was the only planet in the home
galaxy on which all men were eriminals by
definition, and hence were friendly to the
people of the new setilemments, Every single
other planst—save the bewildered and al-
most manless planets which had been subject
to Sinab—was a tyranny of one brutal variety
or another.

Every other planet regarded the men of
Ades as outlaws, rebels, and eriminals. The
people of Terranova, therefore, were not
only cut off from the immigranis and sup-
plies and the technical skills of Ades. They
were necessarily isolated from the rest of
the human race. And it could not be endured.
And then, besides that, there were sixteen
miliions of people left on Ades, cut off from
the hope that Terranova represented.

Kim Rendell was called on immediately.
The Colony Organizer of Terranova, himself,
went in person to confer and to bewnsil

Kim Rendell was peacefully puttering with
an unimportant small gadget when the Col-
ony Organizer arrived. The house was some-
thing of a gem of polished plastic——Dona had
designed it—and it stood on a hill with a
view which faced the morning sun and the
rising twin moons of Terranova.

The atmosphere flier descended, and Dona
led the Organizer to the workshop in which
Kim puttered. The Organizer had had half
an bour in which to think of catastrophe. He
was in a deplorable state when Kim looked
up from the thing with which he was tinker-
ing.

“Enter and welcome,” he said cheerfully
in the formal greeting. “I'm only amusing
myself. But you look disturbed.”

Colony Organizer bewailed the fact
that there would be no more supplies
from Ades. No more colomists. Technical in-
fermation, urgently needed, could not be had.
Supplies were called for for exploring parties,
and new building-machines were desperately
in demand, and the storage-reserves were
depleted and could last only so long if no
more came through.
“But” said Kim blankly. “Why shouldn't
they come through?"
“The matter-transmitter's stopped work=
ing!” The Colony Organizer wrung his

hands, “If they're still transmitting on Ades,
think of the lives and the precious materiai
that's being lost!" ‘

“They aren’t transmifting,”" said Kim. “A

. tramsmitter and a receiver are a unit. Mi

have to work for either one to operate—ex-
cept in the very special case of a transmitter—
drive ship. But it's queer. I'll come take a
look.” i

He slipped into the conventional out-of-:
door garments. Dona had listened. Now she
said a word or two to Kim, her expression;
concerned. Kim's expression darkened. l

“That's what I'm afraid of,” he told her.;
“A transmitier is too simple to break down.
They can get detuned, but we made the pair;
for Ades and Terranova especially. Theirs
tuning elements are set in solid plastite. They}
couldn’t get out of fune!™ * |

He picked up a small box. He tucked. it
under his arm. ,

#¥T'1l be back."” he told Dona heavily. “Bat
I suspect you'd better pack.”

He went out to the grounded flier.
Colony Organizer took it up and across the
green-clad hills of Terranova. The vegeta«s
tion of Terranova is extraordinarily flexible,"

normal surface.
not easy to get used to such things.

“I'm terribly worried,” said the Organizer
anxiously. “There is a tremendous m‘
of textiles, and the ores we usually send back
to balance our account are piling up.” 4

“¥You're badly worried, eh?” said Kim,
grimly, s

“Of course! How ean we keep our eco-y
nomic system now?” e

Kim made an angry noise.

“I'm a lot more worried than you are,” he <
snapped “Nothing should have stopped this™
particular pair of transmitters from ing ¥
but the destruction of one or the other! This®
box in my pocket might tell me the answerY
but I'm afraid to find out. I assure you that®
temporary surpluses and shortages of ores®™
and textiles are the least of the things we™
have to worry about.” :

The little flier sped on, with the great'
waving billows of the forest beneath it. On '’
one hillock there was a clearing with a grouyg ®
of four plastic houses shining .in the sund
light, They looked horribly lomely in the

[ 5
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of greem, but the population on Terra-
s was spread thin. Far over at the hori-
aon there was another clearing. Sunlight
rlinte d on waler. A pleasure-pool There was
sizable village about it. Half a dozen
: spun and whirled lazily above. Kim

“The thing is that Ades and the planets
deft over after we handled ‘Sinab are the
aly places in the whole First Galaxy where
here are no disciplinary circuits. Ades is the
ly place where & man can spit in the eye
enother man and the two of them settle it
sen themselves. There's a government
wf sorts, on Ades, as there is here, but there's
meo ruler. Also there’s nobody who can strut
‘wround and make other men bow to him. A
fwoman on Ades, and here, belongs to the man
wants io belong to. She can’'t be seized
some lordling for his own pleasure, and
turned over to his guards and wunderlings
sehen he's through with her.”
| "That's true,” said the Colony Organizer,
was still worried, “But the transmit-

tt:iouip of the admirable state of things
Ades has gone about,” said Kim hardly.
Eﬂne of our young men appointed them-
missionaries and went roaming around
planets, spreading word that Ades wasn’t
# bad place. That if you were exiled to Ades
you were lucky. They probably bragged
that we whipped the Empire of Sinab in a
Bght”

T THIS the mouth of the Organizer
dropped open in astonishment
“Of course, of coursel The number of
pxiles mrriving at Ades increased. It was ex-
pjellent. We need people for the Second
Salaxy, and people who earn exile are usual-
people with courage, willing to take risks
the sake of hope.”
| “Don't you realize that such things have
aaen dangerous? When people on Markab
began to hope?” Kim said impatiently.
peasants on the planets of Allioth be-
jan to imagine that things might be bettex?
Fhen slaves on Utbeg began to tell each oth-
o in murmurs that there was a place where
e weren't slaves? Don’t you see that
things would slarm the rulers of such
? How can people be held as slaves
you keep them in despair?”
| The Colony Organizer corrected his course
| trifle. Far away the walls of the capital eity
f Terranova glinted in the sunlight.

;
|
f
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“And there are the iwenty-one planets
which fell into our laps when we had to
smash Sinab,” said Kim. “Ades became the
subject of d:r'&n'ns.. Peasants and commoners
think of it yearningly, as a sort of paradise.
But kings and tyrants dream of it either as
a nightmare which threatens the tranqguility
of their realms, or else as a very pretty bit
of loot to be seized if possible. There are

“probably ten thousand royal couris where

ambitious men rack their brains for some
plausible way to wipe out Ades as a menace
and take over ocur twenty-one planets for
loot. Ades is already full of spies, sent there
in the guise of exiles. There've been men
found murdered after torture,—seized and
tortured by spies hoping to find out the se=
crets by which we whipped Sinab. There’s
one bomb-crater on Ades already, where a
bomb smuggled through the transmitter was
set off in an effort to wipe out all the brains
on the planet. Tt didn't, but it was bad”

CHAFTER 1

Enemy Sabotage

- ——

KILFULLY the Colony Organizer seni

the flier into the long shallow glide that
wotild land it in the planet capital city. There
were only twenty thousand people in that
city. It would rate as a village anywhere
except on Ades, but it was the largest seitle-
ment on Terranova.

“Then you think,"” said the harassed Or-
ganizer, “that some outrage has been com-
mitted and the transmilter on Ades damaged
—perhsaps by another bomb7”

“1 hope it's no worse than that,” said Kim_
“l don’t know what I fear, but there are
still sixteen million people on Ades, and some
of themn are very decent folk. In a Litile
while I'll know i it's nothing important, or
if it's bad. I ecould have found out back at
home, but I wanted to hold on to hope.”

His lips were tightly compressed. The
fller landed. The two men got out and went -
along a yielding walk to the central square
of the city.

Many persons had collected in the square,
more people in that one spot than Kim had
scen together for many years. Now at least
a thousand men and women and children had
gathered, and were standing motionless,
. locking at the tall arch of the transmitter.
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There would have been nothing extraovdi-
nary abeut the appearance of the arch to a
man from past ages. It would have scemed
to be quite commonplace—gracefully de-
signed, to be sure, and with a smooth purity
of line which the ancient artists only aspired
te, but still not at all a remarkable ebject
But the throng of onlookers who stared at
it, did so because they could look through it.
That had never before been possible. It had
been a matter-transmitter. Now, it was only
an arch. The people stared.

Kim went in the technician’s door at the
base of the arch. The local matter-technician

kem with relief.

“I'm glad you have come, Kim Rendell,”
he said uneasily. "I can find nothing wrong.
Every circuit is correct. Every contact is
sound. But it simply does not work!"”

“I'Il see,” said Kim. “I'm sure you are
right; but T'll verify it. Yet I'm afraid I'm
only postponing & test I should have made
before.” :

He went over the test-panel, trying the
various circuits. All checked up satisfactor-
ily. He went behind the test-panel and
switched a number of leads. He returned to
the front and worked the panel again. The
results were wildly at variance with the
original readings, but Kim regarded them
with an angry acceptance.

“1 reversed some leads, just in case a
checking instrument was out by the same
amount as a circuit,” he told the technician.
“To be frank about i, I made sure you hadn’t
knocked out the transmitter on purpose,
Such things have been done.” Then he said
grimly. “This one is all right. The transmit-
ter on Ades is out of action. It mot only
doesn't work, but they haven't been able to
fix it in—how long?”

“Two hours now,” said the technician un-
happily.

“Too long!” said Kim. :

He unpacked his box, It was very smali,
a foot by a foot by a foot. There was a cone-
shaped hole in one end which diminished to a
small hole at the other end. Kim swented a
little.

“1 should have tried this before,” he said.
“But T wanted fo hope. With all the First
Galaxy fearing and hating Ades, somebody
would think of a way to do us damage, even
without space-ships!"”

He furned a finy knob on the box, and
looked through the hale. His lips tautened.
He began fo make tests. His face grew more

and more drawn and sombre, At last he
turned the little knob again, and nothing
huppunod His face went quite white.
“What is it?"" asked the Colony Brm
Kim sat down, looking rather sick.
“It's bad,"” he said. Then he gastu.reJ
toward the box. “When we were figh
Sinab, somebody worked out an idea for '
remole contrel of ships. Beam control w
be teo slow. At a few million miles, the in.
formation the robot gathered would take sec
onds to get back ito the control-board,
more seconds would be needed for the con:
troling signals to get back to the robot. It
terms of light-years, communieations tha
way would be impossible.” ‘

IM glanced at the Organizer who sig:
nified by a nod that he understood.

“If it took a year each way, there'd be tw:
years between the robot's ohservation o
something to be acted on,” Kim continued
“And the signal that would make it act. 5t
this man proposed very tiny matter-trans
mitters, One on the robot and one on th
home planet. A s=olid object would receivi
all the information the robot's mwméu(‘
gathered.

“The transmitter would send it" back ¢
the control-board at transmitter-speed, gni
the board would impress orders om it anl
send it te the robot again. It could shutth
across the width of a galaxy a hundred time
a second, and make robot-control at am
distance practical A few of them wern
made, but not used. This is one of them.

“I had it for measuring the actual spee
of transmitter-travel between here and Ades
We thought the distance would be enoug
for a good measurement. It wasn’t. But thi
is a transmitter like the big one, and it hs
a mate on Ades, and its mate is a hennsphei
away from Ades' main transmitter.
neither one works. Something’s happen
on Ades, that involves both hemisphe
And the transmitiers couldn’t have
knocked out by something that only ki
people. I locks-as if Ades may have beé;.
destroyed.”

There was an mwlt's uncnmprehenod.:ﬁ
silence. Then the realization struck h
In all of human history mo planet had ev
been completely destroved. Dozens,
hundreds, had been devastated, before
came to an end by the discovery of a weapt
too terrible to he used Four had been
populated by that weapon. the fighting




Sl

L But never before had it even been imagined
| that a planet could be wiped out of existence.
! “There are theoretic considerations,” said
Kim, dry-throated, “which make a material
ﬁ‘eapon like atomic explosive unthinkable.
There are other considerations which make it
inrmm that any immaterial weapon that
sould destroy a planet would have infinite
speed and therefore infinite range. If Ades
* has been destroved, sll the human race, in-
i]' elading us, must sooner or later be subject
* %0 those who control such a weapon.”
& Kim Rendell paused and cleared his throat.
L *1f they start off by destroying the only
#world on which men are free, I don't think
I like it. Now I must go back home. I'd
. better get over to the First Galaxy in the
*Starshine and find out what's happened.”

» = * * i

L

| The thousand million suns of the First
 Galaxy swam in space, attended by their
. families of planets. Three hundred million
 worlds had been populated by the human
. race. For thirty thousand yeais the descend-
' ants of the people of Earth—that almest
mythical first home of humanity—had spread
through the wvastness of what once had
seemed to them the very cosmos itself.

In the older, long-settled planets, civiliza-
tion rose to incredible heights of luxury and
of pride, and then took the long dive down
 into decadence and futility while newer,
{ fresher worlds still struggled upward from

the status of frontier settlements,

. But at long last humanity's task in the
'}rfct Galaxy was ended. The last planet
lltm.able for human occupancy had been
mapped and colonized. The race had reached
L the limit of its growth. It had reached, too—
; ot so it seemed—its highest possible point of
! development. Matter-transmitters conveyed
parcels and persons instantly and easily from
' rim to rim of the galaxy,
l{ Disciplinary circuits enforced the laws of
' planetary governments beyond any hope of
evasion or defiance. There were impregnable
,'ddenses against attacks from space. There
L eould be no war, there could be no revolt,
 there could be no successiul erime—save by
| these people who controlled governmenis—
‘and there could be no hope. So humanity
i pettled back toward barbarism.
| Perhaps it was inevitable that conquest
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should again become possible, revolt con-
ceivable, and crime once more feasible even
to individuals, so that hope could return to
men. And perhaps it was the most natural
thing imaginable that hope first sprang from
the prison world of Ades.

HISPERS spread from planet {o plan-

et. Ades. to which all rebels and
noneonformists had been banished in hope-
less exile, was no longer a symbol for isola-
tion and despair. Its citizens—if eriminals
could be citizens anywhere—had revived the
art of space-travel by means of ships.

The rest of the galaxy had abandoned
space-ships long ago as antiquities, Matter-
transmitters far surpassed them. But Ades
had revived them ‘and fought a war with the
Empire of Sinab, and won it, and twenty-
_ one planets with all their cities and machines

bad fallen to them. But the men of Sinab
had been sent to an unimaginable fate, leav-
ing wives and danghters behind. The fact
that"the women of the Sinabian Empire were

mostly the widows of men massacred for

the Empire’s spread was not clearly told in
the rumors which ran about among the
world.

If you became a criminal and were exiled
to Ades, you were lucky. There were not
enough men on Ades to accomplish the high
triumphs awaiting them on every hand.
There was hope for any man who dared to
beecome a rebel. Exile to Ades was the most
fortunate of adventures instead of the most
dreadful of fates.

Those whispers were fascinating, but they
were seditious. The oligarchs and tyrants
and despots and politicians. who ruled their
planets by the threat of the disciplinary eir-
cuit, found this new state of affairs deplora-
ble. Populations grew restive. There was
actunlly hope among the common people,
who could be subjected to unbearable tor-
ment by the mere pressure of a button. And
of course ‘hope could not be permitted. Al-
low the populace to hope, and it would aspire
to justice. Grant it justiee and it might look
for liberty! Something had to be done!

So something was done. Many things were
done. Reyal couris debated the gquestion,
alike of the danger and ol possible loot in
the empire to which Ades had fallen heir.
And in conseguence the despots had acted.

The Starshine winked into existence near
the sun which had been the luminary of
Ades. It was a small cold sun, and Ades

had been its only planet. The Starshine had
made the journey from Terranova in four
leaps, of which the first was the monstrous
one from the Second Galaxy to the First]
Accuracy of aim could not be expected over
such an expanse,

The little ship had come out of iis firsé
leap near that prepesterous group of the
blue-white suns of Dheen, whose complicated
orbits about each other still puzzled mathe<
maticians. And Kim had come to the sector
of the galaxy he desired on his second leap,
and to the star-cluster in the third, and th
fourth brought him to the small sun h
looked for.

But space was empty about it. A su
without planets is a rarity so strange that i
iz almost impossible. This sun had poss
Ades. Nevertheless Kim searched for Ades.
He found nothing. He searched for debris of
an exploded planet, He found nothing. He
set cameras to photograph all the oounnd
about him, and drove the Starshine at high="
est interplanetary speed for twelve hours ™
Then he looked at the plates. ‘

In that twelve hours the space-ship hﬁ
driven gome hundreds of thousands of miles.
Even nearby stars at distances of light-years,
would not have their angles change appre-
ciably, and so would show upon the plates
as definite, tiny dots, But any planet or any
debris within a thousand million miles would
make a streak instead of a dot upon the phu-'
tographic plate.

There was nothing. Ades had vanished. |

He aimed for the star Khiv and flashed ta

it, at first on mere overdrive, and then or
the interplanetary drive used for rising
and landing on the surface of worlds.
landed on Khiv Five. ‘4

Women looked at him strangely. A space-
ship which landed on Khiv Five—or any-
where else, for that matter—must certainly
come from Ades, but ships ‘were not com-
monplace sights. Kim was no commonplace
sight, either. Six years before, the men on
Khiv Five had died in one rotation of the
planet Every man and boy was murdered’
by the killing-beams of the now defunet
Sinabian Empire. Now there were only
women, save for the very few men who
migrated to it in guest of wives, and h
remained to rear families.

The populstion of Khiv Five was ove
whelmingly female.
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IM found his way to the governing

center of the capital city. Dona walked
with him through the city streeis. There
were women everywhere. They turned. to
stare at Kim. They looked at Dona with
veiled eyes.

Long vears on an exclusively feminine
world does strange things to psychology.
There were women wearing the badges of
mourning for husbands dead more than half
a decade.

In a sense it was a dramatization of their
loss, because all women, everywhere, lake a
melancholy pleasure in the display of their
unhappiness, But in part to boast of grief for
a lost husband was an excuse for not having
captured one of the few men who had ar-
rived since the mass murder. As a matter of
fact, Kim did not see a single man in the
capital city of EKhiv Five, but its streets
swarmed with women.,

He asked for the head of the planet gov-
ernment, and at long last found an untidy
woman at a desk. He asked what was known
of Ades.

“I was on Terranova,” he explained. “The
matter-transmitter went off and it did not
come back en. I came back by space-ship
to find out about it, and went to where Ades
should have been. I'm Kim Rendell, and I
used to be a matter-iransmitier iechnician.
1 thought I might repair the one.on Ades if it
needed repairing, But I could find no planet
circling Ades' sun.”

The woman regarded him with what was
almost hostility,

“Kim Rendell,” she said. “I've heard of
yvou. You are a very famous man. But we
women on Khiv Five can do without men!”
~ “No doubt,” Kim said patiently. “Bul has
there been any word of Ades?”

"“We are not interested in Ades,” she said
angrily. “We can do without Ades.”

“But I'm interested in Ades” 'said Kim.
“And after all, it was Ades which punished
the murderers of the men of Khiv Five. A
certain amount of gratitude is indicated.”

“Gratitnde!” said the untidy woman harsh-
ly. "We'd have been grateful if you men of
Ades had turned those Sinabians over to us!
We'd have killed them every one—slowly!”

“But the point is,” said Kim, “that some-
thing has happened to Ades. It might happen
to Khiv Five. If we can find out what it was,
we'll take steps so it won't happen again.”

“Just leave us alone!” said the untidy
woman fiercely. "We can get along without

men or Ades or anyvthing else. Go away!”

CHAPTER III

Dangerous Trip

ONA plucked at Kim’s arm. He turned,
seething, and went out. OQOutside he
vented his bitlerness.

“I thought men were crazy!” he said. “If
she's the head of the planet government, I
pity the planet.”

“She could talk to another woman quite
rationally,” Dona said with satisfaction. “But
she’s had to persuade herself that she hates
me, and you had me with you, and I'm pret-
tier than she is, Kim, and I have vou. So she
couldn't talk to you™

“But she’s unreasonable,” Kim said stub-
bornly.

“We'll go back to the ship,” said Dona
brightly. “T'll lock xou in it and then go
find out what we want to know."

She smiled comfortably all the way back to
the Starshine. But the staring women made
Kim acutely uncomfortable. When he was
safely inside the ship, he wiped perspiration
from his forehead.

“I wouldn't want to live on this planet!”
he said feverishly. ¢

“T wouldn't want you to,” said Dona. “Stay
inside, darling. You'd better not even show
yourself at a vision-port.”

“Heaven forbid!" said Kim_

Dona went out. Kim paced up and down
the living quarters of the ship. There was
something in the back of his mind that would
not quite come out. The disappearance of
Ades was impossible. Men had conquered
one galaxy and now starfed on a second, but
never yet had they destroyed a planet. Never
yet had they even moved one, But never-
theless, only thirty-six hours ago the planet
Ades had revolved about its sun and men
and women had strolled into its matter-
transmitter with no hint of danger, and be-
tween two seconds something had happened,

Even had the planet been shattered into
dust, its remnants should have heen discov-
erable. And surely a device which could de-
stroy a planet would have had some prelim-
inary testings and the galaxy would have
heard of its existence! This thing that had
happened was inconceivable! On the basis
of the photographs, Ades had not only been



20 THRILLING WONDER STORIES

destroyed, but the quintillions of tons of its
subsiance had been remeved so far that
sunlight shining upon them did not light
them enough for photography. Which sim-~
ply could not be.

Kim wrestled with the problem while Dona
wenl about in the world of women. There
was something odd about her in the eyes of
women of Khiv Five. Their faces were un-
like the faces of the women of a normal
world,. On a world with men and women,
all women wear masks. Their thoughts are
unreadable. But where there are no men,

s are useless. The women of Ehiv Five
plainly that Dona was unlike them, but
they were willing to talk to her.

She came back to the Starshine as Kim
reached a state of complete bewilderment,
Ades could net have been destroyed. But
it had -vanished. Even if shatlered, its frag-
‘ments could not have heen moved so far or
so fast that they eould no longer be detected.
But tley were undiscoverable. The thing
was impossible on any scale of power con-
ceivable for humans to use. But it had hap-
pened.

8o Kim paced back and forth and bit his
nails until Dona returned.

“We ean take off, Kim” she said quietly.

She locked the inner airleck door as if
shutting out something. She twisted the
fastening extra tight. Her face was pale.

“What about Ades?"” asked Kim.

“They had matter-iransmission to it from
here, toe,” said Dona. “You remember, the
original transmitter on Ades was one-way
only., It would receive but not send. Some
new ones were built after the war with
Sinabia, though, And this planet’s communi-
cation with Ades cut off just when ours did,
thirty-six hours ago. None of the other
twenty planets has communication with it
either. Something happened. and on the in-
stant everything stopped.”

“What caused it?” Kim asked, but Dona
paid no attention.

“Take off, Kim,” she said. “Men are
marching out of the matter-tranamitter.
Marching, I said, Kim! Armed men, march-
ing as soldiers, with machine-mounted heavy
weapons. Somebody knows Ades can’t pro-
tect its own any more, and invaders must be
erowding in for the spoils. I'm—afraid, Kim,
that Ades has been destroyed and our plan-
ets are part of a tyrant’s empire now.”

ATER, the Siarshine swooped down
from the blue toward the matter-trans-

mitter on Khiv Five. Serried ranks of march-
ing figures were tramping out of the trans=-
mitter's silvery, wavering film. In strict geo-
metric rows they marched, looking neither
to the right nor to the lefi. They were a glit=
tering stream., moving rhythmieally in uni-
son, proceeding to join an already-arrived
mass of armed men already drawn up in im-
pressive array.

Racing toward the high arch of the trans-
mitler with air screaming about the Star-
shine’s hull, Kim saw grimly that the fig-
ures were soldiers, as Dona had said. He
had never before seen a soldier in actual
life, but pictures and histories had made
them familiar encugh.

These were figures out of the unthinkably
remote past. They wore helmets of polished
metal. They glittered with shining orichale
and chromium. The bright small flashes of
faceted corundum-—synthetic sapphire in all
the shades from blue-whité te ruby—shone
from their identical costumes and equipment.
They were barbarous in their splendor, and
strange in the precision and unison of their
movemenis, which was like nothing so. much
as the antics of girl precision dancers, with=
out the extravagance of the dancers’ ges-
tures.

The Starshire dipped lower. It shot along
a canyon-like open way between buildings.
The matter-transmitter was upon a hill with-
in the city and the ship was now lower than
the transmitter and heads of the soldiers
who still tramped out of the archway in a
scintillating stream.

Kim raged. Soldiers were an absurdity on
top of a catastrophe. Something had erased
the planet Ades from its orbit around a
lonely sun. That bespoke science and intel-
ligence beyond anything dreamed of hither-
to. But soldiers marching like dancing-girls,
bedecked with jewels and polished metal like
the women of the pleasure-world of Dite—

This military display was pure childish-
ness!

“Our pressure-wave'll topple them,”
Kim savagely.
transmitter.”

There was 3 monstrous roaring noise. The
Starshine, which had flashed through inter-
galactic space at speeds no séience was yet
able to measure, roared beiween (all build-
ings in atmosphere. Wind whirled and
howled past its hull. It dived forward toward
the soldiers.

There was one instant when the ship was

said
“At least we'll smash the
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barely yards sbove the gaping faces of
startled, barbarously accoutred troopers.
The following spreading pressure-wave of
the ship’s [faster-than-sound movement
spread out on every side like a three-dimen-
sional wake. Ii toppled the soldiers as it hit.
They went down in unison, in a wildly-wav-
ing, light-flashing tangle of waving arms and
legs and savage weapons.

But Kim saw, too, squat and bell-mouthed
instruments on wheels, in the act of swinging
to bear upon him. One bore on the Starshine.
It was impossible to stop or swerve the ship.
There was yet another fraction of a second
of kaleidoscopic confusion, of momentary
glimpses of incredibly antique and childish
pomp.

And then angnish struck.

1t was the hellish torment of a fighting-
beam, more concentrated and more horrible
than any other agony known to mankind.
For the infinitesimal fraction of an instant
Kim experienced it to the full. Then there
was nothingness.

There was no sound. There was no planet.
There was no sunlight on tall and stately
structures built by men long murdered from
the skies. The vision-ports showed remote
and peaceful suns and all the tranquil glory
of interstellar space. The Starshine floated
in emptiness.

It was, of course, the result of thal very
amall device that Kim had built into the
Starshine before even the invention of the
transmitter-drive, It was a relay which flang
on faster-than-light drive the instant fight-
ing-beams struck any-living body in the
ghip. The Starshine had been thrown inte
full interstellar drive while still in atmos-
phere.

It had plunged upward—along the line of
its aiming—through the air. The result of its

passage to Khiv Five could only be guessed
at, but in even the unthinkably minute part
of a second it remained in air, the ship’s out-
side temperatures had risen two hundred de-
grees. Moving at multiples of the speed of
light, it must have created an instantaneous
flash of literally stellar heat by the mere
compression of air before it.

IM was sick and shaken by the agony

which would have killed him had it

lasted as long as the hundredth of a second.
But Dona stared at him.

“Kim—what— Oh!"

She ran to him. The beam had not touched
her. So close to the projector, it had been
narrow, no more than a yvard across. It had
struck Kim and missed Dona.

“Oh, my poor Kim!”

He grimaced. .

“Forget it” he said, breathing hard.
"“We've both had it before, but not as bad
as this. It was a mobile fghting-beam pro-
jector. Iimagine they'll think we burned up
in a flash of lightning.. I hope there were
X-rays for them to enjoy.”

For a long time Kim Rendell sat still, with
his eyes closed. The dosage of the fighting-
beam had been greater than they had ever
experienced together, though. It left him
wealk and sick,

“Funny,” he said presently. “Barbarous
snough (o have soldiers with decorative
uniforms and shiny dingle-dangles on them,
and modern enough to have fighting-beam
projectors, and a weapon that's wiped Ades
out of space. We've got to find out who they
are, Dona, and where they came from.
They've something quite new. "

“I wonder,” said Dona. But she still looked
at Kim with troubled eyes.

YEh?" [Turn page]

.. 278 QUALITY
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“If it’s new,” said Dona. “If it's a weapon.
Even if—if Ades is desiroyed.”

Kim stared at her.

“Now, what do you mean by that?”

“T don’t quite know,” admitted Dona. “I
say things, and you turn them over in your
head, and something quite new comes out.
I told you a story about a dust-grain, once,
and you made the fransmitter-drive that took
ug to Ades in the first place and made every-
thing else possible afterward.”

“Hmmm,” said Kim meditatively. “If it's
new. If it's a weapon. H Ades is destroyved.
Why did you think of those three things?”

“You said no planet -had ever been de-
stroyed,” she told him. “If anybody could
think of a way to do such a thing, you could.
And when Sinah had to be fought, and there
weren't any weapons, you worked out a way
to conguer them with things that certainly
weren't weapons. Just broadcasters of the
disciplinary cireuit field. So I wondered if
what they used was a weapon. Of course if it
wasn’t &8 weapon, it was probably something
that had been used before for some other
purpose, and it wouldn’t be new.™

“I've got to-think about that" said Kim.
He cogitated for a moment. “Yes, I definitely
have to think about that.”

Then he stood up.

"We'll try to identify these gentry frst.
Then well go to another of the twenty-one
planets.”

CHAPTER IV
Despots Take Over

TOOK his observations and swung
the little ship about. He adjusted the
radiation-switch to throw off the transmitter-
drive on near approach to a sun. He aimed
for the star Thom. s fourth planct bad been
subjugated to the Empire of Sinab ten years
beiore, and freed by the men of Sinab six
years since.

The Starshine winked into being some
twenty million miles from it, and two hun-
dred million from the star. Kim looked an.
noyed, and then glanced at the relay and
adjusted it again. He pointed the Starshine
close to the planet’s disk. He pressed the
transmitter-drive button, Instantly the ship
was within mere thousands of miles of the
planet.

“Nice!” Kim was pleased. “Saves a lot of
overdrive juggling. Those horrible fighter-
beams seem to make one think more clearly.
Dona, get us down to the night-side while 1
try to work something out. Don’t ground.
Just drop into atmosphere enough to pick up
any broadcasts.”

She tock his place at the controls. He
got out his writing-materials and a siyius
and began busily to sketch and o calculate,
Dona drove the ship to atmosphere on the
dark side of Thom Four, not too far from the
sunset's rim. In the earlier night hours, on a
given continent, the broadeasts should be
greater in number.

Communicator-bands murmured in so-
prano. Thom Four was more than ninety-
five per cent female, too. Kim worked on.
After a long time a speaker suddenly emitted
a blast of martial music. Until now the
broadcast programs had gone unheeded by
both Kim and Dona, because from each
wave-band only women’s voices had come
out, and only women's music. The sound
of brazen horns was something new. Dona
smiled at Kim and turned up the vo}.ume.

A man's voice said pompously:

“To the People of Thom Four, peaﬁng'

“Whereas His Most Gracious Majesty,
Elim the Fortieth. of high and noble lineage,
has heard with distress of the misfortunes of
the people of the planet Thom Four, of the
injuries they have suffered at the hands of
enemies, and of their present distressful state,
and 2
“Whereas, His Most Gracious Majesty,
Elim the Fortieth, of high and noble
is moved to extend his protection to all
disposerd persons in need of a gallant and
potent protector; '

“Therefore His Most Gracious Majesty,
Elim the Fortieth, of high and noble lineage,
bas commanded his loyal and courageous
troops to occupy the said planet Thom Four,
to defend it against all enemies whatsoever,
and to extend to its people all the bemeﬁtnol
his reign.

“Given at his Palace of Gornith, on the
second day of the tenth month of the sixe
teenth vear of his reign and signed by His
Most Gracious Majesty, Elim the Fortieth, of
high and noble lineage.”

The voice stopped. There was another
blare of martial music. The broadeast ended.
Ten minutes later, on another wavelength,
the same proclamation was repeated. That

broadeast stopped too. Five minutes later
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came still another broadeast. And so on and
so on. At long last there was but a single
wavelength coming into the sommunicators.
It was a broadcast of a drama with only fe-
male characters, and in which there was no
reference to the fact that the human race
normally includes two sexes. It was highly
emotional and it was very strange indeed.

Then a pompous male voice read the silly
proclamation and the broadeast cut off.

“The question,” sald Kim,"” is whether I'd
better iry to caich a soldier and make him
tell us where Gornith is and what planet is
ruled by Elim the Fortieth of high and noble
lineage. I think I'd better find out.”

“Darling,” said Dona,” I'm not afraid of
soldiers bothering you, but I certainly won't
let you venture out on a planet full of wom-
en. And there's something else.™

“What?"

“There are twenty-one planets which Ades
used to protect. What planetary ruler could
send troops to occupy twenty-one other
planets? Do you think this King Elim the
Fortieth has tried to seize all of them, or do
you think he arranged a coiiperative steal
with the rulers of other planets, and an ar-
rangement for them all to help protect sach
other? Hadn't we better make sure?”

IM looked up at her from the desk
where he worked.

“You're an uncomfortably brainy woman,
Dona,” he said drily. “Do you think you
eould find Sinab? Sinab Two was the capital
planet of the empire we had to take over.”

Dona looked ecarefully on a star-chart. Kim
went back to his task. He had drawn, very
earefully, an electronic circuit. Now he be-
gan to simplify it. He frowned from time to
time, though, and by his expression was
thinking of something else than the meticu-
lous placing of symbols on paper.

It was symptomatic of his confidence in
Dona, though, that he remained ahsorbed
while she worked the ship. Presently there
were mutterings in the speakers. Dona had
navigated to another solar system and en-
tered the atmosphere of another planet.

“Listen, Kim!™ she said suddenly.

From a communicator blared a heavy male
vaice.

“People of Sinab Two!" the voice said.
“You are freed from the tyranny of the
criminals of Ades.

“From this time forth, Sinab Two is under
the protection of the Dynast of Tabor, whose

mercy to the meek, justice to the just, and
wrath loward the evil-doer is known among
all men.

“People of Sinab Two! The soldiers now
pouring in to defend you are to be received
Submissively. You will honor all requisitions
for food, lodgings, and supplies. Such persons
as have hitherto exercised public office will
surrender their authority to the officials ap-
pointed by the Dynast to replace them.

“"For your protection, absclute obedience
is essential  Persons seeking to prevent the
protection -of Sinab Two by the troops of
the Dynast of Tabor will be summarily dealt
with. They can expect no merey.

“People of Sinab Two! You are freed from
the tyranny of the criminals of Ades!” ’

“So Elim the Fortieth, of high and noble
lineage, has a competitor,” Kim said grimly.
“The Dynast of Tabor, eh? But there are
iweniy-one planets that used to belong to
tSthb' I'm afraid we'll have to check fur-

er.

They did. While Kim scowlingly labored
over the drawing of a mew deviee, Dona
drove the Starshine to six worlds in succes-
sion.. And four of the six werlds had been
taken over by the Sardathian League, by
King Ulbert of Arth, by the Emperor and
Council of the Republic of Sind—which was
a remarkable item—and by the Imperator of
Donet. On the last two worlds there was
confusion. On one the pdpulation was sternly
told by onoe set of voices that it now owed
allegiance to Queen Amritha of Megar, and
by another set that King Jan of Pirn would
shortly throw out the Megarian invaders and
protect them forever. On the sixth planet
there were four armies proclaiming the ex-
clusive nobility of their intentions.

“That's enough, Dona,” Kim said in a tired
voice. “Ades vanished or was destroyed, and
instantly thereafter gracious majesties and
dynasts and imperators and such wvultures
pounced on the planets we'd freed. But I'd
like to know how they made sure it was safe
to pounce!”

Dona punched buttons on the Starshine’s
control-board. The ship lifted. The great
black mass which was the night-side of the
last planet faded behind and the Siarshine
drove on into space.” And Dona turned back
to Kim from her post at the controls.

“Now what?”

Kim stared at nothing, his features somber,

“It's bad,” he said sourly. “There’s the
gang on Terranova. They're fair game if they
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land on any planet in the whole First Galaxy
—and Terranova isn’t sclf-sustaining yet
They'll starve if they stay isolated. There are
the people on Ades. Sixteen millions of them.
Not a big population for a planet, but a lot of
people to be murdered so a few princelings
can feast on the leavings of Sinab’s empire.

“There are all the people who'd started to
dream because Ades had come to mean hope.
And there are all the people in generations
to come who'd like to dream of hope and now
won't be able to, and there are all the nasty
little surprise-aftacks and treacheries which
will be carried out by matlter-iransmitiers,
now that thesc gentry of high and noble
lineage have been able to snatch some loot
for thernselves. .It's pretty much of a mess,
Dona.”

ONA gave an impatient toss of her head.
“You're not responsible for it, Kim,”
she protested.

*Maybe 1 should simply concentrate on
finding a solution for Terranova, £h? Let
decency as something to fight for go by the
board and be strictly practical?”

“You shouldn't try to take all the problems
of two galaxies on your shoulders” said
Dona.

Kim shook his head impatiently.

“Look!” he said in vexation. “There’s some
way out of the mess! [ just contrived a way
to make a very desirable change im all the
governments of the First Galaxy, given time.
It was one of those problems that seem too
big to handle, but it worked out very easily.
But 1 absolutely can't think of the ghost of
an idea of how to find a friendly world for
Terranova!”

Dona waited.

“It occurs to me that I baven't slept for
forty hours,” Kim said. “I doubt that you've
done any better. I think we should go to bed.
There's one puzzle on which all the rest is
based, and it's got me. What the devil hap-
pened to Ades? There's a whole planet, seven
thousand miles in diameter, vanished as if it
had never been. Maybe after some sleep I'll
be able to work it out. Let's go to sleep!”

The space-ghip Starshine drove on through
emptincss at mere interplanetary speed, ifs
meteor-repellers ceaselessly searching space
for any sign of danger. But there was no
danger. In the midst of space, between the
stars, there was safety. Only where men were
was there death.

The ship swam in the void, no lights show-

ing in any of its ports.

Then, in the midst of the darkness inside,
Kim sat up in his bunk.

“But hang it, Ades couldn’t be destroyed,”
he cried, in exasperation.

CHAPTER V
Industrial World

LANET SPICUS FIVE was an industrial
world. According to the prevailing
opinion in the best circles, its prosperity was
due to an ample and adeguate supply of raw
materials, plus a skilled and thrifty popula-
tion. There were sixteen matter-transmit-
ters- on the planet, and their silvery films
were never stll
From abecedaria for infanis to zyolites
(synthetic) for industrial use, its products
ran in endless streams to the transmitters,
and the other products and raw materials

obtained in exchange came out in streams -

no less continuous. The industrial area cov=
ered a continent of sprawling rectangular
buildings designed for the ultimate of effi-
ciency, with living-areas for the workmen
spreading out between.

The Starshine descended through morning
sunlight. Kim, newly shaved and rested, for-
got to yawn as he stared through the vision=
ports at the endless vista of structurés made
with a deliberate lack of grace. From a hun-
dred-mile height they could be seen every-
where to fiorth and south, to the eastward
where it was already close to midday, and
to where shadows bevond the dawn hid
them. Even from that altitude they were no
mere specks between the cloud-masses. They
were definite shapes, each one a unit,

The ship went down and down and down.
Kim felt uncomfortable and realized why.
He spoke drily.

“I don’t suppose we'll ever land on any
new planet without being ready to wince

from a fighting-beam and find ourselves -

snateched to hell-and-gone away.”

Dona did not answer. She gazed at the
industrial plants as they swelled in size with
the Starshine’s descent. Buildings two miles
to a side were commonplace. Great ree-
tangles three and even four miles long
showed here and there. And there were at

least half a dozen buildings, plainly factory
umits, which were more than ten miles in
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extent on each of their ground dimensiens.
When the Starshine was below the clouds,
Dona focussed the electron felescope on one
“of them and gestured to call Kim's attention
to the sight.

This factory building enclosed great gquad-
rangles, with gigantic eourtyards to allow—
perhaps—of light. And within the ecourt-
yards were dwelling-units for workmen, The
telescope showed them plainly, Workmen in
factories like this would have no need and
little opportunity ever to go beyond the lim-
its of their place of employment. The factory
in which they labored would confront them
on every hand, at every instant of their life
from birth until death.

“Thal's something I don't like, without even
asking questions about it,” sald Kim.

He took the controls. The Starshine dived.
He remembered to flick on the communica-
tors. A droning filled the interior of the
space-ship. Dona loocked puzzled and tuned
in. A male voice mumbled swiftly and with-
out intonation through a long series of nu-
merals and initial letters. It paused. Another
voice said tensely, “Tip.” The first voice
droned again. The second voice said, “Tip.”
The first voice droned.

Dona looked blank, She turned up another
wave-length. A voice barked hysterically.
The words ran so swiftly togethet that they
were almost indistinguishable, but certain
syllables came out in patterns.

“It's something about commerce,” said
Kim. “Arranging for some material to be
routed on a matter-transmitter.”

None of the wavelengths ecarried music.
All carried voices. and all babbled swiftly,
without expression, with a nerve-racking
haste.

The Starshine landed before a gigantic
building. An armed guard stood before it at
a gateway. Kim trudged across to him. He
came

“He's stupid,” he said shorily. “He knows
what to guard, and the name of the plant, and
where a workman may go to be received into
employment. That's all. We'll try again.”

The Starshine rose and moved. She was
designed for movement in space, with parsecs
of distance on every hand. She was unhandy
when used as now for an atmosphere-flier.
She descended within a factory quadrangle.
There was no one about. Literally no one.
The dwelling-units were occupied, to be sure,
but no one moyved anywhere.

When Kim opened the air-lock there was

a dull, grumbling rumble in the air. It came
from the many-storied building which sur-
rounded this courtyard and stretched away
for miles.

IM and Dona stood blankly in the air-

lock door. The air had no odor at all.
There was no dust. There was nol a single
particle of growing stuff anywhere, To peo-
ple who had lived on Terranova, it was in-
credible,

Then bells rang. Hundreds and thousands
of bells, They rang stridently in all the rooms
and corridors of all the dwelling-units which
reached away as fnr as the cye could follow
them. It was a ghastly sound, because every
bell was in exactly the same tone and made
exactly the same tintinabulation.

Then there was a stirring in the houses,
Folk moved within them. Figures passed in-
side the windows. Now and again, briefly,
faces peered out. But none lingered to stare
at what must have been the unprecedented
sight of a space-ship resting in the courtyard.

After a little figures appeared in the doors.
Men and women swarmed out and streamed
toward openings in the factory building.
Their heads turned to gaze at the ship, but
they did not even slacken speed in their
haste toward the sound of industry.

Kim hailed them. They looked at him
blankly and hurried on. He caught hold of a
man.

“Where will I find the leader?” he asked
sharply. “The boss! The government! The
king or whatever vou have! Where?"

The man struggled.

“I be late,” he protested unhappily. *I
work. I be late!”

“Where's the government?” Kim repeated
more sharply still. “The king or nobles or
whoever makes the laws or whatever the
d!v.il "

“I be late!” panted the man.

He twisted out of Kim's grasp and ran to
join the swarming folk now approachmg the
great building.

They hurried inside. The quadrangle was
again empty. Kim scowled. Then other
workers came out of the faciory and plodded
wearily toward the dwelling-units. Kim
waylaid a man and shot guestions at him.
His speech was slurred with fatigue. Dona
could not understand him at all. But he
gared at the Starshine, and groped heavily
for answers to Kim's questions, and at the
end trudged exhaustedly inic a doorway.
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Kim ecame into the ship, scowling. He
seated himself at the control-board. The
ship lifted once more. He headed toward the
curve of the plant's bulging form.

*What did you learn, Kim?"

“This is the work continent,” said Kim
=shortly. '"The factories and the workmen are
here, The owners live in a place of their own.
I have to talkk to one of the more important
merchants. I need information.”

Time passed and the ship went on over the
rim of the planet. Orbital speed was impos-
sible. -The Starshine stayed almost within
aslmosphere and moved castward at no more
than fifieen hundred miles an hour.

“Here it is,” said Kim, at last.

The ship seitled down once more. There
was a thin, hazy overcast here, and clear
vision came suddenly as they dropped below
it. And the coast and the land before them
brought an exclamation from Dona. The
shoreline was magnificent, all beautiful bold
«liffs with rolling hills behind them. There
werk mountains on farther yet and splendid
vigtas everywhere. ‘Buf more than the land
wr the natural setting, it was what men had
<one which eaused Dona to exclaim,

The whole terrain was landscaped like a
sarden. As far as the eye could reach—and
ithe Starshine still flew high—every hillside
#nd every plain had been made into artificial
hut marvelous gardens. There were houses
Jiera and there. Some were huge and grace-
fully spreading, or airily soaring upward, or
simple with the simplicily of gems and yet
magnificent beyond compare. There wasg
estentation here, to be sure, but there was
surely no tawdriness. There was no city in
sight. There was not even a grouping of
houses, yet many of the houses were large
¢nough to shelter communities.

“I—see,” said Kim. “The workmen live
near the factories or in their compounds.
The owners have their homes safely away
{rom the ugly part of commerce. They've a
small-sized continent of country homes,
Dona, and undoubtedly it is very pleasant to
live here. Whom shall we deal with?”

ONA shook her head. Kim picked a

magnificent residence at random. He
slanted the Starshine down. Presently it
londed lightly upon smooth lawn of incredible
perfection, before a home that Dona re-
parded with shining eyes.

“Itsr--lcnrcly"‘ shc said breatldeuly. -
» ” am

He sat still, looking.

“It even has a feeling all jts own,” he said.
“The palace of a king or a tyrani always has
something of arrogance asbout it. It's designed
to impress the onlooker. A pleasure-palace is
always tawdry. It's designed to flaiter the
man who enters it. These houses are solid
They're the homes of men who are thinking
of generations to follow them and, mean-
while, only of themselves. I've heard of the
merchant princes of Spicus Five, and I'm
prejudiced. I don't like those factories with
the workmen's homes inside. But—I like this
house. Do you want to come with me?”

Deona locked at the house—yearningly. At
the view all about, every tree and every
stone so placed as to constitute perfection. |
The effect was not that of a finicky estheti-
cism, but of authentic beauty and dignity.
But after a moment Dona shook her head.

“I don’t think I’d better,” she said slowly-
“I'm a woman, and I'd want one like it. Bl
stay in the ship and look at the view. You've
a communieator?”

Kim nodded. He opened the airlock door

and stepped out. He walked toward the

great building,

Dona watched his figure grow small in ite
progress toward the mansion. She watched
him approach the ceremonial entrance. She
saw a figure in formalized rich clothing ap-
pear in that doorway and bow fo him. Kim
spoke, with gestures, The richly clothed
servant bowed for him to go first into the
house. Kim entered and the door closed.

Dona loocked at her surroundings. Dignity
and tranquility and beauty were here. Chil-
dren growing up in such an environment
would be very happy and would feel utterly
safe. Wide, smooth, close-cropped lawns,
with ancient trees and flowering shrubs
stretched away to the horizons. There was
the gleam of statuary here and there—rarely.
A long way off she could see the glitter of
water, and beside it a graceful eolonnade, and
she knew that it was a pleasure-pool.

Once she saw two boys staring at the
space-ship. There was no trace of fear in
their manner. But a richly-dressed servant—
much more carefully garbed than the boys—
led up two of the slim riding-sards of Phanis,
and the boys mounted and their steeds start-
ed off with that sinuous smooth swiftness
which only sards possess in all the first ga-
laxy.

Time passed, and shadows lengthened. Fi-
nally Dona realized how many hours had:
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elapsed since Kim's departure. She was be-
ginning to grow uneasy when the door
opened again and Kim came out followed by
four richly clad servants. Those servants
carried bundles. Kim's voice came over the
pommuniecator.

“Close the inner airlock door, Dona, and
don’t open it until T say so0.”

Dona cbeyed. She watched uneasily. The
four servants placed their parcels inside the
airlock at a gesture from Kim. Then there
was an ingtant of odd tengion. Dona could
not see the servants, but she saw Kim smil-
ing mirthlessly at them. He made no move
to enter. He spoke sharply and she heard
them file out of the air lock. Dona could see
them again.

Kim stepped into the spaceship and elosed
the door.

“Take her up, Dona—fast!”

The Starshine shot upward, with the four
servanis craning their necks to look at it: It
was out of sight of the ground in seconds. It
was out of the atmosphere before Kim came
into the control-room from the lock.

“Quite a civilization,” he said. “You'd
bave liked that house Dona. There's a staff
of several hundred servants, and it is beauti-
ful inside. The man who owns it is also mas-
ter of one of the bigger industrial plants. He
doesn’'t go to the plant, of course. He has
his offices at home, with a corps of secre-
taries and a television-screen for interviews
with his underlings. Quite a chap.”

“Were those four men servants?"
asked.

“No, they were guards,” said Kim drily.
“There arc no proletarians around that place,
and none are permitted. Guards stand watch
night and day. I'd told my friend that the
Ssarshine was packed with- lethal gadgeis
with which Ades had won at least one war,
and he's in the mumitions business, so I
wasn't going to let his guards get inside.
They wanted to, badly, insisting they had to
put their parcels in the proper place. Ie'd
have paid them lavishly if they could have
saptured a ship like the Starshine’”

He laughed a little.

*1 was lucky to pick a munition maker.
There arcn’t many wars in the ordinary
mourse of evenls but he turns out weapons
for palace guards, mobile fighting-beam pro-
jectors, and so on. All the equipment for a
- planet ruler who wants a fanecy army for
parades or a force with a punch to fizht off
any sneak attack wia matter-transmitter,

Dona

That's what your average ruler is afraid o
and what he keeps an army to defend himself
against. Of course the disciplinary eircuit
takes care of his subjects.”

CHAPTER VI

Vanished World

HEAD of them loomed the sun, Spicus,
many millions of miles away, while be-
neath them lay the planet, Spicus Five, a
vast hemisphere which was rapidly shrinking
into the distance, Kim moved over beside
Dona and stared reflectively at the instru
ment board.
“I got frightened, Kim," the girl said. “¥ou
were gone so long™
“I was bargaining,” Kim answered. “I told
him T came from Ades. I'd a space-ship, so
he could believe that. Then I told him what
had happened. Selling munitions, he should
have known about it beforehand, and I think
he did. He doubted that I'd come from Ades
as quickly as T said. though, until I recited
the names of some of the gracious majesties
who are making a grab of planets. Then
he was sure. So he wanted to strike a bar-
gain with me for Terranova. He'd supply it
with arms, he said, in exchange for a star-
cluster of his own in the Second Galaxy. If
I'd set up a private matter-transmitter for
him "

Kim laughed without mirth,

“He could colenize a couple of planets him-
self, and make a syndicate to handle the rest.
He saw himself changing his status from that
of a merchant princeling to that of a landed
proprietor with half a dozen planets as pri-
vate estates, and probably a crown to wear
on week-ends and when he ‘retired from
business on Spicus Five, There are prece-
dents, 1 gather.”

“But Kim!"” protested Dona. “What did

you do?"

“l did one thing that's been needed for a
long time,” said Kim grimly. “It seems to
me that I do everything backwards. I should
have attended to the matter of Ades first,
but I had a chance and took it. 1 think I put
something in motion that will ultimately
smash up the whole cursed system that's
made slaves of every human being but those
on Ades and Terraneva—the disciplinary cir-
cuit. Back on Ades we've talked about the
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need to free the people of this galaxy. Tt's
always seemed too big a job. But i think it’s
started now. Tt will be a profitable businesg,
and my friend who wanted to bargain for
some planets in the Second Galaxy will make
a pretty penny of the beginning, and it will
carry on of itself.”

The planet below and behind was now enly
a globe. It soon dwindled into a tiny ball
Kim touched Dona on the shoulder.

“I'll take over,” he said. “We've got work
to do, Dona.”

Dona stood up and stamped her foot.

“Kim! You're misundersitanding me on
purpose! What about Ades? Did you find
out what happened to it?"

Kim began the process of sighting the
Starshine’s nose upon a single, distant, mi=-
nute speck of Hght which seemingly could
not be told from a million other points of
light, all of which were suns.

“1 think I found out something,” he told
her. “I thought a merchant planet would be
the place to hear all the gossip of the galaxy.
My friend back yonder put his research -or-
ganization to work finding out what I want-
ed to know. ‘What they dig up looks plausi-
ble. Right now I’'m going to gel even for it
That's a necessity! After that we'll see.
There were sixteen million people on Ades.
‘We'll ry to do something about them. They
‘aren’t likely to be all dead—yet.”

The sun of Ades swam in emptiness., For
uncountable billions of years it had floated
serenely with its single planet eircling it in
the companionability of ies separated only
by millions of miles, when their next nearest
neighbors are hight-years away. A sun with
one planet is a great rarity.

A sun with no satellites—save for giant
pulsing Cephids and eclose-coupled double
suns—is almost unknown. But for billions
upon billions of years that sun and Ades had
kept each other company. Then men had
appeared. For a thousand years great space-
ships had grimly trundled back and forth
to unload- their cargoes of criminals upon the
chilly small world.

Ades was chosen as a prison planet from
the beginning. Later matter-transmitters
made the journeys of space-craft useless.
For six, seven, €ight thousand years there
was no traffic but the one-way iraffic of its
especially contrived transmitter, which would
receive criminals from all the galaxy but
would return none or any news of them to
the worlds outside.

URING all that time a lonely guard-

ship hung drearily about, watching
lest someone try to rescue a man doomed to
hopeless exile, and return him to happier
scenes. And finally the guard-ship had gone
away, because the space-ways were no longer
used by anybody, and there were no ships
in the wvoid save those of the Patrol itself.
Accordingly the Patrol was disbanded.

For hundreds of vears nothing happened
at all. And then Kim Rendell came in the
Starshine, and shortly thereafter tiny ships
began to take off from Ades, and they fought
valorously on distant star-gystems, and at
last a squadron of war-craft came to subju-
gate Ades for the beastly Empire of Sinab.
Finally there was a battle in the bright beams
of the lonely sun itself. And after that, for
a time, little space-ships swam up from the
planet and daried away, and darted back,
and darted away, and back.

But never before had there been any such
situation as now, The sun, which had kept
company with Ades for so long, now shome
in lonely splendor, amid emptiness, devoid
of its companion, And that emptiness wase
bewildering o a small ship—sister to the
Starshme-—W}ﬂch flicked suddenly into behg
nearby.

The ship had come back from a journey
among the virgin stars of the Second Ga-
laxy with honorable sears upon its hull and
a zestful young crew who wished to boast of
their journeying. They had eome back to
Ades—so they thought—direct, not even
stopping at Terranova. And there was no
Ades.

The little ship flashed here and there about
the bereft sun in bewilderment. It searched
desperately for a planet some seven thousand
miles in diameter, which had apparently been
misplaced. And as it hunted, a second ship
whisked into sight from faster-than-lkight
drive. The detectors of the two ships told
them of each other's presence, and they met
and bung in space together. Then they
searched in unison, but in vain. At long last
they set out in company for one of the
planets of the former Sinabian Empire, on
which there must be some news of what had
happened to Ades.

On transmitter-drive they inevitably sepa-
rated and one was much closer to the chosen
planet when they came out of stressed space.
One drove down into atmosphere while the
othdr was still thousands of miles away.

The leading ship went down ai landing.
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speed, toward a city. The other ship watched
by electron telescope and prepared te dupli-
cate its course. But the man of the second
ship saw—and there could be no doubt about
it—that suddenly the landing ship vanished
from its place as il it had gone into inter-
galactic drive in atmosphere. There was a
flash of intolerable, unbearable light. And
then there was an explosion of such mon-
strous violence that half of the planel's cap-
ital city vanished or was laid in ruins

The crew of second ship were stunned.
But the second ship went slowly and cau=
tiously down into atmosphere, and its com-
municators picked up voices issuing stern
warnings that troops must be welcomed by
all citizens, and that absoluie ohedienee must
be given to all men wearing the uniform of
His Magnificence the Despot of Lith. And
then there was babbling confusion and con-
tradictory shoutings, and a hoarse voice or-
dered all soldiers of His Magnificence to keep
a ceascless watch upon the sky, because a
ship had come down from overhead, and
when the fighting-beams struck it—to kill
its crew—it appeared to have fired some
devastating projectile which had destroved
half a great city. All ships seen in the sky
were to be shot down instantly. His Magnifi-
cence, the Deapot of Lith, would avenge the
oulrage.

The lonely surviving ship went dazedly
away from the planet which once had been
friendly to the men of Ades. It went back to
Ades’ sun, and searched despairingly once
again, and then fed to the Second Galaxy
and Terranova, to tell of what it had seen.

That was an event of some importance. At
least all of one planet had been rocked to its
core [rom the detonation of a space-ship
which flashéd into collision with it at un-
countable multiples of the speed of light,
and was thereby raised to the temperature
of a hot sun’s very heart, And besides, there
was agitation and suspicion and threats and
diplomatic chaos among the planetary gov-
ernments who had joined to loot the depend-
encies of Ades, once Ades was eliminated
from the scene.

UT a vastly, an enormously more sig-

nificant event took place on a planet
wvery far away, at almost the same instant
The planet was Donet Three, the only hab-
itable planet of its system. It was a mon-
strous, sprawling world, visibly Aattened by
the speed of its rotation and actually habita-

ble only by the fact that its rotation partly
balanced out its high gravity.

The Starshine approached over a polar
region and descended to touch atmosphere.
Then, while Dona looked curiously through
the electron-telescope at monstrous ice-
mountains below, Kim donned a space-suit,
went into the air-lock, and dropped a small
object out of the door. He closed the door,
returned to the control-room, and {ovk the
Starshine out io space again.

That was the most significant single ac-
tion, in view of its ultimate meaning, that
had been performed in the First Galaxy in
ten thousand years. And yet, in a sense, It
was purely a matter of form. Tt was not
necessary for Kim to do it. He had arranged
for the same effect to be produced, in time
yet to come, upon every one of the three
hundred million inhabited planets of the
First Galaxy. The thing was automatic; im~
plicit in the very nature of the tyrannieal
governments sustained by the disciplinary
eireuit.

Kim had simiply dropped a small metal
case to the surface of Donet Three. It was
very strong—practieally unbreakable, 1t con-
tained an extremely simple electronic eircuit.
It fell through the frigid air of the fatiened
pole of Donet Three, and it struck the side
of a sloping ice-mountain, and bounced and
slid down to a valley and buried itself in
snow, and onaly instants later, the small hole
left by its fall .was filled “in and covered up
completely by snow riding on a hundred-
mile gale, It was undiscoverable. It was
irretrievable. No device of man could detect
or recover it. Kim himself could not have
told where it fell

Kim then sighted the Starshine on another
distani target, and found the planet Arth,
and dropped* a small metal object into the
depths of the humid and festering jungles
along its equator. Human beings could live
only in the polar regions of Arth. Then he
visited a certain planet in the solar system
of Tabor and a small metal case went twisting
through deep water down to the seabed of its
greatest ocean.

He dropped another on the shifting desert
sands which cover one-third of Sind where
an Emperor and Council rule in the name of
a non-existent republic, and vet another on
a planet of Megar, where an otherwise un-
identified Queen Amritha held imperial pow-
er, and others. . . .

He dropped one small metal case, secured
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from a merchant-prince on Spicus Five, on
each of the plancts whose troops had moved
inlo the planets left defenseless by the van-
ishment of Ades.

“1 wanted to do that myself, because what .

we've got to do mext is dangerous and we
may get killed,” he told Dona drily. “But
now we're sure that men won't stay slaves
“forever and now we can try to do something
about Ades. I'm afraid our chances are
pretty slim.”

One Chance in a Million

N SPITE of his pessimism, Kim settled

_down to the fine ealculations required
for a voyage to a blue-white dwarf star not
readily distinguished from others. Most in-
habited planets, of course, circled sal-type
suns. Light much different from that in
which the race had developed was apt to
have produced vegetation inimieal to hu-
manity, and useful vegetation did not thrive.
And of course sol-type stars are most readily
spotted by space navigators. As he checked
his course with star-charts, Dona spoke
softly.

“Thanks, Kim.”

“For what?"

“For not wanting to pul me in safety when
you're going to do something dangerous. I
wouldn't let you, but thanks for not trying.”

“Mmwmmh!” said Kim. “You're too useful.”

He lined up his course and pressed the
transmitter-drive stud on the control-panel
Space danced a momentary saraband,—and
there was a blue-white dwarf two hundred
millien miles away, showing barely a planet-
sized dick, but pouring out a pitiless white
glare that hurt the eyes. -

“That’s it,” said Kim. “That's the sun Alis.
There should be four planets, but we're look-
ing for Number One. It goes out beyond Two
2t aphelion, so we have to check the orbit—
if we c¢an find it—before we can be sure
No—we should be able to tell by the rota-
lion. Very slow.”

“And what are you going to do with it?"
demanded Dona.

There were bright spois in emptiness which
the electron telescope instantly declared to
be planeis. Kim set up cameras for pictures.

“Alis One is the anly really uninhabitable

planet in the galaxy that’s inhabited,” he
observed painstakingly. “It belongs to Phar-
os Three, I understand it's the personal
property of the king. It has no atmosphere
in spite of an extremely high specific gravily
and a reasonable mass. But the plutonium
mines have been worked for five thousand
years.”

“Plutonium mines with that hali-life?”
Dona said skeptically. “You must be jok-
ing!”

“No,” said Kim. “It's a very heavy planet, -
loaded with uranium and stuff from bismuth
on out. It has an extremely eccentric orbit
As I told you. at aphelion il's beyond the
orbit of Pharos Two. At perihelion, when it's
neavest to its sun, it just barely misses
Roche’s Limit—the limit of nearness a satel-
Lite can come to its primary without being
torn apart by tidal strains. And al its near-
est to its gun, it's bombarded with everything
a sun can fling out into gpace from its mil-
lions of tons of disintegrating atoms. Alpba
rays, beta rays, gamma particles, neutrons,
and everything else pour onto its surface as
if it were being bombarded by a evelotron-
with a beam the size of a planet’s surface,
You see what happens?”

Dona looked startled.

“But Kim, every particle of the whole sur=
face would become terrifically radivactive.

It would kill a man to land on it!” 1\

“According to my merchant-prince friend
on Spicus Five, it did kill the first men to ‘
set foot on it. But the point is that its heavy
elements have been bombarded, and most of
its uranium has gone on over to plutonium
and americium and curium. In ancient dayu,
when it went out on the long SWeep away 1
from its sun. it cooled off enough for men
to land on it at its farthest-out peint. With
shielded space-suits they were able to mine
its substance for four to five monihs before
heat and rising induced radio-activity drove
them off again. Then they'd wait for it to
cool off once more on its next trip around.

“They went to it with space-ships, and the
last space-line in the First Galaxy ran plu-
tonium and americium snd the other radio- |
actives to a matter-transmitter from which
they could be distributed all over the galaxy.
But it wasn’t very efficient. They could only
mine for four or five months every four
years. All their equipment was melted and
ruined when they were able to land again.
A few hundred years ago, however, they
sulved the problem.”




ONA stared out the vision-poris. There
were two planets which might be the
mme in question. But there were only three
= sight.
. “How did they solve it?"” Dona asked.
“Somebody invented a shield,” said Kim,
drily as before. “It was a force-field. It
Bas the property of a magnetic field on a

W acls on mass as such. A current-carrying
‘sonductor in a magnetic field tends to move
right angles both to the current and the
Beld. This force-field acts as il mass were
electric charge.

“Anything having mass, entering the field,
Sries to move sidewise. The faster it moves,
e stronger the sidewise impulse. Neutrons,
pmmma particles, met rays and even electrons
‘Bave mass, So has light. Everything moving
‘#hat hits the shiclding field moves sidewise
Se its original course. Radiation from the
wun jsn't reflected. It's deflected, at right
‘angles.

“So, with the shield up men can stay on
e planct when it is less than three diam-
eters from its sun. No heat reaches it. No
meutrons. No radiations at all. Tt doesn’t
beat up. And that's the answer. For three
_ in every four-year revolution, they
bave to keep the shield up sall the time. For
three months more they keep it up intermit-
temtly, flashing it on for fractions of a second
#t & time, just enough to temper the amount
of heat they get.

“They live on great platforms of uranium
glass, domed in. When they go out mining
wear shielded space-suits and work in
wvelded machines. The whole trick was
worked out about five hundred years ago,
say, and the last space-line went out of
ce, because they could use a matter-
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uctor with a current in it, except that
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transmitter for all but six of our months of
that planet’s vear.”

“And did you find out how it's done?”
asked Dona,

“Hardly,” said Kim. “The planct belongs
to the king of Pharos Three. Even five hun-
dred years ago the governments of all the
planets were quite tight corporations. Nai-
urally Pharos wouldn't let the secret get out.
There are other planets so close to their
primnaries that they're radioactive. If the se-
cret were to be disclosed there'd be competi-
tion. There'd be other plulonium mines in
operation. So he's managed to keep it to
himself. But we've got to find out the trick.”

There was silence. Kim began to check
over the pictures the cameras had taken and
developed. He shook his head. Then he
stared at a photograph which showed the
blue-white dwarf itself. His face looked sud-
denly wery drawn and tired.

“Kim," said Dona presently. “It's stupid
of me, but I don't see how you're going to
learn the seeret.”

Kim put the picture on the enlarger, for
examination in a greater size.

“T'hey made the shield to keep things out”
he said wearily. “Radiation, charged parti-
cles, neutrons—everything. The planet sim-
ply can’t be reached, not even by matter-
transmitters, when the shield is up. But by
the same token nothing can leave the planet
gither. It can’t even be spo from space,
because the light of the sun isn’t reflected.
It's deflected to a right-angled course. ¥ou
might pick it up if it formed a right-angled
triangle with you and the sun, or you might
spot it in transit peross the sun's disk, But
that's all.”

“Y.es..'
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“The shield was a special job,” said Kim,
“For a speeial purpose. It was not a weapon.
But there were all those planets that could
be grabbed if only Ades were knocked out.
So why shouldn’t King Pharos sneak a force-
field generator on to Ades? When the field
went on, Ades would be invisible and un-
reachable from outside. And the outside
would be unreachable from it. Space-ships
couldn’t get through the field, Matter-trans-
mitters couldn’t operate through it. If a few
technicians were sneaked to Ades as sap-
posed exiles and promised adequate reward,
don't you think they'd hide out sormewhere
and turn on that field, and leave it on until
the folk on Ades had starved or gone mad?”

ORRIFIED, Dona stared at him. She
went pale.

“Oh-—horrible! The sky would be black—
always! Never a glimmer of light. No stars.
No moons. No sun. The plants would die
and rot, and the people would grow bleached
and pale, and finally they'd starve.”

“All but the litile gang hidden sway in a
well-provisioned hideout,”” said Kim grimly.
“T think that's what’s happened to Ades, or
is bappening. And this is the solar system
where the little trick was worked out. I'd
‘hoped simply to raid the generator and find
out how it worked, which would be danger-
ous enough. Look!”

He pointed to the projected image of the
sun. There was a tiny dot against its surface.
It was almost. it seemed, bathed in the
tentacular arms of flaming gases flung up
from the sun’s surface.

“There's the planet.” said Kim. “At its
closest to the sun! With the shield up, so
that nothing can reach its surface. Nothing!
And that includes space-ships such as this.
And at that distance, Dona, the hard radia-
tion from the sun would go right through
the Starshine and kill us in seconds before
we could get within millions of miles of the
planet. If there’s any place in the universe
that's unapproachable, there it is. Ii may
be anything up to three months before the
shield goes down even for fractions of a sec-
ond at a time. And my guess is that the
people on Ades won't last that long, They've
had days in which to grow hopeless already.
Want to gamble?”

Dona locked at him. He regarded her
steadily.

“Whatever you say, Kim.”

“Sixteen million lives on Ades, besides

other aspects of the situation,” said Kim.
“The odds against us arc probably about the
same, sixteen million to one. That makes ¥
a fair bei. We'll try.”

He got up and began to tinker with the
radiation-operated relay which turned off
the transmitter-drive. Presently he looked
up.

“I'm glad I married you, Dena,” he said

uffly,

As the Starshine moved closer in, the feel-
ing in the control-room grew tense. The
little ship had advanced to within twenty
millions of miles of the blue-white sun, and
even at that distance there was a detectable
K-ray intensity.

Kim had turned on a Geiger counter, and
it was silent simply because there was no
measurable interval between its discharges |
A neutron detector showed an indication
very close to the danger mark. But Kim had
the Starshine’s nose pointed to the intoler-
ably glaring sun.

The electron telescope showed the sun’s
surface filling all its field, and because the
illumination had been turned so low, raging
sun-storms could be seen on the star’s disk.
Against it, the black silhouette of the planet
was clear. It was small. Kim estimated its|
diameter at no more than six thousand miles.
The Starshine’s gyros hummed softly and the
field of the telescope swayed until the planet]
was centered exactly.

There was a little sweat on Kim's fore
head.

“I—don’t mind taking the chance myself,
Dana,” he said, dry-throated. “But I hate to
think of you. . . If we miss, we'll flash into
the sun.” *

“And never know it,” said Dona, smiling.'
“It'Il be all over in the skillionth of a sec~
ond—if we miss. But we won't.” i

“We're aiming for the disk of the planet,” '
he reminded her. “We have to go in on
transmitter-speed to cut the time of our ex- '
posure to hard radiation. That speed will ¢
make the time of exposure effectively zero. !
But we have to -move at a huge multiple of ¢
the speed of light, and we have to stop ahorl1 b

E

of that planet. it may not be possible!”
“Do you want me ito press the button
Kim?” Dona said softly.
He took a deep breath.
“I'll do it. Thanks, Dora.”
He put his finger on the stud that woul
throw the ship into fransmittex-drive, aim
straight at the disk of planet against the in




ferno of sun beyond. There was nething
meore certain than that to miss the planet
would fling them instantly into the sun. And
there was nothing more absurd than to ex-
pect to come out of transmitter-drive within
any given number of millions of miles, much
less within a few thousands. But—

Kim pressed the stud.

Instantly there was blackness before them.

the firmament. It was the force-field-shield-
 od planet, blotting out its sun and half the
stars of the galaxy. Kim had made a bull’s-
eye on a target relatively the size of a din-
nerplate at eleven hundred yards. More than
that, he had stopped short of his target,
equivalent to stopping a bullet three inches
short of that plate,

He said in a queer voice:

“The—yelay worked—eéven backward, Do-

na.
| ———

CHAPTER VIII

Darlk Barrier

OR a time Kim sat still and sweal poured

out on his skin. Because their chances
had seemed slight indeed. To stop a space-
‘ship at transmitter-speed was impossible
with manual means, anvhow. It could eross
& galaxy in the tenth of a millisecond. “So
Kim had devised a radiation-operated relay
which threw off the drive when the total
radiation reaching a sensitive plate in the
bow had reached an adjustable total.

If in an ordinary flight the Starshine head-
#d into a sun—unlikely as such an occur-
rence was—the increased light striking the
relay-plate would throw off the drive before
Barm came. But this time they had needed
%o approach fatally close to a star. So Kim
reversed the operation of the relay. It
throw off the drive when the amouni
hght reaching it dropped below a ceriain
um. That could happen only if the
came up behind the planet, so the sun
blacked out by the world's shadowed
-side, i
had happened. The glare was cut off.
transmitter-drive followed. The Star-
floated within a bare few million miles
haps less than one million—of a blue-
dwarf star, and the two humans in the
were alive because they had between
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A monstrous, absolute blackness filled half -

them and the sun’s atomic fumnaces, a planet
some six thousand miles in diameter.

“We don't know how ‘our velocity matches
this thing,” said Kim after an instant. “We
could be drifting toward the edge of the
shadow. You watch the stars all around.
Make sure I head directly for that blackness.
When we touch, I'll see what I can find out.”

He reversed the ship's direction. Ile let
the Starshine float down backward, The mass
of unsubstantial darkness seemed to swell. Tt

- engulfed more and more of the cosmos. . . .

A long, long time latler, there was a strange
sensation in the feel of things. Dona gave a
little cry.

“Kim! I feel queer! So queer!”

Kim moved heavily. His body resisted any
attempt at motion, and yet he felt a horrible
tension within him, as if every molecule were
attempting to fly apart from every pther mol-
ecule. The controls of the ship moved slug-
gishly. Each part of each device seemed to
have a wvast inertin, But the controls did
vield. The drive did come on. A little later
the sensation ended. But both Kim and Dona
felt utterly exhausted,

“It—was getting dark, too,’ satd Dona.
She trembled.

“When we fried to move,” said Kim, “our
arms had a tendency to move at right angles
to the way we wanted them to, at all the pos-
sible right angles at once. That was the edge
of the shield, Dona. Now we’ll see what
we've got."”

He uncovered the recording eabinet. There
had been no need to set up instruments espe-
cially for the analysis of the field. They had
been a part of the Starshine’s original design
for exploration. Now Kim read the records.

“Cosmic-ray intensity went down,” he re-
ported, studying the tapes. ‘“The dieleetric
constant of space changed. It just soared up.

"The relationship of mass to inertia. That
particular gadget never recorded anything
significant before, Dona. In theory it should
have detected space-warps. Actually, it nev-
er amounied to anything but a guantitative
measure of gravitation on a planet one land-
ed on. But it went wild in that ficld! And
here! Look!"

He exultantly held out a paper recording.

“Glance at that, Dona! See? A mag-
netometer to record the strength of the mag-
netic field on & new planet. It recorded the
ship's own field in the absence of any other.
And the ship's field dropped to zero! Do

“wou see? Do you?”
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“T'm afraid not,” admitted Dona. But she
smiled at the expression on Kim's face.

“It’s the answer!” said Kim zestfully. “Sull
I don’t know h:- v that blasted field is made,
bat I know now how it works. Neutrons have
ne magnetic feld, but this thing turns them
aside. Alpha and beta and gamma radiation
do have.magnetic fields, but this thing turns
them aside, too. And the point is that it
neutralizes their magnetic fields, because
otherwise it couldn't start to turn them aside.
So if we make a magnetic field ioo strong
for the field to counter, it won’t be able to
tfurn aside anything in that magnetic area.
The maximum force-field strength needed
for the planet is simply equal v the top mag-
netie field the sun may project so far. If we
ecan bury the Starshine in magnetic flux that
the force-field can't handle—"

GRINNED. He hugged her,

“And there’s a loop around the Star-
shine’s hull:for space-radio use,” he cried.
“PH run a rcally big current through that
loop and we'll try again. We should be able
to put guite a lot of juice through a six-turn
loop and get a flux-density that will curl
your hair!”

He set to work, beaming. It took him less
than half an hour to set up a series-wound
generator in the airlock, couple in a thermo-
eell to the loop, so it would cool the genera-
tor as the current Bowed and thereby reduce
its internal resistance.

“Now!” he szaid “We'll try once more.
The more juice that goes thnough the outfit,
the colder the generator will get and the less
its resistance will be, and the more euwrrent
it will make and the stronger the magnetic
field will be.”

He #ipped a switch. There was a tiny
humming mnoise. A meter-needle swayed
over, and stayed.

The Starshine ventured
globe belowe.

Nothing happencd, Nothing happened at
all,

“The stars are blotted ocut, Kim,"” Dona at
last said uneasily.

“But you feel all right, don’t you?” He
grinned like an ape in his delight,

“Why, yes.”
d“'l feel unusually good,” said Kim hap-
puy:

The vision-screens were uiterly blank,
The ports opened upon absolute blackness—
blackness so dead and absorbent that it

into the black

seemed more than merely lack of light. Tt
seemed like something horrible pressi
against the ports and trying to thrust itsell in,
And, suddenly, a screen glowed faintly,
and then another. . . . :
Then there was a greenish glow in the
ports, and Dona looked out and down.
Above was that blackness, complele and
absolute. But below, seen with utter clavity,
becausge of the absence of atmosphere, lay a
world, Nothing grew upon it. Nothing
moved. It was raw, naked rock with an vwn-
holy luminescence. Here and there the gilow
was brighter where mineral deposits con-
tained more highly active material. The sur-
face was tortured and twisted, in swirled
strained writhings of formerly melted rock.
They looked. They saw no sign of human
life nor any sign that humans had ever been
there. But after all, even five theusand years
of mining on a globe six thousand miles
through would not involve the disturbance
of more than a fraction of its surface.
“We did it,” said Kim. “The shield can be
broken through by anything with a strong
enough magnetic field. We won't disturb the
local inhabitants. They undoubtedly “havi
orders to kill anybody who incredibly man
ages to intrude. We can't afford to take a
chance. We've got to get back to Ades!”
He pointed the Starshine straight up. He
drove her, slowly, at the ceiling of impene
trable black. He worked upon the transmi
ter-drive relay, He adjusted it to throw the
Starshine into transmitter-speed the instanf
normal starlight appeared ahead. :
The ship swam slowly upward. Suddenly
there was a momentary impression of reeling
dancing stars. Kim swung the bow about.
“Now for Ades!"” he said gleefuﬂy

word Ades mennt hell”‘

The stars reeled again. . . .

They found Ades. Knowing how, now, i
was not too difficult. There were two posi- '
tions from which it could be detected. One!
was a position in which it was on a line be
tween the Starshine and the sun. The other!
was a position in which the invisible planet
the space-ship, and the sun formed the three
points of a right-angled triangle with Adeg
in the ninety-degree corner. :

Kim sent the little ship in a great circld
beyond the planet's normal orbit, watchin
for it to appear where such an imaginarg
triangle would be formed. The deflected light
of -the sun would spread out in a circula

i
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flat thin plane, and somewhere about the
circuit the Starshine had to run through it
It would be a momentary sight only, and it
would not be bright; it would be utterly un-
like the steady radiance of a normal planet.
Such flashes. if seen before, would have been
dismissed as illusions or as reflections from
within the ship. Even so, it was a long, long
time before Dona called out guickly.
“There!"” she said. and peinted.

IM swung the Starshine back. He saw
the dim, diffused spectre of sun's re-
flection. They drove for it, and presently a
minute dark space appeared. It grew against
the background of a radiant galaxy, and
presently was a huge blackness, and the
Starshine's space-radio loop was once more
filled with a highly improbable electrieal
amperage by the supercooled generator in
the airlock.
The ship ventured cautiously into the
black.
And later there were lonely, unspeakably

B desolate little lights of the lost world down

below.

Kim drove for them with a reckless exulta-
tion. He landed in the very center of a
despairing small settlement which had be-
lieved itself dead and damned —or at any rate
doomed. He shouted out his coming, and Dona
cried out the news that the end of darkness
was near, and men came surging toward her
to listen. But it was Dona who explained,
her eyes shining in the light of the torches
men held up toward her.

Kim had gone back into the ship and was
using the communiecators to rouse out the
mayors of every munmicipality, and to say he
had just reached the planet from Terra-
nova—there was no time to tell of adventures
in between—and he needed atmosphere fliers
to gather around him at once, with armed
men in them, for urgent business connected
with the restoration of a normal state of af-
fairs.

They came swiftly, flittering down out of
the blackness overhead, to land in the lights
of huge bonfires built by Kim's orders. And
Kim, on the communicators, asked for other
bonfires everywhere, to help in navigation,
and then he went out to be greeted by the
bellowing Mayor of Steadbeim.

“What's this?" he roared. ''No sunlight!
No stars! No matter-transmitter! No ships!
Cur ships took off and never came back!
What the devil happened to the universe?”

- of fuel burning savagely in the night

a5

Kim grinned at him.

“The universe is all right. It's Ades, Some-
where on the planet there's a generator
throwing out a force-field. It will have vlen-
ty of power, that generator. Maybe I can pick
it up with the instruments of the Starshine.
But we'll be sure to find it with magnetic
eompasses. What we want is for evervone

to flick their compasses and note the time of

swing. We want to find the place where the
swings get slower and slower. When we find
a place where the compasses point steadily,
without a flicker—not even up and down—
we'll be at the generator. And everyhody
put on navigation-lights or there’ll be
crawes!‘l’

-He lifted the Starshine and by communi-
cator kept track of the search. Toward the
polar regions was the logical hiding-place for
the generator, because there the chilly cli-
mate of Ades became [rigid and there were
no inhabitants. But it was a long search
Hours went by hefore a signal came from
a guarter-way around the globe.

Then the Starshine drove through dark-
ness—but cautiously—with atmosphere-fliers
all about And there was an area where the
planet’s magnetic field grew weaker and
weaker. and then a space in which there was
no magnetic field. But in the darkness they
could find no sign of a depot!

CHAPTER IX
Gadget of Hope

RIMLY Kim set the Starshine on the

ground, in the very center of the dark
area, and started the generator in the air-
lock. When it worked at its utmost, and
nothing happened, Kim threw in the lends
of the ship's full engine-power. There was
a surging of all the terrific energy the ship's
engines could give. Then the radio-loop
went white-hot and melted, with a sputter-
ing arc as the circuit broke.

Abruptly the stars appeared overhead, and
simultanecusly came the leaping flame of a
rumbling explosion. Then followed the fiare
The
Starshine’s full power had burned out the
force-ficld generator, an instant before the
loop melted to usclessness.

Kim was with the men who ran toward the
scene of the explosion, and he would have
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tried to stop the killing of the other men who
ran out of underground burrows, but the
victims would not have it. They expected to
be killed, and they fought wildly. All died.

Later Kim inspected the shattered appa-
ratus which now lay in pieces, but he
thought it could be reconstructed and per-
haps in time understood.

“Night's nearly owver,” he announced fo
those who prowled through the wreckage.
“It shouldn't be much more than an hour
until dawn. If T hadn't seen sunlight for a
week or more, I think, I'd go for a look at
the sunrise.’”

In seconds the first atmosphere-flier took
off. In minutes the last of them were gone.
They flew like great black birds beneath
the starlight, headed for the east to greet a
sun they had not expected to see again.

But the Mayor of Steadheim stayed behind.

“Hah!” he said, growling. “It's over my
head. I don't know what happened and I
never expect to understand. How are my
sons in the new galaxy?”

“Fine when last we heard,” said Dona,
smiling - “Come into the ship.”

He tramped into the living space of the
Starshine. He eased himself into a seat

“Now tell me what's gone on, and what's
happened, and why!” he commanded dicta-
torially.

Kim told him, as well as he could. The
Mayor of Steadheim fumed.

“Took over the twenty-one planets, eh?”
he sputtered. “We'll attend to that We'll
take a few ships, go over there, and punish
'em.”

“Y suspect they've pulled out,” said Kim.
“If they haven't, they will. And soon! The
Gracious Majesties and Magnificents, and the
other planetary rulers who essayed some
easy conquests, have other need for their
soldiers now. Plenty of need!”

“Eh, what?” cried the mayor. “What's the
matter? Those rulers have got to have a
legson! We didn't try to free the whole
galaxy hecause it was too big a job. But it
looks like we'll have to try!”

“I doubt the need.” said Kim, amused.
“After all it's the disciplinary circuit which
has enslaved the human race. When the
psychogram of every citizen is on file, and
a disciplinarian has only to put his eard in
the machinery and press a button to have
that man searched out by disciplinary—cireuit
waves and tortured, wherever he may be—
when that's possible—any government is ab-
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solute. Men can’t revolt when the whaole
population or any part of it can be tortured
at the ruler’s whim "

Dona's expression changed

“Kim!"” she said accusingly. “Those things
you got on Spicus Five and dropped on the
planets the soldiers came from—what were
they ?”

“I'll tell you,” said Kim. “The disciplinary
circuit is all right to keep eriminals in hand—
not rebels like us, but thieves and suéh—and
it does keep down the number of officials
who have to be supported by the state. Po-
lice and guards aren’t really needed on a
free planet with the disciplinary circuit in
action. It's a useful machine for the protec-
tion of law and order. The trouble is that,
like all machines, it's use has been abused.
Now it serves tyranny. So I made a device
to defend freedom.”

HE Mayor of Steadheim cocked a suspi-
cious eye upon him.

“I procured a little gadget,” said Kim. “I
dropped the gadget in various places where
it wasn’t likely to be found. If one man js
under disciplinary circuit punishment, or two
or three or four —that's nmot unreasonable on
a great planet—mnothing happens. But if
twenty-five or fifty or a hundred are pun-
ished at once, the disciplinary-circuit is
blown out as T just blew out that force-field
generator.”

The Mayor of Steadheim considered this
information.

“Ha~-hmmm!” he said profoundly.

“Criminals can be kept down, but a revolt
can’t be suppressed,” Kim went on. “The
soldiers who are occupying the twenty-one
planets will be called back to put down re-
volts, as soon as the people discover the disei-
plinary ecircuits on their planets are blowing
out, and that they blow out again as fast as
they're re-made and used.”

“Hm!” said the Mayor of Steadheim. “Not
bad! And the rebels will have some very
tasty ideas of what to do to the folk who've
tyrannized over them. No troops can stop a
revolt nowadays. Not for long!”

“No, not for long,” said Kim. " “No govern
ment will be able to rule with » dissa
population. Not if it has a little gadget hid
den somewhere that will blow out the disci
plinary circuit, if it's used to excess.”

“Good enough, good enough™ gru
the mayor. “When rulers are kept busy
isfying their people, they won't have time
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bother political offenders like us on Ades, or
start ware” He looked up “Space!” he
groaned. “Three hundred million planets!
How long before we can have them all fitted
out for freedom?”

Kim chuckled.

“1 explained the principle of the gadget 1o
a munitions-manufacturer on Spicus Five,”
he said drily. “I offered it to him in exchange
for a dozen samples made up to my order.
Does it occur to you ihat every tyrant and
every despoi and every king in the Galaxy
will be very, very happy to buy those little
gadgets at a fine fat price, to sow in the do-
minions of his neighbors? Then he needa't
fear them! Don't you see? And my muni-
tions=-maker friend will be tmpartially ready
to sell them to his neighbors. Theyll actu-
ally inereasse the market for military goods
for palace guards and the like.”

The Mayor of Steadheim puffed in his
breath until it looked as if he would explode.
Then he bellowed with laughter.

“Make the tyrants dethrone each other.”
he roared delightedly. *“They’ll weaken cach
other until they find they've their own people
to deal with. There'll be a fine seramble! 1
give it five vears, no more, before there's not
s king in the galaxy whao dares order an
execution without a jury-trial first!”

“A consummation devouily to be wished,”
said Kim, smiling. “I rather like the idea
myself.”

The mayor heaved himself up.

“Hah!™ he said, still chuckling. “I'll go
back to my wife and tell her to come out-

doors and look at the stars. What will you
two do next?”

“Sleep, 1 suspeet,” zaid Kim. It was all
over. The realization made him aware of how
tired he was. “We'll probably put in twenty-
four hours of just plain slumber. Then we'll
see if anything more needs te be done. and
then T guess Dona and 1 will kead hack to
Terranova. The Organizer there is worried
about a shortage of textiles.”

“To the devil with him.” grunted the May-
or of Steadheim. “We've had a shortage of:
sunlight! You're a good man, Kim Rendell.
'l tell my grandechildren about you, when
I have them.”

He waved grandly and went out. A little
later his flier took off, occulting stars as it
rose.

Kim closed the airlock door. He yawned
again.

“Kim," said Dona. “We had to break that
shield; but it was dangerous.”

“Yes"” szaid Kim. He vawned again. “So
it was. I'll be glad to get back to our house
on Terranova.”

“So will 1 said Dona. Her face had be-
come determined. “We shouldn’t even think
of leawing it again, Kim! We should—anchor
ourselves to it, =0 nobody would think of
asking us to leave.” :

“A good idea,” said Kim. “If it could be
done.”

Dona looked eritically at her fingers, but
she flushed suddenly.

“It could,” she said softly. “The best way
would be—children.” =

hiflbilly

"We're All Doomeci to a Horrible Death
If We Don't Act — Now!”

R. MURFREE was alarmed. His test showed that the whole
country was getring more radioactive. The normal count was

up ten times! Somebody had to get busy at the problem. It was
up to him to find Bud Gregory—and get to work.

“I'm the only person Bud will co-operate with,” Murfree told his
wife when she objected strenuously to his going out in quest of the *-"
nius. “I've gor to find him—or the radiation will increase and the
world will be filled with freaks, mutations, monsters. After that—more radiation
—and we'll all be doomed to a horrible death!”™

How Bud Gregory and Dr. Murfree handle this menace is described in THE
DEADLY DUST, by William Ficrgerald, mexc issue’s featured noveler. It's the

third in the Bud Gregory series and it eclipses the two previous stori far!
Look forward to a splendid reading treat! & el enh Sl
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THE BIG NIGHT

By HUDSON HASTINGS

When the outmoded space-ship “La Cucaracha” battles against
the inroads of space transmission, Logger Hilton must choose
between a bright future or a daring venture for a lost causel

CHAPTER 1
Last of the Hyper Ships

HE CAME Ilumbering up out of the
ecliptic plane of the planets like a
» wallowing space-beast, her jet tubes
scarred and stained, a molten streak across
her middle where Venus's turgid atmosphere
had scarred her, and every ancient spot-weld
in her fat body threatened to rip apart the
moment she hit stress again.
The skipper was drunk in his cabin, his
maudlin voice echoing through the com-
partments as he bewailed the unsympathetic

harshness of the Interplanetary Trade Com-
mission,

There was a mongrel crew from a dozen
worlds, half of them shanghaied. Logger
Hilton, the mate, was trying to make sense®
out of the tattered charts, and La Cucaracha,
her engines quaking at the suicidal thought,
was plunging ahead through space info the
Big Night.

In the control room a signal light flared.
Hilton grabbed a mike.

“Repair crew!’ he yelled. “Get out on the
skin and check jet A-six. Movel!”

He turned back to his charts, chewing hia
lip and glancing at the pilot, a tiny, inhunman

-

-




A Novelet of
the Spaceways

As tha cabin door burst opes,
Hilroa w’:‘l sguaail
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Selenite, with his arachnoid multiple limbs
and fragile-seeming body. Ts'ss—that was
his name, or approximated it- -was wearing
the awkward audio-converier mask that
could make his sub-sonic voice audible to
human ears, but, unlike Hilton, he wasn’t

i space-armor. No Lunarian ever
needed protection against deep space. In
their million years on the Moon, they had got
used to airlessness. Nor did the ship’s at-
maosphere bother Ts'ss. He simply didn’t
trouble to breathe it.

“Blast you, take it easy!"™
“Want to tear off our hide?”

Through the mask the Selenite’s faceted
eyes glittered at the mate,

“No, sir. I'm going as slowly as I can on
jet fuel. As soon as I know the warp
formulae, things up a bit”

“Ride it! Rxde it Sithnut jets!”

*We need the acceleration to switch over
to warp, sir.”

#Never mind,” HjISnn said. ‘T've got it
now. Somebody must have heen breeding
fruit-flies all over these charts. Here's the

Hilton said

dope.” He dictated a few equations that
Ts'ss' photographic memory assimilated at
once.

A distant howling came from far off.

“That's the skipper, I supposec,” Hilton said.
“T'l be back in a minute. Get into hyper
as soon as you ¢an, or we're apt to fold up
like an sccordion.”

““Yes, sir, Ah—DMr. Hilton?"

“Well?”

“¥ou might look at the fire extinguisher
in the Cap’n's room.”

“What for?"" Hilton asked.

Several of the Selenite’s multiple limbs
pantomimed the action of drinking. Hilton
grimaced, rose, and fought the acceleration
down the companionway., He shot a glance
at the visio-screen=z and saw they were past
Jupiter already, which was a rclief. Going
through the giant planet's gravity-pull
wouldn't have helped La Cucaracha's aching
bones. But they were safely past now. Safely!
He grinned wryly as he opened the eaptain’s
doar and went in.

APTAIN Sam Danvers was standing on

his bunk, making a speech to an im-
aginary Interplanetary Trade Commission.
He was a big man, or rather he had been
onece, but now the flesh had shrunk and he
was beginning to stoop a little. The skin of
his wrinkled face was nearly black with

space-tan. A stubble of gray hair stood
angrily.

Somehow, though, he looked like Logges
Hilton. Both were deep-space men. Hilion
was thirty years younger, but he, too, had
the same dark tan and the same look in his
blue eyes. There's an old saying that when
you go out into the Big Night, beyond Pluto's
orbit, that enormous emptiness gets into yo
and looks out through your eyes. Hilton had
that. So did Captain Danvers.

Otherwise—Hilton was huge and hea
where Danvers was a little frail now, and the
mate's broad chest bulged his white tuni
He hadn'’t had time yet to change from dress
uniform, though he knew that even thi
cellulose fabric couldn’t take the dirt of =
space-run without showing it. Not on La
Cucaracha, anyway.

But this would be his last trip on the old
tub,

Captain Danvers interrupted his speech
ask Hilton what the devil he wanted.
mate saluted.

‘Routine inspection, sir,” he observed, and
took down a fire extinguisher from the wall
Danvers sprang from the bunk, but Hilton
moved too fast. Before the eaptain reachec
him, Hilton had emptied the tank down the
nearest dispos.al vent.

“0ld juice,” he explained. “T'll refill her.

“Listen, Mr. Hilton," Danvers said, sway
ing slightly and stabbing a long ioreﬁ.ng&r a
the mate's nose. “If you think I had whis
in there, you're crazy.”

“Sure,” Hilton said. “I'm crazy as a loo
skipper. How about some caffeine?”

Danvers weaved to the disposal port =
peered down it vaguely.

“Caffeine, Huh? Look, if you haven’t gol
sense enough to take La Cu_earacha intd
hyper, you ought to resxgn

“Sure, sure. But in hyper it won't tak
long to get to Fna You'll have to handl
the agent there.” :

“Christic? 1—1 guess =z0.” Danvers sank
down on the bunk and held his head. 7'
guess I just got mad, Logger. TT'C—what d¢
they know about it? Why, we opened tha
trading post on Sirius Thirty" |

“L.ook, skipper, when you eame aboard ¥
were s0 hxgh you forgot to tell me about it
Hilton said. “You just said we'd ¢ 0w

course and to head for Fria. How come?” | J

“Interplanetary Trade Commission,” D
vers growled. “They had their crew check ,
inggover La Cucaracha.” i



THE BIG NIGHT 41

“1 knaow. Routine inspection.”

“Well, those fat slobs have the brass-
bound nerve to tell me my ship’s unsafe!
That the gravity-drag from Sirius is too
strong—and that we couldn’t go to Sirius

Thirty!”

“Could be they're right,” Hillon said
thoughtfully. “We had trouble landing on
Venus.”

“She’s old.” Danvers voice was defensive.
“But what of it? I've taken La Cucaracha
around Betelgeuse and plenty closer o Sirius
than Sirius Thirty. The old lady’s got what
it takes. They built atomic engines in those
days.”

“They're not building them now,” Hilton
said, and the skipper turned purple.
“Transmission of matter!” he snarled

“What kind of a erazy set-up is that? ¥You
get in a little machine on Earth, pull a switch,
and there yuu are on Venus or Bar Canopus
or—or Purgatory, if you like! I shipped on a
hyper-ship when T was thirteen, Logger. 1
grew up on hyper—ah.lps They're solid.
They're dependable. They'll take you where
you want to go. Hang it, it isn’t safe to space-
travel without an atmosphere around you,
even if it's only in a suit.”

“That reminds me,” Hilton said, "Where's
yours?”

“Ah I was too hot The refrigerating
unit’s haywire.”

The mate found the lightweight armor in a
closet and deftly began to repair the broken
switch.

“You don’t need to keep the helmet closed,
but you'd better wear the suit,” he said ab-
sently, “I've issued orders to the crew. All
but Ts'ss, and he doesn’t need any protec-
tion.”

Danvers looked up.
he asked quickly.

“Well, she could use an overhaul” Hilton
said, “I want to get into hvper-space fast
This straight running is a strain. I'm afraid
of landing, too.”

“Ub. Okay, there’ll be an overhaul when
we get back—if we make a profit. You know
how much we made this last trip. Tell you
what—you supervise the job and teke a
bigger cut for it"”

“How's she running?"

ILTON'S fingers slowed on the switch.
~He didn’t lgok around.
“T'll be looking for a new berth,” he said.
“Sorry, skipper But T won't be abwd after
this voyage =

There was silence behind him. Hilton
grimaced and began to work again on the
spacesuit, He heard Danvers say:

“You won’t find many hyper-ships needing
mates these days."

“I know. But I've got engineering train-
ing. Maybe they would use me on the matier-
transmitters. Or as an outposier—a trader.”

“QOh, for the love of Pete! Logger, what are
you talking about? A—trader? A filthy out-
poster? You're a hyper-ship man!”

“In twenty vears there won't be a hyper=
ship running,"” Hilton said.

“You're a liar. There'll be one.”

“She'll fall apart in a coupla of months!™
Hilton said angrily. “Pm not going to argue.
What are we after on Fria, the fungus?”

After a pause Danvers answered.

“What else is there on Fria? Sure, the
fungus. I's pushing the season a little. We're
not due there for thrée weeks Earth-time,
but Christie always keeps a supply on hand.
And that big hotel chain will pay us the
regular cut. Blamed if I know why people
eat that garbage, but they pay twenty bucks
a plate for it.”

“It could mean a profit, then,” Hilton said.
“Provided we land on Friz without falling
apart.” He tossed the repaircd suit on the
bunk beside Danvers, “There you are, skip~
per. I'd better get back to controls. We'll
be hitting hyper pretty soon.”

Danvers leaned over and touched a button
that opened the deadlight. He stared at the
star-screen.

"You won't get this on a matter-transmit-

r,” he sgaid slowly. "“Look ai it, Logger.”

Hllton leaned forward and looked across
the Captain's shoulder. The void blazed. Tao
one gide a great are of Jupiter’s titan bulk
glared coldly bright. Several of the moons
were riding in the screen's field, and an
asteroid or two caught Jupiter's Light in their
tenuous satmospheres and hung like shining
veiled miniature worlds against that blazing
backdrop. And through and beyond the
shining stars and moons and planets showed
the Big Night, the black emptiness that beats
like an ocean on the rim of the Solar System.

“Sg it's pretty,” Hilton said. “But it's cold,
toa.”

“Maybe. Maybe it is. But I like it. Well,
get a job as a trader, you jackass. T'll stick
todi:a Cucaracha. I know I can trust the old
la .ll

For answer the old lady jumped violently

and gave a wallowing lurch.
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ILTON instantly exploded out of the
cabin. The ship wase bucking hard.
Behind him the mate heard Danvers shout-
ing something about incompetent pilots, but
he knew it probably wasn't the Selenite's
fault. He was in the control cabin while La
Cucaracha was still shuddering on the down-
swing of the last jump. Ts'ss was a tornado
of motion, his mulitiple legs serabbling fran-
tically at a dozen instruments.

“I'1 call the shot!" Hilton snapped, and
Ts’ss instantly concentrated on the incredibly
complicated controls that were guiding the
ship into hyper.

The mate was at the auxiliary board. He
jerked down levers.

“Hyper stations!” he shouted. “Close hel-
mets! "Grab the braces, you sun-jumpers!
Here we go!”

A needle swung wildly across a gauge,
hovering at the mark. Hilton dropped into a
seat, sliding his arms under the curved
braces and hooking his elbows around them.
His ankles found similar supports beneath
him. The visor screens blurred and shim-
mered with crawling colors, flicking back
and forth, on and off, as La Cucaracha fought
the see-saw between hyper and normal

space.

Hilton fried another mike. “Captain Dan-
vers. Hyper stations. All right?"”

“Yeah, I'm in my suit,” Danvers' wvoice
said. “Can you take it? Need me? What's
wrong with Ts'ss?"

“The vocor at my board blew out, Cap'n.,”
Ts'ss said. '“I couldn’t reach the auxiliary.”

“We must need an overhaul bad,” Danvers
said, and cut off.

Hilton grinned. “We need a rebuilding
job,” he muttered, and let his fingers hang
over the control buttons, ready in case Ts'ss
slipped.

But the Selenite was like 5 precision ma-
chine; he never slipped. The old Cucaracha
shook in every brace. The atomic engines
channeled fantastic amounts of energy into
the dimensional gap. Then, suddenly, the
see-saw balanced for an instant, and in that
split-second the ship slid across its power-
bridge and was no longer matter. It no
longer existed, in the three-dimensional
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plane. To an observer, it would have
vanished. But to an observer in hyper-space,
it would have sprung into existence from
white nothingness.

Except that there were no hyper-spatial
observers. In fact, there wasn't anything in
hyper—it was, as some scientist had once
observed, just stuff, and nobody knew what
the stuff was. It was possible to find out
some of hyper's properties, but you couldn't
go much farther than that. It was white, and
it must have been energy, of a sort, for it
flowed like an inconceivably powerful tide,
carrying ships with it at speeds that would
have destroyed the ersw in normal space.
Now, in the grip of the hyper current, La
Cucaracha was racing toward the Big Night
at a velocity that would take it past Pluto’s
orbit in a matter of seconds.

But you couldn’t see Pluto. You had to
work blind here, with instruments. And if
you got on the wrong level, it was just too
bad—for you!

Hastily Hilton checked the readings. This
was Hyper C-758-R. That was right. On
different dimensional levels of hyper, the
flow ran in various directions. Coming back,
they'd alter their atomic structure to ride
Hyper M-75-1.,, which rushed from Fria
toward Earth and beyond it.

“That's that,! Hilton said, relaxing and
reaching for a cigarette. “Ne meteors, no
stress-strain problems—just drift till we get
close to Fria. Then we drop out of hyper,
and probably fall apart.”

An annunciator clicked. Somebody said:

“Mr. Hilton, there's some trouble.”

“There is. Okay, Wiggins. What now?”

“One of the new men. He was out skinside
making repairs.”

“You had plenty of time to get back in-
side," snapped Hilton, who didn't feel quite
as sure of that as he sounded. “I called
hyper stations.”

“Yes, sir. But this fella’s new. Looks like
he never rode a hyper-ship before. Anyhow,
his leg’s broken. He's in sick bay.”

Hilton thought for a moment. La
Cuceracha was understaffed anyway. Few
good men would willingly ship on such an
antique.

“I'l come down,” he said, and nodded at
Ta'ss. Then he went along the companion-
way, glancing in at the skipper, who had
gone to slecp. He used the handholds to
pull himself along, for there was no acceler-
ative gravity in hyper. In sick bay he found
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the surgeon, who doubled in brass as cools,
finishing a traction splint on a pale, sweating
voungster who was allernately swearing
feebly and groening.

“What's the matter with him?"
asked.

Bruno, the sawbones, gave a casual soft
salute. “Sirnple fracture. I'm giving him a
walker-splint, so he’ll be able to get around.
And he shot his cockies, so he can't be used
te hyper.” P

“Looks like it,” Hilton said, studying the
patient. The boy opened his eyes, glared at
Hilton.

“] was shanghaied!” he yelped. “I'll sue
vou for all you're worth!”

Hilton

HE first officer was unperturbed.
: “I'm not the skipper, I'm mate,"” Hil-
ton said. “And I can tell you right now that
we're not worth much. Ever hear aboul
diseipline?”

“T was ied!”

“I know it. That's the only way we ecan
get a full crew fo sign articles on La
Cucaracha. I mentioned diseipline. We don’t
bother much with it here. Just the same,
you'd better call me Mister when people are
around, Now shut up and relax. Give him a
sadative, Bruno.”

“No! 1 want to send a spacegram!”

“We're in hyper. You can’t, What's your
name?”

“Saxon.  Luther Saxon. I'm one of the
consulting engineerg on Transmat.”

“The matter—transmission gang? What
were you doing around the space-docks?”

Saxon gulped. “Well—uh—I go out with
the technical crews to supervise new instal-
lations. We'd just finished a Venusian trans-
misgsion station. 1 went out for a few drinks
—that was all! A few drinks, and—"

“You went to the wrong place' Hilton
said, amused., “Some crimp gave you a
Mickey. Your name's on the articles, any-
how, so you're stuck, unless yvou jump ship.
Your can send a message from Fria, but it'd
take a thousand years to reach Venus or
Earth. Betier stick around, and you can ride
back with us.”

“On this crate? 1t isn’t safe. She's so old
I've got the jitters every time 1 take a deep
breath.”

“Well, stop breathing,” Hilton said curtly.
La Cucaracha was an old tramp, of course,
but he had shipped on her for a good many
years. It was all right for this Transmat man

to talk; the Transmat crews never ran any
risks.

“Hyer been on a hyper-ship before?” he
asked.

Naturally," Saxon said. “As a passenger!
We have to gel to a planet belore we ean
install a transmission station, don’t we?”

“Uh-huh.” Hilton studied the scowling
face on the pillow. “You're notl a passenger
now, though.”

“My leg's broken.”

“You got an engineering degree?”

Saxon hesitated and finally nodded.

“All right, you'll be assistant pilot. You
won’t have to wallk much to do that. The
pilot’ll tell you what to do. You can earn
wour mess that way.”

Saxon sputtered protests.

*One thing,!" Hilton said. “Betier not tell
the skipper you're a Transmat man. He'd
hang you over one of the jets. Send him
for'rd when he's fixed up, Bruno.”

“Yessir,” Bruno said, grinning faintly. An
old deep-space man, he didn’t like Transmat

ither

ei X

Hilton pulled himself back to the control
room, He sat down and watched the white
visoscreens. Most of Tg'ss’ many arms were
idle. This was routine now,

“You're getting an assistant,” Hilton said
after a while. “Tramn him fast. That'll give
us all a break. If that fat-headed Callistan
pilet hadn’t jumped on Venus, we'd be set.”

“This is a short voyage,” Ts'ss said. “It's a
fast hyper-flow on this level.”

*¥eah. This new guy. Don’t tell the skip-
per, but he's a Transmat man.”

Ts'ss laughed a little.

“That will pass, loo,” he said. “We're an
old race, Mr. Hilton. Earthmen are bahies
compared to the Selenites. Hyper-ships are
fading out, and eventually Transmat will
fade out too, when something else comes.”

“We won't [ade,” Hillon said, rather sur-
prised to find himself defending the skipper’s
philogophy. “Your people haven't—you Sele-
nites.”

“Some of us-are left, that's true,” Ts'ss said
softly. “Not many. The great days of the
Selenite Empire passed very long aso. But
there are still a few Selenites left, like me.”

*“You keep going, don't you? You can't

" kill off a—a race.”

“Nol easily. Not at once. But you can,
aventually. And you can kill a tradition, too,
though it may take a long time But you
know what the end will be.”
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“Oh, shut up,” Hilton said. “You talk too
mueh.”

Ts'ss bent again above the controls. La
Cucaracha fled on through the white hyper-
flow, riding as smoothly as the day she had
been launched.

UT when they reached Fria, it would
be rough space and high gravity. Hil-
ton grimaced.

He thought: So what? This is just ancther
voyage, The fate of the universe deesn't
depend on it. Nothing depends on it, except,
mayvbe, whether we make enough profit to
have the old lady overhauled. And that
won't matter to me for its my last vovage
into the Big Night.

He watched the sereens. He could not see
it, but he knew that it hung bevond the uni-
versal whiteness, in a plane invisible to his
eyes. The little sparks of worlds and suns
glowed in its immensity, but never bright-
ened it. It was too vast, too implacable. And
even the giaft suns would be quenched in its
ocean, in the end. As everything else would
be gquenched, as everything moved on the
tides of time into that huge darkness.

Thai was progress. A wave was born and
gathered itself and grew—and_ broke. A
newer wave was behind it. And the old one
slipped back and was lost forever. A few
foam-flecks and bubbles remained, like Ts'ss,
remnant of the giant wave of the ancient
Selesnite Empire.

" The Empire was gone. It had fought and
ruled a hundred worlds, in Its day. But, in
the end, the Big Night had conguered and
swallowed it

As it would swallow the last hyper-ship
eventually. . . .

They hit Fria six days later, Earth time.
And hit was the word. One of Ts'ss' chitin-
covered arms was snapped off by the impact,
but be didn't seem to mind. He couldn’t feel
pain, and he could grow another limb in a
few weeks. The crew, strapped to their land-
ing braces, survived with minor bruises.

Luther Saxon, the Transmat man, was in
the auxiliary pilot’s seat—he had enough

ized engineering training so that he
learned the ropes fast—and he acquired a
blue bump on his forehead. but that was all.
La Cuecaracha had come out of hyper with a
jolt that strained her fat old carcass to the
Jimit, and the atmosphcre and gravity of
Fria was the penultimate straw. Seams
ripped, a jet went out, and new molten

you get my message? No, | guess

streaks appeared on the white-hot hull.

The crew had been expecting liberty.
There was no time for that Hilton told off
working gangs te relieve each other at six-
hour intervals, and he said, rather casually,
that Twilight was out of hounds. He knew
the crew would ignore that order. There was
no ‘way to keep the men aboard, while Twi-
light sold liguoer and evem more eflective
escape-maechanisms; Still, there were few
women on Fria, and Hilton hoped that
enough working stiffs would keep on the job
to get l.a Cucaracha repaired and space-
worthy beforé the fungus cargo was loaded.

He knew that Wiggins, the second mate,
would do his best. For him=elf he went with
the skipper in search of Christie, the Fria
trader. The way led through Twilight, the
roofed setlement that was shielded from the
hot, diamond-hright glare of the primary. It
wasn't big, But then Fria was an outpost,
with a floating population of a few hundred.
They came in and out with the ships and the
harvest seasons. If necessary, Hilton thought,;
sore of the bums could be shanghunied. Stil,
it wasn't too likely that any of the crew
would desert. None of them would be paid
off till they were back in the Solar System.

They found Christie in his plasticoid cabin,
a fat, bald, sweating man puffing at a huge
meerschaumn pipe. He looked up, startled,
and then resignedly leaned back in his chair
and waved them to =eats.

“Hello Chris,” Danvers said. “What's
new?" ]

“Hello, Skipper. Hi, Logger. Have a good
trip?”

“The landing wasn’t so good,” Hilton said.
“Yeah, I heard about it. Drinks?”
“Afterward,” Danwvers said, though
eyes gleamed. “Let's clean up the busin
firet. Got a good shipment ready?”
Christie smoothed one of his fat glistening
“Well—you're a ecouple of weeks

“You keep a stock-pile.”
The treder grunted. “Fact is—look, didn’

wasn’t time. 1 sent a spacemail on the B
Sky last week for you, Skipper.”

Hilton exchanged glances with Danvers

“You sound like bad news, Chris”
said. “What is it?”

Christie said uncomfortably, "I can’t h
it. You can't meet competition Lke ’I‘r .
mat. You ecan’t afford to pay their
You got running expenses on La Cuca
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Jet-fuel costs dough, and—well, Transmat
sets up a transmitling station, pays for it, and
the job's done, except for the power outlay,
With atomic, what does that amount to?"

ANVERS was growing red.
P “Is Transmat setting up a station
here?” Hilton said hastily.

“Yeah. I can’t stop 'em. It'll be ready in a
couple of months.”

“But why?” The fungus isn't worth it.
There isn’t enough market. You're pulling a
bluff, Chris. What do you want? A bigger
cut?”

Christie regarded his meerschaum, “Nope,
Remeimber the ore tesis twelve years ago?
There's valuable ores on Fria, Logger. Only
it's got to be refined plenty. Otherwise it's
too bulky for shipment. And the equipment
would cost too much to freight by spaceship.
It's big stuff-—I mean big.”

Hilton glanced at Danvers. The skipper
was purple now, but his mouth was clamped
tightly.

“But—hold on, Chris. How can Transmat
get around that? By sending the crude ores
to Earth in their gadgets?”

“The way 1 heard it,” Christie said, “is
that they're going to send the refining ma-
chines here and set 'em up right on Fria.- All
they need for that is oue of their transmitters.
The field can be expanded to take almost
anything, you know. Shucks you could move
a planet that way if you had the power!
They'll do the refining here and transmit the
refined ores back Earthside.”

“So they want ores,” Danvers said softly.
“They don't want the fungus, do they?"

Christie nodded. ‘It looks like they do. I
had an offer, A big one, I can't afford to
turn it down, and you can’t afford to meet it,
Skipper. You know that as well as T do.
Thirteen bucks a pound.”

Danvers snorted. Hilton whistled.

“No, we can't meet that,” he said. “But
hew can they afford to pay it?"

“Quantity.: They channel everything
through their transmitiers. They set one up
on a world, and there's a door right to Earth
—or any planet they name. One job won't
net them much of a profit, but a million jobs
—and they take everything! So what can I
do, Logger?”

Hilton shrugged. The captain stood wup
abruptly.

Christie stared at his pipe.

“Look, Skipper. Why not try the Orion

Secondaries? - I heard there was a bumper
crop of bluewood gum there.”

“I heard that a month ago,” Danvers said.
“Seo did everybody else. It's cleaned out by
now, Besides, the old lady won’t stand a trip
like that. I've got to get an overhaul fast,
and a good one, back in the System.”

There was a silence. Christie was sweating
harder than ever. “What about that drink?”
he suggested. “We can maybe figure a way.”

“I can still pay for my own drinks,"” Dan-
vers lashed out. He swung around and was
gone.

“Jehoshaphat, Logger!”
“What could I do?”

“It's not your faull, Chris,” Hilton said.
“I'll see youlater, unless—anyhow, I'd better
get after the skipper. Looks like he's head-
ing for Twilight.”

He followed Danvers, but already he had
lost hope.

Christie said.

CHAPTER III

Danvers Lays the Course

'.Ii'WO days later the skipper still
drunik. b

In the half-dusk of Twilight Hilton went
into a huge, cool barn where immense fans
lkept the hot air in circulation, and found
Danvers, as usual, at a back table, a glass in
his hand. He was talking to a tiny-headed
Canopian, one of that retrovelved race that
is only a few degrees above the moron level,
The Canopian looked as though he was
covered with black plush, and his red eyes
glowed startlingly through the fur. He, too,
had a glass.

Hilton walked over to the two. “Skipper,”
he said.

“Blow,"” Danvers said. “I'm talking to this
guy.ﬂ

Hilton looked hard at the Canopian and
jerked his thumb. The red-eyed shadow
picked up his glass and moved away quick-
ly. Hilton sat down.

“We're ready to jet off,”" he said.

Danvers blinked at him blearily. “You in-
terrupted me, mister. I'm busy.”

“Buy a case and finish your binge aboard,”
Hilton said. “If we den’t jet soon, the crew
will jump.”

nm Im.l'l
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“Okay, Then who'll work La Cucaracha
back to Earth?"

“If we go back to Earth, the old lady will
land on the junk-pile,” Danvers said furious-
Iy. “The ITC won't authorize another voyage
without a rebuilding job.”

“You ean borrow dough.”

(llh!"

Hilton let out his breath with a sharp,
angry sound, “Are you sober enough to
understand ‘me? Then listen. I've talked
Saxon around.”

“Who's Saxon?"”

“He was shanghaied on Venus. Well—he’s
a Transmat engineer,” Hilton went on guick-
1y before the skipper could speak. “That was
a mistake., The crimp’s mistake and ours.
Transmat stands behind its men. Saxon
looked up the Transmat erew om Fria, and
their superintendent paid me a visit. We're
in for trouble. A damage suit. But theres
one way out. No hyper-ship’s due to hit
Fria for months and the matter-transmitter
won't be finished within two menths. And it
secms Trdsmat has a shortage of engineers,
X we can get Saxon back to Venus or Earth
fast. he'll cover. There'll be no suit,”

“Maybe he'll cover. But what about Trans-
mat7?” ;

“If Saxon won't sign a complaint, what ean

they do?” Hilton shrugged. “It's our only
out now.”
Danvers' brown-splotched fingers played

with his glass.

“A Transmst man,” he muttered. “Ah-h.
Bo we go back Earthside. What then? We're
stuck.” He loocked under his drooping lids
at Hilton, “I mean I’'m stuck. I forgot you're
jumping after this vovage.”

“I'm not jumping. 1 sign for one voyage at
2 time. What do you want me to do, any-
how?™

“Do what you like. Run out on the old
Jady. You're no deep-space man.” Danvers
spat.

“I know when I'm licked,” Hilton said.
““The smarti thing then is to fight in your own
weight, when you're ouiclassed on points,
not wait for the knockout. You've had engi-
neering training. You ecould get on with
Transmat, too.”

For a second Hiiton thought the skipper
was going to throw the glass at him. Then
Danvers dropped back in his chair, trying to
force a smile.

“I shouldn’t blow my top over that” he
said, with effort. “It's the truth.”

“Yeah. Well—are you coming?”

“The old lady’s ready to jet off?” Dan-
vers said. “Pll come, then. Have a drink
with me frst.”

“We haven't time.”

With drunken dignity Danvers stood up.
“Don't get too big for your boots, mister.
The voyage isn't over yet. 1 said have a
drink! That's an order.”

“Okay, okay!” Hilton said.
Then we go?”

“Sure.”

Hilton gulped the liguor without tasting it.
Rather too late, he felt the stinging ache on
his tongue. But before he could spring to
his feet, the greal dim room folded down
upon him like a collapsing umbrella, and
he lJost consciousness with the bitter realiza-
tion that he had been Mickeyed like the
rawest greenhorn. But the skipper had
poured that drink. . . .

HE dreams were confusing. He was

fighting something, but he didn’t know
what. Sometimes it changed its shape, and
sometimes it wasn't there at all, but it was
always enormous and terribly powerful.

He wasn't alwavs the same, either. Some-
times he was the wide-eyed kid who had
shipped on Starhopper, twenty-five years
ago, to take his first jump into the Big Night.
Then he was a little older, in a bos'n’s berth,
his eye on a master’s ticket, studying, through
the white, unchangeable days and nights of
hyper-space. the intricate logarithms a
skilled pilot must know.

He seemed to walk on a treadmill toward a
goal that slid away, never guite within reach.
But he didn't know what that goal was. Tt
shone like success. Maybe it was success.
But the treadmill had started moving before
he’d really got started. In the Big Night a
disembodied voice was crying thinly:

“You're in the wreng game, Logger
Thirty vears ago you'd have a future in
hyper-ships. Not any more. There's a new
wave coming up. Get out, or drown.”

A red-eyed shadow leaned over him. Hil-
ton fought out of his dream. Awkwardly he
jerked up his arm and knocked away the
glass at his lips. The Canoplan let out a
shrill, harsh ery. The hiquid that had been in
the glass was coalescing in midair into a
shining sphere.

The glass floated—and the Canopian fioated
too. They were in hyper. A few lightweight
straps held Hilton to his bunk, but this was

“Ome drink.



THE BIG NIGHT 47

his own cabin, he saw. Dizzy, drugged weak-
ness swept into his brain.

The Canopian struck a wall, pushed strong-
Iy, and the recoil shot him toward Hil'on
The mate ripped free from the restraining
straps. He reached out and gathered in a
handful of furry hlack plush. The Camplan
elawed at his eyes.

“Captain!” he screamed.
vers!”

Pain gouged Hilion's cheek as his op-
ponent’s talons drew blood. Hilton roared
with fury. He shot a blow at the Canopian’s
jaw, but now they were floating free, and the
punch did no harm. In midair they grappled,
the Canopian incessantly screaming in that
thin, insane shrilling.

The door-handle clicked twice. There was
a voice outside—Wiggins, the second. A
decp thudding came. Hilton, still weak,
tried to keep the Canopian away with jolting
blows. Then the door erashed open, and Wig-
gins pulled himself in.

“Dzann!"” he said. “Stop it!"”" He drew a jet-
pistol and leveled il at the Canopian.

On the threshold was a litle group. Hilton
saw Saxon, the Transmat man, gaping therc,
and other crew-members, hesitating, unsure.
Then, suddenly, Captain Danvers' face ap-

behind the others, twisted, strained
with tension.

The Canopian had retreated to a corner
and was making mewing, frightened noises.

“What happened, Mr. Hilton?7" Wiggins
said. “Did this tomecat jump you?"

Hilton was so used to wearing deepspace
armor that till now he had searcely realized
its presence, His helmet was hooded back,
like that of Wiggins and the rest. He pulled
a weight from his belt and threw it aside; the
reaction pushed him toward a wall where he
gripped a brace.

“Does he go in the brig?” Wiggins asked.

“All right, men,” Danvers said quietly.
“Let me through.” He propelled himself in-
to Hilton's cabin. Glances of discomfort and
vague distrust were leveled at him. The skip-
per ignored them,

“Dzann!” he said. “Why aren't you wear-
ing your armor? Put it on. The rest of you
—pget to your stations. You too, Mr. Wiggins.
I'll handle this."

Still Wiggins hesitated. He started to say
something,

“What are you waiting for?"” Hilton said.
*“Tell Bruno to bring some coffee. Now beat
it.” He maneuvered himself into a sitting

“Captain Dan-

position on his bunk. From the tail of his eye
he saw Wiggins and the others go out.
Dzann, the Canopian, had picked up a suit
from the corner and was awlkwardly getting
into it.

Danvers carefully closed the door, testing
the broken lock.

“Got to have that fixed,” he murmured
“It isn’t shipshape this way.” He found a
brace and stood opposite the mate, his eyes
ecool and watchful, the strain still showing on
his tired face. Hilton reached for a cigarette.

“Next time your fomeat jumps me, I'll
burn a hole through him,” he promised.

“I stationed himn here to guard you, in
case there was trouble,” Danvers said. “To
take care of you if we cracked up or ran into
danger. I showed him how to close your hel-
met and start the oxygen.”

“Expect a half-witted Canopian to re-
member that?” Hilton said. “You also teld
him to'keep drugging me.” He reached to-
ward the shining liquid sphere floating near
by and pushed a forefinger into it. He tasted
the stuff. “Sure. Vakheesh. That's what you
slipped in my drink on Fria. Suppose you
start talking, skipper. What's this Canopian
doing aboard?”

“I signed him,” Danvers said.

“For what? Supereargo?”

ANVERS answered that efnotionlessly,
wat.ching Hillon.

“Cabin-boy."”

“Yeah. What did you tell Wiggins? About
me, I mean?”

“1 said you'd got doped up,” Damrers said,
grinning. “You were doped, t0o.”

“I'm not now.” Hilton's tone rang hard.
“Suppose you tell me where we are? I can
find out, I can get the equations from Ts'ss
and run chart-lines. Are we on M-Seventy-
Five-L7"

“No, we're not. We're riding another
level.”

“Where to?"

Thc Canopian shrilled, “I don't know

Has no name. Double sun it has.”

“You crazy!” Hillon glared at the skipper.
“Are you heading us for a double primary?”

Danvers still grinned. “Yeah. Not only
that, but we're going to land on a planet
thirty thousand miles from the suns—
roughly.”

Hilton flicked on his deadlight and looked
at white emptiness.

“Closer than Mercury is to Sol. You can’{
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do it. How big are the primaries?”

Danvers told him.

“All right. It's suicide You know that
La Cucaracha won't take it”

“The old lady will take anvthing the Big
Night can hand out.”

“Not this. Don’t kid yourself, She might

have made it bauk to Barth—with a Lamar

h.ndjng—but you're riding into a meat-

dﬂ T

“I haven't for gotteu my astrogation,” Dan-
vers said. “We're coming out of hyper with
the planet between us and the primaries. The
pull will land us.”

“In small pieces,” Hilton agreed. “Too bad
you didn’t keep me doped. If you keep your
mouth shut, we'll replot cur course to Earth
and nobady'll get hurt. If you want to start
something, it'll be mutiny, and I'll take my
chances at Admiralty.”

The captain made a noise that sounded hke
lnug'hter

ngill.." said, “Suit voursell. Go
look at the equations. I'll be in my ecahin
when fou want me. Come on, Dzann.”

He pulled himsell into the companionway,
the Canopian gliding behind him as silently
as a shadow.
~ Hilton met Brunoc with eoffee as he fol-
Jowed Danvers. The mate grunted, seized
the covered cup, and sucked in the liguid
with the deftness of long practise under anti-
gravity conditions. Bruno watched him.

“All right. sir?” the cook-surgeon said.

“Yeah. Whv not?”

“Well —the rnen are wondering

“What about?”

I dunno, sir. You've never—wyou've al-
ways commanded the launchings, sir. And
that Canopian—the men don’t like him They
think something’s wrong.”

“Oh, they do, do they?” Hilton said grimly.
“I'll come and hold their hands when they
turn in for night-watch. They talk too
much.”

He scowled at Bruno and went on toward
the control room. Though he had mentioned
mutiny to the skipper, he was too old a hand
to condone it, except in extremity. And
discipline had to be mainfained, even though
Danvers had apparently gone crazy.

Ts’ss and Saxon were at the panels. The
Selenite slanted a glittering stare at him, but
the impassive mask under the audio-filter
showed no expression. Saxon, however,
swung around and began talking excitedly.

“What's happened, Mr. Hilton? Some-

thing's haywire, We should be ready for an
Barth-landing by now. But we're not. I
don’t know enough about these equations in
chart back, and Ts'ss won’t tell me a blamed
thing.”

“There's nothing to tell.™ Ts'ss said. Hiiton
reached past the Selenite and picked up a
folder of ciphered figures. He said absently
to Saxon:

“Pipe down.
thi81"

He studied the equations.

He read death in them.

I want to concentrate on

CHAPTER IV
Gamble With Death

OGGER HILTON went into the skip-
per's cobin, put his back against the
wall, and started cursing Buently and sofily.
};W'hm he had finished Danvers grinned at
im,

“Through?” he asked

Hilton switched his stare to the Canopian,
who was crouched in a cormer, furtively
loosening the locks of his spacesuit.

“That applies to you, too. tomcat,” he said

“Dzann won't mind $et” Danvers said.
“He isn't bright enough o resent cussing.
And I don’t care, as lomg as I get what we
want. Still geing to mutiny and head for
Earth?”

“No, I'm not,” Hilten said With angry
patience he ticked off points on his fingere.
“You ecan’t switch from ome hyper-plane to
another without dropping inte ordinary space
first, for the springboard If we went back
into normal space, the impect might tear
La Cucaracha into tiny pieces We'd he in
suits, floating free, a bundred million miles
from the nearest planet Right now we're in
a fast hyper-flow heasding for the edge of the
universe, apparently.”™

“There's one planet within reach,” Dan-
vers said.

“Sure. The one that's thirty thousand miles
from a double primary. And nothing else”

“Well? Suppose we do crack up? We can
make repairs once we land on a planet. We
can get the materials we need You can’t do
that in deep space. 1 know landing on this
world will be a job. But it's that or nothing
—mnow."”

“What are you after?”




.

Danvers began to explain:

“This Canopian—Dzann—he made a voy-
age once, six years ago. A tramp hyper-
ship. The controls froze, and the tub was
heading for outside. They mada an emer-
gency landing just in out a
planet that had been detected and charted,
but never wvizited. They repaired there, and

came back into the trade routes, But there’

was a guy aboard, an Earthman who was
chummy with Dzann. This guy was smart,
and he'd been in the drug racket I think.
Not many people know what raw, growing
paraine looks like, but this fellow knew. He
didn't tell anybody. He took samples, in-
tending to raise money, charter a ship, and
pick up a cargo later. But he was knifed in
some dive on Callisto. He didn't die right
away, though, and he liked Dzann, So he
gave Dzann the information.”

“That halfwit?” Hilton said. “How could
he remember a course?"

“That's one thing the Canopians can re-
member. They may be morons, but they're
fine mathematicians. It's their one talent.”

“It was a good way for him to bum a drink
and get a free berth,” Hilton said

“No. He showed me the .1 can
talk his lingo, a little, and that's why he was
willing to let me in on his secret, back on
Fria. Okay. Now. We land on this planet—
it hasn’t been named—and load a cargo of
paraine, We repair the old lady, if she needs
it—"

“She will!”

“And then head back.”

“To Barth?”

“I think Silenus. It's an easier landing.”

“Now you're worrying about landings™
Hilton said bitterly. “Well, there’s nothing
I can do about it, T suppose. I'm stepping out
after this voyage. What's the current markst
quotation on paraine?” :

“Fifty a pound. At Medical Center, if
that’s what you mean.”

“Big money,” the mate said. “You can buy
a new ship with the profits and still have a
pile left for happy days."

“You'll get your cut.”

“T'm still quitting.” :

“Not till this voyage is over,” Danvers
said. “You're mate on La Cucaracha.” He
chuckled. “A deep-space man has plenty of
tricks up his sleeve—and Tve been at it
longer than you.”

“Sure,” Hilton said. “You're smart. But
you forgot Saxon. He'll throw that damage

::it against you now, with Transmat behind
m-ll

Danvers merely shrugged. “I'll think of
something. It's your watch. We have about
two hundred hours before we come out of
hyper. Take it, mister.”

He was laoghing as Hilton went out. . . .

In two hundred hours a good deal can hap-
pen, It was Hilton's job to see that it didn't
Luckily, his reappearance had reassured the
crew, for when masters fight, the erew ‘will
hunt for trouble, But with Hilton moving
about La Cucaracha, apparently as casual and
assured as ever, even the second mate, Wig-
gins, felt better. Still, it was evident that they
;veren't heading for Barth. It was taking foo
ong.

only real trouble came from Saxon,
‘M and Hilton was able to handle that Not
easily, however. It had almost come to a
showdown, but Hilton was used to command-
ing men, and finally managed to bluff the
Transmat engineer. Dissatisfied but some-
what cowed, Saxon grumblingly subsided.

Hilton called him back.

“T'll do my best for you, Saxon. But we're
in the Big Night now. You're not in civilized
space. Don’t forget that the skipper knows
you. re a Transmat man, and he hates your

On a hyper=-ship, the Old Man's word
iz law. So—for your own mke—watch your
step"’

Saxon caught the implication. He paled
slightly, and after that managed to avoid the
captain.

Hilton kept busy checking and rechecking
La Cucaracha., No outside repairs could be
done in hyper, for there was no gravity, and
ordinary physical laws were inoperative—
magnetic shoes, for example, wouldn't work.
Only in the ship itself was there safety. And
that safety was illusory for the racking jars
of the spatial see-saw might disintegrate La
Cucaracha in seconds

Hilton called on Saxon. Not only did he
want technical aid, but he wanted to keep the
man busy. So the pair worked frantieally
over jury-rigged systems that would pro-
vide the strongest possible auxiliary bracing
for the ship. Torsion, stress and strain were
studied, the design of the craft analyzed. and
structural alloys X-ray tested.

Some flaws were found—La Cucaracha
was a very old lady—but fewer than Hilton
expected. In the end, it became chiefly a
matter of ripping out partitions and bulk-
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heads and using the material for extra
bracing.

But Hilton knew. and Saxon agreed with
him, that it would not be enough to cushion
the ship’s inevitable crash, -

There was one possible answer. They
sacrificed the after section of the craft. It
could be done, though they were racing
against time, The working crews mercilessly
cut away beams from aft and carried them
forward and welded them into position, so
that, eventually, the forward half of the ship
was tremendously strong and cut off, by
tough air-tight partitions, from a skeleton
after-half. And that half Holton flooded with
manufactured water, to aid in the cushioning
effect.

Danvers, of course, didn't like it But he
had' to give in. After all, Hilton was keeping
the ship on the skipper's course, insanely

as that was. If La Cucaracha sur-
vived, it would be because of Hilton. But
Captain Danvers shut himself in his cabin
and was sullenly silent.

Toward the end, Hilton and Ts'ss were
alone in the control room, while Saxon, who
had got interested in the work for its own
sake, superintended the last-minute jobs of
spot-bracing. Hilton, trying to find the right
hyper-space level that would take them back
to Earth sfter they had loaded the paraine
cargo, misplaced a denial point and began to
curse in a low, furious undertone.

He heard Ts'ss laugh softly and whirled
on the Selenite.

“"What's so fupny?” he demanded.

“It's not really funny, sir,” Ts'ss said.
“There have to be people like Captain Dan-
vers, in any big thing.”

“What are vou babbling about now?” he
asked curicusly,

Ts'ss shrugged. “The reason I keep ship-

ping on La Cucaracha is because I can he
busy and efficient aboard, and planets aren’t
for Selenites any more. We've lost our own
world. It died long ago, But I still remember
the old traditions of our Empire. If a tradi-
dition ever becomes great, it's because of the
men who dedicate themselves to it. That's
why anything ever hecame great And it's
why hyper-ships ¢ame to mean something,
Mr. Hilton. There were men who lived and
breathed hyper-ships. Men who worshipped
hyper-ships, as a man weorships a god. Gods
fall, but a few men will still worship at the
old altars. They can’t change. If they were
capable of changing, they wouldn’'t have

been the type of men to make thelr gods
great.”

“Been burning paraine?” Hilton demanded
unpleagantly. His head ached, and he didn’t
want to find excuses for the skipper.

“It's no drug-dream,” Ts'ss said. “What
about the chivalric traditions? We had our
Chyra Emperor, who fought for—"

“T've read about Chyra,” Hilton said. “He
was a Selenite King Arthur™

LOWLY Ts'ss nodded his head, keeping
his great eyes on Hilton.

“Exactly. A tool who was useful in his
time, because he served his cause with a
single devoiion. But when that cause died,
there was nothing for Chyra—or Arthur—to
do except die too. But until he did die, he
continued to serve his broken god, not be-
Lieving that it had fallen. Captain Danvers
will never believe the hyper-ships are pass-
ing. He will be & hyper-ship man until he
dies. Such men make causes great—but
when they outlive their cause, they are tragic

“Well, I'm not that eraxy.” Hilton growlod’
“I"'m going into some other game. Transmat
or something. Your'e a technician. Why
don’t you come with me after this voyage?”

“I like the Big Night ™ Ts'ss said. “And 1
have no world of my own —no living world.
There is nothing io—to make me want suc-
cess, Mr. Hilton. On La Cuecaracha I can do
as I want, But away from the ship. 1 find
that people don’t like Selenites. We are too
few to command respect or friendship any
more., And I'm quite old you know.”

Startled. Hilton stared at the Selenite.
There was no way 1o detect signs of age on
the arachnoid beings But they always knew,
infallibly, how long they had to live, and
could predict the exact moment of their
death.

Well, he wasn't old And he wasn'i a deep-
space man as Danvers was He followed no
lost causes. There was nothing to keep him
with the hyper-ships after this voyage, if
he survived.

A signal rang Hilton's stomach jumped up
and turned into ice, though he had been
anticipating this for hours. He reached for a

mike.
Saxon,

“All work ecompleted, Mr. Hilton,” said
Saxon's voice, strained but steady.
“Come up here. May need you. General
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call: stand by! Grab the braces. We're com-

ing in."
Then they hit the see-saw!

CHAPTER V

‘Hiltom’s Choice

-

O DOUBT about it, she was tough—

that old lady. She'd knocked around a
thousand worlds and ridden hyper for more
miles than a man could eount
had got into her from the Big Nighi, some-
thing stronger than metal bracing and hard
alloys. Call it soul, though there never was
a machine that had a soul. But since the first
log-eraft was launched on steaming seas,
men have known that a ship gets a soul—
from somewhere.

She hopped like a fea. She bucked like a
mad horse. Struts and columns snapped and
buckled, and the echoing companionways
were filled with an erratic crackling and
groaning as metal, strained beyond its
strength, geve way. Far too much energy
rushed through the engines. Bul the bat-
tered old lady took it and staggered on,
lurching, grunting, holding together some-
how.

The see-saw bridged the gap between two

types of space, and La Cucaracha yawed-

wildly down it, an indignity for an old lady
who, at her age, should ride sedately through
free void—but she was a hyper-ship first and
a lady second. She leaped into normal space.
The skipper had got his figures right. The
double sun wasn't visible, for it was eclipsed
by the single planet, but the pull of that
monstrous twin star clamped down like a
giant's titanic fst closing on La Cucaracha
and vanking her forward irresistibly.

There was no time to do anything except
gtab a few buttons. The powerful rocket-jets
blazed from La Cucaracha’s hull. The impact
stunned every man aboard. No watcher saw,
but the automatic recording charts mapped
what happened then.

La Cucaracha struck whal was, in effect, a
stone wall. Not even that could stop her.
But it slowed her enough for the minimum of
safety, and she flipped her stern. down and
erashed on the unnamed planet with all her
after jets firing gallantly, the flooded com-
partments cushioning the shock, and a part
of her neyer made of plastic or metal holding

her together against even that hammer-blow
struck at her by a world.

Air hissed out into a thinner atmosphere
and dissipated. The hull was half molten.
Jet-tubes were fused at a dozen spots. The
stern was hash.

But she was still—a ship.

The loading of cargo was routine. The men
had seen too many alien planets to pay much
attention fo this one. There was no breathable
air, so the crew worked in their suits—except
for three who had been injured in the crash,
and were in sick-bay. in a replenished at-
mosphere within the sealed compartments of
the ship. Bul only a few compartments were
so sealed. La Cucaracha was a sick old lady,
and only first aid could be administered here.

Danvers himself superintended that La
Cucaracha was his own, and he kept half
the erew busy opening the heat-sealed jets,
doing jury-rig repairs, and making the ves-
sel comparatively spaceworthy. He let Sax-
on act as straw-boss, using the enginger's
technical knowledge, though his eyes chilled
whenever he noticed the Transmat man.

As for Hilton, he went out with the other
half of the crew to gather the paraine crop.
They used strong-vacuum harvesters, run-
ning long, flexible carrier tubes back to La
Cuearacha’s hold, and it took two weeks of
hard, driving effort to load a full cargo. But
by then the ship was bulging with paoraine,
the repairs were completed, and Danvers
had charted the course to Silenus.

Hilton sat in the conirol recom with Ts'ss
and Saxon, He opened a wall compartment,
glanred m, and closed it again. Then he
nodded at Saxon.

“The skipper won’t change his mind,” he
said. “Silenus is our mext port. I've never
been there.”

“T have,” Ts'ss said. “T'll tell you about it
later."”

Saxon drew an irritated breath. “You
know what the gravity-pull is, then, Ts'ss.
I've never been there either, but I've locked
it up in the books. Giant planets, mostly, and
you can’t come from hyper into normal space
after you've reached the radius. There's no
plane of the ecliptic in that system. It's
crazy. You have to chart an erratic course
toward Silenus, fighting varying gravities
from a dozen planets all the way, and then
you've still got the primary’s pull to con-
sider. You know La Cucoracha won't do it,
Mr. Hilton.”

“I know she won’t,” Hilton said, “We
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pushed our luck this far, but any more would
be suicide. She simply won't hold together
for another run. We're siranded here. But
the skipper won’t believe that.”

“He's insane,” Saxon said. “I know the
endurance limits of a machine—that can be
found mathematically—and this ship's only
a machine. Or do you agree with Captain
Danvers? Maybe you think she'’s alive!”

AXON was forgetting discipline, but Hil-
ton knew what strain they were all
under.

“No, she's a machine all right,” he merealy
said. “And we both know she’s been pushed
too far. If we go to Silenus, it's—" He made
a gesture of finality.

“Captain Danvers says Silenus,"” Ts'ss
murmured, “We can't mutiny, Mr. Hilton."

“Here's the best we can do,”" Hilton said.
“Get into hyper somehow, ride the flow, and
get out again somehow. But then we're
stuck. Any planet or sun with a gravity pull
would smash us. The trouble is, the only
worlds with facilities to overhaul La Cucara-
cha sre the big ones. And if we don't get an
overhaul fast we're through Saxon, there's
one answer, though. Land on an asteroid.”

“But why?"

“We could manage that Neo gravity to
fight, worth mentioning. We certainly can’t
radio for help, as the signals would lake
years to reach anybody. Only hyper will
take us fast enough. Now—has Transmat set
up any stations on asteroids?”

Saxon opemed his mouth and closed it
again,

“Yes. There's one that would do, in the
Rigel system. Far out from the primary. But
I don’t get it. Captain Danvers wouldn't
stand for that.”

Hilton opened the wall compartment. Gray
smoke seeped out.

“This is paraine,” he said. “The fumes are
being blown into the skipper's cabin through
his ventilator, Captain Danvers will be para-
happy till we land on that Rigel asteroid,
Saxon.”

There was a little silence. IHilton suddenly .

slammed the panel shut
“Let's do seme charting,” he said. “The
sooner we reach the Rigel port, the sooner
we can get back to Earth—via Transmat.”
Curiously, it was Saxon who hesitated.
“Mr. Hilton, Wait a minute, Transmat—
I know I work for the outfit, but they—
they're sharp. Business men. You have to

pay plenty to use their matter-transmit-
ters.”

“They can transmit a hyper-ship, ean’t
they? Or is it too big a-job?"

"'No, they can expand the field enormously.
I don't mean that. I mean they'll want pay-
ment, and they'll put on the squeeze. You'll
have to give up at least half of the cargo.”

“There'll still be enough left to pay for an
overhaul job.”

“Except theyll want to know where the
pargine came from. You'll be over a barrel.
You'll have to tell them eventually, And
thatll mean a Transmat station will be set
up right here, on this world”

“I suppose s0," Hilton said quietly. “But
the old lady will be spaceworthy again. When
the skipper sees her after the overhaul, he'll
know it was the only thing o do. So let's
get busy.”

“Remind me to tell you asbout Silenus”
Ts'ss said.

The Lunar Refitting Station is enormous. A
crater has been rocfed with a transparent
dome, and under it the hyper-ships rest in
their cradles. They come in battered and
broken, and leave clean and sleck and strong,
ready for the Big Night again La Cuoamcha
was down there, mo lomger the groaning
wreck that had settled on the Rigel asteroid,
but a lovely lady, shining and beautiful.

Far above, Danvers and Hilton lecaned on
the railing and watched,

“She’s ready to jet” Hilton said idly. “And
she looks good ™

“No thanks to you, mister.™

“Tush for that!" Hilten ssid “Tf T hadn't
doped you, we'd be desd and La Cucaracha
fHoating around in spece in pleces. Now look
at her.”

“Yeah. Well, she does look good. But she
won't carry another persime cargo. That
strike was mine. If you badn't told Transmat
the location, we'd be set ™ Danvers grimaced.
“Now they're setting up & Transmat station
there; a r-ship can't compete with a
matter transmitter.™

“There’s more than one world in the Gal-
axy.”

“Sure. Sure.” Bui Danvers' eyes bright-
ened as he looked down.

“Where are you heading, Skipper?” Hilton
said.

‘“What's it to you? You're taking that
Transmat job, aren’t you?"”

“You bet. I'm meeting Saxon in five min-

- - - - -
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wtes. In fact, we're poing down to sign the
contracte. I'ma through with deep space. But
—where are you heading?"
“1 don’t know,” Danvers said. 1 thought
I might run up around Arcturus and see
what's stirring.”

TON did not move for a long time,
Then he spoke without locking at the
eaptain.

“You wouldn’l be thinking of a stopover at
Canis after that would you?"”

“No.”

“Yoar're a liar.™

“Go keep your appointment,” Danvers said.

Hilton eyed the great hyper-ship helow.
“The old lady’s always been a nice, clean
craft. She’s never got out of line. She’s al-
ways charted a straight course. It’d he too
bad if she had to carry slaves from Arcturus
to the Canis market. It’s illegal, of course,
but that isn’t the point. It’s a rotten, crocked
racket.”

“] didn’t ask vour advice, mister!” Dan-
vers flared. “Nobody's talking about slave-
running!”’ '

“] suppose you weren't figuring on un-
loading the paraine at Silenus? You can get
a good price for paraine from Medical Cen-
ier, but you can get slx times the price from
the drug ring on Silenus. Yeah, Ts'ss told
me. He's been on Silenus.”

“Oh. shut up,” Danvers said.

Hilton tilted back his head to stare through
the dome at the vast darkness above. “Even
if you're losing a fight it's better to fight
clean,” he said. “Know where it'd end?”

Danvers looked up, too, and apparently
saw gsomething in the void that he didu’t like,

“How can you buck Transmat?” he de-
manded. “You've got to make a profit some-
How.” 0
 “There’s an easy, dirty way, and there's a
clean, hard way. The old lady had a fine
record.”

“You're not a deep-space man. You never
were. Beat it! I've got to gei a crew to-
gether!”

“Listen—" Hilton said. He paused. "“Ab,
the devil with you. I'm through™

He turned and walked away through the
. long steel corridor.

Ts'ss and Saxon were drinking highballs
al the Quarier Moon. Through the windows
they could see the covered way that led to
the Refitting Station, and beyond it the crags
of a crater-edge, with the star-shot darkness

hanging like a backdrop., Saxon loocked at
his watch.

“He isn't coming,” Ts'ss said.

The Transmat man moved his shoulders
impatiently. “"No. You're wrong. Of course,
I can understand your wanting to slay with
La Cuecaracha.”

“Yes, I'm old. That's one reason.”

“But Hilton's young, and he’s smart. He's
got a big future ahead of him. That guff
about sticking to an ideal—well, maybe Cap-
tain Danvers is that sort of man, but Hilton
ien’t. He isn't in love with hyper-ships,”

Ts'ss turned his goblet slowly in his cu-
rious fingers. “You are wrong about one
thing, Saxon. I'm not shipping on La Cuca~
racha.”

Saxon stared. “But I thought—why not?”

*1 will die within a thousand Farth hours,”
Te'ss said softly. “When that time comes, I
shall go down into the Selenite caverns. Not
many know they exist, and only a few of us
know the secret caves, the holy places of cur
race. But I know, I shall go there to die,
Saxon. Every man has one thing that is
strongest—and so it is with me. T must die
on my own world. As for Captain Danvers,
he follows his cause, as cur Chyra Emperor
did, and as your King Arthur did. Men like
Danvers made hyper-ships great. Now the
cause is dead, but the type of men who made
it great once can’t change: their allegiance,
If they could, they would never have spanned
the Galaxy with their ships. So Danvers will

: stay with La Cucaracha. And Hilton—"

“He’s not a fanatic! He won't stay. Why
shounld he?”

“In our legends Chyra Emperor was
yuined, and his Empire broken,” Ts'ss said.
“But he fought on. There was one who
fought on with him, though he did not be-
lieve in Chyra's cause. A Selenite named
Jailyra. Wasn't there—in your legends—a
Sir Lancelot? He didn't believe in Arthur's
cause either, but he was Arthur’s friend. So
he stayed. Yes, Saxon, there are the [anatics
who fight for what they believe—but there
are also the others, who do not believe, and
who fight in the name of a lesser cause.
Something called friendship.”

Saxon laughed and pointed out the win-

dow. “You're wrong, Ts'ss,” he said trium-
phantly. “Hilton’s no fool. For here he
comes.”

Hilton’s tall form was visible moving

.quu:kly along the way. He passed the win-
and vanished

Saxon turned to the door.
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HERE was a pause.
“Or, perhaps, it isn't a lesser cause,”
Ts'ss said. “For the Selenite Empire passed,
and Arthur's court passed, and the hyper-
ships are passing. Always the Big Night takes
them, in the end. But this has gone on since
the beginning—"

G‘What?'l

This time Ts'ss pointed.

Saxon leaned forward to look. Through
the angle of the window he could see Hil-
ton, standing motionless on the ramp, Pas-
sersby streamed about him unnoticed. He
wag jostled, and he did not know it, Hil-
ton was thinking,

They saw the look of deep uncertainty on
his face. They saw his face suddenly clear.
Hilton grinned wryly to himself. He had
made up his mind. He turned and went
rapidly back the way he had come.

Saxon stared after the broad, retreating
back, going the way it had come, toward the
Refitting Station where Danvers and La
Cucaracha waited. Hilton—going back where

F ¥
.‘*ﬁmﬁn

he had come from, back to what he had
never really left,

‘“The erazy fool!” Saxon said. “He can't be
doing this! Nobody furns down jobs with
Transmat!”

Ts'ss gave him a wise impassive glance.
“You believe that” he said. *“Transmat
means much to you. Transmail needs men
like you, to make it great—to keep it grow-
ing. You're a lucky man, Saxon. You're rid-
ing with the tide. A hundred years from now
—two hundred—and you might be standing
in Hilton's shoes. Then you'd understand.”

Saxon blinked at him. “What do you
mean?”

“Transmal is growing now.” Ts'ss szaid
gently. “It will-be wvery grest—thanlks to
men like you. But for Transmat too, there

will come an end.”

He shrugged, looking out beyond the

crater's rim with his inhuman faceted
at the glittering points of light which,
little while, seemed to keep the Big
at bay.

£
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THE EYE OF DESTRUCTION!Y

IT WAS during the perilous ¢ra after the Three-IHour War that 2 sudden red emergency
signal came, sending the scicntists of the Biological Control Labs to their scanners to

ascertain the cause of the trouble.

And then it appeared—an eye that stared at them through

clouds of mist!

Otherwise, there were no signs of activity in the four hundred and three Rings which
hovered over the world with their potential deadliness. But omce the eye was sighted,
strange things began to happen—and men had to engage in their greatest fight for
survivall

The story of this mighty battle is told in ATOMIC, by Hesiry Kuttner, an amazing
complete novelet coming in the next issue. It's an epic of heroism and adventure—of
courageous action against tremendous odds—and ic will hold you enthralled from start to
finish!

ATOMIC is one of the best yarns Henry Kuttner has ever written—and it's only one
of the many gripping and unusual stories which appear in our gala next issue!
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FULL OF SHIPS

By THEODORE STURGEON

They tried Gordon Kent for murder—but it was impossible o
find those who were really responsible for the curious crimel

YEES died, and after two years they
tracked QGordon Kemp down and
braught him back, because he was the

only man who knew anything about the
death. Kemp had to face a coroner’s jury in
Bwitchpath, Arizona, a crossroads just at the
edge of the desert, and he wasn't too happy
about it, being city-bred and mnot quite
understanding the difference between “hicks”
and “folks.”

The atmosphere in the eourtroom was
tense. Had there been great wainseoted walls

and a statuec of blind Justice, it would have!
been more impersonal and. for Kemp, easier
to take. But this courtroom was a erossroads
granger’s hall in Switchpath, Arizona,

The presiding coroner was Bert Whelson,
who held a corncob pipe instead of a gavel
At their ease around the room were other
men, dirt-farmers and prospectors like
Whelson. It was like a movie short. It need-
ed only a comedy dance number and some-
body playing a jug.

But there was nothing eomic about it

55
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These hicks were in a position to pile trouble
on Kemp, trouble that might very easily
wind up in the gas chamber.

The coroner leancd forward. “You got
nothin’ to be afeard of, son, if your con-
science is clear”

“I still aint talking. I brought the guy
in, didn't I? Would I of done that if I'd killed
him?"”

The coroner stroked his stubkle, a soft
rasping sound like a rope being pulled over
a wooden beam.

“We don't know about that, Kemp. Hmm.
Why can’t you get it through vour head that
nobody’s accusing you of anything? You're
jest a feller knows something about the death
of this here Alessandro Sykes. This court'd
like to know exactly what happened.”

He hesitated, shuffled. -

“Sit down, son.,” said the coroner.

That did it. He slumped into the straight
chair that one of the men pushed up for him,
and told this story.

I guess I betier go right back to the be-
ginming, the first time I ever saw this here
Sykes.
I was working in my shop one afternoon
when he walked in. He watched what I
was doing and spoke up.
“You Gordon Kemp?”
+ T said yes and looked him over. He was a

serawny feller, prob’ly sixty years old and
wound up real tight. He talked fast, smoked
fast, moved fasi, as if there wasn't time for
nothin’, bui he had to get on to somethin’
else. 1 asked him what he wanted.

“You the man had that article in the mngn
zine about the concentrated atomic torch?"”
he said.
~ “Yeah" I told him. “Only that guy from
the magazine, he used an awful lot of loose
talk. SBays my torch was three hundred years
ahead of its time."” Actually it was something
I stumbled on by accident, more or less. The
ordinary atomic hydrogen torch—plenty hot.

I figured out 2 ring-shuped electro-magnet
set just in front of the jet, to concentrate it.
It repelled the hydrogen particles and con-
centrated them. It'll eut anything—anything.
And since it go: patentad, you'd be sur-
prised at the calls I got. You got no idea
how many people want to cul into bank
vaults an’ the side doors of hock shops. Well,
about Sykes. . . .

I told him this magazine article went a
little too far, but I did have quile a gadget.

I give him a demonstration or two, and he
seemed satisfied. Finally I told him 1 was
wasting my time unless he had a proposition.

He's lookin’ real happy about this torch
of mine, an’ he nods,

“Sure. Only you'll have to take a couple of
weeks off. Go out West. Arizona. Cut a way
into a cave there.”

“Cave, huh?" I said “Is it legal? I didn't
want no trouble.

“Sure it's legal,” he tells me.

“How much?”

He says he hates to argue.

“If you'll get me into that place—cnd you
can salisfy yoursell as to whether it's legal—
I'll give you five thousand dollars,” he says.

OW, five thousand berries cuts a lot of
ice for me. Especially for only two
weeks' work. And besides 1 liked the old
guy's looks. He was queer as a nine-dollar
bill, mind you, and had & funny way of car-
ryin' on, but I could see he was worth the
kind of money he talked
He looked like he really nesded help, too.
Aw, maybe I'm just & boy scout at heart.
As I say, I liked himn, money, or no money,
and chances are I'd have belped him out for
free.
He came to see me a couple more times
and we sweated out the details It wound up

-with him and me on the train and my torch

and the other gear in the baggage car up
front. Maybe some of you remember the day
we arrived here. He seemed to know a lot
of people here. Mm7? I thought so. He told
me how many vears be had been coming
out to Switchpath

He told me lots of things He was one of
the talkin’est old geezers I ever did see. I
understood about one nmth of what he said.
He was lonely, I guess [ was the first man
he ever called in to help him with his work, -
and he spilled the overflow of years of work-
in’ by himself.

About this Switchpath proposition, he told
me that when he was just a punk out of
college, he was & archyologist roamin’
around the desert lookin’ for old Indian stuff,
vases and arrowheads and such stuff. And
he run across this here room in the rock,
at the bottom of a deep cleft

He got all excited when he told me about
this part of it. Went on a mile a minute ahout
plasticine ages and messy zorics and pally o’
lithographs or something. I called him down
to earth and he explained to me that this
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room was down in rock that was very old—
a couple of hundred thousand years, or may-
be a half million.

He said that rock had been there either
before mankind had a start here on earth, or
maybe about the same time as the missing
link. Me, I don't care about dead people or
dead people's great grandfather's, but Sykes
was all enthusiastic.

Anyhow, it seems that this cave had been
opened by some sort of an earthquake or
something, and the stufl in it must have been
there all that time. What got him excited
was that the stuff ‘was machinery of some
kind and must have been put there ‘way
before there was any human beings on earth
at all!

That seemed silly to me. I wanted to know
what kind of machinery

“Well,” he says, *'1 t.hought at first that it
was some sort of a radio lransmitter. Get
this,” he says. “Here is a machine with an
antenna on top of it, just like a miero-wave
job. And beside il is another machine.

““This second machine is shaped like a
dumbbell stending on one end. The top of it
is a sort of covered hopper, and at the waist
of the machine is a arrangement of solenoids
made out of some alloy that wos never seen
before on this earth.

“There’s gearing between this machine and
the other, the transmitter. I have figured out
what this dumb-bell thing is. It's a re-
corder.”

I want to know what is it recording. He
lays one finger on the side of his nose and
winks at me.

“Thought,” he says. “Raw thought But
that isn't all. Earthquakes, continental
ghifts, weather cycles, lots more stufi. It
integrates all thege things with thought”

1 want to know how he knows all this,
That was when he told me that he had been
with this thing for the better part of the last
fhirty years. He'd figured it out cll by
himself. He was real touchy about that part

of it
*  Then I began to realize what was the mat-
ter with the poor old guy. He really figured
he had something big here and he wanted to
find out about it. But it seems he was a ugly
kid and a shy man, and he wanted to make
the big splash all by himself. It wouldn't
do for him just to be known as the man who
discovered this thing.

“Any dolt could have stumbled across it,”
he'd say. He wanted. to find out everything

there was about this thing before he let a
soul know about it. “Greater than the Ros-
etta Stone,” he used to say. “Greater than
the nuclear hypotheses.” Oh, he was a great
one for slinging the five-dollar words.
*And it will be Sykes who gave this to the
world,” he would say. “Sykes will give it to
humanity. complete and provable, and his-

_tory will be reckoned from the day 1 speak.”

Oh, he was wacky, all right. I didn’t mind,
though. He was harmless, and a nicer little
character you'd never want to meet.

FU'N'NY guy; that Sykes. What kind of
a life he led I can only imagine. He had
dough—inherited an income or something, so
he didn’t have the problems that bother most
of the rest of us. He would spend days in
that cavern, staring at the machines. He
didn’t want to touch them. He only wemted
to find out what they were doing there. One
of them was running.

The big machine, the dumbbell-shaped
one, was running. It didn't make no noise.
Both machines had a little disk set into the
side. It was half red. half black. On the big
machine, the one he called the recorder, this
here disk was turning. Not fast, but vou
could sec it was moving. Sykes was all ex-
cited about that.

On the way out here, on the train, he
spouted a lot of stuff. I don’t know why.
Maybe he thought I was too dumb to ever tell
anybody about it If that's what he thought,
he had the right idea. I'm just a grease-mon-—
key who happened to have a bright idea.
Anyway, he showed me something he had
taken from the cave.

It wae a piece of wire about six feet long.
But wire like I have never seen before or
since, It wag about 35 pauge—like a hair.
And crooked. Crimped, I mean. Sykes said
it was magnetized too. Ii bent casy emough,
but it wonldn't kink at sll, and you couldn’t
put a tight bend in it. I imagine it'd dent a
pair of pliers.

He asked me if I thought I could break it.
1 tried and got a gash in my lunch-hook for
my trouble. So help me, it woulda't break,
and it wouldn't cut. and you couldn't get any
of those crimps out of it I don't mean you'd
pull the wire and it would snap back. Ne.
You couldn’t pull it straight at all.

Sykes told me on the train that it had
taken him eight months to cut that piece
loose. It was more than just tough. It fused
with itself. The first four times he managed
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to cut it through, he couldn’t get the ends
apart fast enough to keep them from fusing
together again.

He finally had to clamp a pair of steel
blocks around the wire, wait for enough
wire to feed through to give him some slack
and then put about twelve tons on some
shears to cut through the wire. Forged iridi-
um steel, those cutters were, and that wire
left a heck of a hole in them.

But the wire parted. He had a big helical
spring hauling the wire tight so that the
instant it parted it was snapped out of the
way. It had to be cut twice to get the one
piece out, and when he put the ends to-
gether they fused. I mean, both on the pisce
he took out and the two free ends in the
machine—not a mark, not a bulge.

Well, you all remember when we arrived .

here with all that squipment, and how we
hired a car and went off into the desertl
All the while the old man was happy as a
kid.

“Kemp, my boy."” he says, "I got it de-
coded. 1 can read that tape. Do you realize
what that means? Every bit of human history
—I can get it in detail. Every single thing
that ever happened to this earth or the peo-
ple in it

“¥ou have no idea In what detail that tape
records,” he says. “Want to know who put
the bee on Alexander the Great? Want to
know what the name of Pericles' girl friend
really was? I have it all here. What about
these Indian and old Greek legends about a
lost continent? What about old Fort's fire-
balls? Who was the man in the iron mask?
I have it, son, I haye it"

That was what went on all the way out
there, to that place in the dry guleh where
the cave was. E

You wouldn't believe what a place that
was to get fo. How thal old guy ever had
the energy to keep going back to it I'll never
know., We had to stop the car about twenty
miles from here and hoof it

The couniry out there is all tore up. If I

hadn't already seen the color of his money.

I'd ’a said the heck with it. Sand an heat an
big rocks an’ more places to fall into and
break your silly neck—Lord!

Me with a pack on my back too, the torch,
the gas and a power supply and all. We got
to this cleft, see, and he ouis with a length
of rope and makes it fast to a stone column
that's eroded nearby. He has a slip-snaffle
on it. He lowers himself into the gulch and

I drop the gear down after him, and then
down I go.

Brother, it's dark in there. We go uphill
about a hundred and fifty yards, and then
Sykes pulls up in front of a facing. By the
light of his flash I can see the remains of
a flock of campfires he's made there over the
years,

“There it ig,”" he says. “It’s all yours, Kemp.
H that three-hundred-years-in-the-future
torch of youre is any good —prove it.”

I unlimbered my stuff and got to work, and
believe me it was hard, slow goin’. But I
got through. It took nine hours before I had
a hole fit for us to craw! through, and an-
other hour for it to cool enough s0's we could
use it

LL that time the old man talked. Tt was

mostly bragging sbout the job he'd
done decoding the wire he had It was most-
ly Greek to me.

“I have a record here.™ he says, swishin'
his hunk of wire around, “of a phase of the
industrial revolution in Central Europe that
will have the historans gnashing their tecth.
Bui have I said anything® Not me. Not
Sykes!

“I'll have the history of mankind written
in such detail, with such authority, that the
name of Sykes will go into the language as a
synonym for the mirsculously accurate” I
remember that because he said it so much.
He said it like it tasted good.

I remember once I asked him why it was
we had to bother cutting in Where was the
hole he had used?

“That, my boy,” he says, “is an unforseen
quality of the machines For some reason
they closed themselves wp. In a way I'm
glad they did. I was unable to get back in
and I was forced to concentrate on my sam-
ple. If it hadn’t been for that I doubt that
I would ever had cracked the code.”

So I asked him what about all this—what
were the machines and who left them there
and what for? All this while I was cuiting
away at that rock facing. And, man! I never
seen rock like that If it was rock, which,
now, I doubt.

It come off in flakes, in front of my torch.
My torch, that'll cut anything. Do you know
that in those nine hours I only got through
about seven and a hali inches of that stuff?
And my torch’ll walk into laminated bank
vaults like the door was open.
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When I asked him he shuit up for a long is going to go to work. -

time, but I guess he wanted to talk. He sure
was enthusiastic. And besides, he figured
I was too dumb o savvy what he was talking
about. As I said before, he was right there.
So he run off sbout it, and this is about how
it went—

“Who left these machines here or how they
operate, we may never know. It would be
interesting to find out, but the important
thing is to get the records and decode them
all.”

It had taken him awhile to reecognize that
machine as a recorder. The tipoff was that
it was running and the other one, the trans-
mitter, was notl.

“He thought at first that maybe the trans-
mitter was busted, but after a year or two
of examining the machines without touching
themr he began fo realize that there was a
gear-train waiting by the tape where it fed
through the gismo that crimped it

“This gear train was fixed to start the
transmitter, see? But it was keyed to a cer-
tain erimp in the tape. In other words, when
something happened somewhere on earth
that was just the right thing, the crimper
would record it and the transmitter would
get keyed off.

Sykes studied that setup for years before
he figured the particular squiggle in that
wire that would start that transmitier to
sending. Where was it sending to? Why?
Sure, he thought about that But that didn't
matter to him.

What was supposed to happen when the
tape ran out? Who or what would come and
look at it when it was all done? You know,
he didn’t care. He just wanted to read that
tape, is all. Seems there's a lot of guys write
history books and stuff. And he wanted to
call them liars. He wanted to tell them the
rway it really was, Can you imagine?

So there I am, cutting away with my su-
per-torch on what seems to be a solid wall
made out of some stuff that has no right to
be so tough. I can still see it.

So dark, and me with black goggles on, and
the doc with his back (o me =0's he won't
wreck his eyes, spoutin’ along about history
and the first unbiased account of it. And how
he was going to thrust it on the world and
just kill all those guys with all those theories.

I remember quitiing once for a breather
and letting the mercury cells juice up a bit
while I had a smoke. Just to make talk I ask
Sykes when does he think that transmitter

.

“Oh,” he says. “It already did. It's fin-
ished. That's how I knew that my figuring
was right. That tape has a cerlain rale
through the machine. It's in millimeters per
montih. I have the figure. It wouldn’t matter
to you. But something happened a while
ago that made it possible to check, July
sixteenth, nineteen hundred and forty-five,
to be exact.”

“You don't tell me,” I says.

“Oh,” he says, real pleased, “but I de!
That day something happened which put a
wiggle in the wire there—the thing I was
looking for all along. It was the crimp that
triggered the transmitter. I happened to be
in the cave at the time,

“The transmitter staried up and the litile
disk spun around like mad. Then it stopped.
I locked in the papers the next weeck to sse
what it was. Nothing I eould find. It wasn’t
until the following August that [ found out."

I suddenly caught wise.

“Oh—the atom bomb! You miean that rig
was set up to send something as soon as an
atomic explosion kicked off somewhere on
earth!”

NODDED his head. By the glare of
the red-hot rock he looked like a skin=
ny old owl

“That's right. That's why we've got to
get in there in a hurry. "It was after the
second Bikini blast that the cave got sealed
up. I don’t know if that transmission is ever
going to gel picked up.

“l don’t know if anything is going to
happen if it is picked up. I do know that I
have the wire decoded and I mean to get
those records before anybody eclse does.”

If that wall had been any thicker T never
would've gotten through. When I got my
circle cut and the cut-out piece dropped
inside, my rig was about at its last gasp. So
was Sykes. For the last two hours he'd been
hoppin’ up an’ down with unpatience.

“Thirty years' work,” he kept saying. “I've
waited for this for thirty years and I won't be
stopped now. ITurry up! Hurry up!”

And when we had to wait for the opening
to coal I thought he'd go wild. I guess that’s
what built him up to his big breakdown. He
sure was keyed up.

Well, at last. we crawled into the place.
He'd talked so much about it that I almost
felt I was comin’ back to something instead
of seeing il for the first time.
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There was the machines, the big one about
seven feet tall, dumb-bell shaped, and the
little one sort of a rounded cube with a bunch
of macaroni on top that was this antenna
he was talking about.

We lit a pressure lantern that flooded the
place with light—it was small, with a floor
about nine by nine—and he jumped over to
the machines.

He scrabbles around and hauls out some
wire. Then he stops and stands there look-
ing stupid at me.

“What's the matter, Doc?" I say. I called

He gulps and swallows.

“The reel's empty. It's empty! There's only
eight inches of wire here. Only—" and that
was when he fainted.

I jumped up right away and shook him and
shoved him around a little until his eyes
started to blink. He sits up and shakes
himself.

“Refilled,” he says. He is real hoarse.
“Kemp'! They've been here!”

1 hegan to gbt the idea. The lower chamber
is empty. The upper one is full. The whole
set-up is arranged to run off a new record-
ing. And where is Sykes’ thirty years’ work?

He starts to laugh. I look at him. I can't
take that. The place is too small for all that
noise. I never heard anybody laugh like that
Like ghort screams, one after the other, fast,
He laughs and laughs.

I carry him out. I put him down outside
and go back in for my gear. I can hear him
laughing out there and that busted-up voice
of his echoing in the gulch, I get everything
onto the back pack and go to0 put out the
pressure lantern when I hear a litile click.

It's that transmitter. The little red and
black disk is turning around on it I just
stand there watching it. It only runs for
three or four minutes. And then it begins
to get hot in there.

I got scared. I ducked out of the hole and
picked up Sykes. He didn’'t weigh much 1
looked back in the hole. The cave was lit
up, Red. The machines were cherry-red,
straw-color, white, just that gquick. They
meltad. I saw it. T ran.

I don't hardly remember getiing to the
rope and tying Sykes on and climbing up
and hauling him up after me. He was quiet
then, but conscious. I carried him away un-
til the light from the guleh stopped me. I
turned around to watch.

I could see a ways down into the gulch. It

was fillin' up with lava. It was lightin' up the
whole desert. And I never felt such heat. I
ran again.

-I got to the car and dumped Sykes in. He
shifted around on the seat some. I asked him
bhow he felt. He didn't answer that but mum-
bled a lot of stuff.

Something like this.

“They knew we'd reached the atomic age.
They wanted to be told when. The transmit-
ter did just that. They came and took the re-
cordings and refilled the machine,

“They sealed off the room with something
they thought only controlled atomic power
could break into. This time the transmitter
was triggered to human beings in that room.
Your torch did it, Kemp—that three-hun-

- dred-years-in-the-future torch! They think

we have atomic power! They'll come back!”

“Who, doc? Who™™ 1 says.

“I don't know,” he mumbles “There’'d be
only one r y why ne—some crea-
ture—would want o know a thing like that
And that's so they could stop us.”

O I laughed at hisn. T got in and started
the car and laughed st him.

*Doc,” I said, “we ain't goin" ﬁo’ueﬂtopped
now, Like the papers say. we're in
atomic age if it kills us But we're in tor
keeps. Why, humanity would have to be
killed off before it'd get out of this atomic
age.”

“I know that, Kemp—1 know—that's what
I mean! What have we done’ What have we
done?”

After that he's gquiet a while and when I
look at him again | see he's dead. So 1
brought him in. In the excitement I faded.
It just didn’t look good to me. I knew nobody
would listen to a2 yarn like that.

There was silence in the courtroom until
somebody coughed. and then everyone [elt
he had to make a sound with his throat or his
feet. The coroner beld up hi= hand.

“I kin see what Brother Kemp was wor-
ried about. If that story is true I, for one,
would think twice about tellin’ it.”

“He's a liar!” roared a prospector from the
benches. “He's a murderin' liar! I have a
kid reads that kind of stuff, an’ I never did
like to see him at it. Believe me, he's a-goin’
to cut it out as of right now. I think this
Kemp feller needs a hangin!"

{Concluded on page 65)




‘A HIEITCH IN TIME

By JAMES MacCREIGH

Young Thom Ra travels back io the hideous VenusEarth
war, and ventures peril to win lovely Elren Dri for his mate!

BVIOUSLY the man was dying, and
there was no chance that he ever
would be discovered.

I blessed the carelessness that had caused
me to set the space-time dials a little off
when T began this journey to the distant past.
1 had come to this barbaric era in the proper
“titne, indeed, but millions of miles removed
from it in space. It had been only after an
annoying search that I had discovered Earth,
jetted toward it in my space-drive suit and

had come down out of the skies to land on
this tiny, deserted island in the middle of an
empty sea.

But it was incredible luek that had brought
me there, For I had found exactly what 1
needed—a man who would give me informa-
tion, clothing and an identity—and then die,
and obliterate the record of my interference
with the course of events!

I, Thom Ra, walked toward him Feeble
though he was, he opened his eyes and stared
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at me,

“Thank Heaven!” he whispered, in the
thick, hideous language of thalt era, "I
couldn’t have lasted much longer if you
hadn’t found me.” He fell back and smiled
at me with heartfelt gratitude, and for a mo-
ment I felt a wild, fleeting impulse to help
him, to save his life. But of course, 1 dared
not interfere. For that would change the
shape of the future, and that meant destrue-
tion for me, . . .

When I blasted off from the island, a little
later, he was dead, and 1 was wearing his
uniform—and his name.

He gave me information before he died,
and I had no trouble localing the spol I
wanted. T waited till dark before landing a
few hundred yards from the war-dome,
Then 1 hid my space-drive suit in a cluster
of ancient trees, and walked into the build-
ing that housed the most murderous weapon
of all time.

The sentry challenged me, of course, but
Iwasready{orhnn. After a quick look at
my stolen credéntials he sheathed his ray
pistol.

*Pass, sir,” he said, and I walked in, no
longer as Thom Ra, but identified as a Cap-~
tain San Requa of the Intelligence Service.

At once I saw the atom-rocket. It was on
the other side of the great chamber, nestled
in a wheeled cradle, ready to be rolled out
to the blast-off point. Hurrying technicians
swarmed about it with lasi-minute checks.
1 walked over, saluted the officer who was
supervising and began to wilness events
which I had crossed so tremendous a span
of years to observe.

The atom-rocket was a long, silvery tor-
pedo, a cluster of tubes at the rear, a snub-
nosed warhead at the front.. A panel in the
side of it was open, and technicians were
setting dials according to the figures read off
by a white-haired old officer with the in-
signia of a general on his collar.

LISTENED in awe and reverence, strain-
ing to note and remember everything
that occurred. Tao think that T was actually
present at the climactic moment of the leg-
endary War of Annihilation! It was the most
thrilling moment of my life. Almost I forgot
to curse Master Lys and his duplicity as I
watched
Almost—but not quite. For the thing was
too fresh in my mind, and I was aware that
I was still in danger.

It had begun with a routine notice that my
preparatory work had been approved, and
that I was authorized to enter a theme in
ortho-history for my final Citizenship Rat-
ings. The theme, I saw with a2 sinking heart,
was the War of Annihilation.

I had hurried to Master Lys, my instructor,
sure that there was an error.

“Masler, you give me an impossible task,”
I had said. “The theme regulations are that
I must make a ‘real and complete contribu-
tion to human knowledge.' But how can I?
We have so pitifully few records of the War
of Annihilation—all of them have been
studied, and analyzed, and worked over for
thousands of years. There is no way for me
to add to what has been written already!”

He cackled at me in his insufferable Tri-
Alpha way. ;

“There is a way,” he mumbled, pecping at
me out of his rheumy old eyes.

It took me a moment to realize what he
meant,

“The time-belts!” And Master Lys nodded.

Well, I argued with him of course. The
time-belts were too dangerous; not one time_
traveler in ten returned fSrom the past, even
when their projects were as recent as a hun-
dred years ago. And the farther info the
pasl one ventured. the more certain it be-
came that return would be impossible.

For although the mechanism of the time-
belts could be trusted and there was no
physical menace that the conductor-screens
or the katonator-guns could not cope with,
there was the ever-present danger of Fan-
Shaped Time itself.

It was the First Law of Chronistics: Our
era is the product of everything that occurred
in the past. Should anything in the past
be changed, our age would also be changed.
Oh, it would continue to exist. but in a paral-
lel branch of time—and there was no way of
passing from one branch to another. And if
a traveler into the past should inrerfere in
the course of events, he would be bound to
the new time-stream his actions created, and
the unlucky traveler would never be able to
return.

The branches of Fan-Shaped time could
never be retraced. The man who interfered
with the space-time matrix, displacing even
a comma in the great scroll of time, would
be eut off from his origin forever.

The danger was too great. I refused to ac-
cept the assignment, even though I knew it
would mean I could never rise to the status
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of Tri-Alpha citizenship which was other-

wige my right.

i But then I heard about Klren—lovely,
adored Elren Dri—and 1 could no longer
refuse.

For Elrven's Mating Indices were posted,
and she was a Tri-Alphas herselfl Then I
understood what had been in Master Lye’
mind when he set that impossible tagk for
me.  For 1 knew that the gnarled, worm-
eaten old wreek had dared to covet my El-
ren! Loving me, she could never be his.
But with me out of the way he might have
a chance.

I acceptled the assignment. Master Liys se-

cured a time-bell for me—he was willing
enough to help at my execution—and I be-
gan my perilous journey through time.

I came back to my surroundings with a
start. Something was wrong!

Subconseiougly I had heen studying the
atom-rocket, and now T-was jolted out of my
reveries o2 I realized that it did not lock as it
ghould have.

HE ortho-history books were clear on

one fact: Venus had been destroyed in

the War of Annihilation by mcane of a hy-

drogen=chain reaction, the most deadly atom

blast known. Atoms of hydrogen, under the

influence of gamma-particle bombardment,

coalesced to Torm atoms of helium—and all

the incalculable power represented by the

odd fraction of mass left over was released
_in the form of free energy.

But the atom-rocket before me seemed to
be nothing wmore than a simple nuclear-
fission affair! Where were the photon-ex-
citers? The gamma-ray bombardment equip-
ment?

Of course, even a fission bomb could do a
good deal of local damage, as shown in the
first atom-bombed cillies during the Little
Wars of the early Twentieth Century. But,
unless our nueclear seience was in error, it
could not set off a e¢hain reaction of the type
that had destroyed the Venusian colonies.
Was I in the wrong place?

Alarmed, I shoved my way closer to the
rocket. staring at il, It was a erude, primitive
affair, of course, and it was hard for me to
identify its parts. I examined it with frantic
curiosity—and abruptly I found myself in
peril!

One of the technicians I had pushed aside
was staring at me, eyes filled with suspicion,
1 caught his gaze and eursed myself for hav-

ing acted so rashly. Desperately I strove io
think of a way to allay his suspiciens, but it
was too late.

“What are vou doing?” the technician de-
manded. "Who are you?”

I tried to coneiliate him.

“Captain San Bedua's myy name,” I said,
using the name on the stolen identity papers.
“I am—" But 1 got no farther than that. My
acctent gave me away.

“He’s a =py!’ roared the techmician.
“Help!” And a dozen ray-pistols Hashed out
of their helsters as the men around us were
galvanized into action, -

I lost my head. Terrified, I grabbed for the
safety beli concealed beneath my stolen
tunie, touched the bution that controlled my
conductor-screen. The sereen shimmered
into instani life, and not a moment too soon.
Rays from the weapons puinted st me flashed
from all sides, sparked againsi the gpalescéent
curtain of the screen and were dissipated.

1 was safe—hut only for an instant.

For T had made my second great mistake.
1 was too close to the atom-rocket. My con-
ductor screen grazed the warhead itself!

Its energies surged through the unstable
elemients in the warbkead; a warning bell
sprang into clamorous life. The group around
me froze in their tracks, mouths open, faces
mirroring fright and disbelief—and the
frightful power of the sirained atoms within
the warhead began to grind toward nuclear
fisgion!

There was only metbmgtodo and a poor
choice it wast But in a moment the worhead
would explode, and of me and my mission,
and the whole future of Earth, nothing would
be left but a puff of fiery vapor.

Quickly 1 dropped the shield of my con-
duetor screen. Trusting that my luck would
hold, and the men around me would be too
dazed to fire their weapons again, 1 drew my
katonator, set it at drain, faeused it on the
atomic warhead.

The twin violet beams sprang out and im-
pinged on the silvery metal, pierced it and
sucked the heart fromn the seething mass of
erupling matter within. Blinding energies
were drawn from Llhose toppling atomic
structures, surging through the carrier-beam
of the katomator into the photon-pack car-
tridges at my waist. I 'had an instant’s fear
as I wondered if the storage pack would hold
all the mighty energies of the warhead, far
greater than the maximum load for which it
was designed.



64 THRILLING WONDER STORIES

But lightnings of staiic electricity played
about my head, dissipating brilliantly but
harmlessly into the air, and in an instant the
danger was over. The bursting energies of
the warhead had been drawn out, and the
mass of matter inside il was inert.

Before me lay the atom-rocket, harmiless,
dead.

I had destroyed Earth's
weapon!

most potent

GIVE those ancients credit for bravery.

Dangerous though I must have seemed,
they closed in on me without firing their
weapons, Meekly I raised my arms over my
head.

The white-haired general blazed hatred at
me from his pale eyes,

“Who are you?” he demanded.

I shrugged. Carefully I phrased my words
in their outlandish tongue.

“] am a—a visitor from the future.” I said,
“I regret the accident that just happened
more than I can say.”

“Regret if?” he blazed. “Hah! You'll re-
gret it twice as much when you face the
firing squad!”

1 spread my hands helplessly. In truih,
death had no terrors for me now. A firing
squad would seem almost a blessing—for 1
had destroyed the bomb that would have
blasted Venus. Whatever happened now,
the future before me was changed-——and in a
changed future I had no place, and my Elren
would not exist!

“Take him out and shoot him,” the gen-
eral eried.

I turned to go to death, almost eagerly. In
my heart 1 whispered:

“Elren! Elren, my lost love!"”

The technician who had unmasked me
interfered.

“Wait!"” he begged. “Let me question him,
sir, Perhaps he's telling the truth.”

The general glowered, “What's the dif-
ference? He's wrecked the bomb!” But he
hesitated and finally said, “All right. Ques-
tion him. The harm’s done anyhow.”

Sunk in despair I scarcely heard the other
officer’s sharp gueries, but he was hesitant
and I told him whence I had come, and why.
He looked at me incredulously.

“But the bomb?” he demanded. “What
did you do to it?”

I patted the photon-pack cartridges strung
along my belt. “I had to drain it,” I sald.
“It was about to explode—"

“Drain it? How?"

“With the katonator.” I explained to him
how the energies of the exploding atoms
were drawn off through the katonator-beams
and trapped in the photon-pack.

He stared at the tiny power cells, eyes wide
but showing a sudden glint of hape.

“Can you take that energy out again and
send it into another object?"”

“You mean to energize the atom-bomb
again?" I said. “No, of course not.”

He was shaking his head. “I mean some-
thing else,” he said. “Can you send them
across fifty million miles of space?”

I stared at him, fascinated and afraid.

“I dare not interfere,” I whispered.

“But, you have interferad” he yelled,
“You've wrecked our chance to win this war.
You've got to help us!™

I stepped back, bewildered. What he said
was true enough. Yet all my training, all
the warnings of Elrem and Master Lys, said
over and over: You must not interfere!

Yet I had interfered already; 1 had started
a new time-sequence by destroying Earth's
chance to wipe out Venus. If I could neutral-
ize that act by helping them now, perhaps
there would be a chance.

“I will show you how to use the Katona-
tor,” 1 said weakly.

Silently I adjusted it, slipped the belt off
and handed it to him He led me outside to
where stars blazed in a black night He
looked upward hesitantly, pointed to a bril-
liant blue planet

“Is that it?" he asked one of his com-
panions. The man nodded. Carefully he took
aim, pressed the trigger as 1 had showed
himn.

Lightnings roared again' The twin violet
beams leaped from the muzzle of the weap-
on, howled up inio the heavens. In a frac-
tion of a second the photon-pack was drained
and the pyrotechnic display died nway All
was silent.

One of the officers r.eod back into the
building, pounded the keys of a calculator,
He returned almost at once.

“At this distance it will take just under
nine minutes for light to make the round
trip," he said.

The officer who had fired the katonator
whirled to confront me.

“Suppose I missed?” he cried in sudden
alarm. “It is so far—a fraction of a second
of arc would make the beam miss entirely.”

I shook my head. “The beam fans out,”
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1 explained. “And a planet has mass and
the photons are atitracted by gravity. Even
if they should miss, the attraction of the
planet would draw them into it.”

E NODDED and was silent. BSilence

cloaked us all—a hundred ancients
and myself, all staring up into a mysterious
night.

Nine minutes passed as slowly as nine ter-
rible years. But by and by the hands of my
chronometer completed their revolutions.

Suddenly we saw the katonator beams
strike.

Above us a new sun blazed forth, kindling
like the striking of a cosmic match. Night
fled around us, and day came flaring up into
noonday brilliance, and heyond. Heat poured
down upon us, brilliant rays of sunlight more
intense than I had ever seen. The dome be-
hind me sparkled and.glistened in the in-
credible radiations from the stricken planet
millions of miles away, and for a moment I
could almost feel the fierce actinic waves of
ultra-violet. cosmies and a thousand other
super-gpectral radiations.

Then the peak was reached, and the light
began 1o fade as all the hydrogen was trans-
muted and consumed. In a moment the
flare of energies was gone, and the pale blue
planet had become a glowing orange coal.

We had seen a billion persons dying in a
planetax'y suttee.

The vastness of the dead stunned me. I
found that I was sobbing, almost weeping

€5

as T felt mysell stained with a cosmic guilt.

The officer who had destroyed a billion
lives glanced at me in full understanding
of what he had done. He placed 2 hand on
my shoulder, strangely comiorting.

*1t couldn’t be helped,” he said in a voice
that surged with emotion.

I nodded bleakly. It couldn’t be helped.
1t was for the sake of Barth.,” 1 said, blindly
seeking justification. “Earth was destined fo
win, in my time-sequence, and I had inter-
fered—I had to correct the conseguences of
my blunder—"

I stopped. Wild astonishment burst through
the tragic mask on the face of the officer.
He drew back his arm as though he had
found himself embracing an adder.

*What's the matier?” I asked in astonish-
ment.

He stared at me with dawning compre-
hension—and pity. “Say that again!” he
whispered.

“Why—1I said I had to correct my mistake.
1 had interfered, and the time-iraveler who
interferes maroons himself hopelessly. I had
destroyed your weapon against Venus—yet
Venus had to be obliterated, or else I had
no chance of return. 1 was lost—and now,
perhaps, I may have a chance to get back.”

He shook his head. There was compassion
in his voice. “Neo. you have no chance,” he
said, and hesitated while I tried to take in
hig meaning. “You see, thizs is Venus” He
waved at the glowing cinder in the sky.
“That was Earth up there.”

THE SKY WAS

Flil OF SEHIPS

(Concluded from page 60)

“Now, Jed!” bellowed the coroner. “If we
kill off this man we do it legal hear?” The
sudden hubbub quieted, and the coroner
turned to the prisoner.

#Listen here, Kemp—somethin' jest oc-
curred to me. How long was it from the
time of the first atom blast until the time
that room got sealed up?”

*“l dunno. About two years. Little over.

b 2

“An’ how long since that night you been
talking about, when Sykes died?”

“Or was murdered,” growled the prospec-
tor.

“Shut up, Jed. Well, Kemp?”

“About eighteen mon— No.
years."”

“Well, then,” gaid the eoroner, spreading
his hands. “If there was anything.in your
story, or in that goofy idea. of the dead man’s
about someone comin’ to kill us off—well,
ain't it about time they did?”

There were guffaws, and the end of the
grange hall disappeared in a burst of flame.
Yelling, cursing, some screaming, they
pushed and fought their way out into the
moonlit road.

The sky was full of ships.

Nearer two
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With buiging eyes the truck driver saw The rattletrap vehicle swerve ot over

THE NAMELFSS

A Bud Gregory
Noveclet

CHAPTER I

Jalopy With Wings

UD GREGORY was something there
B isn't any word for. He bet on a dirt-
track automobile race in the State of
Colorado, and won twelve deollars., Simulta—

neously, a eertain European Power made a
very polite apology to the Icelandic Govern-

ment for the falling of a rocket-projectile near
Reykjavik. In so doing, it advertised pub-
licly that it had long-range guided missiles
capable of flights of over two thousand miles.

Next day, Bud Gregory bet on a second
dirt-track race and won six dollars more.
At very necarly the same instant, Izvestia
published a bellicose article which practically
called for war on the United States—UNO or
no UNO—and a middle European mnation

When Atomic Destruction Threatemns, ithe Call
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space, until only ity inner whoels were on the road

SOMETHING

offered a calculated, uncalled-for insult to
its United States ambassador. The day after,
Bud Gregory sat in the bar of a motor-
tourist camp and drank beer contentedly all
day long. :

Two days later still, on a mountain high-
way in the Rockies, the driver of a sixteen-
wheel Diesel truck came booming to a sharp
curve which had a cliff on one side and
a four-hundred-foot drop on the other.

By
WILLIAM FITZGERALD

The truck thundered around that curve—
and ran slap into a rattletrap car with a
flapping fabric top and an incredibie load of
children and household goods. Ran slap into
it, that is, to the extent that a collision was
inevitable. The jalopy was on the wrong
side of the road.

The truck could net turn out, nor the
jalopy turn in, in time. So the truck-driver
froze, and saw the rattletrap vehicle swerve

Goes Qui for the Wizard of the Great 'Sm:ﬂkies!
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out still farther on the wrong side of the
road—ride out until only its inner wheels
were on the highway and its outer wheels
spun merrily over vacancy.

It should have toppled instantly and hor-
ribly, only it didn’t. ™ rode exactly as if there
were an invisible highway surface over
emptiness. The Diesel driver saw it swerve
placidly back into the road behind him, and
go on. And he braked his monster truck
to a stop and had a perfectly good fit of the
shakes. He made up his mind to take a
week off to be spent in rest and gquiet. He
did.

On that day, it was said in Washington that
a grave international crisis threatened, and
eminent statesmen went about in spectacular
silence, refusing to speak for publication but
privately tipping off their favorite news-
papermen to monstrous evenis due to occur,

N YET another day Bud Gregory' ar-

rived at yet another place where fur-
ther dirt-track automobile racing was in
progress, and attempted negotiations with a
dejected driver who had not been in the
money for weeks. The driver laughed at
him, bitterly, and Bud Gregory was indig-
nant. He bet on the races and lost two
dollars.

On the same day, four satellite nations of
a certain European Power revealed that for
several months they had been running atomic
piles, and now had a sufficient stock of
atomic bombs for their own defense. The rest
of the United Nations erupted into frenzied
protests—which cut off short when they real-
ized it was too late to object.

And after three more days, Bud Gregory
drove into Los Angeles in a car which was in
the last stages of dilapidation. Tt eontained
himself, his wife, and an indeterminate num-
ber of tow-haired children. Also it contained
two hound-dogs, several matiresses, many
packages, innumerable parcels, had strapped-
on cots fastened to its running-boards, and
was further festooned with gunnysacks con-
taining stocks of vegetables and canned foods.

It was flagged down by a motoreycle cop
beside the highway. But Bud Gregory did
not stop. The decrepit car plunged ahead.
The motorcycle cop mounted his steed and
pursued. The decrepit car moved more
swiftly. It looked as if an asthmatic twenty
miles an hour would be its limit. But it hit
forty within seconds of the cop’s attempt to
halt it It was making eighty when it ran

into Los Angeles traffic. And still it did not
stop.

The motorcyele cop sweated blood, en-
visioning catastrophe. He gave his motor-
bike everything it would take, blaring his
siren continuously and shrilling his whistle
when he passed policemen on foot in the hope
that they would telephone on ahead.

The nexi fifteen minutes gave a dozen
members of the traffic j=slice—who joined in
the chase—gray hairs and a tendeney to
babble quietly to themselves. The dilapi-
dated car left all pursuit behind. It ran into
traffic in which it should have smashed up
fifty times over. It left behind it a stream
of crashes and collisions and nerve-racked
pedesirians, but it did not even touch another
vehicle or a single individual.

The collisions came from other cars swerv-
ing frantically to avoid it as it rocketed
through Los Angeles’ swarming streets. Half
the time it rode on the wrong side of the
lnghway. cutting in and out, speeding up

an incredible acceleration, slowing
down with completely impossible abruptness,
and turning corners at a rate which even
those who saw it did not believe.

On Wilshire Boulevard it reached a
elimax of preposterous performance. It came
streaking through traffic at something like
ninety-two miles an hour. It left a mounting
uproar behind it And it came to a crossing
where a red light had halted everything,
came eeling down the wrong side of the
street, swerved so that it should have turned
somersaulis, but observers said that it ran
as if its wheels were glued to the ground,
and—there in front of it, in the only space
by which it could move on—was a mon-
strously fat woman in the act of crossing
the street as the light permitted.

Women fainted on the sidewalk after it
was all over. There was no time to faint
before. The dilapidated ecar headed for the
fat woman at ninety-eight miles an hour,
Then, when it could not possibly stop in time,
it began to slow.

Some witnesses said that it stopped in
fifteen feet. Certainly it stopped so sudden-
ly that the gunnysacks dangling from its
top-supports swung and stood out stiffiy
before it, and one of them burst and potatoes
shot out before the stopped car like bullets.
A small one—a cull—smacked the fat wom-
an smartly, in a highly, indecorous manner,
She shrieked and leaped. and the rattletrap
shot through the space she had vacated.
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N TWENTY f{eet it was traveling sixty

miles an hour. In forty, it was going
better than ninety again, and it went on out
of town like a bat out of a beliry. No
motorcycle cop came anywhere near it. Not
even the two policemen on the farther side
of town who took up the chase on a clear
highway. One of them pushed his bike—so
he claimed —up to a hundred and twenty
miles an hour.

The decrepit jalopy, which should hawve col-
lapsed far below the speed limit, left him be-
hind as if he were standing still, and a tow-
headed child poked its head through the
flapping back-curtain and stuck out its
tongue at him as it went on.

On that same day the Government of the
United States received a very blunt note
from the European Power whose satellites
had revealed their possession of atomic
bombs and which had itself sent apology
to Ieeland for landing a guided missile near
Reylkjavik.

The note was not an ultimatum in form,
of course. But it expressed the desire of the
European Power to negotiate with the United
States regarding changes in the American
formm of governmen!t, which changes were
necessary to make the Furopean Govern-
ment feel that the United States was sincere-
ly desirous of peace. .

In other words, the BEuropean Power had
decided that democracies were dangerous to
it, and amiably offered America the choice of
surrendering to a small, fanatical party with-
in its borders, or of facing an atomic war.

And that night Bud Gregory drove into a
tin-can-tourist camp and he and his family
settled down for a comfortable stay, as soon
as he made sure that the dirt-track races
nearby were still going on.

CHAPTER 1

Miraeles Without Work

IKE everybody else in the United States,

Dr. David Murfree of the Bureau of
Standards, in Washington, felt rather sick
at the prospect of war under any circum-
stances, and especially under the conditions
obtaining. The point was that the United
States literally could not make a sneak
atomie attack on anybody. Iits prospective
enemy could. Nobody in America had

authority to issue an order for the beginning
of war.

In the European Power's government
there was one man who could simply nod his

‘head and have guided missiles go keening up

into the stratosphere to fall- thousands of
miles away upon the cities of the United
States.

If Congress took his note as it deserved
to be taken—as a threat of war—he would
nod his head and possibly half of the popula-
tion in America would be dead within hours.
The United States was as well-armed as any
other Power in the world, perhaps better-
armed.

But the United States could not shoot first.
It simply, literally, could not. And in atomic
war, the one who shoots first wins. So the
situation was that the enemy had made a
threat which struck at the very roots of
American civilization, and if the United.
States took measures to meet it, it would be
destroyed,

Most of the people who really understood
the danger went into hidden panic. There
was a sudden guiet movement of well-in-
formed people out of the larger cities. The
movement spread. It ceased to be quiet. It
became a mass exoedus—more or less orderly,
to be sure, but a movement of whole popula-
tions.

Terror lived in the cities, but not in the
open country so the cities became practically
abandoned and the European Power watched
with sardonic amusement as the greatest
nation on earth seemed to go into a blue
funk at the very notion of the European
Power’s displeasure.

Two-thirds of Congress found excuses to
leave Washington, which would certainly be
bombed in case of war. It was impossible to
secure a quorum in the Capital either to
enact laws to resist the threat or to yield to it.
The government of the United Staes was
paralyzed by a mere verbal menace.

But Doctor David Murfree stayed at his
post. He kept his head. The menace held,
but for nearly a week nothing happened.
The State Department replied to the note it
had received. It asked the European Power
for the agenda of the discussion it proposed
and for an outline of the reasons why the
European Power feared aggression from the
United States. It used all the normal ilricks
to stall and gain time. Which was exaetly
in line with the desires of the head of the
threatening nation.
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So long as there was a crisis in being, there
would be terror and confusion in America,
Large numbers of the population would be
aprooted, the cities would be nearly or quite
leserted, commerce would stop and gen-
srally such a state of affairs would exist that
—s0 a European would reason—presently the
American public would be willing to accept
any possible surrender of principle just io
get things going again. It would be willing
even to surrender democracy.

There were times when it seemed likely
in America, too. Some people stayed on at
their posts. Some sent their families o
safety and carried on. But very many fled.
54ill there was a skeleton semblance of city
life still going on.

Many factories closed, but some florists
stayed in business. Police and newspapers
here and there and radio stations and delica-
tessen stores and a few taxicabs, and gen-
erally a small percentage of every sort of
activity continued to function, But it was a
very small percentage.

Murfree, however, grimly made the most
of what was left. He staved at his desk in
the Bureau of Standards and urgently and
persistently hounded the moribund clipping-
bureaus for newspaper accounts of wodd
events. That paradoxic aclivity, he felt, was
the only hope that the United States could
have to avoid either complete soeinl and
economie collapse, or else bombardment by
atomic bombs which would reduce its cities
to ruins.

He'd been collecting such clippings for
months. It was a good deal of a strain on his
finances too, because he had only a forty-
seven-hundred-dollar Civil Service job, and
living in Washintgon is expensive. He paid
ten cents for every clipping sent him by four
bureaus, which dutifully searched news-
paper columns all over the country.

F SOMEBODY announced an atomic en-
gine, a clipping came to Murfree. If an
automobile had a freak accident; he saw the
news account. If a souped-up motor made
history at an outboard-motor racing meet,
or an inventor made extravagant claims for
some new device, or there was an explosion
without plain cause, or somebody reported
having seen something impossihle—the last
especially—Murfree was sure fo be poring
over the news account as soon as it reached
print. .
It was the way by which he hoped even-

tuzally to locate Bud Gregory. He'd only seen
the man twice® but he knew what Bud Greg-
ory was, and there was no word for it
Musical prodigies are well-known enough.
Mathematical marvels extract fourth-power
roots correctly by mental arithmetic, and are
completely unable to tell how they do it

But Bud Gregory was something else. He
knew intuitively the answer to any problem
a physicist could propound, and he hated
work. He had run a oune-man auto-repair
shep in a village in the Great Smoky Moun-
tains, and worked only when he couldn't help
it. But when he did work, he casually de-
vised short-cuts—to avoid work—that were
breathtaking.

Murfree now owned one gadget Bud Greg-
ory had made. It completely eliminated
friction from any mechanical device it was
hooked to. Murfree had studied it exhaus-
tively, but he couldn’t understand it and
couldn’t even duplicate it. But Bud Greg-
ory’s genius once had brought about results
he didn’t anticipate. :

To get even with someone who'd offended
him, Bud had made a certain device and
turned it over to his tormenter, who used it
otherwise than as Bud expected. Common,
ordinary rock became a monstrous atomie
pile where it was turned on. Radiocactive
dust and gases wrought havoe before Murfree
found the source and Bud Gregory im-
provised a way to stop it. And then Bud
Gregory, in a panic, had disappeared lest he
be held to account for the damage his deviee
bad caused.

Now Murfree hoped to locate him by
further—and it was to be hoped harmless—
results of his combined genius and laziness,
He'd vanished in a rattle-trap with his wife
and dogs and children. He would ungques-
tionably support himself by roadside auto-
mobile repairs. So soomer or later Murfree
hoped to receive a newspaper clipping of
some preposterous event which he, and only
he, would know meant Bud Gregory was at
work. But it came to be grim work, waiting,
and endlessly hoping.

A second sharp note arrived from the
European Power, declaring that there was
reason to believe the United States had
secretly prepared for war. If the Atlantie
earrier fleet remained invisible, it would
have to be assumed that the ships had set out

*See Tee Gamzocony Cmcie, TaeRriir owpEn Seonzms,
April, 1947, e
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on a mission to loose plane-carried atomic
bombs on the complaining nation. So the
carrier fleet returned to port.

Then a third note arrived. A fleet of long-
range U.S. bombers waited at its home base,
fueled and armed and ready to take off. Was
this fleet ready for a flight across the North
Pole to make an atomic attack? If not, it
would be disarmed.

Then another note still. The atomic-bomb
plants of the United States still functioned,
turning out atomic explosives. Against whom
did the United States prepare, if not against
the complaining nation?

Congress could not be convened because
too many of its members were in a funk. The
United States could not make war without
Congressional action unless attacked. So it
could not make war until attacked, and an
attack with atomic bombs by two-thousand-
mile guided missiles—

The country almost disintegrated, so far
as the larger citics were concerned. The
little towns, though, which were not im-
portant enough to be bambed, throve in their
impunity. Farm-houses and boarding-houses
accustomed to take in summer boarders fair-
Iy bulged ati their seams. Beaches and camps
and cottage towns, trailer-camps and moun-
tain hotels and lakeside resorts, all hummed
and boomed with refugees from the cities,
while the cities themselves were like cities
of death,

Whole industries shut down for lack of
workers and executives. There was privation
and unemployment because death was in the
air. There had not been so much as a fire-
eracker set off, but the United States fal-
tered in its stride and its life came almost to
a standstill because of the imminence of
atomic war.

UT the owners of roadside taverns grew
rich, and county fairs flourished, and
roller-coaster proprietors bought new dia-
monds, and—diri-irack auto races in small
towns were thronged with patrons. And Bud
Gregory followed the dirt-track races. He
had a trick that brought in plenty of money,
nowadays. Plenty! Ten, fifteen, sometimes
even tweniy dollars in a single day, and
without his doing a tap of work. He sat in
blissful somnolence beside his antique car.
His children brought him beer. Now and
again he sent one of them to make a small
bet.
Bud Gregory, who was the only hope of

the survival of the American way of lile,
loafed blissfully, dozed contentedly, idled
magnificently, and drank beer comfortably.
He did not lift a finger unnecessarily from
one day's end to another.

It was purest accident that, as civilization
toppled in America, newspaper clippings
reached Murfree which told him where Bud
Gregory was. e

He got a plane-ride to California by a com-
bination of luck and desperation. On the
way West he read and re-read the three
newspaper clippings on which he believed the
fate of the United States depended. One was
an account of the impossible ride of an
ancient jalopy through Los Angeles traffic
at ninety miles an hour, The reporter who
wrote it didn't believe it himsell.

One was a digest of tall tales current
among motor tourists, of a mysterious me-
chanic roaming the highways and perform-
ing miraculous repairs for ridiculously low
prices. It was a feature-story, suggesting
that motor-tramps were devising a legendary
figure who would some day rival Paul Bun-
yan.

But the third was the important one. That
told of a dirt-track automobile race in which
the winner made absolutely unparalleled
time, averaging three laps to the field’s two,
and achieving turns that even those who
saw them didn't believe.

Murfee knew better than the eyewitnesses
what had happened in all three cases. Bud
Gregory had made his way across the con-
tinent in a car which should have fallen
apart in the first ten miles. He was using
that outragious gift of his to keep from work-
ing. And no more than four days before
Murfree boarded a plane in Washington,
he'd been somewhere near the dirt race-track
at Palo Bajo, in California.

Murfree made for that place as fast as
wangled passage on an Army plane could
take him., He was lucky. There was a
major-general on board, with a date with a
blonde at Laguna Beach. The plane made
only tweo stops between the Atlantic and
Pacific coasts.

But Los Angeles, which had been thriving
a week before, was nine-tenths deserted when
Murfree arrived. Trains ran irregularly cnd
buses practically not at all, and those which
did run were scenes of riot as they loaded
up.

Murfree spent seventy-five dollars of very
hard-saved cash for a ride behind a motor-
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cyclist to a town ten miles from Palo Bajo.
He trudged the rest of the way.

The open country was thickly populated
and every roadside tree shaded a group of
campers from the cities. But there was an
extraordinary holiday air everywhere. Mur-
free was acutely conscious of it as he trudged
dlong the highways with his single hand-bag
for luggage.

Since bombs were apt to fall on the citics
at any time there were camps and bivouacs of
city people everywhere. But since none had
fallen so far—and would not fall except on
cities—there was a general effect of slightly
apprehensive vacationing.

When Murfree trudged wearily into Palo
Bajo his feet burned, his shoulders ached,
and the muscles of his arms were sore from
the unaccustomed labor of carrying a burden.
He was worn out and dispirited but he went
doggedly to the fairgrounds where the dirt-
track races went on.

He went to the pits where the small,
souped-up cars were serviced. He felt that
there was no time to rest, and anyhow his
appearance in an exhausted condition was in
line with his plan for locating Bud Gregory.
He went to the first pit. where a particular-
ly greasy and especi_a]lx"(dilapidated small
racing-car was being worked on by two be-
smeared individuals.

“Look!” said Murfree heavily, “I've got to
find a good mechanic. My ecar's stalled ten
miles back. It ran dry and heated up and
froze. T can't get a garage to touch it. They're
jammed!"”

HE last was true. With every ecar in

California. on the road and out of the
cities, rural garagemen rubbed their hands in
fiendish glee. It was so everywhere. One of
these two men locked up gloomily:

“We're busy!"”

“But I've got to get my car fixed,” said
Murfree desperately. "Five bucks if you just
tell me where to find a mechanic wholl do
the job!"”

One of the two got up and pointed.

“Try Mose,” he said sourly. “That beefy-
looking guy over there. He's hound to be
some mechanic becaiise the car he’s got
ain't any better than this one, and it goes
faster and makes turns no car has a right to
make. He watches it night and day—blast
him—and you won’t get nowhere, but you
can talk to him."”

Murfree handed over five dollars. He

limped toward the shed that had been pointed
out. A bulky man with squint eyes reared
up as he approached. A grease-monkey
looked at him suspiciously.

“*No visitors!” the big man snarled. “Clear
out!”

“Pye got a ear in a ditch,” said Murfree,
“and the motor's frozen. I'll pay a hundred
bucks for a mechanic to fix it.”

“Beat it!” repeated the beefy man, for-
midably.

“I'l pay you ten bucks if you'll name a
mechanic,” said Murfree. “I can pay a hun-
dred for fixing it.”

He had barely two hundred dollars in the
world, and this man was not Bud Gregory.
But Murfree was sure he was on the right
track. A car that went impossibly fast and
made impossible turns. His own car, of
course, was imaginary, but he looked worn-
out and dusty and very convincing.

The grease-monkey said, drawling:

“That fella could do it, Mase, and ten
bucks'd come in handv.”

“He'll do it for fifty,” the squint-eyed man
said shrewdly. “I get fifty or he don’t do
nothing. Take it or leave it” He turned to
the grease-monkey. “You know where to
find "im.”

Murfree handed over fifty dollars. He felt
weak at the knees, It was enormously im=
portant to find Bud Gregory. Nobody else
in the world would do! : ;

The grease-monkey came back with Bud
Cregory, who looked at Murfree.

“Howdy,” Gregory said in an unhappy
voice, and looked uneasily around for police-
men. Murfree swallowed.

“Hello, Bud. I want to talk to you. Any-
where you say. How about some beer?”

—— e
CHAPTER III
Three Racketeers

NSTANTLY Bud Gregory brightened. He
was tall and gangling and drooping, He
was typically poor-white—Appalachian
Highland version—bony and listless. He had
worn an air of complacency until he saw
Murfree, but that was gone now because
he’d made a device which was a neutron-
shield and set a monsirous atomic pile to
work back in the Smoky Mountains.
Murfree was the man who had found out
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his responsibilty for the dewvastation which
resulted. But on the other hand, Murfree
had paid him six hundred dollars for a device
which absolutely abolished friction, and with
that as capital he had set out to tour the
United States without being bothered by de-
tectives, and practically without working.

“Why—uh—sure, Mr. Murfree,” said the
man who knew by instinct all the things that
the scientists of the world struggled to learn.
“Beer? Sure! There's a place right close,
Mr. Murfree. But I cain’t go fur. There's
some fellas comin’ to see me today. They told
me if I'd fix a dinkus for 'em, they'd pay me
wages for as long as it works, without me
doin” a tap of work more.”

Murfree looked at him in envy so great that
-it was almost hatred. Bud Gregory knew,
without knowing how he knew, how to make
absolutely anything he chose. He'd made a
wire thal absorbed heat and turned it into
electricity, but he'd dene it to save the trou-
ble of mending an automobile radiator in
the normal manner, and he had charged just
ten dollars for the job.

Bud Gregory had made a chield through
which nothing could pass, not even a neutron
—and he'd done it to save himself the trouble
of replacing that miraculous wire with a
tedious job of sheet-metal soldering on the
same radiater. He'd made another device, at
Murfree's demand. which stopped even
neutrons cold—after the shield had started
an unshielded atomic pile to work. Gregory
could weld broken parts of a motor with-
out taking them out, and could free a frozen
motor without so much as loosening a bolt,
and lots of other things. But all he wanted
was to sit in absolute somnolence and in-
activity.

“Clome on and get the beer,” said Murfree.
“l came all the way across the continent to
find you. Something's happened that you
can fix, and it'll square everything about that
business back in the Smokies.” He added,
“There aren’t any detectives with me.”

Bud Gregory shambled beside him, frown-
ing.

“Listen, Mr. Murfree,” he said umeasily,
“I don't want no truck with sheriffs and
policemen. I don't even want to sguare
nothin' with 'em. I just want io get along
without workin’ myself to death, not botherin'
nobody and nobody botherin’ me.”

Murfree ushered him into a tavern op-
posite the race-track where the souped-up
racers ran.

“The point is that somebody is bothering
you,” said Murfree. “And me. And every-
body else. We'll get our beer and I'll tell you
about it.”

They found a table in the crowded room.
Palo Bajo was too small a town to rate an
atomie bomb, so in the tavern were clerks
and business men and laborers—fathers of
families and loudly shirted young men and
men who were trying to forget the menace
that hung over the country, and men who
did not even try to think about it

Murfree explained as Bud Gregory drank
his beer. He explained in words of one syl-
lahle that a certain European Power had
proved it had rockets which could travel
two thousand miles, and atom bombs for
them to carry. And, with those up its sleeve,
it demanded that the United States give up
its way of lifc and adopt an entirely new
social system.

It was ready to blast every city in North
America on a moment's notice, If the United
States—unready as usual—started to get
ready to Oght, it would be destroyed. Every
big city in the nation would be blown to
atoms before preparations for defense could
be even halfway completed.

Bud Gregory listened uncomprehendingly.
He drank his beer and squirmed in his seat.

“But I don't aim to have no truck with
sheriffs and policemen and: such!” he pro-
tested. “I ain't botherin' nobody."”

Murfree explained further. Bud Gregory
could devise some defense. He could prob-
ably make the defense. If he did, he, Mur-
free, would guarantee that he would have
money enough to live on for all the rest of
his life.

“But you're a gov'menit man,” said Bud
Gregory unhappily. “You're a good fella but
I don’t want no truck with the gov'ment.”

URFREE sweated. Promises of a for-

tune meant nothing to Bud Gregory.

But Murfree had a hundred and fifty dollars

left. He offered that for a deviee that would

protect America against atomic bombard-

ment. Millions had no meaning to Bud Greg-

ory. A hundred and fifty dollars was con-
crete. He wavered.

“Listen here, Mr. Murfree,” Gregory said
plaintively. “I got some fellas comin’ to see
me today. They told me they'd pay me a
hundred dollars down and ten dollars a day
if I just fitted a car up with the dinkus I
got on a friend’s car over at the track. I
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don’t even have to make it! ATl I got to do is
take it off that racin'-car and put it on
their car, and I don't aim to work myself to
death for nobody. If I got ten dollars a day
coming’ in, I'm all set. I can just set and not
bother nobody.

Murfree felt sheer desperation. Talk of
war and devastation had no meaning to Bud
Gregory. He just wanted to sit somnolently
in the sunshine. If he could get & hundred
dollars without working, he would not work
for millions—or even for a more comprehen-
sible hundred and fifty. He was simply im-
pervious.

Then the beefy, squint-eyed man loomed
up beside the table. He looked definitely un-
pleasant now. With him were two other men
who looked more unpleasant still. They ap-
proached the table.

“How's your car?” asked the squint-eyed
man, snarling. “Got it fixed yet?” To the
others he said, “He told me his motor was
froze!”

Bud Gregory looked up.

“Howdy, gentlemen!” he said cordially.
“Myr. Murfree, here, he’s a old friend of mine.
He'’s a gov'ment man from the East. 1 done
some work for him back there and he hunted
me up. Set down and have some beer!”

The two newcomers' faces went expres-
sionless. The squinty-eyed man looked mur-
derous. Then the three of them glanced at
each other. One leaned close to Murfree,

“Don’t start anything, Mr. Government
man,” he said softly. “Me and my friend got
guns on you. Butiin’ into our affairs, huh?”

He moved suddenly. Murfree felt a hor-
rible impact. Then he felt nothing what-
ever. . ..

The European Power sent a very pained
note to the Government of the United States.
The American Government had told its peo-
ple of previous diplomatic correspondence,
thus causing hostility toward the European
Power among Americans. And the Eurcpean
Power was devoutly desirous of peace, vet
it could not but be alarmed at the increasing
belligerency of American public opinion.

Then there was the evacuation of Amer-
ican cities. That suggested nationwide prep-
aration for war. Would the American Gov-
ernment give some convincing guarantee that
it did not plan an unwarned attack? Such
as the grounding and dismantling of all air-
craft, and the decommissioning of its navy?

The European Power was waging a war of
nerves. Iis purpose was the harassment of

the ~ American public—from disorganiza-
tion, unemployment, and ultimate famine—
to the point where it would welcome any
possible change. Its plan was to make the
American people themselves demand the
changes in its social system that the Euro-
pean Power desired.

In Washington, it began to look as if that
end might be achieved. Hunger was begin-
ning to show up. Privation was appearing.
Looting in the cities had begun. So far a
certain amount of holiday spirit still existed,
to be sure, but the future looked black.

And Murfree woke up in the back of a
speeding car. He had a splitting headache.
Bud Gregory sat uneasily beside him. There
were three men in the front seat—of whom
one was the squint-eyed man—and when
Murfree moved one of them turned around.

“Don't try nothin',” he said amiably. “We
ain't got any use for you government guys.”

and turned back. Murfree’s head
throbbed agonizedly. He felt nauseated and
ill. Bud Gregory rolled unhappy eyes at him.

“Honest, Mr. Murfree, I didn't know they
was goin’ to act like this,” he said miserably.
“They offered me a hundred dollars and ten
dollars a day to soup up their sedan.”

The car sped along the incredibly pop-
ulated roadside. There were people every-
where. When cities empty, people have 1o
go somewhere. Small towns swarmed. Vil-
lages overflowed. Even the highways were
lined with groups of people with picnic-blan-
kets and blanket shelters, Murfree rubbed
his head to clear it, and closed his eves at
the anguish which came of the movement

“What happened?” he asked thickly. “Why
didn’t they kill me?”

The man in front turned around again.

“We wouldn't think of it, fella,” he said,
grinning. “It was Uricky enough erashin’
¥ou in a crowded room and draggin’ you out
as a drunk, without nobody geitin' wise. If
we'd shot you we mighta had some trouble
gettin’ away ourselves.”

“Whal's the ides ' asked Murfree drearily.
“Are you spies, or just plain traitors?”

“Huh!"” scoffed the man in front, “You
talke like the movies! We're just honest guys
pickin’ up a livin’ how we can. Your friend
there, has got a little trick that'll be useful
to us. He can fix up a car to go faster, stop
shorter, turn sharper and have more pick-
np—”

HE DISPLAYED a blued-metal weapon
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The beefy man, at the wheel, growled at
himm. He shut up. The pattern wasn't right
for spies or agents of a foreign, European
Power. Agents of that particular Power, in
any case, were packed too full of ideology to
talk as this fellow did. These men sounded
like yeggs or crooks who'd seen a chance to
acquire getaway cars that no cop could over-
take. Murfree looked dizzily at Bud Greg-
ory, who grinned uneasily.

“Yeah. That's it, Mr. Muarfree. Y'see, I
was travelin' across-country, and my car
didn't have much power. Motor'd lost a lotta
compression. So I put on a dinkus that made
her pull up hills. And that's what these
fellas want.”

“What'd you do?" asked Murfree, His
throat was dry and his voice was hoarse. And
his head ached and ached and ached.

“Uh.” Bud Gregory looked uncomfortable.
“You know them little hunksa stuff that
metal's made of. They wiggle all around.
They wiggle faster when they get hot.”

Murfree reflected dully that Bud Gregory,
who was practically illiterate, was speaking
with precision of the random motion of
molecules which is eaused by heat

“I got a kinda idea,” said Bud Gregory,
“that if I could make all those hunksa stuff
move one way instead of all ways, it would
push the car ahead. So I fixed up a dinkus
that made 'em all move one way. It give my
car a lot more power.”

Murfree was not astonished. Bud Greg-
ory ecould not astonish him now. Of course
if all the molecules of a substance move in
the same direction the substance itself moves
in that direction. Using the molecular mo-
tion generated by heat, you should get prac-
tically limitless acceleration, quite independ-
ent of traction.

It should start a car off at any imaginable
speed, it should climb any hill, it should stop
a car with unbelievable suddenness, and if
the motion could be controlled—and hence
the thrust—it could keep a car from turning
over, and from skidding.

Yes. Also it would be action without a re-
action, and it would serve equally to power
an ancient jalopy or an aeroplane. Only, an
geroplane wouldn't need wings because the
same molecular thrust could lift it, and that
meant that it could furnish a drive for a
spaceship and provide the direct means for
the conquest of the stars.

And Bud Gregory had devised it to make
his ancienl car climb hills!

“Then one day I seen some dirt-track
races,” explained Bud Gregory. “I seen
fellas bettin’ on 'em, so I made a deal with
a driver and put my dinkus on his car. He
could go faster, so he won, and I'd bet on
him, and won some, too. It was pretty easy
money, Mr. Murfree, and I don't never figure
on workin' myself to death.”

“Whatever you use with that dnve gets
cold,” Murfree said dully.

“Yeah," said Bud Gregory nodding. “I use
the motor to pull the car, and it gets cold.
That's why I run the motor, so’s it won't get
too cold to push. I been followin’ the dirt-
track races ever since he added, “rentin’
out my dinkus fo drivers an’ bettin’ on "em.”

T THIS, Murfree, kidnaped and with his

head one monstrous ache, felt again

that helpless, irritated envy with which Bud
Gregory always inspired him.

Bud had made a heat transformer which
turned heat directly into kinetic energy! He'd
made a device which could replace every
motor on earth by a simpler element, and
raise the amount of power available by an
astronomiecal figure! He'd created an inven-
tion which could go far toward making Earth
a paradise and mistress of far-Aung planets
—and he used it to win dirt—track races so
he could bet two or four or five dollars at a
time and so live without working!

Now that same device—which eould mean
the survival of humanity in those distant ages
when the sun begins to cool—that same de-
vice would now be applied to provide thieves
and holdup men with getaway cars the police
could not overtake!

Murfree did not believe his captors were
spies or aliens, They were simply criminals,
And presently they would very probably
kill him, because they'd want the secret of
their success to remain a secret and Bud
Gregory would doubtless be kept a prisoner
as long as he was useful.

And meanwhile that Buropean Power
would pile one sardonic demand upon an-
other—making sure that America did not
prepare defense —until either the United
States adopted the alien social system out of
sheer necessity, or was wiped out in blasts
of atomic flames.

But there was no use talking about it. Bud
Gregory could not grasp the emergency, and
these criminals would look upon it shrewdly
as simply an opportunity for large-scale
activity of their own wvariety. Murfree fell
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the motion of the car more and more violent-
v in his throbbing head. Vibration was
agonizing. The after-effects of the crack on
his head manifested themselves, too. Sud-
denly, from a combination of weakness and
pain and exhaustion and a form of surgical
shock, he fell into a heavy, unnatural sleep.

And just at the moment that Murfree
lapsed into something like a coma-like slum-
‘ber, the President of the United States took
a momentous and quite illegal decision, By
law he could comply with the request of the
European Power for the grounding and dis-
mantling of all United States aircraft, and for
the decommissioning of the battle fleet. By
law he could not take any particular action
in the situation as it stood. But he did do
something. His jaw set. he wrote formal
and guite improper orders in his own hand-
writing. He gave those orders personally to
certain high-ranking officers.

“Perhaps this is treason,” said the Pres-
ident bitterly. “But I won’t see this country
go down without a fight! The laws seem to
require it, but for once to the devil with
the laws! If those rasecals over there want a
fight, they'll get it. But they won’t get an
inch more of concession from us withoul a
ﬁght.l

And after that, of course, it was simply a
question of whether the President’s orders
could be carried out before the European
Power learned that they had been issued.
One way, America would be ready to give
back as good as it got. The other way meant
ruin!

CHAPTER IV

Tough Tactics

EXT morning Bud Gregory shambled

into the room in which Murfree had
been placed, his craggy features woebegone.
“Well?” Murfree said sourly.

“Mr. Murfree,” said Bud Gregory miser-
ably. “Those fellas eertainly fooled me. That
squinty-eyed fella, he told me they was good
fellas. I been makin' out right good, bettin’
on him in the dirt-track races. I ain’t had to
mend a car in a coupla weeks. I been eatin’
hawg-meat and drinkin’ beer and not both-
erin’ nobody. But he fooled me!™

“Evidently,” said Murfree. His head was
horribly sore where it had been hit. He was

sick with impotent fury.

He knew, now, that his guess in the car
had been right. His captors were simply
criminals. They could not see beyond that
personal benefit any more than Bud Gregory
could see beyond his personal aversion to
sheriffs, policemen, and regularly scheduled
work.

“He told me,” mourned Bud Gregory, “that
if I'd take that dinkus off his racin’ car an’
put it on another one, so's it'd work the same,
that his frien’s’d pay me a hundred dollars
an' ten dollars a day for the use of it. But
now they brought me up here'and they say
I got to fix cars thataway for all three of
'em, and if I don’t, they'll fill me full of lead!”

He loocked at Murfree as if for sympathy.
But Murfree had none for him. When he'd
waked from his unwholesome sleep, the
night before, it was because the car had
stopped. It had stopped here, and even in
the darkness Murfree had known it was high
in the mountains,

The air here was thin and cold. There
was the feel of mountains all about. There
‘was a stone wall and a locked doorway, and
he’d insisted upon an interview and the
results were unsatisfying.

This was a hideout, much more elaborate-
Jy fitted out than was to be expected of a
party of bandits, but their equipment did
not mean greater intelligence. His desperate
argument for the release of Bud Gregory

.and himself that they might tackle the

menace facing all Ameriea, had been laughed
at. It wasn't believable. He couldn’t even
tell them what sort of device he wanted
Bud Gregory to make for the defense of
America. He didn't know.

So his arguments were dismissed as amus-
ingly phony. His captors wanted the getaway
cars Bud Gregory could fix up for them. They
couldn’t imagine Bud Gregory as usually em-
ployed on anything else. They laughed at
Murfree, dizzy and sick from having been
knocked cut, and put off until morning the
question of what they should do with =o
ridiculously implausible a government man
—or to them—detective.

Murfree glared at Bud Gregory.

“Just what do you think they're going to
do to me?” Murfree asked bitterly.

Bud Gregory blinked. He had been so ab-
sorbed in his own froubles—actual forced
labor under threat of death—that he had not
thought about Murfree,

“I dunno,” answered Gregory.
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“Holdup men!" said Murfree savagely.
“Robbers! Thieves! They'll stick up a bank,
shoot down anybody who interferes, and
streak it away in the cars you'll fix up for
them——cars that can dodge through traffic
the cops can't follow through, and flee faster
than the cops can follow. That's the idea,
isn’'t it7"”

Bud Gregory blinked again.

“But sooner or later the cops will track
them down! And vou don't like sheriffs and
policemen? You'll be in a nice fix when the
cops arrive and find you working for them!”
Bud Gregory squirmed.

“Besides all that, there'll be my murder
to account for!” Murfree went on angrily. “T
know them now! Do you think they'll turn
me loose to tell of their plans and methods?
No! They're going to kill me; and you'll be in
a jam on that account! I teld you I didn’t
have any detectives with me. I didn't. But
plenty of detectives knew where I was going
and who I was looking for!

“If you'd played ball with me, everything
would have been all square for you. But—I
went to look for you, I've vanished. They’ll
find me murdered, and you in the gang who
murdered me. They'll credil vou with mur-
dering me, and they'll hang you!"

RT of this was nonsense, and the rest
of it was bluff. Murfree was furiously
certain that he'd be killed, and he knew
that no police work was going on anywhere
in the United States, beyond an attempt to
prevent looting in the cities and some efforts
to preserve order among the hordes of
refugees. But Bud Gregory would not real-
ize that.

“And if the law doesn't hang you,” Mur-
free finished, in fine wrath, “vour friends will
kill you sooner or later. When you're no
more use to them, do you think they'll turn
vou loose to talk, either? Do you think they'll
pay you ten dollars a day for what you've
done, when a three-cent cartridge will set-
tle the account? Oh, no! You're a dead man
the same as I am—unless you do something!"”

“But Mr. Murfree!” said Bud Gregory
plaintively. “What can I do? All I want is
not to bother nobody and not have nobody
bother me."”

“You might work out some sort of weap-
on, hang it!" Murfree snarled. Then he said
savagely, “Have you had breakfast?”

Bud Gregory brightened.
“Yes, suh! After they ate, they told me to

fix somethin’ for myself.
couple of cans of beans. Sure!
all right.”

“T didn’t!” snapped Murfree.

He was acutely aware that he was not be-
ing dignified. But he was filled with the
particularly corrosive and horrible fury of
a man who is impotent to act in an all-im-
portant emergeney because of an absurdity.
The United States was in the most deadly
danger in its history, in fact, perhaps in the
only deadly danger in all its history. Its only
hope lay in a semi-illiterate mountaineer,
whose only desire was to sit in utter useless-
ness.

Murfree’s own prospective murder did not
cause him one-tenth of the raging revolt he
felt for the idiocy that seemed to rule the
cosmos. He was, in fact, half crazy with
rebellion at mankind and his own maddening
sensation of futility.

“Get me somelhing to eat,” he snapped.
“Coffee, anyhow. They'll shoot me this
morning to save the trouble, of feeding me.
If you had the brains of a goldfish, you'd end
this situation in seconds! But vou won't do
a thing! You'll stand by and watch them kill
me, then you'll meekly do whatever they
tell you to do, and if the police don’t eatch
you first and hang you, these thugs will
murder you offhand when they're through
with- you. Get out and bring me some cof-
feel”

Bud Gregory shambled unhappily out of
the room. It was seemingly a very casual
kind of confinement that restrained Mur-
free, but when he gazed out of the windows
of his room, he grew dizzy. There was a
drop of several hundred feet from the win-
dow-sill.

This hideout was a small house within a
high stone wall above sheer wilderness. It
was somewhere on the side of a mountain,
apparently on a bold spur jutting out from a
precipitous eliff.

As a matter of fact, Murfree learned later
that it had been built by a motion-picture di-
rector with a wife for respectability and red-
heads for a hobby, and that it had been ac-
quired for a hideout by his present hosts
after the director had been extensively shot
up by them, for hire.

There was certainly no escape on this side.
Bud Gregory had come in by a seemingly un-
locked door, but Murfree was cagey. He
peered cautiously out of his door, and then
ventured into the next room. He saw why

I opened up a
I made out
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his door did not need to be barred.

The rooms of the house opened on a patio,
a courtyard, and a rising mountainside
showed on’ only one side. With what he'd
seen from his window, everything was clear.
The house was built on a spur sticking out of
a precipice, and there was empty space on
three sides. It could only be left toward the
mountain, and that way was undoubtedly
barred. And of course, it could only be ap-
proached from the mountain, which made for
privacy for a man with a hobby, or security
for men with bad consciences.

ORE immediately daunting, though,

was the faet that two of his three
captors were out in that patio. They looked
as if they had hangovers and were in a par-
ticularly foul mood. As Murfree watched,
the beefy racing-driver strolled out and
joined them, and the three of them snarled
at Bud Gregory, who apologetically shambled
out of sight, while the three continued to
snap at each other. It was obvious that all
was not sweetness and light in this place.
The thugs argned profanely. After a mo-
ment Murfree caught words.

“He's lyin’! He says he's got to have some
parts. Let "im take a radio to pieces and get
‘em. If he don't fix our cars the way we want
'em, let’'s beat him up!”

The racing driver began to rage.

“Since he don't think we mean it, we could
haul his friend out and let Gregory see
what'll happen to him if he gets stubborn,”
he said. “Mebbe that’ll make him work!"”

.Murfree felt a little cold chill and a mon-
strous rage. They were going to shoot him in
cold blood to scare Bud Gregory. And there
was absolutely nothing to be done about it.

Then he saw Bud Gregory’s head. He'd
stopped inside the house on the farther side
of the courtyard. He'd listened to them. And
his jaw had dropped open. He looked abys-
mally scared. He vanished.

Maybe he'd duck out. Maybe he'd im-
provise some ineredible device that would
open doors, and flee, leaving Murfree to be
killed out of hand because he was known o
be a government man and was believed o be
a detective. If Bud did escape, he would hide
again with a passionate earnestness, avoitl-
ing police and sheriffs and saying nothing
whatever of what he knew.

In that case, the United States was finished.
Or if it survived, it would be only as the
mutilated remnant of itself. Murfree's own

death was the most trivial of incidents in
the holocaust eertain to occur,

Time passed. The three in the courtyard
drank from pocket flasks, One of them
pulled out a blued-steel weapon and looked
at it reflectively. That would kill Murfree.
They disc some plan they meant to
carry out when Bud Gregory had given them
uncatchable getaway cars. They cheered up
as they talked.

Bud Gregory remained absenf. Presenily
one of them smarled into the doorway into
which he had vanished. After a moment Bud
came out, holding placatingly a square hit of
plank on which was a distinetly messy as-
sembly of small radio parts. He expostulated
nervously. He couldn’t work so fast, and he
needed some parts.

“You're a Har!” snarled the beefy man.
“Go get that other guy and bring im here.
We're gonna show yvou somethin’!”

CHAPTER V

————

Heavyside Layer

T THIS, Bud Gregory sweated profuse-

ly. His hands shook. There were two

radio tubes and a eryptic assortment of eoils

and condensers and resistors in the gadget
he had mounted on a bit of plank.

He'd obviously worked on it for some time
before he'd come in to talk to Murfree, but
it did not look like anything. Except for the
guite improbable coils—and no physicist in
the Bureau of Standards had been able to
work out what similar coils in Murfree's
sample device did, or on what principle th
were based. Apparently there was nothing
in sight that a ten-year-old boy might not
have gimmicked together at random.

I"GO get "Im!" rasped the beefy man. “Or
else!™

Bud Gregory eringed. He shambled across
the courtyard and into the room where Mur-
free clenched his hands in a fury so great as
to override even despair.

“M-my gosh, Mr. Murfree!” said Bud
Gregory, tearfully. “They goin’ to shoot you.
And T just know they’ goin’ to shoot me after-
ward. They told me to bring you back with
m'” -

His bony, angular hands worked feverigh-
ly and seemingly at random on the lunatic
device he was holding.

A
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“I showed 'em this to show 1 was tryin’ to
work like they said,” said Bud Gregory

piteously, “but they want me to bring you
out there. They goin' to shoot you, Mr.
Murfree!”

Murfree choked in rage, and swallowed a
- cold lump in his throat. He opened his mouth,
perhaps to speak noble final words, but more
likely to swear in utter fury.

“I'm—changin’ it, Mr. Murfree, so's they
can't shoot youw." Bud said shakily as he
worked. Sweat rolled down his face and
panic filled his eyes. “It's a dinkus that
makes those little hunlksa stuff that metal’s
made of, all travel the same way. It makes
some stufl that bounces around in any metal
it comes to. I—I got to make it travel where
I want it to through the air.” He panted.
Almost he sobbed. “All I ever wanted, Mr.
Murfree, was not to bother nobody. If those
fellas get killed, wou got to tell the sheriff it
ain"t my fault!”

A stray wire, connected to heaven knew
what at one end and nothing in particular at
the other, took shape as an oddly beautiful
curve under his twitching fingers. It was,
Murfree saw, almost parabolic. But it was
not a parabola. It was some sort of unsys-
tematic curve in which Murfree could begin
to see the beginning of a system.

“If T can get it finished, Mr. Murfree,”
chattered Bud Gregory, “they won't know
when it's twuned on, and they can shoot at
you, and if I got it pointed at them—"

There was a snarl. The beefy man loomed
up, a pistol out. Bud Gregory had gone after
Murfree, and he 'had delayed. Both men,
their captors kncw, were unarmed, but they
might get ideas of resistance. So the squint-
eyed man had come to see. And he'd heard.

He roared profanity at Bud Gregory, who
had told Murfree he was to be killed. But
Bud was sitill valuable. The beefy man raised
his weapon and shot point-blank at Murfree.
The muzzle was no more than ten feet from
Murfree's body, and it spewed bullets straight
for his heart._

And then the beefy man jerked ridicu-
lously, and an cxpression of incredulous
astonishiment came over his face. He stag-
gered, and put his hand to his side, and then
sollapsed very slowly to the ground. Bud
Gregory yelped in anguished terror.

“You got to tell the sheriff, Mr. Murfree,
t he done it himself,” he wailed. “You
h!l’

.~ Murfree had thought that Bud Gregory

I_

could not suprise him, but he was hlanlkl:
amazed to be alive. For a second he merely
stared. Bud Gregory shook and trembled
beside him, the contraption im his hands
jiggling as he trembled. A little wire some-
where in it was turning white with frost.

Then Murfree moved with the dazed, des-
perate calm of a man who has seen a miracle.
He picked up the beefy man’s pistol.

“Come on,” he said thickly. “Let's shoot
our way out of here.”

He started forward. But as he stepped out
into the patio, the tweo remaining cap-
tors swore. They'd heard the shots. They'd
looked for the beefy man to return, driving
Bud Gregory before him. When they saw
Murfree, instead, with the beefy man’s pistol
in hig hand, they gaped at him.

“Hands up!” said Murfree desperately. He
added foolishly: "“Surrender in the name of
the law!"

NE of the two men fired from his coat-

pocket, a burst of shots which emptied
the magazine of his automatic pistol. He col-
lapsed, kicking, to the ground. The other
man aimed deliberately and Murfree tried
to shoot him, but a civilized man's instine-
tive repugnance to bloodshed made his hand
shake so that he couldn't pull the trigger.

The other men fired with a cold precision
at Murfree—and dropped dead with a bullet
in his brain. His own bullet. Bud Gregory
wailed in unholy terror. But he held his
little gadget safe, and even remembered to
turn it off.

Miles away, a secret short-wave set sent
a message from .a hillside in the United
States. Another set received it far away. It
went into code, went over a cable in the
guise of a compleiely innocent message,
reached the capilol of a certain Furopean
Power, was decoded, and rushed to the ruler
of that Power. He read it and cursed.

The United States could not fight according
to law, but it was going to fight in defiance
of its own acts of Congress. Orders had been
given and, though illegal, they were being
obeyed. Disarmed aircraft were fueling and
loading up with bombs, carriers were putting
desperately out to sea, and in a matter of
hours the United States would be ready to
defend itself.

The ruler of the European Power was
angry. He would have preferred to take aver
the United States as a merely famine-racked,
desperate, and babblingly grateful nation of
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falk whose spirit had been broken by a war
of nerves. He had intended to seize its in-
dustrial plants intact and its cities unde-
stroyed. But since the fools had belatedly
shown dangerous intelligence, and were pre-
paring to fight rather than be destroyed by
their traditional reluctance to take the of-
fensive —why, they would have to be smashed
before they could get ready to resist.

He gave crisp, ruthless commands. He
hadn’t really believed they would fight, those
democratic fools. Still, in fifteen minutes the
first salvo of long-range guided missiles
would be on the way, and other salvos would
follow at two-minute intervals, And In a
matter of an hour or so North America would
be like a knacker’s stall and the rest of the
world would have had an object-lesson!

And in the hidéoul, Bud Gregory sat with
his bones seemingly turned to jelly.

“What the devil happened?” Murlree asked
unsteadily. “And we've got to get busy mak-
ing something that'll stop an atom-bomb
bombardment of Ameriea. Talk, man! Some-
thing may blow us up at any minute!”

“You—you got to tell the sheriff I didn’t
do nothin’,” quavered Bud Gregory. “I didn't
kill those three fellas, Mr. Murfree. They
done it themselves. You'll tell the sheriff
that. T don’t want to have no trouble.”

“Talk!” commanded Murfree. “We've got
to work out something. What've you got
there?”

Bud Gregory swallowed. He trembled un-
controllably.

“T told you I made a dinkus, to make my
car pull up hills,” he whispered “It's some
stuff that—uh—bounces around in stuff that
conduc’s electricity, Mr. Murfree. I told you
about it. All the little hunks in metal that
stuff gets in, have to move the same way. I
made it make my car climb hills, and then
1 fixed it so I could make them little hunksa
stuff act as brakes, too. They could even
push the car backwards, if I wanted 'em to.
And I—been makin’ a livin' bettin' on a fella
I fixed the dinkus on his racin’-car. That—
that fella—1 had his car fixed so it couldn’t
turn over, either.”

Murfree listened in an unnatural calm. He
knew all this, of course. Bud Gregory was
not a genius. He was something so far be-
vond mere genius that there is no word for
it

He simply knew, instinctively, all the
things the physicists of the world hope to find
out in a hundred years or so. He was able

1
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to seramble together absurd-looking devices
that turned heat into electricity, and made
common dirt form an atomic pile, and the
random molecular movements due to heat
convert themselves into kinetie energy.

UD GREGORY could make a space-

ship that would travel among the stars,
or he could make devices which would turn
_Earth into a paradise. Also, he could make
dirt-track racing automobiles run faster!

“When I realized they were goin' to kill
both of us,” he said abjectly, “I got scared
So I took the dinkus I had 'most finished and
changed it a little bit, and then, instead of
makin’ things move faster, it turned ‘em
back. Somethin’ that didn't move fast didn’t
get changed, but anything like a—uh—bullet,
when I turned my dinkus on it, the faster it
was goin’, the faster it got lung back. And—
uh—of course it got flung back straight to
where it come from.”

Murfree was strangely ealm, as any man
would be who had seen his would-be assas-
sins drop dead from their own bullets fired
at him and bounced hack in a straight line.
When miracles happen, one is stunned to
calmness. Now he nodded his head slowly.

“I—see.” he said “When bullets ran inte
the field you projected, it was like hitting an
elastie spring. Your field absorbed their
energy, and stopped them, and then fed their
energy right back and made them return to
where they came from, in the same line and
at the same speed they'd started with. That's
it7”

“Yeah, Mr. Murfrec,” said Bud Cregory
pallidly. “That’s it. You'll tell the sheriff I
didn’t kill those fellas.”

“Oh, yes,” said Murfree, slowly. “T'll tell
him that. I take it you didn't project a field
to make racing-cars run faster, though?”

“No, Mr. Murfree,” said Bud Gregory,
shivering. “I run it through a wire to the
motor. But I can throw it, and when it hits
somethin' that carries 'lectricity, it bounces
all around and stays there. It don't bother
rocks or glass, none.”

“I see,” Murfree said in numb tones. “Most
interesting. Now we’ve got to stop an atomie
attack on America.” Then he stood abso-
lutely still for a long moment. “Look here”
he said. “Will it bounce around in a gaseous
conductor? Gas that has ions bouncing
around so it will carry a ecurrent?”

“Yeah," said Bud Gregory. “Of course,
Mr. Murfree.”
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“What you're going to do now,” said Mur-
free with really monstrous tranquility, “is to
make a big version of that dinkus in your
hand. A really big one. So we can turn it
straight up and shoot that field into the
Heaviside Layer. Do you know what that is?
It's a layer of ionized air that covers the
whole earth about fifteen miles up. You're
going to make a dinkus that will fix the whole
Heaviside Layer so that anything that's shot
into it will be bounced right back where it
came from, just like those bullets did. If you
don't T'll either kill you or tell the sheriff on
yﬂu."

Bud Gregory blinked at him.

“I don’t have to make a big one, Mr. Mur-
free,” he said plaintively. “This here one will
fix anything. It don't take no power. The
power comes from the things that get flung
back. All I got to de is this, Mr. Murfree!”

He put his preposterous, untidy device on
the ground, and bent the curiously curved
wire so that the flatter part of its unsys-
tematic curve was parallel to the ground. He
threw a small switch. The two radio tubes
glowed. A small wire turned white with
frost.

“Nothin" get through that layer now,
Mr. Murfree,” he said anxiously. “Now about
this sheriff business. . . ."

In the sprawling, far-flung territories of a
certain Furopean Power columns of vapor
suddenly sereamed skyward at breathtaking
accelerations. There were hundreds of them.
They were the guided missilez which were
to destroy America. They carried atomic
bombs, They should make the better part
of the continent into blasted, radioactive
craters.

From the nations which were satellites of
the European Power other columns of vapor

streaked skyward. More bombs. They should

surge furiously through the air to the chill

emptiness beyond it, and they should ecircle
a good part of the earth and then drive furi-
ously down and spout ravening atomic
flames!

ET they didn't. They went skyward, to

be sure. They vanished in emptiness.
And men on the ground prepared to send
others after them. But they didn't do that,
either.

The guided missiles roared into the thin,
invisible Heaviside Layer of the earth's at-
mosphere, whose peculiarity is that it has
been ionized by the sun’s rays and therefore

has a specific electrical conductivity. The
rocket-projectiles were made of metal. They
went raging into the ionized gas in which
“stuff” which only Bud Gregory could under-
stand was—in his words—"“bouncing around.”

And there they stopped. They exhausted
their fuel in a furious, terrible duel with
implacable and gquite incomprehensible
forces. The energy they possessed was some-
how absorbed, and then their fuel cut off and
all the energy they had parted with was re-
stored to them and they went hurtling back
toward the earth—toward the exact spot from
which they had been discharged.

They were equipped with very sensitive
fuses. Even the terrific velocity with which
they struck their own launching-sites did not
keep the fuses from working. The atomic
bombs they carried exploded. They blew up
their own launching-sites. More, they blew
up the other bombs on the other guided mis-
siles waiting to form the second and third
and twentieth salvos.

Very many large areas of a certain Euro-
pean Power became monstrous craters. Un-
paralleled craters. Chasms going down to the
molten rock below the earth's crust. There
were similar craters in the satellite nations.
But there were no craters in America. Not
even little ones. No atom bombs fell on the
United States. -

When the President of the United States
barked a grim and defiant message to the
European Power, he knew nothing of the
craters. They had been made only five min-
uies earlier. He simply barked defiantly
that the United States wasn’t going to change
its government or its way or living for any-
body, and it would fight anybody that wanted
a fight

But nobody did. In fact, neither the Euro-
pean Power nor its satellites were apt to
fight anybody for a very, very long time.

And, of course, Murfree went back home.
He was quite broke when he got there, and
he could have been fired from his Civil Serv-
ice job for taking leave without permission.
But since almost everybody else had done
the same thing, his offense was graciously
pardoned. He was, however, deprived of
pay for all the time he had been absent.

The thing that makes him mad, though—

No, there are two things that make him
mad!

When it was clear that there was no fur-
ther danger to America, he turned off Bud

{Concluded on page 113)



FROM BEYOND THESTARS

By WILL F. JENKINS

Tommy Driscoll, ten-year-old scientist's son, emulates
one of his favorite heroes when the Earth is in peril

OMMY DRISCOLL lay on his stom-

I ach in the grass outside his-father's

laboratory and read his comic books.

He was ten years old and wholly innocent of

any idea thal Fate or Chance or Destiny

might make use of him to make the comic
books come true.

He was clad in grubby shorts, with san-

dals, and no socks or blouse. Ants crawled

on his legs as he lay on the ground, and he
absently scratched them off. To the adult
eye he was merely the son of that Professor
Driscoll who taught advanced physics at
Harwell College, and in summer vacation
puttered around with research.

As such, Tommy was inconsiderable from
any standpoint except that of Fate or Chance
or Destiny. They had use for him,
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He was, however, wholly and triumphant-
ly a norial small boy. As he scratched
thoughtiully and. absorbed the pictures in
his comic book, he was Space Captain Mc-
Gee of the rocket-cruiser Omadhoum, glo-
riously defeating—ifor the fifteenth time since
he had aecquived the book—the dastardly
scheme of the Dictator of Pluto to enslave
the human race to the green-skinned stalle-
eyed denizens of that dark planet.

A litle while since he had been the Star
Rover, crimson-cloaked and erimson-masked
and mysteriously -endowed with the power
to survive unharmed the frigidity and air-
lessness of interstellar space. As the Star
Rover, he had triumphantly smashed the at-
tempt of some very unpleasant Mercurians
to wipe oui the hiiman race so that they
conld emigrate ta Earth.

As both splendid figures, at satisfyingly
frequent intervals;, Tammy had swung
mighty blows at the jaws or midriffs of Mer_
curians, green-skinned Plutonians, renegade
Earthmen, and others.

But hé had just finished reading both com-
ics three times in succcssion, He heaved a
sigh of comfortable mental repletion and
rolled ‘over, imagining f{urther splendid if
formless adventiures with space-ships and
ray-guns.

Locusts whirred monotonously in the
maple trees of Harwell College campus, His
father’s laboratory was a small stone strue-
ture off the Physics Building, and Tommy
waited for his father and Professor Wardle
to come out. When they did, he would walk
home with them and possibly aeguire an ice-
eream cone on the way. With luck he might
wangle another comic,

E HEARD his father's voice. Talking
| I to Professor Wardle, who was spend-
- ing the week-end with them.

“There’s the set-up,” said his father inside
the laboratory. “Absurd, perhaps, but this
Jensky radiation bothers me. I've found out
one rather startling thing about it.”

“My dear fellow,” Professer Wardle said
drily, “if you publish anything about the
Jansky radiation the newspapers will accuse
you of communicating with Mars!”

Tommy knew by h_ls father's tone that he
was grinning.

“Pve not thought of anything so conserva-
tive. Everybody knows that the Jansky Ra-
diation comes from the direction of the Millsy
Way and from beyond the Scolar System. It

makes a hissing noise in a sensitive short-
wave receiver. No modulation has ever heer
detected. But no explanation’s been offered
cither™ *

Professor Wardle moved, inside the labors
atory.

“What's the startling fact you've diseov-
ered?” he asked,

“It's got a point source,” Tommy Dris-
coll’s father said, and Tommy could tell he
was still grinning. “Il vomes from one spot,
There's a second-order effect in our almos-
phere which has masked it up 1o now. I can
prove it"

Temmy chewed on a grass stem. As ’d:m-
son of -a professor of physics, he was disil-
lusioned about scientists. Thev were not
like the scientists of the comic books, who
were mostly mad geniuses with plans to make
themselves Emperors of Earth and had to be
foiled by Captain McGee or the Star Hover.
Tommy knew pessimistically that scientiste
just talk long words. Like hiz father, now.
But Professor Wardle seemed startied.

“A point source! But confound it, man!
That would mean it's artificial’ Nat natural!
That it was a signal from beyond the stars!
What else could it mean?”

“I'd like to know myself,” said Tommy's
father ruefully. "Pve checked for interrup-
tions like dots and dashes, and for modula-
tions,like our radio. I've made sure it isn’t
frequency modulat.ed The dnLv thing left is
television,”

“Therefore the television sereen,” sgaid
Professor. Wardle. “I =zee. You'te trying to
analyze il with a scanning system. Hm. . .
Possible. But if it is a signal from another
Solar System—"

Tommy Driscoll sat up straight, his eyes
wide and astonished. His mouth formed it-
self into a particularly round O. 'This, of
course, was the natural oceurrence if Fate or
Chance or Destiny was to use him to make
the comic books come true. He had been
listening with only a fraction of his ears. To
a ten-year-old boy, adults do not often seem
intelligent. Few of them have any interest in
Space Captain McGee or the Star Rover.

*Note: The Ja.nsky' .Radlanon as described, 1= an
actuel and =zo-f lained phenomenon. It does
come-from be und th olar Systein from the general
direction of Y Way. It does affect sensitive.
chort-wave recelvers. It’s cause is as obscure ag ifs
reality Is ecrtain. K. G. Jansk
rezearch laboratories, h
the Institute of Had
Proe.) Vol, 20, No. ll. 1
1i basg further been duﬁ%}s
Jour. of F.l., Vol. 23, 4,

u wu.rﬂl in
April.
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But Tommy’s father was talking about in-
terplanetary communication! Of signals from
the planets of another sun! From ecreatures
who might be super-intelligent vegetables
like the Wangos the Star Rover had to fight,
or immaterial entities like those misty things
that almost defeated Captain McGee on the
Ghost Planet because when he swung his
mighty fist there wasn't anything solid for
him to hit. Tommy's father was talking about
things like that!

He got up and gazed in the open door of
the small laboratory. He regarded the rather
messy assemblage of equipment on the work-
bench with bright-eved, respectful awe. His
father nodded. .

“H'llo, Captain ™ he said to his son. “No hot
wires around, Come in. What's on your
mind?"

Tommy's eyes shone, -

“Uh—you were talkin’ about signals from
another planet.”

“I see,” said his father. “Right up your
alley, eh? [ hadn’t realized the popular ap-
peal. But if you'd like to listen—"

Tommy fairly gquivered with eagerness.
His father threw a switch. There was a tiny
hum from a loud-speaker, then gilence. Then,
presently, there was a tiny hissing noise.
Just a hissing sound. Nothing else.

“That's it, Captain,” his father told Tom-~
my. “That's the noise the Jansky radiation
makes. When we turn this dial we tune it
out this way”—he demonstrated—“and also
when we turn the dial that way. Then we
tune it back in"” He proved it. “Nobody has
ever explained it, but it comes from outer
space. T think it comes from just one spot.

ROFESSOR WARDLE, smoking a pipe
and sprawled in a chair, nodded amiahly
at Tommy.

“Yes, sir,” Tommy said, thrilled.

His throat went dry from excitement. His
father threw a second switch. A television-
scereen glowed faintly.

“Now it's transferred to the screen,” he
told Tommy, “but it's still all scrambled.
Nothing happens, It's quite a job to unsecram-
ble a television signal even when you know
all about the transmitter. If there’s a trans-
mitter sending this, I don’t know any of its
constants,” Owver Tommy's head he said to
Professor Wardle, “The possible combina-
tions run ten to the ninth.”

Professor Wardle nodded. i

“Lines per inch, size of sereen, images per

- Jenny—Captlain

second, possible colors.,” He grunted. “Then
the scanning pattsrn and possible three
dimensions and so on. You've got several
billion possible variations, all right!"

*Unscramble it, Dad!"” said Tommy eager-
ly. “Please! 1 want to see what the people
look like who're sending it! Do you think
we pan lick them if they get tough?”

“I'm. telling you,” his father explained,
“that I can try several billion ways to un-
seramble this supposed signal Even if it
can be done, only one of them will be right
It's going to take time.”

“But, Dad, please try!"

Tommy was filled with infinite excitement.
Which, of course, was not only necessary if
the comic books were to be made to come
true, but was wholly normal small boy.

Here was an interstellar signall He had
heard it! Tune the set right and he wonld
see—maybe something like the giraffe-men
who  almost killed Captain McGee on the
Planet of Sand! Or the frog men the Star
Rover had to fight when a crippled space
liner was forced to descend on the watery
planet Alith!

“I've got to figure out a way to unsceramble
it, Tommy,” his father said. “I've got to eal-
culate the settings that are most likely to
show some change on the screen. It's rather
like breaking a code. Tt will take a couple
of weeks to compute a series of settings to
iry one after the other.”

Tommy was unconvinced. He argued.
Space Captain McGee's friend Doc Blandy
would simply have whipped out his trusty
slide rule and made the computations in sec-
onds. He would push the slide back and forth,
set the television controls according fto his
computations, and say, “On the beam, Me-
Gee!” And Space Captain McGee would gaze
into the television-screen and see the worm
monsters of Blathok about to chloroform
MeGee's girl  friend—to
transfer the brain of a worm-monster into
her skull. Her body would thereafter house
an inveterate enemy to the human race, with
specific plans for annihilating it

Tommy argued. Impassionedly. In the
end his father had to resort to authority to
stop his arguing. And then Tommy was
tempted to revert to his former disillusion-
ment about scientists.

But continued belief offered high reward in
excilement. So he believed. Still it was a
rebellious small boy who accompanied his
father and Professor Wardle home. Even
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the expected ice-cream cone did not console
him. He consumed it in an avid gloom. His
father fried to comfort him.

“After all, we're not sure,” he told Tommy.
“It might ot be a signal at all. Or it might
be a signal of a type that would seem simple
enough. lo the creature who sent it, but
hopelessly complicated to us. They might be
so much farther advanced in science. In any
case, it’s not a thing to be solved off-hand.™

“But you're going fo try, aren't you, Dad?”
askked Tommy desperately. “You said it
wouldn’t do any harm! You said we could
lick them! They couldn’t harm Earth!”

“T'l try,” his father assured him. “It's
simply useless to go it blind. That'’s all. T'll
have my calculations dene in a couple of
weeks, and you cap wateh while I try the
whole business. All right?"

Tormmy gulped. He was unable to speak for
disappointment. When one is ten years old,
odds of billions to one are negligible, but
two weeks of waiting is eternity. If is exact-
1y the same as never. And this, too, was not
only in the necessary pattern of things if the
ecomic books were to come true, but it was
perfectly natural small boy.

HAT night Tommy went rebelliously to
bed the third time he was told. He had

hung arcund his father and Professor War-
dle, listening hungrily to every incompre-
hensgible word they said. He was keyed up
~$0 enormous excitement,

He slept only fithully. The comics had been

a make-believe world in which he believed
only with a book in his hand. Now they
" promised to become real, and he was filled
with a monstrous hunger for the adventure
they promised.

He woke at dawn and his lurid, fitful
dreams had made him ripe for desperate and
daring deeds. He slipped into his shorts and
gandals and went downstairs. He gulped a
huge glass of milk and stuffed down an
ample slice of cake.

Then he came to a grand and desperate
resolution. He slipped out the back door and
trudged across the dew-wet campus to his
father's Iaboratory.

He wormed unseen into the small build-
ing. Hisc heart beat fast. He was seared, but
he was Space Captain McGee and the Star
Rover all rolled into one—in his own mind—
and definitely he was ten-vear-eld Tommy
Driscoll. He remembered, of course, how his
father had turned on the short-wave sel and

the television screen. No small boy eould
forget thosc items!

He sat down beiore the contrals and threw
the two switches with a grandly negligent
gesture that Captain McGee himself eould
not have beitered. And then he siarted,
blindly but with infinite confidence, to un-
scramble the Jansky Radiation,

He was one-half making believe, and one-
half deadly earnest, and all absolute faith.
Naturally. The odds against any one selting
of the controls being the right one to un-
seramble the Jansky radiation were several
billion fo one. But the heroes of comic
books always win against odds like that. -

So did Tommy Driscoll. The comic books
were fated to come true.

The faintly glowing television-screen quite
impossibly flickered as he tummed the con-
trols. His heart pounded. He worked on, his
eyes shining and his head far above the
clouds out in interstellar space with Captain
MeGee and the Star Rover.

Presently, quite impossibly, the screen be-
came a steadily pulsating rectangle which
at its brightest was very bright indeed. He
found a mamimum brightness on which he
could not improve. He worked other con-
trols at random.

One made odd stresks appear on the
sereen. At the peak of streskiness, Tommy's
heart was thumping in his throat. He, Tom-~
my Driseoll;, was about to make contact with
the people of another planet, circling another,
distant sun!

Another knob suddenly gathered together
the streakings and the pulsations. They made
the vaguest of patterns, and then the fuz-
ziest of images. His hand shaking uncon-
trollably, Tommy Driscoll continued fo turn
that knob with the slowest possible move-
ments.

He had a flash of clearness, and his heart
leaped. Then everything was fuzzy again.
He turned the knob back, his breath coming
in excited pantings.

And then, in total defiance of the Iaws of
Chance, but in sirici obedience to Fate and
Destiny, there was abruptly a perfectly
clear picture on the screen, IL was not a pic-
ture of any place on Earth, but of somewhere
else—a place so alien in every respect that
Tommy would never be able to describe it
And there was a Thing locking out of the
screen at Tommy Driscoll!

His heart did multiple flip-flops and he
shook all over, But it shocked him much
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less than it would have shocked an adult,
hecause he was wholly familiar with such
apparitions from the comic books.

This Thing looked rather like the people
on the planet Zmyg, who had tried to wall
up Captain McGee in a glass pyramid so he
would roast to death when their purple sun
ruse above the horizon. But also It locoked
rather like Mr, Schneider, who mowed the
lawns on Faculty Row. And It grinned at
Tommy.

“Hello!” he said in a clear treble, which
shook uncontrollably with his excitement.
“I'm Tommy Driscoll of Earth, We're friend-
ly if you're friendly. We're tough if vou're
tough. How about it7”

That was an exact quotation from the comic
book in which Captain McGee had made con-
tact with the people of the System of the
Twenty Suns —and later had to fight against
swarms of space-ships which wanted to cap-
ture his star maps so they ceuld find Barth
and attack it treacherously, without warning,

The Thing an.mered Tommy.

T DIDN'T uge words, of course. But in
the comic books mind-to-mind commu-
nication of alien peoples is common enough.
Captain McGee had done it mare than once,
and the Star Hover frequently, wandering
more widely than McGee, as he did.

Tommy knew what the Thing was saying,
and his piping small-boy voice answered in
his father’s laboratory, and he knew that the
Thing understood him, too. The comic books
were specifically coming true,

The Thing spoke respectfully and cordially,
though of course it did not really speak at
all. Its people wanted to be friends with
Earth. Of coursel They had been watching
Earth with radar for centuries, so It told
Tommy jovially. They knew that sooner or
later Barthmen would roam the stars and
benevolently rule all the planets of all the
suns of the Galaxy in which Earth is placed.
Because, of course, Earth has uranium and
other heavy metals supplying atomic energy,
while other planets are not so fortunate.

Tommy's eyes glowed. But he was ex-
traordinarily composcd, in the heroic calm of
children in exciting make=believe.

“Oh, sure!” said Tommy largely, to the
Thing of outer space. “We're going to have
a Space Patrol that will make all the people
on all the planets behave, I'm going to be a
captain in it, Maybe we'll come and visit
you first of all. How far away are you?”

The Thing could not tell Tommy in mind=
to-mind converse. The thought it had could
not be translated into words by Tommy
Driscoll’s brain. But the distance was very
great, and It explained quickly that they were
able to talkk over so vast a chasm as if face
to face because of—

Again Tommy’s brain was not able to trang-
late the mental impressions he received. He
could recognize the meanings the Thing
wanted to convey, if the meanings were stored
away in his memory, But naturally, com-
plex technical concepts were simply not in
his vocabulary. The Thing seemed satisfied
to fail

“Have you got space-ships and ray-guns
and gravity nullifiers and mysterious rays?”
asked Tommy eagerly. “Our scientists have-
n't even made ray guns yei!”

The Thing said that of course Its race had
such things. It added encouragingly that
men would have them soon, of course. With
heavy elements—even copper and iron—it
would be easy.

Then an overtone came into the thoughts
that erowded into Tommy's brain from some-
where beyond the stars. Tommy did not no-
tice the overtone at first. It was a feeling of
eagerness and triumph and of a sneering
superiority.

Tommy got just a momentary impression
of Its thought of a Space Patrol subjugating
all the Galaxy to Earth. And the barest, in-
stantaneous flash of hatred because of that
thought. But he was too much excited to
notice, He was absorbed in his question
about ray gums.

It said that they were simple. In fact,
It would tell him how to make one. And It
began, simply, to explain—a bit of cop-
per wire, twisted just so, and a bit of carbon
and a morsel of iron.

It urged Tommy to make one immediately,
It would guide his hands. The adjustment.
of the iron and carbon was delicate.

Tommy was a small boy, and he sturdily
conirolled his pwn hands. In the end the
Thing simply told him what to do. He made
the contrivance It suggested, putting the
wire and iron and carbon together on a bit of
board, having salvaged them from his fath-
er's supplies.

The result did not look too impressive, to
be sure. It did not even look like a ray pistol,
and that may account for what ultimately
happened. Because when it was finished and
Tommy regarded it with a faint and illogical
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disappointment because it didn’t lock like
Captain McGee'’s ray pistol, he suddenly felt
the eager triumph in the Thing which had
instructed him.

He glanced at the screen, and the Thing
was locking cut of it with a ravening, un-
guarded hatred in Its expression. To Tommy
it abruptly locked like the leader of those
Mercurians who had wanted to wipe out the
human race so they could emigrate to Earth.
And suddenly he realized that It hated him
and all of humanity with a terrible, burning
fury.

“8iy!" zaid Tommy Driscoll, his small-
boy’s hands clenching and his brows con-
tracting in the best possible imitation of
Space Captain McGee, “This don't look so
good!” His voice wabbled suddenly, and he
swallowed. “I'm going to ask my father
about this!”

YHE THING argued. Plausibly. Flatter-

ingly. But Tommy felt corrosive hatred
behind the ingratiating thoughts. Somehow
It reminded him of the Dictator of Pluto in
one of the cumic books be had read only the
day before. It asked almost sneeringly if he
was afraid.

“Scared. no!” said Tommy in his clear
treble, but with the portentious grimmess of
McGee. “I'm just cagey! I'll have my father
look this over to see if it's what you say it

1‘,

Then the Thing raged. Into Tommy's brain
there came such menaces, such threats, that
his mind reeled. There was authority there,
too, and at ten years one is accustomed fo
obey authority.

But there was sudden deep suspicion in
Tommy’'s mind, too, and he was fortified by
all his knowledge of how the Star Rover and
Captain McGee behaved when delying worm
monsters and giraffe-men and immaterial
entities and other non-human races.

As the Thing raged at him, trying to over-
whelm his will with ilerated and reiterated
commands and threate and sneers and mock-
ery and derision and everything else which
should have made Tommy try out his gadget
—as the Thing raged at him, Tommy fought
sturdily, but under a strain which manifested
itself as terror, and then panic, and then as
hysterical defiance.

Which, of course, was essential if the comic
books were ordained by Fate and Destiny to
come true,

Tommy was white and shaking and terri-

fied when he got home. His family was at

breakfast. He went into the dining room on
leaden feet and with a whipped, scared look
on his chalky-white face. Tt was nine o’clock.
Tommy had slipped away at sunrise. Now he
returned, carrying a seemingly crude and
seemingly purposeless objecl in his hand. It
was made of copper wire with a bit of carbon
and a morsel of iron.

“Where've you been?” demanded his fath-
er sternly. He didn't call Tommy “Captain,”
which meant thait Temmy was in disgrace.

Tommy looked at his father numbly. He
shook all over.

“] said, where have you been?” his father
repeated. “Your mother and I have been
worried!”

Tommy swallowed. Then, suddenly, he
went all to pieces. He burst into raging tears
and Aung the contrivance the Thing had des-
eribed into the midst of the breakfasi table
dishes.

“That old Thing!” he sobbed in hysterical
fury. “It was in the television screen and it
told me how to make this ray gun! And it—
it told me to turn it on and I was going to
when I remembered that octopus seientist
from Centauri who left a note for Captain
McGee to make something, and signed it Doc
Blandy, and if he'd made it it would have
blown up the whole Earth!”

His father and mother stared. To have one's
small son arrive at the breakfast table in a
state of frenzy is upsetfing. It is worse when
he flings odd objects on the table and shat-
ters a flower vase, while sobbing of impossi-
bilities.

“What—what's this?” asked his father, at
once startled- and uneasy. “What are you
talking about, son?"”

Tommy beat on the table with his fists. He
blubbered, but he babbled with the starkly
precise articulation of hysteria. His face was
vtterly white. He was beside himself.

“I—tuned in the set in the laboratory!” he
cried, in little sobbing bursts of speech. “I—
unserambled it! And the—Thing looked at
me . . . It was a Thing that hated humans!
It told me how to make this and—and-—"

Tommy's father went pale, himsell. He got
up quickly and his chair fell over backward.
He tried to touch Tommy comfortingly, but
Tommy thrust him away.

Too many comic books” said Tommy's
father, frightened. “T'll get him to the doec-
tor.”

“I—guessed what It wanied!” panted Tom-
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my, sobbing, “And It knew what I was think-
ing and It got mad! T knew It got mad! It
laughed at me and asked me if I was a cow-
ard and scared to try the thing I'd made! And
I said, “You old Mercurian! You old Pluten-
ian! You want to blow up Earih!' And I
went bang. I sma-smashed that t-television
sereen and I sm-smashed—"

Then Tommy buried his head in his moth-
er’s lip and howled. And his father and
mother looked at each other; white-faced. be-
cause they thought his mind had eracked.
Even temporarily it was awful to think about.

But then Professor Wardle, brealkfasting
with them, said very sultly:

“Great heavens!"”

E WAS looking at the contrivance Tom-
my had made under the Thing's in-
struction. It wasn't quite like anything that
anybody on Earth had cver made before, but
a scientist looking at it would s€e more than
Tommy could have imagined. Professor
Wardle saw aspects that made sense. Then
he saw things, that he could understand but
could not possibly have devised. And then
he saw the implications.

“Li-look!” said Professor Wardle, dry-
throated. “It's true! L-look what he made!
Wh-what this thing would do—"

With shaking hands he disconnected a wire
s0 it could not possibly be turned on by ac-
cident. Then he trembled.

Tommy wept himself back to something
like composure in hig mother’s arms. The
antics of his Ffather and Professor Wardle
helped, of course. They babbled at each
other over his contrivance. They looked in-
credulously at each other. Then they drew
diagrams at each other, talking feverishly.

Then Tommy's father remembered him.

“Captain,” said Tommy's father, and there
was sweal on his face, “you did a good day's
worl, all right, but please don’t do it again
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without warning me! This—this contrivance
of yours isn't a ray pistol, Tt's a thing that
will start a chain reaction in earbon and iron.
If you'd turned it on, all the carbon and iron
within ifs range would have started to act
like an atomic¢ pile, and it would have spread,
and we couldn’t have stopped it. There—
wouldn't have been any more Earth.”

Tommy blinked at him, catching his breath
from time to time as a small boy will do af-
ter desperate weeping. Then his eyes began
to shine.

“Gee!” said Tommy. “That—that Thing
was trying to destroy Earth, wasn't he? And
I stooped him!"

“He was,” said Tommy's father in a very
queer voice indeed. “and you did. If a
grown-up had been in your place, the trick
would have been different, and it probably
would have work

Tommy ceased to catch his breath. He
glowed.

“1 was like Captam McGee!” he said
breathlessly,

Tommy's father swallowed. He needed to
hold tighily to his self-contrel. He, like
Professor Wardle, had all the sensations now
of a man who has just realized that his life,
and that of his family, and that of every other
human being on Earth, had hung by a hair
for seconds.

But he saw, too, that the deadly small con-
trivance which had not annihilated humani-
ty made use of and so revealed exactly the
new principles Karth's scientists needed most
urgently to know. It would mean atomic en-
gines and power and space-ships and ray-
guns. They would mean a Space Patrol to
protect Earth against just such ereatures as
had been foiled by Tommy Driscoll. And
that meant—

“Yes,” said Tommy's father gently. “Just
like Captain McGee, Tommy. It appears that
the comic books are coming true.”
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Cheotic thoughts rushed
through Dr. Craig's mind -and

he wendered whether he dared
roxd Bis report from  Praguor

YOU ARE FORBIDDEN!

By JERRY SHELTON

Facing ruin and iragedy, Jules Craig dares to fling aside
the curtain of the future—and investigate his own fate!

R JULES CRAIG, P1.1. was un-
“ happy. He was famous. He was
" young. He was talented, healthy,
successful. He carried the distinguished de-
gree of P.L.L. He had everything!
But he was unhappy.

He sal at his tasiefully furnished desk,
shuffling the Life-Line charts of the patient
seated across from him. The patient await-
ing the diagnesis was nervous.

Poor devill Craig thought. This man is
going to die, He doesn’t know it—and I can’t
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tell him.

A wave of pity swept through him, in-
tensifying his own brooding unhappiness.
Despite the fact he had instructed his
psycho-color experts to design his inmer con-
sultation office in as soothing a shade as
scientifically possible, the patient was sweat-
ing profusely, awaiting the verdiet. The room
was comfortably air-conditioned.

The patient was a little fat man. The face
was puttyswhite. Eyes shifty, breathing
rapid, voice shaky and tw'lsung of the hat.
This man would be dead in three weeks, and
he, Dr, Jules Craig, had to lie to the man,
With an unpleasant sensation, he summoned
his resolution, looked at the name near the
upper left-hand corner of the charts, and
spoke.

*You have no cause for worry, Elder Way-
man,” he said. He forced his voice to sound
as smoothly professional as possible. ““The
diagnosis of your Predictable Life-Lines ars
clear and definite. T know this matter has
been a strain upon you, but you cooperated
well. Your owd reports, and the necessary
Crystalean Cell yon have been wearing dur-
ing these last three months gave all the de-
tails I needed.”

He began to shuffle the Life-Line charts
again as if reading them. He heard his voice
go into the routine patter used on such un-
fortunate cases as this.

The irony of what his professional voice
was saying to this little fat man burned an-
other scar into his heart. The Predictograph
had predicted this man would be dead within
three weeks—and that wondrous, complex
machine never erred. Yet, because of “Medi-
cal Ethies,” he heard himself glving this
innocent patient the old conversation, pro-
fessionally used in such unhappy cases:
“—everything is all right—" and, “your Life-
Lines show a happy future—" and, “—you
will |be successful—" and, “—happy—"
and, “—you should relax and enjoy your-
self now that you have vour future Life-
Lines completed.” He also said other things.

RAIG felt sick. The Prediciograph had
predicted thiz little fat man  would
be killed in three weeslks—in an accident! A
gyro crash, with fire and an unpleasant death.
Outwardly, Dr. Craig knew he appeared
cool and professional. But inwardly, his brain
sesthed and raged with questions that lashed
his conscience,
If only the Supreme Medical Council would

permit him to tell this man not, on pain of
death, to get into any gyro—perhaps this
little fat man wouldn't die. Buf, Quote:

“You are forbidden to tell a patient his
true future when it is unfortunate.”

“You are forbidden!” the Supreme Medical
Couneil said.

Craig gritied his teeth. He knew the De-
gree of Predictable Life-Lines was the high-
est medical degree a human could attain.
But cases like this made him doubtful that
he should have ever worked for his P.L.L.

Why couldn’t this be prevented? The gues-
tion reminded him of what he, himself, was
going to do today. He was going to break his
oath! He intended to do something that the
Supreme Medical Council had said was for-
bidden! His resolve, like a shot of adrenalin,
strengthened him. He would carry out his
plan.

He heard his wvoice |

“Since yourcharts;rredmtnhnmm-
ceseful and—" the untrue word almost stuck
in his throat, “~—long life ahead of you, I
suggest, now that your Life-Lines are com-
pleted, you go home, forget about yvour busi-
ness, and the few little minor troubles I
mentioned, and celebrate. You have ful-
filled the Galactic Federation requirements
by completing your Predictable Life-Lines
and you are entitled to throw a real p :

He forced the professional twinkle inte
his_eyes.

“Of course the Predictograph hinted you
will have a super-hangover—after your

As the little fat man’s tension broke and he
began to chuckle, Craig nodded.

“¥ou know the machine can’t pick up small
sensory lines like hangovers,” Dr. Craig said.
“We can learn only the major facts of your
future with the usual possible fen-percent
error of course.”

He made himself amile.

“So perhaps you won't have a hangover
But if you react to such a splendid report
as this, as most of my patients do, then you
will throw a real brawl that should give you
that super-hangover.” He extended his hand.
“Good-by! Speak to my secretary, Miss
Evans, on your way out about the balance
on your account. And congratulations.”

The door closed behind the patient. Craig’s
head dropped. One more hopeless case he had
lied to. He sat motionless at his desk. He
let the lids close over his eyes, as his broad
forehead wrinkled with conflicting thoughts.
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Unpleasant thoughts,

The Predictograph never missed! For the
trained opcrator like himself, it picked up
everything down to the slightest detail. He
shouldn't have worked so long, so hard, to
earn his PLL. He was beginning to realize
he wasn't the psycho-type for this sometimes
unhappy business. Patients with happy fu-
tures made him happy in turn. But when
he diagnosed a future full of heartbreak, he
couldn't remain cool and impersonsal

He continued to sit there, thinking of what
he intended to do this day. He noticed the
palims of his hands were becoming slippery
with sweat. He could feel his heart beginning
to hammer as if it were terrified. His
breathing felt cramped and smothered.

Today was his day! He was going to learn
his own future. Mot in sugar-coated, pink-
pill form, with any future horrible happen-
ings omitted. He was going to know his true
future. If the Supreme Medical Council
found out that he was violating his doctor's
oath, they would break him without mercy.
But if he succeeded with his plan, it would
forever guide humanity along paths of happi-
ness undreamed.

TRIED to pick up a cigareite. His

hands were shaking so badly he had to

mzake three attempts before he got it into his

mouth., He puffed it alight. He managed a

ghort laugh. Like all patients about to re-

ceive the diagnosis concerning their future

life, he was nervous too. And patients were

always told nice little “medical white-lies.”

if their futures were hopelessly unfortunate,
instead of the truth.

But if there were bad times ahead of him,
he would know them, down to the slightest
horrible detail, belore this day had crawled
.by. The cigareite was dry and tasteless.

“Doctor Craig?”

* He jumped. startled. A blurred image be-
fore him sharpened into focus. It was his
secretary, Miss Evans, erisp in her cool white
uniform, standing across the desk from him.

“1 plugged my call light into your inter-
phone minutes ago,” she said. “You didn't
answer.” She glanced at the brightly glow-
ing signal on the desk, then at the doctor. “Is
there anything wrong?"

He shook his head, switched off the light
and mashed the life out of the tasteless ciga-
rette.

Miss Evans pressed her lips together,
“Electro-Transport jusi sent over your reser-

vation. Your passage is arranged at Grand
Terminus, through Booth Two-Seventecn.
¥ou'll be transmitted at Hour Eicven Hun-
dred, Here is your ticket I got you a round
trip." Her wvoide, usually so impersonal,
trembled on the last word, "Can I do any-
thing else, Doctor Craig? Your face is se

~pale.”

“Everything's fine,”” he mumbled. “Afler
I leave, 1 want you to check on that last
patient. Find out about his family, his insur-
ance and all that. Be discreet of course. He
has about three weeks left.”

“Oh!” gasped Miss Evans. “Ancther one?”

“¥Yes, his lines' are very definite. Find the
usual angle, if you can, to see that his family
gets the medical fee back through some sort
of anonymous donation.: If the family needs
it in your opinion, add a thousand ecredits.”

“But, Doctor Craig!” She hesitated. “You
can't afford to keep glving away your
money.”

“Don’t worry, Freekle-nose,” he sgaid,
uttering the pet name before he thought

The girl burst into tears. “Oh, Jules,” she
sobbed. “I know it's still business hours, but
I can’t stand it any longer.” Her brown eyes
wet with the long pent-up tears, blinked at
him pleadingly. “Please, honey! Can't you
tell me? Can't 1 help you? Why are you
going to Mars? I'm se worried about you.”

“Freckle-nose!” He moved from behind the
desk and pulled her to him. “Don’t worry.
After today, I promise we'll have a lot of fun
together. Just don’t worry. That's all I can
say until tonight when I return. I've got an
idea, apd if it works out, it might change the
destiny of the human race” He lifted her
chin and kissed her on the tip of her freckled
nose. He forced his voice to sound cheerful.
“¥ou got another freckle there since this time
yesterday.”

The girl was trembling. She held him
tightly a moment, then pushed herself from
his arms. She straightened her hair and
assumed her secretary manner.

“Right, Doctor Craig. When shall I expect
you?” 5

“That's the girl!” He knuckled her under
the chin. “T’ll be back late—at about Seven-
teen Thirty Hours, Wait for me and we'll
find a nice noisy spot somewhere, where we
can resume our usual discussion about who
is going to ask who to marry whom, and
when and where. Okay?”

He stepped through the door, picking up
his hat in the outer room, A thought swung
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him around.
“When a report is transported from Doctor
Praggor concerning a patient named Brad-
bury, don't file it. I will want to see it frst,
tonight! It's a special case.” He watched the
door close slowly, shutting out the framed
vision of a freckle-nosed gir! in a erisp white
uniform watching him with worried eyes,
He took a lift to the roof and signaled a
cruising gyrocab. He climbed in, giving the
Electro-Transport Grand Terminus address
stamped on his reservation. As soon as they
were air-borne, the cabbie pulled up to the
two thousand-foot level and since traffic was
light, they made good time, Below, the city
drifted slowly behind like a chessboard of
rioting colors, studded with gargantuan
chessmen.

RAIG settled back into the pneumatic

/ seat and tried to relax. His muscles re-
fused to obey. They shrieked their nervous
alarm at him now that he was beginning to
carry out the long-awaited, final phase of his
plan,

There was mo turning back. It was too late
to hesitate now, His own life. his reputation
and perhaps the happiness of countless bil-
lions of humans, yet unborn, depended on his
courage.

A sickening doubt raced through him. How
jronical it would be, if, when he appeared be-
fore his old classmate, Dr. William Praggor,
P.L.L., presenting again the false name of
William Bradbury as he had done three
months previously, Praggor should sud-
denly recognize him as Dr. Jules Craig, P.L.L.
Praggor would be compelled to report he
had broken his oath! The Supreme Medical
Council would be merciless,

If he were recognized, he wouldn't get
a chance to finish the last, most important
part of the experiment. And this. experi-
ment would force him to risk far more than
his career—risk his own sanity!

Perhaps Praggor wouldh't recognize him
this time either. They had changed during
the long busy years since graduation. Prag-
gor had become soft and fat, while he, Craig,
still possessed the lcan hard bhody of his
youth, But his thick dark hair was graying
at the temples. That graduation day had been
only eleven years ago.

He remembered the silver-haired speaker,
the head doctor whose name he couldn’t even
recall, walking to thé center of the raised
platform adjusting his glasses.
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“Youngers, I congratulate you. You are
about to receive the degree of P.L.L., the
most sacred degree ever intrusted to man!
The road behind you has been mind-racking.
Bui now you hold in your brains the ability
to determine the Predictable Life-Lines of
any patient who, having received his order
from the Galactic Federation when they
have decided his life lines are necessary, will
come to you for his diagnosis,

“The Galactic Foundation has its own vast
Bureau of Public Records which, in com-
bination with our services, has succeeded in
keeping peace in our system for two cen-
turies. Our work is vital to the proper func-
tioning of their methods. But their own in-
vestigations are not to be put aside lightly.

“Their departments of mass psychology,
propaganda, environmental and racial trends
and all the rest of their methods, so neces-
sary to keep a Galactic Empire running
smoothly, are at your disposal to make an
accurate diagnosis of the. particular indi-
vidual. Where the Federation deals in
masses—you in turn have been trained to
deal with the individual.”

The docior had paused to clear his throat
impressively.

“Youngers—I know all of you have won-
dered about your own futures,” he had con=
tinued. “What I am about to say now is such
a top-secret matier that it is enly revealed at
this last moment of graduation. All men want
to know their futures. That is their natural
right.” His voice had become firm, “But
when you accept this degree of Doctar of
Predictable Life-Lines, you will have forever
severed yourself from normal humanity and
the right to know your future. You are now
declared a breed of man apart. You will never
learn your own future. There is a reason for
this, and the Galactic Federation is confident
you will never cause trouble, No man who
has ever stood in this room a Younger and
walked out a doetor, has ever violated his
oath. You have been investigated far more
than you know. But all of you are human.”

The speaker softened his voice,

“In a few moments you will be issued your
own personal Predictograph. It will be your
life-long companion. Ttis attuned and geared
to you personally. It is part of you. While
you have heen students vou worked with
standard models to learn their functions.

“But the machine you will receive will be
different. Do not think for a moment you can
tell your own future with your own Predicto-~
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graph. You carnot! It has a built-in prin-
ciple guarding against that unfortunate pos-
sibility should you ever try io violate your
oath.

“We have never tried to foreiell your fu-
tures for you, since once you have worn the
Crystaleen amplifier-recorder ecell neces-
sary for a Life-Line diagnosis for the re-
qgulred three months, the Supreme Medieal
Couneil has. decided it upseis the delicate
attunement of a Doctor of P.1.L. to his own
Predictograph, upsets it to a degree which
interferes with accurate diagnosis.

“It is unwise for any man to know his own
exact future. Danton Marke, the inventor
of the Predictograph, proved that two een-
turies ago when he diagnosed his own fu-
ture and went hopelessly insane in three
weeks.” .

voice bodmed suddenly like the clang
of metal upon metal. and gathered it-
self into a rising crescendo of sound.
“Mankind has enjoyed peace for two cen-
turies. The peace has proven that the Galac-
tic Federation is right in compelling each
human to submit, at the proper age of his
development, to a Predictable Life-Line diag-
nosis, Consequently, no single human, has
been able to suceeed in planning disorder and
chaos to a serious degrec before being
*] admit that seems to be a paradox. I
admit your logical minds may question this
paradox and ask: I a human is forced to
have a Life-Line made and his future indi-
cates he is going to try to breed trouble and
unrest, he must be executed. This fact will
naturally show up in his diagnosis, which
immediately must be filed with the Galaetic
Federation. Therefore, are you, as a doctor of

P.L.L., responsible for the man's death, since

you revealed he would cause trouble?” He
raised his hand as if to stifle any sudden com-
ment.

“It is a puzzling gquestion, Youngers. The
same as which was first—the chicken or the
egu? There are things concerning the phe-
nomena we deal with which we do not under—
stand as fully as we some day hope to. But
you have your sacred trust and obligation to
file with the Council and Federation all Life-
Ianes you diagnose.

*Mankind has had no war for centuries.
But mankind’s massed life force and intelli-
gence is a terrible, powerful blind energy
that eould wreck the entire Universe if it
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were not guided and controlled into the
proper channels.

“Tan't it better 1o sacrifice a few—instead
of a billion?” The lines in the lecturer’s face
became grim. "“Youngers, as the years slip
by, and you find yourself with a patient
whose future is although not dangerous but

“full of misery and agony—always remember
your training and your oath: You are for-
bidden to tell him his unhappy future and
you are forbidden to tamper with your ma-
chine to tell your own future. Those are
your medieal ethics. Younger Praggor, step
forward!™

Craig remembered how Praggor had
mounted the platform a Younger and stepped
down a Doctor, P.LL.L. Like himself, minutes
later. Eleven years ago. Eleven years of
stepping aside and permitting men and wom-
en to walk blindly zhead to their doom.
Eleven years of lies. Of cheating himself of
his own sell-respect.

These were some of the reasons he had de-
cided to break his oath! He would make
himself a guinea-pig. He would have his own
future diagnosed in a way that he would
know beyond the shadow of a doubt if he
eould actually change his own Prediciable
.Life-Lines. That was why he had sent Prag-
gor that letter three months agu'

25, Augusti, m O T
Stanton-Greenstone Center
5th, Wing, 82nd, Level
Greater NYC—EARTH.

TO: Dr. Williamn Praggor, P.L.L.
Manya Clinic
New Paris, MARS =
Dear Bill:
Sending you patient, Earthian rank of Younger,
Ben B Would run case myself but since
hemfrlend. ecl he has been too. close to me for
that. Suggested he sec you for more impersonal
He will probably request appointment
pre-lim consultntmn within week. Send his
charts to my secretary Refore you file them with

Couneil.
Jules Craig, P.L.L.

He had been nervous, three months ago,
when he had presented himself to Praggor's
secretary with the false name of Bradbury.
He had hoped the report he would turn in
would be complete enough that Praggor
would not have to go to the Federation’s files
for more data. If that h since the
name of Ben Bradbury wouldn’t be found in
the files, he would be exposed immediately
and all chanee of making the experiment lost
forever to him,
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UT Praggor’s secretary had seemed cold

and indifferent, like a machine. And
although he had sweated out the fear Praggor
would recognize him when he was admitted
to the inner office, he saw that Praggor hard-
ly even looked at him. Just another pa-

tient. . .
The quddv;-n whine of the wvanes of the

gyrocab as it began to drop toward the land-

ing-stage snapped him back to the present,
and its new problems. He gradually pulled
himself together as he saw Grand Terminus
swell and expand in size beneath him. He
felt the landing gear bump. He climbed out,
paid the cabhie and walked to the informa-
tion desk presenting his reservation for
transport.

In a bored voice, the clerk issued instric-
tions for finding Booth 217. Down the corri-
dor, through the hall, down the lift, and into
the booth. The attendant ripped off the re-
ceipt, opened the door. Craig entered and
sat down in the metal chair. He waited.

‘His hande still felt wet. He tried to reason
with himself that there was no sense in get-
ting nervous now. That could come after he
diagnosed his own charts,

Distantly, he heard the attendant drone:

“Grand Terminus, Earth—calling New
Patis, Mars. Reservation Twoenty-six B.
Doctor Jules Craig, Earthian, awaiting trans-
port, Booth Two-Seventeen to New Paris.
Please verily. Owver”

The lights inside the booth were bright,
hot and dazzling. He could hear the vague
hum and whir of the scanners as the invisible
technicians adjusted the transmitting beam in
relationship to his mass. The spacial chit-
chat, with no time lag since it was sub-ether
stuff, was incomprehensible to the layman.
It continued:

“New Paris, 'Mars, to Booth Two-Seven-
teen, Grand Terminus, Earth. Doetor Jules
Craig, Earthian, in syne for transport. Will
adjust. Over.” .

Craig felt a tingle sweep through him, and
as it continued, he puffed a cigarette alight.
He blew a swirling cloud of smoke.

“New Paris to Grand Terminus. Adjust-
ment complete on Two-Seventeen. Go ahead.
Over.”

Craig tensed himself against the unpleas-
ant sensation of a bad transport. But he felt
nothing, He waited until the “All Clear”
signal fHashed, and stood up, It had been a
smooth trip. Even the puil of smoke had come
along with him.

He waited half a minute until the lights
blinked off and walked through the opposite
door. It had been as simple as that. No sen-
sation, Good transport.

The air was thin and cold. His bresthing
quickened, and since he felt a bit dizay he
made his way slowly to the nearest move-
walks, He noticed, however, that he could
breathe more easily than the last time he had
come to Mars to sce Praggor. That meant
the Federation, at last, was beginning to get
some results with the new oxygen-ocutput
machines.

The Manya Clinic swarmed with patients,
The lift shot him up to Praggor’s office. The
wailing room was crowded and the unsmil-
ing secretary took his false name without
comment. He found a place to sit, and began
to wail.

Irritated, Craig pulled out a'cigarette and
tried to smoke] but his hands shook so no-
ticeably and the cigaretie tasted so muggish,
he threw it away.

The waiting was nerve-racking. Good
grief! he thought. Is this the refined mental
torture all his patients went through in his
own waiting room? Is this why all his pa-
tients were so nervous despite his efforts to
assure them worrying wouldn't help things?
Is this the way they felt while waiting for
his diagnosis—with the mind building up pos-

_ sible or imaginary terrible future happen-

ings?

Craig neticed his hands were sweating
more than ever, and furious with himself, he
tried to clench them together as if to push
the cold, clammy moisture back where it
came from. He had never considered this
part of a diagnosis so seriously belore.

ITIHHOUT warning, the nasty little

thought he had been trying to fight
down and out of his consciousness ever since
he had started the experiment struck him
like a blow from an invisible fist.

“Is this experiment too big for one man,
Doctor Craig?”

-Would there be an mevitable punishment
for trying to tamper with the lines and forces
of space and Hime? Were humans still too
amall and insignificant and ignorant to try to
sway the very basic structure of the entire
Universe?

Relentlessly, the long submerged, nasty
little veice beat at his brain with questions.

“Suppose, Doctor Jules Craig, by breaking
your oath, you learn your future is to be a



YOU ARE FORBIDDEN! g5

fearsome thing crammed with disease, heart-
break, disfigurement and an early painful
death and that it is impossible to change
your future? Is that why Marko went mad?
Can you keep your own sanity?”

He almost shouted aloud. He realized he
was sitting stiff and tense on the edge of his
chair. He topk a desperaie grip on himself

and forced his body into a more relaxed pose.

He waited, with the sweat drenching his
body.

“Younger Bradbury?” The secretary was
calling him.

Wearily, he stood up and walked into
the inner office. He saw Praggor sitting be-
" hind his desk, fatter than the last time. He
wondered if the doctor would recognize him
at this Iast moment.

Praggor didn’t. Praggor hardly looked at
him as he shuffled charts importantly, look-
ing professional.

“Younger Bradbury, your great day has
come, You have finished your P.LJI. Nice
report. Notes you supplied my secretary were
exact.” He looked oddly at Craig. “You
know—your reports were almost as complete
as if a doctor himself had made them oubl
Usually it is diffcult to convince a patient
of the importance of detailing every move-
ment, contact, every bit of foed and drink,
every thought so as to enable the machine to
get the Life-Lines well centered and to wear
the Crystaleen Cell at all times, But you fol-
lowed my instructions perfectly.”

Praggor laughed and continued: “Of course
your charts have the small error of ten per-
cent which we always have to allow for.
Some of your unimportant detail lines are
fm.w.’!

A blasting fear, like exploding petrol,
swept through Craig. Here he was sitting in
front of a desk, waiting for a diagnosis, the
most important thing in his life—and he had
to listen to this kind of rubbish! Error of
ten percent? The machine never missed!
With the care he had taken, checking his
own behavior, he knew he had turned in
probably the most accurate report ever filed
into any Predictograph. He had wanted to
‘be sure.

He listened; the fear inside of him growing
and swelling until it was choking him in the
throat, as the doctor spouted off with medical
rubbizh that sounded like Page 310, of Chap-
ter IV, of Marke's “The Necessity of Telling
the Patient What He Wants to Hear.”

This was a diagnosis like telling futures—

with tea-leaves and palm-reading, when lie
wanted to know! And now Praggor was
giving him the old stuff about: “—you’ll take
a nice long trip—" and “make money—noth-
ing to worry about—celebrate—" and the
chuckles about, “—a beautiful blond with
long legs—"

Praggor wasn’t telling him the truth!
There never would be a blond with long
legs. All he wanted was Freckle-nose. Prag-~
gor was lying to him! The thought rose up
manstrous in his mind. Good heayens! What
did it mean?”

“I'll send these chartis to Doctor Jules Craig
tonight,” Praggor was saying. "He will give
you additional lines in detail if you shauld so
desire. Don’t bankrupt yourself on that cele-
bration. Congratulations. See my secretary
about your account on the way out. Good-
b}'.”

In a daze he paid his bill, forced himself
calmly to go down the lift, onto the move-
walks and into the Transport Building.

Dully, he noticed his hands hurt. His fists
were clenched, hiz nails bad dug into the
flesh, and his palms were bleeding. The
spreading flecks of crimson mingled splotch-
ily with the sweat. He should go somewhere
and disinfect the wounds.

But that could wait. He had to get back
to his office and read the true report. Praggor
was probably transporting the charts and
diagnosis at this instant. *

ENTERED Boeoth 217 and sat down.

In minutes now he would know

whether his basic theory was correct—that

man could be master of his own destiny, and

could change his predxc'oed Life Lines. His
theory had to be correct!

It was futile and useless to think that man
was nothing mere than a helpless pawn—
with his life laid out from birth until death
by some Unknown Great Factor in some
Great Unknown Game. That would be a dev-
astating knowledge.

But no! He would learn his own future
and change it! Then he would take his evi-
dence to the Supreme Medical Council and
prove that mankind ecould avoid certain un-
happy paths of life if warned in advance.
Then doctors like himself would be able to
lead people along lines to ultimate happiness,

His tension increased as the technicians:
droned on and on with their adjustments. If
only his own future wasn't too bad! If only
he could keep his sanity!
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The “All Clear” signal flashed, the lights
winked off, He hurried out of the booth and
inlo a gyrocab, up ito his office, through the
door, and saw Freckle-noge sitting at her
desk, calmly powdering her nose.

“Well,” she said, wrinkling her nose so the
freckles quivered, “you're seven minutes late.
Why can’t handsome young doectors ever be
on time?"

“Sorry,” he said breathlessly. “That report
on Bradbury. Where is it?”

“Oh—that? It just came through. I put it
on your desk. Let it wait until tomorrow. I
don’t want you te get wrapped up in a P.L.L.
disgnosis for hours and hours when we've
got a date. I've found a new place to go.”

“Sorry, honey,” he muttered. “This is im-
portant.”

He ran into his inner office and ripped open
the report. :

26, Novemberi, 243 G, T,
inic.

Many
New Ig'aria, MARS

TO: Dr. Jules Craig, PL.L.
th, W 2 R
5 A v
Ciniater N CoEARTH
Dear Jules:

Thanks for the patient. An interesting, but
unfortunate case. Since he was a friend of yours
I was extremely careful in the diagnosis.

Younger Bradbury turned in excellent reports,
But since I definitely did not like the diagnosis
on the first run, I ran it through three times
personally, to make sure. Inclosed you will find
copies of all three charts. Since this man was a
friend of yours I am deeply sorry. T advise you
to stay away from him from this moment on.

The energy line, in this patient's case, that 1
find bewildering is the sudden rise of the mental
factor C3. You wil notice on Chart I that it
rises rapidly up and beyond Marko’s Constant
with an intensity of 3.017 degrees. T have never
been confronted with a case of such extreme
mental deterioration in such a short period of

time. This man will soon become dangerously
insane,

You will see in his charts that from some un-
known phobia buried in his ovn mind that this
man is going quickly insane, and in his insanity
will unknowingly commit three horrible murders
before he is apprehended and executed, And one
of these unforfunate murders will be the death
of someone very close to him.

Naturally, my medical ethics would not permit
me to inform this man of his unhappy destiny.
I gave him the usual, rouiine soothing talk so
necessary in sad cases,

In an attempt to aceount for his sudden mental
breakdown, I traced the K4 and K5 lines, the
ghysieal and love factors, and found a sharp

reak which 1 interpreted as a sudden, unex-
plainable reversal of feeling, or intention, due to
some hidden fear only apparent to himself to-
ward someone very dear in his emotional back-
ground. -

However, I don't understand how a physical
factor ar reversal of feeling, is strong enough ta
cause such a mental breakdown as indicated. 1
think these are secondary reactions from some
hidden fear or else some sudden unexpected
shock. I wish we knew mare about this type of
ease. T wish I could have said something to this
patient, but with his tragic future, ag you know,
it is forbidden.

Be sure to attend the Mediesl Reunion. Like
io see you.

Sincerely, your old classmate,

William P
Level 186 —
Manya Clinic
New Paris, MARS

, PL.L
. 12

Silently, the door opened.

“There you are, reading some of those old
charts again.”” Freckle-nose edged her slim
bhody up on the desk and pulled the charts
from his lax fingers. “Tonight is my turn to
ask yon to marry me—remember?"”

“No!l"™ Dr. Craig said in a dull voice, and
felt the first part of the phobia steal slyly
into his brain.

“You see?” it said mockingly, and hungrily
began to eat away al his brain.

William Boyce, in whose veins flows the blood of crusaders, goes on the quest of
a lost memory and a mysterious woman in an odd clime where cities move
and time stands motionless—in LANDS OF THE EARTHQUAKE; a
. complete full-length science fiction novel by Henry Kuttner

featured in the May issue of our companion magazine
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THE READER SPEAKS
{Continued from page 9)

and we shall have to follow recent custom
by running less per each and more of them.
We're opening off with a couple of widely
divergent views on our current policy, which
is, in truth, just beginning to shake itself
down. First, we'll give ourselves a little
moral (7) suppm't wi

PRAISE WHERE PRAISE IS DUE
by Lynn Stanley Cheney

Dear Editor: At last TWS has made an impartant
advance in beflering the quality of the
namely the nboll:lﬂ.ng of all adolescent speech
Reader Speaks.
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Avenue, Yuma, Arizona,

Well, we seem to be doing all right. Actu-
ally, that “adolescent” lingo you used to have
nightmares about wore pretty thin—from our
Foint of view at any rate. It was good stuff

or a long while—bul any gag, and it was a
gag, begins to get threadbare with repetition
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A CRIMINAL YET!
by Paul Bergen :
Dear Editor: You had something terrifie In the
Reader’s Column. old style. There waf never -
freah brecee

like it before. !tma geross the
columns  in s:l.icks. ol
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to say you modified it, and
that now it Is dead. If not qh dead, merely

sﬂr!lns Ieebly under the electric blanket, and barely
exlsting on spoonfulls of nourishment.

Because a lot of readers squawked?
Good grief! Do you think ers know what they
mlly want? If did, they'd be writers or genl-
Beefing is normal and acceptable . - . & sign of
haﬂl t‘h. efficiency, hdgh morale,
vming corny le"lers {o  their Sarge, = g
down prin was the finest and

puhmuhr. Bﬁw‘o:"ﬁk too latel!

i ez S

Restore the old letiers, the old Sarge. The more
squawks roll in, the more suceessful yon'll be.
w&i\r’t Fl'l‘: back our old Barge—P. O. Box 216, Clears

Well, frére Paul, that fresh brecze you men-—
tion so b]ithely in your opening paragraph
was growing redolent of cld fish, coffee grind-
ings and bits of used grapsfruit And the
tower was beginning to sag in a fashion to
make Pisa's famed what-is-it look like a
plumbline special. We were laying eggs, all
right, but they were neither golden nor strict-

1y :

It-wase st least as much editor’s (that's me,
cherie) as readers’ squawks that caused your
so-called crime. We notice little change in

the impudence of readers’ letters (sie) or in

our own instinct to pin back the collective
ears of the writers, We're just doing it with—
out benefit of that rather shabby hybrid

known as space lingo.

THIS BUCKS US NO END
by Charles T. O. Eladon

The vther day I read the Fall lssue of

Dear l'kmor = er ng' e g e S

States durmn ihe wal buuzht 11 The level of the
was quite nod'

THIE MUL Dm goed
ercam of the lot. Bul I dmlﬂn{ﬁmntﬂ!

MON-—gaod. "But like some of the

CALL HIM
others it is & rar-feiched.
roc:m"

‘t quite thing from - {h
m&mfusﬂllha:voitmver:dbyaplmd

ch came top.
trmc tnrufeh:hed
GOO THE - A.m muLLL MEET—very good and
e LU THINGS—1 didn't quite understand I
but it seemed quite

TUBEY. MASTEHR OF THE ATOM-—1 ecan’t compiain

use anything can happen in 5 dream.

Tell Bergey to keep the cover ﬁmnﬁng 1o the point
Bince when have e-males wearing tin
undies? Begides, i1 doesn’t fit in story. It
seems te be ll]nmtins one of ml month’s,
sibly last month's.

Now for an SOS. Wanted—all sclence fiction siories
and boocks avallable, e:u.- ﬂ' for H. G. Wells and Jules
Verne (I cen gel them here).—c/o R. C. Muartinean
Eesq., Eton College, Eton, Bucks, England.

Well, so they are reading science fiction in-
stead of playing on those bla.sf!.ed s
fields at Eton these days! Well, we don t. min
if England doesn’t. Bladon (I believe first
names are out, are they not, at your public
school?), you'd better take Leinster’s word
for it on the removal for nothing, comgiete
with suitcase top, in P ES.
He is so theoretically ingenious that he'll
have thought of some answer even if he is
dead wrong—which he usually isn’t.

The Fall cover you mention was built
around Finlay's illustration for CALL HIM
DEMON, which was done in Hawaii during
the war and written into.the story by the

—wery pood indeed, but I.
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author. Anyway, it made intriguing decora-
tion. And those tin undies you mention are

probably plastic.
Hope you get some magazines and write
us again, please.

TROUBLE IN TWS

by Rex E. Ward
Editor: It's a sunny day here at Thrilling Won-
der aC:: Club; u ﬂ:m day for golf, Nm.u.rally.
y@un all Whiting ear results. ol today’'s
B0 YOS lmly will give you some.
i the fourth bmekat. John Russell Fearn came Iin
a bit of trouble

8 three-owv 3.
'.odw A bit oi a lel.duwn after “The Multillionth
Chance.”” He that

Also in the fourth bne.ll.el. Samuel Mines comes in
with a 76, four over par. .
Tops In the thl.nd bracket ds Joed
Pleagure Ape.” A 73, one over. Joed played a nice
bogied the .lﬂé;p.odlmt made up it with a

l' on the el
We've, jmt hz.d word that oudrow Wilson (299)
Smith, uke-Box!", came in wma a .72, Y. pﬂgm
@ nice gaime: his putier wan hiot. erx, tﬂc ort
Hami! lm:me m&eum th ﬂnﬂi shooter Inz. ﬂ.nl.lhml
s
with a hot 71, one under. “Come Home From Earth™
was really fine shaort.
In_ the ;iml. Braeket! Henry Euitner with *
an Tlu&.; smmin almunus urbmlm mdarty !;lur:td‘ran!
a long Hme, but a
ust %’Mhl:t{hat Art Barmes (_.my (gmyln wasg in it

more. ey atre "wonderful
By the way. I remnmbe'- " Carl yarn ecalled
“Trouble un Tlhan” appearing In the -b:um 1941

it Of TWS. What goes here? Anyway, 68 18 reatly

ok ad now 2Tk, we take you Sown €a the 15th gresn
where Mr. Murrsy I;Ehu&: is fu h.la round,
My assistanis inthrm me  that Lelnster t sheoot
ere on Ihllulas‘lmfourhﬂleilhebub
! Very calm. It
— 1t rolls up
It rolled in! Murray
Lc‘hwut 1y c,-dslng oul Hank Kullner for first
pl:geushmm nq_tn rod-hot s‘?ul': o
ell, Kesp u e good wor 1€ I

zine i Ly :uc':vmg caerypmmeg Main St‘reﬂ,‘%l
S5 . California.

Well, you eaught us with our planets down,
Rex. The Gerry Carlyle-Hollywood on the
Moon novel which led our February, 1941,
issue of TWS was, merely by curious coin-
cidence, entitled TROUBLE ON TITAN.

Just to add to the confusion, while indulg-
ing in the belated research which affirmed
your guery, we ran across an Ed Hamilton
yarn in the 1945 fall issue of STARTLING
STORIES, our companion magazine, entitled
TROUBLE ON TRITON.

Our head is not bending low—it's bant!

A BUSTER FROM BROWN
by Guerry Campbell Brown

Dear Edior; I've got a It's aboul that plec
of lotter_hack iunkr! 1'] wltch: was peRNE T
the Fall issie - of adiit. it wus pretty bad.
l]wuu?nwjntanduntb‘andf learn 4 lot
sinee
%lnl:‘ h‘fh‘t £ ‘idn.tt In it I tlul rongmnw
etler TSIy
m_yne a little with the ofher fnn. thn

3
]
a'g ?
EE
g
Bs*
&

m P
al'.‘.

(1)

noticed a couple of other fellows got the same freat-
ment,
This fssue of TWS was a gonrl deal betfer than

average. None ol ithe stories was really . O even
muliocre The best waz Jopd Cahill's "‘1‘ha Pleasure
Leinster’s “The Manless

io my mind,
lc'ia was a close 2nd,
you've had in a long. leng time. Origingl plats. no

corny romance. “Trouble om Titan', although net
grc::‘:.. l,oml' ol:wﬂy I believe Kutiner'd do better if he
st

The Reader Speaks’ was good this issue. The

cover was much better than usunl. Even H inaccurate.
rThe story slated that Kathieen did NOT go down

the shlp with Quade.}) Finlay did a beauliful job
nn TMW. Marchioni & Mnrey ware not very gogd.
I'd like lo see an Bu-mlcl'

Just one more taing. I'm :Eer Llnl-ln one of the
old siyle hack letiers oceasionally, Why not have
some sort of 4 contest amo the readers as to who
could wrile the best hack letter? This wolild satisfy
m};eﬂpla a‘fé’:‘.’:’%ﬂdrt"f ni-::] F{W sl?im:igbab it.

ar TRA: ool over
P. 0. Box 1487, Delroy Beach, Florida. £

Well, Guerry, if you think we want you
chaps (th.at Eton mﬁuenee is now infiltrating)
to kiss and make up, you're sut of your mind.
It is arguments at promote better letter
columns so we're out to promote feuds when-

ever possihle.

When you want a hack Jetter contestoh,
my sainted big toe (left)—include us out.
We get enough and run enough (yes, still)
of the Bemmy things anyway. So crawl back
under your stone, at least until letter-writing
time comes around again,

L]

JUKE BOX ADDICT
by John W, Patch

Desr Editor: It's not often write a "'‘fan™
Ist'l.tr-—ormr other kind. Bui!feel. that I should
add my woice to those eomplimenting yvou oo your
chemge of policy, When I it saw tha; screwbal
ﬁ?;me;m gu F o vr?enl “imtﬁ t 'ltnuligg

e WS DVETSEas, ou a
of zanies had taken over TWS. Well, that's over
now, so let's forget It— lke a bad dream.
the stories will shew a2 much improvement—

I rate the Feb. stories in lhh arder:
e b pens io ':}"iia"typc T iike)

us e the e
2. The Man]e& Worlds u]ﬂ'ay Leinster
(But let's not wear thn idea out)
3 Come Home From Earth........ Edmond Hamilton

(A _new ldea}
...................... Joed Cahill

mpéff'tﬁ:k b i not bad)
ut not oo
5. Tﬂ(::blelt n;n'rifn SRt T A i ;;t]ry Euttner
o hacky:. i oping Hollywnod-ane
the-| had been mbed )
6. Sweel Mmk ] B ;SR John Russell Feam

7. A wamr of Sl.ze e e T i
Essence of Ha::k}
The cover? [ guess il's no but
littie more aecum ‘I don’l oh
AUTHOR RQTE
THAT WAY| But as a space-sulf,
e H L I BT Secondary
except —bu ons
matter. What we want ml:ausllu in l.he smﬂes.
Se:’nahow.mr;nlﬁwr TWS u::m- Startling h”or o
up, during past year, memories re=
war issucs—Neaw Cnmrd, m,ra ”

Well, we try, John. we certainly try. But,
please, no cra about what is pavecl with
good inmntio:m You doubtless had some
when you wrote that thing
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BLAZE OF GLORY!
by Alvin R. Brown

Daar Ed:lurr "Evidently, TWS has started the '3
aze of glory. The February, 1947, lssue

can be good I he wants to.

Top story in the issue is TROUBLE ON TITAN.-

I've alwnys enjoved the Tony ande uerlns n this
is a welcome nﬂbring from Can

t the Cariyle-Quade feud wu lase anew in
the near future?

Second  place is & tie batween THE MANLESS
WORLDS nrui TI AGE. Both stories
wWers 'wnll dtme and definitely out of the juvenile

{ my, we are improving, am't ouf

Mm ace s another tie: this between JUKE x
and (.‘OME HOME FROM EARTH. Bo!.h a.l:u just what
shoris should be, to the point. V

Fourth place in MYSTER 0!" m Some=
thi seemed to be lacking in this ene. Just fair.

lace to the only bint on the issue. A MAT-
TER OF SIZE. For this tie-in, one succulent phooey!

The art I will dismiss with one word, MM.NLE

mrr (Oh. to have that Finlay on p. 12). Even Morey

was good this time
The Reader Speaks can now be considered one of

the bettar readers eolumns in the fiald mll one

of the most pleasurable to read. Permit me one
sl acidulated ¢:omment

dear Miss Moorehead:

R wunmu?w emmﬁhat e St

¥ W are you

You write a drosll ‘}?eth-.-r { except for two-bit

words). And as for t nof fans, etc., My

the

cesspool flowing W

T see that the oify gunbrg :& bacl but 1;! ]

matured and sligh subrd ap etter-
’I!h!s column now reflects th ﬁ: stf out of the
screwball stape.—1238-28 34 Rmut. r’hu?uiug New York.

WeI.L wa rather like this blazing business
since you have let Frances

Monmhea dn the burning that seems to have
ignited us. More and beller feuds, we say,
and long may they wave!

SHORT BUT-—SWEET?
by Francis M. Beck

Dear Eg‘ltor. On % E!mog'eﬂ}
m %mtd go‘:n?gtu\dy. New York

Tt was not until page 103 that we discov-
ered the office supﬁl y force had neglected to
lay in a supply of the proverbial editor's blue
pencils and that we were performing our
routine vivisections in red. Ah, well—accu~
racy at all cost. Incidentally, how much does

a box of blue pencils cost in this inflated era?

and

ou say RED.
iles St

—19

ANOTHER BUNDLE FROM BRITAIN
by James Clay
Dear Editor: I've just finished ma.dinz the 1048 fall

ssue of TWS. It i5 the tops. the
edibion itk T rond ooy Back in 1040, This s

I.MI:
%W‘éﬁrss‘ Who Bave. back 7 m"éié’s“‘“"i.‘““l,

boredom. If I den't
fad my Oukcrt:ftt Rond, Lﬂrl.l-

Okay, fellows, better drop James a line and

make a deal. They haven't been getting
much STF over there in a long time.
COOKED!

by Michael Cook

Deoar Editor: 1

have just finished reartlng Ka
February issue, and I hail it as one o! the best I have

syear read. You may now take a how.
The &torles—-—’lhr Manlm Worlds—Leinster—05%.
1 hear there iz to be a third

mﬂu I hope it's as god this one.

Trouble on Titan—Eutiner—i0 I am fambd o
admit that for once Kutiner has wrillen & ﬁ;v
Thiz Tony Quade 'f.x Kuttner's first lifelike ehm
Wh{a;l‘g;y tell Henry to stick lo Sclence-ficlion, tosbead

The Pleasure Age—Joed Cahill—83%. This was the
butataryinﬂwissuc,mddsnmudﬂwbeﬂt

A Mater of Slu—u.lnm—-ml%. Oh Brother!l!

UGH!!

Sweet of Life—Mearn—>55%. Nol good, not
bad. Fearmn can do better than this

Juke-Box—Woodrow Wilson Smli.h—-.ﬁl% The late
President Wilson could have done better

{ome from lol‘a—-‘é% 'Hlml.lm!-

i %:nmuzy not up to par on this one

Cover--sn%—s that waler was luwoud to be
l.u!d The “g must be holf frozen
ges 11,13 and 17. This cuuld do a swell
an un a lﬁth. cmtu.ry B costumes
on_page 13
Page 36. whudld this? I ecouldn’t read the signature.
Anyway_ it's awful. Mso m.

B L e arin0.

Avo

Page Ti—Goot—T0 R

Pm 8254111 —699%
91 —Bad—557 .
READER SPEAKS:

Much mer this mmﬂ: alsp much better. I g!ou
with a plea to htck the old SARGE.
am pining away wlnwu

the old Sarge, the old Sarge, *

Wit'h oit his co Ty DU, .

His alcoholic lazge,

And hiz talic about distant suns,

How 1 Go' ‘have him back

So I coul oinamkalngmdhnnimh.

ith a mallet yet!)
I guess this will held you unll the next swing
nmumﬁ the Universe—32 Jameson Avenue, Toronto,
Ontario.

He thinks 'twill hold us till the next
Swing ‘round the universe—

We'd gsoon forget him and his text
But .we just can’t be cherey.

So never mind the distant puns,
The heat of space and corny suns,
Friend Coolk shall never be our pal
Until he's dipped in aleohol.

TOO MUCH LATITUDE

by William Bender Jr.

o Bap, o, T i s e Rente
2l s me: to A -

ta‘;:?y ssml:: :r?ﬁmr ;uu welcome ticisms of the

mieiﬂmmhﬁmx{mmrmu the only
of 1 read Also, T'm

magazine its type
guld I'd make so:m.- unfnrs;umeut‘nunbem s,::e—w t.tyn‘lh ﬁ
mpure one slory a another beca
u::i.nm tFons—I %llj them

nfthc ams i5 gen-
" Yo zdm{dvesuﬂbe
The resulis, in

However, et&wm
tolerable, once in
seem to doze Over certain Passnges.




keeping with the title of the publication, are truly
“wonderous.”

For a case in peint: Kutiner, mptao!TROUELE
ON TITAN (Feb. TWS), pwvide:s us wih this oddity:
“"Equatoria, a contirent as lnrge ns anm stretehes
from latiiudes 45°N to 82° 8§ (on Titan).

A litlle hasty h throws a
ment. Tha polar eircumference of Titan is spproxi-
mately ‘8,170 miles. Therefore, 4,085 miles
the distanice from pole to pole—a le_a streten I
be chalked off by 180 degrees of Iatitude or arc. This,
in w won:d makc ane degl of latitude equal of
"Eguatoria™ then furns out to be 77°%22.8
mileﬁ or 1,758%% miles lon

e T e R

and nol, as Mr. Ku!“tnﬂmmwunltnit
I'd ke to know what ther readers think of
the idca of becoming the arnw.l wa!chdn over the
und edifors alike? 1 rnl it would
be stimmulating to have some of the many provecstive
th hts In the storles alved and discossed in The

er Speiks. - Readers may often nn\re specific
contributions to mshke whtah would support or refute
vark in the storles.

ous points
Criticism, it i hoped, would tend to bhe constructive
mdcordlnltn it spoo]
sponianeity wﬂh Wh.ch th

mjuy::ln Bm Colmdo

A very constructive letter, bub, but we al-
ways thought Euclid Avenue was in
land, who would want to be a carbon
ﬁ’%"f that? Also, we think you have a

LEERY OF SNEARY
by Rick Sneary

Dear Editor: 1 just got Feb. TWS snd wae harri-
) eading

a
of
Oliver or Kinnedv. or any geod writer than ong of
. O tumm:rnamtlnprlm.t_nutl

whail I have to say Is of

you must
the old SFL lisf, just the name and &

It would ego boo your readers and ‘live room
r the mo ting letters. I'd rather see a few
long letters than a lot cul up

; of cu ones.
Bergey has turned out a nother COVET.
ag he keaoprs hig colors subdowed I'Il not kirk Glnd
- see Finlay back. it only three pics Your I
Bo are we~2862 Soute Ano s, South Gate, Cotif

Well, Rick, we didn’t do a thing to your
letter. It's printed just the way you wrote it.

CASEY WITH THE HEAT
by Casey Kennedy

Dear Editer: Toaday i the thirleenth. Sineé
It ie bad luck I have decided f’c’v wish a' little of it on

ol You heky mnu = [TT ¢ anoth
Em.nedy plagiis y Now g‘;lktnm me ware of
your good lorhnw-u_nve us disect the fctlon in the

February issue -of TWS. On the whole it was pretly
bul some of the shoris were awiul.

1. The Fleasure - Joad Cahill- This is the best
novelet 1 have read a long tlme. Give it ten and
may we h.lme more ke it
uea eourse to Leinster’s ""The Manleso

Wurlds I would have 5] u. first bui
the plot mmod jus! a little bit vaggf_-v
to "‘Trouble on Tiian Ghre r.hts seven.

3.
1 did not lhe lot too w&ll
4. The mly thgﬂ w was- Hamilton’s
“Come Home from Earth' wh.l:h is worth four begause
he 1= usuall mur_-h better. The rest of the porn should
have stayed in the can.

lay had the onl guudilloaaszarasl artwork
i mncemeg M ky that 38 v.-a! bullets

wre still scarce. ru.i:se:(‘ Bﬁm and his (predomi-
nately) blue bloteh have hit a new low. As ueual the
cover did not follow the stnr;r ‘wh:n cam you expect
from a Venusian BEM]. ‘ﬁn.l posed to be
holding his hand, NO Y‘ 1ael dﬂﬁmg op at striet
nitention. Now that that mhmd-:d to I have an idea.
Eﬂ ga wgmn know what it is, just read the
Since

the Sarge W
very little actlon 'I'H'R HEAD WEAKB Wh}'?
The gang misses the kidding, the eracks and JoKE so
why not !uarl A=  some af t.he gang has already
ed, a few arguments some cof the thaorlel
ideas expreaaed in the at rles. In another STF
dz‘l read (no it is not as good as TWS) this n daona
bem"”e:fm ot Sl Sy e .
a arﬁmnen alinost ev issue. , the
ed.. g cle and ﬂ?’ . o
Bl B S T - Soipete B T
ca! on of cha €]
about spees and time wsrps. In the midst of the fracas
amy& llke the Infamous Edwin Bigler and Jack
™ LS expecinlly me former, |wh°1kae to take t:p:.-l;
ile we were
tb!.t lt ml;ht liven thinsn up @& bil and everybody
mnhm. 1 ha "mmgn oﬂnowrysoso
time.—425

hﬁvm ok 86 Street, New York

Well, Casey, we still stand ready to kid
the proverbla.l long, red Hve-way-siretch
drawers off anyone brash enough to submit
us a letter. But if your brother ] take it the
famous Joke is some sort of a distant (7)
relative, or does he spell it Kinnedy as Sneary
would have it?) does not choose to honor us
with his indentured stationery, we'll have to
be contented with the Casey variety.

Why don't you start things off for us by
talnn§ %"h own molecules by molecules

art? e result should be edifying to say

e very least. N.° action, huh—!

EBEY JEEBIES ACAIN
by George Ebey

Ediwr 'rwa, !'tbrwiry 1847
were too many silly leiters
apﬁ]enrir.\g in c

a emtef Speaks?
8 fpseeship  which was
Irsn.suntte

ead story of the a‘hruan{ issue l..em:m;r de—
uots
itsr.-l:t " Bcau!.ilull
Mines th

pocket-sized ot s (asﬂ.ln 'l’ ote
clotron™ u
rrtedimn-shﬁ professors out qlhm.?t
1z Pleasure ‘Age™ by Joed Cahill
the world rocketing to Venus
trep  meosquitoes. A.nd ewmoral o!gtha atory tig
(yes, I'm
a t ten
toes. . M Presumably hil:ew humanity
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falls In Jove with a juke box—or vice versa.

quote: “He swigged his drink and smoothed l.hegm
boxa flanks. . .” HIis favorite number must ve
been "To Each His Own,"

Now nnme of this may have been intended as humor
and, me, | lke humor, Some of it may have been
meant to he vaguely seientific ami. I have nothing
aguinst science: But the cumulstive effect of nll this

iz to turn a re iable magazine into a comic
book. pure and simpie; very simple. This February
issue was full of the silliest excuses for reading
matter | have ever come across, in six vedrs of con-
stant reading. Smge read the ish yourself and see if
you dont agree.—4766 Reinhardi Drive, Oakland, Cali-
o,

Why don’t vou crawl back under some eon-
venient stone and indulge in a permanent
hunger strike? We read the ish and can’t
agree. H we did we should hardly be among
those present, although we have heard ru-
mors that this is a moot question likewise.

EXCELSIOR—HUH?
by Marion E. Zimmer

Desr FEditor: Your policy of improvement, 1 see,
has finally soread to the cover. The one on the
February issue of TWS (how do wyou do it, time ma-
¢hinga?) really shows Bergey's value as an ariist
The inside was good, as ususl. Sinee you no longer
enjoy a monthly Xeno Saturnalia, your reader’s de-
partment has improved 100 per cenl 1 heartly ap-
prove of your change in Jetter polley. However,
tlease don't lose your friendly touch, 1

The tm-ics Yere a fine lot this time. *'The Man-
less Worlds® was the best of e noveleis, especially
the "'Time-Transmitter” |dea. It was something almost
% ti rveat things. I came to the Kutlier
Then, ex iNg g
story. ma,y thru, inecredulous, I wondm-ed—mn
this’ be KUTTNER? Ganelm:a Ghost! After “The
Dark World" and "I Am BEden™, it's sacrilege. I
someone else had written i, I'd have lked it, but
Eultner can do much, much be er

original l:ul it

“The Pleasure Age'' w?r
was :pll told. I liked it. ihuu.g,h s tough on homo

sapiens
our shotis were a miuch befter lot than T've
seen yet. Even "The Juke Box', y worst
issue. was sbove the mongoloid line.
ystery of Life” was veslly unigue.
Home From Earth” will make
-
tasy at its 1. oW TWORW
why Ed Hamilton is the patron saint of all fandom.
Science Fiction Is really on the upgrade now and
only the lurid covers and defunet space-talk have
kept it down. :
re vou growing musicai? “Juke Box™ and “Sweet
“{“‘r&t“ Life"” in the saume issue!

or'—RFD No, I, East Greenbush, New York.
If we were you, Marion (should we or
should we not consider thal possibility with-
out tremors?) we should not overfret our-
selves anent Kuttner. Henry the Only is too
darned prolific and too darned good to invite
it. Thanks on the whaole for a very nice epis-
tle. Incidentally, we agree on the Hamilton
classic.

JACKPOT FROM JONES
by Alan Jones

Dear Editor;: Egad, have you hit the Jackflot! The
:ilmqu ish was good and then some. Well, almost

it.

The best iz lhe ish was THE MANLESS WORLDS
by Leingter. I ean hardly wait till the third of the
set is published. This Is the best writing T have seen
by ngter. Second was THE PLEASURE AGE, b

[T'wrn page] |
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In The GREAT SHOPS of COYNE

Your Choice of TWO GREAT FIELDS

ONLY A FEW
SNOI'IM

*RADID
C l

Not a Comspondnce Coursel

Prepase for the future with ALL-AROUND TRAINING.

E’ﬂ?‘m ytg::l;l{ ll:f{ﬁF“CﬂthlnC o the school
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Joed Calill. This Is the first {hing I bave ever reud
E{mCath and it luvu m. with a good impression of
. 1s bhe old a newsomer?

Nﬂtm‘mesc muommoumb Hamil-
fon. It was weﬂ writien and had a&fwod plot. 1

mecin the nostalgie qualit ed to
instill, ?f’.s ni.l:e to wet E!nﬂmeut into a sty without
weﬂdo!rl it _or almost exeluding it, but h.lt
just s Wr ten) in somewlmt the same mood ns
F'OR TTEN WORL

D.
Then ihere is TROUBLE ON '!'ITAN. For an aver-
mwrhu-. this would be very good stuff, but 1
agree Rutiner isn't just &n average
writer. This was good, but not his best. Smacks of

thud snd Blunder,
EWE: MYSTERY OF LIFE wias a better than
awar © nhm, well wriltten and luﬁed. ‘Nufl sald.
L-BOX -wss interesting. a 1it) hul_the’ ending
I'aa awful. Oz T'm just thick snickers from
the rear ranks.) Whal sver nemme ﬁl‘ Foster? Did
the juke-box kil him, or did the creatures sing
him around do 117 Or he excape? ANy-

%’" a neat lfh'r;f forw
t af al.l is ATlER SIZE, T'nts is another

humeoerous storles thal have plagued

ynur es nf late Have wou iried 1) vetrt
ER SPEAKS h aomc intercsting com-
ments, but there aren’t any at all. The best
Chad Olim..—lw Pratric, Lawrénce,

letter wns by
HKansas.

Let's see, Alan. Cahill is new as far as we
know. And to date he has not followed up
his opening opus—whieh was very good in
our not-so-humble opinion, It to us
that the ending of JUKE-BOX was clear
enough for the meost pea-souped mentality.
You might try memorizing the last line and
letting it setle xradua}lymor why nol just
forget the whole thing?

We have a DDT bom'b handy, but are re-
serving it for truly dire emergencies.

MIXED GRILL
by Frank Reginald

Dear Editor: This is the first letter I've ever written
io a s0 I guess T'd betl.er not do too much
mmb!gmr!hemm C'est assez de dire
that the Febxum uuue of r‘e d :as( Thrilllng Wonder

Sise Drmyiing e e weyiond

Tt Do e b ek
Ldn.suu:‘s Worlds was cxcenmt' Kuﬂnera

Trwble nn mn wns good but sesmad to reve

o ra siyle;, The P e b
it gpﬁe ;rnﬂm?} was munu%g ,

‘I"?;d c?mghm sick of th hc
o E5€  CaBes w re
book‘ewj stories. of one dhm's altm-y

wouldn'l have been so bad had it not been i.mluded
in the same issue with Leinster's. Among th

fellows A~ Matter Size was amusing, but mal.'a nll
to the illusirations on this

And what hsp;m
Fearn's Sweet Mystery o Lij’e copfinns my beler
that Fearr Is or was & botanilst. The wasn't

ggod nor bad. Just so-so. Juke-Box d easily
asged ns a classie. It had that wlwrdtodeﬂn.
twist in i, Give Mr. Smith a blg glass of water.
(Xeno's gone}.

And to the magazine, Bd Hamiliom chimes
in with anather of his standard plots. If he would
really work out his stories and ma long-
novet length, he would be a much better author than
Be Is now. But now he Is turnlng out more stuff
than Burroughs and Ha rd combined ever wrote.
The letter section was in without belng es-
nenmny meritous.  He Ey's covar painting I8 very

In a soft light can 'v ken for
a nhatam'apha-—us Aymck Chapel Hill, N. .

Well, Frank, you with the two first names,
nous sommes trés heureux to you hear from.
Your comment on the similarity in theme of
the two novelets causes us to indulge in a

mild wince and shudder, But they weren't

that close, really they weren't,

Your remarks on the photographic effect
of Bergey's submarine cover give us a mild
start. Should we decide to indulge in such
literal whimsy, what in the name of your
Ghu, would we do about BEMs? Readers,
please elucidate.

HOUSE OF BURGESS
by Fred Ross Burgess

Dm_“ Kdill;:é : ¢ nlotlca that we h‘nﬂ; rema}nlng
wi w out w en nny e appenrs
led That's all right with me. 1 never
tne anl In hecking out tnns and tons of
course it was fun, and it was one way io
but the war is over, the vels are back, and, at lmi
;:.; mnegt. most of them are pretiy serious minded
_llookalltueﬂmeo!lthismmnl minsaseinm
interesting discussion ©on  the 154 and,
soter o Fead Sy Leinsltes ™ Btubicss Worlde
urray's story eresiing, bul say
it did seem a trifle short, and that there were several
semamm meanings that confused me no end. I won't
bother to mention them now, but o ouksory glance
through the story Is enough to reveal them. -
other paint that 1 have foimd - interesting
stories i, in whut ml.nl of space does the First and
Second Galaxy ex The only gn!aet.ie n'u-lp 1 have,
which shows a diamru:r of rough million lght
vears, has no galaxi Tt to be con-

0I.IE

two
es close snou apa
Iocaisd ‘roughly tvo hundred - thouand Ight yess
GCR o, w0 al, ¥
apert bu ym’ 2, Andromeda, and N. G. C, 208
are only a_ few thousand ll.g.'nt Fyears !url.her Lh.-m
distance. What I want know i3, althouzh it is
ly irrevalent to I.he sfory, what part of space
the two galaxies Jocated In?

By the way, If anyone ever tries to teil you that
fen are of a lower class of mentality than normals,
tell them of two who won schﬂlnrsm;us. (I'm re
to t‘ne I—‘ml scholarships). Lionc and pelf,
am tests deﬂng:telv wg aa hlgher mer:{u.hw

en ce anywhere near the »

'Igg ?l!l'n.ool‘l a very lemsﬂngp discussion took

lage in my room. My roommale, Jack McDuffle, who

working on 3 pa for his phjlnsnnh course, had
gﬂmlte i ml T the ot tcts Ir h}is' il

Te are @ couple o ArgumMend space e
there ls 8 dofinnte denter. But i spum ls infinfe
then asny point can be considered the cen

Now my solution & that in an l.n.ﬂnlta
gﬁ?l may be considered the cenier and

e numhber of polnts ean be th
Elven ugne. ™

thvity. t may : the
t’is re!adw to ii, There Is a fallacy In l#l:
but it to start discussion here In
HFADEB "\I'FA v Good's theory by that If spuce ls
curved It Is finite, for If space iz curved, you would
the mllxu;at ol"rurighl should you aitem

reach
a stralght you
Isas finite. This can be wnrked

that in which you will retum to the point
of o if you travel in o straight ttne) [finite)
[the symbel “<’* iz used o express “ig fncluded

in the class of.”

fhaﬁﬁmin’imﬂ)

(that in whic‘h {nou will ml.uni to
(ﬂnﬁfu I?aild sylk:ghm
Hypatho!ieal s\.uos(!mu cin _also be

trom this 1 argument, but wo mn
ar, en as lz!::n

- ahave :hm.ds. the argument that mu“"fs

iz a valid syll {Tt is necessa

mind that a sy ‘Inglm can be wvall and at ttw

'Er% ﬂn;en contain the fallacy “hypothesis Con-

But ensugh of that. My ‘logic lessons are no matier
in 8 letter 1o

n
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fn the illustration. “Swerve westward,” ke cried. Great
Ghu! Out in space which direction 1S wesl? Second-
g: Yleen waz switched from negstive to tive.

s0, how ecould she have lived on Mars. e very
air she breathed would be negative and chaos would

result. The anly way one negatlive person could pos-
sibly be converted into positive matter would be for
the entire planet to be converted. See what I mean.
tell me that no one noticed that 3ierl.u§
(That's a play on words. son) mistake—I15 Ayjeor
(UNC) Chapel Hill, No. Carolina.

Okay, okay, Fred Ross. Your Hamilton
beef does make sense in a negative sort of a

way. Congratulations to Inman and yourself

on the scholarships. And we quite agree on
your theory of the infinity of foci in infinite
space.

It is the same sort of theory which allows,
say, a ceiling to be divided into four, eight,
sixteen or so on halves—each cighth being
half of a quarter and so on. But that way
madness lies, Incidentally, there is, it seems
to us, a large fallacy in the hypothesis which
suggests that any curvature of space neces-
sarily means one must ultimately return fo
his starting spot. Or did Good find himsell
unable to conceive of the spiral.

As for the galactic location of Kim Ren-
dell’'s various systems, we can but suggest
that you go to your nearest filling station
and acquire a new 1947 model space map.
People who seek to pin down the flights of
gound creative fancy a la Leinster are asking
for hummings.in the ears.

[Twrn page]
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WORK IS A NAUCHTY WORD
by Jimmy Wheaton

e g Tl&u RS ..m A Dear Editor: The February TWS eral
CRIHE DETEGTIONI 1y, Narge. but I don't thisk Jt had anyénrﬁnout-

llm uu thmmlx this mﬁm;. pmﬂ tmrdmﬁ in K. The covers are nerally nyproving,
g: hﬁ lo,;ui even thig one. Though somehow the shape of the girl
‘“"l A, 1*“"“ "‘"" riating, m’“""’“ doean’t seem quite right to me, the painting Haelf
was pretty gnod e:pucin'l'ly the background. By the
way. on page 45 it says that ﬂm gir]l imflated “‘Doth
of the snits™ with oxygen. bul the girl on the cover
doesn't have much of a suit on.

THE MANLESS WORLDS was a  good 1 to
DISCIPLINARY . CTRCUIT.  That par{ where ship
goes on transmitter-drive for five minuotes and reall:r
ae ahior S J;W FREE l i1 gﬁ away from things makes you think aboul the

pletsly 1 ean glze ‘of the Universe

WOIR, during svure iime, awn. Bme, Yoy v.gﬂ TROUBLE ON TITAN kay but nothing to

Piey pay &8 m'fn'uu. rlu'ﬁn "m Saw Ui: nn]l'“i! "“*I"" nh\&m l‘*r‘;fhﬂ‘ tﬁ;“"‘;afn o‘,_’gg s“:.lw I‘:{n‘} gifu‘:h

INS‘I‘I'NI o[_- o, cE all you do is o e name of soine sa te of a
APPLIE planet and then think of & word that rhymes with b

1926 Sunnyside Ave., Dep. 186-A, Chicago 40, Eim Such as “Horrar on Hypetion,” “Daoger op Dione®

“Gore Galore on Ganymede” ete.

THE Pl “"RE AGE bad the best ides behind it

EN[ARGEMEHT I think. That business about the naughty word
“work" was thought provoking, Very good.

" OF yaaaF: 7 All the shorts (storles, {hat Is) waere pretly sad.

JUKE-BOX was the only onc that bad any good
qualities {0 offer, and those were the different style
of wriiimg amd the plot. The jdes behind COME
HOME TO EARTH was good bui the story ﬂni!‘]f
miserably In the last slx peragraphs. ‘t -.dauuld nls
that Hamilton could find wome hetter

story —12 Monteloir Avenue, Verona, New Jeruy

As for the cover-brevity of the gal's suit in
the February issue, we can only say, “Praise

vakl
%l?ﬁqp W’I’UDIQS Allah!” Your title scheme has its points,
ywsod, Ralifs however—why not RUEFUL ROG ON
@ mnm HOME STUDY | ™ICFLY Ok

mmf-s"*-’i-‘r!‘ﬂ““‘”‘*‘%mwm %‘"" MERE BAGATELLE
Bdaitad. 2 s RS by L. M. Gould

. J m
. 1 » DWeiding Ho 2
BT M b - 4 Dear Editor: About a week ago some coples of the
@ ‘fa’-ﬂ T e mum Fall edition of TWS arrived in this (to you) out-of-
,,;gp;';e AT M'ﬁﬁ;‘ﬁ“ - the-way part of the wﬂ!:lgﬂ nm?h ns lgg; ﬂgn I m
. e an v
_@ _AUDEL, Pabishers, 49 W. 23 St 5 EA iy Soinion TS has. lost. nothine ““x
2 “-m:rr ‘.! Hnu CArs. 5 fac}, THE mmm TTIx Cl-l NCE
FORTS 2 Tew g OfS 1N My resaing &«
Mv.:ﬁ dﬁﬁ‘ ‘The mm?eaturie.s were o excel for CALL HIM
DEMON and TUBBY, MA oF ATOM, which

w | bad Do place in an st magazine. m::id‘entaily Ray
WE}" Cummings used lo write good yarng snd if this is an
exanple ul‘ his postwar efforts—well, he ought to be

thrown into Jupifer's red spot. The cover was good
froin an artistic {¢) point of view but for an stf mag
it was Just putrid.

i mﬂ;:u.ln rt? g}':utain your nexi ‘Lsme a}m?‘h;o'; aa:
think FHen timer is—or rather war 030 ¢
Complatﬁ 'iﬂ‘ N” Sﬁlﬂ magnificent sif author —Glenmore, Bagatelle, St Savi.

ours, Jersty Chonnel Isles, England.
We're sorry you didn't care for CALL
HIM DEMODN. which is one of our all-time
favorites. But Kutiner iz still magnificent—

or possibly even a little more so. At any
rate, thanks for a nice note, young man.

e . o | WE WONDER WHAT BECAME
$7995 95| OF JEKYLL ,
]29 . T 16 w | by Gene A. Hyde

H 1 smiag ghicw of 15 fovwe! s 4
‘10 95 nius IH' T Jowel moyverre l:n'ﬂ"”‘ 1L9.wh am A,
?ft'!‘“"’.a{-, i m““ug..':;‘.!;‘:;*;:“ ) ““m& Dear Editor: T just picked up the mgst ish of TWS

" Genuie aive | and -1 goust say it was swell, The
|nmrh onder u:::;"n:.“”u'mm‘f:mm ﬂﬂa‘;suk];x‘l]&r lgd = dﬁ i i ‘;,f lt?‘ mchnnw-naim}ﬂl
Jaten Tinied Sbare 3 readers who approve e r
@!!2 m?"a’.ﬁa‘- o e T i“;‘ﬂ"m RE:\.I:;IR spmg. ‘f can fm;en;!}yo?ly = E‘ﬂl‘li fu-
ture for youw—<and alio some 1 nleres T
BURTON SALES COMPANY Taehts abbut SMeresiiry things Inétead of the Moth-

80?7 W, MADISON §T, LEPT, B4 CHICACO 7, ll.l..lmeaten one about should we shou]d. or ahuu.kl we



shouldn't hawve pin-up pichires on the covers. But
enough of this.
The second purpose of this letier is to let you knew
what I lhlnk of the stories in this igh. So here goés:
The Manless Worlds was inleresting. Leinster did
quite well on thds follow-=up.

Unfortunately I missed out on the first Tony Quade

story. I hope It was betier than Trouble on Titan,
Now don't jump down my neck you Eultner fans
I like him too, bul not this story.

The Pleasure Age was also good
saved it
And now we come ito. the short stories. A Matter
of Size was zood as funny sf stories go. Most of
them mo Q. . with _me, except when I come 0 a
E;l(“;b_\‘. ete. yarn. How esuld you do that fo any-
1
Ser;epi Mystery was fair. Come Home From Earth
was good, and offers a base for some of those in-
teresiing arguments [ spoke of before. Queslion: Are
cur minds and bodies two different entiies? 1 would
like to argue the point wilth someone, taking the
gffirmative side if possible.
Julkte-Box was excellent. The whole idea was gquite
eriginal. except the men from Mars,
e third and fnzl purpose of this letter is to ask
gquestion. 1 have notlcrd thal several fans have
zslkeed you sbout sendh in some  original varns,
Your answer is alwayvs the same and ] .quote, “send

The mosquitnes

them In", unquote Bul. Sarge. vou NevEr say where
we should send them, or in whatf form they should
be sent. How aboul a little Information on this sub-
ject?—400 E. Eight 5t., Reardstowm, Tl

This is asking for it, Gene, but send your
stories (if any) to THE EDITOR, THRILL.-
ING WONDER STORIES, 10 East 40th
Street, New York 16, New York. And don't
forget to enclose a stamped return envelope
just in case the worst occurs. We hope to

[Turn page]
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have rented an abandoned bomb shelter far
from the madding crowd by the time this
letter sees print.

OUT OF THE WOODS
by Kevin H. Woods

Dear Editor: I have long been 3 fan of THRILLING
WONDER STORIES and have been a science fiction
reader since I was fifteen (I am now twenty-three).
1 like cvcr:,'t.hlng about TWS (and this ain't fannell)
lncludjnz THE READER SPEAKS. sithou I feel
mt‘ber out of things, being so many thousands of mileg

{ Howover, it goud to - kniow ihst others
'hm aAlong he-same Hnes T do. T pet vory annoyed
with people who smile smugly and say, “Impossible™
or “Ridienious!'

1 ve Just been able—afier scouting the news-
uumd: for miles arcund—fo get hold of ihe fall issue

f TWS for thig year and It wasg grand. Which brings
me to the maln issue.

1 have recently been relessed from the RAF, affer
relurning from abrosd, &) since coming home I find
that a selénce fiction mag i= almost onheard of. My
old dealer says he has not sfen one for ages. Would
it be possihle to semd me anyv issnes of TWE aor B8
for the lagl lwo vears or s0? And sre subscoriptions to

gur  maegnzines possible now? T should very much
'?.;ku to receive them —90 Albert Road, Iford, Essex,
Englond.

Okay, Kevin, subscriptions are possible—
yoir'll find the terms printed at the bottom of
our contents page. STARTLING STORIES,
our companion magazine, is also available at
the same rate.

BLESSED(?) EVENT
by Guy Gluckman

Dear Editor: Before I get started—I'd like io- =4
that the reason 1 have not written to you before {al-
though 1 hiave been reading your magnrine and BS
for aboutl a year and a half and CF long before that)

iz that T have waited "Gl 1 nbminec B typewriter. At
last this great event has occu
First, the cover on the Feb. 1511 of TW was abe

solutely out of this world. think Earl Bergey is
mﬂc. How abuut seeing somelhing by B, B. ox lhe

Your idea of mwore and shorter leiters s one of the

beqt mince the eradicstion of Xeno and Co.. especially

stﬁcc?&'( may heilp me to get part of this missive
Tted.

B“ geems 1o me that there are fast becoming two

general types of S-F. Instead of defini them I will

give btwao receit exmmeies n your magosine. One ig

the Disciplinary Circult by Lelnster. The other is

Calt Htm Demon By Hammond. However, technieally
there Is only one type of.science-ficllon. This is the
lziter. Regandiess of the facl that Call Him Demon
was either o good or bad story It still s NOT sclence-
fiction. It i= fantasy with a new fwist. If the readers

your magarine enjoy fantssy, as they seem  to,
then by all means give i1 (g them; but as for me,

Elve mne S-F  (and Mubtray Leinster) or give me
nothing.—23333 Berkeley Avenuwe, Cleveland Heights
i8, Chio.

You sound like the sort of person who in-
sists ypon things being logical. Well, thanks

for vour opinicn, anyway!

GENTLEMAN FROM
GEORGIA—AVENUE

by Marvin Maxwell

: 1 have a complant,

Not the old com-
plaint about ihe cover, interior pics. untrimmed
edges or your lovable porsonality, but a mew snd en-
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tirely different complant. Perha
the rest of the people who read S, but when I read
something, I like to lnow what's gelng on. I nm
of course referring to the readers speak (I make it
plural I'm sure that there is more one
reader, cven i you am't) section. To llugizate my
complant I would Ifke to quote from a leten by
Jimmy eaton. Iin one part of his leter he um
“THE LITTLE THINGS. Knutimer does it age
Where ha.

From the gzm_ral wording I know that he is re-
ferring to a ntm-y. but what story. Just giving the
name decn't help much when wou red the story a
few months ago. Since he liked it. and quife a few

'ﬁrvl‘m different from

other ple lkad t too, I start to wonder weaather
1 lik it. So, T go into the back room and start
rumaging around for the correct issue. And when
I do I T¢ turns out that 1 don'f like 11,

be solved eaisly enough if you
would publish a shorl snyopus of the storys that are
mentioned In the collumn at the beginning of It I'm
sure that mony other readers who don’t have perfeet
memories would avperciate it, because from a good

SUE, you usually can rember the story.

is wasn't a bad issue, but it could have been a
lot better. I liked “Juke-Box™ by Smith quite a lot.—
3325 Ceorgla Avenue, N.W., Washingfon 10, D. C.

problem could

Why don't you purchase a copy of Dr. Ad-
ler's FIOW TO READ A BOOK-—and include
a portable pocket speller while you're at it,
Marvin. Incidentally, what in hades is a sny-

posus?

CONNERED!
by Wilkie Conner

Dear Editor: I was really pleased with Murray Lein-
ster's “The Manless Waorlds'” and Jued Calitil’s "The
Pleasure Age.” Both were really greal varns

Kutiner, as usual, was fine in his "'Rul]ywomi-on-
the-Moon™ story. remember when the first H-O-M
slory emme out. That's how lon I‘ Hiing
Kuttoer. Kuttner was good when tin( for
certain other mapgszines, too, but I fnl that his
work has appeared in TWS and SS. I am ounly
fooking ranrnm to his "aneo'f The t..ods" It ap-

arg, from your blurhs, the type of story that
made Hank what he Is to-day: the undisputed
of the soienca fiction and !mhsy Beld.

I am glad that someonc nﬁ'ee- with me on Love-
graft. How he pot hid morbid monstrogities in £,
{'..\l:l m\‘ know.—Box No. 2392 West Gastonia, Nerth

o

Are thare other magazines, Wilkie?

HOWL OF PROTEST
by Charles Douglass

Dear Editor: The time has come to lel forth a howl
of protest. The gause of this outburst ave the
novels that appear In your mag. ¥ the name of
uine littie planets do authors try to enhwge a short
gtory into a novelet. Do ynu p tg 1.hem tﬂ‘y the word
or somaething? But really. e wrifing a
swifily moving story that c.ome-.-s 1.0 a slam-bang
finish a lost art as far as SF writers are concerned

Now we come to the stories in the February lssue
of TWS,. pretty good on the whole.

1. The Mnanless Worlds—Murray Lelnster. A good
BF storv with mauy & twist in the plot. B.

2, Trouble on Titan—Henry Kutiner, Good reading,
shows a4 good lmagination, the only trouble is that
he shonid use maore of IL

. The Plensure A e—Jued Cahill. Good rcading,
nnd gnod SF. I have read in a long
time. A.

4-5, This palr will make a nice addition o any
wlightly womn trash baskef. E-D.

f Juke-Box—W. W. Smlth. A good idea bul (oo
many detajls in it. The effeat iz not good. D.

7. Come Home From Earth—Edmond Hamilton, A
real SF story, thai bhelangs among the best. A.

Hest huvele:
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So we only rate a third group in your vari-
able list, Charles. Too bad, but we expect to
survive and, ultimately, to make steps in the
right direction for improvement., Whoever
it was back there that had the gall to remark
that any direction was bound to be an im-
provement is going to be sorry, Yes, girrecee.

MIGODSKY!
by Michael Wigodsky

Dear Editor: In regard to the February lesus of
Thrilling Wonder Stories, 1 cun ar.ulate ou. 1 rate
the stnrlseﬁ oz  follows: THE ANLESS WORLDS,

TROUBLE ON TITAN, all right;
. so=t0; COMEF HOME FROM EARTH,
PLEASURE AGE, the best ever; A MATTER OF
SIZE, so-s0; SWEET MYSTERY OF LIFE, S0-50]

nonsense,
l‘IIusl.rations i1, od 13, rgg good; 17, not too
£ood; 3. good: . terrible: t.eruble 74, ter-
rikle: m tel“l‘lble 81, llﬂ‘dble
Letfters: Hurrah' far Oliver!'—San Antonio, Teras

Well, we like everything but your views
on the illustrations. And there we fear we
have to draw the line.

NEXT WEEK—EAST LIN
by Lin Carter

Dear Editor: First off, leave me eongratulale you on
an excellent cover, _Eexgey has done it at last] SweH
colors; mo violent reds. vallows, or purples—just a

nict nauseatin green. Yeah.
H inted in Leinster. He can do better

I am very disa
stufl then this. u&: Evcnlhcswr.-n pix by Finlay
dida't help. Give array a shnrp rap dcross the
kn ‘ﬁ‘ andriei him i o‘l:h . =

Trouble on Titan, on hand, was v good.
It causes & warm glow of pleasm‘e te see ﬂzu'ough
my manly form. 'Maty - maybe we'll have Tony
Quade as A regular eamre tmm now on, huh?

Humaer is a very diffieult topic to handle In sief,
but The Pleasure Age: Juke-Box: and A Matter of
Size were very well handled! Congrats and stoff to
!Eessr; Smith, Cahili, and Mines

¥4 Hamilton rings the ball ngﬂm with Come Home

From Earth. As usual. Hamilton is one ul’;'hurhﬂ
writers, Sarge, hang on ta him. Let him
at 2 novelet, ‘soon, Very soon.

The other short was falr. but somehow
—weak. Old-timer Fearn can—ond has—done

And now weé lurn our dainty an 1n ﬂm genm'!
dircction of The Ruader Gibbers.
this time. too! Quite o lme-un w (Jllwr.
Jewett, Pace, Bneary. Berry . well, welll This
poiley-changing of yours, Barge has certalnly raised

qu:é_;e ?:e!gli.t:fhm think that h it

n 1 erha wis A r;.pad
idea, after em’t Although it 3 gsmmy mu of
t‘he humur #nd iﬂdl\-lduau:m of your cotumn, it (!IOg
Hl Abe SD Sx Peatersburg &, Fla.

. well
better

twl

! lmsss- e will leil
tquea eri—

QOdd, we thought Leinster’s THE MAN-
LESS WORLDS a very goed story indeed—
but then, if everyone agreed on every-
thing the world would be indeed a dull place.
Hamilton is momentarily bogged down with
one of those long jobs for S5, but he is apt to
turn up with a novelet any time. For both
of our sakes I hope he does heed your sug-
gestion.

s



TWERP SLURP
by Redd Boggs

Dear Editor: In the interests of brewity. . . .

TWE (Feb. '"17) —Leinster laudnble, Kutiner corney.
Mines—mur-dur! Fearn fine, Cahill cuckoo, Smith so-
s0, Hamillon hokay, TWS tlolerable.—2215 Benjomin
Street N.E., Minneapolis 13, Minn

Boggs groggy!

REACTIONARY
by Beb Crawford

Dear Editor: The Feb. Reader Speaks indicates that
the readers, In the majority. advocate the much dis-
cussed change in policy (namely that of polishing
off the Xeno and Ssrge’'s little Bemlins. 1. personally,
do not approve of this siep.

Several yesrs ago, whnen [ first developed the hablt
of reading stf mags, | made a practice of reading all
the letter columns. During the following years, these
have narrowed down to two—SS snd TWS.
reasan for their supremacy, was, as I recall
that they were highly enteripining.

It is, of course. only right to glve the new system
A Imir trial. But I can't help wondering just what
The Reader Speaks will be Tike when the hue and
cry following the alterstlon has died dowmn. Will it
be better. or worse?

In spite of (or because of If vou prefer) The
Render Spenlts, the Feb. ish of TWS wan exceptionally
good, there being only one story 1 would class as
“poor’—"A Mattar of Size".

I was delighted to see "The Manless Worlds'', sinec
I have been gnawing my fingernalls walting for
a sequal to “The Diseiplinary Clreuit™.

There ix nolthing. left to say except that after
every war there are many reform and uplifi move-
ments. Some are zZood. Some are bad.—I5 arth
Fourth Straet, Althambra, California

Sorry you don't care for our new set-up.
Actually, Bob, it more or less had to happen
that way. You can’ go on forever with the
same old gag. Even the best of them wears
thin in time.

OSCAR FOR OMAR

by Norman Spiere

Dear Editor: My thanks to your magazine for the
many hours of il enjoyment that it has so
graciously given to_me.

In my life there have hesn specifically four things
that have alleviated the tedium of a very monotonous
existence. Namely: the cinemsas. the Public Library,
the radin, and magazine and it's companions-in-

eme.

The cinemas &t times have boring programs, in-
teresting books have to be painstakingly gleaned
from the small and conservative library, and the radio
offerings—like the cinema's—conslsls in a series of
slmple tautologies having nas "heir poinfs d'apnds hack-
neyved formula handed down from the time of the
Gresk amphitheatres

But the SF Magazine—Ah! There 15 one of the
mogl important discoveries of my life In the fiald of
self-amusement. True, it has Hs faulls to6. But being
a true lover of Scienitifiction more than compensaies
for any of them.

Incidentally, in reading the story “Juke-Bax" in the

latest issue of TWS (a very good one, by the way) I

came across a Statement that attributed the line
“Every man kills the thing he loves” to Omar
EKhayyam. 1 had always thought that it was origi-

nated by Oscar Wilde? Am I mistaken?
Also, 1 would like to correspond with anyone who
is seriously igterestizg in the phenomenon of hyp-
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Actually, according to Bartlett's FAMIL-~
IAR QUOTATIONS, the quotation rcads
“Yet each man kills the thing he loves. . . .7

1L was written by Oscar Wilde and comes
from his “The Ballad of Reading Gaol”. As
to how it was so hadly snafued in the Smith
story, we can only plead utter ignorance.
At any rate, that's how it should have been—
and wasn't.

DE REVERE'S RIDE

by Bradford De Revere

Dear Editgr: This tlme a short I.ukea ﬁ.rul. plu.gel
from

L
Edmond Hamiltom's “Come Home
the over used butl pevertheless app'mprlnu- adju:t.lve.
As t of Hamilb

classie! are mos iiton’s storles, this was
well wrltten and thought provoking; The ‘Hall of
Fame’ In Startling Stories must use this!

Next comes Fearn's 'Sweet Mystery of L.i!e! &
masterplece & master of sif) "1 think his “Multi}-
Honth Chance” was so far the best I’ve.read In TWS,
tho' it had some cloge rivals for this honor.

Fleagure Age wasn't bad, bul 1 hate Utopia Tales!
Guess others won't agree with e, bul T don't think
they belong In TWS! However, this was good com-
pared with some.

Leinster's. Manless Worlds wasn’t too. geod., but
Leinster is another master of 8TF so keen his storics

I:Dmll ]&
atter Of Size—falr.
TI’DLKBIE On Titan—a let down from last lssue's
Eutiner tale! And {ell Kutmer fo stick with fantasy
« STF is not his meat!
Juke Box—you call that sclence ficton?
THustrations: The 3 F masterpleces were of
course superh! The worst illus was on page §3! Was
the guy on the far right hionl elf?
Cover: Bergey Is reully golng places! Greater than
don'{ h ;Trrthnls- youy

the Fall cover! see why peop
ust Inoh #t cerlain other and
good Bargev roally is! And whxts
with Lovecraft?-—J36 St Pn:\t.tl"e Awww.e Staple-

covers, }
they'il ses haw
WIeI.
, Staten Talawnd, New Vorle,

fon

Too many adjectives, Brad, too many ad-
jectives.

Well, that brings us to the end of another
session—oan the whole. rather a pleasant one,
we feel. Keep the leiters coming to THE
EDITOR, Thrilling Wonder Stories, 10 Fast
40th Streef, New York 16, N. Y. It's a lot
more fun than writing your Congressman.

—THE EDITOR.
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LCOMING NEXT ISSUE

IN THE CARDS
By

GEORGE O. SMITH
ONE OF THE YEAR'S
MOST UNUSUAL
SCIENCE FICTION NOVELETS!
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THE STORY

BEHIND

THE STORY

BLIL, Mwray Leinster, who is cer-
tainly no stranger to most of you, is
a person of decidedly liberal social ideas—
ideas which he has not hesitated to voice in

his stories—and ecpeually in THE BOOM-
ERANG CIRCUIT, last of the Kim Rendell
trilogy.

Hore Mr. Leinster gives you the low—dcwn
on how his thinking got into the particular
richly loded vein that has produced such a
magnificent trio of short novels. Murray Lein-
ster, take it away!

In this novele!te. like the other two {(“The
Disciplinary Circuit” and “"The Manless Worlds”)
I was trying to work out the consequences of

means of government. It would, un-

gontrolled, lead to tyranny. It would, uncon-
trolled, lead to war. But the whole progress of
civilization has been a succemsiun of tamings of
viously danﬁrrous thingg. ild animals and
‘Hrl: gt two conquesis,. We have in
the rmmed.tate future the need to tame the fis-
sionable neuclei of various explodable elements.
Bul there is a bigger job still. To tame machines,

In the ee novelets I've been talking about
a machine which takes over most of the functions
of government—practically all of its coercive or
executive fumctions. Such a machine, without
controls, would be just as dangerous as a chain-
reaction. That, I tried to make clear.

In this story, to me the most important event
is the dropping of those little cases of apparatus
on the worlds that tried to wipe out Ades—and,
of course, the arrangement that they shall be-
come articles of commerce. They will leave the
governments of their worlds with full power to
deal with individual ceriminals, but no power at
all to oppress groups. Full authority for govern-
ment, but none for oppression.

That limitation niet only will be needed in the
future, but it's badly needed right now in somg
parts of the world. Maybe these three novelets
will start somebody thinking.

In much lighter form, Hudson Hastings
[Twrn page]
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now takes the floor to reveal the inside of
how THE BIG NIGHT came to be written.
Hudson is one of those annoying persons who
has the knack of belittling anything that
savors of hard work and pretending it is easy.
*Tain’t so, Hasty, 'tain’t so.

The inside dope on THE BIG NIGHT is that
I suddenly realized 1 hadn't written an inter-
planetary story for years. Okay, | said—and saf
down at the typewriter and looked blankly into
space. There wasn't any story. The trouble with
doing an interplanetary yarn, as far as I'm con-
cerned, is that it's apt to be just that and nothing

more. And the fact that a vessel can travel be=
tween planets or stars isn't intrinsically interest-
ing, The frst few stories invelving such traffic
were, just ns the Nautilus wss one of the first
and therefore one of the most interesting sub-
‘marines. Still, today a spacesl'up is old stuff.

“Took,” T said to myself, gl:e you better
write a story about a giant amoe

*1 won't,” 1 said stubbornly. *“I hate giant
amoebas, I'm going to write an interplanetary. I
want to.”

“Suit yourself," I agreed—I alw indulge
him anyway. “But yvou'd better t of some-
thing. You need a story. Suppose when this
here guy gets to Venus he finds a beauiiful
princess about to be married to the High Chief
Oetopus of the wicked Cephalopodians—7

“Shut up,” 1 said.

Then I looked at the tvpewriter again. I pulled
an idea out of it.

If there's going to be a first spacechip, obvious-
1y there’ll have 1o be a last one too—eventually.
Moreover, it's pretty apparent that people are
what make a story intervesting. People who run

%'hfor a living won't be quite ordinary
peup!e ey'll have a different philosophy and
psychology. Only certain types of guys will get
inio the game in the firsl place, d space
travel will have its effect on them. Heredity—
plus environment,

So, in the end, the interplanetary angle rather
took a back place. It was the initial premise,
the springboard. But after I'd started, T was
intrigued by the natural developments, tech-

nological, sociclogical and paychologlcal, that

d occur after a praetical commercial space-
rmlt,e hag been established.

CGiuess that's all. Hope the readers like the yam'

Everybody just loves wour story, Hasty,
old man. But you've had your say and it is
time for that inveterate vivisector of hillbilly
geniuses, William Fitzgerald, to take the
floor. Ti's all vours, Bill. . . . :

Bud Greglory fascinates me. Somewhere, there's
somebody ke him in some fashion or ano'l.her
I've seen what you n'nght call embryo Bud
Gregorys more once, I've seen people who
could make much better mousetraps than aver-
age, and nobody paid any attention, much less
beat a path to their door. Somcwhere. the an-
swers to an awful lot of problems either rest or
lie latent in some human skull, and it will be

2
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only luck if they're pried out

The fact is that the ability to think and the
desire fo think and accomplish things are only
rarely joined together. Most of us know plenty
of people who want very desperately to do great
things and simply haven't got the equipment.
But some of us, too, know people who have got
the equipment and simply don't bether. Their
superior equipment simply enables them to loaf
more and have a better time generally. That's
Bud Gregory—drat him!

I suppose that what I have to say about the
whole thing is simply, “Have you a little Bud
Gregory in your home?"” Somebody has!

THE NAMEIESS SOMETHING

(Concluded from page 81)
Gregory's device and packed it in a car, the
same car in which he'd been taken to the
hideout. And he diove Bud Gregory down {o
Los Angeles, where he intended to try to
get passage back to Washington. People were
flocking back to the cities everywhere, then,
and police were regulating the flow of re-
turning refugees.

Murfree's captured car was stopped, and
three policemen advanced to give him in-
structions about the route he should take.
And Bud Gregory couldn’t face three cops.
He jumped out of the car and ran away into
the thick of the mob of cars and pedestrians
streaming back into the city,

Murfree couldn’t have csught him. He
didn’t try, because he was trying so hard to
rescue Bud Gregory's gadget, which Bud had
usged as a stepping-stone when he scrambled
out of the car. Those are the two things that
make Murfree mad. Bud Gregory fled and
could not possibly be found. And his device
was smashed so it wouldn't work any more.

Murifree still has it, of course, but he's
lost all hope of understanding it. In fact,
whenever he thinks about Bud Gregory he
begins to swear. He envies Bud Gregory.
Because Bud Gregory is something there isn't
any word for.

ENTERTAINMENT ON EVERY PAGE OF

POPULAR CROSSWORD
PUZZLES
Now on Sale—Only 15¢ at All Stands!

STAMMER?

This new 123 page boock, “Stammering,
lts Cause mod Correction,” describes the
Bogue Unit Method for scieatihe
correction of stammering and
muttering — successful for 46
years, Fred —mg obligation.
Bepjomin N, Bogwe, Dept. 4279, Circle
Tewer, indionopalis 4, Ind,
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MOoNEY ISNT

AT do you want

to save up a lot

of money for? You'll
pever need the stulf,

Why, just think of

all the wonderful, swonderful things you can do

wwithout money, Things like —well, things like—

O second thought, you’d better keep on sav-

ing, chum. Otherwise you're licked.
For instance, hew are you ever going to build

that Little Dream House, without a trunk fall
of moolah? You think the curpenlers are going
to work free? Or the plumbers? Or the archi-
tects? Not those lads., They've been around,
They're no dopes.

And how are you going to send that kid of
yours to college, without the folding stufl?

Maybe you think he canwork hisway through
by playing the fiute,

i so, you're crazy. (Only three students have
ever workgd their way through coliege by play-
ing the flute, And they had to stop eating for
four years.)

“VERYTHING -
S ——
(or5177)

BY GROUCHO MARX

And how are you going to do that world-
traveling you've always wanied to do? Maybe
you think you can stoke your way across, or
acrub decks, Well, that's no good. I've tried it.
It interferes with shipboard romances,

So—all seriousness aside—you’d better keep
on saving, pal.

Obviously the bost way ia by continuing to
buy U, 8, SBavings Bonds—through the Payroll
Flan,

They’re safe and sound. Old Uncle Sam per-
sonclly guarantees your invesiment. And he
never fobbed off a bum I.O.U. on anybedy.

¥You get four bucks back for every thres you
put in. And that ain’t bay, aifalfa, or any other
field-grown product,

Millions of Americans—smart cookies all—
have found the Payroll Plug tle casiest and best
way to save.

Bo stick with the Payroll Plan, son—and you
can’t lose,

SAVE THE EASY WAY...BUY YOUR BONDS THROUGH PAYROLL SAVINGS

Contributed by this magazine in co-operation
with the Magazine Publishers of America as a public servipe;




GEE what a build /
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time to get those muscles?
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For quick results
| recommend

CHARLES
ATLAS

\wn rded  tre

Here's what ATLAS
did for ME/

“iWhan ¥ .lmimu‘, & nol o wiudio

wu-qneuonl ploture Lul en

Now 170" = e = hn-

oy ML Y, tonched snap-

shol.
PETT rapw bew old or young you. are, with, When you have learnod to e+
 medamed of YOUT PrESEnt physiil Valop our Btregal, o umull “ Dysamis
W pem mar b § yoad can sim- Tennion™ you can A
-‘. :‘li-.,'t‘fm-r 'hl“‘:"u-l( "“““i "ﬁ mngede-mafaeg. Yo

pr e T DIORIEANT it i YORLE Ty
wr—im deabbegetiok time! (nly 15 Qud-givon body —wati DeTeane anr
= your own homn— mulriply double-quisk into roal solid

of youl And thrre's MUSCLE,
My meothnd—" {Fpramie Teavion
! s Sl your sbouiders, strerigthen will mrm the trick for you. No thehry

o wecdh, desslng pour whoid musouisar —rvpry  exercise Is  praciical, And,
e DRSEINE and OTTSIDE! T ¢nn add mell, 40 ouAy! Spend only I6 minites
rSes ' pawr hewt, Pve PO & Ylee-likp m dny !m podr own home From ihe
wgs of wolrs lithe and very sart you'H be using iy I A ——-—-—--—1

Sk & treminh ot methed of “Dynamie Tension™
e :n“r::'w.:hm .llms-‘r! almiont unmwi‘:‘m;; .u.u'r, rn1n- l CHARLES ATLAS. Dlpf 476. I
s fenm vmar bedy w0 full “!e of the day—aniking. bend. I 115 East 23rd 5., New York 10, N. Y.

wted witalitr that ote.—to RUTLD \ﬂ' 18-

mE oTor,
*'s eweti  “standing CIE' and VITALITY, I want the propf that sour avstom of “*Dynamic l

metn, and that lary ' 7 s
. ~ enson” WUl b rlli make o New Man of ll'l‘-- B.ll a
T ——— b FREE BOOK Emi'h_v. oy and tmtasei ar 1~1
a Sien, Senr Doss .“ stz of maschel “lv:;lnsﬂnq Health I ;é[-:rlll;m Sour fren hook. " Everlasting Hoalth and I
and Streagth’’
wh.t’i Hy Secret? 3n je 1 tuln o sou i steatgbt ' l
from « the « shais Tan N A
7 - the tlsk: Pucled  with I|n|-||nt|-1ur| l ARy < WO l
sul swethod that | tures of myself aid pugilis— (Pleasa 1 Talniy )
T jowd who Tecame hl—_\‘\ MEN i
vl Syemafiags "'""""‘;“"( ::wd ".‘r,’,‘l',_f' B l VLG A Sl e L S R o I
W Ve
r'\C‘L for thl.. n.M" I l
v, AT ONC HAHLES T
Deat, 47 TR ,_,3 > [+ | - = Siate...... J
o NEw York 10, N. ¥, L——_———_———_——




“Let's bulld here—they're certainly good to guests!”

Sernsible hosts know that wise guests prefer Calvert.
They enjoy ity pleasing lightness,
palatable 1aste, all-arbund whiskey agreeableness ...
call it “the whiskey of moderation.” Have you tried ir?

Wiien vou do. you'll understand why

Clear Heads Choose Calverl
Calvert
BLENDED WHISKIES
" z‘\r, IEPTES R A \/'/»’r“{'((!é'

.

Calvert Distillers Carp., N.Y.C. BLENDED WILISKEY 80,8 Proof

o Bug 33 - \ 3 T g . e A Ty i = =
Calvert *RBeserve — 83 % Grain Neutral Spirits.. . ( alvert “Special’—T7215% Grain Neutral Spirits
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