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Reviewer:

Thisisan absolutely wonderful book. Exciting at al times. | have reread this book many times. And will
read it again. --This text refersto an out of print or unavailable

T Sea siege -andre norton's sensational Creation, February 3, 2002
Reviewer:

Mankinds ultimate nightmare has become aredity. The wonderful smple life on theidand of San Isadore
-until the american seabees arrive,and with the secret project they construct.boats start to disappear and
astrange creature appears on the shore. now there is concern to everyone aimpending threat of nuclear
war.! thereis nowhere man can hide and what is doom headed our way --This text refers to an out of
print or unavailable edition of thistitle.
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PART ONE
Project Sea Serpent



I
ONE DUPEE-BEACHED

" perfect opportunity—chance of alifetime!™ Griffith Gunston exploded to the empty reaches of the
wide blue sky. "I don't think!" he added forcibly.

He was standing defiantly, his hands on his hips, breasting the trade wind. It was blowing steadily,
push-ing the booming surf against reef and rock, sounding an organ's deep notes, bending the bushes and
treeswith theflall of itsinvigble current. Griff knew that down on the beach one could hear another song,
the tuneful whisper of sand on the move, as restless under the push of the wind as he now was under the
lash of hispersond frugtration.

There werefew red heights on San Isadore. It was an idand born of the sea, not of volcanic eruption.
But the coral block building, once part of the old saltworks, which hisfather had turned into acombined
laboratory and home, was on the cliffs. And from this vantage point of headland Griff could now survey
not only the deepy indifference of dying Carterstown but look across the wide sweep of Frigate Bay to
the waves smashing on the barrier reef—that division which separated the sha-lows he had explored,
during hisexile of the past few weeks, from the depthsinto which a skin diver dared not venture.

Below him, the Iland Queen, swung at her moorings, her spars bare to the pull of thewind. And
beyond her the rich aguamarine of the water was plit by awedge of slver flying fish. It was aworld of
color—the sea. But, on the other hand, the idand hues were muted, ghostly. Here was none of the gaudy
luxuriance of the tropics that one might find esewherein the West In-dies.

San Isadore was truly a seaid and—encased, encrusted in sat. Gray-white crystals gathered not only
in the beds of the old saltworks but about the trunks of the trees, at the roots of shrubs, and lay in crusts
on the thin soil. The vegetation waslargely slver-gray, someleavesglint-ing metdlically in the sun.
Among the plants were the pointed, brittle fingers of cacti and the menace of skel-eton thorn trees, with
only the darker sheen of lignum vitae and sealavender to bresk the salty sweep. Men had their gardens
on San Isadore, but they were planted and reaped in defiance of nature, not with her coopera-tion.

Griff strodeinto the full drive of the wind. He wanted to fight something. Hisimpatience, repressed for
days, had come to ahead with hisfather this morning—dis-astroudy. He had advanced his pleato be
allowed to return to the States, advanced it, as he thought, with reasonable restraint. And what had
happened? Griff'sfists clenched until hisnailsbit into the pdms of his hands.

He wasn't ten years old and he was not going to be treated asif he were. To be spoken to like that
with Hughes sitting there on the other side of the table! The perfect assistant, Hughes, Dr. Ramsey
Gunston's shadow and dter ego. The cam good sense of dl the answers Griff's father had marshaed had
only added to the hu-miliation and disappointment of that scene—every one of Griff's own points
demalished without any real un-derstanding of how he fdt, what he wanted to do!

Run away little boy and play—find some way to amuse yourself—that was about the sum and
substance of Dr. Gunston's reply. But Griff wanted his own life—to fol-low the plans he had been making
for years. Did hisfather believe that he had existed in asort of vacuum, growing no older, doing no
thinking for himsdlf for the past five years? True, hisfather did not know him well —how could he?
Ramsey Gunston had been out in the East Indies chasing fish dl over the place, writing scien-tific papers
that might be in an obtuse code as far as his son was concerned. What did Griff care about the dis-ease
of fish— Fish! He couldn't be lessinterested!

Hisfather had turned up again just after Griff had graduated from Emmdly, swept him off to thisWest
Indies st pot, asif hisson had no right to alife of hisown at dl, and settled in for another season of
prying into stinking messes of seaweed, of andyzing scum.

Oh, he supposed it was important—at |east some of the magazines and papers back home had said
that it was—this study of the Red Plague, of the strange new desath in southern waters that had appeared



without warning a season ago and was making great inroads in the profits of the fishing industry, sending
the dead bodies of fish floating ashore by the millions dong the lower coast of the United States and
among the West Indies. Dad's job was backed by both the American and the British governments. Hed
been brought halfway around the world to do it. But there wasn't one smdll piece of it his son could help
with. And Dr. Gungton had the perfect Hughes dways a his dbow, making Griff'sfirst fumbling but
honest attempts to help seem so childish that the younger Gunston soon stopped trying.

So—why should he be chained here, on anidand even tourists did not visit, so far off the shipping
lanesthat the 1dand Queen wastheir only link with civiliza-tion when she made her biweekly trip to
SantaMaria. And what was Santa Maria, in spite of its government house and port for freighters, but a
dirty flyspeck on some out-of-date charts? L et him go home and try out for the Academy. For amoment
Griff saw not the blue sea—but the blue sky. Jets—those were the future—not fish! He didn't know one
fish from another and had no desire to be formally introduced either.

But there Griff was belittling hisown curiosity, acuriosity that he had no intention of admitting to ether
of the two men now a work in the building behind him. His diving adventures along the reef during the
past few weeks, his companionship with Christopher Waite, the mate of the Queen, had taught him more
than he redlized about the finned and shelled inhabitants of the bay—including some lore that might have
sur-prised Dr. Gunston. But Griff took a perverse and child-ish delight in keeping to himsdlf the results of
his own underwater explorations. After dl, both Dad and Hughes must have forgotten more than he
would ever know. Why babble about such kindergarten stuff to them?

He wanted to get away. If hedidn't, he had avague fear that he might fall under the same spell that
doomed Carterstown, that inertiathat had sapped the energy of the idanders since the closing of the
satworks. They fished; they planted afew grains of corn, melon seeds, some garden truck in thosetiny
potholes of rea soil to be found at such intervasthat asmall garden patch might cover severa acres, they
caught conch and dried them to sdll in SantaMariafor the only cash they ever saw. But no one worked
regularly or cared much about the future.

Griff, some of his hot resentment cooled by the press of the wind againgt his sun-browned body,
considered languidly his own plansfor the day. He could take out the underwater cameraand try for
some shots dong the reef. He could strike inland to the plate-shalow sdt lake and study the flamingos.
He could try to find the bat cave Le Marr said was back in the desert strip. Or, he could again tackle the
books he had flung aside last night with a petulance more suitable to someone half hisage. He ought to
swest out that course sometime, in case he could ever take the Air Force Academy exam—if Dr.
Gungton would even consider dlowing himto try it!

Once morethat stab of irritation. Lord, he didn't like fish, he never would! Moodily he stared down at
the Idand Queen without redly seeing her at dll.

Therewasadtir of life on her deck. A figure wearing only ragged dungarees pattered barefooted on
the snowy-clean boards. That would be Rob Fletcher, hiswhite-blond hair identifying him even at this
distance. Theis-landerswere an oddly mixed lot. Some "red-legs," rebel-convicts of the eighteenth
century political wars, Scot-tish clansmen after 45, or the Monmouth rebels, had been sent here by their
planter-magtersto start the first of the sat beds. Then the pirates of the cays had added men from timeto
time, marooned freebooters or ship-wrecked buccaneers. There were Negro daves and afew
Indians—and now the idanders were amixture of races, colors, heritages—Saxon names wedded to
black skins, blue eyes beneath thick fuzz, startling blond locks now and then. And among them wasa
very small core of familieswho had not atogether dipped back to the semi-savage existence of therest,
acorethat produced from timeto time an idand leader or aman able to bet-ter his condition and try for
some degree of civilized living.

Angus Murdock, the captain of the Queen; Fletcher; and Chris Waite, his mate; Dobrey Le Marr;
Braxton Wellswho managed the one store in Carterstown—you could count their number on thefingers
of one hand. But they were there, distinct from their fellows, with ameasure of energy, adegree of
curiosity and of solid belief in themsalves, and some ambition for the future.

Griff made his decision about the day's employment. HEd join the crew of the Queen, givethema
hand as he had so often done before. Chris had just come above deck, his darker bulk looming over that



of hisdighter companion. The date of their scheduled trip to SantaMariawas till two days away, but
there was something in that sudden appearance of Christhat suggested ac-tion, and Griff hurried down
thewinding diff path.

He followed the rutted path, which could not be termed a road, between the tumble-down ruins of
Car-terstown. From one house in five he caught the sound of life. The rest were left now to the lizards
and the spiders. As hetrotted into the main street, he dmost ran into Angus Murdock.

"Sow you down." White teeth showed in awide friendly grin, and arich dur of voice somehow
soothed the sting left from the curt interview in the lab house.

Griff grinned back happily. "Care to sign on anew hand today, Cap'n?'

"Y ou amin' to go worryin' them fish 'long the reef?* was Murdock’s counterquestion. His
well-muscled shoulders moved easily under hisloose and very clean white shirt. The officer's cap, its
captain'singgniacare-fully rubbed into winking brightness, was cocked over one eyein away that gave
his square-jawed face arather rakish cast. Murdock traced his lineage back to another captain, one
whose reputation at the time had been far from savory but over which modern romance cast a softening
glow. There are few modern sea-rovers who can state with truth that their
great-great-great-great--grandfathers were highly successful pirates.

"Not unlessyou do—" Griff returned, matching his stride to the other'srolling gait. "1s something up?’

"Up?What you mean, mon?' Murdock was a the dinghy, preparing to launch out to the Queen. "We
antsalin' today—"

But an impatient hail from the ship interrupted him. Chriswas waving from the deck, hisarm a
whirlwind of summoning, and Murdock, with Griff, pushed off, to swing through the water at an ocar
speed much greater than usual. 1t was clear that something had happened, something actudly drastic
enough to excite the usudly placid Waite.

"They'sfound the SJawn, Cap'n!" Chrisblew out hisnewsin amighty blast amost before his
superior of-ficer clambered over therail.

Murdock, paused, pushing back his cap. Then, with afrown cutting a deep line between his brows,
he con-fronted Waite asif he were accusing theidander of be-ing personally responsible for bad news.

"Wherethey find her?'

"Driftin—" Chriswaved an arm to indicate the vast expanse beyond the reef. "Shewas
driftin—without no mon 'board her. Jus likethe Neptune an' Flyin' Fish!"

"On thewirdessyou heard dis?' Murdock asked.

"Aye, Cap'n. They say it from San' Maria. She was found this mornin' by the Dutch freighter. No mon
‘board her—driftin—"

Rob Fletcher had a single comment, which he made with the sullen persistence of onewho had said
the same thing before and did not expect to be attended to any more this time than he had been the last.

"Dupea—"

Murdock rounded on him, and the frown became even deeper. "A dupee? A ghost thing from the sea,
eh? That'swhat you say, mon? Me, | don't believe in no ghost dupee thing without | seeit with thesetwo
eyes—"

Rob shrugged. "So you don't believe, Cap'n? Then tell me true—what takes the mons from those
shipsan' leave them sailin’ without no mon on board? Tell me that? No storm, no fire, no thing bad, jus
ship sallin" without no mon on her—that dupee work, thet idl

"No mon knows what things bein the deep sea" He expanded his argument. "Theres thisred desth
what be killin' off thefish, ain't there? And Buzzy Defere, he saw that debble thing aswimmin' off the reef
in the moonshine—"

"All right,” Murdock countered. " So there be things in the seawhat be strange. But they're no
ghosts— They're things amon can see—like barracuda or shark. | don' believe in dupees—no ghost
thing isgonnaclimb on the Queen an’ push us off!"

It seemed to Griff that Rob did not look at al con-vinced. But he had a question of hisown.

"What do you think does happen, Cap'n?"

Murdock was staring at the distant reef, to the deeper blue of the wave-ruffled water beyond.



"I think—subd"

All the rumors of the past months, thetall talesthat had passed from idand to idand, that had been
men-tioned on broadcasts from the States, were summed up in that one word—for not only had the red
scum come to plague the sea but aso this other lurking menace.

Severd years before, amilar tes had come from the far idands of the Pacific. There, too, smal craft
had cleared port with full crews and passengersfor short runs between one landfall and the next—only to
be en-tirdly lost in acam seaor to be found drifting days or weeks later, deserted by any living thing,
with no evi-dence of any disaster such asfire or ssorm. And there had been rumors then of anew type of
shark prowling the lanes, asub that struck, killed, and struck again for no gain anyone could fathom.

Because the tension between the Eastern bloc of na-tions and the West had been building, so that
they were on the brink of a holocaust, which both sides knew might put an end not only to the actively
warring nations but to perhaps the whole world, the story of an underseas scout, alurking, unnamed
enemy, had been readily ac-cepted and believed. And only because the mysterious attacks had suddenly
ceased had redl conflict been averted then.

Now within the circle of the Caribbean and the Gulf, the same game was being played once more.
Three small idand ships, the Neptune, the Flying Fish, and now the S. John, had been plundered of life
and |eft to drift after the familiar pattern. And the affair of the . John struck close to home with the men
of San Isadore. She was asmall vessdl with the usua crew of three—twin to the Idand Queen—and her
home port was Santa Maria

"Cap'n Luis, an’ Sm, an' Marco." Chriswasreciting theroll of the missng.

"An' Florrie, Sm'swoman," Rob added. " She be 'long this time—do cookin'. Dupee done caught
hissdf big mouthful!”

"Them Reds." Murdock's voice lost much of itswarmth. "They's gonnafind out that they's got some
redl monson their tall thistime! We ain't gonna be gobbled up like the hound fish gobble up their dinner
'long the reef. We gits us some teeth like a shark an' then we goes 'til we can use them right!”

There was amenacein that last, though Griff won-dered how Murdock proposed to faceup to a
modern sub, probably atomically powered and armed, with only three diver'sknives, ashark gun, and
the automatic that was the captain's own prized possession, those being the total sum of al armament he
had ever seen aboard the Queen.

"They'sgive out awarnin' "—Chriss dower drawl was a cushion to the captain's hest—"do any ship
see some-thing, they say it by the wireless. Government boat, it be al ready steam out an' help—"

Rob shook his head. Hislong face was al solemn dis-agreement. "No government boat ain't gonna
find no dupee. Get Papa-loi make agris-gris charm— That's the only thing send dupee back where he
belong. | speak Le Marr—he make gris-grisfor the Queen—"

Murdock shrugged. "Gris-gris—an' guns! We git them both. Then we see who bigger—thisthingin
the seaor we."

"Ahhhh—" The hail echoed over the waters of the bay, and the four on the deck of the Queen turned
to look at the dilapidated boat that was approaching un-der oar power from around the point. Itstwo
man crew was putting on a better burst of speed than Griff had yet seen any of the idanders produce,
and their excitement was manifest. Had the mysterious jungle "tele-graph’ that operated on San Isadore
spread the news of the S. John's discovery this soon—or wasit something else?

"Mosdly Peeks." Chrisidentified one of the oarsmen without much concern, Mosdly being on the
bottom rung of theidand's socia ladder and of little conse-quence to the more solid citizens now
represented in the gathering on the Queen. "Whyfor that mon make dl thisnoise?!

"Got him aconch pearl an' think he berich for al days,” suggested Rob. "Hetalk, talk pearl dl the
time since Josefind that onelast month.”

Murdock walked to therail. "Mosdy!" Hishail held the ring of command. "Whyfor you yell your
throat sore that way? What big thing you have to say, mon?"

"Dupee—!" Theword echoed over the water, rising above the boom of the surf. "Done found dupee
lyin' out there!™

Rob spat disgustedly into the water. "Done got sun in the head,” was hisverdict. "Dupee don't go



‘round let-tin' hissdlf be foun—"

"Sub!" Griff and Murdock snapped the word out a-most together. And when the captain swung
down in-to the dinghy, Griff was only seconds behind, his heart beating fast. Could asub actualy bein
these waters after dl?

Murdock sent the dinghy toward the wallowing, weed-hampered boat of the two conch fishermen.
He put out a strong brown arm and anchored them to its Side, looking into the excited faces before him.

"Where this dupee?'

"On beach—Daid Sailormon's Point. The birds, they's peckin' it. That dupeg's sure daid, sureis—"

"Whde." Griff lost hiskeen interest of the moment be-fore. No birds would be pecking at a sub, even
if the underseas vessel had grounded. But at his explanation both of the fishermen shook their heads
vigoroudy.

"Ain't nowhae, nosuh,” they chorused. "Ain't never seen thisthing. It be dupee for sure—for sure—"

Murdock, after acareful study of their expressions, settled back at his oars, and under his stroking the
light craft swung into a course that would bring the dinghy and its passengersto Dead Sailorman's Point,
where the outer reef ended and ajumbled mass of cora boulders stuck out into the raging surf of
unchecked waves.

"Surdly it'sawhale," Griff repeated, surprised a his companion's action.

Murdock was frowning again. "M osdy—that mon, he be mostly no-'count. But he know daid whae.
Hesay thisain't nowhale, it ain't. An' | want to see this dupee for my ownsdf.”

There was certainly something grounded on the rocky point, something dead, aloadstonefor dl the
winged scavengers on theidand. During al his months on San Isadore, Griff had never seen such alarge
gathering of screaming birds. And, asthe dinghy neared the place where they must land to advance on
foot, avoiding the smashing surf rolling in from the open sea, he was aware of something ese, the sickly
stench of rotting flesh. Y es, whatever had beached here was very deed.

He struggled after Murdock across the sharp ridges of broken coral, fedling the bite of the
razor-edged stuff through his sneakers—though the captain's bare and cal-lused feet took the same path
with apparent ease. They pulled up to the cliff top together and looked down in-to asmall cove where
something lay haf buried in the sand.

Not only birds had been drawn to the beast, but amultitude of crabs, so that the beach itsalf crawled
with sngpping life. But it was what was being torn by those busy besks and claws that brought an
exclamation out of Griff. In those few seconds hislifelong belief in the omniscience of science was ruddy
shaken—he was seeing legend clothed in doughing flesh.

Mosely's dupee—the vicious ghost of voodoo folklore—was a creature out of the fairy tales of Griff's
own heritage. The fanged and grinning head, turned up by some freak so that the empty eyepits stared at
the two men above, bore a photographic resemblance to the dragons of his childhood reading!
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half the population of Carterstown was assembled to beat the feasters off their malodorous banquet as
Dr. Gunston and Hughes took photographs feverishly, measured, dug to free the carcass from the sand.
They had something new right enough—or old enough if one wanted to recall the very ancient legends
and later ac-counts of "sea serpents.” An unclassified seaanima some twenty feet long, asnake's supple
neck planted on abarrel body equipped with propelling flippers, atoothed dligator-like head. The stench
of the rotting, rubbery flesh did not appear to bother the fascinated ichthyol-ogists, but Griff, at last,
climbed to the headlands once more to gulp in cleaner air.

"That thing"—Chris Waite dropped down beside him —"be a bottom thing."

"Bottom thing?"

Chriswaved abig hand seaward. "Bottom—far down bottom out there. That thing come up from the
bottom”

"Why, do you suppose?’

"Maybeso something chase he."

Griff surveyed the length of the beached thing. Some-thing from which that monster had fled would
indeed be formidable. Shark? But if So—an oversizein sharks.

"Did you ever see anything likeit before, Chris?'

Theidander shook hishead. "Never no time. But some thingsin the big bottorm—no mon ever see
them! An' Defere, he see something swimmin' two-three weeks ago. Might be this here—"

"Wonder what killed it?" Griff mused.

Chris shrugged. "Birds, fish, crabs, they nibble, nib-ble'til amon can't tdll that. But the doctor, he be
pleased!”

"1 wonder how old that thing is—or was?' Another thought had struck Griff. Memories of fantastic
stories spurred hisimagination—the "logt world" where prehis-toric mongters il lived, waiting to be
discovered. Did that lump of decaying matter down there come from such aplace? Did it represent a
speciesthat had in-habited the svamps of an earlier continent? He had browsed enough in the laboratory
library to know that odd discoveries had been made of survivals from the unreckoned past. There was
the Latimeria, the mon-strous armored fish caught in the net of atrawler off thetip of South Africaback
in 1938, afish that rightly should have been dead a hundred and thirty million yearslikeits carefully
preserved fossls of the Devonian period.

However, thistime they had photographs, measure-ments, careful observationsto back up ther
report— proofs the unfortunate ships officers and earlier trav-elers could not offer in testimony when
they had tried to explain what they had seen, and so suffered the ig-nominy of complete disbelief.

Later that night the Americans learned another fact —one which was amost as great a shock asthe
origina discovery had been. Hughes burst out of the laboratory, histouded hair glued to his sweseting
forehead, his eyes wide with excitement. And the very impetus of his en-trance brought him afull
audience at once.

"That thing was"hot'!" he exploded.

For a bemused second or two neither Griff nor hisfather understood. Then it was the younger
Gunston who answered, "Radioactive!”

"Certain?' Dr. Gunston asked with schooled detach-ment.

"The counter saysyes. It's about double that of the last batch of scum, too. I'd say that thing caught a
good blas—maybe enough to kill it!"

Griff followed the others back to the laboratory work-room, hovering near the dissection table,
listening to the fatd clicking of the Geiger counter. But he knew bet-ter by now than to ask for an



explanation. The creature had somewhere, somehow absorbed enough radiation to make its carcass
"hot

"We must report in tonight—"

Hughes shifted hisweight from one foot to the other. Griff believed that he wanted to protest that
decison.

Then Dr. Gunston added, "1 don't think it is neces-sary to go into too much detail asyet. Just say that
we found anew marine life form, alarge one, dead on the shore and that it registered exposure to
radiation.”

"Yes, gr!" Therewas plain relief in that prompt reply. "I'll codeit and send it short waveto Dr.
Langley'sof-ficea Key West-"

Griff waited until Hughes had gone. "D'you suppose this thing"—he indicated the remains on the
table— "came out of the depths—what Chris callsthe big deeps?!

Dr. Gunston looked tired. He ran both hands through his tiff brush of gray-brown hair. "Well, it
certainly wasn't hatched, born, or spawned on that beach. And we haven't been able to get our clawson
itslike before. Ther€ll be aregular consultation over it when the news gets out.”

"And 'hot' too—"

Hisfather dtiffened. "That you'll keep quiet, Griff." Hewas no longer speaking equa to equd, but
giving an order. And hearing that tone, Griff's old resentment awvoke. Stubbornly he voiced another
question.

" S0 the plague scum isradioactive, too?"

"Hughes had better keep his mouth shut!" Dr. Gunston exploded and then added, "That's another
point to forget, Griff."

The younger Gunston leaned back againgt the row of shelveswith their jars of bottled specimens. "Is
some-body experimenting with atomic tuff out in the At-lantic, Dad?'

Dr. Gunston stood very ill, hismouth thinned into agrim, straight line. His eyes were blegk. Griff had
asecond of something close to panic under that keen scrutiny.

The doctor's hand shot out. His fingers closed with a pinching and compelling grasp on his son's upper
arm, and he propelled the young man before him down the short corridor to his office. There he released
his captive and went to the desk. From his pocket he brought a cluster of keys fastened to hisbelt by a
length of chain. Selecting one, he unlocked adrawer. He did not open any of the foldersthat lay within,
merely shuf-fled through them, glancing at the notation on the front of each asif making sure that they
were in some specia order. Then he relocked the drawer and turned to his son.

"So that wasjust agood guess, Griff?!

Griff's Indian-brown face was impassive, but his hands locked together in atight clasp behind his
back. So, hisfather dared to think that—that he had been—spying!

"It would seem S0, Sir." Hewas proud of his control.

Dr. Gunston did not gppear to notice any changein his son's atitude. ™Y ou've been around with
Murdock, with these other idanders. Y ou heard them say any-thing?"

"Nothing about atomics—" But hisfather was not go-ing to let him off that easly.

"Maybe nothing about atomic experiments—but you have heard something that made you think?"

"Murdock believesthe 'mystery sub' story about the trouble with the ships. Well, ther€'re atomic subs,
aren't there? And | don't think one of ours could have turned pirate. So if there is one patrolling, or
observing about here, there's areason for it—"

Dr. Gunston sat down in the desk chair, fumbled with the pipe he picked up, and sucked at it
unlighted. "Logical deduction, Griff. But such bright ideas are not to be peddled outside of here,
understand?"

"Yes, gar." Mentdly Griff shrugged. Three warningsin three minutes or so—did hisfather think that he
habitudly ran off & the mouth?

Hughes appeared in the doorway. " Report through and acknowledged.”

The doctor put hishands over his eyes and then pushed them upward through his hair. Under the
garish light he suddenly looked very tired. "Good enough. Time we locked up for the night, Frank. That'll



bedl, Griff."

So dismissed, the younger Gunston went on to the room that housed his cot and foot locker. But he
did not make any move toward going to bed. Tiny brown lizards, which could have curled comfortably
indde hisclassring, flashed acrossthe ceiling and walsin the glare of the unshielded light bulb dangling
from an dectric cord. And outside, the nightly chorus of hermit crabs, their claws clicking on the rocks,
their stolen shell houses clanking asthey scuttled, was an undernote to the high squedling bray of one of
the wild donkeys come down to raid garden patchesin the town.

Griff pushed aside the netting and lay down on the cot, hisfingerslaced behind his head. The congtant
roar of the surf under the rising wind best in his ears as alow boom. But he wastrying to forget one
thing, that hisfather had been willing to beieve that he had rifled that desk drawer. Had everyone
working for the govern-ment become so "security” conscious that now they sus-pected everyone else?
Or—

Five yearswas along time, and even before Dr. Gun-ston had |eft the States on hisfirst trip, they
hadn't been together very much. Griff had lived with his Aunt

Reginaafter his mother's death—until he went to school. Hisreationship, with hisfather had aways
been on avistor basis. So maybe it was natural that Dad could believe him capable of atrick such as
that. But— Reso-lutdy Griff tried to think of something else.

So thered plague scum was "hot"? That was an in-teresting fact. Atomic experimentation of some
kind un-der the surface of the Atlantic? Near enough to the West Indies so that traces of such activity
could be de-tected there? What kind of experimentation and who was doing it? Somehow Griff was sure
that it was not his countrymen, nor their dlies, unlessthe various " se-curity" precautions, which were
growing more and more irksome, had taken to concealing one government proj-ect from another, leaving
it that onefinger could no longer learn what the other was dabbling in.

And if that atomic research was not the concern of friends—then what? It was hard to liein the dank
heet of thisidand night, listening to the vociferouslife out-side in the dark, alife that had nothing to do
with the concerns of bipeds such as himself, and think of the cold, thin fear that had |ain on the horizon of
hisworld aslong as he could remember.

Griff got up. There was an adventure he had in mind —perhaps thiswas the night to try it. He stripped
and pulled on swimming trunks. The rest of his equipment wasin the second locker. He strapped on the
watch protected against moisture, the wrist depth gauge, and buckled about hiswaist the weighted diving
belt, fas-tening hisknife in place. The aguaung, the mask, a rubber-encased flashlight—he gathered them
al up and afew moments later was going down the cliff path. Chriswould bewilling to take him out to
the reef. Thiswas aplan they had discussed for sometime,

Here and there lamplight shone warmly ydlow from unshuttered windowsin the dying town. But there
were few other sgnsof life. And then the steady beat of adrum, to be heard above the surf, told him
why.

Le Marr—Dobrey Le Marr—was drumming up the spirits. Nominadly the idanders were Christian.
Therewas a church they attended on Sunday, avicar who came over from Santa Mariatwice amonth to
hold services.

But undernesth that shdll of the civilized world there had aways|urked something dse. And in late
years— perhaps because of the world-wide unrest—it had bobbed once more to the surface. Dobrey
LeMarr was no witch doctor of the jungle, but he claimed some of their ancient powers. His knowledge
of herbs had con-founded Dr. Gunston, and his psychologica understand-ing of hisfelows, shrewdly
used, had made him the most powerful man on the idand, though he made no open display of his power.
Luckily, Le Marr was a benevolent despot. And the Gunstons believed that he had a better education in
thefield of civilized learning than he now admitted. Hewas aracid mixture, aswere dl theidanders, but
when he had been ten, he had gone off idand, not to return until he was aman in histhirties. From then
on helived quietly among hisfellows, say-ing little for five years or more, until he began to prac-tice
medicine asthe men of San Isadore knew it, with potions and spells. But he refused utterly to use his skill
tokill. A gris-grisfashioned by Dobrey Le Marr was dways for aman's protection, not his neighbor's
damna-tion.



He had held doof from the Gunston |aboratory when the Americans had arrived and started their
work. But Dr. Gunston had ddliberately sought him out. And when Le Marr discovered that the scientist
from the north was willing to listen without impatience to his theories and explanations, he had faleninto
the habit of coming in oncein awhilein the evening, stting for long silent moments turning the American
cigarettesthey gave him in hislong, artist'sfingers, histhin hawk face—with the features of an Andalusian
grandee—composed, until at last he told some fantastic tale that they could accept astrue. Le Marr
aways used the idiomatic speech of theidand, but he did it with the precision of one who spesksa
foreign tongue, and Griff suspected that he could have spoken as an off-idander of education had he so
de-sired.

For aminute Griff hesitated on the path. He longed to watch Le Marr at his business—see avoodoo
gather-ing. But he sensed that that was one place where he would not be welcome. And his presence
there might undo all the friendliness of past relations. The Gunstons were interlopers here, and there were
parts of idand life that could never be open to them. Anyway he was sure hewould not find Chrisin that
audience. Though Rob Fetcher was a devoted follower of Le Marr, Cap-tain Murdock and Waite held
aoof from the calling drums and the dark belief born in an older and hotter jungle land.

Griff'sfeet, clad in rubber-soled sneakers, made no sound on the road. He came to the three-room
coral block house set in a garden patch and turned in.

"Whao'sthere?' A dark shadow detached itsalf from the doorway and moved out, to be outlined
againg the cream-white of thewall.

"Griff Gungton. That you, Chris?*

"Thisme. Ha—" The other had a cat's eyesin the gloom. "Y ou gonna dive now?'

"Can you take me out, Chris?'

"Sure. But you mighty teched in the head, mon. Thefishes, they eat your skin offen you some day, you
dothisfool thing."

"Y ou ought to try it, Chris."

The other chuckled. "Me, | ain't gonein the head yet, mon. I'll pull the crazy one out—afore the crabs
edt himtolittle pieces—"

Inside the reef the water was calm, not the blue-green of the day, but a purple-blue. And Griff,
looking down into it, began to wonder about the wisdom of his plan. But he knew that the world below
him, in which man could only be an intruder for short spaces of time, had two separate lives—that the
activity that filled it by night was not the activity that it knew by day. And he had long wanted to observe
the differencefor him-s2if.

Asthey rowed out dong the reef, Chriswasfull of news.

"Thewireless, it gowar, war dl evenin'," heremarked. "Big talks here, there. They talk bomb, bomb
al thetime. Say, "You dowhat | say, mon, or | blow you up.' Think that they do that, Griff-blow usup?"

"They've been talking that way ever sncel can reemember,” Griff remarked somewhat absently, his
atten-tion more on the water into which he was going. He kicked off his sneakers and adjusted swvimming
flippers

" Sometimes'—Chriss powerful oarswing shot them forward—"1 think that maybe thisworld's gonna
get powerful tired of mons. Spit us out likewe ain't no ‘count no ways. There's things on thisworld mon
an't never seen, no matter how big he talk with the mouth. Y our father, he know many things, but he ain't
never seen that there dupee afore, had he?

"No," Griff admitted as he adjusted histank between his shoulders.

"New things comin' outtathe sea. Maybe new things comin' other places, too. Mon, he mess ‘round,
gart things comin’. But what if they don't siop? Back theré" —in the light of the lantern his chin pointed to
the land behind them—"they ask voodoo for gris-gris. Me, | think better ask for good witsin mon's
head—so he learn he maybe ain't top cap'n afore it betoo late!”

Some of that sunk into Griff'smind, past his preoc-cupations of the moment. But now he made ready
to dive and dipped over into the weird world, the ex-istence of which he had suspected, but the redity of
which completely bewitched him.

Hewas familiar with the fairy tale seascapes that con-fronted the daytime diver—therich color of live



cora and seafans, the butterfly tints of the small fish, the dusty patches of sunlight thet filtered down
through the wavesto dazzle the diver and upset hisjudgment of distance.

But this—thiswas very different. Hisfinger moved on the torch button benegth its rubber coating. A
beam of light cut through purple murk, struck cord into life, brought into its cone furious fish, their colors
al d-tered so that Griff had to re-identify them. Then the light caught and centered on what he had come
to find —that crevicein therock wall withitstdltae pile of shellsbenegthiit.

The octopi clan had long furnished aboogy man for the ocean. Since the days of the legendary Great
Kraken —said to arise from the depths to wresth its arms about the mast of aship and draw it down into
darkness-there had been horror stories of the cepha opods and their cold-blooded enmity to hiskind.

Y et most of those tales were sheer fantasy. When man faced octopus, he was facing a creature that, had
native conditions varied only the dightest degree, might have been this planet's ruler in man's place. They
were the keenest witted creatures in the ocean for the same reason that man had been forced to develop
abranin order to survive on land. If they possessed thumbs and fingersinstead of tentacles armed with
suckers, the whole history of the world might be different Organic evolution had left them, asit had puny
man, without adequate physical protection againgt the dangers of their world. What were man's teeth and
nails againgt the talons and fangs of the creatures he faced—until he lengthened and sirengthened hisarm
with astick and arock and learned to build firesin the night? And the cepha opods, mollusks that had
lost their shellsin the dim past, became streamlined in action, used a smoke screen of ink to mask their
escapes, and lived in houses of their own contriving.

That pile of shells outside the door wasin itself re-markable, testifying to the fact that the owner of the
dwelling was unlike other water cregtures. They were not dl empty shells—agoodly portion were ill
living, stored in anticipation of ahungry morrow.

Griff had located this largest inhabitant of the reef some days earlier when he had been about to
steady himsdlf with one hand againgt acoral boulder, only to see two black eyesregarding him bleskly.
Then the rock separated, and the larger portion had cozed away into the crevice, from which at last only
the point of asingletentacletrailed asif to wave him good-bye.

Now he picked up those eyes again. The octopus was enthroned on the same rocky vantage point, its
garein-to theflare of historch unchanging. Would it change color? He watched for the livid white shade,
which he knew meant that it was darmed. But that dteration did not come. Instead Griff felt aqueer
sensation—asif hun-dreds of tiny wet and clammy hands pulled at the skin on histhigh. He looked
down. A tiny edition of the large mollusk clung there, spread star-fashion, lessthan eight inches across.

In that moment Griff logt histaste for night explorartion. There was something about those unblinking
eyes—that touch from which hisflesh shrank. He tore at the infant on hisleg. It dipped across his skin,
but he could not pry any one of those arms loose from their sucker clutch. It was asif the smal mollusk
was deter-mined to go into the air with him!

Then the large octopus moved. With the lightning speed usud to itskind, it swam away out of the
light, leaving Griff staring at the rock whereit had been only a second or two earlier. He had decided
now about call-ing an end to this adventure. He wanted above dl to lose the baby thing that clung so
persistently to him. With a practiced flip he swam up toward the dark shad-ow of the boat and the
waiting Chris



1l
BASE HUSH-HUSH

griff sat cross-legged in the scrap of shade thrown by a single wind-warped palm tree, regarding
intently the drama of his own private pool jungle. It was on the top of the cliff, a depression hollowed out
by the besat of falling spray through the centuries, filled drop by drop by that same moisture, kept heated
by the sun to blood temperature.

Without any clue asto how they had made the journey up the dliff from the sea below, hundreds of
small rain-bow-colored fish clashed their vivid blues and golds, their gleaming silver, their flamboyant
purples and reds, their black and yellow stripes, asthey wheeled and sped or hung suspended on
quivering fins. Shrimp and prawn, which might have been ghosts of themsdves, so trans-parent that one
could seetheir lunch being digested insde their frankly revedled interiors, scuttled across the sandy
bottom.

Amid dl these was the newcomer introduced by Griff in the early hours of the morning. A strangely
streaked rock gave resting place to the baby octopus that had clung to him, refusing to be parted even
when he had climbed into the boat. And true to its nature, the lurking cephal opod was now the same
shade asthat rock, only visibleto Griff because he had seen it anchor itself on that point. In the light of
day it was quiescent. But two tiny crab shells, emptied of their lawful contents, marked activity in the last
hours before dawn. And if it allowed arainbow fish to brush atentacle with a carelessfin, it was because
that was its period for rest.

Griff thought of what he had seen the night before— at least ten of the shell-heagped crevice doors
along the reef—an octopi town. And Chris admitted that at the Other end of San Isadore therewasan
even larger colony of the creatures. The law of the sea, supply and de-mand of food—Griff frowned at
hissmall specimen in the spray pool. Why so many of them about here now? Was hunting so rich
hereabouts that the cephal opod popul ation was going up? Were more of the young sur-viving than was
usual? An octopus was a noted mother, protecting her eggs asthey lay concealed in some care-fully
selected crevice, sending the water moving in cur-rents over them by sweeps of her arms so that dgae
and other tiny plants and animals could not root on them, refusing to leave them even to hunt for food.
But, with the prodigious wastefulness of sealife, for every one that hatched and reached adulthood,
perhaps hundreds of others died. Conditions must be unusudly favorable to bring such large coloniesto
settle about theidand et thistime.

A shadow fell acrossthe pool startling the fish, which fled in rainbow bands. Griff glanced up.

"Dobrey Le Marr—"

In the freshness of the morning it was hard to con-nect thisthin tall man, possessing the air and
features of highborn Spain, with the drumming of the night before, with Le Marr's acknowledged—could
you term it?— professon?

"The reef—how it be a night?' Le Marr asked abrupt-ly. Asusua he spaced hiswords asif he
spokein aforeign tongue.

"l didn't stay long." Griff wanted to explain that sen-sation he had had of menace, of being cut off from
his own world, which had sent him out of the water and back into the boat last night, but somehow the
words were missing.

"Y ou bring something from the reef?*

"Baby octopus—" Griff pointed to the new occupant of the pool.

LeMarr leaned over, hisodd yellowish eyesfinding the small mollusk quickly.

"It cameto you, you did not hunt it?* There was anew notein his precise voice.

"It dungtomy leg—"

"It cameto you. Now it stay—an’ watch—" Le Marr's head lifted, and he looked down out over the



sea. "Oth-er things come soon. Life change—mons change too maybeso—"

"Y ou mean—the sea monster—?"

Le Marr shook his head. "First come mon. Then—" He brought his dender hands together in a
smacking dap, which sounded amogt like ashot. "Then—all the trouble in the wide world!" His gaze
flickered to Griff and became more human as the seer faded into the man. "We go inland—see things—"

Griff was ready to agree. Since the incident of the night before, he fought shy of hisfather. And
anyway both the elder Gunston and Hughes had been shut up in the laboratory dmost since dawn. Also,
Le Marr was none too generous with invitations to explore the waste-land that was the interior of San
Isadore, and this might just be the time when he would reved the Site of the bat caves.

"Thanks!" The American went in to gather up a can-teen, apair of shoes suited to scrambling over
coral rock, and a broad-brimmed hat to keep off the sun.

Hejoined Le Marr, who had a donkey on arope, on the faint path leading inland. No idander ever
showed any interest in the passing of time, an hour more or less made little difference to their plans. But
there was some-thing in Le Marr's attitude that suggested he was eager to be on hisway.

The heat increased, and Griff did not relish the thought of emerging from the shade to the open
coun-try about the shallow sdt 1ake, where the flamingos fished and water birdswerethick. Their trail
wound through the type of jungle peculiar to San Isadore, a matted growth of tangled thorn trees and
stunted bush. Now and again Le Marr paused with an unerring sense to scrape loam and brown leaf
mold out of hollows, allowing the murky liquid to gather so that the donkey could suck at it noisly, easing
the tongue that lolled, foam-flecked, from his mouth.

They came out a last on what Griff consdered was one of the weirdest of dl theidand features—a
hard floor of gray rock. The hoofs of the donkey, the tread of his own heavy shoes, even of Le Marr's
hide sandals, caused low booming sounds. San Isadore wasin redlity avast stone sponge, eaten into,
channeled under, by the sea. Thisflooring was hollow, probably covering some vast cave or series of
cavesin which the seawashed. Loose dabswere piled here and there, and these, Griff knew from earlier
experiments, gave off the sound of bells. To crossthe strip was to tread from key to key on some giant
piano.

And aways, the drift of sdt, the soil that was 90 per cent shells and the remainders of sealife. Above
them whedled flamingosin formation. A wild clatter of sound heralded the retreat of some wild donkeys
across the hol-low rock.

Le Marr plodded on around the edge of one of the sea pools, deep, blue, leading down to unplumbed
depths with some outlet to the ocean. Such wellsrose and fell with thetides, and Griff saw anemonesand
scarlet sponges growing aong its sides. Doubtless other marine life lurked in the underwater, but it was
also agood place to meet amoray edl.

Theidander paused. Thiswas one of the big wells, agood sixty feet in diameter. Le Marr stared into
it with the same measuring intentness with which he had re-garded the surf pool on the dliff. After along
moment of slence he asked aquestion.

"Could you dive down there? Like you do by the reef?"

"| suppose so. But it might be dangerous—"

"Some day—maybe you have to,” wasthe reply. Le Marr went on, across adried-up lake, wherethe
bodies of tiny fish, desiccated because of the high salt contents, now made asilver carpet of scaes. They
did not pro-ceed to the flamingo lake but cut over to come out on San |sadore's nearest approach to a
real headland.

Beneath them was aknife-sharp valley, which might have been on another planet. Some hurricane of
the past had scoured brain cord, massive chunks of it, free from the seafloor, the surf tossing it high
enough againgt the outer cliff for it to be seized by the wind and brought over that obstruction to lie here,
aweird monument to the horrors of wind and water unleashed.

The mass of boulders and cora were embedded in sand, and that sand was patterned by the tracks of
countlesswild pigs. This appeared to be one of their favorite hiding places. But Le Marr wasinterested in
neither the evidence of the forgotten storm nor the prospects of good hunting. Instead he pointed
seaward, asif he sighted there something he had been waiting to see.



And Griff was completely surprised when his gaze followed the line indicated by the other's brown
finger. The Idand Queen linked them with SantaMaria. There was dso a Dutch freighter, which cdled
at wide-ly spaced intervals. But this ship, coming to anchorage now beyond the ruffle of the reef, was
neither idand doop nor smdl freighter.

"Monscome—" Le Marr'svoice held ahint of satis-faction asif some prophecy of his own was about
to befulfilled.

"But who—why? And why not cometo Carterstown? There's no landing point here.”

"These mons—they make their own landin’ place. They think they can move the world.
Maybeso—may-be no.”

Griff watched the amazing activity beyond the reef with afaint feding that somewhere he had seen its
like before. Surdly that wasn't aboat they were dinging over the sde of the ship— Y et when it hit the
water, it did not sink, and the men aboard it, hardly distinguishable dots at this distance, flung off the
dings and started the queer craft. It made straight for the reef, and then, turtle-like, it actualy crawled
through the pounding surf, up over the exposed cora ridge, and did into the quieter waters of the lagoon,
heading for the shore asif those who piloted it did, indeed, have no fears of their mastery over both
water and land. And reading the in-signia painted on the crawler, Griff understood alittle of their
confidence. They had built and wrecked around the globe in their time and done it well. But what were
Seabees—American Seabees—doing on San | sadore?

Within three days the first foundations of the mysteri-ous buildings of Base Hush-Hush were being
erected. The men from the north with their wedlth of machines and supplies worked feverishly around the
clock, in the daytime under the torrid sun, at night under flood-lights. But asfar asthe idanderswere
concerned, what they daved to create remained a puzzle. The command-er had come armed with papers
for the resident com-missioner, and guards patrolled the area the newcomers had selected, keeping al
sght-seers away.

Naturdly, wild rumors circulated. Griff, lounging on the deck of the Island Queen, heard a collection
of the choicest from Rob Fletcher. Asusua theidander'slong face mirrored aworried expression, and
his hand fon-dled the smal bag hanging on a cord againgt his bare chest.

"They done bring the bomb—the big bomb. An' they's gonna bust it right here."

Griff shook hishead. "They're working too hard to build whatever it isto smash it with an atom
bomb."

Chris came aong the deck and dropped down beside the other two. He lighted one of the coarse
idand cigarettes, and the blue smoke floated lazily on the air. Rob turned to him.

"They's gonna bust the big bomb right here!™

But Chris aso disagreed with that. "No bomb, | think. Maybeso make place to hide sub—"

Griff sat up. Now that made sense. A sub base! But why al the hurry? Those Seabees were putting to
it asif they had atime limit imposed.

He caught sight of the dinghy, with Angus Murdock aboard, headed for the Queen. And when the
captain came over therail, his good-humored face was very serious.

"Chris, you been harkin' to the wireless?'

Waite got up. "Bad news, Cep'n?"

Murdock took off his peaked uniform cap and rubbed the back of his hand across his forehead.

"They's another ship amissn'—the Rufus G.—down at Nassau. They got the government cutter out
cruisin’ 'round. She had the governor's aide 'board her.”

"S0?" Chris moved toward the radio cubby. "1 done listened to al the talk 'bout the big no-war
meetin'. Seemslike every timethey talk like that things gets worser. But they didn't say nothin' 'bout the
Rufus G."

"Just come on the wireless at the Government House ashore." Murdock waved an explanatory hand.
"Do you think these here Navy mons are buildin' a place for subs?' he asked Griff. "They gonna send out
substo hunt down thisthing what gits the mons on the ships?*

"l don't know any more about that than you do, Cap'n," Griff wasforced to admit.



"They'ssurein ahurry 'bout whatever they do,” Mur-dock commented. "An' they's not lettin' any mon
see what they do— They warned Mosely to git outta there when he went out for the conch.”

Rob roused at that. "How come they think they can say where amon do fish? The best conch, they lie
long there. They ain't own this here water!"

"They's got 'em a paper from the government—say they do what they want. They don't care water
good for the conch. Why, they cut right through the reef— change all that part of idand. Ain't never seen
nothin' like that before—" Murdock gazed toward the scene of activity now hidden from the Iand
Queen by milesof curving and recurving shoreline, for the Site of Base Hush-Hush wasthe northern tip
of San Isadore.

Sofar, savefor the bafflement and irritation of some conch fishermen and the unrewarded curiosity of
theidanders at large, awonderment at the energy of the northerners and specul ations concerning their
purpose on San | sadore were the substance of the comments Griff overheard. Le Marr, after hisinitia
sght of the task force, had withdrawn to some hidey hole of his own and had not been seen. And the
Gunston project had had no reason to contact the Nava party, the doc-tor and Hughes being intent on
the problem of the "sea serpent” as represented by the bones and remains over which they labored in the
laboratory.

The Idand Queen cleared for her scheduled run to Santa Mariawith the mystery ill unsolved. And it
was that evening that Project Sea Serpent had its first brush with the Navy. It wastime for the sample
testing along the reef, and Hughes went out in the small motor launch, Griff ready with diving equipment.
They took four or five samples at selected sites, and then Hughes pointed the course farther north to a
section where the reef broke, near the promontory where the carcass of the monster had lodged.

Griff shrugged on the tank, made sure of the easily released clasp of hisweight belt, the presence of
hiswrist depth gauge and watch.

"Get aseafan," Hughestold him, "and water samples. Three or four smal plants ought to be enough.
Then welll take another about amile or so to the north—"

But as Griff started to descend the smdll diving lad-der, they were both startled by the ear-piercing
dhriek of asiren. On acourse headed straight for them was aneedle-dim cutter, dicing through the
waves at adaz-zling speed. With masterly seamanship it pulled up in acircle about the project launch
while one of the three men on board called across, "Thisis closed territory. Do your fishing down-reef!”

Hughes stood up, and there was a snap to his voice as he answered, "No closed territory for our
work. We're from the Gunston laboratory—Project 914-5. Now get out before you stir up the stuff
we're collecting—"

"Don't know anything about your project,” the other replied brusquely. "Y ou get out and stay
out—thisisasecurity order. Can't you get that through your thick heads? We have to run you blasted
fishermen off the lot every time we turn around—"

"We represent Project 914-5," Hughes repeated. "Our orders are to prospect thisreef. Well take this
up with your superiors—"

"Do!" The other sounded asif he hoped that they would. "We have our orders—they'reto keep all
un-authorized persons out of thisarea. Now get going, and make it snappy!"

Griff climbed back in the outboard and took off the air tank. Hughes raised their anchor line. And the
Navy launch continued to circle them, escorting them out of the disputed area of lagoon. Hughes headed
back to the lab anchorage, making no comment to Griff, but every line of his stiff shoulders, his set
mouth, suggested hisinward seething. In Hughes's estimation the project was second to nothing in
importance, and Griff guessed that he now lived to make that clear to the interlopers from the base.

He left Griff to gather the equipment and headed up the dliff path at a pace which seemed excessivein
that heat. Griff wondered what his father's reaction would be. But he was not to learn then. Both his
eldersre-mained in the laboratory, and he ate done, turning his attention to the collection of shells he had
been driven by boredom into assembling.

Afterwards he wandered out to the surf pool. A carpet of empty crab shellsin one corner testified to
the skill and appetite of the newest settler therein. And he watched the octopus feast now, marveling at
the neat-ness and dispatch with which the cephalopod acted. A crab snared in the tentacles was turned



bottom-side-up as one might hold a soup plate, while the miniature par-rot beak of the captor pierced
the soft lower shell and the file tongue inside that beak rasped out the contents. The patch of bitter doe
blossoms by the path had at-tracted aflock of hummingbirds, and they sipped and hung fearlesdy almost
within Griff's grasp. It was close to sunset, and the sun was avivid cherry-red.

Therewas aflurry in the pool as the octopus made another kill. But it seemed to the spectator that
those black beads of eyeswere now staring up over the body of itsvictim, straight at him—asif the new
magter of the pool had some plan of its own—some plan into which it wasfitting the man who could
crushit in one hand. Asthat fantasy crossed Griff's mind, he shivered. The spray borneinland by the
wind, flicking his shirt and sdty on hislips, wasfor the moment icy cold.

"Hello therd"

Griff got to hisfeet. Therewas atall man on the cliff path, aman now outlined by the odd flash of
greenish light that was the idand phenomenon at the setting of each sun. Hiswhite shirt and dacks were
vivid, but hisface under the shadow of an officer's cap was partly concedled.

"Dr. Gungton here?"

"Héesinthelab.”

"Tell him Breck Murray's here—Commander Breck Murray. I'm from the base—"

"So you findly got here, did you?' That was Hughes. He was standing belligerently on the path leading
to the building.

"What's your explanation for this afternoon?”

"Dr. Gungon—?"

"I'm Hughes, hisassstant. Dr. Gunston is occupied.”

The commander made asif to turn. "When he'sfree, he can find me a the base—" Hisretort was
pointed.

"Who'sthere?' Dr. Gunston caled through the dusk. The sky above them was now gray, deepening
to the purple of the quick-faling tropical twilight. "Command-er Murray? Y our people said you would
get intouch with me. Comein, sr—"

Hughes stepped aside, and Griff knew he was not pleased. But both of them followed the other two
meninsde.



\Y
COOPERATION-ENFORCED

the harsh light of electricity, which aways seemed dien to the houses of San Isadore, drew linesin Dr.
Gungton'sface, pointed up Hughessirritated twist of mouth, highlighted the creases about the outer
corners of Commander Murray's eyes. His peaked cap had been thrown on the small table; hislong legs
were stretched out before him. He should have been at ease, but he wasn't as he turned histall glasswith
nervous little jerks. However, as he looked at the doctor, his expres-sion was faintly amused.

"| assure you, Dr. Gunston, that we were not landed here just to provide difficulties for Project 914-5.
Infact, three months ago | was peacefully engaged in eras-ing afew hills preparatory to building adam
out in Arizona. Then they grabbed me back by my reserve commisson, gave me abriefing, and sent me
down hereto do my wordt. Y ou don't argue with top brass—" For a second his amusement flickered
out, and a hint of other emotion took its place. "Understand that you haven't spent much time back in the
States recently, Doctor." Hetook asip from hisglass.

In contrast to the commander's controlled tension, Dr. Gunston appeared as relaxed as one of the
idanders.

"I've been in the East Indiesfor the past five years. And | gather that while we were not informed
about you, you know agreat deal about us—?"

" Security can probably tell you right now how many grains of sand lie down on the beach!" That
exploded from Murray with aforce that appeared to have nothing to do with the subject. "Well, Doctor,
while you were back of beyond, alot of things have changed stateside. Theraceis nearing thefinish line."
He stared ahead of him at the wall, and the muscles about his mouth tight-ened visibly. "We're running it
too fine, much too fine-"

"War?' It was Hughes who asked that. Dr. Gunston frowned and shifted uneasily in his chair.

"We can pray not. But it's getting close—too close!”

"They're meeting in Genevatomorrow—the Peace Conference—" Dr. Gunston's protest was eager.
Murray laughed, and there was no amusement in that sound. "How many peace conferences have
they had in the past twenty years? And has any one of them led to as much aslaying down asingle gun?

Though guns are outmoded now!"

"This base—you seem to be working againgt time here—"

Murray put down his glass, and the click of the crystal against the wood of the table was unduly loud.

" think our timeis running out fast, gentlemen, very fast. But there is nothing we here can do to dter
that. We have our own problems." He achieved the light touch once more. "As you have pointed out, it is
neces-sary to your work that you have samples from along the reef, even in the now restricted area.
Gentlemen, asfar as| am concerned you can cart off the whole blasted reef piece by pieceif you wish.
But"—he was openly smiling now—"very unfortunately | do not have the final word on the subject!”

Hughes brigtled. "I understood that you commanded here—"

"One would think so, wouldn't one?' the question was sardonic. "But in the new setup, we have our
little problems, too. And amajor oneis Lieutenant Charles Holmes—our security officer. Security has
declared Base Hush-Hush to be strictly that, and | can do nothing about it. Y ou've aready protested to
your high brass—" He paused and glanced at Dr. Gunston, who nodded. "Well, now it depends upon
just how much weight they can throw about in certain circles sateside. I'll send in my report, but | must
be frank with you. My word against Holmes's orders doesn't weigh at dl. However, thereisonething |
can do—ask you to give Mr. Holmes ademonstration—"

"Demondration?' Hugheswaswary.

"Who does most of your diving?'

Dr. Gunston answered that. "Griff doesthe ordinary work. Hughes and | take over if we haveto see



some-thing for ourselves."

"Suppose | detaill Holmes and Bert Casey—he's one of my own men, an underwater demalition
expert | brought on this job—to go out with you tomorrow and watch how you do your stuff? Then
Holmeswill seefor himsdlf that you are working on aproject, that you are experts. I'll make himfilea
report of al thisto his de-partment. It may hel p—you can never tdl."

Surprisingly Hughes laughed. "And it getsHolmes out of your hair for awhile—"

Murray grinned. "l won't answer that. Butisit aded?"

Dr. Gunston answered. "We're merely doing some routine sampling; it may be dull. And your men
aren't to dive unless we say so—indiscriminate exploration might upset our observations—"

"l don't think you could get Holmes under water. And Casey'll abide by your orders. Shall | send
them around? Believe me, Dr. Gungton, if you want to make agtiff protest through channels, I'll not be
upset. Thisisnot my decree. By theway—" he got to hisfeet and picked up his cap, but till
lingered—"know anything about the country inland? | havethe officid charts and the materid the briefing
crowd assembled, and if what they say istrue, thisplaceisaweirdie. Any of the na-tive sonswilling to
help us explore?"

"Y ou'd better contact Dobrey Le Marr on that. If thereis anything to know about the interior, he has
it filed awvay inhisbrain.”

"Native?'

Hughes snorted. "Very much so. He'sthe loca witch doctor!™

A shade of annoyance shadowed Dr. Gungton'sface. "Le Marr isan unusua man. Y es, hesanative
and practices what the idanders recognize as medicine—of asort. But if you can establish afriendly
relationship with him, you might discover it to beto your advantage, Commander.”

When Murray had gone, Dr. Gunston continued to Sit, sucking a his empty pipe. Hughes broke the
S-lencefirg.

"So we put on ashow for the Navy?'

The doctor smiled wryly. "Murray'slaid his cards on the table. | don't think he likes his orders any
better than we do. Y es, well give ademondtration for the Navy. But not just our usud job. How about it,
Griff?" For thefirgt time he spoke to his son. "Y ou've been haunting the reef. Where can wereally show
them some-thing of interet?"

"According to Christhere's a stretch of reef to the northeast where there's an octopi town—big
collection of them. | was going to take alook at it anyway. Think that might be impressive enough?*

"Octopi—" Dr. Gunston considered the point. ™Y ou haven't dived there before?

"l havent. Chrisdid—straight skin diving without alung. Takeit with alung and we might get some
good camera shots—"

"All right. Makeit this octopi paradise and do just that—take the movie camera—"

They made ready in the early morning of the next day, taking diving apparatus enough for threein case
their guests decided to share in the exploration. And the Navy cutter was on time, coming smartly into
drop two passengers. The shorter of the two cast aknowing eye over the equipment Griff was carefully
stowing in place and, without aword, stepped down into the motorboat to help him with the ease of long
familiarity with such gear.

"Bert Casey," heintroduced himsdf casudly. "Y ou've got some good stuff here.” He handled the
tanks with open gpproval.

"All thelatest. I'm Griff Gunston.”

"Pleased to meet you, kid. You theregular diver?'

"l doalot of it. My father'sthe red expert, though.”

"Don't see any harpoon or spear gun—"

"Wedon't hunt,” Griff returned alittle shortly. He liked to stalk with acameraonly.

"Nothing you have to worry about? No sharks?'

Griff laughed. "That shark boogie has been pretty well exploded. Aslong asyou aren't killing fish and
thereés no blood in the water, you're safe nine times out of ten. Barracudasworse. But if you redly want
to make trouble for yourself, plant afoot on a seaurchin—or get tangled up with a Portuguese



man-of-war! For theres—" he patted the knifein his sheeth, its cork hilt in easy reach of his
hand—"moray's bad, but you have to tickle them up before they jump you—keep an eye out for their
heads sticking out of rock crevices—"

Hughes came down the wharf carrying the underseas camera, paused at the sight of the other officer
gtanding there, and then nodded Hiffly.

"Lieutenant Holmes" the other introduced himself. "Y ou arein charge?’

A smothered noise came from Casey. It sounded sus-picioudy like asnort. The lieutenant, it was very
ap-parent, desired neither to win friends nor to influence people.

As abruptly, Hughesreplied, "I'm Frank Hughes, as-sistant to Dr. Gungton. Thisis his son, Griffith."

The lieutenant favored Griff with a disgpproving stare, and he redlized that in his trunks and burned
brown by the sun, Holmes had taken him to be an idander and so not worthy of notice.

"All reedy, Griff." Hughes passed the officer to hand down the camera, and his voice wasfar more
cordid than usud. In face of acommon enemy Hugheswas closing ranks. He took his place a the
motor, leaving Holmesto get aboard by himsdlf, and they headed out into the bay without another word.

Casey looked about him with frank curiosity. "L ots of color," he commented to Griff.

"Youvedived here?'

"Not yet." Casey pushed the cap with its Lieutenant, J.G., insgniato the back of hisbullet head. "I've
been down mostly in the north. During World War 11 | was ademolition man. That's how | met the
skipper—he was running ashow in Alaska. But that was frogman stuff, and we wore suits—"

"] understand that your project is connected with the collection of marine specimens.” Holmes cut
across Casey's remini scences.

"Collecting and observation.” Hugheswas curt. "What bearings, Griff?'

Griff squinted back at the curve of the shore. "Clear around the bay, Frank. It's near Finger
Cay—opposite the mangrove swamp—from what Chrissaid.”

White water boiled in their wake. A line of flamingos etched across the sky, and they passed one of
the weed-grown conch boats walowing aong, exchanging hails with theidand fisherman.

"What do they get out here?' Casey wanted to know.

"Conch. Sometimes a pearl or two," Griff answered.

"No kidding! | didn't know that they did pearl-diving here—"

"Conch pearls. They're supposed to be turned in to the commissioner when they're found. But
precious few are. There's not much market for them—they're colored, apricot, lavender, rose, and
mostly baroque. But they are pretty. And conch mest, dried, sellsover at SantaMaria 1t's used to make
fertilizer, | believe”

"Deep water out there?' Casey pointed to the darker hue beyond the reef.

"Dipsto two thousand fathoms or more." Hughes an-swered that. "We haven't tried there; our kind of
div-ing doesn't reach such distances.”

"TherésFinger!" Griff halled their landmark. Thetiny idand, hardly above sealevd, was unique.
There were three wind-worn palms on one end, but the ma-jor portion of the land mass supported a
singletree-only, what atree! A mangrove that had several hun-dred separate trunks, ssemming from
some thousands of kneed roots on a platform well above the wash of intruding waves. And, above, the
branches and leaves had entangled in a canopy of dark green leaves, cov-ering well over an acre.
Bobbing in the water at the shore line were drifting coconuts and another spear-pointed mangrove seed
trying for arooting, to increase the holding of land over sea.

Hughes sent them between theidand and the main-land and brought them to anchor behind the resf,
while Griff got into hisdiving kit. He turned to ask Holmes politely: "Care to go down, Lieutenant?"

"Perhaps later.” Holmes was making apoint of non-interest, preserving the attitude of one carrying out
boring orders.

"You, Mr. Casey?"'

"Yes, gr!" The other was dready stripping off hisshirt. Holmeslooked asif he might protest, but he
remained slent on that point if not on another.

"What isyour research here?' He spoke to Hughes, who was rigging the overside glass through which



those in the boat could watch activity below.

"Octopi settlement—or an dleged octopi settlement.”

Casey paused in the process of shucking his dacks. "Octopi ?*

Griff laughed. "Not dangerous at all—and these are small ones. Mogt of the stories about them arein
the same class with shark tales—only more so. They'reintdligent after their own fashion and don't go
around picking fights. Y ou | et them aone, and they won't even give you theink trestment.”

He dipped his mask into place, made sure of hisair, and climbed down the short diving ladder,
shivering alittle asthe chill of the seahit his sun-warmed skin. Then, ingtantly, he was in another world.
Above him was the bottom of the boat, festooned with feathery green stuff. Golden spears of sun struck
down to be swallowed up by endless blue. The distance became hazy, overspread with an amost pearl
luster. For per-haps alittle more than fifty feet he could see clearly, the fantastic forest of yellow cora
treesinto which he was descending standing out with the sharp relief of asilhouette. Seafans, brilliant
blood-colored sponges, and then the dark cavesin between. And always the flights of gemmed fishin
brilliant array of every shade and color. He judged his distance and took off in one of the dow-motion
bounds, which cleared a hedge of purple sea plumes. The flooring, which, from above, had looked so
smooth and flat, wasin redlity ahillside, jagged and torn with crevices and outcrops, pitted with hidey
holes and caves, each of which, Griff knew from his past ex-perience, housed a varied collection of
inhabitants. He jerked his hand back from a careless grip on apinnacle of smooth, brownish cord, which
stung hotly.

Drifting, he made afeather-soft |landing some twen-ty feet from the point where he had taken off. But
in doing S0, he didodged a growth of anemone, and within seconds he was the core of awhirling pool of
fish, dl feeding or attempting to feed on the crushed and dying flower-animas. A flounder crawvled on a
patch of white sand and dug in, its eyes rising on stalks above its chosen ambush.

Asusual Griff had to drag his attention back to the job on hand. He progressed aong the line of sea
fans, watching for thetelltale piles of shells, which marked octopi dwellings. And with mounting
excitement he saw that Chris had been right—this section of reef housed more of the cepha opods than
he had ever seen gath-ered together before. He jerked the signal line for the camera to be lowered.

A weird shadowy form moved toward him with decep-tive downess, and the seas-monster head
turned so that he recognized Casey. He reached out to draw the other down beside him and indicated
the crevices. Whether the other understood or not, he could not tell. But the Navy diver helped him steer
the cameraaround to face that stretch of wall. Now if he could just get one or more of the creatures out
of their holesto put on areal show—

He caught the sign of an octopus at home, the end of atentacleissuing from acrevice, aditinthe
porous rock, which seemed too narrow to house a creature of the size he knew lurked there. Would a
current of water set up by waving hands entice the things out of hiding? He flipped tentatively in the
direction of the nearest, and the result was spectacular.

Accustomed to octopi that were retiring, who fled from man rather than courted him, Griff was not
pre-pared for the sudden eruption of somefive of the spe-cies, who oozed out of their homes and
gppeared to beintdligently waiting for him to declare hisintentions. Advancing with their aroms pointing to
the bottom, the ends curved dightly, their head-bodies erect, they pre-sented the curious aspect of
walking on tiptoe. And that concentrated move was so unlike the habits of their kind that he gaped a
them for along moment while Casey withdrew with aquick flip of hisfins.

A five-foot, sucker-adorned arm curled lazily through the water asif its owner wished to drag to it this
out-land monster for acloser ingpection. Griff, dert to an opportunity he had never had before, was busy
with the camera. Five—no, six—seven—Ahe counted as he watched a new big-eyed dome crawl across
an outcrop of brain coral, shooing before it awave of parrot fish.

An azure Beau-Gregory, jed ous of its homestead rights as dways, flashed down to defend its chosen
section, but, baffled by the cephaopod, merely darted about the bulbous head, which was aso body, as
abee might dart about a bear. Griff worked feverishly, intent upon filming the scene. But when ahand fell
on his shoul-der, urging him back, he became aware of something ese, that he now floated in aring of
solemn mollusks, the center of attention for awhole circle of dark, ex-pressonless eyes. And for thefirst



time, hisbelief in the relative harmlessness of octopi was shaken. Indl hisobservation, in dl hisreading,
he had never seen nor heard of any such move on the part of their species. It was asif some strange
being from another planet had landed on San I sadore and the natives had ringed the new arrival around,
not menacingly—as yet—but curi-oudy, intent on discovering just what the thing was and why it had
cometo disturb their peace.

Casey wastugging at hisweight belt, sgnaling with exaggerated jerks of hisarm for aquick retrest.
But Griff, though uneasy, was intrigued. He knew that an octopus could move fast, but hewas also sure
that it was possible to escape that steadily narrowing circle when he wished to. He was till busy with the
camera, getting what he hoped was aclear and detailed shot of the scene.

A sharp warning tug on hissigna cord broke his absorption at last. No diver dared ignore such a
sum-mons. He was being paged from above. Those three siff pulls meant to surface. Casey was aready
spirding up, the splashing of hisflippers stirring the floating plumes. Reluctantly Griff released the camera
and followed. Holding onto the lowest rung of the boarding ladder, he waited for Casey to precede him
out of thewater. "What isit—?" he pushed up hisface mask and de-manded in annoyance. Then he
heard the beat of amotor. Around the mangrove-covered cay and straight for their anchored launch
came the Navy cuitter. It couldn't be another warn-off. They weren't in the dis-puted territory. And what
was hisfather doing in that cutter?

"Hughes, Griff." Asthe Navy craft came dongside Dr. Gunston caled to them. "Take atow—were
needed!"

They retrieved the camera, stowed their gear tem-porarily, and took up anchor to accept atowline.

"What's the matter, Sir?' Hughes asked for them dll.

"Diver introuble at the base. | don't know the par-ticulars, but apparently Murray believes we can
help. Andit'sarushjob.”

It was Lieutenant Holmeswho protested. "That's re-stricted territory, Doctor. Y ou haven't been
cleared to enter it—"

Dr. Gungton favored him with agrim stare. "l gather that therésalifein danger, Lieutenant. Y our
command-ing officer has asked for our assstance, and he'sgoing to get it."

Holmes did not answer asthey trailed along behind the cutter. But Griff had an ideathat he would not
ac-cept the rebuff so easily and was planning to take steps of his own. In the meantime, since diving
would prob-ably be required, Griff knelt to check his apparatus care-fully.



V
DEPTH SCOUT

the muddle of clashing machinery and visibly risng foundations, which marked the Ste of Base
Hush-Hush, meant little or nothing to Griff. There was activity un-leashed over awide section of territory
where the cliff wall had been graded down, where the whole face of San Isadore wasin the process of
being drastically a-tered. And not for the better was Griff's secret thought.

However, the cutter did not point in toward this ant-hill of action but swept on farther north, comingin
to awasteland Griff had never explored and which even the idanders avoided, there being nothing to
draw them to the desert of curdled rock and salty sand.

Here, a sometimein the past, alarge dice of cliff had broken loose, to fal outward, forming a
roughly surfaced naturd wharf, over thelip of which spray wasflung in rainbow bubbles. It was probably
amogt be-neath the surface at high tide, Griff judged by the lengths of vivid yellow seamossthat clung to
itin ragged patches.

Breck Murray was easy to note among the three men who stood there awaiting the cutter and its tow.
Hiskhaki shirt was plastered to him by the spray, and his stance suggested impatience. Griff remained in
the lab-oratory launch, content to await devel opments, but Casey and Holmes went ashore.

Hughes stared down into the water at the edge of the rocks.

"Not too good aplace for adive—"

Griff choseto believe that was addressed to him. "Have to take it easy,” he agreed. "This surf could
smash you before you got under.”

Hughes leaned back, studying the broken cliffs with narrowed eyes. The rock was pitted and creviced
al theway aong. There could be innumerable caves and crannies below aswell as above. A diver swept
into one of those by somefreak of current might well find him-sdf in dangerous difficulties. Thiswasno
placeto dive aone, nor without al the safety precautions possible. "Wheat are they trying to do, anyway?'
Hughes mused. "They couldn't have picked out anastier placeto work." "Frank—Griff—" They both
turned at Dr. Gungton's call and scrambled over the greasy footing of dimy waterweed to the rocky
platform.

"What about it?" The doctor motioned along the edge of the surf.

Hughes was scowling. "No place to play the fool. Not a place to dive unlessyou are pushed into it."
He gave hisverdict frankly. "Most of it isan out-and-out desth trap—"

Now Murray was frowning, too. "All right. We un-derstand that. Only theré's ajob to be done here.
Jm Lasdles, my expert, is down under there somewhere and"—helooked at his watch—"time's about
run out for him. Those cylinders hold just so much air, remember? How can we work to get him out?"

Dr. Gunston paced closaly dong the edge of the natura wharf, studying the bail of the waves. "Y ou
know where he went in—but he may be half amile from this point now. We can at least teke acloser
look." Hisfingers were busy with the buttons on his shirt as he spoke.

"Chief—let me go down!" Hugheswas at hissde, while Griff asmply did back into the launch and
reached for atank harness.

But the doctor shook his head firmly. "I'll doit, Frank. After al, I've had the most
experience—and I've had time to learn my way around down there. Y ou'll keep aline on me, | promise
thet!"

Griff, slently rebdling, was forced to accept that ruling. He strapped on hisfather'sweight belt, made
sure that watch and depth gauge were safely in place, test-ing each fastening. But when he turned to pick
up the tank, he discovered that Casey, too, was making prepara-tions to enter the water. And amost
side by sde, the two used the sametrick of an expert diver, catching the exact moment to dideinto an
advancing comber. Frank was crouched over the water glass, watching their descent, while Griff stood



with Murray, paying out the lifelines, feding the pull with sengtive fingers, the pull that meant al wasright
below.

Seconds seemed hours long during that period of waiting. Griff would gladly have surrendered his
hope of returning to the States to be making that dive him-sdif. It was easier to battle the actua dangers
lurking aong the broken shore line than to swest it out up here,

"Sharks—" He caught the mumble from one of the attendant Seabees.

Therewas little to fear from sharks here. But morays —thiswas just the type of coagtlineto attract
the dead-ly edls. And barracudas had been sighted in idand waters from time to time. Resolutely Griff
tried to curb hisimagination. He had dived without fear for himsdlf, but now he discovered it was very
easy to know anxiety for another.

"Can't see him!" Frank's head lifted from his glasswaich.

Griff'sgrasp on thesignd linetightened. He must have given it anoticeable twitch, for areassuring tug
was telegraphed back.

"Hesgnds'dl right!"

"Where's Casey?' Murray demanded.

"Working hisway around the point, sir." The Seabee pointed north. "Must be rugged down there, he's
tak-ing it mighty eesy—"

Disaster struck so suddenly that for amoment they did not really understand what had happened. A
low swell of water, which did not seem darming from their viewpoint, hit the rocks, dashing up with a
volume of spray thet betrayed itsforce. And in that moment the line spun between Griff'sfingers, burning
flesh. In-stinctively hisgrasp onit tightened, but he had fol-lowed it dmost knee-high into the water by
then.

"Hughed" He cried the warning. What was happen-ing down there? His father must have been swept
away. Griff pulled the cord, praying for the return signa. But the linewas now tiff, asif it were hooked
upon some projection of rock. And he dared not exert any more pull for fear it would snap.

A nightmare span of time followed. Casey wasre-cdlled to trace Dr. Gunston's line as Hughes made
ready to dive. And then came the paralyzing answer. The cord was fouled, right enough, about asharp
spur of cora even as Griff had dreaded. And beyond drifted afrayed end. His father might have been
sucked into any one of half ahundred cracks and caves, caught there unable to win free again.

Griff fought panic. Theidand was a porous sponge, carved out below sealevel. And acave big
enough to admit the body of adiver might run back for some dis-tance. There were the seawells dotting
the interior —they were fed through such bresksin the cliff wall. Here the combers would endanger a
diver, give him alimited chancefor search. But if aman might go down one of those pools—

"ThewdId" He must have said that doud, for Mur-ray had spun to face him. But Griff was staring
inland, trying to remember al he knew of the seapoals.

"You have anidea?' Murray pushed.

"The seapoals, inland—they have their outlets." He didn't want to explain too much, and he stopped
before he had achanceto even try.

Murray was startled and then thoughtful. " There€'s alarge one, about a quarter of amile due west—"

Before he could el aborate, the head of adiver broke water, and Hughes climbed up the weedy verge.
He shoved up his mask and squatted, panting, a pinched look about his nostrils.

"| think maybe I've got it—" But there wasllittle ex-ultation in hisvoice. It was plain he did not
consder his news good. "Traced in from where the cord fouled. There's a cave there—reaches pretty far
back. The chief may have been jammed in by that wave. | need alamp—"

"Weve got that." One of the Seabees produced an un-derwater lamp of the latest design. Ashe
rigged it un-der Hughess direction, Murray spoke again to Griff.

"About that pool—"

Griff leaned over the busy pair before him. "Frank, in which direction doesthat cave run?'

Hughes sat back on his heds, glancing from the surg-ing watersto the cliff front. *From about
there'—heindicated a point some hundred yards to the south— "west. It's pretty long, that'swhy | have
to have the lamp—goes sraight in."



Murray was obvioudy thinking. "Could be—just could be—" was hisverdict.

Griff waswilling to accept that. He waited until Hughes submerged once more, and then he assembled
his own equipment from the lab launch. He'd probably need extraweight on his belt. With care he tested
its latch, making sure it would release at atouch. Too many divers had been drowned because of faulty
belts, and what he proposed to do was the trickiest bit of under-water work he had ever attempted.

"Y ou've dived theinland pools?* Murray asked the question Griff dared not answer with thetruth. As
far as he knew, no one had ever invaded the mysterious depths of one of the seawells, but that fact was
not go-ing to stop him now. He nodded, rather than spoke.

The blistering heet of the sun dried the last remaining drops of sea spray from Griff's half-naked body
during that trek across the upper reaches of the cliff. One of the Seabees hel ped him with his equipment.
They crossed a stretch of heated rock, found agully running back in the genera direction, and dropped
thankfully into the thick white sand that drifted there. The well, when they finaly cametoitslip, wasno
different from the others Griff had seen. The deep blue surface, the scarlet sponges growing dong its
walls, seemed to add to the secret, closed-in qudity, aquality the waters dong the reef never had. To
dide over into that and to allow onesdlf to spiral down through the liquid that appeared from above to be
thicker, lesslike salt water, was going to be an ordedl.

And the reasoning behind Griff's recklessness was so flimsy aguess. Griff could not have explained
it—had no wish to put into words hisfeding that there was a connection between this deep sapphire well
inland and the cave on the coast. He was going by hunch now, and akind of inner stubbornness kept him
to hisdecision. It was good that Murray believed he had done this be-fore—no use asking for
complications.

Griff ingpected his equipment with the care of avet-eran diver who knew only too well that asingle
dip or rash lack of examination might mean hislife. The depth gauge was his specia protection now. If
the blue hole before him was too deep, he would have warning and be able to drop hisweight belt and
pull out in time. But, even as one part of his mind thought that, he was looking about for a piece of cora
of theright size to add to the weight about his middle. Holmes had fol-lowed carrying an underwater
lamp, and Commander Murray dropped from his shoulder acoail of lifeline.

Griff dipped hisfeet into hisflippers, made them fast. He shrugged into the tank straps, felt the weight
of that precious supply of air settle into place like aknapsack, wriggling muscles until he was sure of the
right balance. He wouldn't try agraight dive here; in-steed, he used the lifeline to lower himself dowly
into the water. The surface, warmed by the sun, was at blood temperature, but as the water closed over
his head there came achill.

He made the descent, using the line as a check. Some-one with a good sense of timing was lowering
thelamp a a speed dmost equa to hisown. And, asthe murk around him deepened, he flashed it on.
Fish swam here, came to gather in the beam, goggling in stupid bewilder-ment.

Another object came dangling down, and Griff identi-fied alight fish spear. He used it to fend away
from the broken surface of the wall, keeping awatch for acrevice or hole from which theflat, evil head
of amoray might project.

Down, down—now hewasin atwilight, which might have been more disturbing had he not had that
experi-ence of diving after nightfall. Theray of thelamp gave him an excellent picture of his surroundings,
and it might keep a a distance the larger creatures of the deep.

A seaurchin clung to aledge, its poisonous spines thrown into high rdlief by the light. Anemones,
crabs, other life flowed, swam, crawled about him as he kicked hisway down. Time ceased to have
meaning asit a-ways did under water. He would have said that he had been ahdf hour in theleisurely
descent, when his water-protected watch registered only minutes.

Then he saw what he was searching for, what the hunch had told him did exist. But as he clung to the
ling, drifting, he swallowed, and a prickling chill, which was not born of the water, ran dong his spine.
Op-posite him was ablack hole, aholeinto which the full light of the lamp beamed to show no inner wall.
If thiswasn't the entrance of the sea passage, it was more than just acave.

Now he must enter that hole, swing dong into the dark unknown, where he could be trapped, where
alifdinefouled about arock, as hisfather'sfouled in the sea, would not help him. But thiswaswhat he



had come to find—and inwardly Griff knew that there was no re-turning.

He fastened the spear in hisbelt loop. Then he gave the agreed signd on the line. Unhooking the lamp
fromits cord, heflipped hisway into the hole.

Ragged rock, seathings— Heflinched from stinging cord, trying to watch for any unpleasant
surprises, ani-mal or vegetable, which might lurk there. The passage doped downward, to Griff another
proof that thiswas what he sought—it must drop to below coast level. He kept his attention to what lay
ahead, tried not to remem-ber that he was making his way down an enclosed vein in the rock. Now and
again hegave atug to theline. It wasfree, untrapped by the rocks.

Just asit was difficult to judge time under water, so did distance cease to register properly.
Perspective under the surface was warped, and Griff could have been inches from what he saw
ahead—or feet. But the steady, unfailing beam of the light showed him what obstructionsto avoid. It was
ajourney that could not have been made in darkness—too many projections, and once aturn, which he
negotiated with care.

Then, dl at once, thewalls of thetunnel fell away, and Griff swam out into open space. The sea? But
it couldn't be! Beyond the path of the lamp was darkness. He flapped up until his head broke surface.
Wherein theworld wasthis?

Treading water, he pulled up the lamp and swept it around. Hewasin avast pool, and to the |eft were
rocks with their tops above water. Griff made for these and clung there, one arm acrossadimy surfacein
support. The lamp displayed aledge alittle above, and he pulled himself up on that.

Gingerly he pushed up his mask. There was air—but it bore an odd and disagreeable musky taint. The
wallswere glistening with weed to a point well above his head—they must be covered at high tide. He
turned the light out over the surface. It centered on arock some distance away.

"Helloooo—"

Griff started, dmost lost his grip on the dippery ledge and went back into the water. That hall,
distorted by the echoes that magnified and dehumanized it, was the last thing he had expected. Bracing
himsdf againg the wall, having taken the precaution of snapping down hismask again againgt an
involuntary descent into the flood, he got to hisfeet and flashed theray of thelamp in adow crawl aong
the opposite wall of the cavern.

Then the light picked up and held awaving arm, found the head and shoulders of aweird, masked
mon-ster, who apparently could not move but lay on water-washed rocks.

Griff went into the water and swam, the light beam before him pinpointing that figure. Then he fetched
up againgt thetiny rock idand, and ahand closed with convulsive tightness about the wrist he lifted for a
hold.

"Sngp off that light!" Griff knew hisfather'svoice, hoarse, low, and hurried, asif they werein some
dan-ger that could be drawn by that core of hard yellow radiance.

Griff pulled up ontheidet and levered up his mask. They were crowded together in the dark, and he
heard the click of metal against metd ashisair tank struck against some part of Dr. Gunston's equi pment.
Hisfather was breathing heavily, asif haf-winded from some exertion.

"How did you get in?' The question came with queer pauses between words. "It'swaiting out therein
the other cave. If it hadn't had that poor devil to amuseit, | wouldn't have escaped—"

Griff felt ashudder pass through the body so closeto his. He drew a deep breath of the tainted air.
Hisfather didn't sound hysterical, but there was an odd notein hisvoice,

"| took a chance on one of theinland pools. Just fol-lowed a hunch—"

"Thewells" Dr. Gunston was honestly surprised. "A back door. Then there is another way out of
herel We don't haveto passit—"

"Passwhat, Sr?'

"The mongter—the thing, whatever it is, that's laired up in the outer seacave here. | was swept in by a
wave. It was—busy—" hisfather's voice again did up scae atone or two—"with the Navy diver when |
caught it in my lamp. Then thelight drew it. | dived, dropped the lamp to the bottom to interest it, and
came up in here. The Lord only knowswhere 'here il But there's no going back with that thing doing
sentry—"



"A dupee—?" Griff used the only term he knew for the dead monster of the beach.

"l didn't get agood look at it. But it's something which has no right to be alivein thisday and age!
One of Le Marr's voodoo nightmares!”

"We can make it back to the pool,” Griff said con-fidently. "The passageisfairly easy.”

But to his surprise hisfather did not agree a once. There was alengthy pause, and then Dr. Gunston
spoke.

"I've agame leg—gave it a scrape on something when | dived to get away from the thing'srush.”

Whether it waswise or not, Griff used the lamp, training the lowest wattage beam on hisfather.
Across histhigh was aline of red dots, and about them the flesh was dready puffing into ugly swelling.
Griff could guessthe agony of pain that must be knotting muscle and flesh. And that must be seento at
once! It could be the mark of any kind of wound from a coral scrape to breaks |eft by the poisonous
spines of somefish.

"WEell get out!" From somewhere he found that con-fidence—making hisvoice sound firm evenin his
own unbelieving ears.

A length of the snapped life cord was il at hisfa-ther's belt. With that linking them together, he
should be able to win back up the vent to the well and safety. At least that was their only chance now.



VI
TOO LITTLE, MUCH TOO LATE

years afterwards nightmare memories of that journey back up to the inland pool awoke Griff bathed in
acold swest. Dr. Gunston, with iron endurance, had held on to consciousness. But for much of thetrip
back Griff was supporting alimp body. He dropped his own weighted belt, the spear, every hit of extra
equipment he dared abandon.

A cord graze on his shoulder set blood to staining the water and brought a drynessto his mouth.
What if that summoned the mysterious nightmare from which hisfa-ther had fled—or any of the other
carnivoratha might lurk in the circle of day beyond the lamp? He could only force himsdf to swim at that
steady pace which would mean their eventud savation.

The tunnel walls opened out—he wasin the well. And someone above had sense enough torig a
ladder over thelip of the rim. He clung with one hand to the rungs, supporting Dr. Gunston'sweight with
anarm that fdlt asit it were being pulled from its socket. A splash of water in hisface—then the weight
was gone. Hands, locked in hisarmpits, pulled him up. But it wasn't until helay on ablanket on the sand,
his face free from the mask, tank and flippers stripped from him, that Griff redized he had madeit.

He sat up. "Dad?'

A Seabee grinned at him. "They're carting him down to the base—where Doc can get to work on
him. Hes got abad leg—"

Griff pulled himsalf up. He knew just how bad that leg could be! And there was Hughes and Casey. If
hisfather's sory were true, any seaside diver might bein trouble. He had to get moving. But he was
plowing heavy-footed through the sand asif weights were on each foot. A hand dipped under hisarm.

"Go smdl, mon—" The soft dur of idand speech brought his head up.

“"LeMar!"

There was something reassuring about the voodoo man. Griff had aqueer feding that alone of those
around him now Le Marr could believe in that weird world beneath them, take at face value hisfather's
report of the menace that had killed the Navy diver.

"Debblething—" It was asif Le Marr read hismind. "Mon go in debble thing's house-hole—come
out. You havethe gris-grisin here." Hislong ivory finger tapped Griff lightly on the bresst.

"There is something inthere?'

Le Marr nodded, hisface serious. "Debble thing.”

"Hasit been therelong?’

The other answered in the negative. "Come latdy. Sgn—bad sgn—"

They had crossed the sandy desert and were follow-ing aline of tracks back to the base.

"What kind of Sgn?'

Le Marr did not answer that. Instead he spoke over his shoulder to the Seabeestrailing them with
Griff'sdiving gpparatus.

"Tdl mons that dive—debble thing down there—"

"Sure, pop." The cheerful American voice rang loud-ly over the softer speech of San Isadore. "The
com-mander's aready passed the word to stop.”

Theglare of the sun and his own fatigue blurred his surroundings for Griff. He had avague ideathat he
had been half-carried over the last section into the base, and only when pain pricked his upper arm did
he come around. He was lying on an examination table whileamedica corpsman cleaned and treated the
cora graze.

"—youll fly him out then?' Murray's degp voice came from the hall.

"It'samatter of time, Commander. Yes, I'd say his only chance was the mainland. Hooker can take a
gretch-er in the cabin, and I'll make the trip with him. Frank-ly—I've never seen anything likeit. Some



kind of poi-son and avery virulent one. It'samazing he's lasted thislong. Welve got to learn what it is
before we have another case on our hands.”

"All right. I'll alert Hooker. Y ou want to leave & once?"

"Assoon asit ishumanly possible.”

Who were they going to fly out? As the corpsman walked to the supply cupboard, Griff sat up.

"Hey, fdla—"

The man turned, but Griff was aready on hisway to the door. He reached that vantage point just in
time to see a stretcher being borne past. And hisfather'sface, flushed and swollen, puffed eyes haf-open
but unsee-ing, hisfather's voice muttering in athick, sensdess whisper flashed before him. The corpsman
had caught up with Griff and could not be shaken off when the younger Gunston tried to follow the
stretcher down the corridor.

"Takeit easy, kid. Doc'sflying your old man up to the States—they'll be able to fix him up. We arent
equipped to handleit here. They'll have him under treet-ment in three—four hours. Lieutenant Hooker'sa
hot pilot and knows how to get speed out of that bus of his-"

So Griff had to watch the seaplane off, blinking asit disappeared into the bright blue of the afternoon
sky. Hughes reached the landing stage just asthe plane lifted.

"How isit with the chief 7" Beneath histan, hisface was greenish white and drawn. Therewasa
moment of slence, and it was Griff who replied, steadily enough:

"He got some scratches—"

"Poisoned?" Hughes demanded sharply, dmost asif Griff had been responsible.

" Something new—at least Doc can't diagnoseit,” Mur-ray cut in. "That'swhy he'sflying him north. He
needs an expert opinion.”

"Something new," Hughes repeated savagdy. "Y es— we're up againgt something new al right,
Commander. Y our man isgone, you know—"

Breck Murray's mouth set grimly. " So we pieced out from some things Dr. Gunston said. What did he
tell you?' Herounded on Griff. "Or what did you see down there?"

Griff described the underground cave but added that all he knew about the menace that guarded the
sea en-trance was what his father had told him—that some unknown sea dweller had killed the Navy
diver and that Dr. Gunston had only escaped from it by chance.

"And what did you see?" Murray swung now to Hughes.

"] got in far enough to spot the torch the chief dropped. Then it was caught up by something. | didn't
get agood look at it—"

"Shark?' Murray hazarded.

Hughes replied to that with afirm negative. "1'd take my oath it's nothing we know. Y ou heard of the
thing that was found on the beach before your arriva?"

"Some garbled stuff about a sea serpent.” Murray |ooked perplexed.

"Not asea serpent in the snake sense," Hughes cor-rected. "But it was an aguatic mammal, large,
unknown, and we are dtill trying to classfy it—"

"Man-eater?’

"It was aflesh-eater, yes," Hughes admitted. "And it bears resemblance to the most recent reports of
the so-cdlled 'sea serpents that have been sighted from ships.”

"And now weve another of the things roosting down therein that cavel” the commander burst out.
"It'sligble to make things hot for any diver?"

"How can | tel what it will do?' Hughes shouted back. "We don't know anything about it. But it did
get your diver thismorning, and it attacked Dr. Gunston, 1'd say you'd better get rid of it if you want to
fed safe under water here. It may hunt only at night, keep un-der cover during the day. But we can't be
sure of that—"

"What we need, skipper'—Casey, looking astired and drawn as Hughes, had come up to join
them—"isabomb planted down there."

"Maybe you'reright. Look over our stuff, Casey, and see what we have which will be agood answer
to asea serpent—" Murray rubbed his hand wesrily across his swesting face.



Griff sat down in the haf-finished mess hall. Thefood, which had just been placed before him, was
good —it smelled like home. But, though he hadn't eaten since early that morning, he did not pick up his
fork. There was something wrong. The same hunch that had led him to venture into the inland pool was
working. He could agree that they had no way of enticing the mysterious monster out of its cave, nor
could they be surethat it would come out. There were sea dwellers content enough to remainiin
self-chosen prisons from which they never emerged, alowing the water cur-rentsto supply them at
random with food. Perhaps Casey's suggestion was the only possible answer, and he was ademolition
expert, used to such tricks under water.

Only Griff could not rid himsdlf of afeding of fore-boding, afeding that was not born of the worry
con-nected with the plane beating itsway north. They had had two radio reportsin flight. Dr. Gunston
was gtill holding hisown, and aslong aslife remained they had hope.

"1 will speak with the commander now—" The voice was soft over acore of iron. Griff glanced up to
seeLeMarr.

Theidander was at ease, aman with amission, and he manifestly wasin no way influenced by
Holmes's scowl and refusdl.

"Thisisregtricted territory. You'll be given an escort to the edge of the zone and then—you'll besat it!"
But in spite of the authority of those words, there was un-certainty below them. Holmes had been briefed
intheroutine of hisjob, was zedousin its duties. But there were no regulations to cover the happenings
of the past few hours. Nothing in security files taught aman to stand up to an unknown carnivore a the
bottom of the sea, nor did it prepare one for tactfully handling avoo-doo priest, the unofficia ruler of the
idand. Griff cutin.

"| think Commander Murray wantsto seeLe Marr.”

"And that isthetruth!" Asif the mention of his name had been a conjure spell to summon him, Breck
Mur-ray materiaized just within the doorway. "Glad to meet you, Le Marr." He held out hishand. "Yes,
| know, Mr. Holmes, he hasn't been cleared by security. Le Marr, I'm told you know alot about this
idand and what makesit tick. There's some sort of awild thing down in that sea coast hole. It'staken my
diver, and now Dr. Gun-ston's out of the picture, too. Have you any idea of what it is or how we can get
it out of there?'

Dobrey Le Marr'sivory handsfluttered in aquick gesture. "This debble thing be new to theidand, sir.
It comes up from the degps—"

"Why?" Murray demanded flatly.

"Who knows? Maybeso trouble there—I think that. But | know it not fo' true. Debble thing run from
trou-ble it 'fraid, it hungry. It find hidey hole an’ wait. Pret-ty soon maybe it forget—it not like mon.” He
tapped his own chest. "Then maybeso it go—"

"Well," Murray shrugged. "We can't afford to St it out. But you haven't hunted these things then?”

Le Marr shook his head.

"What killed that one found on the shore?' Holmes asked the question asthough trying to force Le
Marr into some damaging admisson. Again Griff struck into the conversation. The circumstances, he
thought, re-leased him from the promise he had given hisfather.

"The Geiger said it was 'hot." Maybe radiation got it."

He was amazed at the result of his perfectly truthful statement. Both of the officersfroze, dmost asif
the thing they discussed had appeared in the center of the floor. Holmes opened his mouth and then
closad it tight-ly. But Murray strode to the table and glared down at Griff.

"That thetruth?

"Ask Hughes. He discovered it during dissection. It was 'hot'—so's that plague scum—"

Murray ran both hands through histhick brush of hair and then glanced over his shoulder a Holmes.
"D'you know that?"

"1 have nothing to say," snapped the younger officer in return.

The commander bit off aforceful word. "That an-swersme." He was curbing histemper with avisble
effort. "Maybe someday they'll give aman dl the facts before—" He swalowed. " So this menace may be
radio-active dong with al therest! That's pleasant. | guess Casey's answer isthe only one.”



"Bomb it out?" Griff's earlier uneasiness awoke as he saw Le Marr give adart.

"Y ou put bomb down there, Sir? That be bad thing— very bad thing!"

"Why?"

"Searun under the land—far, far." Le Marr's hands moved in graphic motions. ™Y ou bresk that—Iland
fall —into the sea”

"Y ou've got a point. But we can't lie around here waiting for that thing to move out. Weve got to get it
out and fast! Were working againgt time—"

Out of thetail of hiseye Griff saw Holmes make awarning gesturein avain attempt to stop Breck
Mur-ray's explanation. But Griff, remembering aproblem of his own and how he and Chris Waite had
solved it, dared to interrupt once more.

"Look here, sr—could you rig some sort of small ex-plosive which could be planted in bait. If we
could get thet thing to eat it—"

"Hmmm—" The commander stopped pacing. Even Le Marr looked thoughtful. "Y ou tried something
likethat before?"

"Chris Waite, he'sthe mate of the Iland Queen, and | got rid of abig moray in that way. We baited
ahook and pulled the edl out of its hole—though we had to use ablock and tackle to do it. We couldn't
hope to drag this out of hiding, not if it is the Size of the dead one we found on the beach. But supposing
it was eat-ing and asmall charge blew up in itsface—that ought to kill it."

They held aconference, Hughes, Casay, the com-mander, another demolition man, and Griff. A party
went inland with rifles and returned before the hour was up with the rangy carcass of awild pig. The
scrawny frame now occupied the position of honor in the center of the table while Hughes examined the
bristly corpse and asked questions of Casey and his second-in-com-mand.

"Wemay beableto doit," was Hughessverdict, "as-suming that the thing doesntt like its dinner aive
and kicking when it getsit and assuming that you can meas-ure out a charge which will answer the
purpose.” He glanced out of the window to where evening shadows were purple-black and thick. "A lot
of the big onesfeed at sunset—"

Griff, remembering octopi activity, nodded at that. Now that they had made up their collective minds,
he was eager to get into action. Anything was better than to sit in this haf-finished building listening to the
clat-ter of work without, waiting for the arrival of a messen-ger with anew radio report—

But there proved to belittle that he could do except watch the visceration of the corpse and the
rigging therein of some complicated wiring and grenades dreamed up by the demolition people. Casey
straight-ened up at last from the gory table with atired ghost of agrin.

"That ought to do it, skipper." He spoke across the smelly board to Murray. "Just let the whatsis get
its back teeth into that and whamo!"

They could not depend upon the seato ddliver their prize package. It must be introduced by hand into
the ominous cave opening. And it was Casey who overrode dl the othersin his demand to be the one for
that job.

Armed with a harpoon gun-spear, alifelinefast to his harness, hisface very sober behind his mask, he
en-tered the combers and hung, one hand anchoring him to arock, as his assistant gingerly lowered the
bait into hisreach.

With the pig bomb in hand he went under water. And those above had to depend upon the reports
from Hughes and Murray, crouched by the water glass, asto his movements. Aimost immediately he was
beyond their point of vision, and they could only stand on the naturd jetty, the spray soaking through their
clothing asthe dusk with its odd greenish glow gathered fast.

Griff'sfingerswere on the lifdine. He caught the sg-na and he shouted. "He'sin the cavel™

The commander's hand fell heavily on his shoulder. Griff nursed the line, now taut, waiting for the
second pull, which would mark Casey's escape. It was far too long in coming.

"What's Bert doing?' That was his superior officer, tossng away a haf-smoked cigarette in order to
light an-other with hands that shook alittle. " Shoving itsdinner right into the thing's teeth?!

"Now!" Griff caught the "mission accomplished” twitch.

Casey had better makeit fast. If he had waited to see the bait seized, he might have waited far too



long—for, in spite of dl their care, the charge might be too strong and would bring the cliff downasLe
Marr had warned. Y et theidander did not appear to heed his own warning. He was teetering back and
forth on the wet rocks asin-tent upon seeing the end of the game asthe rest of them.

Casey's head broke water. He swam for the rocks and found a reception committee scrambling down
tolift himin. But before he made land, he thrust out his spear, aweird armored captive still wriggling
upon it. Hughes automatically grabbed at that. Casey snapped up his mask and drew a deep bresath.

"Did it take the bait?' demanded Murray.

Casey'susud lightheartedness was gone. " Something which was mighty hungry did. | didn't seeit
close—I didn't want to!"

Murray was watching hiswrist watch, and now he counted a oud:
"—five—ax—saven—eaght—nine—"

But he never reached "ten.” Griff could not have told afterwards whether it was sound, or vibration, or
both. There was atremor, amuffled noise—

"That'sit." Casey broke the hush.

"L ook out!"

Holmes shout brought them about to face the cliff wall. A section split off, crashed down into the
swirling water. A wave licked knee-high about the men on the rocks. They waited for more. But nothing
came, and then Murray gave an order.

"Get into the cutter—wel| take the sea route back.”

Griff was crowded againgt Hughes. The other had out a pocket flash, examining the fishimpaled on
Casey's spear. It was anew variety to Griff, with awarty, thorned skin, an odd pugged face.

"What isit?"

Hughes replied with more than alittle amazement coloring histone. " Something which does not belong
here. Scorpion fish—from the Barrier Resf. If thisiswhat got the chief—" He stopped dmost in
mid-word.

"Maybe we'retoo late. Were doing much too little, too late. Halfway around the world from whereiit
belongd Lord, who's mixing us up—or what is happening?’



VII
THE ISLAND QUEEN DOESNOT REPLY

"you sy it'sawhat?" Commander Murray regarded the ugly, spined body of Casey's capture with
obviousdigtaste.

"It's a stonefish—a scorpion fish— We saw enough of them on the Pacific—Banda Sea project. They
range from Polynesiato the Red Sea—"

"But not here?' Murray caught him up on that.

"Not known to be here," Hughes corrected cautious-ly. "But how can we make any definite
satements? In 1954 they brought in alive Latimeria Chaumnae near the Comore Idands. And by rights
the thing should have been dead more than amillion years ago. It was aliving fossil. In 1949 fish scales,
aslarge asthose from atarpon, but from atotally unknown fish, were sold to a souvenir dedler in Tampa,
Florida. And none of the ex-pertsin Washington could identify them. So there might be awhole colony
of stonefish cruising about here—"

"They're deadly?' Casey surveyed his catch with open curiosity. "It made arun at the pig, that'swhy |
speared it. Then | forgot about it—I wastoo interested in the other thing."

Commander Murray leaned back in hischair. "Which, luckily, we don't have to worry about now!"

Casey nodded confirmation. An hour after his exploit Hughes had inssted on making anight dive. He
re-turned with the information that the entrance to the monster cave had been sedled by the landdip they
had witnessed and that, living or dead, they need worry no more about attack from the unknown.

Griff stared a the stonefish dully. He knew that the poison from its spines was as vicious as cobra
venom. If thiswaswhat had struck hisfather, he could only marvel that Dr. Gunston had survived. But
Hughes had an answer to that also. Using apencil he prodded the warty skin.

"Thiswill be proof for Gongware—"

"Dr. Gongware?" Casey done recognized the name. Hughes shot him a surprised glance.

"Y es. He's been working on anti-poison serums for divers on the pearl banks. The chief volunteered
to play guineapig. If he was attacked by this, it must have been Gongware's stuff which kept him
alive—though it's been over ayear since he wasinoculated. Y ou sent news about thisto the States,
Commander? It may give the doctorsalead in trestment.”

Murray nodded and then yawned. Griff looked at hiswatch. It was close to midnight. But he didn't
want to leave until they had some word. Holmes camein, blink-ing at the bright light.

"Therésarow going on down idand, r," he an-nounced.

Murray had echoed the word "row" when Griff stepped past the security officer to the door and out
in-to the night. The flood lamps made a harsh white day for alittle circle, and there was the clatter of
machinesto fill it. But sometrick of the wind brought another sound, faint enough, but initsvery faintness
depress-ing. Griff had heard it before—but never in such volume,

"What isit?" Murray had followed him out.

"Thevoodoo drums, sr." Griff could fed that beat esting under his own skin. He knew that there were
certain rhythms of thoseritual drumsthat were not for the hearing of hisrace, that would twist and turn
emo-tionsto a pitch a paler-skinned northerner could not stand. And thiswas fast gpproaching that
point. A Sea-bee near him halted a bulldozer to listen.

"l don't likeit!" Breck Murray snapped. "'V oodoo, en?'

"Theidand brand. But I've never heard it like that before. Not since old Kristina died the week after |
came here. She wasthe Mamaloi, the priestess, akind of witch, | think. Most of theidanderswere
afraid of her. She cursed more than she cured—different from Le Marr. And they were drumming out
her spirit so she wouldn't haunt them.”



"What are they drumming out now?"

"It might be the cave monster, Commander. They consider that to be a dupee—a voodoo devil.
Or—"

"It might be us? Le Marr hinted at something of that sort before he faded away this evening.”

"Wadll, theidanders are aclose-knit lot. A few of them —Le Marr, Captain Murdock of the Queen
and his crew, the shopkeeper—have been off idand and know more about the world. The rest of
them—they are gpt to be suspicious of any new thing. It'sin their history. They came here as daves,
rebel-convicts, or pirates—fugitives from the law—and they have an ingtinctive distrust for our brand of
civilization. I'd ligen to Le Marr, sir; he hasmorered power than the commissioner, though therere il
some who follow the spirit of old Kristinaand would like to return—"

"To theways of the bad old days? Such asthisfor example?' Murray produced atiny bag of brilliant
scar-let cdico. Inthelight of the working lampsit lay adol-lop of blood in the hollow of hispam. "What
isit?"

Griff did not touch it. "That'sagris-gris, and not agood one, I'd say, though I'm not a student of
voodoo. A gris-gris—amulet—can work either for good or evil. A good one you carry asaluck charm
for protection. And an evil one you plant on an enemy. Where did you find that, Commander?

"Lying just within the door of my office.”

"Take it back, put it down in the same place, and then get Le Marr to removeit for you," advised
Griff.

"Using theright formula?' One of Murray's expressive eyebrows did up.

"You logt adiver today. Every bit of bad luck you have from now on will be credited to voodoo, and
the reputation of the one who made that gris-griswill grow accordingly. It could add up to bad trouble.
Ligen!"

The begt of those drumswas steady, pulsing in time with one's blood, or pulling the blood into rhythm
with it. Griff was breathing faster; he found it difficult to stland till. He wanted to be out of this place of
light and machines—to run into the quiet dark where he could crouch and cover hisearsin blissful
dlence. And yet that windborne sound pulled at him, asif to draw him acrosstheidand to its unknown
source.

"We don't depend on native labor,” Murray pointed out. " Our supplies are brought in from our own
ships. | don't see that we have to worry about any trouble with theidanders.”

Griff leaned back againgt acora dab wall. Maybe the base didn't have to worry about ill will of the
men of San Isadore. But he was sure that voodoo or no voodoo, if he were in trouble he would want Le
Marr on his side of the barricade. Maybe the idander had no super-natural powers but he had
something—something that even the scientist in Dr. Gunston had been forced to acknowledge. And Griff
respected Dobrey Le Marr as aman of authority.

"Griff!" Hughes bore down upon him. His eyes were shining and his hands dropped on Griff's
shoulders, whirling the dighter and younger man around with him in acircling that had nothing to do with
the distant drum, an outburst asforeign to the assstant's usually staid control as Apache war paint.

"They've got it under control! The chief'll pull through! We just heard it by radio. It was the serum that
kept him going until they could get the proper antidote.”

Griff could never remember afterwards how he got back to the lab. Drugged with fatigue, he made his
way up the path from the cutter to his cot at the lab. And then even the beet of the drums, now loud and
steady, could not keep him awake any longer.

He did not quite deep the clock around, but by the dant of the sun acrossthefloor, it waswell into
after-noon when herolled over and blinked blearily at the scuttling lizards on the celling. Wind rustled ina
dry clatter through palm fronds, and beneath that hummed the eternal pound of the surf. He sat up, aware
of anaching void in hismiddle.

The house was quiet. He went down the hall to the shower and saw that the lab door was shut. When
he knocked, there was no answer. Hughes must have gone out. Showering was aluxury, dressing alazy
process. He raided the food safe. It was so very peaceful that he de-cided to visit his spray pool.

But as he stood in the thrust of the wind and looked out over the bay he knew again that vague



uneasiness. Something was missng—Carterstown was a deserted town, but that was usua at this hour.
Two fishing boats rocked at anchor in the bay. Boats—!

Griff knew now what had bothered him. The Idand Queen was not at her accustomed berth below.
Y et she had been gone three days—and she should have re-turned that morning. In al the months he had
been on San Isadore, he had |earned that Angus Murdock, un-like the mgority of his compatriots, ran
his communica-tion service between the idands with the regularity of aclock. The Idand Queen had
been due to drop her an-chor before noon today—yet there was no Iland Queen to be seen.

Clapping on his palm straw hat, Griff went down to the town. And it was as he threaded hisway
along the ruts of asidelane that he noticed the second mystery. About one house in three or four was il
inhabited. But usually there were sgns of life about those. Now—

In spite of the blaze of the sun Griff shivered. Closed shutters, no scrawny chickens scratching
haf-heartedly in the littered doorways—a brooding quiet, he might be walking through atown waiting for
an attack.

The Union Jack hung limp from the polein front of the Government Housg, its folds sun-bleached
from scarlet to rose. Griff hesitated for amoment and then climbed the three broad steps that set the
building on amoreimposing leve than its neighbors. The wide inner hall was deserted, but echoing loudly
through the genera silence camethe click of an inexpertly pounded typewriter. Someone was busy
during the Sesta period, and Griff went in search of the worker.

In the second office he found his quarry, ayoung man of his own age hunched in concentration over
the keyboard of an old and battered machine, pecking out some composition letter by painful, two-finger
dyle.

"Henry Grimes!" Griff approached the desk.

The other looked up, startled, but not with the wel-come Griff expected from Angus Murdock's
nephew. Grimes was due to leave the idand in two weeks time on a scholarship the governor a Santa
Mariahad helped to arrange. But now Henry's square young face, aless tough edition of the pirate
Murdock visage, was very sober, and his eyes were both cold and wary. Griff asked the question that
hed brought him there.

"What's the news from the Queen? Didn't she comein on schedule?'

"Did you see her in—the—bay, mon?" Henry counter-questioned, changing in midsentence to the
precise dic-tion hetried so hard to use.

"What happened?'

" Ask—the—Navy mons—men— Trouble comes with them. The Queen, she don't answer the
wireless" As hisagitation grew, Henry lapsed into the idand idiom. "The commissioner, he speak to San’
Maria. They say Queen sal ontime, same asdways. But she no come—"

Griff stiffened. Those other stories of the mystery ship, the drifting derelicts—he had listened to them,
speculated concerning their fate with Chris and Mur-dock himself. But those reports had never seemed
true. They were just something that happened beyond the horizon to strangers, nothing that touched his
own world. Only now—what if the Island Queen was caught up in that ugly web?

"They'vetried to reach her by radio?"

"The commissioner, he expect something important comin' by my uncle's hand—to him from the
governor. When the Queen do not come, he worry, so he call San' Maria—'cause there be no storm, no
thing to keep her back. San' Mariasay Queen sall like dways—cam sea, no winds, no thing bad. But
the Queen, she do not come. So there is something bad!™

"And her own radio?"

Henry's shoulders hunched as he leaned farther over the typewriter. "They cal—they are till cdlin'.
Shedo not answer."

Griff started for the radio room, the idanders onelink with the outside world. There was the shuffle of
hide sandas behind him as Henry followed.

The room was hot and dark, the shutters having been pulled to againgt the straight glare of the
afternoon sun. Commissioner Burrows had shed the white coat he worein public, but he had made no
other concession to the hest. He glanced up as Griff hovered in the doorway, gave anod, which was



both greeting and invitation to enter, and waved to a chair. But he did not remove the earphones clamped
across hiscrigp black hair, nor did he rdax hislistening attitude.

Henry coughed, and the shuffle of his sandals was unnecessarily loud. The commissioner sghed,
dipped up one earphone, and reached for one of the strong idand cigarettes lying in abox on the table.

"No news, Sr?' Henry asked.

"No newsfor us"

"And you can't raisethe Queen a dl, Sr?"

Burrows shook his head. " Santa Maria has sent out the cutter." His clipped English with its overseas
ac-cent gtill carried atrace of the Indies drawl. " So far— nothing!™

He watched the smoke curl lazily from the tube be-tween hisfingers and then added abruptly, "Would
you bewilling to do something for me, Mr. Gunston?"

"Of course—"

"It may be necessary for me to see Commander Mur-ray at the base—but | don't want to make too
much of our meseting. | understand very well the necessity for declaring the ingtallation being erected there
restricted territory, but you have alegitimate reason for visiting the base. The plane that flew your father
to the States re-turned thismorning. Y ou will desire to have news—"

Griff was dready on hisfeet. Probably Hughes had aready gone to the base for just that reason. He
knew atwinge of resentment because the other had not wak-ened him for that trip.

"Present my regards to Commander Murray"—the commissioner's tone became more forma—"and
ask himwhen it will be possible to meet with him to discuss an important matter. Henry will runyou upin
our launch—"

As Griff went out into the late afternoon with Henry, it wasinto a<till deserted town. A pig despingin
therat of asideroad, the ever-present hummingbirdsflit-ting from one flowering spike of aloeto the
next, were gpparently the only living thingsin Carterstown.

"Whereiseveryone?' Griff ventured to ask.

"“They wait—"

"Wait? For what?'

"For what comes!" Henry's hand went to the breast of his shirt, in that movement Griff had seen Rob
make so many times. So Henry, too, had his gris-gris, his pro-tection against the unseen.

The American spoke boldly. "The drums sounded last night. Le Marr—"

Henry's broad face was impassive; it was as shuttered as the windows of those houses back in town.
For dl his scholarship, his off-idand plans, Henry was of San Isadore. But he did volunteer one strange
gatement— something that startled Griff.

"Dobrey Le Marr—that mon be not so big-big—" The wordstrailed off into amutter as Henry
redlized that he had made that remark to an off-idander.

Dissension in the idand ranks? Griff wondered about that as he cast off the mooring lines of the small
boat that was the commissoner's officid "launch.” Had a segment of the die-hards who had followed the
dark bdliefs of old Kristinabegun to re-establish their brand of the ancient worship? Wasthat the
explanation for the new drumming of the night before?

They headed straight for the Naval settlement. But to Griff's surprise they were warned off long before
they reached their destination by the cutter, which had run the laboratory boat from its work two days
before. Griff sgnaled vigoroudy and shouted across the water that he had amessage for Commander
Murray from the commissioner. But in the end he had to transfer to the Navy craft and let Henry return
aoneto Carterstown.

A guard, armed, marched him at aquick trot through the section where construction wasin the same
frenzied progressto acore of buildings that had sprouted rooms overnight, like cellsin awasps nest.
Oncethere heran into Hughes in earnest conversation with the doctor, and Griff broke from his escort to
jointhem.

"He's more than holding hisown,” the doctor assured Griff. "That serum stemmed the poison until they
could pump an antidoteinto him. But if he hadn't had that—" He shook his head. "Nasty beggars, those
stonefish. I'll take one apart scale by scae and seeif | can discover what makes them tick. Inthe



meantime, | had them wire Gongware for some more serum. If he has a sup-ply on hand, they'll fly it out
to us. Better to be pre-pared—"

"Two more stonefish brought in thismorning,” Hughestold Griff. "I want the commander to offer a
reward and see if we can get theidandersto hunt them. But how they got herein thefirst place—hafway
around the world from where we thought they belonged—!"

It wasapuzzle dl right, thought Griff—but no more of apuzzle than alot of other thingswhich
focused on San Isadore at the moment. He saw over Hughes's shoul-der the plane bobbing on the water
by theimprovised landing, and in that moment an idea occurred to him. Vighility from the air waswide.
The Iand Queen could not have drifted so far off her course since she had left Santa Mariathat she
could not be sighted by a search plane. Could the commander order the machine out to aid in the hunt?
No longer attending to Hughesstak about stonefish, Griff turned to the guard.

"I'd like to see Commander Murray as soon as possible’

"Y ou've been the one holding up the procession, fella—"

"What's up?' Hughes gathered that there was some-thing e se in the world besidefish.

"The Idand Queen islate—and she doesn't answer radio sgnds,” Griff flung over his shoulder ashe
trotted after hisguide.



VIl
HOUR OF ULTIMATUM

but griff wasto have no satisfaction from Commander Murray. Scant attention was paid ether to the
message from the commissioner or to hisown idea of using the segplane in the search for the Queen. The
amosphere of the base had aways been one of hurry and tension, but now it was building to akind of
controlled frenzy. If the Seabees had been working againgt time from the start of the project, they now
raced with disaster. And Murray had no momentsto spare.

Shunted to one side, not knowing how he was going to return to Carterstown, since an overland trek
at night was arisky business and Murray had made no offer of atrip in the cutter, Griff watched the
scenein be-wildered amazement. The lampsflashed on as night closed down.

More lights tonight—this time at sea beyond the brok-en reef. Then landing craft, arugged fleet,
coming ashore in a steady procession to land quantities of baes and boxes on the beach. Tractors towing
flat truckstoiled down to that point, where robots |oaded with a speed and efficiency that made Griff
tired to watch. He did not understand a tenth of what he ssaw—he had never known that such machines
existed. Mogt of the labor was apparently done by push-button control over new unmanned cranes and
trucks.

Thetrain of goods waddled by, passing the now a-most completed administration building to some
hidden interior destination. A second tractor with itstow was dready pulled up beside the mountain of
materia on the strand. About him the handful of men were direct-ing only, most of the work was robot.
Griff wasignorant of construction work, but surdly this precision and re-mote control was new, though
any dullard could have guessed that government brass never published al it knew, nor displayed openly
al that it might accomplishin times of stress. Atomic power for machinery had been commonly
discussed, and there had been afew timid and costly excursonsinto thet in the civilian field. But Griff
guessed now that he was probably surrounded at the present by machines running on atomic power.
Per-haps the atomic breakdown also supplied the light un-der which those various pieces of apparatus
went their efficient way.

What was the purpose of the base anyway? He could make arough guess at a storage depot. The
mound of goods moving in asteady and unending stream to an inland pool could not be just for the use of
thefifty or so men now Stationed here—unlessthey were only the fore-runners of alarge garrison.

But the low, heavy-walled building that served as headquarters, barracks, mess hdl, and hospital was
gtill the only erection in sight, and there was no indication of another being planned. A sub base? Griff
wastrying to fit that ideainto the genera scheme of things when Hughes and the Navy doctor came out.
The doctor hated to light acigarette. In the glare of the working lights his eyes were red and puffy, and
he inhaed the smoke with the Sgh of atired man. But Hugheswas dert, dive, hisfingersdrumming on his
belt, then mov-ing to ram into the pockets of hisdacks.

"Mutant—" Hughes said.

"If you think so. It'syour field rather than mine. And | don't remember ever dissecting afish before.
Mu-tant—? But it wasn't 'hot." "

"Not this generation—"

The doctor's lips shaped a soundlesswhistle. " So that's your theory. Well—maybe so." But he didn't
look con-vinced. "Twenty-five years since Hiroshima, and we haven't seen what the horror merchants
dreamed up would follow that—no superbrains or monster-men—"

"Not quite afull generation,” Hughes pointed out. " And maybe man reacts more dowly to radiation
than—"

"Than your fish?'Y ou think that thing you found on the beach, and whatever it wasin the cave, were
mutant forms aso? Mutants of what—whales—sedls—?"



"There have aways been reports of strange things seen at sea, even weird remains washed ashore,”
Hughes countered. "Dr. Gunston's theory was that unexplained radiation suggested some experimentation
in the depths—"

"Which drove Fido up here?' The doctor grinned. "Y ou may have something there. Or maybe the
Reds have turned agimmick loose—just to foul up the pic-ture generdly for you brain boys—"

"We could accept that, too, if one of our undercover men hadn't gotten the tip out to usthat they're
a so worried—having trouble with the same red scum off China. They're making their own investigetions.”

"Which could be ablind—"

Hughes shrugged. " Sure enough. Only we do haveit on our hands. And sooner or later we'll get to
the bot-tom of it."

"It had better be sooner.” The doctor's levity vanished. "There may not be alater—"

"War? But power'stoo evenly balanced. They know what the retaliation would be if they dared to
jump us—"

"They aso know what revol ution would mean—to them. And there's dways the hope that you can
move fagter than the other fellow—if you jump him without warning. Their grain crop was afailure last
season, and they have other internd troubles. They would like to focustheir people's anger elsawhere
than on their own policies. | know—cold war for twenty or so years. We've heard dl the rumors and
adarmsuntil they don't mean much any more. But that doesn't mean that aspark at theright place at the
right time won't set off the blazel”

Hughes shook his head dowly. "They're not idiots. No one wins an atomic war. Oh, | wouldn't deny
that they may be trying some fancy tricks under cover. And maybe we're doing some crowding, too,
where it doesn't come out into the light of day. But an out-and-out war —that's suicide!”

The doctor tossed away his haf-smoked cigarette. "L et's hope that you're right and we're heading into
ahalf century or so of hot peace. Now I'm going to cdll it aday—" He yawned widely, but Griff cut in.

"Have you had any more news of my father, sir?'

The doctor blinked at him. "Y ou here, too? Y es, there was a report about an hour ago. HE'sgot a
long pull ahead, but he ought to be back poking into your smdly fish in amonth or two. Sooner if the
bright boys at the lab there can get that poison broken down." He turned to Hughes. "WEell ship your
gpecimens up in the morn-ing. If Dr. Gunston can identify them as the thing which attacked him, well be
"

Hughes nodded. "I'll do my own report. Thanks for the help—and good night, Doctor."

The Navy man glanced &t the brilliant flood around them. "I've forgotten what night'slike sincel've
been here. But ther€lll have to come an end sometime. Be seeing you—"

Hughes had the solution for their return to Carters-town—the lab launch. Asthey swung out and
away from the light and din of the base, Griff noted that the sup-ply ship was till unloading.

"Looksasif they're getting ready for an army.”

Hughes studied the laden craft discharging cargo on the beach.

"Might be preparing for asiege. | wonder—"

" Sub base?"

"Could bethat. Well, here comes our escort.”

The Navy cutter drew alongside, flashed the search-light beam across them, and then cut throttle,
dogging behind the small boat in awarning to get out.

But the radiance that wresthed the base was not the only beacon blazing that night from San Isadore.
Asthey rounded the western bulge of the idand and chugged into Frigate Bay, they saw the second
illumina-tion, ahigh legping column of flame on the cliff ahead. "Thelab!" Hughes shouted.

But Griff was not sureit wasthat building. After al, the thatched roof, the wooden interior fittings
would burn speedily, and the cora block walls could not feed such afire as they now saw. Hughes set
the motor at top speed, and the smdll craft bounced aong on the surface of the water. It looked asif they
might run ashore, and Griff moved toward the controls.

Though the dark bulk of the Idland Queen was not anchored there, he counted four of the weedy
hulks of fishing boats, more than he had ever seen in port together before. And the town, which had been



dead when heléft it hours earlier, was now dive—windows lighted.

Hugheswas out of the launch, sumbling ahead on the wharf as hiswill moved faster than hisfeet. Griff
made the craft fast before he followed. But when he caught up with Hughes, he found the ichthyologist
strug-gling with someonein the dark.

"Mon—don't go up there. Not now, mon—"

Only extreme emergency would have set Le Marr to that struggle. Before Griff came up, Hughes was
down and the voodoo man crouched over him, trying to hold hisflailing body immovable while he talked.

"They's gone wild—those mons up there! The deb-ble out o' the night Stsin their minds, an' they
thinkswild things. Y ou up there—maybeso more trouble— bad trouble—an'’ that's not good. They
fraid—an' ‘fraid mons hit out at the first thing they see. They don't think, they do! Y ou come, wi' me. The
commissoner, he talk. When the wild go—these mons be shamed. Then they listen, they walk smdl for
longtime"

"Arethey burning thelab?' Griff asked. That some-thing he had sensed in the town earlier in the day
had now returned a hundredfold. It wasthick in theair. He could amost clutch it in hishand, taste it—the
fear, the panic of amab.

"They can't burn the walls—they burn what they find-"

Hughes writhed, and atorrent of raging words poured out of him. But the outburst was short. Ina
moment he was able to ask in an dmost normd voice, "They took everything?'

Le Marr released hishold on the older man and squatted back on his hedls. "They missed some
things. | tell Heber, Ross, Lechee—take an' hide your papers. They bein my house waitin'."

"But why?' Hughes sat up. He sounded honestly puz-zled.

"They 'fraid. The ISand Queen be missin'. There be debblesin the sea. Before the doctor came,
before you came, these things were not. They believe you divein the sea, stir up bad trouble for idand
mons. If they burn what isyour magic things, then you go 'way and the debble go with you. Now you
come commissioner's house, make better plans there. Soon these foolish mons begin to think
agan—Dbetter let them do that then have more trouble now."

Griff aided Hughesto hisfeet. "Youwin, Le Marr,” the assstant said bleskly. "But dl the chief's
work— it'scrimind!”

"These mons—" Le Marr arose too. His hand twitched in vague shooing movements asif hewould
hurry the two Americans on before him to the Government House. "They ain't thinkin' now—they is
fraid. Mon 'fraid, he do things what he don't do when he think. But when you 'fraid, you do same. Navy
mons ‘fraild now—they build, build, hurry-hurry, ‘cause they is‘frad.”

Griff could fed it—that net of tension. It had been dowly tightening about theidand for days, he had
be-gun to redize that—afeding that they were al perched on the rim of asteep dliff with awaverisangto
lick them into the raging water below.

They found the commissioner ill in the radio room. He might not have moved since Griff had | eft.
Brax-ton Wells, the storekeeper, his grizzled, closely cropped hair asilvery cap, sat by the far wall.
Without remem-bering, Griff glanced around in search of the other two who made up the inner circle of
San Isadore. But Cap-tain Angus Murdock and Chris Waite were missing. In-stead George Hanson
balanced timidly on the edge of achair, jumping to hisfeet and jerking histunic into order asthe
Americans and Le Marr entered. Histopee with its patiently shined constabl€e's crest hung on awall Peg.

The commissioner might be in the same position as Griff had left him, but he looked yearsinstead of
hours older. Hisface had adrawn expression. He no longer wore the headphones but nursed them in his
hand, glancing down at them now and again asif they were totally strange objects.

"What's going on here!" Hughes burst out. " Those hoodlums smashing up the lab! We're here under
the protection of your government aswell as our own, Com-missioner. Y ou'll hear from headquarters
about this outrage”

The commissioner raised hishead. "Y ou are perfect-ly at liberty to file any type of protest you wish,
Mr. Hughes, with your government or mine—if either isleft by tomorrow morning.” The colorlesstimbre
of hisvoice, the tone of a dead man, stopped Hughess pro-tests as effectively asif he had been dapped
across the mouth.



"What's happened?’ Hughes rephrased his question of the moment before, watching the commissioner
nar-rowly. Thiswas more than any outburst of violence on the idand, more than the disappearance of
the Queen.

"We received a message relayed from Santa Maria. Two hours ago Cape Town ceased to be."

"Cape Town?" Hughes echoed stupidly. What did Cape Town have to do with—

"Cape Town, South Africa, Wellington, New Zealand, Sydney, Australia, Singapore, and'—histired
eyesflick-ered from one American face to the other—" Seattle—"

"Sesttle!" That struck home. "But what-?"

Burrows continued, stating wild facts asif he were repesating the current market prices on conch mest.
"Ther€'s censorship clamped down tight now, and dur-ing the past hour they've been jamming so that
noth-ing at al gets through. But something happened off the coast of China. They blamed it onthe
Western Con-federation, so they have started wiping out the great segports one by one until they get
what they demand-unconditiond surrender—"

"Why not London—New Y ork—Paris?' demanded Hughes.

The commissioner put down the earphones. " Perhaps they don't want to ruin too much before they
take over. We've been told enough tales about what will follow out-and-out atomic warfare. The reports
which have comein suggest bombardment from hidden subs, not air-borne missles. And weve heard
nothing for the past hour—other cities may be gone by now."

Griff'shold on the back of the nearest chair tightened. He tried not to imagine what might be
happening be-yond the rim of the sea. Back home they had always sworn they would not fire the first
shot. But whey they were attacked, there would be areply the world would remember. Had that attack
and reply been dready launched?

Hughes was dmost shouting. "They said nothing to us about this at the base—but they must have
known!"

"Commander Murray said nothing?”

Griff shook his head. "He was speeding up the job there, would hardly listen to me. There couldn't be
some mistake?"

"No, the broadcast was officid, though we don't know —or they won't tell us—more than afew bare
facts. Those cities ceased to communicate—then the ultima-tum from the East—"

Hughes shook his head. "They must have gone mad. They know what well do in return—"

"They might have gambled on something ese," Brax-ton Wells pointed out in his off-idand accent.
"What if the Western Confederation does not reply in kind? What if they won't take the risk of using the
big ones—?"

"Y ou mean—surrender on demand? That's pacifist reasoning—"

"Some men think it is better to endure abad government for a space than to turn the earth into a
cinder by retdiation.”

"And | say"—Hughes rounded on the little man— "that the men who argue that way should be forced
to livein the Eastern Bloc and learn what it means.”

"Do you know how many million people sgned the last pacifist petition?' countered Wells.

"1 know how many million are going to face the firing squads when the Reds take over if wefold up
under thisl Maybe that's why they've dared to make this move —those mouthy pacifist petitions have the
Reds think-ing we won't stand up to them.”

The commissioner put on the headset and then turned up the volume of the broadcast receiver. From
the loud-speaker on the table came a nerve-wracking clamor.

"Jamming—still jamming. Gentlemen"—the commis-soner spoke now with aquiet authority—"1
believe that we must now assume that a condition of world-wide war may exist."

"And that base may bring it hereto usl" Wells snapped.

"Quitetrue. But it istoo late to do anything about that,” Burrows pointed out. "And | believe that you
will al agreethat we have no defense against subs whose weapons can destroy cities such as have
already been wiped from the map. Heretofore, wars have been waged and their action has not touched
thisidand. Le Marr, has the real meaning of modern war penetrated to the people here?!



"No, sr. Tonight they fear the sea debbles—they don't fear war. War don't mean nothing.”

"Then | must ask dl of you here'—Burrows gaze caught and held the party in theroom—"to let it
continue that way. We can welcome the disturbance at your lab-oratory, Mr. Hughes, wanton as that
destruction may seem to you. It will occupy their minds. Tomorrow al who took part init will lie low. But
there shall be ar-rests, fines; we shdl be very busy with it. But can we afford a panic—the wholeidand
going mad with fear?'Y ou understand that we cannot!”

Braxton Wells opened hislips asif to speak and then closed them. Hughes wore a defiant expression,
but re-luctantly he nodded.

"All right. | promiseto go dong. But we must get some sort of news!”

"Mogt certainly. So | suggest, gentlemen, that the five of us now herewill do sentry duty at the
radio— but that we aone shal have accessto it. Unlessthe Nava party takes usinto their confidence,
we have thisas our only link with what is happening out there. And since you are homeless Mr. Hughes,
Mr. Gunston, please take quarters here. We shdl arrange time for each to be on call here. Do you
agree?'

"Do we have any choice now?' Hughes wanted to know.



IX
WAR TWO WAYS

griff swalowed and then ran histongue over dry lips. He had agtde taste in hismouth; his body ached
as he moved giffly on the hard chair. He must have dept; there was abar of sunlight advancing from the
window. Getting clumdly to his numb feet, he stamped to hur-ry the return prickle of circulation and went
to that window to look out upon Carterstown.

The sour smdll of the town hung heavy with no wind to lighten it. He became conscious of that—no
wind. A bird chittered in the foliage and was answered by the squalling bray of adistant donkey. But
there was no sghing wind, and adank cloak of heat had fallen heavily on the houses.

His shirt clung to him stickily. Griff wanted ashower, achange. Then he remembered the fate of the
lab and dl their possessionsthere. At least it would do no harm to go up and look around.

Not wanting to meet anyone, to haveto talk, Griff hurried down the hall and out of the door. A
woman in the road outside glanced up a him and then away, staring straight ahead of her as she scuttled

by.

But the American strode on unheeding. In the dark-ness of the previous night he had been able to
agreewith Le Marr that it was best they stay away from the scene of disaster. But in the brassy sunlight
he could not be so moved.

And the sunlight was brassy. It glared down with an intengity that kept him in dl possible bits of
shade. Perhapsit was only his reaction to the past hours, or perhaps there was some actud changein the
quality of theair. Then, with the memory of what might have happened € sewhere striking home, Griff
stopped, one hand against the reasonable, sane roughness of a cora block wall, keeping that touch with
redlity as he fought asurge of panic. No man could honestly foretell the result of an atomic conflict. There
had been so many imaginative congtructions, o many learned opinions talked about during the past
twenty years. Men had sol-emnly built ghost towns, peopled the houses with dum-mies, and then, rained
this new destruction upon that handiwork to study the consequences. But none of those experiments
could equd thered thing!

The burrow of aland crab showed at the roots of apalm afew feet beyond him. If the occupant of
that hole were caught in the sun, prevented from seeking the cool dark of its daytime hiding place, it
would die—speedily—from the hest baking its shell. Were all of hisown kind now caught in the
open—uwithout any bur-row of safety?

A lizard flashed, astreak of brilliant coloring, jet black, yellow, ultramarine, along the rut of the road.
Mechan-icaly Griff began to walk after it. The hesat was aflame funneled down upon the idand. Without
the usud a-leviation of thewind, it became torment. Griff's body steamed. He was forced to hat now
and then, panting, as he made the climb to the lab.

Now he could smdll the stench of thefire, and with-in moments he came through bushes withered by
its heat. Someone €l se was there before him, digging with an energy that made Griff marvel. To oneside
lay apile of wreckage the other had apparently drawn out of the charred mess, and he was pulling out a
tangle of black-ened metd Griff identified with aflash of anger as one of the diving air tanks. So they had
destroyed those too!

Hughes wiped hisarm across hisface, branding him-saf with a smear of black. Beneath that he was
drawn, haggard. Hiseyes met Griff'sdully.

"They made aclean sweep.” He poked the air tank, pushing it to his salvage station. "We're finished
here— unless we can get new supplies.”

Finished here—that meant return to the States. For a second or two Griff waswildly excited. That
was what he wanted. But how could they go to the States now? Was there—was there anything at al left
there? If the worst had happened— Resolutely he tried not to think of hisfather, or others he knew back



home. Back home—wastherea"home" now?

"Any more news?"' The ruin about them had no mean-ing if what they feared had occurred.

"All wave lengths still jammed, or werewhen | came up here” Hugheswas indifferent. Then he
paused, looked straight at Griff with a measuring that held some of his old conscious superiority.

"Maybe everything has blown up. But were dill dive.”

"No—not dead yet." Griff waswryly amused at the change in Hughes's expresson. Did the other
believe he was going to have ahysteric case on his handsin the younger Gunston?

Griff stooped, hooked hisfingers under the flame-grimed tank, and heaved it over therest of Hughes's
rescued odds and ends. Who knew—they might just find ause for it sometime.

"Did you get the pgpersfrom Le Marr?'

"They're the only thing that was saved. They stole the skull of the sea serpent.” Hughes had falen into
the habit of giving that beached mongter the traditional name. 1 supposeit'son display in their devil-devil
sanctum sanctorum! Every other specimen went into this." He toed the maodorous, haf-burned rubble.

Griff wandered over to the spray pool. A black and ugly wad lay on the once clean sand of the
bottom, and fish floated belly up, washing in a scummy deposit on the surface. He searched for the small
octopus. But it was amoment before he saw the limp tentacle trailing from beneath astone. Chance had
crushed the cepha-opod. Two of the crabs, whose clan had furnished its favorite prey the day before,
were now tearing at itsflaccid arms.

A shout brought his attention back to the plundered |ab. But Hughes was pointing up—into the molten
blue bowl of the sky. Griff saw those white bands of ex-haust—four—no—five of them! Jetsl Hewas on
his feet, watching those traces of the planes they could not see fade from sight.

"Headed south—"

Sure, they were headed south— South! But why south? Why not north toward the States? Were they
in pursuit of some enemy, or fleeing—shipsthat no longer had home fields—seeking a place to land?

Theair tralswerelog. Griff'seyesfel to the sea. Down in the bay thefull fishing fleet of San Isadore
was still moored. No one was to be seen on the wharf or dong the beach. But Frigate Bay did not |ook
natural. Though the surf was no higher than it had been, the watersinside the circling reef showed
movement. A schoal of flying fish—and there must have been more than ahundred of them—~broke the
water so close to the shore that most of them skidded onto the sands.

"What in the world—!" Griff could spot the swirls benegth the surface, but he could see no logical
ex-planation. "Frank—look here!"

Hughes moved up beside him astriangular fins cut the water. Griff began to count aoud.
"Ten—twelve-fifteen— Fifteen sharks down there!™

"Fshl" Hughess wonderment was open. "The whole bay'sfilling up with them!™

Theturmoil under the water was increasing. More flying fish soared doft, flopping miserably ashore.
Some-one shouted in the streets of Carterstown, and people ran for the water's edge. A squid launched
into theair, struck upon the deck of one of the fishing boats, and lay there writhing. Venturesome children
waded into the shalows scooping out fish with their hands. But very shortly they were being snatched
back by their elders. There was too uncanny an air about this; the idanders wanted no part of the
abundance being driven into their own dooryards.

"What's bringing them in?" Griff asked Hughes, the authority. But the other man only shook hishead.

The confused shouting of theidanders was fading to amurmur asthey drew back from the shore,
retreating dowly, waysfacing the bay asif ready to defend them-salves againgt sudden ondaught. There
was ahail from the sea. The Navy cutter was coming in to the wharf, but the men on board it were
griking down into the water, levering off the masses of seadwelers crowd-ing in. Thefins of the sharks
drew in about the cutter quickly.

"They're eating those cut to pieces by the propeller,” Hughes said wonderingly. "'If those Navy chaps
don't watch out, they'll be swamped! Swamped by fish!"

Somehow the cutter reached the wharf. And Griff watched the foreshortened figure of the
commissioner, hiswhite ducks asrumpled asif he had dept in them, go down to meet the men who came
ashore. Then the whole party started toward the center of town.



Asthey went, theidanders stood aside. It was plain that they wanted no contact with the Americans.

Hughes and Griff came down to the shoreline. To Griff's startled eyes, it gppeared asif dl thefish for
miles around had been herded into the circumscribed area of the bay. Y et they had not been drawn
naturaly as by some oversupply of food—as he had seen them gather so quickly when adiver had
broken loose sponge creatures and flat worm cases. But these, now so thick in the water that it was
being whipped to froth, had fled in panic from some danger grester than had existed in their world
before.

Scaled bodiesrose in the air, plumped aboard the anchored boats, to flop over already comatose
brethren. And above their heads, the sea birds were screaming themsel ves hoarse as they dived for such
arich feagt-ing asthey had never known before. A flea-bitten mon-grd trotted by Griff, nosed at adying
fish, and sngpped it up, to go to the next.

"What brought them here?"

Hughes shrugged helplesdy. "'l don't know. Never saw anything like thisinmy lifel"

"Mistuh Hughes—Mistuh Gunston—" The constable, histopee pushed to the back of his head, but
with histunic correctly buttoned, bore down upon them. " Com-missioner say—yplease to come aong
Government House now."

Theidanderswerein retreat, vanishing into their homes. And shutters were being banged shut in spite
of the hest.

"The fish go mad. Now maybeso mons go mad, too," the constable muttered. "This be bad time—"

Liketheroll of the sea, the murmur of voicesrose and fell in the hdl of the commissioner's office.
Brax-ton Wélls, Le Marr, and Burrows represented San | sa-dore on one side of the mahogany
table—while facing them were Commander Murray, Lieutenant Holmes, Casay, and ayoung officer who
wore pilot'swings clipped to his shirt front.

"I'mlaying it right on theline, Sr," Murray was say-ing asthe two Americans entered. "War has been
de-clared. What is going on in the north now is your guess aswell asmine. Theradio isjammed, and
there'sin-terference on al bands. Our supply ship chose to take a chance and head back to the States
thismorning. She was following her orders. Our orders are—"

Holmes put out his hand asif in protest. Murray did not even glance at him.

"Our orders—the last ones—were to stick on the job here. But it's a hundred-to-one chance whether
what we are building will ever be put to use. In fact—I'm being frank with you, gentlemen—I don't
honestly know the reason for the base. We have amountain of sup-plies and certain ingtallations that
cannot be completed —or won't be—unless we get another shipment from the north. Until we get
reliable news of some sort—" Hisvoicetrailed off.

"That isyour problem, Commander,” the commis-sioner replied. "Frankly | fed that it does not
concern us. But what is of importance here isthe morae of my people. Already they have destroyed the
Gungton labora-tory. Had there been no further unusua happenings this morning, we could have brought
them to order. But now—with this disturbance in the bay—I have one congtable, | have the support of
Mr. Le Marr, Mr. Wells here. Captain Murdock, upon whaose influence we could have depended to a
very great extent, ismiss-ing, and his disappearance has only added to our burden. In Carterstown we
are now sitting on akeg of gun-powder while alighted match is being applied to the powder train. And,
while gunpowder may sound ridicu-loudy old-fashioned in thisatomic era, it does explode with
unpleasant force. | am going to ask you, Com-mander, to stay at your own end of theidand and keep
your men there. Y ou have the right to defend your-salves—but the last thing | want isriot herel”

"Amento that!" Murray agreed. "All right, well stay a home. Y ou won't see us—unlessthereis need.
But I'm going to leave awakie-takie unit with you, linking us. It may be necessary to get intouchina
hurry.”

"For that | will thank you, Commander. Given ashort spell of normality, we of San Isadore will settle
down. In the meantime, the unit will suffice to exchange news. | have asteady watch on the wireless
here— should | pick up anything—"

"It isthe samewith us. Well let you know." Murray arose.

"Commissioner!" The constable hovered in the door-way. "The boat of the Navy mons—it sink! The



fishfill ital up!"

"What—!" Murray pounded into the hdl, but his run-ning strides were matched by Casey. And the
rest raced behind them. Asthey burst out into the day, Griff gasped. Where the brassy sun had beat
down, there was an odd greenish light under massing clouds. It was un-natura—somehow horrible. Y et
it reminded him of the water world into which he had dived—what arched over them now might not be
the sky but the bow! of the seal

A family party, their belongings lashed to the backs of three donkeys, came out of aside lane and then
dodged back swiftly as the men from the Government House ran by. Where there had been an absence
of wind, they now plowed through rapidly thickening gloom into the st spray driven inland by gusts,
which amost knocked the runnersfrom thelir feet.

Clearly astorm was coming—such astorm as Griff had never experienced before. Y et it had none of
the charac-terigtics of ahurricane. The greenish gloom was now adusk as dark as nightfall, yet it couldn't
be noon. Griff blundered into afigure, heard Casey swear—an oath that was bitten off to becomethe
muttered words of aforma prayer.

They did not reach the wharf. There was no longer awharf—no longer fishing boats, Navy cutters.
There was awrithing sea, which bore struggling bodies ashore to dam them on the rocks, bash them
againg the walls of two crumbling houses. The men stopped and then retreated dowly. An eight-foot
shark struck the ground beyond Murray and twisted, its murderous teeth dash-ing. Someone screamed,
thewild cry of panic, and afigure ran back up the Street. Griff was engulfed knee-high in acurling wave;
asharp pain scored hisleg. Heleaped back, dragging the nearest man with him.

A sharp explosion sounded even above the howl! of the wind. One of the party wasfiring into that
murk of water—though why, Griff, in amoment of rationd thinking, could not understand.

They were back again, amost to the open space be-fore the Government House, aknot of men who
could not believe the evidence presented by their eyes. Pam fronds torn from buffeted trees were hurled
lancewise through the air. Y et it wasn't a hurricane—it wasn't any-thing San Isadore had ever known!

"Oh, Lord—Ilook!" A voice hardly human in its aban-donment to raw fear shrilled weirdly.

Thiswasn't true, Griff assured himsdlf. Nightmare! 1t had to be anightmare! That—that thing
wallowing down the streaming road, the water curling beforeit asit came—was nothing for any sane
world to spawn. Light-ning ripped across the sky, ajagged purple sword. And a monstrous head swung;
fanged jaws opened and— closed! A ragged scarecrow thing mewled and squirmed and then hung limp
between those jaws, as the dark came down once more.

Griff was running now, but when he fdt thelift of the Government House steps, he sscumbled and went
down painfully. Someinner urge made him twist about. At the foot of the dight rise, which formed the
core of the town, four—no—five white-clad figures wavered ghostlike in the dusk. Then Griff heard the
crack of sdearms. Whatever horror was following them was being met by fire.

But they had not yet faced the worst to be hurled at them that day, for under them the very stuff of
San I sadore heaved. Griff, recaling the caves that underlay the idand, thought that this was the end—that
they were fated to go down with asinking land. And it wasin that moment that light camein aburst—not
the lightning of the sky, but apillar of flame out a sea, hur-tling skyward, bathing them dl in abloody
gae

Griff crouched without knowing that he was sobbing. He watched while weatherworn houses
collapsed—somein a sudden flattening, some dowly, stone by stone. There were screamslacing thefiery
murk. But he re-mained where he was, seeing the men at the other end of the plaza break and run at
what camethrough.

Death, monstrous becauseit lived and wallowed for-ward on flipper feet, death such as no man had
faced before. And on its back—! Griff whimpered and buried hisface in his shaking hands.

Again the ground rolled and wrenched. There was atrumpeting of anguish, aroar of titanic pain. Griff
dropped his hands. From amound of rubble that hor-rible neck trailed and wriggled convulsively. The
thing was half-buried, struck down. But Griff was only thank-ful that he could no longer see what had
riddenitin.

The blazing torch at sea had not been quenched. And the land was till moving. Then handsfell on his



shoul-ders, jerking him upright. A voice shrieked in his ears words without meaning. But he turned,
obedient to those tugging hands. Thiswasthe end of the world; why try to escape? Only someingtinct far
ingde him kept him going over the reding ground, even led him to stop and help claw another staggering
figuretoitsfeet. They were out of the town now. Scrub thorn and cacti tore at them asthey pushed
unheedingly through it. The red fires of hell blazed to light them on—on where? There was nothing left for
man—no holeto hidein.






PART TWO

Operation Survival



I
THE GREAT SILENCE

griff gunston stood once more on an idand cliff. But thiswas not the San Isadore of the past, and his
memories of that peaceful stretch of salted land and reef-bound water were now so dimmed by what lay
between that it was difficult to believe that other idand had ever existed, or that he, Griff Gunston, had
led such a carefree—or reasonably carefree—existence there.

A thick grayish dust covered the ground, clung to tattered bushes, and made amurk in the air through
which the sun had not been able to penetrate until yes-terday. It packed as mud on the mask he had
improvised from salvaged diving materias, and he had to keep scraping it away in order to see.
Somewhere not too far to the east avolcano born out of the ocean was still spouting throat-searing
fumes, dust, and molten rock in-to the air. And the same action that had given it birth had rocked and
broken San I sadore, bringing amass of new land from beneath the waves and plunging other sections
into the depths. They did not know even yet how many of the idanders had survived the night and day of
agony when that change wasin progress. Y es-terday at the first hint of clearing the Navy party had
started overland to discover what had happened to the base, but as yet they had heard nothing from
them.

Overland—Giriff had crept to the edge of the racked rocks of the cliff to catch aglimpse of the sea.
That was the worst—the seawas no longer under the rule of hiskind. He knew now that he had not lost
hismind in that instant when he had seen the seamonster advance into sinking Carterstown under
direction. Under direc-tion! There was amenace lurking out in the bay—about the shalows. A creature
with amind, with intelligence, directing thought-out attacks upon any human being who ventured within
range of itsweapons. Only yesterday he had seen what happened to an unwary idander who had paused
beside one of theinland seawdlls. A loop, or it might have been a suckered arm, cast about the man's
leg, snapping him into the water from which there was no escape, leaving histwo companionsto fleein
mad panic.

Hughes, the only expert they knew, had no answer for them. He had made adaredevil venture down
into the water-logged town to inspect the remains of the thing that had been caught by the falling house. It
was of the same species asthat found on the beach, but that was al he could tell. Of that which had
ridden it he found nothing, for he did not try to dig into the half-awash rubble. Though octopi had been
known in the past to exist out of water for short periods, that creature which had directed the sea serpent
was a breed with even greater powers of endurance.

There had been no more earth shocks for three days now, and they had begun to hope that the worst
of that particular phase was past. The survivors were camping out on the highest point of theinterior, the
st plain where the lake of the flamingos had existed aweek or so ago.

Luckily, on the second night, there had been aheavy rain. And they caught the water—which was
partly mud and stank of sulphur—but it kept lifein them. It was Casey and Murray, with less skilled help
from theis-landers, who had rigged a crude apparatus for digtilling fresh water from salt, and though the
yield was small, there were those precious drops garnered to be used for the sick, the women, arid the
children.

They had organized parties to gather supplies from the town. And the three shotguns found had
proved useful in hating the ssampede of wild cattle, which had threatened to beat out their camp on the
third day. Perhapsfifty people huddled there, fifty out of —how many had Carterstown sheltered—at
least severa hundred. There might be other survivorsin the bush who would eventudly drift into the
Settlement.

Sometrick of the wind blew aside the drifting dust, and Griff saw what had once been Frigate Bay.
Theline of the reef tilted up in one place to form another idand, its upthrust rocks dimed with dying sea



things. And smashed squarely down upon it wasasmall boai—an idand yawl or afishing smack. But the
dust curtain dropped again before he could be sure.

With asigh Griff turned to plod aong, using afish-ing spear to test each suspicious patch of ground as
he limped forward. Histask was to explore the southern portion of theidand, bearing westward, to
locate any survivors and start them into the central camp, and in-cidentally, to mark down any garden
patch, any coconut palm, or other food that could be harvested.

He came out onto a strange strip of land, where the former beach had been raised elevator-fashion
severa hundred feet into the air. He walked over sand that the week before had been washed by waves
now dash-ing on anew strand far below. His mask kept out some of the stench of the decaying sealife
aready haf-buried under the soft cloak of the dust. But crabs scuttled and tore with clicking claws at the
rarefeast.

Wind! His head went up as hefdt that familiar rip-ple in his matted hair. Wind! He turned his back to
theforce of it, very glad for the mask that protected his eyes against the blowing grit. Maybeit would
clear thear.

But instead it whipped up the light stuff and thick-ened the murk until Griff, battling through the soupy
substance, fetched up against arock with aforce that brought a grunt out of him. He decided to shelter
there. No use fighting through this when amisstep might plunge him to the bottom of acrevice.

He crouched on the lee Sde, wedging his shoulders againgt the comforting solidity of the stone, his
head down on his knees, waiting with al the patience he could muster for the sorm to clear. Rain
came—avisble curtain of water, washing the grit from hisbody in awarm flood, channeling the muddy
slt away except whereit was caught in brown pools.

Griff ripped off the mask and held hisface up to that downpour. He drank hisfill from arock hollow,
filled the gourd that was his canteen from another. The bushes, the clog of dust washed from them,
showed their naturd silvery gray. Griff got up, eager to take advantage of this break in the dust fall.

He cameto the end of thelifted strip of beach and faced by ajagged stretch of rock, doubled back to
an easer climb. A streamlet born of the rain was dready dripping from the upper levels, and twice he
stopped to drink for the sheer pleasure of rolling the water in his feverish mouth. It was the stream that
guided himinto thevaley.

Through some freak of the earth's settling, this cup had been born. A ragged row of pamswere
rooted strongly enough to be still standing. Here the bushes and ground shrubs, washed clean of the dust,
were new and green. A trough of rock was turning into a pool of rain water. But beyond that was one of
the single-room cora block houses. Its thatched roof had been ripped away, the wallswere
cracked—but it stood. And againgt it huddled three donkeys. With them were two of the wild horses,
hardly larger than ponies. They stamped uneasily as he came, but they did not bolt.

"Who come?'

Out of the twisted hut crawled awoman. Her ragged dress was plastered to her body; a battered
straw hat kept the worst of the flooding streams from her shrewd brown face.

"Oh," sheidentified him, "Mistuh Gunston, from the fish place. Well, therés a plenty fish now, ain't
there?"

"Liz!" Herecognized her asthe sturdy and inde-pendent widow who had done the lab laundry,
cooked for them on occasion, and had been their mainstay for genera help until the month before when
she had been sent for to nurse an ailing daughter-in-law.

"That'sme." She smiled. "We done have ourselves atime, ain't we?"

"Y ou heredone?" Griff leaned on his spear to rest hisleg. Thetear he had received the night of the
disaster was heding, but he till had to favor it.

"No, sr. Wedl donegot ‘way. Lily—she'sailin—" Liz jerked her head back at the cabin. " She's got
Jamie an' Jesswi' her. Luce—hetook the boys'long him. They go off seethey find water." She laughed
richly. "They come back an’ find water done cometo us!" Triumphant-ly she pointed to the growing pool
before her.

"Weve abig camp up onthe At flats" Griff told her. "Commissoner wants people to comein thereif
they need anything.” Glancing about thevalley, Griff privately thought that Liz and her clan were better off



here, and she said so hersdlf.

"Thisherésagoodly place, Mistuh Griff. Thank you kindly for tellin’ us. Now we got us some water
we don't need nothin', nothin' at al. Comein, gir, an' have yoursdf arest time an' tell the news—"

He alowed himself to be shepherded into the hut. On apile of pam fronds and dubious bed coverings
thealling Lily lay, her atention al for the answers he gaveto Liz'sflood of questions, whilethe two
youngest of Liz's grandchildren crawled out of the same nest and crept across the floor to Sit staring
solemnly up at him. He nursed the thick mug of some herb brew Liz had pushed into his hands and
gpped it gingerly ashetried to satisfy her curiosty.

"Carterstown be drowned daid?" She pursed her lips. "An' the fish done gone crazy—"

Griff hastened to pass on the needed warning. The children—he looked down at them—the children
of San Isadore had dways played along the shore. Most of them could swim dmost from the time they
could walk. But now—!

"Therere worse than crazy fish out there now, mis-tress." He used the old forma idand addressto
under-line the seriousness of what he had to say. " Something's come out of the seathat is dangerous.
Keep away from the shore—and above dl, keep the children off the beach!”

"Debbles," Liz remarked calmly. "Done raised usamischief. Y ou needn't fret, Mistuh Griff; nobody in
thishere family isgoin' down near that water! Not 'til those debbles done gone back to where they
earned from."

"It bethelast days o' the earth!” A thinwail burst from Lily. "Thisbetheend o' al mons!”

Liz swung around, and her voice was sharp. "That's enough o' that foolishment, gal! Aslong aswe has
legsto walk on an' hands to work wi'—an’ witsin our heads—we ain't daid. We is shook up some an'
scared right plenty, an’ there's anew world out there. But we ain't daid—an' the good L ord above be
bigger than any debble-debble or dupee ever raised! Me—I say we ain't daid, an' well git the better o
these bads—"

Griff had the sudden conviction that Liz and her kind would. When he went on, cutting acrossthe
country-side where the rain had deadened the dust and bright-ened the vegetation, he paced dmost
jauntily. They weren't dead, as Liz had pointed out. And those who had not broken under the extremes
of the past few dayswere dl right—as the growing things were straighten-ing up from the buffeting they
had taken. There was no use speculating about what was happening—had happened—outside the
boundaries of San Isadore. For the time being the world had shrunk to the idand and itsimmediate
surroundings, and it was better for them to keep it that way.

Therain continued for the rest of the day, turning some sectionsinto sticky morass, filling poals. Griff
came back to the settlement, where the huts, constructed of brush, had to be abandoned to the rising
water of anew lake. Bedraggled and dripping, the survivors loaded their supplies on the few donkeys
and straggled on across the plain, heading for the base to the north. If any of the construction there had
survived the twigting of theidand, it would provide the shelter Carterstown could no longer give.

They camped in aweary huddle that night, sheltered by astand of twisted trees, from which dripped
the steady stream of rain. Tinswere pried open with knives and their cold contents shared out
goatheticaly.

Therewas alow keening from where the women and children crouched together. Very few of them
showed LizZ's spirit, and the constant rain and the lack of fire or protection was beginning to tell ona
people dready in agtate of shock. Griff chewed amouthful of beef aswith stiffening fingershetried to
weave some pam frondsinto alean-to. Therain, which in their ignorance they had welcomed as arelief
from the scourge of the dust, was becoming as great a curse. During the latter part of their march today
he had helped asarear guard, working with Le Marr and Wellsto keep the pitiful train of refugees
moving. Severad had lain down, refused to keep trying until they were actualy booted or beaten to their
feet, and Griff knew that anyone who gave up now waslogt. Without the will to live, they would, as
travelerslost in asnowstorm, drift into unconsciousness and desth, some inner spring broken past repair.

Two women, one child, and an old man werelost from the count the next morning—four graves
scooped out. The commissioner, showing askull face with shrunken eyes, waked likeamanina
nightmare, but he never ceased to exhort, to urge, to keep that straggling column moving. Griff wondered



what Burrowswould do, what they would al do, if they had their hope extinguished by finding in the
north no remains of the base, only anew desolation as great as the one from which they fled.

But the answer was not to be that brutal. Through the ever-present drone of the rain broke another
sound, the crunch of metal over rock. And one of the powerful caterpillar tread haulers he had last seen
at work with the supplies on the shore crawled steadily into view, pulling behind it three of the carriers.
Men dropped from the tows as the soaked line of idanders was sighted. Donkeys brayed, dug in their
smdll hooves, and refused to approach the monster, while their owners were hdf-led, half-carried, to be
tumbled aboard the platform asif they also were supplies.

"Hello, Gunston! Hop aride!" Casey, red stubble ill visble on hisjaw and cheek, matched step with
Griff. He caught the younger man's shoulder and pro-pelled him toward the carrier.

"| takeit the base made out al right?’

"After afashion." Casey lost some of his cheer. "Weve afew bad holes here and there, but we're il
in run-ning order. Atomic power hasits points.”

The crawler, with its escort trotting easily beside it, made awide circleto retraceitstrail, the babble
of theidandersrising at the novety of theride. This had shaken them out of their gpathy. Even the men
who had elected to walk and lead the donkeys were moving at a smarter pace. And after a short rest
Griff dipped off the dow-moving tow to join them.

"Big changes," Casey was saying to Braxton Wells. "I'd say there are some new idands off that way.
Weve started work on the plane. When she'srepaired, Whit'll take her up for alook-see.”

"—trouble from the sea, mon?" Griff caught only haf of the question.

Casey was sober. "Pretty bad the first night—until the boys got defense wires up. Now we can burn
them off when they try it. And they haven't for two days. Weve got alanding section cleaned out in the
bay, run shocks through the water. But we can't do the whole ocean!™

"This condition may beloca." Burrowstrudged up to join them.

"Might be, gir," the American agreed, but plainly only because he thought that that was whét the other
needed to hear. "The radio is okay now—no more jamming. Ex-cept what's natural after—after—" He
hestated.

The commissioner stooped more, asif his shoulders were sinking under invisible blows. "After an
atomic war—" he supplied in alow voice.

"Well, yes, gr. | guesswe haveto face that. They've shot the works. So far we can't get any
messages through and we haven't been able to pick up anything except one South American station. The
fellow down there sounded hysterical—kept wanting to know what had hap-pened and why someone
didn't answver him."

Griff swallowed before he was able to ask his own question.

"Nothing from the States?’

"No. Sorry, kid. The skipper's been asking for news ever since thejamming cleared. He gets agabble
now and then—crazy stuff—but even that stopped early this morning. Today nothing but quiet. Looks as
if every-thing has gone off the air. That's why we're working so hard to get the plane up for an exploring
party. They're converting her with one of the new experimental mo-tors—means she can only carry a
pilot. But shelll be ableto go farther. We certainly can't make atry by sea—mnot 'til we find someway to
brush off those things hiding down there. I'd like to know what they are and why they've got it in for us
ayway—"

"The sea have big secrets. Mons, they float about on top the sea, they dive down little way, but how
they know what be down there? Mons think they know everything. But they don't. Maybeso other
things, they tired of mons an' his big mouth—thinkin' he be the king o' theworld." Le Marr dragging a
the lead rope of areluctant donkey had joined their small group.

"Fish with brainsyet!" Casay shook hishead. "Well, they're mean enough, and they sure go for
anything within their reach. Crawl out on the beach—that is, they did, 'til wetickled them up with arapid
fire— then they stopped that. Octopi—only not like those we saw hanging around the reef before dl this
garted. I'll believe they can run us off the earth when | seeit done! WEII get their number—drop abomb
and wherell they be-"



"Too many bombs have aready been dropped, sir,” the commissioner said dryly, and Casey was | eft
with-out an answer.

The crawler and itsladen carriers creaked and crack-led down adopethat led into awide valey.
Griff was not very sure of thisend of San Isadore, and the recent quakes had destroyed many of the
usud landmarks. He thought that they were severad milesinland from the origind base, but he could not
swear to that. A river of rain washed about the treads of the machine and was ankle-deep about their
feet. Then they came out where the [abor of man was again changing the shape of nature.

White beams from working lamps cut the gloom of the rain, and machines were busy. Shelters of rock
blocks were growing visibly asthey watched. It was apparent that the builders had cut their lossesin the
vanished erection by the seaand werein full progressto copy it here. A settlement was coming into
being.

They were al shaken out of their own private miseries. The activity before them wasin such contrast
to their own toilsome harvesting of the shreds disaster had |eft them. Thiswas arefusal to admit that there
was any reason to give in to anything that had been hurled against San Isadorein the past five days.

Griff limped forward, drawn by that burst of light, that auraof confidence that overhung the whole
scene. There was that about it which argued that, as bad asthe newswas, they were not licked! Here
were Liz's boasts of the day before acted out. No, they were not dead yet.

Hewas il clinging to that when an hour or so later, under aroof where the rain drummed but could
not enter, in abuilding that was half-erected, half-hollowed cave, he ate and drank, resting in comfort.

Murray was there, Hughes, the doctor, Burrows, Wedls, Casey—only Holmeswas missing. But the
rest were seated on packing cases, poring over the map Murray had pegged out on onewall. The
outlines were those of San Isadore astheidand had been aweek before. And some dterations had been
added with abold black crayon.

"V olcanic action without a doubt—" That was Mur-ray's comment. "Don't know what set it
off—might be the result of bombing. At least one new idand here." He stabbed with the fish spear hewas
using asapointer. "WEell get aplane up.”

"No radio yet?' That was Hughes.

"We have men on there—twenty-four hour duty. So far we've heard nothing—"

Hiswordsfell into apool of silence, asfor the mo-ment even the outside din was hushed.

"Nothing—" Griff repeated that to himsdf. Histhoughts shied away from dl that implied. Did that
describe what now lay to the north—nothing?



Il
NEWBORN WORLD

griff awoketo lie unessy in the dimly lighted space. Under the dight movements of his body the
hammock swung. But it wasn't the unfamiliar bed that troubled him. Something was missng—and its
absence had brought him out of the depths of exhausted deep. The drum of therain! That incessant
downpour, which they had almost come to accept asthe natural order of life, was illed at last.

He heard afaint snore, adeepy mutter, and raised his head. Pallets on the floor, hammocks a oft—as
many deepers had been crowded into that room as could find space. Cautiously he did out of his
swaying support and crossed the room with care.

Hiswatch had stopped. He had no ideawhether it was now night or day. And as he cameinto the
open, he was even more befuddled. Therewas still work in prog-ress some distance away. But, though
he saw machines building, dragging supplies, he could see no men. Over-head the sky was a frightening,
sullen yellow-gray. Not night—but not like any day he had seen either. Except for the clamor of the
machines there was an ominous silence. No wind, no rain—even the ever-present boom of the surf was
muted.

An egrie cdl of aseabird startled him. He could see asingle pair of wingswhed and dip overhead.
Trouble was on the way, trouble San Isadore could not escape. It was hot, stifling hot, yet there was no
sun. Griff was panting; atrickle of moisture crept down his chest.

Somewhere up there, out there—he had turned to face north—danger was building up. The clouds
massed like a giant dedge hammer over the wracked bit of land that wastheidand.

"Nasty-looking, isn't it?"

Griff started. Crepe-rubber soles had made no sound as Breck Murray had come out. The
commander wore his uniform cap and apair of work dacks—with along tear down oneleg. He dso had
awide bandage across his upper arm, and about hiswaist hung a belt support-ing aservice side arm.

"What do you think is coming now?" Griff asked. The past days had taught him one thing—that one
could live through panic—Iive through the blackness of such fear as he had not known could exist—and
come out on the other side. It could only be done by living one mo-ment at atime, by not looking ahead.
Y et here he was breaking hisown rule for safety.

"Storm of somekind,” Murray said. "It'l betheworst yet."

He strode unhurriedly to the side of one of the tank-like machines and opened adoor. Griff trailed
aong intime to see the commander seat himsdlf ingde before amicrophone.

"All hands!" Murray's voice, magnified into the roar of agiant, split theair. "All handsto work
area—on the double! Hit the deck! Assemble at work area—"

Men came, fast enough. And after them followed theidanders until the whole populace of the new
Settle-ment was assembled.

"By thelooks of this'—Murray went directly to the heart of the matter—"we'rein for trouble. The
meteoro-logica equipment we've been able to salvage has gone wild. Weve got to dig in. Aslong asthe
idand itsdlf doesn't go, welll have a chance. Now—on the double— get those diggers going. | want
everything under cover —if we can do it. Thisis Red Alert Two—follow plan Red Alert Two—"

If the activity they had witnessed earlier had seemed frenzied to the id anders, what happened now
made them gasp. And they, themsdlves, found refuge in the new cavesinto which Burrowsand his
unofficial com-mittee urged and drove them.

Thewind was back, risng steadily. Griff, helping to manhandle boxes, baes, and crates into hollowed
stor-age places, heard the how! of its coming. Though the rain had not returned, spray, whipped out of
the sea.and borne across the rises between, wasamist in the air.

"That doesit here, kid!" A man clapped him on the back, pulled him away from the last sowage job.



The blare of asiren howled across the area as the lamps went out. Griff helped his unknown
co-worker to unhook one and roll it under cover.

"Second warning," the man mouthed in hisear. "We got about five minutes more, kid, thenit'shit dirt.
Lord, thisisgoing to be adirty blow!"

Machines clanked by, on their way to such anchorage as had been devised for them. A steady stream
of or-ders, mangled by the scream of the wind, poured out over the loudspeaker in the com truck. Most
of them were incomprehensible to Griff, but he ran dong with the men he had joined, hel ping wherever
strength to push or pull was needed.

Two blasts from the Siren thistime. And now the com truck itsalf crawled through the murk. A
Seabee caught at Griff, pushed him ahead with aforce that made him stumble.

"Timetogo—"

But there were till two lamps—a pile of boxes. How-ever, that grip compelled him to enter the
nearest haf-built house. He clattered through it, one of agroup of four, across the roofless large room,
with the wind suck-ing a them, to adoorway, which was close to ahole, popping through that into light
once more—a cube chamber cut in the rock, haf-filled with ajumble of hoarded apparatus and supplies.

"—the skipper—?'

"Hetook the truck out—hell makeit. Listen to that, boys"

Thewail of thewind transcended anything Griff had ever heard before. He haf-crouched againgt a
crate, his hands over histortured ears. Dimly he was conscious of activity by the door, of achain of men
hastily linked hand to hand who edged through to drag a streaming, wind-buffeted figure into their own
hiding place. Then came the building of abarrier, hegping up of boxes be-fore the one opening on a
world gone mad.

Under him Griff could fed the trembling of therock, asif theidand pulsed with life. Then he
remembered —Liz and her smal clan! There was no usetelling him-sdlf that no one could have crossed
theidand intimeto rescue the family in the southern valey. If he had remembered in time, they might
have had a thin chance. Now—

"Well, here's where we prove whether the ideaboys wereright or not." Murray'svoicewasamost a
drawl. He leaned againgt the barrier they had built to cover the door. Under the light his bare chest and
shoulders were glistening wet. His cap was gone, his hair abushy tangle asif thewind had tried vainly to
jerk it out by itstoo tough roots. "We can seeif shelters designed to withstand air attack are going to
best old Nature hersdlf."

"Just abunchaguineapigs" murmured one of the Seabees.

"Liveguineapigs" afelow hastened to point ouit.

"Yahr—so far!" wasthe pessmigtic answer.

But they were on the move about their constrained quarters, pushing suppliesinto aline about the
wall, dragging other boxesinto the open.

"Gungton!" Murray seemed surprised. " Thought you were with the idand crowd— What's the matter,
on?'

"Therewas anidand family down in avaley to the south. | found them when Burrows sent us out to
round up stragglers. They were safe enough then and didn't want to move in. One of the women was
ill—so—" That jar vibrating through the rock reminded him of that other valley he had explored with Le
Marr, where the contents of the seals floor had long ago been dumped through astorm's wild fury.

"Nothing we could do for them, Gunston." Murray repeated the same argument his own mind had
pre-sented. "We couldn't have brought them herein time. And there's no assurance that were going to
westher this oursalves. Also—this sorm isdriving from the north!"

Griff'sincomprehension must have been plain, for the commander added aterse and frightening
explanation.

"If there has been an dl-out atomic attack up there— we've got to face the possibility of fall-out. And
it may be headed here."

Fal-out! The radioactive debris blasted into the high-est heavensto drift or be driven by storms, to
Settle at last maybe thousands of milesfrom the site of the actud explosion—but equally deadly to its



vicims

"Thedust!" Griff blurted out, that gray cloud which had been with them for days—was it—? But
Murray was shaking his head.

"Not the stuff that's been dropping here. That was mostly volcanic ash. The counter did alittle
jittering, but not enough to hurt. Doc's played it safe and taken hourly readings for awhile. And well play
it even safer if we get through thisblow.”

The hours spun wearily by. All of them wore watches, but, except for the measurement of time, they
had no ideawhether it was night or day. There were instru-ments chattering at one end of the rock room.
They must have had some meaning for Murray, for the two men who watched them congtantly.

Once an ugly serpent of water curled from benegth the door barrier, setting them busy damming its
ad-vance. It gathered, crept, and then stopped. Moved by impulse, Griff dipped his finger and touched it
to histongue—salt! Had the seareached them?

But there was no more water. They dept, ate sparing-ly of concentrates. A card game ran for hours.
Books passed from hand to hand. But Griff was sure that few of his companions were ableto
concentrate any better than he was. He nodded into a nightmare-tormented deep, aroused to find himsdlf
being shaken none too gently as one of his exasperated neighbors demanded to know why he was
groaning.

There was a period when Murray hunkered down beside him to ask a series of questions about the
sealifein thelagoon. Griff answered as best he could, with adull wonder asto why this should meatter
NOW.

" Squid—octopus—what are those things after us?”

"Octopi, | think. They could aways exist for a short time out of water, and this new breed apparently
can do even better. Also those we saw aong the reef be-fore the blowup were acting oddly—"

"How oddly?'

"When | was diving with Casey—on that |ast morn-ing—they ringed usin, watching to see what we
weredoing. Octopi are normaly afraid of divers—they'll dip into crevicesand hide—"

" S0 those were the new super-octopi? Did your fa-ther have any explanation—"

"1 never had achanceto tell him about them. But those ad ong the reef were much smaler than the type
attacking now. Thered plague, the dead sea serpent we found were both 'hot.' Y ou've heard the old
argu-ments about mutation forced by atomic radiation. Maybe this new type are mutants. Y ou'll haveto
ask Hughes— he knows more about it than | do."

"Hughesiswith Doc. And | know that they were working onit," mused Murray. "Maybethey can
give usthe dope—if and when we get out of here."

How much later it was that the end came Griff could never afterwards determine. Maybe
hours—dayswere lost in that period of vicious upheaval. But the rocks were stable once more, and men
aroseto pull asdethe barrier, alowing aqueerly dressed figure out to explore. The iff white coverdls,
with the windowed cowl cov-ering head and face, made arobot out of a man—arobot who walked with
the clang of heavy boots, therigidity of the thick materia weighing down hislimbs.

The explorer clanked out as the atomi c-powered lamp was switched off. Sun—yellow sunlight—lay
in ashaft through the door. Thin and disembodied words came from the walkie-talkie.

"So far—s0 good, skipper. But—boy, oh, boy, there've sure been dterations! Hey—here'sapall Out
of Doc's burrow—"

"Stanley reporting, Commander,” another voice brokein. "All okay in burrow four. But there're 'hot'
sgndsfrom adrift here”

Murray picked up the small mike. "Bad?'

"Not to danger point. Looks, g, asif thiswhole area had been scrubbed right out. Well, I'll be—"
The re-port broke off in abewildered exclamation.

"What isit?' Murray prompted impatiently.

"Crawler planted right on top of the cliff—upside down! How in the world—" That wasthe first
ex-plorer answering. "Wait—getting something new, skip-per—"

Magnified through the walkie-talkie, they were al hearing that click, click, faint and regular &t first and



then rising to afurious chatter of warning sound.

"Wheresthat coming from?' Murray demanded.

"Wreckage, Sr. So banged up we can't tell what it was—some sand and dust caught in drifts around
it

Again the counter gave the radiation chant.

"It'sthe wreckage dl right, sSir. None of our stuff—"

"That'sthetall of ajet!" His partner in exploration cut in excitedly. "What isit doing here?"

"What's anything doing here? Including that half of ahorse hung up in what's|eft of those palms? But
thisjet can be cleared, skipper—and it's the source of theinfection.”

"Good enough. But quarter the areaand let us know if thereis anything el se. How about the
sand—are there any dust deposits?’

Hisfirg answer was a sound that might have been laughter.

" Skipper, except around afew rocks thereisn't any sand. This place has been scoured right down to
the bottom. If there was afall-out, it was washed and blown right off our map again. Shall wetry to
break out one of the crawlers and lug thiswreck off?"

"Not yet. Go over the areafirst. We want to make sure—"

But the report continued to be negative. And the others were free to crawl out and stand blinking at
the pallid sun, seeing the scraped world that bore a sharp resemblance to the lunar landscapes drawn by
painters of the fantastic.

A working party headed for the place where they had parked the machines that had built this refuge,
only to discover that the storm had been there first. There was ajumble of meta, tangled and jammed,
thrust into asplit in thewall. And there was the single crawler perched upside down on the cliff. Perhaps
otherswould befound later, but for now that was the total machine surviva.

In the end the dangerous, radiation—'hot' wreckage was dragged away by hand, the lead-suited
explorersfixing the ropes, the otherslending their weight at agood distance. It was snaked up and over a
ridge and wedged into a crevice, which could be walled up against future accident.

"Jet tall, right enough,” was Murray's verdict. "Won-der where it was blown from?"

Decom chemicals were sprayed on the section where it had lain, on the sand pocket that had gathered
about it. And then both men in their grotesque suits stood in the heavy stream of cleansing liquid.

Now that the all-clear sgnd had been given, the other burrows spilled out their inhabitants. But while
the Na-va personnel poured out eagerly, theidanders came dowly, moving like people caught in abad
dream. The sight of the stranded crawler on the cliff, the changesin the valey, added to their
stupefaction.

A child whimpered; aman swore softly in theidand idiom. The commissioner came up to Murray.

"Thanksto you, Sir, weve been saved. | gather that radiation is not to be feared?!

"There was a piece of 'hot' wreckage, but we've cleared it. Tell your peopleto take it dow leaving
here. We are sure of nothing beyond thisvaley."

Burrows smiled. "Look at them, Sr. They are not yet ready to take up life again. In fact, they must be
shaken into it. They are asimple people, Commander, and much which has happened to them in these
past terrible days has been beyond their comprehension. Now many of them arein a state of shock.
We—" he hesitated and then continued—"dready we have two who are totally insane. But the rest—I
think that they will bedl right. If thislast ormisonly the end to our misfortunes—"

Murray turned hisface to the sky, bright and clear, untroubled. The trade wind was blowing again,
athough itstouch did not dip into the valley where the survivors were gathered.

"We can hope that the worst is over. Luckily we do have supplies—concentrates mainly—which will
do for sometime. | don't believe that we may expect any help from outside soon—"

"If ever," the commissioner agreed. "But there is no use thinking about that now, sr. | gather we are
fronted with the business of taking stock and seeing how we can put to the best use dl that can be
sdvaged.”

"Just about that. I'm sending out exploration teams as soon asit is practical. They haveto go dow and
care-fully. We've escaped fdl-out here, but e sewhere—"



"It may be adifferent matter? Just so, Commander. Whatever we can do to aid in your plans, please
let me know at once. Le Marr has avery intimate knowledge of theidand—asit was. of course. There
were certain na-tive plants which might be added to the food supply— if they are still in existence” The
commissioner smiled ruefully. "One's speech nowadays becomes overbur-dened with ‘ifs" Men have
been accustomed to taking so much for granted, as a part of their persona security. We shal haveto
learn that nothing can be lightly ac-cepted now. But consider whét little we do have to of-fer at your
sarvice. Commander." His hand sketched a gesture close to a salute as he turned away.

Murray gave orders. the Seabees carried them out as precisely asif they were the robots now. But
Griff, with no assigned duties climbed the cliff wall. When he reached the top of the knife ridge, he swung
to the north dreading what he might see, yet forced to that inspection.

He shaded his eves from the sun. Less than half amile away he caught the rainbow lights of spray
beat-ing into the air against anew coast line. The Ste of the first base must now be under water. But to
the east there was an even stranger sight. He had expected land to disappear—he had not expected it to
rise above water. Y et along strip steamed there under the sun's heat, dotted with clumps of decaying
ocean vegetation. It stretched out far beyond where the reef had once en-circled this end of San Isadore.
Newborn land indeed!



1l
PORT OF REFUGE

"well—that's that!" Casey leaned back against a con-venient rock and absent-mindedly smeared dark
streaks of grease across the shorts that were his only garment. "We can take her al apart, but shell il
be scrap asfar asdoing her regular job is concerned.”

However, he did not appear in the least downcast by his own verdict as he surveyed with narrowed
eyes the smashed and twisted wreckage just disinterred from awind-scul ptured sandbank. Undoubtedly
he was d-ready mentaly tearing the defunct machine to pieces and assembling fromits partsanew and
efficient tool, which would aid in the recongtruction project. Griff could see no such possibilities. But then,
Griff thought blegkly, he had taken on his present role of survivor with very little practica preparation.
And the one thing he could have contributed to their generd store of knowledge—thelore of a
diver—was of no use at present.

"Well have to dismantle her right here—" Casay was continuing buoyantly. ™Y ou know, kid, we have
onething on our Sde. Maybe it was atomic bombs that got usinto this mess, but it's atomic engines that
are going to pull us out. In the old days we had to have gdlons of fud to run things. And adam-down
like we had would have finished off dl machines—no gas—no oil— we couldn't have run them. But
now—uwe il have plenty of power, and that'll bring usthrough. Unless—"

He glanced downdope to the distant line of blue. That earlier experimentd ingtdlation, which had
given man ashort domination of astrip of that blue water, had gone out in the big storm. Another might
beimprovised in time. But for the present they were leaving the seadone, for the menace till lurked
there. Two idanders, attracted beyond caution by the jetsam strewn adong the strand after the storm, had
ventured into the water to haul at awaterlogged boat, to be dragged under shrieking before their
companions could moveto their aid. And when the others did come to the waves edge, there was
nothing at al to be seen. Hunters and prey were gone.

For a people who had lived on and by the seafor generations, this peril, this divorcement from their
usud way of life, was doubly terrifying and at last induced such a shrinking from the boundaries of the
ocean that they even avoided the beaches, though the wedlth that came drifting in with every thrust of the
changing tides was bewildering in itsrange and vaue. The in-habitants of San |sadore had benefited from
storm sal-vage ever sSnce the isand had been first settled. But now they had to be herded down to the
work under supervison and then would go only infull daylight.

The Nava party kept aoof from that task. They had their own repair and rebuilding problems [ eft by
thefury of such astorm asthis section of the world had never seen before.

And the diversity of the shore gleanings underlined vividly the crash of the civilization that had
nourished them. None of the finds were ever approached until after they were checked for radiation. But
the pile of loot grew high and pleased both idanders and Americans alike because of future possible uses.

Hughes prowled the dunes on his own project, shar-ing only with the doctor the secret of hisfinds,
spend-ing long hours afterwards in the improvised laboratory.

Casey dropped down cross-legged, still contemplat-ing the machine they had uncovered. He fumbled
in apocket, pulled out a badly battered pack of cigarettes, regarded it wistfully for amoment, and then
stowed it away again.

"It'sthelittle thingsyou missfirgt,” he mused. "Did you hear Lawrencetelling off the supply officer this
morning when he couldn't promote atube of tooth-paste? We can rebuild old Arabellahere—or at least
make her earn her keep in some way—but we can't produce a pack of smokes or some toothpaste.
Funny to think that therell be no more zippers, Coke, or disk jockeys—not in thislifetime. Thevery
props of civilization cometo dust! What were you in training for, kid—to be afish hunter like your old
men?'



Griff rubbed his hands together. Blisters were shap-ing nicely aong the pams. He hoped some day
that they would be asresistant as Casey's hard paws.

"1 was hoping for an gppointment to the Air Academy." He was able to mention that dead and gone
ambition with a sardonic kind of humor. How long had it been since he had walked aong the cliffs above
Carterstown pouting at hisinability to manage his future? Wdl, his future had been managed—but good!

Casey chuckled. "Off into the wide blue yonder." He made flapping wings with his hands. "1 don't
think! Nothing lessthan ajet, | suppose.”

Sometight string within Griff loosened. The ap-athy with which he had worked, obeyed orders, faced
the strange new life, was fading. Casey hadn't changed —there was something easing in his attitude. To
be with the idanders was to return to the tenseness, the watch-ful waiting. With Casey it waslike being at
home, the home he could not yet force himself to believe had ceased to exist.

"Nothing lessthan ajet," he echoed. "Maybe some day a space ship—" He laughed self-conscioudly.
"Kid guff!"

But Casey shook his head. "Maybe yes, maybe no. We had what it took to get us out
there—everything but the senseto try that instead of building for the grand smash. Now—no stars—and
we dart over."

"Casey." Griff dared to put into words the question he had not voiced before. "Do you think it'sdl
gone— everything?'

Casey rested hisbrigtly chin on hisfist. 'S funny, kid, you tell yourself that everything went
up—smash! —just as dl the croakers aways said it would. But sit-ting here you can't redly believeit.
You're sureinsdethat off there'—he waved his hand to the north—"New Y ork still stands—and S.
Louie, Frisco—al therest of them—just asthey dways have. Aslong aswe don't see the hole, well go
on with the sneaking feding that they're there. Maybe it'sagood thing well never be able to take it
in—to see what's up there now."

"Aslong aswe bdieveinit, maybeit isthere—in away—" Griff thought he had not put that into
words very clearly, but Casey understood.

"Maybe you got something there, kid." His mouth pulled tight. " Anyway we can keep on an even ked
if we keep busy. Our supplies aren't going to last forever, and we have mouths to feed—to say nothing of
those jokers hiding in the drink to grab off anyone dumb enough to go fishing. | wouldn't be abit
surprised if they start throwing bait up on land to hook us down to where they can get us. They may be
some sort of octopi with brains. But we've had brains longer, and they can't come out here after us, any
more than we can go in after them—now. Too bad that last blow got the plane. 1t'd be good to have a
bird's-eye view of the surrounding territory. I'm betting that thisidand is haf again as big. Whatever
spouted fire out there humped us up alot. Did pretty well for itself too—regular mountain.”

With the aid of binoculars the curious had been able to identify a distant smudge as atowering
mountain-idand, born from the seain aburst of flame and lava. Steam 4till arose from itsflanks, and there
wasacurl of smoke at itscap. Theinternd fireswere dive. Wheth-er it was atrangent phenomenon that
would sink again or whether it was there to stay, they did not know. And so far a closer examination was
out of the question.

"Now to work." Casey unstrapped the canvasroll of tools. "Well pull off her dl we can—"

He never finished the sentence, for out of the sky above them came a sound neither had expected to
hear again—the drone of aplane. Griff was on hisfeet shad-ing his eyes as hetried to trace that sound to
its source.

"Trangport! And she'slanding here!™

"Where?" Griff glanced around. There was no pos-sible landing strip on San |s adore—unlessthe
pilot in that lumbering ship was headed for what was [ft of the sdlt plain, which had been in theinterior.
Y es—hewastrying for that!

Griff began to run, Casey thumping beside him. There was shouting from other points. Griff saw
others head inland. He skinned his hand on cord, felt the grit of salt-encrusted sand under his sandals.
The plane was overhead now, moving in awide circle. Something awk-ward in that suggested that it was
ether overloaded or in trouble. Then it camein to land.



"Crack-up!" panted Casey. "They're going to crack up!”

There was noise but not the splintering crash Griff had expected. He continued to climb over the
sun-heated rock toward the salt-floored basin, where the lake of the flamingos had once rippled. And,
thrusting hisway recklesdy through the thornbrush, which left oozing gashes on hisarmsand ribs, he
cameinto the open. The plane, undercarriage gone, rested flat on the soil.

"He madeit!" whooped Casey. "That bird's some-thing specid asapilot!"

Asthey ran toward the plane, Griff identified it as one of the passenger ships belonging to the
inter-idand tourist trade. One of the Seabees was tugging at the hatch asthey came up. It gave, and he
retrested astep or two asatal man, his eyes bloodshot and in-finitely weary, his once-white shirt filthy
and spattered with an ominous red, edged through.

"This—is—?" He framed the question dowly.

Before they could answer, they heard the pitiful chorus from the interior of the plane—the crying and
whimper-ing. Casey reached out to support the pilot. The man winced under histouch.

"Thisis San Isadore, fella" Casey's voice was gentle.

Thetal man crumpled, hislegsfolding under him and letting him down to the sand, his hands covering
his twitching face. He was breathing in long, shudder-ing sobs, which shook his bodly.

"Never thought we'd makeit! Never thought wed makeit!" Hiswordstrailed off into sounds that
hurt.

But one of the others had pushed past to look inside the plane. He came out faster than he had gone
in.

"Kidd" he burst out. "Thereésawholeload of kidsin here. Help me get them out, you guys!™

Not al of those handed out of the plane were chil-dren. Four women, each holding ababy, staggered
out into the sunlight. But some twenty children, ranging in age from toddlers hardly able to stand to three
a-mogt in their teens, were led from the confines of the cabin, where they had been lashed for safety in
bundles of blankets and foam-rubber pads.

It was from the older children, rather than from the adults, that they got the story. A boy, hisgrimy
hand bandaged in a strip of dirty gauze, held onto Griff.

"Did—did my dad come?"

"In the plane?’

"No. He had to try the boat. Therest al had to take the boats. There was only one plane left, and
they made uskidsgo in that.”

Griff knelt so that his eyeswere on aleve with the boy's. "Where did you come from, son?"

"SantaMaria." He was shivering now. Griff drew himinto hisarms.

"It'sdl right, sonny. Y ou got here safe. And SantaMariaisn't far. So your dad'll be adong.”

"They'rethingsin the sea—" The boy's shudders were adry sobbing. "They get the boats—"

Griff was sllenced. Asfar as he knew, there was no soothing answer to that one. He could only gather
thelad closer, carry him asthe caval cade of children and Seabees moved away toward the settlement in
thevalley.

"Has the water stopped coming here?' the boy asked suddenly.

"Water? What do you mean, son?"

"It came and covered alot of SantaMaria. Then it came again, more every day. And Dad said wed
have to get away and get away quick or there wouldn't be any idand left! The water just came and
came—"

"Wel, it isn't coming here! In fact, the water went away and left usabig piece of new land. Y ou can
seeit from the top of that next little hill. Y ou don't have to worry about the water—"

"And therere no bad thingsin the water here to get people?!

"Y ou don't have to worry about them now," Griff said firmly. "These men here are from the Navy, and
they're preparing some surprises for those thingsin the water. Y ou're safe. And your dad'll be here soon.
Y ou wait and see—"

"What's your name?"' his charge asked.

"Griff Gungton. And what's yours?



"Jmmie Marden. Y ou're an American, too—like Dad —aren't you?"

"Yes" But Griff wondered if it wouldn't be more cor-rect to say now, "l was an American.”

"Dad worksfor the Fruit Company. Areyou asailor —in the Navy?'

"No. | was doing other work here—diving—"

The youngster siwung about in hisarmsto regard him with big eyes. "'Y ou go down in the water? But
didn't the bad thingstry to get you?'

"Thereweren't any bad things here then.”

Jmmie nodded. "I remember. It was before the storm. | went out sailing with Hippy. He had a
boat—he fished. But | never saw Hippy any more after the storm. Dad knows how to sail aboat, too.
He's about the best sailor on Santa Maria—"

"Then hell beturning up before you know it," Griff suggested.

But Jmmie's head went down on Griff's shoulder once more, and he felt the boy shiver. "—bad
things—" His muted whisper could hardly be heard.

Griff studied the tangled hair and the thin little body with a helplessfeding. There was nothing he could
say that might not be alie. If some desperate party had |eft Santa Maria by ship—wasit possiblefor
them to reach San Isadore? The whole seascape had changed. There were new idands, uncharted
reefs—bhes des the seaenemy. Did such a party have the least chance of winning through?

When they reached the settlement and turned the refugees over to the idand women under the
super-vision of the doctor, Griff and the rest patched together bits and pieces of ahorror tae that
exceeded anything they had been through. Jmmi€e's story was only the bare bones.

Volcanic action had wracked SantaMariato afar greater extent than it had San Isadore. A part of
the other idand had vanished within an hour as a spouting cone of flame and dust had broken through the
outer reaches of the harbor. After that disaster the survivors who had fought to a perilous safety
discovered that the doom of theidand was sedled. In aseries of landdips what was left of SantaMaria
vanished hour by hour.

Their escape had been forced upon them. Luckily a section of the airport remained above the water
line. There men had labored amost in a panic to cobble to-gether out of the wreckage at |east one plane
that could take to the air, while others, with little hope of success, fitted up two fishing. boats for atry by
sea. Mogt of theidand's population had died in thefirst upheava, or been lost in the fury of the storm,
which had struck when theidand wasin its deeth throes. Out of thou-sands a handful by lucky chance
made their way to the last stable land.

The children and three women with newly born ba-bies were given the best oddsin the patched-up
plane, which aveteran pilot, Henry Forbes, volunteered to fly. Those left behind would take to the boats
astherisng water forced their withdrawal. They would try to make San I sadore, though they had not
been sure that that idand was still above water.

"Werejust plain lucky." Casey summed up their own reaction to the news. "Lord, we had it easy
compared to them. What're we going to do about those boats, skip-per?”

Murray looked in turn to the Navy pilot. "Any chance of getting that plane up again, Whit?'

Hooker shook his head. "Not without a machine shop. Oh, we might do alot of patching and hope.
But it'd take days. You've that one LC 3—"

The LC 3—an amphibian, tanklike vehicle made to plow through water and crawl over cord
reefs—which by some freak of luck had survived the storm, was parked on the beach. Just that morning
her internal's had been checked by mechanics, and she had been pro-claimed seaworthy.

"That'sathought,” Murray conceded. "If we can rig up some sort of protection—"

"Skipper." Casey leaned forward eagerly. "How about shock waves out from her bow. No," he
corrected him-sdlf, "we couldn't try that—too risky. But we could mount a couple of spray guns on her
fore and aft. And maybe those thingswouldn't attack in forceif wetried arun by day. They like
evening—or when it's gloomy —better."

"How about it, Hughes?' Murray asked the ichthyol-ogist's opinion.

"How can | tell?' Hughes's mouth was set, a perma-nent nervoustic twitched with clock-like
regularity in histhin cheeks. "I don't know what makes those things do what they do! Until we can



capture one, we won't know anything. And so far none of our traps and bait have worked. They think, |
tell you; they can reason out just how to beat us!" Hisvoicerose, and he was on hisfeet kicking at the
packing case that served him for a seat. "Maybe you can shoot them out of the water. If you do, grab a
body and bring it back; then maybe well be able to get somewhere.”

"Commander, you have no ideawhat course to set." Holmes entered. There was a bandage turban
about his head, and he sat down quickly. "To go out on the mere chance of contacting one of those boats
would be act-ing directly against our orders. We were told to estab-lish this base and wait—" He
stopped suddenly asif he redized that he himself had amost committed the car-dina sin of supplying
top-secret information.

Casey laughed outright and Murray smiled.

"Wait herefor what, Lieutenant?" jibed Casey. "More orders? From where? \WWe're on our own now,
and we have to do our thinking for ourselves. That fedskindagood.” He stretched.

"Y ou have no red proof of that," snapped Holmes. "Commander, | would suggest that you'd be wiser
not to take decisons on yourself so quickly. We have had no official news—nothing releasing usfrom
our origind du-ties—"

Breck Murray levered himsdlf off hiscrate. "There's such athing as common sense, Lieutenant. And
therere also some people out there, men and women, who have had it worse than we have. If we can
make thistheir port of refuge, then that'sfor us. All right, Casey, you get Evans, Marshdl, Hall, and
Koblinski and see what you can do about arming the LC. The sooner you can have her ready the better!”
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SOS AMERIKANTSKY!

"therésavolcanic idand here." The pilot from Santa Maria, propped up on the cot, moved his
bandaged hand to mark a cross on the chart Murray had given him. "And shod water showing here—"

"They'd have to swing to the south then—" mused the commander.

But Griff spoke up. "Who were the captainsin charge of the boats?'

Henry Forbes frowned. " There was an idander—Pe-dro—Pedro Farenez. And Goodrich was dated
to take out the other. Farenez knows these waters—he was to |lead.”

"Pedro Farenez was arunner—at least Murdock a-ways claimed that. Hed head north instead of
south; he knows that route better.”

"A runner?' Murray was puzzled.

"Smuggler, running contraband to the States, even men who wanted to enter illegally. And he's been
busy lately. Murdock said it was common tak among the islanders.”

Murray showed Griff the map. "What's the northern route? Did Murdock ever outlineit for you?

"| sdled part of it oncein the Iand Queen. But with these charts no longer accurate—" Griff
surveyed the creased canvas and paper square before him with studious attention. He checked place
names, the lines of solitary cays and half-hidden reefs. Slowly with hisforefinger he traced the course
while the commander watched, narrow-eyed.

The route did avoid the recent blocks to navigation that Forbes had sketched in. On the other hand,
the pilot had not crossed that section of sea, and more sur-prises might lie to the north. Murray rubbed
hischin thoughtfully.

"And that's Farenez's route?'

"Pedro Farenez put in a Carterstown two months ago.” The commissioner spoke for thefirgt time.
"He was aways secretive about his business. Y es, he was known to be operating outside the customs
laws, and perhaps againg the American immigration laws, but noth-ing has ever been proven againg him
in court. How-ever, his knowledge of the northern caysisthat of an expert. He might ingtinctively seek a
passage through seahe knew well."

"Like hunting aneedlein ahaystack! If we head off into the blue northward and they do comein from
the south—! No chance of contacting them by radio, | sup-pose?'

Forbes shook his head. " The boats are old—fishing luggers. One was not equipped with aradio at al,
the other had one with parts missing. When we took off, it had not been repaired.” His ghostly smile held
no humor. "Why should they spend thetime on it then? Asfar as we knew, there was no one left to pick
up any cdls. After the last day we had begun to believe that we were the only survivors—"

"That makesit tougher. No radio— We could have beamed them in—though therés ill alot of
ddic.”

"If we had two LC's—"

Murray snorted. "If we had the fleet and a carrier on tap, we wouldn't have to worry at al." He swung
to the commissioner. "What're the chances of picking up apilot for this northern route from your
people?’

"Very poor, | am afraid. The only men who might have assisted you were Murdock and his crew.
They're missing. | don't think you could force any of the othersto seanow. They havetoo great adread
of what liesin thewater. And superstition addsto that fear."

"] plan on afive-man crew." Murray went to the win-dow to watch Casey and his crew laboring on
the LC. "Two on each gun if trouble comes, the other to operate her. But apilot would be a
hel p—someone who knows these waters—"

"I'll go—" Griff was sartled at his own words. But the compulsion to say that had been as strong as



the compulsion that had sent him into theinland pool in that recklessdive.

Murray turned around. Griff could read dissent on the commander's face before he spoke, and he had
his own argument reedy.

"I've been out there with the Idand Queen. Made the run in her to SantaMariafour or fivetimes, and
once we went north along this same course. Captain Murdock briefed me oniit, and | know the charts."
He thrust the one they had been studying at Murray. "Lis-ten!”

Closing hiseyesto picture mentaly the lines on the map, he began—firgt dowly, and then with rapidly
grow-ing confidence—to recite sailing directions. Why, he remembered far more than he thought he had!
The long sunny days when he had lounged on the deck of the Queen, listened to Angus Murdock's
unhurried speech, to Chris Waité's stories, were now paying off. When he finished, he found himsdlf the
center of asurprised circle.

"All right." Murray re-rolled the chart. Y ou've proved something or other. | may be five kinds of fool
for let-ting you go. But maybe you'll provide what we need. | have ahunch about that.”

Burrows was nodding, too. "We can—we must de-pend now on such things—your hunch, | mean. I,
aso, think that it is meant for thisyoung man to do usthis service. But you do not leave tonight?!

Forbes tirred on his cot. "They must have sailed thismorning—"

"It would be too easy to missthem in the dark,” Mur-ray pointed out. "Therés no help for it. Well
haveto wait for dawn."

Griff tried to deep but found it hard. The glow of light from where the L C was being prepared was
oneirritant. But more important was his distrust of his own proposal. Had he been too sure of Farenez's
route? Would theidand smuggler try thistime for the south-ern course? Suppose, following Griff's
suggestion, they headed in the opposite direction from the party they weretrying to help! Hisfault—it
would be hisfauilt.

"Griff—?"

Griff felt ahand touch hisarm, dide up to his shoul-der, pressing there.

"Y ou have fear—" The words had only afaint touch of theidand dur, but he recognized the voice.

"LeMar?'

"Y es, Griff, you have done what isright to do. Thereisthat which must be done waiting for you. But
theend isnot failure”

There was conviction in those words out of the dark. Griff had aways believed that Le Marr had his
own sources of information. There were odd quirks in many human minds that led to a measure of
foresi ght—cases were known, but as yet no one could explain how or why. And the very inability to
control such atalent made it more a curse than a gift.

Now he asked without disbdlief, "What waits for us?'

Therewasasgh. "That | cannot tell you, my son. But you will return, bringing with you what you
seek, dsomuch ese”

"Le Mar—who areyou?' Griff demanded impulsive-ly.

Thistime the answer was akin to a chuckle. "Have | not asked mysdlf that these many times, mon? |
am ason of San Isadore, dso | am a Papa-loi, the ignorant witch doctor of the mixed bloods."

"You'realot morethan that! Dad thinks so anyway."

"Dr. Gunston is a seeker of the unknown. In my small way | walk the same path. Thus are we fellow
travelers, owing each other the courtesy of the road. Now do you deep, for the morning will bring much
to be done."

The hand exerted pressure, and Griff yielded to it, snking back. Then the warm pam went from his
shoul-der to hisforehead unerringly, asif the other could seein the dark, and rested therein alight touch.
For thefirg time Griff was ableto relax.

"—can't usethe regular stuff. It'snot for aJob likethis." The protest came unmistakably from Casey.

And Griff, as he came downd ope through the gray light of predawn, was not surprised to seethe
chunky Lieutenant, J.G., facing up to the leaner figure of Lieu-tenant Holmes.

"Sure| told Henley to break open those crates. We gotta know what we have. Maybe some of it can
be adapted to thisjob. All right, al right, so | broke about nineteen dozen regulationswhen | said rip off



the pack-ing! Who in Hades cares now? Go tell Washington, if you can il find it—" His round face was
amost asred as the thatch of hair aboveit as he sood, hands on his hips, aring of Seabeesfor an
audience and arow of small, deek, torpedo-shaped canisters laid out on the sand.

"] shall makeafull report—" Holmes returned coldly. He must have heard that snicker from one of the
group, but he gave no sgn.

"Report your head off!" was Casey's hot retort. "1 was given ajob to do, and I'm doing it—to the best
of my ability. | don't care how many reports you make, or to whom. Y ou'd better get it through your
head, Lieu-tenant, that the Navy's washed up. We're on our own—"

"Y ou forget yoursdf, Mr. Casey." Holmes swung around, hisface set in giff lines. He marched back
to-ward the settlement, passing Griff without any greet-ing.

"Now." Casey shifted his attention to hisworking crew. "WEell let this suff go." Heindicated the row
of cylinders. "For dl we can tdl it'd send usto hell and goneif wetried to make it into depth charges. Put
in that box of grenades dong with the extraammo. We want to get rolling as soon as the skipper givesus
thehighsgn.”

The LC wasnot trim in line. On shore she had the ponderous shape of one of the crawlers, suggesting
bru-tal power rather than speed or great mobility. During the night the workmen had rigged wire nets
aong her sdes, netswhich would offer no deterrent to thefiring of the guns now mounted a her bow and
gtern, but which might give pause to anything trying to clamber on board from the water line. Sincethe
L C was madeto carry cargo or asizable landing party to shore, the six-man crew Murray had
designated occupied very lit-tle of the cockpit-like interior. But some of the empty space was being filled
with boxes of supplies.

"Hello, lad. Come aboard!" Casey had sighted Griff from his commanding position by the wire barrier,
where he was now overseeing the last-minute stowage.

As Griff dropped down into the cockpit, the other pointed to the guns.

"Good stuff. They were hush-hush—rapid-fire atom-ics—something new. Probably planned to use
agang subs."

"Yeah." One of the Seabees at the nearest gun spoke over his shoulder. " If they work. Me, I'm glad
weve got afull case of them aboard in addition—" He jerked his chin |eft to indicate aline of automatic
rifles of new design leaning barrel-up aong the edge of the cockpit.

"Can you handle one of these?' Casey asked.

"I've used a shotgun,” Griff returned, willing to ad-mit his own greenness, if it were necessary.

"They've got alack, but their fire power is great Here comes the skipper—maybe now we shove off."

Murray's last-minute orders were few enough. Ap-parently having selected Casey to captain the
expedition, hewaswilling to alow the proceedings to be at his subordinate's discretion. Y ears of
working together in and out of the service had made them ateam; each knew and depended upon the
abilitiesand character of the other. The commander's oneingtruction dedlt with time.

"Three days only. Then whether you have made con-tact or not—come in. Well try to keep in touch
by radio. Any sign of astorm, and you head back at once!”

"That'sfor true, skipper. Wewon' try to ride out any blow in this old mud turtle. Okay, Barnes, give
her the gun and let's push of f!"

There was asnort asthe LC motor cameto life. She started aslow progress over coral rock and
sand, a prog-ress that was close to awaddle but that brought them into the washing waves.

"Come up hereto the lookout, kid," Casey caled. "Y ou know these blasted fish and how they move.
If you see anything coming—sing out!”

"L ookout" proved to be awide water glass set into the LC itself so that they could watch below the
wave line as the amphibian craft took to the sea. When the treads no longer caught, she began to chug, a
floating tank.

To Griff's surprise the seaworld he viewed through the glass was much asit had always been. The
rainbow fish, the animal-vegetable foliage of the underworld was, asfar as he could tell, normal,
apparently untouched by the blasts of storm that had so beaten the idand. But he watched dertly for the
firgt hint of trouble.



Sun banners flooded the eastern sky. Was that coming light athresat to the enemy? And who or what
was the enemy? M utants caused by atomic radiation from earlier testing? Such aneat answer, but
probably they might never know for certain.

Griff froze. That dark trail—it could be atwist of weed, an extra-long sea plume haf torn fromiits
moor-ings— But it was not!

"Casgy!" He gavethe dert, il tracing that rippling, ropdike thing back to the crevicefrom which it
pro-truded. It was atentacle right enough, but the largest he had ever seen. The squid or octopusit
bel onged to was far more formidable than any of the creatures he had watched aong the reef in the old
days.

"Wha isit?"

"Octopus—very big one. See—it must be holed up there—right behind that big stand of red sponge!”

"l don't— Oh, that's one of its arms waving about. But —Good L ord, kid, that arm must be about
twelvefifteen feet long! | didn't know they grew so big around here."

"Asfar as| know, they didn't—before. Ink!"

The murky cloud shot out of the crevice, forming a screen through which even the water glass could
not aid their vison. Casey went into action.

"Barnes, let's have the best she can do! Hall, you and Briggs stand by—"

The LC's crawl stepped up anotch, but her speed was no better than a snail's compared with the
agility that any of the great cephal opods could show, as Griff well knew. He reached for one of therifles
and saw that Casey had dready picked one up.

"They shoot that ink when they're afraid, don't they?"

"It can dso be asignd. With no speech, no hearing, it'stheir means of communication.”

"Maybe weve derted alookout." Casey peered fruit-lesdy into the glass. "It sure muddles things for
us”

Griff watched that murk, hoping that soon the LC would be beyond its fogginess. Minutes passed with
drag-ging downess. Nothing broke the waves, showed any desireto chalengethe LC. Leaving Griff on
duty by the glass, Casey went back to control to check their course. It had the look of acam day. The
seamoved in lazy swells. There was only afair wind, hardly more than a breeze, and the sun wasrising
into acloudless sky.

Behind them San | sadore became a black smudge on the horizon. They approached within amile of
the new volcanic idand cone and coughed in the sulphur-tainted air blown toward them. Storm wrack, in
the form of dead fish, matted weed, and wreckage, floated by, caught along the LC, and had to be
pushed away. There was an unpleasant odor, partly from the flotsam, but aien to the clean scent of salt
and seawind.

Then that cone drew astern, and they were in the open. Gulls beat over them; one of Mother Carey's
neat black and white chickens escorted them for amoment or two before tiring of their dow pace and
flashing on. Casey held the headset of the smdll radio so that one ear could catch any message from
shore. At haf-hour intervals they tapped back their own monotonous record of no action. Asthe sun
beamed down, they put on dark glasses and covered their heads. But, save for the birds, they might now
be traversing a deserted ocean.

"If it'sthisquiet,” Barnes spoke up, "those guys from Santa Mariawon't have it so bad. Maybe there
an't al thetrouble that we think thereis"

"Or dseit hangs about land, around theidands,” Casey replied. "Wait!" Therifle dipped from his
loose grasp. He had clamped the earphone tighter to his head with one hand, and his sun-reddened face
wasthe picture of blank astonishment.

"Something comingin?'

"The Santa Maria crowd? Maybe, they got that radio fixed! They can give usabeamto ride, and
well beright with them—"

Casey held the earphone away, surveyed it asif he could not believe he had heard what he did, and
clamped it back in one fluid movement.

"Not SantaMaria—?" queried Griff.



"Not unlessthey speak Russan therel”

"Russan!" Hal fairly spat out theword, and his hand fell on the mounted gun he was to operate.

"l learned some. That's Russian right enough.” Casey was emphétic.

"Expeditionary force—?" Barnes gazed bleakly ahead at the till empty sea.

"Did any expeditionary force ever sgnd 'SOS Ameri-kantsky'?'

"They'reasking us for hdp!”

"Seemsthat way." Casey's grin was back. "Sounds asif they'd like to see us quick, too. Well, boys,
what do we do? Ride their sgna beam in—it'sin the general direction we're steering—"

"It'satrap!" That was Lawrence at the bow gun.

But Casey shook hishead. "I don't think so. They may not know there's anyone around. Soundsto
me like agenera appeal. How abouit it, boys, do we go or don't we?"

"We don't!" Barnessretort flashed.

"l don't know." Hall fiddled with the ammo belt of hisgun. "Were armed, and they can't take us by
sur-prise. After all—if they did plaster us—they must have got it as good. We're both finished—why
keep on fight-ing? Kinda silly to do that, seemsto me. And if it'sin the same direction, we may runinto
them anyway. |I'd ssy—have alook."

"Suppose we vote." Casey spit overboard one of the divers of wood he had taken to chewing in
place of the vanished cigarettes. "Weridein on their beam and look them over— Ayes?

Therewerefive"ayes' to Barness gill defiant "no,” but the dissenter accepted the decision with good
grace when Casey pointed out that they would advance ready to open fire a the least hint of treachery.

With the call Sgnd ringing in hisears, Casey set about the ddlicate task of guiding the LC adong the
flickering beam, hoping to contact those transmitting it.



V
WHO IS THE ENEMY?

"what's below?"

With aguilty start Griff looked from the horizon to the glass, which was their spy-hole on the sea. But,
though the murk of ink was missing, there was no clear glimpse of what might lurk there. They were out
of the shalows, asthe color of the waves about them testi-fied. Any ocean flooring now went down to
the big deeps, where even the armored divers dared "not pene-trate. An occasiona fish wasdl he could
see, and so he reported.

"How arewe doing, Sir?' Barnes asked Casey.

"Weredill on sgna—"

"Do they say anything else?' That was Hdll.

"Not so far. The broadcast may be automatic.”

"Bait." Barnes dill held to his negative opinion. "New type booby trap—"

"Maybe." Casey cupped the earphones closer. "Two points starboard—yes—" Asthe LC swung on
the dight-ly atered course, he nodded. "That doesit—beginning to fade alittle. We must haveit dead
center now."

" Something dead ahead!"

It was adark smudge on the water.

"Reduce speed,” Casey ordered. He produced binocu-lars from the case hanging on his chest and
tried to ad-just them with one hand. Unable to do so, he held the glasses out to Griff with an impatient
grunt.

"What isit? A wreck?'

Griff dropped his sunglasses and used the binoculars. Rocks, dime-green velvet in places with sea
growths, legped out a him—undoubtedly anewly born idet. But projecting from its crown, asafinger
might point to the unclouded sky, was something too sharply edged, too smoothly sided, to be naturd.

"Idand. Just heaved up, I'd say. Something on it-might be awreck."

Hewas il not satisfied. A wreck would be moreirregular asto outline. This showed no bresks. He
saw something move, flip up from the water's edge toward that smooth pinnacle.

"Look out! Lord—!" Was heredlly seeing that—that ropy thing lift from the water to hurl an object
at the structure above! "They're under attack!™

Casey snatched the glasses. But Griff could seetheidet without their aid now. And he could
distinguish movement dong the shoreline.

"They sure are! Quarter speed, Barnes. We don't want to hit areef in these waters.”

The LC crept while Griff leaned over thevison glass

dert to any movement beneath. The ocean floor shelved suddenly, and now he could see coze and
fish. But the shallows were too new to harbor the life forms of the San Isadore lagoon.

" Port—I ook to port!"

Thething broke water, itslong neck curling up into the sunlight, the dark skin rough and warted, the
fanged jaws open. It gave awhistling scream and snaked for-ward with a speed out of proportion to its
bulk. But the guns were ready, and the chatter of their defiance crackled.

A thin stream of red spurted high, the neck twisted, and the head flopped back and forth until the rags
of skin, torn by the guns fire, snapped, and it splashed into the sea on the other sde of the LC. The
convul-sions of the dying monster rocked the heavy craft while Barnes fought the controls and tried to
back out of the blood-frothed water.

"Lob an egg over." Casey stood braced in the center of the amphibian. "Anything € se bound our way,
Griff?'



Griff, clutching therifle, had an answer. "Plenty! Octopi—big ones— Ink!"

Aganthat cloudy murk cut off hisview.

"Maybe thisegg will give them other ideas!" Hall hooked a grenade from the box at hisside, drew its
firing pin, and pitched it over in the generd direction of theidet.

Water—water and other things, gridy flotsam—foun-tained. But atentacle flushing yelow asit flipped
into the air was planted against the side of the LC. Another joined it, and athird!

"They're over here, too!" shouted Lawrence. Sucker-armed muscle and flesh smacked against the
wire net-ting and shook it.

"Stop the engine!™ Casey ordered. "We don't want them wrecking the vanes—"

"We're being pulled down!"

"We are, are we? Wdll, well give them something else to think about. Get out that torch, Briggs.

Y ou— therest of you—jplant some more eggs. Nothing like discouraging reinforcements.”

The LC wasrocking heavily. With the same precision asif he were repairing some part of his beloved
ma-chinery, Casey aimed aweding torch at the nearest length of tentacle and et go. Therewasthe
stench of burned mesat as muscle and flesh crisped and blackened. The length fell away, the charred
strings floating for a second or two on the surface of the water, and then disappeared. Methodicaly
Casey turned and applied the heat to the arms showing on the opposite side of the LC, while his crew
obeyed orders with zed, |obbing grenades out in acircle about the bobbing craft.

How many of the octopi attacked them they were never to know, but, as the sweat channeled in
streams from the men in the heat generated by Casey's torch, there came atime when no new arms
clutched at the amphibian, no shadows drifted toward them through the ink-tainted water. Casey leaned
panting againgt the combing of the cockpit.

"Did wewin thewar?' he wondered doud. "Or are they just withdrawing to rest up for another
punch? Bet-ter move while we can. Give her the gun, Barnes.”

The Seabee moved from his place by the grenade box back to the controls. Cautioudy he spun the
motor, and awelcome throb shook them.

"Doweheadin, Sr?"

"Wedo." Casey had goneto the bow. "When we get close enough, give them three or four more eggs
right up aong the shore rocks, just to discourage peek-ing—"

The LC at her own lumbering pace, half-speed to be on the safe side, went idandward. Therewasa
com-motion below, hidden by theink clouds. Griff guessed that the ravenous feeders of the sea had been
drawn to the wounded or dying octopi. He was sure of that as the curved fins of sharks cut in. And
where the sea serpent had gone down, there was awhirlpool of ac-tivity.

"Okay!" Casey snapped. "Thisisit! Ticklethem up, boys. If therere any of them left Along here—"

Therewas agrating noise, and ashudder shook thefull length of the LC.

"Werewaking," Barnesinformed them needless-ly. "Shall | keep her going?”

"After weleave our calling cards. Giveit to 'em!”

Casey'ssignd brought five precise throws. A good section of the sea-dimed |ledges before them went
down with arumble into the agitated water. Ink and blood, and floating remnants. The water wasa
horrible soup.

"Now—! Take her in—all theway! Therésadope—"

"Aye, aye, Sr!" For thefirg time Barnes sounded asif he were enjoying himsdlf.

The LC shook, dipped, and once, for awild second or two, dipped on a surface still under water, but
her treads caught, and she ground on.

"That's asub on top there!

Intheir preoccupation with the sea battle they had dmost forgotten their purpose here. But what
Lawrence had pointed out was true. The blunt nose of a sub was danted into the sky, though most of her
lay on the op-posite side of the ridge, which formed the backbone of the new land.

"Weve gone asfar aswe can, Sir." Barnes switched off the motor.

Ahead therisewas a asharp angle. If they wereto go on, it would be afoot.

Casey was back at the radio, tapping out acall sgnd.



"Internationa Morse," he explained. "If theré's any-body at home and they can answer us—this ought
to bring them out of their shell.”

They waited along five minutes by Griff's watch, another five—ten. But there was no sign of life about
the bow of the sub.

"Could they have sent that cal and then got it—all of them?' wondered Hall.

"Sure. Well," Casey shrugged, "I guesswe do it the hard way. Y ou and me, kid," he said to Griff,
"were eected to the mountain-climbing act. They'll cover us from here with the guns, and we don't go
out of sight unlessthere's an extra-good reason. Okay?'

"Good enough.” Griff dung two of the grenades at his belt, copying Casey's preparations. They
kicked off their idand sandals, preferring to make that climb bare-footed, not trusting any soles but their
own on that weed-dick surface.

Therewas astrong smell of decay, as things never meant to lie in the open air under atropic sun
disin-tegrated. Linked together, and to the LC, with lifdlines, the two made the first jump from the edge
of the bow to areasonably level ledge.

Had it not been for the rotting vegetable and anima remainsthe climb would have been rdatively
easy. But dl at once, Griff, reaching for anew hold, jerked back his hand.

"L ook out!"

Casey's head came around. " Some of the snakes after us?'

"No—just watch where you put your hands. See that red stuff—" He pointed to asplotch of crimson,
which looked asif it had been hurled againgt the rock and was dowly dipping fromitsfirst point of
contact. "That looksto melike the 'plague weed. And if it is, it may be'hot'—"

"Oh, yeah?' Casey studied the stain. "Well, thereés no use in being a dead hero. What'd'you know, it
seemsto be rather thick up ahead, doesn't it?"

He wasright. The higher reaches of the ledges were dotted with reddish blots, some of which left pink
trailswhere they had struck and then dipped down. Griff recalled hisfirst glimpse of theidet and its
bes egersthrough the binoculars. That arm from the sea hurling something upward—this? But why?

They picked acareful path to avoid the red blobs. Luckily chance had spread most of them up and
across wallstoo steep to climb. With alast spurt Griff reached the top, Casey only seconds behind him.
Towering over both of their heads now was the bow of the sub, cant-ing at an angle that fingered it in the
direction of the LC.

The surface of the metal was bedaubed with the red weed, which was drying into scabs. It was plain
thet if the plague stuff had been systematically thrown from water leve, this had been the target of the
attack, and the aim in general had been good.

Though the sub had |ooked intact from below, what they could see now was abadly crippled ship.
Wheat-ever motive power had driven her ashore on the knob of rock had done it with such force asto
jamand grind her belly plates, splitting them open asif she were awaterlogged coconut. But dl thiswas
inches degp in the red scum. And beyond—downd ope so that haf its putrescent bulk trailed into the
water—was another of the sea serpents, very dead, aragged hole blasted through its middle.

"They chalked up one hit anyway," Casey observed, "so they must have survived her striking here.”

"How can we get down to the hatch?' There was plenty of reason for Griff's demand. The reddened
ground was awarning.

"Yeah." Casey pushed back hisuniform cap. "Ringing the front door bell is going to be a problem.
Ringing the front door bell—" he repeated and then undung hisrifle, "I'm no Daniel Boone, but maybe |
canwinacigar onthisround. Let'ssee."

He aimed at the lopsided superstructure of the sub. There was a crack and the answering bong of
bullet againgt meta. Redinging hiswesgpon, Casay put both hands to his mouth funnelwise and shouted,
"In! Any-body home?"*

There was an answer from the men on the LC, and Griff turned to wave. But Casey's attention was
for the sub.

"Give them another shot," Griff suggested when there was movement at last.

In the round entrance to a hatch, a piece of white stuff appeared and was swung back and forth with



dow deliberation, proving those within wanted no mistake about their peaceful intentions.

"Hulloooo!" Casey called once more.

"—Iloooo—" ahollow cry came back. And then framed in the oval hatchway, they saw afigure still
waving the parley flag.

"Comeon out," Casey urged.

The man on the sub till seemed dubious -of hiswel-come. But he handed hiswhite flag to someone
behind him and took in return aswab on apole. This he pushed before him to clean the doping deck as
he approached a point near the Americans,

"Lieutenant Serge Karkoff!" Heintroduced himself in understandable, if accented, English and madea
stiff little bow. "And this'—he waved his hand over the bat-tered sub—"wasthe Volga. You are—?"

Casey answered for them both. "Lieutenant Bert Casey, United States Navy, C.B., Griffith Gunston.
Looks asif you've been having alittle trouble—"

The other grimaced.

"Did you cometo answer our signal? We could only hope. But whereisyour ship? Were you not
attacked?'

"You didn't hear the battle?' Casay grinned. "Y es, thefish tried to scupper us, but we had their
numbers. We're parked on the other side of the idand—"

"Parked?' the other repeated dully. "There are but four of us unhurt, Lieutenant. And three with
broken bones. We surrender unconditionally. If you can—can get us away from this place—"

Griff saw the Russan'steeth clamp on hislip.

"Leave your arms behind," Casey ordered. "And you'd better bring some ropes, if you have them.
Therésadiff climb over here”

"It shdl beasyou say," Karkoff replied. "We must move with caution. Thisred stuff—it isdeadly.
Three of our men had died from it—and those—those things keep it dl about!”

The rescue of the Volga's crew was alengthy process. Two of the disabled had to be lowered in
dings and then carried to the LC. And those on the amphibian were congtantly dert against arenewa of
hogtilitiesfrom the sea

Now the cockpit quarters were atighter fit, but the men from the sub were no problem. For the most
part they dropped to the deck, staring rather dazedly about them, asif not yet fully redizing that they had
been freed from the disabled sub.

"How long have you been here?' Casey asked the Russian commander.

Karkoff shrugged. "Two—three—maybe four days. There was a storm, and we drove into something
bel ow which was not on our charts. All compartments but one were flooded. Alexis, Gronmyko, al the
rest, they had no chance. We could not tell what was happening. Then—hours later—we were able to
cut our way out —and found this. After that—it was aterrible dream. There was the sea beast—we
blew it gpart with ashell from the deck gun. But the gun burst when we tried to fire a second time. Two
men were killed then. Aft-erwards came the red stuff." With the gesture of atired and bewildered man,
he rubbed his hands across hisface, and his cap fell to the deck. "It is very hard to think; you must
excuse me. There has so much hap-pened—and dl of it strange. There— Y ou are now fight-ing the
war?'

Casey hitched at hisrifle strap. "I don't think there's any war left to fight, Lieutenant. We don't know
what has happened—"

The Russan was younger than Griff had first reck-oned. His broad Savic face did not register any
strong emoation, but his dark eyes held a hurt deep in them. He swayed suddenly, and Griff put out ahand
to steady him, pushing him down on the edge of the grenade box.

"It has come then—the big end to everything?' he asked in alow voice.

One of the men reached out and touched the of-ficer's dangling hand, asking a question. Almost
impa-tiently the other answered, and the Russian seaman drew in his breath with ahissing sound.

"Seems s0," Casey returned frankly. "But our crowd westhered it well—"

"So | see. You were searching for us?'

"We were out on amission of our own when we picked up your signal. Now," he spoke to Barnes,



"we'd better get on course again. Take her out.”

"Aye, aye, ar."

With athrobbing motor the L C reversed and crawled back the way she had come.

"Nickov sent that cal before he died,” the Russian explained. "We had only alittle hope. You are
certain that dl isgone—?"

"We don't know. No radio broadcasts have been picked up from the north. But just at present we
have other things to think about."

"Da" Karkoff nodded. "Keeping alive occupiesthe mind. But if al isgone, why should we struggle to
keep dive?’

"One getsin the habit of it," Casey commented dry-ly. "And, I, for one, am not going to let any
damned fish take over running things!" He spat into the water just asthe L C tumbled from her reef
footing and became dl ship once more.

"Who now isthe enemy?' broke out Karkoff. "Y ou and |—or that down there?"

"We haven't settled that yet, sonny boy," was Casey's prompt reply. "But I'm inclined to think that the
line-up will be different from this point on—men againg fish!"



VI
THE RETURN OF THE ISLAND QUEEN

"We should be sighting the Largo Cays about now," Griff observed but without too much certainty.
One northern run with the 1dand Queen had been his only introduction to this particular route, and trying
to com-pare the cruising speed of the Queen and the lumber-ing LC added to his confusion.

Thevision glasswas no help either. Where, by the old charts, it should have shown shallows, it
reveded only the darker gloom of depths. But, after they left the idand where the Volga had made her
last port, they saw no more of the octopi. Karkoff was able to add afact or two to their information
concerning the creatures. It was true that this new breed of cephal opods con-trolled the " sea serpents”
and dso that they followed an intelligent pattern in their attack on the sub. But why they should be
aroused to that attack in thefirst place till remained amystery.

"l see nothing—" Karkoff stood in the bow using his own binoculars. ™Y ou seek idands—7?"

"Not idands—except as guides. Were after a couple of fishing boats |oaded with refugees.” Casey
outlined the story of the end of Santa Maria.

"A wholeidand sinking!" Again that strained, dazed expression dulled the Russan's eyes. "But why?
Why should idands go up and down?'

"I'm no geologi<t,” Casey replied. "But the balance must have been upset. Therés afull-sized volcano
off San Isadore—aswell asthe one at SantaMaria. How do we know what al-out bombing would do?
The At-lantic may have poured in over part of the States. And in Europe—"

The Russan shook hishead. "I think that | do not want to know."

Casey went back to theradio, till hoping for asignal from one of the fishing boats. But asthe LC
bore on into the seq, there was no sign that any other craft had been there beforeit. They did not sight
the Largo Cays. Perhaps they had sunk. So finally Casey ordered a cir-cling eastward, to head back to
San Isadore. Griff felt their failure the more because he assumed the respon-sibility for it.

"Getting late—" Barnes observed. And they knew what he was thinking.

Night at seawas a double danger. But in the end it was the darkness that brought successto their
misson.

An excited exclamation from one of the Russians drew their atention to port. A fiery trail ascended
into the sky, bursting in ashower of stars. That was not born of a volcano!

"Headin!"

Barnes obediently atered course once more, and the searchlight on the bow was turned on, sending a
broad path of light out ahead. There was a second starry dis-play and athird. The LC pointed at that
dead center. Wasthat the signa of the boats from Santa Maria—or the call of some other castaway?

When their beam caught the boat ahead, they were reasonably sure they had found what they sought.
There was no mistaking the blunt lines of anidand fishing smack built for durable use rather than for
record speed. It wallowed toward them deep in the water, asif over-loaded.

Casey climbed up the netting and, cupping his hands, sent ahail acrossthe waves.

"Whét ship?'

"The Fdice, SantaMaria—Who are you?' camethefaint reply.

"Navy LC out of San Isadore," Casey boomed. "We've been hunting you—"

The Felice and her companion, the Flamingo, crept with the beat of hard-driven engines, their pace
less than the LC's second speed. Faces, white, dusky, dark, were picked up by the searchlight.

"Good Lord!" Hall exploded. "They've packed them in, slanding room only!"

"Canyou give atow?' queried someone from the boats.

"Thisisapretty tough old girl, Sir," Barnes spoke up. "But she can't haul the fleet!"

But that wasn't required. Behind each of the fishing vesselstrailed astring of smdler craft. And that



under-lined their desperate venture. Only achoice of deaths could have sent the pitiful flotillainto the
infested sea so poorly protected against the danger now lurking there.

TheLC could and did take tows, three from each of the fishing craft. And then, her searchlight till on,
sheled the way back, southwest to San Isadore. They were forced to creep, laboring at such a pace that
arowboat ably handled could have outdistanced them. And only the merciful fact that the searemained
calm saved them.

All night long they held course, Casey and Barnes dternating at the controls. And the gray light of
pre-dawn was easing across the sky when Lawrence switched off the searchlight. By compass they
would approach San I sadore from adifferent direction than they had |eft and must parald the coast
northward to the base, being now not far from sunken Carterstown.

Once more they swung to avoid the volcanic cone, and Karkoff, standing beside Griff, exclamed in
Rus-san before switching to English.

"Thisisone of those new volcanoes?'

"Y es. The night it broke through, San Isadore had several shocks. Seethat line over there?' He
pointed to a double thick horizon. "That's San | sadore.”

"Your base?'

"y e

"That ship—it isalso one of yours?'

"What ship?" Surprised, Griff looked aong the line of the other's pointing finger.

Karkoff was right. There was aship there, aspot of white against the waves.

Before he could ask for the use of Casey's binoculars the other called to him, "Get on the glass, kid.
Wewant to know it if the snakes are preparing areception party.”

Griff went to his post, and the Russian followed him, drawing a deep breath as he shared the vantage
point of the glass with the American. The water was changing color; they werein the shallows—those
shallowsthat were dways dangerous now. But, though the usua in-habitants of the reef-protected
section were there, Griff saw no sgns of the enemy.

Againthe LC dtered course, now pardlding the out-line of land. Thefishing boats, with their engines
driv-ing heavily, duggishly, copied her maneuver. When Griff dared to glance up, he saw théat the strange
ship anchored in Frigate Bay was now hidden by ahead-land. But it must be investigated when they
could.

Theflotillawas gill some distance from the base when the engine on one of the fishing boats gave a
final sput-ter and died.

"That doesit!" Barnesexclamed. "We can't take her intow!"

From awhirlpool of activity on board the boat, her sails arose, cupping some of the trade. At seait
would not have been enough to give her headway; hereit at least kept her moving and managesble.

Casey cdled across, "Can you keep going for awhile? Well be back as aferry—"

"It'sacase of haveto," avoice unmistakably American shouted back.

"So far, so good. Any trouble from below?' Casey demanded of Griff.

But savefor the usua dwellers on the shore line he saw nothing.

"Give her al you can now," Casey ordered. "Well haveto be back again.”

The other fishing boat had passed them. Now the L C caught up and |eft her astern. Lawrence hailed a
shore landmark with ashout of relief. Over acalm seathey headed straight in to crawl up on the beach.
The Russians disembarked, as the other fishing boat anchored as close to shore as her crew could bring
her. With ahurried explanation to the waiting Murray and a casting off of her earlier tows, the Navy
amphibian took to the sea once more, heading back for the disabled refugee carrier.

"Ink!" The battle sgna Griff had been watching for billowed. Undersea sentries were derted. Did it
mean attack?

"Lay acouple of eggs as adiscouragement,” Casey was cool. " Say one ahead and one behind.”

The grenades sailed through the air, splashed, and the L C rocked with the force of those twin
explosons. There was another sound carrying clearly across the sea—it could only be the crackle of rifle
fire



Barnes got more speed out of the lumbering craft than Griff would have believed possible. Once her
treads bit on a sunken reef, but instead of dowing her spurt, that merely added to her impetus. They
rounded arocky point and saw the white sails of the other ship, heard the steady firing. One of the boats
she had towed and had not been able to relinquish to the L C floated bottom up on the water, awater
now riffled by more than the morning wind.

"Anything below?'

"Ink mostly. It'sdl screened out.”

"Until we see something we canaim at, just plant eggs.”

They tossed grenades at regular intervals as they bore down upon the amost hel pless ship. Evidence
floated to the surface telling them that they had made at least one direct hit on some gathering of
attackers. There were wild shrieks as the second and the last of the towed boats began to rock
vigoroudy. The LC was close enough for her crew to see those tough ropes of muscle that had tightened
about the small skiff. Men dashed with knives. One tentacle was hacked in two—but there were others.

Lawrence depressed the muzzle of the bow gun, fired an experimenta burst, which clipped below the
sur-face, and then sent asteady round into the weltering mass. Luck was with him. The tentacles
threatening the boat suddenly fell away and sank. By incredible good fortune one of those bullets hed
reached some vita spot in the enemy.

Barnes cut the throttle, and the men in the small boat hastily took to their oars, brought it dongside the
am-phibian, and then climbed the netted sidesto drop into the cockpit. They were amixture of native
idanders, English-ancestored planters, and two whom Griff rec-ognized as the manager of the Santa
Mariaairport—an ex-American flyer—and one of the customs officers.

Casey hardly waited until the last was on board before he called to the larger vessdl for atowline.
And so linked, the LC began the dow crawl back to the base.

The arport manager crouched beside Griff. His eyes were sunken in dark hollows; hiswrist was
bandaged, and he carried it thrust into the front of his shirt for the want of ading.

"What'sthisthing anyway?' he asked. "A seagoing tank?"'

"Something like."

"It sure can do the business! Look here—did a plane get through? We sent one off." His forehead
wrinkled in afrown. "It must have been the day before yester-day.”

"Y es. It came through. Cracked up when it landed, but everybody was dl right. That's why we were
out hunting you—"

Theother sghed. "A little bit of luck. First weve had. My wifewas on that plane. They'redl
safe—you sure of that?"

"l helped bring them down from the sdt flat where they landed, so | can say 'yes for sure.”

The other's hand went to hisface and shielded hiseyes. "Thanks." Hisvoice was awhisper. "Thanks
very much.”

Griff was back at his post by the glass. The dark cloud of ink, which had curtained the activities of the
attackers, was thinning. Could they hope that the seathings had shot their bolt for thistime? Brilliant cora
fans, sea plumes bloomed. The unhurried schools of rainbow fish trailed through the drifting threads of
weed asthey had done for unnumbered years.

"Y ou have any news?' The airport man edged for-ward. "My peoplelivein Tampa. Any newsfrom
the States?'

"No."

The other sank back to stare dully at the flooring of the cockpit.

"Hey!" Lawrence cdled from the bow. "What's dl that red stuff?'

Rippling from wave cap to wave cap, asin more happy daysthetrails of sargasso weed had moved
aong the Gulf Stream, was adull red stain, a splotch that might have been blood draining from some
giant wound. But Griff had seen itslike before. And he didn't need to sight the fish bloating with
distended belies up in the circle of scum to underlineits deadliness. The plague!

It had not yet cut across the course held by the LC, but those on board were able to seethat it was
only the advance part of avast coat of the Stuff, ragged patches of which had split free from themain



mass. And from it came the stench of ancient rottenness—of decay fouler than that native to dead sea
life

Insensibly Barnes altered course to avoid those stream-ers among the waves. But Lawrence's second
observartion was awed.

"Theremust be milesof it!"

Y es, they could see that the stain covered the ocean as a blanket. Sea birds dipped, attracted by the
dead thingsfloating in its foulness. But then they sheared off suddenly, to rise screaming and baffled. And
that which even the birds feared was headed straight for San Isa-dore. It would be washed ashore dl
adongthisend of theidand.

They reached the base, and the crippled fishing boat anchored while the L C waddled ashore with her
sec-ond cargo of refugees. Griff dropped to the sand. It was not until much later that aglimpse of
Karkoff tak-ing to Murray reminded him of the ship they had sighted in Frigate Bay, off the now
three-quarters sub-merged Carterstown. Were there survivors aboard her? If so—shouldn't they be
hel ped ashore?

But he couldn't get to Murray. Casey had disap-peared. And, although he saw Holmes, he knew
better than to try to enlist the aid of the security lieutenant. He had kept therifle from the LC. Now, after
filling a canteen, he went to the cave of the idanders and luckily found Le Marr in thefirst he entered.

"| think there's a ship anchored in Frigate Bay—near the town. If theré's anyone on board her—"

"There be. That has been homin' along time, many days," Le Marr answered surprisngly. "Yes, we
must go to her—"

But he would not explain asthey |eft the settlement and struck southward, with first the cliffs and then
the wide beach astheir path. The red taint was aready leav-ing its mark on the rocks. He pointed it out
to theidander.

"Death," Le Marr said without emotion. That be desth, mon.”

The stench of the stuff wasthick enough to taste. When they stopped to chew on rations, Griff
discov-ered that, hungry as he had been, he could not stomach food. The odor got between him and
every bite he took.

They plodded on into the late afternoon. The man-grove swamp, by some freak of theidand
displacement, was now higher ground, drained of most of its pools, the mud dried between the knee
roots wherever the sun could strike in to suck up moisture. But enough scummy depressions remained to
harbor the mosguitoes, which attacked the two so vicioudy that they had to beat them away, breathing in
minute insects, crushing the larger until their shirts were bloody. However, the reek of the dying swamp
cut some of the stench of the plague, and they welcomed the change. Crabs scuttled away from their line
of march; lizards moved lightning quick along the branches of the trees. It was a dank green world, and
Griff wondered if it were now totally doomed by the draining.

It was close to sundown when they came out on the other side. Had it not been for Le Marr, Griff
might have been helplessly lost in the mucky maze. In the old days one could have taken to the seaand
gplashed around such a barrier. But now that path was closed.

They built afire of driftwood and ate their rations. Griff tried to scrub the dime of the swamp from him
with sand. If he could only strip and wash clean in the sedl

A burrowing owl, devoid of ear tufts so that its head was round, resembling nothing so much asan
animated bal of knitting wool, cooed to itself asit appeared in its doorway under the roots of abush
hung with thou-sands of tiny blossoms. Griff brushed againgt one of the shrub's outsiretched limbs. The
owl snapped into cover as ajack-in-the-box. Pollen drifted through the air and with it astrong perfume
heavy enough to banish some of the foulnessthat had clogged hislungsfor so long.

They dept there that night, both silent and deep in their own thoughts, thefire at their feet. But the
flames died before dawn, and Griff awoke shivering. The red tinge was on the sand here, and the waves
brought in the bodies of harmless sea dwdlerskilled by its poison —lying limp for the tearing claws of the
shore crabs, who were not as nice as the birds had been and de-voured the dead eagerly.

It must have been close to ten o'clock when they came out on the scrap of road that had once run
inland for ahaf mile or so from Carterstown. The rubble of the dead town lay ahead, three-quarters of it



now under water, showing here and there a part of wall or athatch-lessroof projecting above the
surface.

And there was a ship right enough, swaying at anchor with every riseand fdl of thelazy swell, as Griff
had seen her so many, many timesin the past. The Idand Queen had come home!



Vil
CAPTIVE CARGO

shewas not the same trim vessdl that had put out from that port more than aweek before. Her main
meast ended in a splintered nub some feet above deck; her white paint was stained and in places ground
from her boards. But there was something else! Fastened to that stub of mast, acolored rag beet out in
the pull of the morning wind as might atattered battle standard. See-ing that, Griff turned to Le Marr.

"There must be someone on board! That'sasignal! How are we going to get out to her?”

Between them and that deck rolled the oily water that washed over the ruins of Carterstown.
Although the red scum was missing here, the rubble under water pro-vided too many good lurking places
for theenemy to in-vite svimming. Y et Griff had to reach the Queen someway. A dug-out? There had
been some in the town, used for fishing within the circle of the reef. Could they lo-cate one of those?
Only, such a craft would be as easy to attack as a swvimmer!

Le Marr moved off around the edge of the flood, where the new shore line wasin the process of
estab-lishment. Griff fell in behind, hoping theidander could produce a sensible plan of action.

Under them the ground began to rise. It was part of the old cliff line. Soon they were abovetheleve
of the anchored ship, for it was anchored. Griff could easily picture Captain Murdock, Rob, or Chris,
sck or hurt, pent up in her cabin, waiting for help that wastoo long in coming.

Under the water from this height they could seethe lines of walls, those dark poolsthat werethe
interiors of roofless houses. Then atriangular fin cut smoothly through the flood, beyond it
another—sharks. Griff dipped therifle strap from his shoulder. He was aiming at one of those dimly seen
killers when another idea occurred to him. The sound of ashot might bring into the open anyone on
board the Queen.

Pointing the rifle out to sea, Griff fired three times and was amazed himself at the roar of sound. Sea
birds wheeled and screamed, and inland there was awild clatter of hooves, afrightened bray. Some of
theidand'swild donkeys had survived the storm and were raiding garden patches on the outskirts of the
town. But the donkeys were not the only life, asthe two on the cliff speedily discovered. They were
startled by ashout.

"Ohese—mon—"

Tearing through the thorn scrub came awild figure, which looked to Griff no more than askeleton
barely concedled in flapping rags. And behind the first came a second, even barer, asitsfull clothing was
atwist of drab stuff about theloins.

"What you do here, mons?' Between panting gasps the words broke, as the first skeleton clawed its
way to them, using hands aswell asfeet on the ground to keep baance.

"Liz!" Griff dmost dropped therifle. The bony fig-ure, the ravished face, was not the confident woman
he had seenin the valley. But thiswas Liz making her way painfully toward them. He ran forward and
tried to help her up.

"Mistuh Gungton!" Her hollow eyes fastened on him with aspark of her old energy. "Then the big
storm, it don' take everybody like we think! Oh, there's till mons here—there still mong!” Tearsrolled
out of her eyes, and she made no move to wipe them away.

"But, Liz, how did you and—and—" He studied the second figure. The man might have been any age
from twenty to fifty, but he moved siffly, favoring hisleg down which ran an angry-looking, puckered
dash, and hisface was dull, besten.

"Thisismy boy, Luce. Y ou 'member Luce, Mistuh Gunston!”

Luce! Griff remembered ayoung giant he had seen win two wrestling matches, alaughing young man
with afine voice for crooning chants of theidand. But that Luce and this were not the same.

"What happened?' he began and then wished that he hadn't. Luce stood with hanging head, the vacant



look on hisface unchanging. But Liz shivered.

"The storm, that's what happened. We found us a cave—but even there—" She fdtered. "Y ou got
things better, Mistuh Gunston?'

"Yes, you'll come back with us, Liz, and seefor your-self," he was beginning when Luce suddenly
cameto life. Advancing to the edge of the rise, he pointed out to the Queen.

"Therésthe Queen! The Queen, she done come home!™

Liz was shaken out of her own concerns. She peered down at the bobbing ship. "That'sright! Luce,
hecdl it right," shemarveled. "That's the Queen come home. But"—she surveyed the sunken
town—"that home, they ain't goin' to find it no more."

"Y ou haven't been here before, Liz? No one landed from her?”

Liz shook her head in answer to both questions.

"But someone brought her in and anchored here. Theresa signd flag on the mast. Someone may be
on board—"

"Why you don't swim out?" Luce asked.

"Too dangerous.”" Griff wondered if the other could understand. " There are thingsin the sea—"

Luces skull jaws splitinagrin. "They can't touch you if you got yoursdlf jubee oil—"

Le Marr whirled. But he spoketo Liz and not to the grinning Luce.

"Y ou make that?'

Shedrew hersalf up with much of her old command-ing air, her hysterical welcome to them forgotten.
"| found something,” shereplied. ™Y ou can swim in the seaan' nothing—nothing at dl touch you.”

"Y ou haveit here, woman?'

"Doneusedit dl fishin'," she said regretfully. "But we can make usamess o' it again—do you want it
"Dothat thing!" Le Marr snapped.

"First we git usapig. An' they's hard to find now. Luce." She summoned her son. "L uce, we do want
usapig. How we git one—?"

Theflash of intelligence il lit hisface. He put out abony hand and drew one finger dmost caressingly
down the barrd of Griff'srifle. "With thishere, it ain't too hard. | show where—"

Liz smiled. "Y ou go with Luce, Mistuh Gungton. Git usa pig, an' we find uswhat else we be needin'.”

"l don't understand,” Griff protested, but Le Marr interrupted him.

"It be thisway, mon. They's ways the fishermons knows to poison fishes. Not here on the idand—but
over there'—he made a gesture westward—"where isthe big land. Maybeso we find some thing here
what will act like that. There's herbs an' there's bad things—poi-sons—grown here. Do we learn to use
them right, we's got us something those sea debbles are goin' to fear. Liz, she knowsthe plants, better
than me she know them 'cause—"

" 'Cause," Liz spoke up proudly, "I do be kin to the old wise womons as live here for years an' years.
There be's many wise womonsin my family, an' they tellsto oneto the other dl they knows afore they
die. Me—" She spread her hands wide and then tapped her fore-head. "I know much-much. An' this
here stuff it work. Luce, he put it on an’ walk right in the water—fish they al go ‘way fast. You'll see. But
first you go shoot usthet pig.”

Somehow a portion of the animal life of San Isadore had managed to survive the great ssorm. And
Luceled Griff inland to agully, where the drift of salty sand deposited there by the high winds was piled
with the earth that had dipped down in landdides. Luce knew what he was doing, for the dotted pig
tracksran back and forth in trails.

"Y ou stay here with that there gun." He was dmost his old-time self again as he swung into action he
un-derstood. "I go—qit pig—"

Griff stationed himsdf obediently behind an outcrop of wall to wait while Luce mdted into the patch of
scrub thorn and cacti that had been rooted againgt the fury of the tempest.

They redlly should explore the whole of San Isadore soon, he thought. Water might be a problem.
Most of theidand had depended upon rain tanks for fresh water. He knew that the base had included a
converson unitinitsorigind ingtalations. But whether that apparatus had been salvaged he could not tell.

0.



The storms of the past few days had filled emergency tanks aswell asdl the rock hollows. And under
Murray's ordersit had been stored and rationed. Water—and food. Much of the arable land was gone.
Around Carterstown the sea had taken the mgjority of the garden strips. There had been aherd of wild
cattle, descended from those | eft by buccaneersto provision their ships, donkeys, some horses, and the
pigs. Surely few of those had come through—

A saullen grunting in the brush derted Griff. He low-ered therifle. Then came an angry squed. Two
rangy sows burst from cover, behind them an ugly-looking boar, who whedled and turned its head back
toward the cov-er asif to face up to the danger that had flushed it out of hiding.

The pigs of San Isadore were sorry specimens. Most of them would be considered litter runts by any
main-land farmer. But the surly tempers and wily animosity of the smal herds made them just as
dangerous astheir cousins that provided sport for hunters el sewhere.

Griff ignored the sows, setting sight on the boar. He fired, and under the impact of the bullet, the hog
ap-peared to risein the air before it plunged forward, skid-ding on its head at the foot of a cactus.

L uce skimmed out of nowhere, abrown shadow, his bare body blending into the color of rocks and
earth as he went down on hiskneesto cut the throat of the till feebly kicking animd.

Together they fastened it to apolefor easier carry-ing. Thin-legged and spine-ridged as the boar
looked, it proved to be much heavier than Griff had anticipated. They got it back to the cliff above
Carterstown to find there afire blazing. An iron kettle brought from one of the yet unsubmerged houses
hung on an improvised tripod over it, while Liz chopped silvery leavesinto chaff and Le Marr studied an
array of other vegetation he held fanwise in hishand. Two land crabslay to one sde on apam leaf, and
adead lizard hung by itstail on anearby bush.

Griff found the preparations so gridy that he wan-dered over to sit on arock and watch the Queen.
Since there had been no response from her in answer to hissignal shot, he had given up hope of there
now being any life on board. But someone had brought her in, had anchored her, and had |eft that rag of
flag flying. And Griff was determined to explore her.

He had littlefaith in Liz's concoction protecting a swimmer. On the other hand, the native lore of the
idanders was surprising, and such discovery would be welcomed at the base. He was perfectly willing to
play guineapig himsdf.

Theresult of Liz's brewing was set out to cool at last. And they ate Strips of stringy pork, fresh
broiled, to-gether with Nava rations, while the thick substance with its base of hog grease congedled, Liz
testing it from time to time with afingertip. When she signified it wasready, Le Marr stripped and rubbed
itinto hisskin. After amoment Griff reuctantly threw aside shirt and dacksto follow theidander's
example, smearing it first over his skin and then over the trunks he wore. 1t was smelly and he hated the
fed of it, but he trusted Le Marr'sfaith.

Luce reached out for therifle Griff had left leaning against the bole of a pam, but the American caught
it up. On impulse he tendered it to Liz. She grinned widely with some of her old-time buoyance of spirit.

"l think I'll git me some fresh meats, maybeso. Shark meats—"

Just S0 he wasn't going to provide fresh meat for some shark in histurn, Griff thought as he padded
down-dope to the new verge of the bay. Le Marr had waded out along a crumbled, awash wall, water
rising from ankle to knee, and then to hiswaist before he dove to paddle out over what had been the
main street of Carters-town. Griff gingerly copied him. Never before, even on that day when he had
entered the inland seapoal, had he felt the same reluctance to trust himsdlf to water.

Heféll into the effortless strokes of an expert swvim-mer, heading for the Queens mooring. The water
rolled from his greased flesh. He heard awarning shout and trod water. There was no mistaking the
cutting fin com-ing around in awide circle. Griff's hand went for the diver's knife.

But there was no need for such defense. Thefin sheered off, bresking away in afury of speed. Griff
might have been a sea mongter himsdlf. Liz'soil at work?

He had little time for speculation. Le Marr had reached the Queens anchor line. That must be thair
means of getting aboard. But the ship was riding un-usudly low in the water. Perhaps she had shipped a
lot of seain the storm, but from appearances she might have been carrying afull cargo.

Griff clambered up after theidander. The deck was stripped; everything that a high sea could possibly



car-ry away had been torn from its place. There was an odd sucking sound, but otherwise it was very
quiet.

The cabin hatch was closed. Griff skidded across the decking, his greased feet dipping. AgainLe
Marr was before him, prying at that entrance. Under their strength it gave, but Le Marr muttered as he
put his shoulder toit, "Locked from theingde—"

With asplintering crash it yielded. Beyond was athick dusk, too gloomy for their sun-dazzled eyesto
pierceat fird.

"Anyonethere?' Griff called, his heart pounding.

When there was nothing but silence, he climbed over the wreckage of the door to descend the few
sepswithin. Therewas an evil smdll, asweetish miasma. Le Marr caught at the American's shoulder,
checking his advance.

"Wait, mon. There be bad thing here—"

In the murky twilight was awild state of wreckage. Every object that could betorn loosewas piled in
amoldering mess on the cabin floor. And with the gen-tle rocking of the Queen, they could hear the
swish of water washing back and forth, trapped in the mass.

"Chrig" Griff could make out the big form sprawled motionless on the stripped bunk. "Chrid"

He stumbled over and through the junk, but he did not reach the mate ahead of Le Marr. Theidander
pulled at the flaccid body, his hand resting with urgency on the wide chest.

"Chris?" Griff made aquestion of it thistime, looking to Le Marr.

"There dill belife. Do wegit him out o' here, may-beso we can hel p—"

Somehow they got the dead weight of the mate's heavy body across the cabin, up those steps, and
out into the clean air and sun. Under hisdark skin there was an odd greenish palor, and, in spiteof Le
Marr, Griff believed that they had brought out adead man.

"L ook for the supplies, mon,” Le Marr ordered. "Seeif you can find food—water. He be not
hurt—just Sck—"

Griff plunged back into the disordered cabin, dig-ging dog-fashion into the mass on the floor. He
found atin can that appeared intact, though itslabel was gone, but fresh water was missing.

Back on deck he punctured the can lid with his knife and discovered he had been lucky, asthe tart
scent of stewed tomatores came from the battered lid. He passed it to Le Marr and then supported Chris
while the other worked pulp and liquid into the unconscious man's dack mouth. Asit dribbled out again,
Griff's hope sank. They weretoo late; nothing was going to bring Chris around now.

But some measure of that restorative moisture had helped.

"He swdlow!" Le Marr exclaimed excitedly. "This mon not be licked yet. He be tough—"

Griff could see that movement of the throat, too. Y es, some of the watery pulp was getting down.

Y et, savefor that convulsive svalowing and the very faint riseand fal of hischest, Chris showed no
more signs of life than he had when they pulled him from the cabin. And how were they going to trangport
him to shore?

The contents of the can being at length exhausted, Griff settled Chris gently back on the deck and
stood up, studying the disappointing bareness dl about. Some-how, somewhere, they must find
something on which they could float the unconscious man to land.

"How arewe—7?" he was beginning when they were both startled by movement in the mate. Chriss
eyes opened and passed over Griff asif the American wereinvisble. Hislips, sticky with juice, drew
back in asnarl of rage such as Griff had never seen the placid Chris exhibit before. And on his hands and
knees he crawled across the decking to the battened down hatch of the cargo space. There, asif that
progress had drained dl his energy, he sank down in aheap, but his big hands drummed weskly on the
sedled hatch as he collapsed.

"Debblel" Hisvoice was a hissng whisper. " Debble —we done cotched you safel No morekillin'
mons. Debble—" His head fell on his beating hands, and they were ill.

Griff jumped to help Le Marr pull the mate away from the opening. Then the idander regarded the
hatch narrowly,

"I think, mon"—some inner excitement broke hisusu-al calm—"we should look in here. Chris, he



goin’ bedl right. But here—maybeso we find something—"

Hewas busy at the lashings, and, now that he ex-amined them carefully, Griff saw that the ropes had
been wound and tied in avast network of knots and inter-weavings—to make very sure that what lay
below was safe.

In the end, they had to cut the mgority of the ropesin order to clear the opening. And then, together,
they pried and tugged until they had the cover up. The samefetid odor so noticeablein the cabin was
present to afar greater degree. But there was something else. Water washed below, swinging back and
forth with the movements of the Queen. But thiswas no overflow from the sorm asit had beenin the
cabin. Here was water that mogt filled the hold, and in it—

"L ook out, mon!"

But Griff had seen it too—that coil of living flesh rising with deliberation from below the surface of the
dark flood toward the open hatch. As one, the two on the deck moved, diding back the hatch, fumbling
with the fastenings they had cut loose.

"So hedid bring back debble," Le Marr observed as they made secure. "This be agood thing, |
think."

Griff stared down at Chriswith wondering eyes. How had the mate done it and why? But he had.
And now the survivors on San I sadore would have the chance they wanted to study the nature of the
enemy close a hand.
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"the base—" Griff paced uneasily acrossthe deck. "If they could send the LC—give usatow—"

"No other way to go," Le Marr agreed. "Night comes—"

Griff caught the significance of that remark. Darkness had aways been afactor in the attacks of the
underseathings. Did the prisoner below have any way of sum-moning itskind? If so, could the Queen
expect an a-tack? Wasit fear of that which had made Chrislock himsdlf in the cabin?

Le Marr aroseto hisfeet. "I go shoreways. Send Liz to the base. We stay here—"

Before Griff could protest, Le Marr dived from the deck and swam inland. He climbed ashore across
some hdf-awash rubble to the cliff. Griff sat down beside Chris. Hisimagination was painting avivid
picture for him of that thing below, moving duggishly abouit its prison. And the secret of how it had been
trapped there intrigued him. Where were Captain Murdock and Rob Fletcher?

Chriswas adeep, sprawled out on the deck, every rib underlined beneath his skin. Now and then he
mut-tered, but, though Griff listened closely, he could make no sense out of that gabble.

It was nearing sunset, and he felt naked on this bat-tered deck with no other weapon than aknife, no
de-fense againgt what might rise from the shalows. If one of those "serpents’ were to appear now—
They could not hope to face up to that menace.

A splash brought him around in a haf-crouch, stedl in hand. But no fanged head spiraled up from the
water. Instead he saw Le Marr paddling back, pushing before him a crude raft hastily cobbled out of
drift-wood on which balanced therifle and the iron pot in which Liz had concocted her brew. From the
cut lash-ings of the hatch cover Griff knotted alineto lift that cargo on board. And when both it and the
idander were beside him, he discovered that Le Marr had come pre-pared for asiege. The pot was full
of fresh water, and there were their ration tins and some coconuts, aswell astherifle.

"Liz goesto the base. Shewill tell the commander what be here. Tell him send crawl boat for us.
Maybe-so come by mornin—"

Le Marr roused Chris and gave him some sips of the water, while Griff made good use of the
remaining sun time to grub in the wreckage in the cabin, locating and bringing up labellesstins, afish
spear, and alantern. Le Marr shook hishead at the last.

"Light bad thing. Light draw eyesin the night. We be better in dark—"

Griff wanted to protest that, but his common sense agreed. He had not forgotten the night he had
dived by the reef and the schools of curiousfish that had swum into the path of historch. Yes, alight
might draw to them the very attention they hoped to escape.

They ate and drank sparingly. Griff settled down cross-legged, therifle resting on hisknees. The sea
was very cam. Savefor the haf-submerged ruins of the town, the immediate past might not have been.
Hewas dmost drowsing when Le Marr'sfingerstouched hisarm, tightened therein asilent sgnd of
dam.

Griff, now accustomed to the swing of the derdlict Queen, wasaware of it dso, the dightly different
fed of the ship, adisplacement of weight that dtered her angle in the water.

Le Marr's soft whisper came. "Debble thing restless. It wake—want to be free—"

The American wished he knew more about smal sail-ing craft. The Queen was perhapsin danger,
riding so low in the water, her motor usdless. Could the move-ments of the imprisoned octopus capsize
them?

The effect of that dightest of changesin the Queen was electric asfar as Chriswas concerned.
Pricked out of deep, he sat up, shivering visibly. Hiswide eyes stared unbdievingly at Griff, went on to
Le Marr, and then back to the American. He shook his head and reached out a trembling hand to touch
Griff imidly.



"You be therein true, mon?'

"I'm here, Chris—"

Chrisagain looked from him to Le Marr. The voodoo man's face wore its usua impassve mask until
he amiled.

"Y ou be back—back home, mon."

But when Chrislooked beyond Le Marr to the a-tered shore line, he was plainly puzzled.

"Thisain't Cartersown—" he said dmogt plaintively.

"It'swhat's |eft of it," Griff answered.

Chris studied the ruins and then, with a sudden dry sob, buried hisface in hishands.

"—never no more—" His muffled words trailed mournfully over the waters of the encroaching bay.

"Chris, what happened to the Queen?' Griff ven-tured to ask. "Where's the captain and Rob?"

At firgt he thought he was not going to get an answer. But at last, in a colorless voice unlike hisown,
Chrisreplied.

"The debble things—they came out o' the sea. Rob, he was took—'fore we redlly see them.
Captain—he shoot—the rest—" He shook hishead. "It be al mixed up in my head, mon. No more
remember. But"—he brought hisfist down on the scarred planking under them—"1 got this one debble,
an' | think 1 bring him back to the doctun—to you father. He know what makes fishes do things.
Maybeso he can tell why these fish an' bad things come now to git mons. De doctuh can tell ustrue! You
get the doctuh, Griff—"

"| can't. The doctor isn't here now, Chris. | don't— | don't know where heis." But he was thinking
that what he had told Casey was till true. Aslong as one could not see the disaster, one could keep on
believing that it had not happened—that some day, maybe tomor-row, word would come that the worst
had not hap-pened—that the north was ill clean, its cities stand-ing, itslights bright, its people living. He
could not believe that Dr. Gunston would never return to San Isadore, that in time Mewould not be asit
had away's been.

"He was poisoned by afish," he continued steedily. "They flew him to the States for treatment.”

"Then we keep this here thing 'til he comes back.” Chris dapped the deck again. "But the town—what
happened to the town?"

"We had astorm, and an earthquake—and theré's a volcano out there." Griff pointed seaward. But
Le Marr took up thetale at this point.

"There be war, mon, war with the big bombs. The whole world be changed now—"

Griff wondered if Chris had understood, if he could understand—for the Queen's mate sat looking
ashorein the thickening dusk, his drawn face amask of hurt.

"The mons—?"'

"They be down idand—with the Navy mons—all that be dtill ‘live.”

"Everything gone—"

Le Marr nodded briskly. "Everything old be gone. We do other things now. The seathings, they come
to fight. We be eaten up 'less we fight back. No more mons fight mons—now they fight other thing—or
they don' live no more on thisworld!"

"Me—" Chriss bowed shoulders straightened—"me, | ain't gonnalet no fish thing make trouble for
me. | got me oneright here. | ain' sayin' fish be smarter nor me!™

LeMarr wasonly ablack blot now in the three-quarters dark. But his soft chuckle held the
approbation they could not see. "There's other mons think that too, Chris. These Navy mons, they ain't
shakin' the head and cryin’ out ‘oh, my, oh, my!" Y ou has done a big thing, bringin' this debble back to
San Isadore. We gitsit to the Navy mons, an' they makestheir own voodoo wi' it. If wegitsit to the
Navy mond"

"Whyfor you say 'if?"

"This here debble thing ain't happy. He make his own voodoo. Now he move—"

Le Marr wasright. Griff felt the tremor in the Queen.

Could that creature burst out? Had the ship's Sides or bottom been weakened to the point of giving
away if the prisoner gpplied intelligence to the business of win-ning its freedom?



"Let him move! He be put in the Queen like beef in the can.” Chris sounded amost cheerful. "Besf, he
don't git out 'til mon takes him. Neither do this—"

"Do he bring help, we have us some things to think 'bout”

"There be debbles here?’

"They be everywhere. They got 'em asub, didn't they, Griff?"

"Well, maybe they didn't wreck it in the first place, but they sure kept it tied down afterwards!™ agreed
the American. He spoke almost absently, trying to be dert to every sound about the Queen, tense and
conscious of that remitting tremor. Could that very faint pulsation carry through the water to summon—"?

"There aretwo kind debbles,” Chrisremarked thoughtfully. "There are the long necks and the octopi.
Thelong necks, they stay mostly in the water. These kind'—they heard his hand beat the deck—"can
come out alittle way. But we gotta teach ‘em they better stay in!"

"Sowetry," Le Marr agreed. "Now we eat ourselves something. Nobody can do everything in one
day." He portioned out rations brought from the base and cans hacked open.

Griff ate cold baked beanswith his fingers and ended by sucking asquare of dark chocolate. He had
been watching the incoming waves, and now he pointed out a phenomenon to the others.

"What's that glow—there—a ong the water?"

He was familiar with the phosphorescence of the southern waters—had seen it fly in foam from the
cut-ting bow of the Queen in happier days. But thiswas different. It gppeared to move under the water,
not on the surface, and in lines. Then materia he had read in the now vanished library of the lab flashed to
mind and brought him to hisfeet inaarm.

The greater octopi from the depths were spangled with bright sparks of luminescence!

"They comin'?' Le Marr sounded neither surprised nor disturbed.

"Maybe—" He had been afool not to bring some of the grenades, though explosions so near to the
crip-pled Queen might have torn the derelict apart.

He was sure his guess was correct. Those odd trails of light were not just dipping adong thewavesin
the aimless fashion of phosphorescence; they were con-verging on the ship. And her deck was now
hardly four feet above thewater level. Any of the octopi he had seen about the idet where the Volga
rested, or which he had watched attack and try to overturn the boats of the refugees, could reach the
planking on which the three were huddled. He spoketo Le Marr.

"I think they must have spotted us. And we've got to have the lantern now, for if we don't keep the
deck clear—" But how could they do that with only onerifle, apair of knives, and afishing spear?

Therewas arasping, scraping sound. Griff ingtinctive-ly moved back from the edge of the deck. It
would be only too easy to seize him from below and whirl him over before he could make a defensive
move.

A ydlow glow cut thethick dark. The three drew together by the cargo hatch. Chrislevered himself
up on his hands, peering wide-eyed into the dark. Griff nursed therifle, facing the direction from which
that ominous sound had some. Le Marr finished lashing the lantern tight with cord to the hatch cover and
then picked up the spear.

If they only had one of the atomic flood lamps from the base, Griff thought, and then forced atwisted
grin. Aslong as he waswishing for tools, he might aswell make it abox of grenades or one of the LC's
rapid-fire guns. There was aflicker of movement just within the farthest reaches of the lantern’s beam,
and he tensed.

"They come—" Le Marr straightened.

"An' he know it, too!" Thefaint tremor of movement below was increasing to a definite shaking, which
rocked the Queen. Chriss prisoner was ether seeking commu-nication with itskind or striving to bresk
out of confine-ment.

"Can they turn usover?' Griff appealed to his more seawise companions, hoping for an emphatic
denid.

But there was no answer except a shrug from Le Marr. Chris continued to Stare at the dark. There
was athumping underneath now, regular pounding blows making the planking of the ship ring.

Then Griff saw abrown snake-whip wave above the edge of the deck, asif in blind search for a



victim. Would bullets be ableto rip that? Anyway he couldn't trust his marksmanship in thislight. Witha
machine gun set to spray, they would have a better chance.

Le Marr was busy, his hands flying as he bound bits of raveled cord about the point of the fish spear.
Hav-ing provided awadding that suited him, he pried open thelid of aflat can of sardines, one of the
supply cans Griff had found in the cabin. Carefully he smeared the aily fish back and forth acrossthe
wadding, working in the gressy liquid.

The battering of the prisoner now shook the deck. With asmack, the rope arm waved through the
shadows to the planking. It might be seeking either prey or a secure hold.

Le Marr went into action. He ran his greasy torch in-to the lantern flame. Fire burst in asputter of
sparks. With the precision of a careful workman he reached out and applied the blaze to the tentacle. For
asecond or two there was no response. Then Le Marr jerked away hisimprovised wespon asthe arm
loosed its hold upon the wood, writhed up, and beat down the deck with aforce that rocked the Queen.

Theidander stood his ground, and as the arm came to amomentary rest, he was ready to touch it
again. Once more the length of stringy muscle and ropy flesh flashed up until they saw the suckers
disklike on itslength. Then it snapped back into the dark and was gone. In the lan-tern light Griff saw that
LeMarr waslaughing slently. And Chrisgrinned.

"That thing-he don't like thefire.”

Le Marr chuckled. "Thethings of the night, never do they likefire. Fire beong to mons. An" mons,
they don't give up fightin' easy. We show these debble things that!"

If they had fought off for the moment the assailant that had attempted to get a hold on deck, they had
not settled the captive below. And now Chris showed con-cern.

"The Queen—maybe she can't take this poundin’. Nothing we can do 'bout that one down there?" he
ap-pededto Le Marr.

But the other was forced to reply in the negative. Griff could hear rasping sounds, fed even through
the pounding of the prisoner asucking pull againgt the sdes of the Queen. Although no morearms
appeared within the circle of light, he could not rid himsdlf of the ideathat anet of sorts was being woven
about the ship, that the sea things were working with patience and intel-ligence to overturn the Queen as
they had overturned with far less effort the tow boat of the refugee ship.

And that was borne out by action as the Queen dow-ly, minute by dragging minute, developed alist
to port. There was no more movement in the cargo hold. Per-haps the captive recognized the work of its
kind and was content to wait for an opportunity before wasting its strength.

"A littlemore of this" Griff said between histeeth, "and well dide over." It was one of hisworst
night-mares coming true, and he could do nothing to hdt theinevitable. Surely there must beawhole
schoal of the mongters down there lending their weight to the project. The ancient horror stories of
mariners were coming true. Here were the kraken who could and would drag down aship to be
plundered at their leisure in the deeps.

"Hellooooo!"

Griff had been so intent upon the immediate scene of action that he had forgotten the shore, the dark
waters that washed in upon the deserted town. A band of light, which completely blotted out the feeble
gleam of the lantern, caught and pinned the Queen.

"Stand by to secure line—"

Griff caught the shout as Le Marr stuck the smolder-ing spear butt down on the hatch to free his
hands and Chris struggled up on hisknees.

Thelineflew infrom the dark to fall on the deck. Its weighted end had scarcely landed before Chris
had it. Then Le Marr jumped forward, and with fumbling help from Griff they made it fast about the
stump of the splintered mast.

But the list of the deck wasincreasing. They held onto the hatch lashings to keep their balance. Then
Chris muttered, caught the diver's knife from Griff's sheath, and with that between histeeth inched his
way to the stern.

The anchor! Griff had forgotten about that. Chris sawed at the rope asLe Marr covered him by
thrusting the torch-spear into the dark. Thetie gave, and the Queen bobbed. Perhaps Le Marr had



disconcerted the attackers, for the list righted a bit, enough to alow the two to crawl back in safety to the
hatch.

Now the lineto the shore grew taut. Slowly the Queen answered that pull, began to move inland.
Once her sde grated againgt awall, but for the most part they followed aong the line of the main street,
and, while the roofs of buildings were black blots above the water, they managed not to strike any of
them.

For a space the listing continued, even grew. But asthe Queen took her dow courseinland, she
began to risein the water. The attackers were loosing their holds, faling away. At last the bow smashed
againg awall with a shock that might have tossed her passengers over-board had they not had afirm
grip on the hatch. There was ahorrible grating as the pull from the shore con-tinued. Then the line went
limp, and they were hailed.

"Can you makeit now?"'

Griff scrambled to hisfeet. Thewall on which the Queen hung canted her up. But within easy lesping
distancewas arise of dry land. Y es, they could make it. And with assistance to bring Chris ashore, they
did.

Murray and Casey were there—and the smaler tow-ing machine from the base. Karkoff was
standing beside that, watching the stranded Queen with keen interest.

"How did you—? Did Liz—?" Griff souttered.

"We heard about this ship from Karkoff and started overland to see her. Met your Liz about an hour
ago and heard about your find," Murray explained. Then he spoke to Chris. "So you've one of those
things shut up insde that hulk have you?'

"Inthe Queen," Chriscorrected sharply. "He sureis, Cap'n.”

Murray gazed into the dark bay. "All hislittle play-mates were coming to the rescue, weren't they?”

"They certainly werel" Griff tried to seeif thosetrails of light had disgppeared from the waters. He
could distinguish none—the enemy must have withdrawn.

"Thisisround three, and it's still our decision,” Mur-ray observed with obvious satisfaction. "If they
want to go afull ten, well meet them dl the way!"



IX
THE LONG ROAD BACK

griff squatted on the edge of a salt-water pool and stared intently into its depths. Savefor itssize, it
might have been the one he had once ruled over near the laboratory—only no one was going to swim
lazily in the sun-warmed water cupped here.

Eyes, which were blank saucers without any readable expression, yet which somehow conveyed the
impres-sion of implacable hatred, met his. There was no means of communication between the brain
behind those eyes and his. More experienced and better trained minds than Griff's had tried to find come
common ground of understanding. Here wasintelligence to. a high degree; they recognized that. But it
was aform of intelligence so dien to the human ways of thought that there was probably an unpierceable
barrier between.

The Octopus-Sapiens endured captivity. It ate the food supplied; it sank into the same semiconscious
state during the brighter hours of the day as had the small cephaopod Griff planted in the spray pool.
There were severa features about the prisoner, however, that set it apart from the octopi already known.
Without dissec-tion they could only guess and deduce from photographs and observation. But it was
apparent that the brain had evolved to a higher degree, and two of the great arms had developed at their
tips smdller, off-shoot tentacles, which the creature was able to use, if clumsily, with some of the
advantage of human fingers.

Whether it was a species old to their world but hither-to dwelling unsuspected in the degps until
roused out by the recent disturbances—by explosions during atomic bomb tests—or whether it wasa
mutant whose evolution had been forced by radiation from those same tests, was still ameatter for
dispute.

Idander, refugee, Seabee, sooner or later every pres-ent inhabitant of San |sadore spent sometime
by the pool watching with afearful fascination the captive brought back in the Queen. Hughes hung over
it, study-ing it for hours, raging at times because he could not summon to share hisvigil other authoritiesin
hisfield. Sheer frustration made him blow up inirritated outbursts, which were far removed from his
one-time satis-fied complacency. He pestered Chris with demands as to how the cresature had been
captured, hoping to add another to their bag. But the mate had replied over and over again that he could
not honestly remember— that the horrors of the Queens last voyage did not re-main in his memory
except asafant dream. Examination by the base doctor had shown that the idand sailor suffered from
exposure to mild radiation and that he was lucky to survive at al.

But the captive in the pool was not the only problem. The waves had deposited athick harvest of the
red scum aong three-fourths of the idand's shore line. And there Hughes had been successtul, for his
suggestion of using fireto cleanse the beaches and rocks paid off. Ignited, the stuff had burned with a
choking oily reek, which set them al to painful coughing but did clear the land.

What was |eft was a black ash with asour, nasty smell. Thiswas shoveled and pushed into pits by the
base machines, only to prove a disguised blessng—for some of the ash blown into pockets of sheltered
earth pro-vided arich fertilizer never before seen. The pits were then reopened so that this strange sea
bounty could be disinterred and put to work increasing the productivity of the garden patches, amove
that might mean the difference between life and death in the future as the store supplies dwindled.

It was dtill not entirely safe to fish—though there were few fish that had escaped the poisonous scum.
Thanksto Liz's concoction—which the base doctor ana-lyzed to the last disagreeable drop—smal boats
well smeared dared venture out along the shore—but there was ways the danger of running into one of
the "ser-pents.”

"If we could only get into thisfellow's think-tank™ —Casay came up to the pool behind Griff—"wed
have answersto alot of questions. Y ou know"—he teetered back and forth, his eyes narrowed



speculaively as he studied the captive octopus—"| used to read stories about fellas going to the stars and
meeting up with dien lifeforms. Therewasalot of clever mish-mash in some of them about how they
established communication. They usudly started off with numbers. Y ou know—the old
two-and-two-make-four routine. But how are you going to talk to something that probably doesn't givea
hoot whether two and two make four or sx? Didn't you say once that these things signaled to each other
with their ink sacks? Then how are we going to paaver back? With abunch of paint cansready to

pour?'

"That's dready been tried—" Griff pointed out.

Hughes had tried it. The chemica make-up of theink exuded by the cephal opod clan in moments of
emo-tional disturbance was a matter of record. They had been able to reproduceiit in the base medical
lab, and it had been introduced in small quantitiesinto the pool—arous-ing no discernible reaction in the
then quiescent cap-tive.

"Sure—Doc's Stuff. | saw them try that. But what about some of those natives goos—like that stuff
your friend Liz cooks up on demand? Did that voodoo doc ever get a chance to try some of his bright
idess?"

Griff had to answer no to that. The idand population of San Isadore, or what remained of it, had
withdrawn to their own new settlement, spreading away from the base, where the off-idanders, both
Navd and refugee, were inclined to remain. In the press of establishing agoing concern, everyone was So
occupied that even Griff had rather lost track of Le Marr and the others. Casey might just have an idea
worth following up. Griff got to hisfeet. Those black saucer eyes below watched him indifferently.

It wasafineday. Infact, Sncethe great storm, the weather had continued amost uniformly good.
Griff watched aflight of birds make ahaf circle about the new radio tower. Radio tower—perhaps that
was the most usdless piece of congtruction they had done since the start of the rebuilding. Y et no one had
protested its erection—they dl till hoped for news, to learn that some portion of the old life till existed.
And among the Naval personnel no one clung more to that installa-tion than did Holmes. He spent most
of histime hunched in the hut with the operator, a dogeared wad of messagesin hishand, ready to push
them through for transmission as soon as contact with the States was once more established. In hisway,
Griff decided, the security officer was as hopeful in a hopeless position as was Hughes—though it might
be easier to awake aresponse from the pool captive than it would be for Holmesto treat with his
superiorsin the dim and vanished of-fices of the United States Navy.

Casey might have been reading Griff's thoughts, for he laughed. "Poor old Holmes, hedd liketo do the
dirty on the skipper, only he can't get through to the Big Brass. D'you know, maybe Murray's the biggest
brass|eft right now. Only Holmes won't accept that. He's had fourteen fits since we brought the Russkis
inhere

"They got it just ashard aswe did."

"Sure, kid. And these have turned to and worked like the rest of us. I'm not caling names. And if they
plastered us—they got it back as hot and heavy—maybe worse. It isn't going to hel p matters to shoot
Karkoff and his boys—they didn't give the word to start firing. Though you know," he added shrewdly,
"if they hadn't been found by us—but by survivors of a bombing— they wouldn't have lasted. We got our
bad punches not from the Russkis, but from the sea, the quakes, the storm. If we'd had them from a
bomb, we wouldn't fed the sameway. Asit isnow, were closing ranks—man againgt nature. If you're
human, you're on our Side. So they were lucky, darn lucky to end up in our section of theworld."

"How about the plane? Any chance of getting it up for alook-see?!

The Navy plane had gone during the great storm, but they held hopes of being ableto restore the
trans-port that had brought the cargo of refugees from SantaMaria. Like the mast of the radio station,
this plane served as a defiance, ahope. If they could take to the air on an exploring trip—even venture
out in aradius of ahundred miles or so and chart the changes—

"Well, Hooker's steamed up about what they were able to do last night. We have a couple of
mechanicswho can build anything if they have scrap enough. They'retrying to fit her with an atomic
motor from awrecked crawler we located. If they can ready her to take off, Hooker's game to fly her."

They had come upd ope from the octopus pool and now stood on the crest of one of the heights that



had been born during the quakes, giving San | sadore re-spectable hillsfor the first timein her existence.
The settlement was aragged circle bel ow—the cora-block, thatched buildings, rather like blocks spilled
from some giant child's play box, the half-cave, half-house sec-tion of the base, and theidanders huts,
wheretrickles of smoke arose from cooking fires. It had a hastily dapped-together ook but at the same
time avitdity that had never been seen in Carterstown.

"There's your voodoo man down there now—taking it easy." Casey pointed to Le Marr seated on the
trunk of adead pam.

Theidander was not lazing though. Hisdender hands moved skillfully as he wove dried frondsinto
one of the wide-brimmed hats that were the idand protection againgt the sun. And he glanced up with a
welcoming smile as Griff and Casey did down the bank into what was the backyard of his private
domain. A cock, tethered by itsleg to the other end of the palm log, stopped pecking in the earth and
offered crowing chalenge,

"Beagood day, mons. Sit down an' rest your feet." He gave thetraditiond idand greeting. "There's
coco-milk for the drinkin’. Shut your big mouth, you crazy bird!" he bade the cock, and astonishingly
enough its clamor subsided at once.

"1 wish you could do that with the devil." Uncon-scioudly Griff gave the pool captive the name
conferred on it by theidanders. "Tak toit, | mean.”

Le Marr's swiftly flying fingers paused. "Whyfor you wantsto talk with that thing?"

"Not talk exactly. But itisintdligent. If we could find someway of communication, maybe we
could—"

"Make peace 'tween ocean an' land? Listen, mon. This here'—he held up apiece of the dried leaf he
was us-ing—"isone kindsthing. Onceit live, it grow, maybe-so it had knowledge. Not like the
knowledge in mon's head, but knowledge what was for it. But can you talk with this? All right, dl right.
This debble, he think good—better nor dog, better nor donkey, more like mons. But not the same way
asmons. He don't want the same thing as mons wants—"

"Hewantsto live, doesn't he?' cut in Casey. "Every-thing wantsto live. Maybe we could get that idea
across.”

"How you be sure he wants to live more than he wants other things? Mon wants that—but do
debble?!

Griff pulled the conversation back from the philasophi-ca to the immediate problem. "But isthere any
way we could communicate with the thing, Le Marr? That grease of LizZ's keeps the things away—or
seemsto. Isthere anything which will attract them?"

Le Marr shrugged. "How do | know?1 don't want to talk to thisthing. Better we would beif thisthing
be gone away an' we spend no more time with it. Seaan’ land, they never mix. An' they ain't goin' to—

Y ou mons, you make the big bombs, you make the plane, the rocket to carry those bombs. Then—" He
made an eras-ing gesture with his hands, and the haf-finished hat fell to the ground. " Then you use them!
An' what be left? Trouble—death! Mons don't use things right. May-beso thisworld betired o' mons.
Now you want more kinda knowledge, you want to start al over again. | say no!" One of his hands came
down in achopping motion asif he were beheading something. "L et monslive quiet, do no thing to learn
what will start more bad things—"

Casey clasped his hands about his knee, leaned back.

"Brother," he announced, "you've got agood point there. It's one which has been stated before by a
lot of earnest souls. Theré's only one thing about it—it won't work!"

"An' why not?'

"Because, as a species, we're hitten by aqueer bug. We've got to find out what lies beyond the next
range of hills, and not only geographicaly. Our curiosity isbred into our bones. I'll bet there werethosein
the cavemen days who deplored the use of this new-fangled fire, who didn't see why tying astone onto a
shaft and making an ax out of it wastheright thing to do. Y ou could kill ahorse or adeer better that
way, sure, but it also was amighty nasty war wegpon. That knowledge which made the bombs gave us
the atomic motors which have kept this base going since the bust-up. Y ou can't withdraw from living, Le
Marr—unless you want to commit suicide. And we're so constructed that mass suicide does not appedl .



Theresalong road back stretch-ing ahead of us now. And we haveto take it. Perhaps half our globeis
uninhabitable. For al we know it is. We haven't yet faced the horrors of afadl-out, of radia-tion sickness.
We may be doomed right now. Don't you suppose that every man over there at the base hasn't thought
of that? But have you seen anyone stop work and sit around waiting for the end to catch up with him?

"What are you doing here?' He scooped up the haf-made hat. ™Y ou're weaving a hat—amighty neet
job of it, too. But why do it? Tomorrow you may be dead— we may al be dead. Who'll be | eft to wear
it—that thing over in the pool, one of your donkeys? There's that woman over there scraping up earth to
make agarden. She's planting seeds; will she live to see them sprout? She thinks so—or she wouldn't be
doingit. You see, Le Marr, ingde we dl believe that we're going to keep on breathing and walking
around. We accept that the more because we have survived some pretty tough treatment. And if we
accept that we have to be practical.

"There's the problem of food and clothing. It waslucky for San Isadore that the Navy supply dump
was here. We have suppliesfor severd years. But thisidand is not going to support her present
popul ation without some help. And the refugees from SantaMariamay not be the last to reach us, which
meanswe eventualy will have to spread out—or import from other surviving com-munities. And we
have to have mastery of the seafor that. It'seither St down and die, or it's get up and fight! If we can
learn anything useful from that elght-armed thing over in that pool, we have to do it—the sooner the
better. It may be amatter of our surviva, andthat is enough to build afireunder any man. You
may not agree, but that isthetruth as| seeit.”

For the second time since Griff had known him, Le Marr answered with the speech of an educated
off-idand man. "Y ou make agood case for your Sde of the argument, Lieutenant. Asyou say—thisisthe
truth from your point of view. And for your raceit is. We areamongrd lot, we idanders, and we have
certain traits of our own. To our way of thinking, nature has turned againgt us, and that isa belief rooted
in the supernaturd. Y ou do not know it in your portion of the town, but some of us have reverted to very
dark practices." For amoment hisface had the same look of strain it had worn during their weird battle
onthe Queen. "l have some influence with these, my people. | am trying hard to hold that influence—to
prevent ther faling into the savagery from which they climbed painfully long ago. If once morethey turn
to certain rites and sacrifices—" He stopped abruptly, hislipsthinned asif he tightened them againgt
dangerous admissions. "'l can do this only because | do share some of their beliefs and appear to share
others. Should | now changein my attitude, should I—as they would see it—attempt to traffic with the
devil they fear, | might losedl the control | till pos-sess. Then, Lieutenant, we might have yet another
dan-ger to contend with, a Situation which might end, once and for dl, al your bright plans of aworld
rebuilt.”

"Do they il think that we are respongible for the trouble?* Griff thought of the destruction of the
laborartory, of hisfather'swork.

"Some of them do. Others can be readily influenced to join them. Y our Strange machines, the lights
you use, the larger percentage of your belongings'—he was speak-ing now to Casey—"are sheer magic
to my people. Itisonly snce Dr. Gunston and you Naval people have come to San Isadore that our
world has changed. We were a century behind history— Now we may have caught up with it, to find the
trangtion not only be-wildering but for us—fearful. Y ou believe that you have nothing to fear from us
but—"

Griff had aflash of understanding. "Y ou have your own ways of force, of dedling with an enemy—the
waysyou know, Liz knows—"

Le Marr gave adow, assenting nod. At the same time he took the hat from Casey and began his
work again. "Y es, there are ways my people may make their dis-pleasure felt—if they are pushed too
fa."

"We have to work together—we have to!" Casey brought hisfist down on the trunk of the pam.
Shreds of dried bark drifted on the wind to the ground.

"Some of us dready redize that; the rest must be brought to such an understanding. During the days of
the storm we took refuge together. But now you go your own road. Y ou are busy on foreign concerns,
and it may appear to you that we have nothing to offer in sup-port of your labors. My people hope that



you will go and leave usin peace—that you will repair the plane, ready your seegoing L C's—and that
after you are gone, the old world will return. That iswhat they wait for. If it does not come then—"

"They may take stepsto hasten it?' prompted Griff. They had taken steps about the |aboratory after it
had become suspect—drastic ones.

"We shdl hope not."

"Then"—Casey hunched forward on the tree trunk —"can't you use that for an excusein coming to
our help now. Wewould never leave with the sea closed to us. The plane, if we are ever ableto get it off
the ground, couldn't carry more than a pilot and afew ob-servers. But if we can free the seas—"

Le Marr made ameticulous business of braiding, of fitting small rough endsinto smoothness. To all
ap-pearances he was concerned only with that. But amo-ment later he said, without looking up, "It might
be done."

"Can you ask the others to help? Would such a project bring us closer together?!

"That also might be done. But you do not intend to leave—"

"How can we? Maybe not for years," Casey admitted. "We have no ideawhat's waiting for us out
there. May-be you are right—at your gloomiest—maybe we are washed up, maybe man is no longer top
dog. But we won't accept that decision without afight. | don't think, if it comesright to the point, your
peoplewill either. And it'sup to you, Le Marr, to see that they fight the right way—on our side, with their
minds and their hands—and not their superdtitions and their emotiond!™

"You are of one kind, my people of another,” warned theidander. "Don't try to drive ustoo hard or
too fast. We are like our donkeys—sometimes we may be driv-en, but other times we must be coaxed,
and dwayswe must have our minds and desires consdered. Very well, | shall dowhat | can. If thefirst
step toward coopera-tion isthe study of devils, then | shal undertake the sudy of devils." He smiled, his
dow, shadow gmile.

The seawind was rising, besting through the leaves of the sanding pams asif the trees gpplauded him
with clapping fronds. Casey Stretched.

"Oh, well makeit back." His confidence was such asdrew belief. "1'm not saying ‘uncl€ to any fish.
Just give ustime—say ahundred years or so—and you won't know the bloomin’ world, you won't for a
fact.”

"l hope so—with al my heart | trust that that may betrue." Le Marr spoke with conviction.

Griff stood up; thewind pushed againgt him with its old demanding force. Without being conscious of
move-ment, he turned to face north. To him the long road back must always point that way. Would he
ever tread it openly?



