THE DOUBLE M NDS

I

PRI SONERS ON GANYMEDE

"P"HOLKUUN S comi ng back," Ted Penton sighed. "Maybe he neant it."

Rod Bl ake stirred restlessly on the bunk

"WIl you make your news reports nore explicit? You have your rug agai nst the
only clear spot on the dam gl ass door. Wich one of those aninmated beanpol es
i s P hol -kuun?"

"How can | describe hin? He's a Ganynedian jailer, to you. They all | ook
alike. Since we are the first human beings ever to see Ganynedi ans-or Ganynede
itself-there aren't any words in the | anguage to describe him He is seven
feet three inches tall, weighs about one hundred and fifty-or he would on
Earth. He has that attractive green hair they all have, and he is wearing a
Shal oor guard's uniform He is shooing away our other guard."

"I guess he is as good an orator as you were," Blake grunted. "In five mnutes
you | earned their |anguage, found his political opinions, and had himsold on
you to start a revolution. Man, you are political dynanmite!"

"Political atomic power," Penton replied sourly. "I got us kicked out of Earth
first for experimenting with the stuff. Kick nunber one; we get in the soup on
Mars. Head for home, and all Earth turns out a great wel conme for us-
twenty-one gun salutes. Only they forgot to take out the sixteen-inch shells.
They still don't want us. It was easier here. Fhol kuun's a nmenber of the rebe
party, and the mnd-reading stunt | learned fromthe Martians hel ped ne nake
friends with him"

"Penton," suddenly whi spered the thin, squeaky voice of the friendly jailer
out si de, "the Shal oor have investigated your spaceship again. They are
afraid.’

"They are wise," replied Penton grimy. "If they disturb the atom c bal ances |
have established in the engines, they'Il blow this whole satellite clear out
of Jupiter's system They haven't a glinmering of an idea what forces | use."
"They don't believe you. They say you are a liar." The jailer, a Lanoor
sounded doubtful hinself.

"They wanted me to take themin it out into space,” went on Penton. "If they
know nore about ny machine than | do, why don't they build one like it, and go
out in then-Om machi ne? You don't even have the words atonmic power and
electricity in your |anguage." P hol kuun shook his head slowy.

"You do not understand. Ten years ago, the first Shal oor was made. He was a
Lanoor, but he invented an operation, and tried it on a friend, then the
friend did it to him The brain is divided into two hal ves, only one of which
ever works in thinking. If, however, a man is injured so the half he is using
is destroyed, then the other half works. The Shal oor found out how to nake
both hal ves work at once. The brain is made up of thousands and thousands of

i ndi vidual cells, each one hel ping to think. \Wen the Shal oor doubl ed the
nunber of thinking cells that work, he be-

cane, not twice as brilliant, but over ten thousand tinmes as keen-minded. Wth
two factors, A and B, you can nake only two conbinations: AB and BA. Wth

twi ce as many factors, you can make far nore than twi ce as many conbi nations.
"In ten short years the Shal oor overthrew our rul ers, devel oped a new
civilization. They invented the shleath, and a thousand new vegetabl es and new
ani mal foods. They will be able to |l earn your secret shortly. Some day our
rebellion may succeed."

"The Shal oor are not omiscient. You are needlessly afraid of them" Penton

shapped.
The Lanoor's big, broad face split in a slow grin.
"You are in jail, Urd-mahn, thanks to the Shal oor."

"They trapped us by treachery-"

"The Shal oor are always treacherous. It is intelligent they say."

"They will find it nost unintelligent when nmy people cone ten nonths from now
with ships that can wipe out this city in a monent's time. W will so disturb
t he Shal oor that your waiting rebellion can succeed." Their jailer did not



know t hat they had been exiled from Earth.

"Their gas-their gas always stops us. And the shleath. No man can face that-"
The guard's ruddy face went pale at the thought, and Penton cursed silently
that his very fear made his nmind unreadabl e, even to the ancient nethod the
Martians had | earned and recorded ten thousand years ago in the ancient
museuns he had recently plundered. He could only catch vague, formess jellies
wavering in a cloudiness of fear as the nental i mage.

"W have an ol der know edge," Penton said shortly. "But do as you will. W
will be out in a day's tine, if the Shal oor have not first rel eased the
frightful energies of our ship in their blunderings.”

"I-1 will talk with ny conrades tonight," P hol kuun said, and noved down the

corridor uneasily. Penton turned away fromthe little windowin the frosted
gl ass of the door. Though his Earth-bred strength was five tinmes that of a
Ganynedian, it was still far less than was needed to break

down the thick, tough glass. Penton | ooked at it disgustedly.

"Damm, " he conpl ai ned mournful ly.

"I take it he said, 'No.' " Blake |ooked norosely at the door. "N ce birds

t hey have here. You greet '"emfriendly, they wave and grin, and beckon from
ai rpl anes while you come down out of space. You step out-and plunko-they trap

you with glass bonmbs of sleep-gas. Ah, well-1 can't sleep, | can't snoke, and
| can't nove. |-"
"Ch, shut up. Here, I'lIl make you sl eep. Hypnotism™

"Can you? Say-that's right, you |l earned a | ot of dope fromthose Martian
records. Go ahead." Bl ake |ay back thankfully. Ten seconds | ater he realized
his error. He was hel pl essly hypnotized, and al ready he recogni zed the flood
of strange thoughts pouring into his mnd, other-worldly ideas. Penton was

gi ving hi m know edge of the Lanoorian | anguage by the technique the Mrtians
had devel oped ten thousand years ago: hypnotic teaching.

Bl ake was about to acquire a conpl ete understandi ng of Lanoor, in about five
m nutes. Al so, all the headaches that he would normally have had | earning a

| anguage woul d be equally concentrated into one great-granddaddy of al
headaches. He struggled to free his will-The sun was shining in through the
whol e rear wall of the cell, which neant that it was day again, and he had

sl ept for hours.

"No," said Penton's voice. But it was Lanoor he was speaki ng, and Bl ake noved
his head gingerly and groaned audi bly. Yes, the headache was there.

"No, I'll have to make the nedicine nyself. Tell them Bl ake is dying, that the
air does not suit him Hear himnoan? Tell the Shal oor that | mnust have that
stuf."”

Bl ake saw a shadow, distorted by the uneven glass of the prison wall, nove
of f. Penton turned toward him
"Excel l ent, Rod, excellent. Nothing could have been better tinmed. | didn't

know you were awake; and your help was really wel cone.™

"Hel p? Hel p, you cosmic blightl My head."

"I know. But we needed the stuff. Now he'll get it for us. You know their

| anguage nowwe'll get the stuff | want." "I've got a headache. Go away and
shut up. Ch-h-h."

He dozed, for when he opened his eyes again, his head pained | ess, and Penton
was hard at work with sone gl ass flasks, pungently odorous |iquids, and

vari ous powders.

"WIl you groan?" asked Penton pleasantly. "The guard is watching and
listening."”

Bl ake obliged. "Ch-h-h-what in double blazes-ah-h-h-h -are you stew ng? It
snells like fury!"

"I"'mtoo busy trying to figure out sonething. Keep groaning, by the way. This
is medicine for you. You're suffering because the atnosphere doesn't suit you.
| can stand it, because |I've had a dose of this atnospheric-cosmc-telluric
acclimatizer."

"Groan? Great CGod, if it's anything you cooked up, |I'mgoing to recover right
here and now. You're no nedicine man!"



"I am now. The stuff is now prepared. Hhm m" he passed it under his nose. A
m xture of pleasant, fruity snells, and peculiarly rank, acrid odors pervaded
the room Froma bottle he neasured out a nunmber of gritty crystals, then from
a second bottle of green glass, a few nore. He sniffed the results, tasted it.
"Try a bit." He grinned at last, and passed it over. "Quaranteed to nake you
lick tigers like lollypops."

Bl ake took it at armis length, and sniffed. H's eyes widened. He tasted it.
H s mouth widened in a grin.

"What stuff! Happy days will cone again." A considerable portion of the potent
brew went down. Bl ake relinquished it only under protest. "All right, but
explain the ingredients.”

Penton hel ped hinmself to a bit, and nodded.

"Citric acid-crystallized acid of |enon. Sucrose-comonly sold under the nane
of sugar. Ethanol -otherw se ethyl alcohol. Carbonic acid-in no way related to

the one with an T in it-better |iked as soda water. | thought the
conbi ne m ght strike you where you needed it, and anyway, | needed the rest of
the brew "

Penton | ooked at, but did not handle, a large flask in which a watery liquid
was stirring slowy about a white powder. Fully a gallon of the stuff was
there already, and he cautiously added nore froma | arge beaker, and nore
powder froma glass bottle. "And that?" asked Bl ake.

"The universal solvent. Anyway, it should get us out of here, | believe. I-"
Wth a soft clank, the large glass block disintegrated, and its contents
spewed out over the netal table, and down the glass wall of the cell. The

tabl e had been in a corner, and the adjacent walls and floor were liberally
flooded with the deluge. An intense, suffocating odor sprang up at once. Bl ake
pulled his feet off the floor hastily, and | ooked in di smay at Penton

"I thought it would,"” Penton sighed. "It does that." "What?"
"Be patient and we'll see. You are supposed to be recovering froma fatal
illness. |I've got to tell the guard it's according to plan.”

The guard was al ready unl ocki ng the door, for he had seen the deluge. Penton
waved hi s hands.

"Keep out-the vapors-Bl ake nmust breathe the vapors!" The unsuspecting guard
had the door sonewhat open, but getting the said vapors hinself, he
promptly deci ded that Bl ake was wel cone to them and depart ed.

"Look, Rod, they have just turned on the corridor lights!" explained Penton
"Which reminds ne to ask why you said even before we | anded, that they didn't
have el ectricity. Those nmay not be electric gas-glow tubes, but they're
certainly one swell imtation."

Penton | aughed. "Wong, two out of two. | said they didn't have electricity
bef ore we | anded because the instrunents on the ship indicated no sign of
electric or electromagnetic energy of any sort produced by man on the whole

pl anet. As for the lanps, electric gas-glow tubes are a poor initation of

them Those are biological |anmps. They use some kind of a bacterial fernent,
and they turn themon by letting air into them Notice how dark it is already?
Small world turning rapidly on its axis, with a thin atnosphere. It will be
dark in another quarter hour. Better pack your bel ongi ngs, because, m |ad, we
are going out."

"How? Did P hol kuun finally decide to throwin with us?"

"No, not yet, anyway. | didn't think he would until we got out of here on our
own | egs. P hol kuun isn't going to ask help from somebody who is tied worse
than he is. But-he'll help plenty once we get out of here."

"Yes-but how? Don't tell me we can go out through those solid walls!"

"Yes, through the walls. It's dark enough now, | suppose. Rod, will you weld

that hefty hoof of yours against the wall in the neighborhood of that table,
while | obscure the window in the door? | would have a chat with our jailer.
Don't shake the building, though. You should go right through the wall. Easy."
Bl ake noved the table. Penton's argument with the jailer was about sonething
i mpossi ble, and very loud, but Blake paid little attenti on because of the way
the wall was acting. The clear, hard glass was crunbling under his foot into



sand. It broke out in great chunks, and crunbled as though his foot were a
pile-driver. In utter surprise he felt his boot sink into the stuff-and
through it! In alnbpst no time, Penton had so annoyed the jailer that the man
wal ked down the corridor to avoid Penton's voice, and Penton wal ked wi th Bl ake
t hrough the wall of the prison.

"Jupiter will rise in about two hours. Wen he cones up you won't need to be
told, but you will need to be hidden," said Penton. "W appear to the |oca
popul ace as inconspicuous as a pair of orangutans wal ki ng down Fifth Avenue
armin arm And slightly less harm ess. To themour build is the quintessence
of horrible, brute strength.

"So when Jupiter's great bulk comes over the horizon, the reflected light is
goi ng to make us conspi cuous, and not a

sight to cal mthe nerves of nice, old Lanoorian |adies. Further, thanks to

P' hol kuun's thoughts, | know that our ship is sonmewhere on the far side of the
city. So come on. First we have to get away fromthis nei ghborhood."

n

THE DOUGHBALLS

TED PENTON SAI LED over a twenty-foot wall surrounding the jail, and Bl ake
found it easy to follow because of the satellite's |low gravity.

"What "-he panted after a nonment-"is the secret-of the wall-stop running-you
fool -1'mw nded. "

"The air's too thin-to keep-it up," agreed Penton. In the darkness of a tiny
al l eyway they stopped. "The stuff | used was crotonal dehyde-an organic
liquid-derivable from-alcohol. Wrks on the fact-that glass is not a
true-solid."’

Bl ake stared at him panting.

"Yeah. Stone walls do-not a prison make-nor iron bars a cage. So what is it?
That gl ass wall | ooked solid enough-it had nme bluffed."

"Puffed, did you say? ass is a liquid. Liquid got so cold it has turned
stiff-past the gooey stage. Crotonal dehyde has the curious property of turning
it solid. Long heating and cooling does it too, that's why kerosene

| anp- chi meys used to get so fragile. Solid glass is extrenely brittle and as
strong as so nmuch sand. When that stuff turned it solid it took all the
strength out of it. W have to steal a car. Damm. No running or we will pant
so loud they'Il hear us a block away. They have cars. There ought to be one
around here sonmewhere, and let us pray they haven't invented |ocks for 'em™
They covered six bl ocks before they saw a rounded, bulky lump in the road that
was evidently an automobile.

"You drive, Rod," Penton said softly. "You are a better

driver than I, and a better nechanic. Can you figure it out?"

"Lord, help us, nol Is it electric? No. Steanf? Conpressed air? Gasoline?

Di esel ? How in bl azes should | know? Where's the engine? Both ends | ook alike.
| have never seen anybody drive one, and | don't even know which end is front.
Is this one a steering lever, and-well, what's that other one back there? |-"
the car jerked ahead suddenly.

"Ch," said Penton, "you do know how to start it."

Bl ake was too busy hanging on. He held the lever grinmy in his hand, and
pul | ed.

"What do | do to stop it?" He tried pushing the | ever. The car showed
capabilities of speed. He pressed in a different direction. The car stopped
accel erating but by no neans slowed down. The quite accidental fact that the
road was straight helped. Hs foot felt feverishly for a brake pedal - and the
car swerved aside into a pole.

"I think," said Penton, bending the door franme out of his way, "that they
probably have a nore confortable, if no nore effective means of stopping them
They can't have light poles everywhere. W had better hurry el sewhere. Soneone
will certainly investigate that crash. Anyway, the next car we try, you'l
know they steer with their feet, and not try to jamon the brakes with the
steering gear."

"The next one," said Blake clearly, "you will know they steer with their feet.



And 1'mgoing to take tine out to find out how in blazes they work. | just
took hold of that handl e -and away she went. No starter-nothing!"

Si x bl ocks away they found another car, not exactly like the first, but
simlar, seven seats instead of five. Bl ake | ooked at Penton

Penton hesitated, and | ooked about him Surroundi ng warehouses | ooned, dark
masses agai nst a star-studded sky. A tiny, bright noon rode high in the sky,
and | ower was another, even smaller. Gant worlds, as large as the planet they
rode, but mllions of mles distant in Jupiter's titanic gravity field. But
their |light was enough to show dimall eyways and fences made of wire and sone
woven, fibrous rtuff.

"Right, Rod. Check the control systemand let it go," Penton said softly.

Fi ve seconds | ater Blake was in and after a few nore nonents of swft

exam nation he started fromthe curb. The machine started with a swift, snooth
rush, and the soft whirr of the bl owers and punps was the only sound fromthe
engine. Rapidly Bl ake got the feel of the apparatus, the two steering pedals,
the I ever that controlled it's speed by increase or relaxation of pressure on
the grip. Relaxed, it became a brake of fair power; squeezed, the car shot
forward with amazi ng accel eration

"Al'l right. |I have it now. W need lights, and | didn't figure themout. They
nmust be in the dash control."

Penton worked swiftly over the dash with the aid of the hand flash he carri ed.
Suddenly lights blazed on, and Bl ake sped on his way with nore assurance.

Bl ake squeezed harder on the control, and the silent engi ne behind drove the
car forward with a powerful, steady push. Rapidly, fully forty mles an hour
they cruised through the deserted district. The street that had |led them
straight toward their goal came to an end, and Bl ake hesitated at the curve,
muttering at the inefficient brake system Then he went right. Presently, on a
nore travel ed street, he went left. Mre cars were about them

As they headed toward the city, traffic became heavier, and Bl ake anxi ously
wat ched the system trying to learn the rules of the road. They drove on the
left, moving at a lively clip.

"They have traffic lights," said Penton quietly. "I just spotted the dam
things. It's a block system Iike New York's. See-way up ahead you can see
that yellow light. That's stop. Red is go. W' Il have to stop at this next

bl ock. "

But traffic becane heavier. Lights becanme confusing. And suddenly a bright
flush crept over the sky, and al nost i mediately Jupiter |ooned on the
skyline. Five blocks later they were hopel essly caught in a traffic jamin the
heart of the city. Drivers near them| ooked-and | eft. Beside themthey had
seen, driving a car, two nonstrous, squat beings,

with great ropes and bundl es of inhuman nuscles. To themthey appeared |ike
horri bl e animals incredi bly becone intelligent.

Bl ake opened hi s door.

"Al'l off here. Transfer. Last stop. We can't drive through those stalled cars,
and sormehow | don't think the drivers are com ng back." Penton got out the
other side, and silently they wal ked up the line of traffic. Behind them doors
opened hastily, and feet scuttled away. Bl ake crept up beside the |eading car
a gl eam ng, seven-passenger sedan, and rose abruptly at the driver's w ndow.
He | ooked quietly at the occupant. A gray-haired Lanoor stared back, and
slowy his eyes closed. He shook his head and opened them very w de, then beat
it.

Penton clinmbed in first, and Bl ake took the [ ate occupant's seat.

"The lights have changed," Penton said. They made nearly fifteen blocks. Then
t hey changed cars again, taking the first car in line-and a dozen gl ass
bubbl es of sl eep-gas crackled around them Bl ake |eapt upward, to the top of a
car, and crashed through into the seat. He settled back in sleep before he
could extricate hinself.

Pent on, who had started down the road in great |eaps, |ooked back-and | eaped
faster. A two-foot thick, doughy nass was rolling of its own volition in his
direction. He turned down a side street and increased his pace. He began to



junp fromside to side but it caught up with him

It was soft, and squashy, but rubbery. It sinmply clung about his feet, and
crept slowy up and over his legs, up his body, while he tore great holes in

t he doughi ness that persistently grew together again. Desperately he drove his
hand into his pocket while the Lanoor police ran toward himwi th their slow,
exaggerated strides, gas bonbs in hands. A glass bulb arched forward, but fel
short of him

Then his hand canme free with the flashlight, as the crawing, doughy stuff
crept about his other arm An instant later the thing was bouncing and
boundi ng down the street madly, fromside to side, throwing itself in al

di rections, snmashing

down the rapidly approachi ng Lanoor, and rebounding with evident terror
Sonehow the flashlight had driven it away.

Penton | oped easily into an alley, and after several blocks of |eaping fences,
circled back. A crowd of Lanoor guardsmen were carefully roping Bl ake. The
Earthmen lay inert in the roadway with bis head thrown back, heavy snores
gurgling forth. Penton wal ked as near as he felt was reasonably safe, and

| ooked. An enpty car stood nearby. He headed for it. It was a light roadster
and after some cal cul ations he started it in the direction of Blake. The
Lanoor guardsnen peppered it with gl ass bubbles; two doughy things tried to
mesh its powerful wheels and were torn up, only to reformaccidentally as one
| arge one. The guardsnen scattered as the car rolled quietly forward and
coasted to a stop

Bl ake had al ready begun to stir, and Penton stopped. Evidently his previous
exposure to the gas seened to confer a sem-inmmnity. Methodically he rel eased
his friend. "I think," said Penton, thoughtfully, "that it is tine to seek

| odging for the day. This |looks like a pleasantly dil api dated section."

[1

THE SHLEATH

PENTON LOOKED down the shabby street. H's view was restricted somewhat,
because even though it was the wi dest of nunerous sad cracks in the even
sadder wreck that had once been a house and now sheltered them it was narrow.
A Lanoor was wal king down the far side, stunbling through a series of dreary
mud puddles in a peculiarly automatonlike way. Abruptly he halted stock stil
in the center of an unusually well devel oped puddl e and shook his head slowy.
It weaved about dangerously on the pipe-stem neck, and the shabbily dressed

gi ant | ooked dazedly about him After a while he started on vaguely, a gradua
deepeni ng of purpose putting increasing firmess in his gangling wal k.

Pent on si ghed and turned away. He nodded to Bl ake and sat down.

"He's started. He did just what | ordered himto. Unless some Shal oor for sone
i mpossi bl e reason picks that one man out of all the city to practice hypnotism
on, those hypnotic orders | gave himare going to work, and he will bring

P' hol kuun here. It ought not to take nore than an hour."

"But will he cone? And will it do any good, if he dpes? He didn't help us
before," protested Bl ake.

"He will for two reasons. The chances are the Shal oor won't know that trick
about crotonal dehyde-1 used sonething el se, a catalyst that intensified the
action-and they are going to be mghty nystified as to how in N ne Planets and
Great Spaces we took the starch out of that wall. They' |l be even nore worried
about the way that doughball they sicced on ne backfired when | used the
flashlight. He'll come, and he will probably help, now that we have shown him
we can do sonething the Shaloor can't. | think we have an hour to wait."

They actually had | ess than an hour. A small roadster came slowy up the
street, and stopped four or five doors away. The tall Lanoor got out. Wth
some trepidation, evidently, he came over and cautiously opened the door

"Come in, P holkuun. You are a wel come sight."

"You' ve caused a great deal of trouble,” the Lanoor greeted them "The Shal oor
have posted many guards about the palace; it has nmade any hope of a revolution
usel ess for some tinme. They have taken the sleep-gas throwers away fromthe
Lanoor guards, leaving themonly swords. And the shleaih are all |ocked up."



"I's a shleaih," asked Penton thoughtfully, "a doughy thing w thout any | egs,
but possessed of a peculiarly unpleasant odor, and a mracul ous sline?"
"No," the Lanoor sighed. "You have no idea of what skleath are. Those were
grethlanth they turned on you last night. The shleath are fifty feet in

di ameter, but otherw se much Iike those things. The Shal oor are still very
much puzzled by the way the grethlanth ran away from you. They

are fearless, and never before have they run froma prisoner."

Penton smiled, griny.

"That, ny friend, was electricity. It was one of the forces the Shal oor have
not guessed. Here, mpoisten your two fingers like this, and touch this little
nmetal piece." Penton illustrated the action, and the Lanoor hesitatingly
touched the termnals of the flash. Instantly he junped three feet backward
and fell to the floor.

Slow y he sat up, shaking his head, while Penton and Bl ake | ooked at each

ot her curiously.

"That-that is horrible! Put it awayl" gasped the Lanoor. "It made all ny
nmuscles withe into knots. It made ny heart contract as though a giant had
squeezed it. It is horrible!"

"It is electricity," said Penton slowy, "and you seemto be very sensitive to
it, much nore so than we are. Now, what did you say a shleath was?"

"It is a great nass of protoplasmjelly which obeys readily the will of its
controller,"” replied P hol kuun, rubbing his arm and eyeing the flash
uneasily. "It cannot be killed, because if part is poisoned that part is split

oif. If it is shot or cut, that does no harm It is not affected by sl eep-gas.
It is imensely strong, and can assume any form The Shal oor conquered the
Lanoor rulers originally by sending shleath up a snmall drain pipe in the form
of a thread of protoplasm and having it assune the formof a roller in the
barred and defended fortress where the Lanoor rulers were. The shleath digest
anyt hi ng the Shal oor want themto. They can dissolve even netal. Only glass is
i npervious to them If there is even a ventilation hole, the shleath can seep
t hr ough. "

"How many are there?"

"Thousands. They use them as work ani mal s when need be, because they can seep
under a heavy stone, girder, or nass of netal, and gradually all cone under it
so that the mass is lifted. O they can hang down as a sticky cable froma
hi gh pl ace, wap around the stone, and contract to lift it. If an ordinary
shleath is not strong enough, four or a hundred devour each other and form one
big one, and that does the work. In the last revolt, a thousand shleath nade a
ring around the whol e Lanoor armny, and contracted till they were just one
large lunp. The arny was then part of the shleath."

Bl ake | ooked fixedly at Penton

"I think," he said in English, "we'd best find the shortest route for another

planet. | don't like the sound of these over-stuffed anmpebas. But I'd love to
stack them up against the Martian thushol. Couldn't that pair have a tine?"
"We'| | have to get to the ship, P hol kuun. Then we can use its power to defeat

your enemes."

The Lanoor shifted his feet, and | ooked across the room

"The ship," he said finally, "has been noved to the pal ace. Twenty shleath did
that last night. The Shal oor knew that you woul d nake for the ship, so they
put it where they could nake sure you didn't get it. They are all in the

pal ace, and they have the ship in the inner courtyard. That is the place we
call the court of the shleath. | do not know how you will get your ship. Mybe
you coul d make rmagic on a Shal oor as you did with the strange nan you sent to
me. The Shal oor are working to make defenses, because they are afraid of you.
They are even nore afraid of the ship, so they have not touched it. If you can
make a Shal oor do as the Lanoor you sent to me did, perhaps you can get the
shl eath out of the way. But no Lanoor can nove them they cannot be

i mprisoned; they never die."

"Can you feed themuntil they are groggy?"

"No, they just break up into nore shleath, so there are twice as many and



twi ce as hungry."

Penton | ooked slowy at Blake. "If you don't like the shleath, maybe we better
decide to stay here for a while," he sighed at length. "You are sure there
were not any | eftover thushol on the ship? One of those Martian beasts m ght
seriously distract the Shal oor just now. "

"When Greek neets Geek," sighed Blake. "I'd |l ove to see what woul d happen if
an angry shleath net a Martian thushol. Wuld the thushol turn into an

i ndi gestible rock, or would he initate a bigger shleath and eat the one that
had

attacked hin? It is a beautiful, theosophical problemas to why the Lord ever
et anything like that exist-"

"He didn't. The Shal oor invented the shleath and fromwhat the Martians told
us, the thushol invented thenselves. You know, Ted, back on Mars old Loshthu
told us all about "the thushol. Rearrange the letters in his nane and they
practically spell thushol! 1'll bet he really was one of them and was

| aughing up his sleeve at us all the whilel But that's not the point. The idea
is to get inside the ship without getting inside a shleath." He turned to the
Ganynedi an. "P' hol kuun, can you start the rebellion?"

"Not until you can stop the shleath," answered the Lanoor firmy. "The rest of
nmy people won't even talk rebellion until they are sure they won't be used for
tidbits. You have never had a fifty-foot glob of jelly scrunch down on your
best friend, and watched the expression of horror fade fromhis face because
his face was dissolving out fromunder the expression."”

"P' hol kuun, sit down a minute. | want to think," said Pen-ton gustily, as he
squatted cross-legged on the floor. "I have to find out what part of our
science will beat your science. | know there is some item Tell me things. Can

you or your men get access to a netal -worker's shop? A place where there are
all kinds of metal s? And can you make there for nme, many hundreds of small,
nmetal machines? They will be sinple, but I know a thing of science that will,
| think, save you fromfurther trouble with the shleath."

"We can get sonme netals. Not the yellow nmetal, or the heavy, kingly netals.
Only Lanoor work in the nmetal shops, so we can nake machines, if they are

si mpl e enough, and snmall enough to conceal ."

"Good. Bring me, as soon as possible, a sanple of all the different netals you
can find. And-one of those doughy things-a grethlanth-faat the police set on
me the other night. Can you do it?"

"Yes," said P hol kuun, sonmewhat doubtfully. "But can you do anythi ng?"

Penton smled. "Friend, when | get into that sacred court

of theirs, the Shal oor are going to come out of the palace faster than they

have ever before noved. | shall want only about a dozen courageous Lanoor; al
the rest of the rebels will stay well outside the palace and catch the Shal oor
as they cone out. They will come out very rapidly. And | would not advise any

of your people to remain within six blocks of the pal ace."

"They coul dn't anyway. The Shal oor live all about the palace. If you are
sure-"

Bl ake lay down gently in the corner after P hol kuun went. He was tired. The

at nosphere of the little planet was enervating. Furthernore, he only half
believed in Penton, and Penton becane as conmuni cative as the surrounding
wal | s.

Bl ake slept. He slept quite peacefully until he was startled fromhis sleep by
qgueer chirpings, cracklings, and | oud bunpings. He sat up, only to be knocked
flat by a massive, doughy affair that smacked into him and swooshily dropped
over his shoul der. Laboriously he struggled up again and | ooked at the
dirty-gray mass that was cavorting crazily about the floor in the dimlight of
dusk.

Evidently P hol kuun had come and gone, and had supplied Blake with a
gret hl ant h.

Pent on was dashing nadly about the floor picking up sonething, while the
unspeakabl e dirty-whiteness was dashi ng about tw ce as madl y-and abruptly
dashed out of the w ndow shrieking and gurgling unhappily.



"Wl |l -maybe it's-all for the-best. That's hard work-here. Bending like that."
"What in the nane of the Nine Wavering Wbrlds got into that thing?" asked

Bl ake. "It acted as though the floor were red hot, and every time it hit it
j unped hi gher."
"Copper," said Penton, "and magnesium | wondered what pH value their

nmet abol i smused. Evidently it's greater than seven rather than |l ess. But zinc
does well enough, and they can get that. Copper though is expensive."

*1t may make sense, but | don't see it. Were's P hol kuun?"

"Comi ng back now His men were stationed outside to catch that thing when it
got loose. |I-here he is.”

P' hol kuun stuck his great head in. He | ooked about the very dinmy lighted
room

"I't went out very quickly. | thought it m ght have broken away and succeeded
in attacking you as we had ordered it. The men have chased it two bl ocks now,
and it is still going very rapidly. It refuses to obey at all."

"That's fine." Penton smled. "Did it attack anyone?"

"The first one who tried to stop it. It sinply rolled over him and hastened
away. What is this weapon?"

"Make me as many hundreds of these machines as you possibly can, P hol kuun,
and | will take the palace with a dozen Lanoor."

Penton held out a web of wiring, a pancake of interwoven coppery and silvery
wires nearly eighteen inches across. The intricate hookup of wires led into a
smal |, solid, egg-shaped nass at the heart of the network, an ovoid of black
plastic material.

"You can make a great many, | think. And remenber to nake that whol e device
exactly as | have, changing no slightest detail, particularly as to the
constitution of the central nmass. |Is it understood?”

"I will." P hol kuun | ooked somewhat wi de-eyed at the savage little device that
had sent the utterly fearless, nervel ess defender of the Lanoorian peace
scuttling out the window in such terror that it absolutely refused to obey
orders.

IV THE WH TE FLONERS

P' HOLKUUN HALTED. Ahead, the narrow corridor cut through the solid rock
turned, and beyond the turn it was a passageway lined with cut stone nortared
i n place.

"W enter the pal ace soon. No Lanoor is supposed to

know of this corridor, as | say, and to prevent suspicion, the Shal oor station
no Lanoor guards, and do not so nuch as guard it thensel ves. But they have nen
wat ching this night beyond that wall. They are suspicious-al nost know t hat
rebellion is starting. For four days now, you have been free, and they have
not heard from you, have seen no sign of your existence. They believe you have
obt ai ned hel p, but they have received no word of a general uprising. And"- he
| ooked at Penton fromthe corner of his eyes, rather doubtfully-"they know
that no dozen nen can take their pal ace, or nenace them"™

"Yes. They al so know that no man can stand agai nst a shleath, or any save a
Shal oor order him They know a great many things. A nost surprising nunber of
those things are all wong. Is there a door ahead?"

"Yes. Locked, with a heavy steel bolt. But-you said you could open that."
Penton smil ed and nodded to Bl ake. Bl ake shifted two dozen of the flat, woven
webs he carried to the dozen or so Lanoor who had acconpani ed them each nman
rearrangi ng the webs he already carried to take on the extra. Then the

Eart hman went forward.

The door was a secret panel on the other side, but fromhere it was obvious
enough. A panel of thick, dense wood, a dark green, no doubt polished
beautifully on the other side that opened into the main hall of the pal ace.
But fromthis side it was rough, and studded with | ocking mechani sms. Two
heavy steel hinges supported it, and a series of three steel bars a half inch
thick, operated by levers in the nmanner of a bank-vault lock, held it in place
with all the rigidity of the surrounding wall. No carel ess hand coul d detect
it fromthe far side



Bl ake wrapped his fingers about the bars, braced his feet solidly, and pulled
slowy, with greater and greater force. The nmild steel gave under the strain,
and slowy the bar backed out of the socket that held it.

Just before it was free, Blake transferred his attention to the second, and
then to the third. The Lanoorians |istened

to his panting breath, and watched the withing nuscles in silent awe. The
Eart hman was to them as unnatural as a superintelligent gorilla would be to
Eart hmen.

Bl ake backed off and rested, till his heavy panting in the thin air of the
little planet quieted. Finally he stood up again, and nodded.
"Ready, | guess. Now, once nore, what will we have to | ook out for

P' hol kuun?"

"They have guns, nostly air-powered guns. They are al nbst noi seless, there is
no snmoke, the source of the shot cannot be detected. But they will not shoot

t hrough heavy cloth. The expl osion guns do. First they will try the sl eep-gas,
until they see that we are i mune, thanks to your discovery that a series of
five doses made a nman safe. Then- the Wite Flowers."

"Just what are the 'VWhite Flowers?" asked Penton

P' hol kuun shrugged hi s shoul ders.

"They used it only once. They are afraid of it thenselves, so they will be
reluctant to try it. It is a nold that turns a healthy man into a nol dering,
putrescent corpse in thirty seconds. The flesh falls fromhis bones in white

[ unps. And anything that touches him or passes near, within thirty
hours-follows him So, if you see a man turn white, and hear his screamthere
is no need to help such a one. Leave himquickly. And we rust go qui ckly now.

I know the way we are to go, all my men here do. You nust stay with us; if you
cannot, seek the innernost court."

"Good. Go ahead, Blake," said Penton. "I'll take the lower half." Together,
the two Earthmen approached the door, and took hold. The steel bars popped
fromtheir sockets with a vast droning clatter, to vibrate |ike plucked reeds.
| mredi ately the two nmen junped through the opened door, the Lanoorians behind
them The great central hall was bright with the glowlights, and a hal f-dozen
Shal oor were streaking across the roomtoward them draw ng their gas-guns as
t hey cane.

A shrill cry was spreadi ng through the pal ace, echoing fromroomto room Feet
began runni ng i n unseen passages,

and sonmewhere wonen's shriller voices called out. Two La-noor servants
appeared nmonmentarily, their eyes opening in surprise at the sight, then
narrowi ng i n sudden concentrati on as they vanished into famliar passages.

Bl ake's arm flung back. A rounded, nicely weighted stone flewfromit with the
super Lanoorian force a Terrestrial could give it. An attacking Shal oor
doubled with a how of pain and an instant |later another fell with a little
groan, the side of his head crushed in. Gas bonbs fell about them as P hol kuun
led the way to a branchi ng, wood-panel ed corridor on the far side of the room
"They will concentrate to defend the inner court, since it is known that you
have cone," P hol kuun call ed back. "Hurry."

A pair of Lanoorians had spread out behind them and their swords were
flashing in efficient butchery. The Shal oor were vani shing now, into the
various rabbit-warren passages.

P' hol kuun I ed them at a sharp run down the passage, past a dozen intersecting
warrens and into a smaller passage.

"P' hol kuun!" a strange | ow voi ce warned softly. "Not that way, the gates will
close. Turn aside. The third-right." Feet vani shed. P hol kuun halted in

i ndeci si on.

"I wonder if that was a Shal oor?" he asked unhappily.

"I't was my cousin!" exclai ned one of the Lanoor. "He is a secretary-"

They took the third to the right.

"But I amlost now," P hol kuun nuttered. "I do not know this route. Wy didn't
he join us to hel p-"

From a room on one side a Lanoor stepped out.



"You' d probably have shot ne by m stake. Cone." The nman had two of the
air-guns, and a bl ood-stained sword. "They are gathered to defend the great

i nner court. They have closed all entrances with steel grills, save the one
that they want you to take, the S logth gate. That is open-open for the

shl eai h. What do you hope to do?"

"Lead us there." Penton smiled. "The sooner we reach the shleath, the better
What weapons have they?"

The Lanoor shifted his slight weight to his right foot.

"Some strange things they found on the ship of the strangers. Alittle thing,
like a pistol, or sleep-gas thrower. But it throws nothing, only light, and
not bright light at that. A Shaloor died handling it, and they made two Lanoor
find out the secret. Now they have twenty. There is another thing they wll
use if they rmust, but they fear it, for none of us have been able to nake it
work without terrific explosions. But the explosions destroy what they hit, so
they may use it even so."

"Dam, " said Penton softly. "They can stop the shleath with the ultra-violet
pistols. And the atomic bullet guns. They might go so far as to attack the
ship with them Not even the ship could stand one of those atom c bullets.
Thank God they're still nore afraid of themthan we are. All we can do is try.
They won't know just what they are doing, and we may still get away with it.
"Lead the way, man."

Again they started, through nore devious, involved passages than they had

t aken before. Through roons where Lanoor servants | ooked, saw them and | ooked
blindly away, through roonms where startled Lanoor women rose angrily from
sleep, and quieted with a grimsmle as they saw who i nvaded their roons. Down
narrow corridors, through snoking kitchens. Down a |ong corridor-

"No, | tell you, no!" a Lanoor's voice shouted in exasperation. "They have not
cone this way. Wiy should they? They will go sone other way if they have a
particle of sense, and they will go entirely away if they know what | know. "

And then cane the angry curses of a Shaloor. Abruptly they dived into a side
| ane, and P hol kuun gri nned.

"The Shal oor cannot hear well. Nor see, for all of that. But the Lanoor hear
us." *

"P' hol kuun! Who-ah, it is you," the Lanoor's voice continued. "They are
waiting for you at the gate now with three shleath in hiding. Go back. You
must try at some other time. The city has heard, and it is roaring with

rebel lion. The Shal oor are preparing to bring out the shleath as the

cromd grows outside the palace. But go back. They are ready for you, and they
have a new weapon. "

P' hol kuun | ooked at the new Lanoor recruit uneasily.

"Did you hear that, Earthman?" he asked Penton

"Did you hear of the new weapon, Lanoor?" returned Penton. "Do you think they
will ever know |l ess than they know now? Be | ess ready to neet you with strange
weapons? Do you think you can ever have a better chance than with the nen who
i nvented the weapons you fear? And know nore about themthan all the Shal oor
on the planet? If ever in tine you have had a breath of hope, you have it now.
Cone on before that breath expires." Penton started on down the corridor. "And
you don't have to worry about the shleath. They will be nore worry to the
Shal oor than to you."

"Then stop. That is the door that leads to the hall of the S logth gate. If
you open the door, the shleath will be in here at once."

"What is out there, thenF Bl ake demanded.

"There are, apparently, three shleath, and the Lord of Wirlds only knows how
many Shal oor, waiting to shoot, gas, bonb, and kill us in every other

concei vabl e way, "

"Where are the Shal oorF

"They will be in the high gallery. The S'|logh gate goes up three stories, but
we are on the first, since only thus can one enter the inner courtyard. They
will be on the second and third galleries, and they will be watching for us.
We cannot enter here until, sonehow, the Shal oor are driven out."



"How do we get to the third floor gallery, then?"

P' hol kuun | ooked to the Lanoor secretary who had joined them Tathuol. The man
shook hi s head.

"I can try. But it will do little good, since there we will be unable to reach
and enter" the gate we shoul d pass through, because we can't reach the floor
And the Shal oor may have the steel grills in the way."

"I'f I once get ny hands on one of the weapons they Stole fromour ship," said
Bl ake grimy, "all the Shal oor on the planet, and all the shleath, stee
grills, stone walls and

assorted aninmals and plants won't stop ne. Just get ne near one of those

Shal oor . "

The way was a wi nding, clinmbing corridor, and it |ed themthrough back roons
and twisting flights of stairs. It led themup trap-doors in closets, and in

i mpossi bl e ways. Finally Tathuol halted.

"That is the door. There will be half a hundred Shal ocor waiting for us out
there."”

"Don't disappoint them then. Come on!" Penton yanked open the door, and
junped out, low. Fully the promi sed fifty Shal oor turned toward him raising
their guns. Instantly the walls were peppered with shot, and, with a queer

hi ssi ng, droning hum a beam of pale, deepest violet stabbed through the air.
Not toward Penton, but across the great hallway to a hangi ng bal cony on the
far side! Sonmeone howl ed in agony there, and together, Blake and Penton
charged down the hundred foot |ength of the bal cony.

It was only sone twenty feet wi de, and between them w th P hol kuun in

ef fective action, the balcony was cleared in less than fifteen seconds.

Cl eared, for the Shal oor jerked and noved on the courtyard floor, eighty feet
bel ow.

Penton stared about him Across the courtyard, four sinilar bal conies hung at
the sane level, and four nore below. On his right, on this same side, another
bal cony clung to the dark stone wall, and two nore on the left. Four bel ow
him The great ceiling arched | ow above his head, studded wi th hundreds of
glowing lights. And in the great hall below, three nonstrous things pul sed and
staggered, three things like green, gold and purple anmpoebas fifty feet in

di aneter.

They were surging and wavering madly, and then suddenly they stopped and ran
together. Horribly they merged into a single, frightful mass of pul sing,
nauseous flesh. An oozing, angry mass of protoplasm it charged for the wall,
and mracul ously sent a vast finger of jelly-stuff sprouting swiftly upward,
past the bal cony, toward them

Abruptly, Penton heard the clanking sounds of dropped netal, soft noans of
terror, and scampering feet. The Lanoor were | eaving. Only P hol kuun and a
hal f dozen ot hers stood,

whi te-faced, beside the Earthnmen. "The shl eath”-coming -
stiffly.

Penton crouched. The wall of the bal cony, some four feet high, was carved with
an intricate design of flowers and trees, and intricate spaces cut through the
stone. There was an angry silence in the court. Only the soft, horrible

shl uffing, slobbering sounds of that vast nonstrosity clinbing the wall. It
had dwindled to a twenty foot thing of green jelly with a purple, angry

brui selike knot inits mddle, with golden thread shot through it. But up the
stone wall, to within a few feet of the bal cony, the questing nustard-green
pseudo- podal armclung tenaciously to the mnute grips it found. Penton
crouched and waited, peering through the tiny holes.

"Pick up three of those webs, Bl ake," said Penton, softly. "And wait unti

that thing reaches up here.™

Sonehow P' hol kuun made hi nmsel f nove. He handed Pen-ton a hal f-dozen of the
flimsy, interwoven webs of silver and copper wires. They |ooked |ike netal

spi der webs with bl ack, rubbery spiders clunped at their centers.

Then the vast armreached up to the bal cony. Thick fingers of sline reached

t hrough the openings of the balcony wall, and waved with a horribl e suggestion

sai d P' hol kuun



of individual, hateful life. The great, green wave curled smoothly over the
wal I, and sprouted thick tentacles that stabbed out toward the Earthman as he
rose. In his hand the flash, with its projecting, copper termnals, blackened
by the burning arc that had fused the | ock, gleaned diny

He thrust his hand toward one of those jelly-ropes, and braced as the thing

cl anped vi sciously about him Then he pressed the .button that shot fifty
volts of powerful current into the vast mass of protoplasm

Sonehow it screamed. The city quieted to that ineffable shriek. An unspeakabl e
hatred was in it, and an indescribable terror. The rope turned livid yell ow,
and contracted so swiftly that the mass on the floor jerked halfway up the
wall to neet it, and fell with a liquid splashing plop. The mass heaved; it
split into three separate pieces, then half a dozen, and they all how ed.
Accurately, Penton tossed one of the nmetal webs so that it fell onto the
center of one of the pulsing, withing things on the floor. The shleath
shrieked with the sanme unspeakable, evil hatred, and the same awful terror

but somehow it whined; it begged. It scuttled into a corner and cowered

there.

And anot her one of the blind, terror-stricken things touched the spider of

bl ack, and gold, and silver. It leaped five feet into the air, and splintered
on the floor. The great shleath split into a hundred tiny things that rolled
and scuttled and bounded with little evil squeaks of terror as they
accidentally touched the black spider

The | arger ones were com ng under control. Reluctantly, angrily they noved
about, incorporating the smaller ones into their vast bul ks. They joined again
to two vast masses that charged for the wall. Penton dropped another of the
webs. Then, in swift succession, two nore.

There was point to their anger now They how ed, but they howed with directed
anger. Fromthe horribly stinging balcony they turned to the nasters that
drove themon. A wave of sline engulfed the | ower bal cony directly bel ow the
Eart hmen. Penton watched the struggling Shaloor turn horribly red as their
nmout hs gaped open in the thick, transparent jelly. They turned red, and

stai ned the green about them and struggled jerkily, then feebly; and through
the cl ouding redness that grew in the green jelly, vague, shadowy things that
m ght have been white bone here, or bared vital organs there, began to show
Penton turned away. The shleath was stretching out an armtoward the nearby
bal cony bel ow, where nilling Shal oor shot hissing pistols at it, and
finally-something white blossoned in the greenness. The shleath seened to suck
in the whiteness and engulf it, but the white splotch grew, and spread with an
awesone rapidity. The shleath withed and spewed out the mass of white and
green life stuff. Then the rope | ooped out again.

Softly violet, softly humm ng, the beam of one of the stolen pistols stabbed
fromthe bal cony. It struck the court-

yard bel ow, and wandered wildly, erratically about while the wave of green
washed over the bal cony. Again a white splotch bl ossomed, and again. Tw ce the
thing spit themforth with masses of its own stuff. Then the white bl ossoned
on an infected Shal oor, and he fell screaming, tearing at his leg, as the
stuff whirled through his veins. He withed over the edge of the bal cony, and
| ay beside the white tufts of ejected tissue fromthe shleath, white as they,
and grow ng soft and downy.

V BI FOCAL VI SI ON

ABRUPTLY THE wi | dly wavering beam of the UV pistol snapped out. Tensely Penton
wat ched as a pseudopod of the shleath | apped up a Shal oor. The one with the
stol en weapon seened to be concentrating, his brows winkled in fear-filled

t hought. Wth both hands, he held the pistol, and abruptly swept it around the
shleath. It exploded into flare, and the shleath how ed i n agony agai n. Dense,
nauseous snoke welled up fromthe flaring spot where the ultra-violet beam
tore into it, bubbling horribly. The thing dropped fromthe bal cony, splitting
into a hundred parts as it fell.

Bl ake spoke softly.

"I"ve been usefully engaged. There are about fifty | ess Shal oor. They have



been too busy to watch, and these guns work. There was only one UV pistol
here, and that went over the edge with one of the Shal oor."

"P' hol kuun, you said they couldn't see?" Penton asked softly. "What do you
mean?"

"They can see. But they don't point right. They never drive, they never fly
pl anes. They seldomwite, or do experinments thenselves. W do not understand
fully. But there is sonething the matter with their eyes.”

"Thank God for that," said Penton. "I think I know what it is. They've joined
the two hal ves of the brain, and are far
nmore brilliant than any creature has a right to be, but they pay for it. Only

one half the brain does all the thinking. That's true enough. But both hal ves
see, and both hal ves hear. Both hal ves help w th noving the body about.
Sonehow, when they cross those two halves of the brain for greater keenness,

t hey see double. They probably hear double, too. They can't coordinate arm and
eye well. They forced thenselves to |learn to nmove a bit, but they can't make

t hensel ves see straight.

"They are nore intelligent, no doubt of that, for they have nore UV guns than
we made. They figured out that unknown systemto that extent in one week's
time. But they not only see double, but by some psychol ogical trick, they see
the wrong i mage best! They m ssed us when we appeared suddenly. That Shal oor
that tried to kill the shleath with the UV gun shot up all the court but for
the spot where the creature was. They can't nove quickly, and they can't see
straight. That gives us a far better chance, and changes ny plans a bit.
PTi ol kuun, can we get sonewhere where we can throw the webs into the inner
court? Let's finish the job."

Tat huol nodded.

"Yes. Come." He led them back, through tw sting corridors, through roons where
terrified Lanoor whi spered and asked questions. They had heard the screans of
t he maddened shl eath. The news was spreading. Then they reached a barred gate,
a grillwork of l|ocked bars that closed off the corridor. Beyond it they | ooked
into a great courtyard a quarter of a mle across. The vast ram fications of

t he pal ace surrounded it on every side. And in it half a hundred of the giant
shl eath wavered and stirred uneasily, crowding down at the gate beyond which
they had heard the strange shrieks of their fell ows.

Sonehow t hose gi ant masses of jelly had a brain and understandi ng. And they
were restless. The gl ow | anps cast only di msparkles of |ight on hul ki ng
masses of greenish jelly. And, out in the mddle of the court, silver nmetal on
the lon, the ship that had brought Penton and Blake to this world, glistened
faintly.

"Ch, for the wings of an angel! How in bl azes are we going to get there?"

Bl ake nour ned.

Pent on began tossing the black and silver and gold of the spiders nethodically
t hrough the bars. One-five-a dozen. Sone fell short, some |long of their mark.
It was hard to aimat an angle on a light world of unfamliar gravity. Then
two in quick succession | anded.

"Back-back to the entranceway where we can get into the courtyard," Penton
yel l ed over the shrieks of the two nonsters. A giant began stanping. The whol e
pal ace shook to the thud of his tread. Then it stopped. Human feet began
runni ng sonewhere, and the shouts of the Shal oor pierced the roaring that cane
fromthe inner court. Penton hesitated. Then he gathered all the spider webs,
and threw theminto the yard bel ow, spinning themall over the court. Dozens
of them skimered into the night to fall with soft, clinking rustles. Three
times he scored hits. But now restless, wandering shleath were accidentally
touching the stinging electric traps.

The radi ati ng copper and zinc wires reaching out fromthe rubber egg at the
center were charged by the little battery protected in the black, elastic
shell. The first electric batteries on this worldl And these shleath, the

m ghty, indestructible shleath howed in nmalignant terror. They had no true
skin, they were vast masses of naked, unprotected protoplasm Each touch of
those charged wires sent a minute electric current charging through their vast



masses-torturing, unbearable current.

It was happening there in the courtyard as Penton had known it woul d. The vast
yard was boiling with the protoplasmc Titans, their weird, gold-shot bul ks
glistening in the dimlights, their weird, anguished cries shrilling in the

ni ght. Qutside the pal ace a vast echo was rolling back, the vast angry roar of
t he aroused Lanoor rebels. Here below, as the el ephantine bul ks of the
restlessly moving shleath touched one of the electrically charged webs, the
shocking current nade it withe and heave. Frantically they sought escape,
escape that was barred by the glass walls, by the special doors.

Shal oor were appearing at the |lower gates, ordering them directing them
Abruptly a mghty, shining bulk rolled down to the ponmpous m dget, and whi pped
himinto extinction with its glistening pseudopod. And the Thing how ed. A
shock-di sc touched it. Every nove of its spraw ed bul k touched one of the
scattered shock-discs. From other gratings about the great court Fhol kuun's
rei nforcements were tossing in the webs now, the court was paved with them
The shleath found only one escape. They were dividing now, splitting and

dwi ndling, splitting till their jellied bulks covered nore, but smaller areas.
Smal l er, smaller theyl becanme as nore and nore of the webs fell. They could
slip between them now, find sone surcease fromthe unknown horror of electric
currents whose tiniest trickle nade themwithe in agony.

Penton watched in silence. The fifty, and seventy-five-foot Titans had

dwi ndl ed, scream ng. None was |larger than a two-foot gl obe of jelly!

"Put on those boots," said Penton softly, "and come on." From his waist, he

hi nsel f unstrapped the network of charged wires, and w apped them about his
legs. Fromhis belt two sets of wires dangl ed, connecting the I eggings to five
tiny cells. "Now, PTiolkuun, where is the man with the rope? W can go down
there now, if we can open this grill. No shleath will dare to touch us now.
This grill is bolted in two places, and | think the atonmic flash has stil
power enough to burn two."

The atom c flashlight was changed now, two heavy copper |eads had been
soldered to its termnals. As they touched the steel bolts, the hissing green
flame of the copper arc shrilled into the nmetal, twice. The flash tube, its
storage device of twisted atoms intended only for the light task of providing
illumnation, hunmed and grew warm The bolt sputtered suddenly and fel
molten. The lurid green flare ate at anot her bar

It gl owed red, t hen whi t e- and part ed. Anot her - and

Penton dropped the flash tube with a curse. It glowed for a nonent, and died,
its last dregs of energy exhausted. Together the Earthmen heaved at the
weakened grill. The grating nmoved a fraction of an inch protestingly, and
hel d. Again and again the two men heaved; finally all the Lanoor who could
reach it added their strength.

Then, from a distant grating, a violet beam of death

reached out, and crackled the stone twenty feet fromthem

Penton ran. "Damm," he groaned. "They've spotted that

grating, and they won't let us near it now. W' ve got to try

some other way. | wonder-"

He started down the corridor, turned back to the next grating, and tried it.
It was | ocked as solidly.

"Tat huol, can you lead ne to a grating where there are sonme Shal oor posted, at
| east one of whom has one of our weapons?"

The Lanoor thought a nmonment. "I can |lead you to the one fromwhich they fired
just a while ago."

"Good. P hoUcuun, if you have a brave man, tell himto stay at that grate we
left, and test it every few minutes until we give himthe signhal to stop. He
has to keep out of the way of the beam but he has to keep the man who is
running it interested. Anybody want the job?" P hol kuun | aughed nirthl essly.
"I doubt it. Go ahead, | will take care of it. If ny luck is bad, renmenber
your promise to free nmy people.”

"Right, my friend." Penton nodded slowy. "They will be, before the sun rises.
But-be spry." Penton took the Lanoor's hand in a firmgrasp for a nonent, then



foll owed Tat huol. Through the rabbit-warren pal ace they dodged. Once they net
a searching party of half a dozen Shaloor arnmed with the little yell ow tubes
that carried the deadly White Fl ower -and had kept out of sight. But Tathuo
knew t he maze-like routes of the building far better than did those |ords by
proxy, for their strange, crossed vision made wal king difficult, and they
hated it.

"Beyond that turn," the Lanoor said at last, "is the grating

we saw the Shaloor fire from | cannot guarantee that he is still there."

"Let us just hope so, then. We-ah, he is." A brief, soft glare of violet shot
out fromthe corridor's end. Noiselessly Penton rounded the corner, Bl ake

cl ose behind him Four Shal oor stood watching, |ooking out across the
courtyard to a distant gateway where netal bars shone dully red. Cracked,
blistered stone told of the violence of the pistol they used.

"He is trying to get us to nelt that gate away," said one of the Shal oor
uneasily.

"Muich good may it do him 1'll get himthe next tinme he shows, because
haven't changed the direction since the last shot. I-"

Penton's powerful arms wapped two of the bean-stalk giants while Bl ake caught
the others. Instantly six of the Lanoor who had foll owed them descended and in
t he space of seconds, the Shal oor glared in anger fromtheir bonds.

Pent on exami ned the gun he held.

"I't's one of ours. Needs a new charge, too; not nore than ten second's life
left. This one is set for steel, too, and we haven't any. Well-"

Wth a knife for a screwdriver, and two bits of nmetal in pinching fingers for
a wrench, Penton opened the butt of the weapon, and pulled out the tiny ree
that carried the iron-wire fuel. Then he adjusted four tiny screws and tore a
strip of the copper wire fromhis protective |eggings. Wth Bl ake's aid he
stretched it cautiously. It was good copper, and it fined down several gauges
before it broke. Then he inserted that into the reel, and clanped the gun

t oget her.
"Now, if nmy nenory is good, and | have the right constants for the slow
rel ease of the copper's energy, we'll get out in fine style. And if it

isn"t-we'll go out in fine style," he added grimy

Penton aimed the gun at the grate, and pulled the trigger. Instantly the beam
shot forth, a blazing inferno of light that volatilized the grating al nost
instantly, speared through to

the courtyard bel ow, and sent up bubbling snmoke. The squeal i ng anger of the
shl eath changed to a vast shrieking. Penton hurled the weapon to the fl oor
Slowy a glow built up init, a glowthat spread fromthe tip of the barrel to
t he breech, and the snmoke of the wiring rose fromit.

Bl ake and Penton were two hundred feet down the corridor when the incredible
shar pness of the explosion wave hurled themalong for twenty feet, |ike peas
froma peashooter. The clatter of falling masonry grumnbl ed behind them and
even the steady wail of the shleath quieted nmonmentarily.

Pent on pi cked himsel f up gingerly.

"Not bad," he said judicially, "not perfect, but not bad. It m ght have been
to put it mildly, sonmewhat worse. We're lucky the town's still here.”

Over tunbl ed bl ocks of stone that nade a perfect |adder, the two nmen scranbl ed
down to the courtyard. Undanmaged, the lon lay sonme fifty feet fromthe end of
the slide that had crunbled half one wall of the yard.

It was not a path of roses. The Shal oor were on the job, and only their

i ncredi bly confused eyesight nade it possible. Consistently, half the beans
and bullets tore into the enraged shl eath behind them and half spattered

bef ore them None canme near them

Ten feet fromthe entrance Penton gasped, and fell. Hi s unprotected hand was
grabbed instantly by a shleath, before Blake could lift himto his feet again.
The touch of Bl ake's boot drove it away as Penton spoke: "They have the range.
Get in that ship, you fool-they got ny leg with a bullet."

"Uh- huh," said Blake. "You talk funny. Hold on. Even on a light world you are
heavy-"



From a hei ght of sone five hundred feet, Bl ake | ooked down. Then he turned on
the spotlight, and | ooked at the courtyard bel ow He adjusted some controls,
and when the spotlight exactly covered that yard, he pulled a small tunbler.
The light turned violet, and the heaving, greenish floor turned brown and
becanme qui escent. The |ight went

out. Bl ake pulled the mcrophone near him and spoke softly, words that roared
fromthe | oudspeaker in the outer skin of the ship.

"Fhol kuun, if you will conme up alone in a plane tonorrow at dawn, we'll neet
you. | could take that pal ace apart, but npbst of the inhabitants seemto be
your folk. In the meantine, | have to pull a bullet out of Penton's I|eg.

Tomorrow at dawn, in a plane fromthe |ocal port."



