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Afterword: Stanley G. Weinbaum, A Persona Recollection by Robert Bloch

The Second Nova

THREE TIMES in the haf-century history of magazine science fiction a new writer has burst into the
fidd like a nova, cap-turing the imagination of the readers a once, dtering the nature of science fiction
and converting every other writer into an imitaior. (Nor may there ever be a fourth time, for snce 1939,
when the third nova appeared, the fidd has surdy grown too large and too diverse to be turned in its path
by any angle story by any new writer.)

Let metdl you about the firgt and third novas, then, so that you can see the smilarities between them
and will have a better appreciation of the truly remarkable nature of the second and greatest of the three.

Inthe August 1928 issue of Amazing Stories, a atime when magazine science fiction was only a little
over two years old, there appeared the fird ingdlment of "The Skylark of Space," by Edward Elmer
Snith and Lee Hawkins. It was E. E. Smith's first published science-fiction story.

For the fird time in a science-fiction magazine, man was whirled off into the depths of interselar
space, with dl the Universe open before him. For the firg time, the reader had the chance to visudize
men as a creature of infinite capacity —man as God, amod.

The readers loved it. "The Skylark of Space’ became a dassc a once, and other writers did ther
best to imitate it. The fidd was never the same again, and E. E. Smith was a demigod of science fiction
for the remainder of hislife

E. E. Smith was the firs nova

Inthe Augugt 1939 issue of Astounding Science Fiction, there appeared the short story "Life-Ling"
by a new author, Robert A. Heinlen. It attracted attention at once for its low-keyed, naturdigtic style, for
the utter absence of higrionics or the cardboard attitudes common in most science fiction.

The story did not, perhaps, ingantly grab the readers and shake the fidd into a new form, for it was a
litle obscured by the nearly smultaneous appearance of the more spectacular and longer "Black
Dedroyer,” by A. E. van Vogt, another new writer, in the July 1939 Astounding. But Henlen
con-tinued to write stories rapidly and Astounding continued to publish them. Within the year it became
quite obvious that Robert A. Heinlein was the best living science-fiction writer.

Agan readers demanded more, and agan dmost every writer in the fidd (induding mysdf) began,
more or less con-scioudy and more or less thoroughly, to imitate Hanlen.

Robert A. Hanlen was the third nova

In many ways, Smith and Henlen were dike Both, for ingance, published ther initid,
attention-cgpturing pieces in what was at the time the foremost magazine in the fidd: Amazing published
Smith's story, Astounding published Hein-lein's. (At the time of "The Skylark of Space," Amazing was,
indeed, the only science-fiction magazine being published.)

In both cases an important and semind editor had created an exdting magazine within which the nova
could show its luster to the full. It was Hugo Gernsback in Smith's case; John W. Campbdll, Jr., in
Henlen's

In naither case was the writer a born writer in the sense that he had been fidding with pen and paper
snce he could toddle, had been submitting from the age of twelve and publishing from the age of Sxteen.
Both Smith and Heinlen had engineering backgrounds, and neither had any intention of becoming a
professona writer until, more by accident than anything else, each discovered how "easy" writing was.
Both were past thirty when their firg stories were published.



In both cases, their fame was enduring. Each continued to produce for many years, so thet there were
adways new dories to add to the canon and to ther reputation in the hearts of new generaions of
readers.

The February 1948 issue of Astounding carried the fourth and lagt ingalment of "Children of the
Lens" Smith'slast important work. Twenty years after "The Skylark of Space," he was dill read avidly.

As for Heinlein, he is writing and publishing today, thirty-five years after the publication of his first
story, and he has logt none of his reputation. In a recent fan-poll, he ilt fin-ished in firg place as dl-time
favorite science-fiction writer.

The second nova appeared in 1934, just Sx years after Smith and judt five years before Hanlen. In
the July 1934 issue of Wonder Stories, a short gory entitled "A Martian Odyssey” appeared by a
never-before-published writer, Stanley G. Weinbaum.

Observe the differences. At the time the Story appeared, Wonder was not the foremost
science-fiction magazine. It was, in my opinion, third in afidd of three. Its publisher was indeed Hugo
Gemshack, but Gernsback was no longer in the forefront of creative thinking in the fidd. The editor was
Charles D. Hornig, who, in the higtory of science-fiction edit-ing, is utterly undisiinguished and whose
sole daim to fame, indeed, may be the recognition of the worth of this particular sory.

Y et, hidden in this obscure magazine, "A Martian Odyssey had the effect on the fidd of an exploding
grenade. With this angle story, Weinbaum was indantly recognized as the world's best living
science-fiction writer, and at once dmost every writer in the fidd tried to imitate him.

The second nova differed in another important quality from the firgt and third.

Although E. E. Smith was a wonderful human being, beloved by dl who knew him (induding mysdif),
the sad truth isthat he was an indifferent writer, who developed only mod-eratdly with the years. Heinlein
was amuch better writer than Smith, but hisfirs story, "Life-Lineg" is minor Heinlein and on no one's lig
of dl-time grest tales.

How different the case with "A Martian Odyssey.” This story showed a once a writing skill as
easy-flowing and as naturd, not merdly as Heinlein's, but as Heinlein's at its best. "A Martian Odyssey" is

major Weinbaum.

In 1970, the Science Fiction Writers of America voted on the best science-fiction short stories of dl
time, and among those that proved the favorites "A Martian Odyssey” was the oldest. It was the firg
science-fiction story every published in the magazines to withgtand the critical scrutiny of professon-als a
generdion later. And it did more than merdy withstand the test. It ended up in second place.

Like Smith and Henlen, Weinbaum was not a born writer. Like Smith and Heinlen, he had an
enginearing background (he was a chemicd engineer, like Smith). Like Smith and Henlein, his firg story
was published when he was over thirty.

And there the resemblance ends, for the tragic truth is that Weinbaum, even as he entered the fidd
and became at once its leader, was a dying man.

On December 14, 1935, a the age of 33, and only one and a hdf years after the publication of his
fird story, Weinbaum died of cancer and his career was over. By the time of his death, he had published
twelve sories; deven more appeared posthumoudy.

Y e even without the advantage of decades of accomplish-ment and development, he remains dive in
the memories of fans. Any new collection of his stories remains, and mugs remain, a mgor event in
science fiction,

Now what was most characteristic of Weinbaum's stories? What was it that most fascinated the
readers? The answer is easy—his extra-terrestrial creatures.

There were, to be sure, extraterrestria creatures in science fiction long before Weinbaum. Even if we
redrict ourselves to magazine science fiction, they were a commonplace. Yet before Wenbaum's time,
they were cardboard, they were shad-ows, they were mockeries of life.

The pre-Weinbaum extrarterrestrid, whether humanoid or monstrous, served only to impinge upon
the hero, to serve as a menace or as a means of rescue, to be evil or good in drictly human terms—never



to be something in itsdf, inde'pendent of mankind.

Weinbaum was the firgt, as far as | know, to create extra-terrestrids that had their own reasons for
exiding.

He did more than that, too; he created whole sense-making ecologies.

Weinbaum had a consgstent picture of the solar system (his Stories never went beyond Pluto) that was
adronomicdly correct in terms of the knowledge of the mid-1930s. He could not be wiser than his time,
however, so he gave Venus a day-side and a night-sde, and Mars an only moderately thin at-maosphere
and cands. He aso took the chance (though the theory was dready pretty wel knocked-out at the time)
of meking the outer planets hot rather than cold so that the satelites of Jupiter and Saturn could be
habitable.

On each of the worlds he dedls with, then, he dlows for the astronomic difference and creates aworld
of life adapted to the circumstances of that world. The super-jungle of the day-side of Venus as pictured
in"Paraste Planet” is, inmy opin-ion, the mogt perfect example of an dien ecology ever constructed.

In Weinbaum's stories, the plots, though tightly and well-constructed, exigt in the reader's mind largdly
for the oppor-tunity they present for a voyage of discovery of strange worlds and of ever-fascinating
lifeforms.

Of dl his lifeforms, the mogt fascinaing perhaps are Twed, the pseudo-odtrich in "A Martian
Odyssey," and Oscar, the intdligent plant in "The Lotus Eaters” In both cases, Weanbaum met the
chdlenge of a demand John Campbell was to make of his writers in later years: "Write me a story about
an organiam that thinks as wel as aman, but not like aman." | don't think anyone has done it as wel as
Wenbaum in dl the years snce Wenbaum.

And what would have happened if Weinbaum had lived? It is likely, sad to say, that he would have
left magazine science fiction for brighter, greener, and more lucrive fieds.

Ye what if he had not? What if he had stayed in magazine science fiction over the years as some
other mgor tdents have, tdents such as Arthur C. Clarke, Poul Anderson, and even Robert A. Hanlen?

Inthat case, there would never have been a"Campbdl revolution,” | think.

In 1938, when John Campbell took over complete control of Astounding, he turned the fidd toward
gregter redism and, a the same time, toward greater humanism-a double direc-tion he had himsdf
marked out with his story "Twilight,” which had appeared in the November 1934 Astounding. In so
doing, he devel oped a stable of authors, induding Heinlein, Van Vogt, and many others--myself for one.

But Weinbaum was a Campbell author before Campbell. "A Martian Odyssey" appeared hdf a year
before "Twilight,” so Weinbaum is dearly one author who owed nothing to Campbell. Had Weinbaum
continued producing there would have been no Campbel revolution. All that Campbell could have done
would have been to reinforce what would un-doubtedly have come to be cdled the "Wenbaum
revolutions'.

And in Weinbaum's giant shadow, dl the Campbel authors would have found themsdves less
remarkable niches. Wein-baum, who would bein his early seventies now had he lived, would surdly be in
fird placein thelig of dl-time favorite science-fiction writers.

Issac Asmov

A MARTIAN ODY SSEY

Javis stretched himsdf as luxurioudy as he could in the cramped generd quarters of the Ares.

"Air you can bresathe,' he exulted. 'It feds as thick as soup after the thin Suff out there!’ He nodded at
the Martian landscape dretching flat and desolate in the light of the nearer moon, beyond the glass of the
port.
The other three stared a him sympatheticdly - Putz, the engineer, Leroy, the biologist, and Harrison,
the astronomer and captain of the expedition. Dick Jarvis was chemig of the famous crew, the Ares
expedition, firg human baings to set foot on the mysterious neighbor of the earth, the planet Mars. This
of course, was in the old days, less than twenty years after the mad American Doheny perfected the



atomic blagt at the cost of his life, and only a decade after the equaly mad Cardoza rode on it to the
moon. They were true pioneers, these four of the Ares. Except for a hdf-dozen moon expeditions and
the ill-fated de Lancey flight amed at the seductive orb of Venus, they were the fird men to fed other
gravity then earth's, and certainly the firg successful crew to leave the earth-moon system. And they
deserved that success when one consders the difficulties and discomforts - the months spent in
acdimatization chambers back on earth, learning to breathe the ar as tenuous as that of Mars, the
chdlenging of the void in the tiny rocket driven by the cranky reaction motors of the twenty-first century,
and modly the facing of an absolutely unknown world.

Javis dretched and fingered the raw and peding tip of his frogtbitten nose. He sghed agan
contentedly.

'Wdll," exploded Harrison abruptly, ‘are we going to hear what happened? You set out dl shipshape
in an auxiliary rocket, we don't get a peep for ten days, and findly Putz here picks you out of a lunatic
ant-heap with a freak ogtrich as your pd! Spill it, man!’

'Speel 7 queried Leroy perplexedly. 'Sped what?

'He means 'spid’,’ explained Putz soberly. ‘It issto tell.’

Jarvis met Harrison's amused glance without the shadow of a amile That's right, Karl,' he said in
grave agreement with Putz. ‘Ich spid esl’ He grunted comfortably and began.

'‘According to orders,' he sad, 'l watched Karl here take off toward the North, and then | got into
my flying sweat-box and headed south. Y oull remember, Cap - we had orders not to land, but just scout
about for points of interest. | set the two cameras dicking and buzzed dong, riding pretty high - about
two thousand feet - for a couple of reasons. Fird, it gave the cameras a greater fidd, and second, the
under-jets travel so far in this haf-vacuum they cdl air here that they stir up dust if you move low.

'We know dl that from Putz,' grunted Harrison. 'l wish you'd saved the films though. They'd have
pad the cost of this junket; remember how the public mobbed the first moon pictures?

"The films are safe,’ retorted Jarvis. 'Wdl,' he resumed, 'as | said, | buzzed dong a a pretty good
dip; just as we figured, the wings haven't much lift in this ar at less than a hundred miles per hour, and
even then | had to use the under-jets.

'So, with the speed and the dAtitude and the blurring caused by the under-jets, the seeing wasn't any
too good. | could see enough, though, to diginguish that what | sailed over was just more of this gray
plain that we'd been examining the whole week since our landing - same blobby growths and the same
eternd carpet of crawling little plantanimas, or biopods, as Leroy cdls them. So | sailed dong, cdling
back my position every hour as instructed, and not knowing whether you heard me.'

'l did!" snapped Harrison.

‘A hundred and fifty miles south,’ continued Jarvis imperturbably, ‘the surface changed to a sort of
low plateau, nothing but desert and orange-tinted sand. | figured that we were right in our guess, then,
and this gray plain we dropped on was redly the Mare Cimmerium which would make my orange desert
the region caled Xanthus. If | were right, | ought to hit another gray plain, the Mare Chronium in another
couple of hundred miles, and then another orange desert, Thylel or 1l. And so | did.’

'Putz verified our position a week and ahdf ago!' grumbled the captain. ‘Let's get to the point.'

'‘Coming!" remarked Jarvis. Twenty milesinto Thyle - believeit or not - | crossed a cand!’

'Putz photographed a hundred! Let's hear something new!

'And did he dso see acity?

"Twenty of 'em, if you cdl those heaps of mud cities!’

'Wdll, observed Jarvis, 'from here on I'll be tdling a few things Putz didn't see!" He rubbed histingling
nose, and continued. 'l knew that |1 had Sxteen hours of daylight at this season, so eght hours - eght
hundred miles - from here, | decided to turn back. | was dill over Thyle, whether | or I I'm not sure, not
more than twenty-five milesinto it. And right there, Putz's pet motor quit!'

'Quit? How? Putz was solicitous.

"The aomic blast got weak. | started losng dtitude right away, and suddenly there | was with a
thump right in the middle of Thyled Smashed my nose on the window, too!" He rubbed the injured
member ruefully.



'Did you maybe try vashing der combustion chamber mit acid sulphuric? inquired Putz. 'Sometimes
der lead giffs a secondary radiation-'

'‘Naw!" said Jarvis disgustedly. | wouldn't try that, of course - not more than ten timed Besides, the
bump flattened the landing gear and busted off the under-jets. Suppose | got the thing working - what
then? Ten miles with the blast coming right out of the bottom and I'd have melted the floor from under
me!' He rubbed his nose again. ‘Lucky for me a pound only weighs seven ounces here, or I'd have been
mashed fla!'

'| could have fixed!" gaculated the engineer. 'l bet it vas not serious.’

'Probably not,’ agreed Jarvis sarcagticaly. 'Only it wouldn't fly. Nothing serious, but | had the choice
of waiting to be picked up or trying to wak back - eight hundred miles, and perhaps twenty days before
we had to leavel Forty milesaday! Well," he concluded, 'l chose to walk. Just as much chance of beng
picked up, and it kept me busy.’

'We'd have found you," said Harrison.

'No doubt. Anyway, | rigged up a harness from some seat straps, and put the water tank on my
back, took a cartridge belt and revolver, and some iron rations, and started out.’

'Water tank!" exclaimed the little biologist, Leroy. 'She weigh one-quarter ton!’

'Wasn't full. Weighed about two hundred and fifty pounds earthweight, which is eighty-five here.
Then, besides, my own persona two hundred and ten pounds is only seventy on Mars, so, tank and dl, |
grossed a hundred and fifty-five, or fifty-five pounds less than my everyday earthweight. | figured on that
when | undertook the forty-mile daily sroll. Oh - of course | took a thermo-skin degping bag for these
wintry Martian nights.

'Off 1 went, bouncing dong pretty quickly. Eight hours of daylight meant twenty miles or more. It got
tiresome, of course - plugging dong over a soft sand desert with nothing to see, not even Leroy's
crawling biopods. But an hour or so brought me to the cand - just a dryditch about four hundred feet
wide, and sraight as arailroad on its own company map.

"Thered been water in it sometime, though. The ditch was covered with what looked like a nice
green lawn. Only, as | approached, the lawn moved out of my way!'

'Eh? sad Leroy.

'Yeah, it was a relative of your biopods. | caught one, a little grass-like blade about as long as my
finger, with two thin, gemmy legs'

'Heiswhere? Leroy was eager.

'Heislet go! | had to move, so | plowed dong with the walking grass opening in front and cosing
behind. And then | was out on the orange desert of Thyle again.

'l plugged steadily dong, cussng the sand that made going so tiresome, and, incidentdly, cussng that
cranky motor of yours, Karl. It was just before twilight thet | reached the edge of Thyle, and looked
down over the gray Mare Chronium. And | knew there was seventy-five miles of that to be walked over,
and then a couple of hundred miles of that Xanthus desert, and about as much more Mare Cimmerium.
Was | pleased? | started cussng you fdlows for not picking me up!'

'We were trying, you sap!' said Harrison.

‘Thet didn't help. Wdll, | figured | might as well use what was |eft of daylight in getting down the diff
that bounded Thyle. | found an easy place, and down | went. Mare Chronium was just the same sort of
place as this - crazy ledfless plants and a bunch of crawlers; | gave it a glance and hauled out my deeping
bag. Up to that time, you know, | hadn't seen anything worth worrying about on this half-dead world -
nothing dangerous, that is!

'Did you? queried Harrison.

'Did 1! Youll hear about it when | come to it. Well, | was just about to turn in when suddenly | heard
the wildest sort of shenanigand!’

'Vot iss shenanigans? inquired Putz.

'He says, 'Je nesais quoi',’ explained Leroy. ‘It isto say, 'l don't know what'.

That's right," agreed Jarvis. 'l didn't know what, so | sneaked over to find out. There was a racket
like a flock of crows edting a bunch of canaries - whistles, cackles, caws, trills, and what have you. |



rounded a dump of ssumps, and there was Twed!"

Twed? sad Harrison, and Twed? sad Leroy and Putz.

"Thet freak odirich,” explained the narrator. 'At least, Twed is as near as | can pronounce it without
Souttering. He called it something like "Trrrweerrll!'.

'What was he doing? asked the captain.

'He was being eaten! And squeding, of course, as any one would.'

'Eaten! By what?

'l found out later. All | could see then was a bunch of black ropy arms tangled around what looked
like, as Putz described it to you, an ogtrich. | wasn't going to interfere, naturdly; if both creatures were
dangerous, I'd have one less to worry about.

‘But the bird-like thing was putting up a good battle, deding vicious blows with an eighteen-inch
beak, between screeches. And besides, | caught a glimpse or two of what was on the end of those
amd' Jarvis shuddered. 'But the dincher was when | noticed a little black bag or case hung about the
neck of the bird-thing! It was intdligent. Thet or tame, | assumed. Anyway, it clinched my decison. |
pulled out my automatic and fired into what | could see of its antagoni<t.

"There was aflurry of tentacles and a spurt of black corruption, and then the thing, with a disgudting
sucking noise, pulled itsdf and its arms into a hole in the ground. The other et out a series of clacks,
staggered around on legs about as thick as galf sticks, and turned suddenly to face me. | held my wegpon
ready, and the two of us stared at each other.

"The Martian wasn't a bird, redly. It wasn't even bird-like, except just at firg glance. It had a beak 4l
right, and a few feathery appendages, but the beak wasn't redly a beak. It was somewhat flexible |
could see the tip bend dowly from side to Side; it was dmogt like a cross between a beak and a trunk. It
hed four-toed feet, and four-fingered things - hands, you'd have to cdl them, and a little roundish body,
and along neck ending in atiny head - and that beak. It stood an inch or so taler than |, and - wel, Putz
saw it!"

The engineer nodded. 'Jal | saw!'

Jarvis continued. 'So - we stared a each other. Fndly the cresture went into a series of clackings
and twitterings and held out its hands toward me, empty. | took that as a gesture of friendship.'

'Perhaps,’ suggested Harrison, ‘it looked at that nose of yours and thought you were its brother!”

‘Huh! 'Y ou can be funny without talking! Anyway, | put up my gun and said 'Aw, don't mention it," or
something of the sort, and the thing came over and we were pals.

By that time, the sun was pretty low and | knew that I'd better build a fire or get into my
thermo-skin. | decided on the fire. | picked a spot at the base of the Thyle diff where the rock could
reflect alittle heat on my back. | started bresking off chunks of this desiccated Martian vegetation, and
my companion caught the idea and brought in an armiful. | reached for a maich, but the Martian fished
into his pouch and brought out something that looked like a glowing cod; one touch of it, and the fire was
blazing - and you dl know what a job we have garting afirein this atmosphere!

'And that bag of hid" continued the narrator. That was a manufactured article, my friends; press an
end and she popped open - press the middle and she seded so perfectly you couldn't see the line. Better
then zippers.

'Well, we stared at the fire for awhile and | decided to attempt some sort of communication with the
Martian. | pointed at mysdf and said 'Dick’; he caught the drift immediately, stretched a bony claw a me
and repeated 'Tick.' Then | pointed & him, and he gave that whidle | cdled Twed; | can't imitate his
accent. Things were going smoothly; to emphasize the names, | repeated 'Dick,’ and then, pointing at him,
Twed.'

"There we stuck! He gave some clacks that sounded negative, and said something like 'P-p-p-root.’
And that was just the beginning; | was dways Tick," but as for im - part of the time he was "Twed,' and
part of the time he was 'P-p-p-proot,” and part of the time he was sixteen other noises!

'We just couldn't connect. | tried 'rock, and | tried 'star,’ and ‘tree,’ and ‘fire." and Lord knows what
ese and try as | would, | couldn't get a angle word! Nothing was the same for two successive minutes,
and if that's a language, I'm an dchemid. Findly | gave it up and cdled hm Twed, and that seemed to



do.

‘But Twed hung on to some of my words. He remembered a couple of them, which | suppose is a
great achievement if you're used to a language you have to make up as you go dong. But | couldn't get
the hang of his talk; ether | missed some subtle point or we just didnt think dike - and | rather believe
the latter view.

'I've other reasons for bdieving that. After a while | gave up the language business, and tried
mathemétics. | scratched two plus two equds four on the ground, and demonstrated it with pebbles.
Again Twed caught the ides, and informed me that three plus three equas Sx. Once more we seemed to
be getting somewhere.

'So, knowing that Twed had a least a grammar school education, | drew a cirde for the sun,
pointing firg at it, and then at the last glow of the sun. Then | sketched in Mercury, and Venus, and
Mother Earth, and Mars, and findly, pointing to Mars, | swept my hand around in a sort of indusve
gesiure to indicate that Mars was our current environment. | was working up to putting over the idea that
my home was on the earth.

"Twed understood my diagram dl right. He poked his beak &t it, and with a great ded of trilling and
clucking, he added Deimaos and Phobos to Mars, and then sketched in the earth's moon!

'Do you see what that proves? It proves that Twed's race uses telescopes - tha they're avilized!

'Does not!" snapped Harrison. "'The moon is visble from here as a fifth magnitude star. They could
see its revolution with the naked eye!’

"The moon, yes!' said Jarvis. 'You've missed my point. Mercury isnt vishble And Twed knew of
Mercury because he placed the Moon at the third planet, not the second. If he didn't know Mercury,
hed put the earth second, and Mars third, instead of fourth! See?

"Humph!" said Harrison.

‘Anyway," proceeded Jarvis, ‘| went on with my lesson. Things were going smoathly, and it looked as
if 1 could put the idea over. | pointed at the earth on my diagram, and then a mysdf, and then, to dinch
it, | pointed to mysdf and then to the earth itsdf shining bright green dmogt at the zenith.

"Twed set up such an excited dacking that | was certain he understood. He jumped up and down,
and suddenly he pointed a himsdf and then at the sky, and then a himsdf and at the ky again. He
pointed a his middle and then a Arcturus, a his head and then a Spica, at his feet and then at hdf a
dozen stars, while | just gaped a him. Then, dl of a sudden, he gave a tremendous legp. Man, what a
hop! He shot draight up into the starlight, seventy-five feet if an inch! | saw him slhouetted againg the
sky, saw him turn and come down a me head fird, and land smack on his beak like a javein! There he
stuck sguare in the center of my sun-circlein the sand - a bull's eye!’

‘Nuts!' observed the captain. 'Plain nuts!'

"That's whet | thought, too! | just stared a him openmouthed while he pulled his head out of the sand
and stood up. Then | figured he'd missed my point, and | went through the whole blamed rigmarole again,
and it ended the same way, with Twed on his nose in the middle of my picture!’

'Maybe it's ardigious rite, suggested Harrison.

'‘Maybe,' said Jarvis dubioudy. 'Well, there we were. We could exchange ideas up to a certain point,
and then - blooey! Something in us was different, unrelated; | don't doubt that Twed thought me just as
screwy as | thought him. Our minds smply looked at the world from different viewpoints, and perhaps
hisviewpoint is as true as ours. But - we couldn't get together, that's dl. Yet, in spite of dl difficulties, |
liked Twed, and | have a queer certainty that he liked me.’

‘Nuts!' repeated the captain. 'Just daffy!"

'Y eah? Wait and see. A couple of times I've thought that perhaps we-' He paused, and then resumed
his narretive. '‘Anyway, | findly gave it up, and got into my thermo-skin to deep. The fire hadn't kept me
any too warm, but that damned deeping bag did. Got suffy five minutes after | closed mysdf in. | opened
it a littte and bingo! Some eighty-below-zero ar hit my nose, and that's when | got this plessant little
frostbite to add to the bump | acquired during the crash of my rocket.

'l don't know what Twed made of my degping. He sat around, but when | woke up, he was gone.
I'd just crawled out of my bag, though, when | heard some twittering, and there he came, saling down



from that three-story Thyle diff to dight on his beak beside me. | pointed to mysdf and toward the north,
and he pointed a himsdf and toward the south, and when | loaded up and started away, he came dong.

'Man, how hetraveled! A hundred and fifty feet a a jump, saling through the ar stretched out like a
spear, and landing on his beak. He seemed surprised at my plodding, but after a few moments he fdl in
beside me, only every few minutes held go into one of his legps, and stick his nose into the sand a block
ahead of me. Then held come shooting back & me; it made me nervous at fird to see that beak of his
coming at me like a spear, but he dways ended in the sand a my side.

'So the two of us plugged dong across the Mare Chronium. Same sort of place as this - same crazy
plants and same little green biopods growing in the sand, or crawling out of your way. We taked - not
that we understood each other, you know, but just for company. | sang songs, and | suspected Twed
did too; at least, some of histrillings and twitterings had a subtle sort of rhythm.

"Then, for variety, Twed would display his smattering of English words. He'd point to an outcropping
and say 'rock,’ and point to a pebble and say it again; or held touch my am and say 'Tick," and then
repest it. He seemed terrifically amused that the same word meant the same thing twice in succession, or
that the same word could apply to two different objects. It set me wondering if perhaps his language
wasn't like the primitive speech of some earth people - you know, Captain, like the Negritoes, for
ingance, who haven't any generic words. No word for food or water or man - words for good food and
bad food, or ranwater and seawater, or strong man and weak man - but no names for generd classes.
They're too primitive to understand that rain water and seawater are jugt different aspects of the same
thing. But that wasn't the case with Twed; it was just that we were somehow myserioudy different - our
minds were dien to each other. And yet - we liked each other!"

‘Looney, that's dl,' remarked Harrison. "That's why you two were so fond of each other.'

'Well, | like you!" countered Jarvis wickedly. 'Anyway," he resumed, ‘don't get the idea that there was
anything screwy about Twedl. In fact, I'm not so sure but that he couldn't teach our highly praised humen
intdligence a trick or two. Oh, he wasn't an intdlectud superman, | guess; but don't overlook the point
that he managed to understand allittle of my mentd workings, and | never even got aglimmering of his'

‘Because he didn't have any!" suggested the captain, while Putz and Leroy blinked atentively.

'You can judge of that when I'm through,’ said Jarvis. 'Well, we plugged dong across the Mare
Chronium dl that day, and dl the next. Mare Chronium - Sea of Time! Say, | was willing to agree with
Schigpardli's name by the end of that march! Jugt that gray, endless plain of weird plants, and never a
dgn of any other life. 1t was so monotonous that | was even glad to see the desert of Xanthus toward the
evening of the second day.

'| was far worn out, but Twed seemed as fresh as ever, for dl | never saw him drink or eat. | think
he could have crossed the Mare Chronium in a couple of hours with those block-long nosedives of his,
but he stuck dong with me. | offered him some water once or twice; he took the cup from me and
sucked theliquid into his beak, and then carefully squirted it dl back into the cup and gravely returned it.

‘Just as we sghted Xanthus, or the diffsthat bounded it, one of those nasty sand clouds blew dong,
not as bad as the one we had here, but meaen to travel againd. | pulled the transparent flgp of my
thermo-skin bag across my face and managed pretty wel, and | noticed that Twed used some feathery
appendages growing like a mustache a the base of his beak to cover his nogtrils, and some smilar fuzz to
shidd his eyes.’

'Heisadesert creature,' gaculated the little biologigt, Leroy.

'Huh? Why?

'He drink no water - he is adapted for sand storm-'

'Proves nothing! There's not enough water to waste anywhere on this desiccated pill caled Mars.
Wed cdl dl of it desert on earth, you know.' He paused. 'Anyway, after the sand sorm blew over, a
litlewind kept blowing in our faces, not strong enough to ir the sand. But suddenly things came drifting
aong from the Xanthus diffs - amdl, transparent spheres, for dl the world like glass tennis bals But light
- they were dmogt light enough to float eveninthisthin ar - empty, too; at least, | cracked open a couple
and nothing came out but a bad amdl. | asked Twed about them, but dl he said was 'No, no, no,' which
| took to mean that he knew nothing about them. So they went bouncing by like tumbleweeds, or like



soap bubbles, and we plugged on toward Xanthus. Twed pointed at one of the crysd bals once and
sad 'rock,' but | was too tired to argue with him. Later | discovered what he meant.

'We came to the bottom of the Xanthus diffs findly, when there wasn't much daylight left. | decided
to deep on the plateau if possble; anything dangerous, | reasoned, would be more likdy to prowl
through the vegetation of the Mare Chronium than the sand of Xanthus. Not that I'd seen a Sngle 9gn of
menace, except the rope-armed black thing that had trapped Twed, and gpparently that didn't prowl a
al, but lured its victims within reach. It couldn't lure me while | dept, especidly as Twed didn't seem to
deep a dl, but Imply sat patiently around dl night. | wondered how the creature had managed to trap
Twed, but there wasn't any way of asking him. | found that out too, later; it's devilish!

'However, we were ambling around the base of the Xanthus barrier looking for an easy spot to
dimb. At leadt, | wasl Twed could have legped it eadly, for the diffs were lower than Thyle - perhaps
sxty feet. | found a place and started up, swearing a the water tank strapped to my back - it didn't
bother me except when dimbing - and suddenly | heard a sound that | thought | recognized!

"Y ou know how deceptive sounds are in this thin air. A shot sounds like the pop of a cork. But this
sound was the drone of a rocket, and sure enough, there went our second auxiliary about ten miles to
westward, between me and the sunset!’

'Vas me!' said Putz. 'l hunt for you.'

'Yeah; | knew that, but what good did it do me? | hung on to the diff and yelled and waved with one
hand. Twed saw it too, and set up atrilling and twittering, legping to the top of the barrier and then high
into the air. And while | watched, the machine droned on into the shadows to the south.

'l scrambled to the top of the diff. Twed was ill pointing and trilling excitedly, shooting up toward
the sky and coming down head-on to stick upside down on his back in the sand. | pointed toward the
south, and a mysdf, and he said, 'Yes - Yes - Yes; but somehow | gathered that he thought the flying
thing was a rddive of mine, probably a parent. Perhaps | did his intdlect an injudtice; | think now that |
did.

'l was hitterly disgppointed by the falure to attract attention. | pulled out my thermo-skin and
crawled into it, as the night chill was dready apparent. Twed stuck his beak into the sand and drew up
hislegs and arms and looked for dl the world like one of those lesfless shrubs out there. | think he stayed
that way dl night.'

'Protective mimicry!" gaculated Leroy. 'See? He is desert creature!’

'In the morning,’ resumed Jarvis, ‘we started off again. We hadn't gone a hundred yards into Xanthus
when | saw something queer! Thisis one thing Putz didn't photograph, I'll wager!

"There was a line of little pyramids - tiny ones, not more than Sx inches high, dretching across
Xanthus as far as | could see! Little buildings made of pygmy bricks, they were, hollow ingde and
truncated, or at least broken at the top and empty. | pointed a them and sad 'What? to Twed, but he
gave some negative twitters to indicate, | suppose, that he didn't know. So off we went, falowing the
row of pyramids because they ran north, and | was going north.

'Man, we trailed thet line for hours! After a while, | noticed another queer thing: they were getting
larger. Same number of bricksin each one, but the bricks were larger.

'By noon they were shoulder high. | looked into a couple - dl just the same, broken at the top and
empty. | examined a brick or two as well; they were slica, and old as crestion itsdf!’

They were weathered-edges rounded. Slica doesn't wegather essly even on earth, and in this
climate!’

'How old you think?

'Hfty thousands hundred thousand years. How can | tel? The little ones we saw in the morming were
older - perhaps ten times as old. Crumbling. How old would that make them? Haf a million years? Who
knows? Jarvis paused a moment. 'Well,' he resumed, ‘we followed the line. Twed pointed at them and
sad 'rock' once or twice, but he'd done that many times before. Besides, he was more or less right about
these,

'I tried questioning him. | pointed at a pyramid and asked 'People? and indicated the two of us. He
Set up a negative sort of ducking and said, 'No, no, no. No one - one - two. No two - two - four,



meanwhile rubbing his ssomach. | just stared a him and he went through the business again. ‘'No one -
one - two. No two - two - four.' | just gaped a him.'

"That proves it!" exclamed Harrison. 'Nuts!'

"You think s0? queried Jarvis sardonicaly. 'Well, | figured it out different! 'No one - one - two!" You
don't get it, of course, do you?

'Nope - nor do you!"

'l think 1 do! Twed was usng the few English words he knew to put over a very complex idea
What, let me ask, does mathematics make you think of?

'Why - of astronomy. Or - or logic!'

That'sit! 'No one - one - two!" Twed was tdling me that the builders of the pyramids weren't people
- or that they weren't intdligent, that they weren't reasoning creatures! Get it?

‘Huh! Il be damned!’

'Y ou probably will.

'Why,' put in Leroy, 'he rub his belly?

'Why? Because, my dear biologig, that's where hisbrains are! Not in histiny head - in his middl€’

'C'est impossible!’

‘Not on Mars, it isnt! Thisfloraand fauna aren't earthly; your biopods prove that!" Jarvis grinned and
took up his narrative. 'Anyway, we plugged dong across Xanthus and in about the midde of the
afternoon, something else queer happened. The pyramids ended.’

'Ended!’

'Yeah; the queer part was that the last one and now they were ten-footers - was capped! See?
Whatever built it was dill ingde; wed trailed 'em from their haf-million-year-old origin to the present.

Twed and | noticed it about the same time. | yanked out my autometic (I had a dip of Boland
explogve bulles in it) and Twed, quick as a deight-of-hand trick, snapped a queer little glass revolver
out of his bag. It was much like our weapons, except that the grip was larger to accommodate his
four-taloned hand. And we hdd our wegpons ready while we sneaked up dong the lines of empty
pyramids.

Twed saw the movement fird. The top tiers of bricks were heaving, sheking, and suddenly did
down the sdes with athin crash. And then - something - something was coming out!

‘A long, Slvery-gray am appeared, dragging after it an armored body. Armored, | mean, with scales,
slver-gray and dull-shining. The am heaved the body out of the hole; the beast crashed to the sand.

"It was a nondescript creature - body like abig gray cask, am and a sort of mouth-hole a one end;
diff, pointed tal a the other - and that's dl. No other limbs, no eyes, ears, nose - nothing! The thing
dragged itdf afew yards, inserted its pointed tal in the sand, pushed itsdf upright, and just sAt.

"Twed and | watched it for ten minutes before it moved. Then, with a creaking and rugling like - oh,
like crumpling giiff paper - its am moved to the mouth-hole and out came a brick! The arm placed the
brick carefully on the ground, and the thing was ill again.

'Another ten minutes - another brick. Just one of Nature's bricklayers. | was about to dip away and
move on when Twed pointed at the thing and said 'rock’! | went 'huh? and he said it again. Then, to the
accompaniment of some of histrilling, he said, 'No - no - ' and gave two or three whidling bresths.

'Well, | got his meaning, for awonder! | said, 'No breathe!" and demonstrated the word. Twed was
ecdatic; he sad, 'Yes, yes, yes No, no, no breet!" Then he gave alegp and sailed out to land on his nose
about one pace from the monger!

| was startled, you can imaging The arm was going up for a brick, and | expected to see Twed
caught and mangled, but - nothing happened! Twed pounded on the cregture, and the arm took the brick
and placed it neatly beside the first. Twed rapped on its body again, and said 'rock,” and | got up nerve
enough to take a look mysdf.

"Twed was right again. The creature was rock, and it didn't breathe!’

'How you know? snapped Leroy, his black eyes blazing interest.

'‘Because I'm a chemigt. The beast was made of dlical There must have been pure dlicon in the sand,
and it lived on that. Get it? We, and Twed, and those plants out there, and even the biopods are carbon



life thisthing lived by a different set of chemicd reactions. It was slicon life’

‘Laviedlicieusa!' shouted Leroy. '| have suspect, and now it is proof! | must go see!’

1faut que je-'

‘All right! All right!" said Jarvis. 'Y ou can go see. Anyhow, there the thing was, dive and yet not dive,
moving every ten minutes, and then only to remove a brick. Those bricks were its waste matter. See,
Frenchy? We're carbon, and our waste is carbon dioxide, and this thing is slicon and its waste is slicon
dioxide-slica But dlica is a solid, hence the bricks. And it builds itsdf in, and when it is covered, it
moves over to afresh place to start over. No wonder it creaked! A living creature a hdf a million years
old’

'How you know how old? Leroy was frantic.

'We trailed its pyramids from the beginning, didn't we? If this weren't the origind pyramid builder, the
series would have ended somewhere before we found him, wouldn't it? - ended and started over with the
grdl ones. That's Smple enough, it it?

‘But he reproduces, or tries to. Before the third brick came out, there was a little rusile and out
popped awhole stream of those little crysta balls. They're his spores, or seeds - cdl ‘em what you want.
They went bouncing by across Xanthus just as they'd bounced by us back in the Mare Chronium. I've a
hunch how they work, too - thisisfor your information, Leroy. | think the crysta shdll of dlicais no more
then protective covering, like an eggshdl, and that the active principleisthe amdl ingde. It's some sort of
gas that attacks slicon, and if the shell is broken near a supply of that eement, some reaction starts that
ultimatdy develops into a beast like that one.’

"Y ou should try!" exdamed the little Frenchman. "We mugt break one to see!’

'Yeah? Wdll, | did. | smashed a couple againg the sand. Would you like to come back in about ten
thousand years to seeif | planted some pyramid monsters? Y ou'd most likdy be able to tdl by that time!’
Javis paused and drew a deep breath. ‘Lord! Tha queer cresture Do you picture it? Blind, desf,
nerveless, brainless - just a mechaniam, and yet - immortd Bound to go on making bricks, building
pyramids, as long as slicon and oxygen exig, and even afterwards itll just stop. It won't be dead. If the
accidents of a million years bring it its food again, there itll be, ready to run again, while brains and
avilizations are part of the past. A queer beast - yet | met a stranger one!'

'If you did, it must have been in your dreams!’ growled Harrison.

"You'e right!" said Jarvis soberly. 'In away, you're right. The dream-beast! That's the best name for
it - and it's the mogt fiendish, terrifying creetion one could imagine More dangerous than a lion, more
ingdious than a snake!'

Tdl me!' begged Leroy. '| must go see!’

‘Not this devil!" He paused again. 'Wel,' he resumed, Twed and | |eft the pyramid creature and
plowed aong through Xanthus. | was tired and a little disheartened by Putz's falure to pick me up, and
Twed'strilling got on my nerves, as did hisflying nosedives. So | just strode dong without a word, hour
after hour across that monotonous desert.

"Toward mid-afternoon we came in Sght of a low dark line on the horizon. | knew what it was. It
was a cand; I'd crossed it in the rocket and it meant that we were just one-third of the way across
Xanthus. Pleasant thought, wasn't it? And ill, | was keeping up to schedule.

'We approached the cand dowly; | remembered that this one was bordered by a wide fringe of
vegetation and that Mudhegp City was on it.

'l wastired, as| said. | kept thinking of a good hot medl, and then from that | jumped to reflections
of how nice and home-like even Borneo would seem &fter this crazy planet, and from that, to thoughts of
litle old New Y ork, and then to thinking about agirl | know there, Fancy Long. Know her?

'Vigon entertainer,” said Harrison. 'I've tuned her in. Nice blonde - dances and sngs on the Yerba
Mate hour.’

That's her,' said Jarvis ungrammaticdly. 'l know her pretty wel - just friends, get me? - though she
came down to see us off in the Ares. Well, | was thinking about her, feding pretty lonesome, and dl the
time we were gpproaching that line of rubbery plants.

'And then - | said, 'What 'n Hdll!" and stared. And there she was - Fancy Long, Sanding plain as day



under one of those crack-brained trees, and amiling and waving just the way | remembered her when we
left!’

'Now you're nuts, too!" observed the captain.

‘Boy, | dmogt agreed with you! | stared and pinched mysdf and closed my eyes and then stared
agan - and every time, there was Fancy Long amiling and waving! Twed saw something, too; he was
trilling and clucking away, but | scarcely heard him. | was bounding toward her over the sand, too
amazed even to ask mysdf questions.

I wasn't twenty feet from her when Twed caught me with one of his flying legps. He grabbed my
am, ydling, 'No - no - no!" in his squeaky voice. | tried to shake him off - he was as light as if he were
built of bamboo - but he dug his clawsin and yelled. And findly some sort of sanity returned to me and |
stopped less than ten feet from her. There she stood, looking as solid as Putz's head!!

'Vot? sad the engineer.

'She amiled and waved, and waved and smiled, and | stood there dumb as Leroy, while Twed
sgueaked and chattered. | knew it couldn't be red, yet - there she wad 'Findly | sad, 'Fancy! Fancy
Long!" She just kept on amiling and waving, but looking as red asif | hadn't Ieft her thirty-seven million
miles away.

"Twed had his glass pigtol out, pointing it at her. | grabbed hisarm, but he tried to push me away. He
pointed at her and said, 'No breet! No breet!" and | understood that he meant that the Fancy Long thing
wasnt dive

‘Man, my head was whirling!

'Stll, it gave me the jitters to see him pointing his weapon a her. | don't know why | stood there
watching him take careful am, but 1 did. Then he squeezed the handle of his wegpon; there was a little
puff of steam, and Fancy Long was gone! And in her place was one of those writhing, black rope-armed
horrors like the one I'd saved Twed from!

"The dream-beast! | stood there dizzy, wetching it die while Twed trilled and whigtled. Findly he
touched my arm, pointed at the twisting thing, and said, "Y ou one - one - two, he one - one - two." After
hed repeated it eéght or ten times, | got it. Do any of you?

'Oui,’ drilled Leroy. 'Mai - je le comprends! He mean you think of something, the beast he know,
and you see it! Un chien - ahungry dog, he would see the big bone with meet! Or amdl it - not?

‘Right!" said Jarvis. 'The dream-beast usesits victim's longings and desires to trap its prey. The bird at
nesting season would see its mate, the fox, prowling for its own prey, would see a helpless rabbit!"

'How he do? queried Leroy.

'How do | know? How does a snake back on earth charm a bird into its very jaws? And aren't there
deep-sea fish that lure their victims into their mouths? Lord!" Jarvis shuddered. ‘Do you see how ingdious
the monger is? We're warned now - but henceforth we can't trust even our eyes. You might see me - |
might see one of you - and back of it may be nathing but another of those black horrors!

'How'd your friend know? asked the captain abruptly.

"Twed? | wonder! Perhaps he was thinking of something that couldn't possibly have interested me,
and when | started to run, he redized that | saw something different and was warned. Or perhaps the
dream-beast can only project asngle vison, and Twed saw what | saw - or nothing. | couldnt ask him.
But it's just another proof that hisintdligence is equd to ours or grester.’

'He's deffy, | tdl you!" said Harrison. "What makes you think hisintdlect ranks with the human?

‘Fenty of thingd First the pyramid-beast. He hadn't seen one before; he said as much. Yet he
recognized it as a dead-alive automaton of slicon.’

'He could have heard of it," objected Harrison. 'He lives around here, you know.'

'Well how about the language? | couldn't pick up a sngle idea of his and he learned Sx or seven
words of mine. And do you redlize what complex ideas he put over with no more than those sx or seven
words? The pyramid mongter - the dream-beast! In a Sngle phrase he told me that one was a harmless
automaton and the other a deadly hypnotist. What about that?

'Huh!" said the captain.

'Huh if you wish! Could you have done it knowing only Sx words of English? Could you go even



further, as Twed did, and tdl me that another creature was of a sort of intdligence so different from ours
that understanding was impossible - even more impossible than that between Twed and me?

'Eh? What was that?

‘Later. The point I'm meking isthat Twed and his race are worthy of our friendship. Somewhere on
Mars - and youll find I'm right - is a dvilization and culture equa to ours, and maybe more than equd.
And communication is possible between them and us, Twed proves that. It may take years of patient
trid, for ther minds are dien, but less dien than the next minds we encountered - if they are minds!

"The next ones? What next ones?

"The people of the mud cities dong the canals." Jarvis frowned, then resumed his narrative. 'l thought
the dream-beast and the dlicon-mongter were the strangest beings concelvable, but | was wrong. These
crestures are dill more dien, less understandable than ather and far less comprehensible than Twed, with
whom friendship is possible, and even, by patience and concentration, the exchange of ideas.

'Wdll,' he continued, ‘we left the dream-beast dying, dragging itsdf back into its hole, and we moved
toward the cana. There was a carpet of that queer waking-grass scampering out of our way, and when
we reached the bank, there was a ydlow trickle of water flowing. The mound city I'd noticed from the
rocket was amile or so to the right and | was curious enough to want to take alook at it.

‘It had seemed deserted from my previous glimpse of its and if any creatures were lurking in it - well,
Twed and | were both armed. And by the way, that crystd weapon of Twed's was an interesting device;
| took alook at it after the dream-beast episode. It fired alittle glass splinter, poisoned, | suppose, and |
guessit hdd at least a hundred of 'em to a load. The propellant was steam - jugt plain steam!’

‘Shteam!’ echoed Putz. 'From vot come, shteam?

'From water, of course! You could see the water through the transparent handle and about a gl of
another liquid, thick and ydlowish. When Twed squeezed the handle there was no trigger - a drop of
water and a drop of the ydlow suff squirted into the firing chamber, and the water vaporized-POP! -
likethat. It's not so difficult; | think we could develop the same principle. Concentrated sulfuric acid will
heat water dmogt to bailing, and so will quicklime, and there's potassum and sodium -

'Of course, his weapon hadn't the range of mine, but it wasn't so bad inthisthin air, and it did hold as
meany shots as a cowboy's gun in a Western movie. It was effective, too, at least agangt Martian life; |
tried it out, aming a one of the crazy plants, and darned if the plant didn't wither up and fdl a part! That's
why | think the glass splinters were poisoned.

'‘Anyway, we trudged dong toward the mud-hegp city and | began to wonder whether the city
builders dug the candls. | pointed to the aty and then at the cand, and Twed said 'No - no - no!" and
gestured toward the south. | took it to mean that some other race had created the cand system, perhaps
Twed's people. | don't know; maybe there's dill another intdligent race on the planet, or a dozen others.
Marsisaqueer little world.

‘A hundred yards from the city we crossed a sort of road - just a hard-packed mud trap, and then,
dl of a sudden, dong came one of the mound builderd

'Man, tak about fantastic beingd It looked rather like a barrd trotting dong on four legs with four
other arms or tentacles. It had no head, just body and members and a row of eyes completdy around it.
The top end of the barrel-body was a digphragm stretched as tight as a drumhead, and that was dl. It
was pushing a little coppery cart and tore right past us like the proverbia bat out of Hdl. It didn't even
notice us, dthough | thought the eyes on my sde shifted allittle as it passed.

'A moment later another came aong, pushing ancther empty cart. Same thing - it just scooted past
us Wdl, | wasnt going to be ignored by a bunch of barrds playing train, so when the third one
approached, | planted mysdf in the way - ready to jump, of coursg, if the thing didn't stop.

‘But it did. It stopped and set up a sort of drumming from the digphragm on top. And | held out both
hands and said, 'We are friendd" And what do you suppose the thing did?

'Said, 'Pleased to meet you,' I'll bet!" suggested Harrison.

I couldn't have been more surprised if it had! It drummed on its digphragm, and then suddenly
boomed out, ‘We are v-r-r-iends and gave its pushcart avicious poke a met | jumped aside, and away
it went while | stared dumbly after it.



‘A minute later another one came hurrying dong. This one didn't pause, but Smply drummed out, 'We
are v-r-r-iends!’ and scurried by. How did it learn the phrase? Were dl of the creatures in some sort of
communication with each other? Were they dl parts of some centrd organism? | don't know, though |
think Twed does.

'Anyway, the creatures went sailing past us, every one gregting us with the same statement. It got to
be funny; | never thought to find so many friends on this Godforsaken bdl! Findly | made a puzzled
gesture to Twed; | guess he understood, for he said, 'One - one - two - yed Two - two - four - no!" Get
it?

'Sure,’ said Harrison. 'It's a Martian nursery rhyme.’

'Yeah! Well, | was getting used to Twed's symbolism, and | figured it out thisway. 'One - one - two
- yes!' The creatures were intdligent. Two - two - four - no!" Ther inteligence was not of our order, but
something different and beyond the logic of two and two is four. Maybe | missed his meaning. Perhaps
he meant that their minds were of low degree, able to figure out the ample things. '‘One - one - two - yed
- but not more difficult things - Two - two - four - no!" But | think from what we saw later that he meant
the other.

‘After a few moments, the creatures came rushing back - firg one, then another. Thar pushcarts
were full of stones, sand, chunks of rubbery plants, and such rubbish as that. They droned out ther
friendly greeting, which didn't redly sound so friendly, and dashed on. The third one | assumed to be my
firg acquaintance and | decided to have another chat with him. | stepped into his path again and waited.

'Up he came, booming out his 'We are v-r-r-riends and stopped. | looked at him; four or five of his
eyes looked a me. Hetried his password again and gave a shove on his cart, but | stood firm. And then
the - the dashed creature reached out one of his arms, and two finger-like nippers tweaked my nose!’

'Haw!" roared Harrison. 'Maybe the things have a sense of beauty!'

‘Laugh!’ grumbled Jarvis. 'I'd dready had a nasty bump and a mean frostbite on that nose. Anyway, |
ydled 'Ouch!" and jumped aside and the creature dashed away; but from then on, their gredting was 'We
are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!" Queer beasts!

Twed and | followed the road squarely up to the nearest mound. The creatures were coming and
going, paying us nat the dightest atention, fetching their loads of rubbish. The road smply dived into an
opening, and danted down like an old mine, and in and out darted the barrel-people, gregting us with
their eternd phrase.

I looked in; there was a light somewhere below, and | was curious to see it. It didn't look like a
flame or torch, you understand, but more like a avilized light, and | thought that | might get some clue as
to the creatures development. So in | went and Twed tagged dong, not without a few trills and twitters,
however.

"The light was curious; it sputtered and flared like an old arc light, but came from a angle black rod
st in the wal of the corridor. It was eectric, beyond doubt. The creatures were fairly civilized,
apparently.

Then | saw another light shining on something that glittered and | went on to look &t that, but it was
only a heap of shiny sand. | turned toward the entrance to leave, and the Devil take, meif it wasn't goner.

'| supposed the corridor had curved, or I'd stepped into a Sde passage. Anyway, | walked back in
that direction | thought we'd come, and dl | saw was more dinHit corridor. The place was a labyrinth!
There was nothing but twiging passages running every way, lit by occasiond lights and now and then a
creature running by, sometimes with a pushcart, sometimes without.

'Well, | wasn't much worried at firgt. Twed and | had only come a few steps from the entrance. But
every move we made after that seemed to get us in deeper. Findly | tried following one of the creatures
with an empty cart, thinking that he/d be going out for his rubbish, but he ran around amlesdy, into one
passage and out another. When he started dashing around a pillar like one of these Japanese watzing
mice, | gave up, dumped my water tank on the floor, and sat down.

Twed was as logt as |. | pointed up and he said 'No - no - no!" in a sort of helpless trill. And we
couldn't get any help from the natives. They paid no attention at dl, except to assure us they were friends
- ouch!



‘Lord! | don't know how many hours or days we wandered around there! | dept twice from sheer
exhaudion; Twed never seemed to need deep. We tried fallowing only the upward corridors, but they'd
run uphill aways and then curve downwards. The temperature in that damned ant hill was congtant; you
couldn't tdl night from day and after my firs deep | didn't know whether I'd dept one hour or thirteen, so
| couldn't tl from my watch whether it was midnight or noon.

'We saw plenty of strange things. There were machines running in some of the corridors, but they
didn't seem to be doing anything - just wheds turning. And severd times | saw two barrel-beasts with a
little one growing between them, joined to both.'

'Parthenogenesis’ exulted Leroy. ‘Parthenogenesis by budding like les tulipes!’

'If you say s0, Frenchy,' agreed Jarvis. "The things never noticed us at dl, except, as| say, to greet us
with 'We are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!" They seemed to have no homdife of any sort, but just scurried around
with their pushcarts, bringing in rubbish. And findly | discovered what they did with it.

'We'd had a little luck with a corridor, one that danted upwards for a greet distance. | was feding
that we ought to be close to the surface when suddenly the passage debouched into a domed chamber,
the only one wed seen. And man! - | fdt like dancing when | saw what looked like daylight through a
crevice in the roof.

"There was a - a sort of machine in the chamber, just an enormous whed that turned dowly, and one
of the creatures was in the act of dumping his rubbish below it. The whed ground it with a crunch - sand,
stones, plants, dl into powder that sfted away somewhere. While we watched, others filed in, repesting
the process, and that seemed to be dl. No rhyme nor reason to the whole thing - but that's characteritic
of this crazy planet. And there was another fact that's dmost too bizarre to bdieve.

'One of the creatures, having dumped his load, pushed his cart asde with a crash and camly shoved
himsdf under the whed! | watched him being crushed, too stupefied to make a sound, and a moment
later, another followed him! They were perfectly methodica about it, too; one of the cartless creatures
took the abandoned pushcart.

Twed didn't seem surprised; | pointed out the next suicide to him, and he just gave the most
human-like shrug imaginable, as much as to say, 'What can | do about it? He must have known more or
less about these crestures.

Then | saw something else. There was something beyond the whed, something shining on a sort of
low pedestal. | waked over; there was a little crysta, about the Sze of an egg, fluorexting to beat
Tophet. The light from it sung my hands and face, dmogt like a Satic discharge, and then | noticed
another funny thing. Remember that wart | had on my left thumb? Look!" Jarvis extended his hand. ‘It
dried up and fdl off - just like that! And my abused nose - say, the pain went out of it like magic! The
thing had the property of hard ex-rays or gamma radiations, only more so; it destroyed diseased tissue
and left hedlthy tissue unharmed!

'l was thinking what a present that'd be to take back to Mother Eath when a lot of racket
interrupted. We dashed back to the other side of the whed in time to see one of the pushcarts ground up.
Some suicide had been careless, it seems.

Then suddenly the creatures were booming and drumming dl around us and ther noise was
decidedly menacing. A crowd of them advanced toward us, we backed out of what | thought was the
passage we'd entered by, and they came rumbling after us, some pushing carts and some not. Crazy
brutesl There was a whole chorus of "We are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!’ | didn' like the ‘ouch’; it was rather
suggestive.

Twed had his glass gun out and | dumped my water tank for greater freedom and got mine We
backed up the corridor with the barrel-beasts falowing - about twenty of them. Queer thing - the ones
coming in with loaded carts moved past us inches away without a Sgn.

Twed mugt have noticed that. Suddenly, he snatched out that glowing cod cigar-lighter of his and
touched a cartload of plant limbs. Puff! The whole load was burning - and the crazy beast pushing it went
right dong without a change of pace. It created some disturbance anong our 'v-v-r-riends,’ however -
and then | noticed the smoke eddying and swirling past us, and sure enough, there was the entrance

'| grabbed Twed and out we dashed and after us our twenty pursuers. The daylight fdt like Heaven,



though | saw at firg glance that the sun was dl but set, and that was bad, snce | couldn' live outside my
thermo-skin bag in a Martian night - at least, without afire.

'And things got worse in a hurry. They cornered us in an angle between two mounds, and there we
stood. | hadn't fired nor had Twed; there wasn't any use in irritating the brutes. They stopped a little
distance away and began their booming about friendship and ouches.

"Then things got gill worse! A barrel-brute came out with a pushcart and they dl grabbed into it and
came out with handfuls of foot-long copper darts - sharp-looking ones - and dl of a sudden one sailed
past my ear - zing! And it was shoot or die then.

'We were doing pretty wel for awhile. We picked off the ones next to the pushcart and managed to
keep the darts & a minimum, but suddenly there was a thunderous booming of 'v-v-r-riends and
‘ouches,” and awhole army of 'em came out of their hole.

‘Man! We were through and | knew it! Then | redized that Twed wasn't. He could have leaped the
mound behind us as eeslly as not. He was saying for me!

'Say, | could have cried if theré'd been time! 1'd liked Twed from the firgt, but whether 1'd have had
gratitude to do what he was doing - suppose | had saved him from the firg dream-beast - held done as
much for me, hadn't he? | grabbed his arm, and said Twed," and pointed up, and he understood. He
sad, 'No - no - no, Tick!" and popped away with his glass pistal.

'What could | do? I'd be a goner anyway when the sun set, but | couldn't explain that to him. | said,
"Thanks, Twed. Youre aman!' and fdt that | wasn't paying him any compliment at dl. A man! There are
mighty few men who'd do that.

'So | went 'bang' with my gun and Twed went "puff’ with his, and the barrels were throwing darts and
getting ready to rush us, and booming about being friends. | had given up hope. Then suddenly an angdl
dropped right down from Heaven in the shape of Putz, with his underjets blagting the barrdls into very
| pieces!

'Wow! | let out aydl and dashed for the rocket; Putz opened the door and in | went, laughing and
aying and shouting! It was a moment or so before | remembered Twed; | looked around in time to see
himrigng in one of his nosedives over the mound and away.

| had adevil of ajob arguing Putz into following. By the time we got the rocket doft, darkness was
down; you know how it comes here - like turning off alight. We sailed out over the desert and put down
once or twice. | ydled Twed!" and ydled it a hundred times, | guess. We couldnt find him; he could
trave likethewind and dl | got - or ese | imagined it - was afant trilling and twittering drifting out of the
south. He'd gone, and damnit! | wish - | wish he hadn't!’

The four men of the Ares were dlent - even the sardonic Harrison. At lat little Leroy broke the
dillness.

'| should like to see," he murmured.

'Yeah,' said Harrison. 'And the wart-cure. Too bad you missed that; it might be the cancer cure
they've been hunting for a century and a hdf.

'Oh, that!" muttered Jarvis gloomily. That's what started the fight!" He drew a glisening object from
his pocket.

‘Hereitis'

VALLEY OF DREAMS

CAPTAIN HARRISON of the Ares expedition turned away from the little telescope in the bow of
the rocket. Two weeks more, a the most,' he remarked. 'Mars only retogrades for seventy daysin dl,
relative to the earth, and weve got to be homeward bound during that period, or wait a year and a hdf
for old Mother Earth to go around the sun and catch up with us again. How'd you like to spend a winter
here?

Dick Jarvis, chemig of the party, shivered as he looked up from his notebook. ‘I'd just as soon spend
itinaliquid ar tank!" he averred. 'These elghty-be ow-zero summer nights are plenty for me.'

'Wdl,” mused the captain, 'the first successful Martian expedition ought to be home long before then.’



‘Successful if we get home,' corrected Jarvis. 'l don't trust these cranky rockets - not since the
auxiliay dumped me in the middle of Thyle last week. Wdking back from a rocket ride is a new
sensation to me'!’

'Which reminds me," returned Harrison, ‘that we've got to recover your films They're important if
we're to pull this trip out of the red. Remember how the public mobbed the firs moon pictures? Our
shots ought to pack 'em to the doors. And the broadcast rights, too; we might show a profit for the
Academy.'

'What interests me,' countered Jarvis, 'is a persond profit. A book, for instance; exploration books
are dways popular. Martian Deserts - how's that for a title?

'Lousy!" grunted the captain. 'Sounds like a cookbook for desserts. You'd have to cdl it 'Love Life
of aMartian,’ or something like that.'

Jarvis chuckled. '‘Anyway, he said, if we once get back home, I'm going to grab what profit there is,
and never, never, get any farther from the earth than a good stratosphere planell take me. I've learned to
appreciate the planet after plowing over this dried-up pill were on now.’

Tl lay you odds youll be back here year after next,' grinned the Captain. "Youll want to vist your
pd - that trick odtrich.’

"Twed? The other's tone sobered. 'l wish | hadn't lost him, a that. He was a good scout. 1'd never
have survived the dream-beast but for him. And that battle with the pushcart things - | never even had a
chance to thank him!

‘A pair of lundics, you two," observed Harrison. He squinted through the port at the gray gloom of
the Mare Cimmerium. "There comes the sun.' He paused. ‘Ligten, Dick - you and Leroy take the other
auxiliary rocket and go out and savage those films!

Javis stared. 'Me and Leroy? he echoed ungrammaticaly. 'Why not me and Putz? An engineer
would have some chance of getting us there and back if the rocket goes bad on us!'

The captain nodded toward the stem, whence issued at that moment a medley of blows and guttura
expletives. 'Putz is going over the ingdes of the Ares,' he announced. 'Hell have his hands full until we
leave, because | want every bolt inspected. It's too late for repairs once we cast off.

'And if Leroy and | crack up? That's our lagt auxiliary.’

'Pick up another ogtrich and wak back,” suggested Harrison gruffly. Then he amiled. 'If you have
trouble, well hunt you out in the Ares," he finished. 'Those films are important.' He turned. ‘Leroy!"

The dapper little biologist appeared, his face questioning.

"You and Jarvis are off to sdvage the auxiliary,’ the Captain said. 'Everything's ready and you'd better
gart now. Cal back at hadf-hour intervds;, I'l be ligening.’

Leroy's eyes gligened. 'Perhaps we land for gpecimens - no? he queried.

'Land if you want to. Thisgolf bal seems safe enough.’

‘Except for the dream-beast,” muttered Jarvis with a faint shudder. He frowned suddenly. 'Say, as
long as we're going that way, suppose | have a look for Twed's home! He must live off there
somewhere, and he's the most important thing we've seen on Mars.’

Harrison hesitated. 'If | thought you could keep out of trouble, he muttered. 'All right,' he decided.
'Have a look. There's food and water aboard the auxiliary; you can take a couple of days. But keep in
touch with me, you saps!’

Jarvis and Leroy went through the airlock out to the gray plain. The thin air, ill scarcely warmed by
therigng sun, bit flesh and lung like needles, and they gasped with a sense of suffocation. They dropped
to a gtting posture, waiting for their bodies, trained by monthsin acclimatization chambers back on earth,
to accommodate themsdves to the tenuous arr. Leroy's face, as dways, turned a smothered blue, and
Jarvis heard his own breath ragping and rattling in his throat. But in five minutes, the discomfort passed;
they rose and entered the little auxiliary rocket that rested beside the black hull of the Ares.

The under-jets roared out their fiery aiomic blast; dirt and bits of shattered biopods spun away in a
cloud as the rocket rose. Harrison watched the projectile trail its flaming way into the south, then turned
back to hiswork.

It was four days before he saw the rocket again. Jugst a evening, as the sun dropped behind the



horizon with the suddenness of a candle fdling into the sea, the auxiliary flashed out of the southern
heavens, easing gently down on the flaming wings of the under-jets. Jarvis and Leroy emerged, passed
through the swiftly gathering dusk, and faced himin the light of the Ares. He surveyed the two; Jarvis was
tattered and scratched, but gpparently in better condition than Leroy, whose dapperness was completely
logt. The little biologigt was pde as the nearer moon that glowed outsde; one am was bandaged in
thermo-skin and his clothes hung in veritable rags. But it was his eyes that struck Harrison most strangely;
to one who lived these many weary days with the diminutive Frenchman, there was something queer
about them. They were frightened, plainly enough, and that was odd, since Leroy was no coward or he'd
never have been one of the four chosen by the Academy for the fird Martian expedition. But the fear in
his eyes was more understandable than that other expression, that queer fixity of gaze like onein a trance,
or like a person in an ecstasy. 'Like a chap who's seen Heaven and Hel together,” Harrison expressed it
to himsdf. He was yet to discover how right he was.

He assumed a gruffness as the weary pair sat down. "You're a fine looking couple!' he growled. 'l
should've known better than to let you wander off alone’ He paused. 'Is your am dl right, Leroy? Need
any treatment?

Javis answered. 'It's dl right - just gashed. No danger of infection here, | guess, Leroy says there
aren't any microbes on Mars.'

'Wdll," exploded the Captain, ‘Let's hear it, then! Your radio reports sounded screwy. 'Escaped from
Paradise!’

‘Huh!"

'| didn't want to give details on the radio,’ said Jarvis soberly. 'Y ou'd have thought we'd gone loony.

'l think so, anyway.'

'Moi auss!" muttered Leroy. 'l too!”

'Shdl | begin at the beginning? queried the chemist. 'Our early reports were pretty nearly complete!
He stared a Putz, who had come in dlently, his face and hands blackened with carbon, and seated
himsdf beside Harrison.

"At the beginning,’ the Captain decided.

'Wdll, began Jarvis, 'we got started dl right, and flew due south dong the meridian of the Ares, same
course I'd followed last week. | was getting used to this narrow horizon, so | didn't fed so much like
being cooped under a big bowl, but one does keep overesimating distances. Something four miles away
looks eight when you're used to terrestrid curvature, and that makes you guessits Sze just four times too
large. A little hill looks like a mountain until you're amost over it.'

I know that, grunted Harrison.

'Yes, but Leroy didn't, and | spent our first couple of hours trying to explain it to him. By the time he
understood (if he does yet) we were past Cimmeium and over that Xanthus, desert, and then we
crossed the cand with the mud cdity and the barrel-shaped citizens and the place where Twed had shot
the dream-beast. And nothing would do for Pierre here but that we put down so he could practice his
biology on the remains. So we did.

"The thing was il there. No sign of decay; couldn't be, of course, without bacterid forms of life, and
Leroy saysthat Marsis as Serile as an operating table.’

'‘Comme le coeur dune fileuse,' corrected the little biologist, who was beginning to regain a trace of
hisusud energy. 'Like an old maid's heart!'

'However,' resumed Jarvis, 'about a hundred of the little gray-green biopods had fastened onto the
thing and were growing and branching. Leroy found a stick and knocked ‘em off, and each branch broke
away and became a biopod crawling around with the others. So he poked around at the creature, while |
looked away from it; even dead, that rope-armed devil gave me the creeps. And then came the surprise;
the thing was part plant!’

'C'est vra!" confirmed the biologigt. 'It's true!'

It was a big cousin of the biopods,’ continued Jarvis. ‘Leroy was quite excited; he figures that dl
Martian lifeis of that sort - naither plant nor animd. Life here never differentiated, he says, everything has
both naturesin it, even the barrel-creatures - even Twed! | think he's right, especidly when | recall how



Twed rested, dicking his beak in the ground and saying that way dl night. | never saw him eat or drink,
ather; perhaps his beak was more in the nature of a root, and he got his nourishment that way.'

'Sounds nutty to me,' observed Harrison.

'Wdll,' continued Jarvis, ‘we broke up afew of the other growths and they acted the same way - the
pieces crawled around, only much dower than the biopods, and then stuck themselves in the ground.
Then Leroy had to catch a sample of the waking grass, and we were ready to leave when a parade of
the barrel creatures rushed by with their pushcarts. They hadn't forgotten me, ether; they dl drummed
out, 'We are v-r-r-iends - ouch!" just as they had before. Leroy wanted to shoot one and cut it up, but |
remembered the battle Twed and | had had with them, and vetoed the idea. But he did hit on a possible
explanation as to what they did with dl the rubbish they gathered.’

'Made mud-pies, | guess,’ grunted the captain.

'‘More or less,' agreed Jarvis. They use it for food, Leroy thinks. If they're part vegetable, you see,
that's what they'd want - soil with organic remainsinit to make it fertile. That's why they ground up sand
and biopods and other growths dl together. See?

'Dimly," countered Harrison. "How about the suicides?

'Leroy had a hunch there, too. The suicides jump into the grinder when the mixture has too much
sand and grave; they throw themsdlvesin to adjust the proportions.”

'Rats!" said Harrison disgugtedly. 'Why couldn't they bring in some extra branches from outside?

'Because suicide is easier. You've got to remember that these crestures can't be judged by earthly
standards; they probably don't fed pain, and they haven't got what we'd cdl individudity. Any intdligence
they have is the property of the whole community - like an ant-heap. That's it! Ants are willing to die for
thar ant-hill; so are these creatures.’

'So are men,’ observed the captain, 'if it comes to that."

'Y es, but men aren't exactly eager. It takes some emotion like patriotism to work 'em to the point of
dying for their country; these things do it dl in the day's work.' He paused.

'Wdl, we took some pictures of the dream-beast and the barrel-creatures, and then we Started
adong. We sdled over Xanthus, keeping as close to the meridian of the Ares as we could, and pretty
soon we crossed the trall of the pyramidbuilder. So we circled back to let Leroy take alook at it, and
when we found it, we landed. The thing had completed just two rows of bricks snce Twed and | l€ft it,
and there it was, breething in silicon and breathing out bricks asif it had eternity to do it in - which it has.
Leroy wanted to dissect it with a Boland explosive bullet, but | thought that anything that had lived for ten
million years was entitled to the respect due to old age, so | talked him out of it. He peeped into the hole
on top of it and nearly got beaned by the aam coming up with a brick, and then he chipped off a few
pieces of it, which didn't disturb the creature a bit. He found the place I'd chipped, tried to see if there
was any dgn of heding, and decided he could tdl better in two or three thousand years. So we took a
few shots of it and sailed on.

'Mid-afternoon we located the wreck of my rocket. Not a thing disturbed; we picked up my films
and tried to decide what next. | wanted to find Twed if possible; | figured from the fact of his pointing
south that he lived somewhere near Thyle. We plotted our route and judged that the desert we were in
now was Thyle II; Thyle | should be east of us. So, on a hunch, we decided to have alook a Thyle I,
and away we buzzed.

'Der motors? queried Putz, bresking hislong silence.

'For awonder, we had no trouble, Karl. Your blast worked perfectly. So we bummed dong, pretty
high to get awider view, I'd say about fifty thousand feet. Thyle Il spread out like an orange carpet, and
after a while we came to the gray branch of the Mare Chronium that bounded it. That was narrow; we
crossed it in hdf an hour, and there was Thyle | - same orange-hued desert as its mate. We veered
south, toward the Mare Audtrde, and followed the edge of the desert. And toward sunset we spotted it.'

‘Shpotted? echoed Putz. 'V ot vas shpotted?

"The desert was spotted - with buildingd Not one of the mud cities of the canals, dthough a cand
went through it. From the map we figured the cand was a continuation of the one Schigpardli cdled
Ascanius



'We were probably too high to be visble to any inhabitants of the city, but dso too high for a good
look at it, even with the glasses. However, it was nearly sunset, anyway, so we didn't plan on dropping
in. We circled the place; the cand went out into the Mare Australe, and there, dlittering in the south, was
the mdting polar ice-cap! The cand drained it; we could diginguish the sparkle of water in it. Off to the
southeadt, judt a the edge of the Mare Audrae, was a vdley - the fird irregularity 1'd seen on Mars
except the diffs that bounded Xanthus and Thyle II. We flew over the valey-' Jarvis paused suddenly
and shuddered; Leroy, whose color had begun to return, seemed to pae. The chemigt resumed, 'Wall,
the valley looked dl right - then! Just a gray waste, probably full of crawlers like the others.

'We cirdled back over the cty; say, | want to tdl you that place was-well, gigantic! It was colossal;
a firg | thought the sze was due to that illuson | spoke of - you know, the nearness of the horizon - but
it wasn't that. We sailed right over it, and you've never seen anything likeit!

‘But the sun dropped out of Sght right then. | knew we were pretty far south - latitude 60 - but |
didn't know just how much night we'd have!'

Harrison glanced at a Schigpardlli chart. ‘About 60 - eh? he said. 'Close to what corresponds to the
Antarctic Circle. You'd have about four hours of night at this season. Three months from now you'd have
nonea dl.

"Three monthd" echoed Jarvis, surprised. Then he grinned. ‘Right! | forget the seasons here are twice
as long as ours. Wdll, we saled out into the desert about twenty miles which put the city below the
horizon in case we overdept, and there we spent the night.

"You're right about the length of it. We had about four hours of darkness which left us farly rested.
We ate breakfast, cdled our location to you, and started over to have alook &t the city.

'We sailed toward it from the east and it loomed up ahead of us like a range of mountains. Lord,
what a city! Not that New Y ork mightnt have higher buildings, or Chicago cover more ground, but for
sheer mass, those structures were in a class by themsdves. Gargantuan!

"There was a queer look about the place, though. You know how a terrestrid city sprawls out, a
nimbus of suburbs, aring of resdentid sections, factory didricts, parks, highways, There was none of
that here; the dity rose out of the desert as abruptly as a diff. Only a few little sand mounds marked the
divison, and then the wdls of those gigantic Structures.

"The architecture was strange, too. There were lots of devices that are impossible back home, such
as set-backs in reverse, so that a building with a smal base could spread out as it rose. That would be a
vauable trick in New Y ork, where land is dmog priceless, but to do it, you'd have to trandfer Martian
gravitation therel

'Well, since you can't very wdl land a rocket in a city street, we put down right next to the cand side
of the city, took our smdl cameras and revolvers, and started for a gap in the wal of masonry. We
weren't ten feet from the rocket when we both saw the explanation for alot of the queerness.

"The dity was in ruint Abandoned, deserted, dead as Babylon! Or & least, s0 it looked to us then,
with its empty streets which, if they had been paved, were now deep under sand.’

‘A ruin, eh? commented Harrison. 'How old?

'How could we tdl? countered Jarvis. 'The next expedition to this golf bdl ought to carry an
archeologig - and a philologig, too, as we found out later. But it's a devil of a job to estimate the age of
anything here; things weather so dowly that most of the buildings might have been put up yesterday. No
ranfdl, no earthquakes, no vegetaion is here to spread cracks with its roots - nothing. The only aging
factors here are the eroson of the wind - and that's negligible in this atmosphere - and the cracks caused
by changing temperature. And one other agent - meteorites. They mugt crash down occasondly on the
aty, judging from the thinness of the air, and the fact that we've seen four dtrike ground right here near the
Ares!

'Seven,' corrected the captain. "Three dropped while you were gone.'

'Well, damage by meteorites must be dow, anyway. Big ones would be as rare here as on earth,
because hig ones get through in spite of the atmosphere, and those buildings could sustain a lot of little
ones. My guess a the city's age - and it may be wrong by a big percentage - would be fifteen thousand
years. Even that's thousands of years older than any humen avilization; fifteen thousand years ago was



the Late Stone Age in the history of mankind.

'So Leroy and | crept up to those tremendous buildings feding like pygmies, sort of awe-struck, and
talking in whispers. | tdl you, it was ghosily walking down that dead and deserted street, and every time
we passed through a shadow, we shivered, and not just because shadows are cold on Mars. We fdt like
intruders, as if the great race that had built the place might resent our presence even across a hundred
and fifty centuries. The place was as quiet as a grave, but we kept imagining things and pesping down the
dark lanes between buildings and looking over our shoulders. Mogt of the structures were windowless,
but when we did see an opening in those vast wdls, we couldn't look away, expecting to see some
horror peering out of it.

"Then we passed an edifice with an open arch; the doors were there, but blocked open by sand. | got
up nerve enough to take a look indde, and then, of course, we discovered wed forgotten to take our
flashes. But we eased a few feet into the darkness and the passage debauched into a colossa hdl. Far
above us alittle crack let in a pdlid ray of daylight, not nearly enough to light the place; | couldn't even
see if the hdl rose clear to the digtant roof. But | know the place was enormous, | said something to
Leroy and amillion thin echoes came dipping back to us out of the darkness. And after that, we began to
hear other sounds - dithering rugtling noises, and whispers, and sounds like suppressed breathing - and
something black and slent passed between us and that far-away crevice of light.

"Then we saw three little greenish pots of luminogty in the dusk to our left. We stood saring at them,
and suddenly they dl shifted a once. Leroy yeled 'Ce sont des yeux!" and they were! They were eyes
WEel, we stood frozen for amoment, while Leroy's ydl reverberated back and forth between the distant
wadls, and the echoes repeated the words in queer, thin voices. There were mumblings and mutterings
and whisperings and sounds like strange soft laughter, and then the three-eyed thing moved again. Then
we broke for the door!

'We fdt better out in the sunlight; we looked at each other sheepishly, but neither of us suggested
another look at the buildings indgde - though we did see the place later, and that was queer, too - but
youll hear about it when | come to it. We just loosened our revolvers and crept on adong that ghodtly
dreet.

"The street curved and twisted and subdivided. | kept careful note of our directions, Snce we couldnt
risk getting logt in that gigantic maze. Without our thermo-skin bags, night would finish us, even if wha
lurked in the ruins didn't. By and by, | noticed that we were veering back toward the cand, the buildings
ended and there were only a few dozen ragged stone huts which looked as though they might have been
built of debris from the city. | was just beginning to fed a bit disgppointed at finding no trace of Twed's
people here when we rounded a corner and there he was!

'l ydled Twed!" but he just stared, and then | redlized that he wasn't Twed, but another Martian of
his sort. Twed's feethery appendages were more orange hued and he stood severd inches tdler than this
one. Leroy was sputtering in excitement, and the Martian kept his vicious beak directed a us, so |
stepped forward as peace-maker. 'l said Twed? very questioningly, but there was no result. | tried it a
dozen times, and we findly had to giveit up; we couldn't connect.

'Leroy and | walked toward the huts, and the Martian followed us. Twice he was joined by others,
and each time | tried ydling Twed' at them but they just stared a us. So we ambled on with the three
traling us, and then it suddenly occurred to me that my Martian accent might be at fault. | faced the group
and tried trilling it out the way Twed himsdf did: "T-r-r-rweee-r-rl! Like that.

'And that worked! One of them spun his head around a ful ninely degrees, and screeched
"T-r-r-rweee-r-rl!" and a moment later, like an arrow from a bow, Twed came sdling over the nearer
huts to land on his besk in front of mel

'Man, we were glad to see each other! Twed set up a twittering and chirping like a farm in summer
and went salling up and coming down on his beak, and | would have grabbed his hands, only he wouldn't
keep dill long enough.

"The other Martians and Leroy just stared, and after a while, Twed stopped bouncing, and there we
were. We couldn't talk to each other any more than we could before, so after I'd saidd Twed' a couple of
times and held said 'Tick,” we were more or less helpless. However, it was only midmomning, and it



seemed important to learn dl we could about Twed and the city, so | suggested that he guide us around
the placeif he weren't busy. | put over the idea by pointing back at the buildings and then a him and us.

'Well, gpparently he wasn't too busy, for he set off with us, leading the way with one of his hundred
and fifty-foot nosedives that set Leroy gasping. When we caught up, he said something like 'one, one,
two - two, two, four - no, no - yes, yes - rock - no breet!" That didn't seem to mean anything; perhaps
he was judt letting Leroy know that he could speak English, or perhaps he was merdy running over his
vocabulary to refresh his memory.

'Anyway, he showed us around. He had a light of sortsin his black pouch, good enough for amdl
rooms, but smply lost in some of the colossal caverns we went through. Nine out of ten buildings meant
absolutely nothing to us - just vast empty chambers, full of shadows and rudlings and echoes. | couldn't
imagine their use; they didn't seem suitable for living quarters, or even for commercid purposes - trade
and <0 forth; they might have been dl right as power-houses, but what could have been the purpose of a
whoale ity full? And where were the remains of the machinery?

"The place was a mystery. Sometimes Twed would show us through a hdl that would have housed
an ocean-liner, and held seem to swel with pride - and we couldn't make a damn thing of it! As a display
of architectural power, the city was colossal; as anything ese it was just nutty!

‘But we did see one thing that registered. We came to that same building Leroy and | had entered
ealier - the one with the three eyesin it. Well, we were a little shaky about going in there, but Twed
twittered and trilled and kept saying, 'Y es, yes, yes!' so we followed him, staring nervoudy about for the
thing that had watched us. However, that hdl was just like the others, full of murmurs and dithering noises
and shadowy things dipping away into corners. If the three-eyed creature were 4ill there, it must have
dunk away with the others.

"Twed led us dong the wadl; hislight showed a series of little alcoves, and in the firg of these we ran
into a puzzing thing - a very weird thing. As the light flashed into the dcove, | saw firg just an empty
space, and then, squatting on the floor, | saw - it! A little creature about as big as a large rat, it was, gray
and huddled and evidently startled by our appearance. It had the queerest, mogt devilish little face! -
pointed ears or horns and satanic eyes that seemed to sparkle with a sort of fiendish intelligence.

Twed saw it, too, and let out a screech of anger, and the creature rose on two pencil-thin legs and
scuttled off with a hdf-terrified, haf-defiant squeak. It darted past us into the darkness too quickly even
for Twed, and as it ran, something waved on its body like the fluttering of a cape. Twed screeched
angrily at it and set up ashill hullaba oo that sounded like genuine rage.

‘But the thing was gone, and then | noticed the weirdest of imeginable details. Where it had squatted
on the floor was - a book! 1t had been hunched over a book!

'l took a step forward; sure enough, there was some sort of inscription on the pages - wavy white
lines like a ssismograph record on black sheets like the materid of Twed's pouch. Twed fumed and
whidtled in wrath, picked up the volume and dammed it into place on a shdf full of others. Leroy and |
stared dumbfounded &t each other.

'Had the little thing with the fiendish face been reading? Or was it Smply edting the pages, getting
physca nourishment rather than menta? Or had the whole thing been accidenta ?

'If the creature were some rat-like pest that destroyed books, Twed's rage was understandable, but
why should he try to prevent an intdligent being, even though of an dien race, from reading - if it was
reading. | don't know; | did notice that the book was entirdy undamaged, nor did | see a damaged book
among any that we handled. But | have an odd hunch that if we knew the secret of the little cape-clothed
imp, we'd know the mystery of the vast abandoned ity and of the decay of Martian culture.

'Wdl, Twed quieted down after a while and led us completely around that tremendous hdl. It had
been a library, 1 think; a least, there were thousands upon thousands of those queer black-paged
volumes printed in wavy lines of white. There were pictures, too, in some; and some of these showed
Twed's people. That's a point, of course; it indicated that his race built the city and printed the books. |
don't think the greatest philologist on earth will ever trandate one line of those records; they were made
by minds too different from ours.

"Twed could read them, naturdly. He twittered off a few lines, and then | took a few of the books,



with his permisson; he said 'no, no!" to some and 'yes, yes!' to others. Perhaps he kept back the ones his
people needed, or perhaps he let me take the ones he thought we'd understand most eeslly. | don't
know; the books are outside there in the rocket.

"Then he hdd that dim torch of his toward the wdls, and they were pictured. Lord, what pictures!
They stretched up and up into the blackness of the roof, mysterious and gigantic. | couldn't make much of
the firg wadl; it seemed to be a portraya of a great assembly of Twed's people. Perhaps it was meant to
symbolize Society or Government. But the next wal was more obvious; it showed creatures & work on a
colossa machine of some sort, and that would be Industry or Science. The back wal had corroded
away in part, from what we could see, | suspected the scene was meant to portray Art, but it was on the
fourth wall that we got a shock that nearly dazed us.

'l think the symbol was Exploration or Discovery. This wall was a litile plainer, because the moving
beam of daylight from that crack lit up the higher surface and Twed's torch illuminated the lower. We
made out a giant seated figure, one of the beaked Martians like Twed, but with every limb suggesting
heaviness, weariness. The ams dropped inertly on the chair, the thin neck bent and the beak rested on
the body, asif the creature could scarcdly bear its own weight. And before it was a queer kneding figure,
and at 9ght of it, Leroy and | dmost redled againg each other. It was, apparently, a man!’

‘A man!" bellowed Harrison. ‘A man you say?

| sad apparently,’ retorted Jarvis. The atig had exaggerated the nose dmog to the length of
Twed's beak, but the figure had black shoulder-length hair, and instead of the Martian four, there were
five fingers on its outstretched hand! 1t was kneding as if in worship of the Martian, and on the ground
was what looked like a pottery bowl full of some food as an offering. Well! Leroy and | thought wed
gone screwy!’

‘And Putz and | think so, too!" roared the captain.

'Maybe we dl have,' replied Jarvis, with a faint grin at the pale face of the little Frenchman, who
returned it in slence. '‘Anyway," he continued, Twed was squesking and pointing at the figure, and saying
Tick! Tick!" so he recognized the resemblance - and never mind any cracks about my nose!' he warned
the captain. "It was Leroy who made the important comment; he looked at the Martian and said "Thoth!
The god Thoth!"

'Oui!" confirmed the biologigt. ‘Comme I'Egypte!’

'Yeah, said Jarvis. 'Like the Egyptian ibis-headed god - the one with the beak. W, no sooner did
Twed hear the name Thoth than he st up a damor of twittering and squesking. He pointed at himsdf
and said Thoth! Thoth!" and then waved hisarm dl around and repeated it. Of course he often did queer
things but we both thought we understood what he meant. He was trying to tdl us that his race cdled
themsdlves Thoth. Do you see what I'm getting at?

'l see, dl right,” said Harrison. 'You think the Martians paid a vigt to the earth, and the Egyptians
remembered it in their mythology. Wel, you're off, then; there wasn't any Egyptian dvilization fifteen
thousand years ago.'

'Wrong!" grinned Jarvis. 'It's too bad we haven't an archeologist with us, but Leroy tells me that there
was a stone-age culture in Egypt then, the pre-dynastic civilization.'

'Well, even so, what of it?

‘Plenty! Everything in that picture proves my point. The attitude of the Martian, heavy and weary -
that's the unnaturd drain of terrestrid gravitation. The name Thoth; Leroy tdls me Thoth was the
Egyptian god of philosophy and the inventor of writing! Get that? They must have picked up the idea
from watching the Martian take notes. It's too much for coincidence that Thoth should be beaked and
ibis-headed, and that the besked Martians call themsalves Thoth.'

'Well, Il be hanged! But what about the nose on the Egyptian? Do you mean to tdl me that
stone-age Egyptians had longer noses than ordinary men?

'Of course nat! It's just that the Martians very naturdly cast their paintings in Martianized form. Don't
humen beings tend to relate everything to themsdves? That's why dugongs and manaees started the
mermad myths - sailors thought they saw human features on the beasts. So the Martian artist, drawing
ather from descriptions or imperfect photographs, naturdly exaggerated the sze of the human nose to a



degree that looked normd to him. Or anyway, that's my theory.'

'Wdl, itll do as a theory," grunted Harrison. 'What | want to hear is why you two got back here
looking like a couple of year-before-last bird's nests!’

Jarvis shuddered again, and cast another glance a Leroy. The little biologist was recovering some of
his accustomed poise, but he returned the glance with an echo of the chemist's shudder.

'WEIl get to that,’ resumed the latter. '"Meanwhile I'll stick to Twed and his people. We spent the
better part of three days with them, as you know. | cant give every detail, but I'll summarize the
important facts and give our conclusions, which may not be worth an inflated franc. It's hard to judge this
dried-up world by earthly standards.

"We took pictures of everything possible; | even tried to photograph that gigantic murd in the library,
but unless Twed's lamp was unusudly rich in actinic rays, | don't suppose itll show. And that's a pity,
snce it's undoubtedly the most interesting object we've found on Mars, a least from a human viewpoint.

Twed was a very courteous host. He took us to dl the points of interest - even the new
water-works.'

Putz's eyes brightened at the word. 'V ater-vorks? he echoed. 'For vot?

'For the cand, naturdly. They have to build up a head of water to drive it through; that's obvious." He
looked at the captain. "You told me yoursdf that to drive water from the polar caps of Mars to the
equator was equivdent to forcing it up a twenty-mile hill, because Mars is flattened at the poles and
bulges at the equator just like the earth.’

‘That's true," agreed Harrison.

'Wdl,' resumed Jarvis, 'this aty was one of the rday gations to boost the flow. Ther power plant
was the only one of the giant buildings that seemed to serve any usgful purpose, and that was worth
seaing. | wish you'd seen it, Karl; youll have to make what you can from our pictures. It's a sunpower
plant!'

Harrison and Putz stared. 'Sunpower!" grunted the captain. That's primitivel" And the engineer added
an emphatic 'Ya!' of agreement.

'Not as primitive as dl that,” corrected Jarvis. The sunlight focused on a queer cylinder in the center
of abig concave mirror, and they drew an dectric current from it. The juice worked the pumps:’

‘A thermocoupl€e gaculated Putz.

"That sounds reasonable; you can judge by the pictures. But the power plant had some queer things
about it. The queerest was that the machinery was tended, not by Twed's people, but by some of the
barrel-shaped creatures like the onesin Xanthus!' He gazed around at the faces of his auditors; there was
no comment.

'Get it? he resumed. At thar slence, he proceeded, 'l see you don't. Leroy figured it out, but
whether rightly or wrongly, | don't know. He thinks that the barrels and Twed's race have a reciprocal
arrangement like - well, like bees and flowers on earth. The flowers give honey for the bees; the bees
cary the pollen for the flowers. See? The barrels tend the works and Twed's people build the cand
system. The Xanthus city must have been a boosting station; that explains the mysterious machines | saw.
And Leroy bdieves further that it isnt an intdligent arrangement - not on the part of the barrels, a leadt -
but that it's been done for so many thousands of generations that it's become indinctive a tropism - just
like the actions of ants and bees. The creatures have been bred to it!"

‘Nuts!' observed Harrison. 'Let's hear you explain the reason for that big empty city, then.'

‘Sure. Twed's dvilization is decadent, that's the reason. It's a dying race, and out of dl the millions
that must once have lived there, Twed's couple of hundred companions are the remnant. They're an
outpost, Ieft to tend the source of the water at the polar cap; probably there are dill a few respectable
cities left somewhere on the cand system, most likdy near the tropics. It'sthe last gasp of arace - and a
race that reached a higher peak of culture than Man!'

'Huh? said Harrison. Then why are they dying? Lack of water?

'l don't think s0," responded the chemigt. 'If my guess at the city's age is right, fifteen thousand years
wouldnt make enough difference in the water supply - nor a hundred thousand for that matter. It's
something dse, though the water's doubtless a factor.’



'Das wasser,' cut in Putz. 'Vere goes dot?

'Even a chemist knows that!" scoffed Jarvis. 'At least on earth. Here I'm not so sure, but on earth,
evay time there's alightning flash, it eectrolyzes some water vapor into hydrogen and oxygen, and then
the hydrogen escapes into space, because terrestrid gravitation won't hold it permanently. And every
time theré's an earthquake, some water is log to the interior. Sow - but damned certain.’ He turned to
Harrison. 'Right, Cap?

‘Right,” conceded the captain. '‘But here, of course - no earthquakes, no thunderstorms - the loss
mudt be very dow. Then why isthe race dying?

"The sunpower plant answers that,’ countered Jarvis. 'Lack of fud! Lack of power! No ail Ieft, no
cod |eft - if Mars ever had a Carboniferous Age - and no water-power - jus the driblets of energy they
can get from the sun. That's why they're dying.

'With the limitless energy of the atom? exploded Harrison.

They don't know about atomic energy. Probably never did. Must have used some other principle in
thar space-ship.'

"Then," snapped the captain, ‘what makes you rate their inteligence above the human? Weve findly
cracked open the atom!'

'Sure we have. We had a clue, didn't we? Radium and uranium. Do you think we'd ever have learned
how without those dements? We'd never even have suspected that aomic energy existed!

'Wdl|? Haven't they-'

'No, they havent. You've told me yoursdf that Mars has only 73 percent of the earth's dengity. Even
achemig can see that that means a lack of heavy metds - no asmium, no uranium, no radium. They
didn't have the clue’

'Even 0, that doesn't prove they're more advanced than we are. If they were more advanced, they'd
have discovered it anyway.'

'Maybe,' conceded Jarvis. 'I'm not daiming that we don't surpass them in some ways. But in others,
they're far ahead of us!

''n what, for instance?

'Well - Socidly, for one thing.

'Huh? How do you mean?

Jarvis glanced in turn at each of the three that faced him. He hesitated. 'l wonder how you chaps will
take this' he muttered. 'Naturdly, everybody likes his own sysem best." He frowned. 'Look here - on
the earth we have three types of society, haven't we? And there's amember of each type right here. Putz
lives under a dictatorship - an autocracy. Leroy's a dtizen of the Sixth Commune in France. Harrison and
| are Americans, members of a democracy. There you are - autocracy, democracy, communiam - the
three types of terrestrial societies. Twed's people have a different system from any of us'!’

‘Different? Whet isit?

"The one no earthly nation has tried. Anarchy!’

'Anarchy!" the captain and Putz burst out together.

‘That's right.’

'But-" Harrison was sputtering. "What do you mean, they're ahead of us? Anarchy! Bah!'

‘All right - bah!" retorted Jarvis. 'I'm not saying it would work for us, or for any race of men. But it
works for them.’

'But - anarchy!" The cgptain was indignant.

'Wel, when you come right down to it argued Jarvis defensvely, ‘anarchy is the ided form of
government, if it works. Emerson said that the best government was that which governs least, and so did
Wenddl Phillips, and | think George Washington. And you can't have any form of government which
governs less than anarchy, which is no government a dl!'

The captain was sputtering. '‘But - it's unnaturd! Even savage tribes have their chiefd Even a pack of
wolves has its |eader!’

'Wdll,' retorted Jarvis defiantly, 'that only proves that government is a primitive device, doesn't it?
With a perfect race you wouldn't need it & dl; government is a confesson of weakness, isnt it? It's a



confesson that part of the people won't cooperate with the rest and that you need laws to redtrain those
individuds which a psychologist cdls anti-socidl. If there were no anti-socia persons - aiminds and such
- you wouldn't need laws or police, would you?

‘But government! Y ou'd need government How about public works - wars - taxes?

'No wars on Mars, in spite of being named after the War God. No point in wars here; the population
istoo thin and too scattered, and besides, it takes the hdp of every sngle community to keep the cand
system functioning. No taxes because gpparently dl individuas cooperate in building public works. No
competition to cause trouble, because anybody can hep himsdf to anything. As | said, with a perfect
race government is entiredly unnecessary.’

'And do you consder the Martians a perfect race? asked the cagptain grimly.

'Not at dl! But they've existed so much longer than men that they're evolved, socdly at leas, to the
point where they don't need government. They work together, that's dl." Jarvis paused. 'Queer, it it -
asif Mother Nature were carrying on two experiments, one a home and one on Mars. On earth it's the
trid of an emotiond, highly competitive racein aworld of plenty; hereit'sthetrid of a quiet, friendly race
on a desert, unproductive, and inhospitable world. Everything here makes for cooperation. Why, there
it even the factor that causes so much trouble a home - sex!”

'Huh?

"Yeah: Twed's people reproduce just like the barrels in the mud dities; two individuds grow a third
one between them. Ancther proof of Leroy's theory that Martian life is nether anima nor vegetable.
Besides, Twed was a good enough host to let him poke down his beak and twiddle his feathers, and the
examination convinced Leroy.'

‘Oui,’ confirmed the biologid. "It istrue.’

‘But anarchy!" grumbled Harrison disgustedly. ‘It would show up on adizzy, hdf-dead pill like Mars!’

It1l be a good many centuries before youll have to worry about it on earth,” grinned Jarvis. He
resumed his narrative.

'Wdl, we wandered through that sepulchrd dity, taking pictures of everything. And then-' Jarvis
paused and shuddered-‘then | took a notion to have alook at that valey we'd spotted from the rocket. |
don't know why. But when we tried to steer Twed in tha direction, he set up such a squawking and
screeching that | thought he'd gone batty.'

'If possible!’ jeered Harrison.

'So we started over there without him; he kept wailing and screaming, 'No - no - no! Tick!" but that
mede us the more curious. He sailed over our heads and stuck on his besak, and went through a dozen
other antics, but we ploughed on, and findly he gave up and trudged disconsolately aong with us.

The vdley wasn't more than a mile southeast of the city. Twed could have covered the distance in
twenty jumps, but he lagged and loitered and kept pointing back at the city and wailing 'No - no - no!
Then heéld sal up into the ar and zip down on his beak directly in front of us, and we'd have to wak
around him. 1'd seen him do lots of crazy things before, of course; | was used to them, but it was as plan
as print that he didn't want us to see that valey.

'Why? queried Harrison.

'You asked why we came back like tramps,' sad Jarvis with a fant shudder. "Youll learn. We
plugged dong up alow rocky hill that bounded it, and as we neared the top, Twed said, 'No breet, Tick!
No breet!" Wedll, those were the words he used to describe the slicon monger; they were aso the words
he had used to tdl me tha the image of Fancy Long, the one that had dmost lured me to the
dream-beast, wasn't redl. | remembered that, but it meant nothing to me then!

'Right after that, Twed said, 'Y ou one - one - two, he one - one - two,' and then | began to see. That
was the phrase he had used to explain the dream-beast to tdl me tha what | thought, the cresture
thought - to tel me how the thing lured its victims by their own desires. So | warned Leroy; it seemed to
me that even the dream-beast couldn't be dangerous if we were warned and expecting it. Wdll, | was
wrong!

'As we reached the crest, Twed soun his head completely around, so his feet were forward but his
eyes looked backward, asif he feared to gaze into the valey. Leroy and | stared out over it, just a gray



wadte like this around us, with the gleam of the south polar cap far beyond its southern rim. That's what it
was one second; the next it was - Paradise!’

'What? exclamed the captain.

Jarvisturned to Leroy. 'Can you describe it? he asked.

The biologist waved helpless hands, 'C'est impossible!" he whispered. ‘Il me rend muet!’

‘It strikes me dumb, too,” muttered Jarvis. 'l don't know how to tdl it; I'm a chemidt, not a poet.
Paradise is as good aword as | can think of, and that's not at dl right. It was Paradise and Hedl in one!'

'Will you talk sense? growled Harrison.

'"As much of it as makes sense. | tdl you, one moment we were looking a a gray valey covered with
blobby plants, and the next - Lord! Y ou can't imagine that next moment! How | would you like to see dl
your dreams made red? Every desire you'd ever had gratified? Everything you'd ever wanted there for
the taking?

'I'd like it find" said the captain.

'Y ou're welcome, then! - not only your noble desires, remember! Every good impulse, yes - but dso
evay nady litle wish, every vidous thought, everything youd ever desired, good or bad! The
dream-beasts are marvelous salesmen, but they lack the mord sense!’

"The dream-beasts?

'Yes. It was avdley of them. Hundreds, | suppose, maybe thousands. Enough, at any rate, to spread
out a complete picture of your desires, even dl the forgotten ones that must have been out of the
subconscious. A Paradise - of sorts. | saw a dozen Fancy Longs, in every cosume I'd ever admired on
her, and some | must have imagined. | saw every beautiful woman I've ever known, and dl of them
pleading for my attention. | saw every lovdy place I'd ever wanted to be, dl packed queerly into that
litlevaley. And | saw other things' He shook his head soberly. ‘It wasn't dl exactly pretty. Lord! How
much of the beast isleft inud | suppose if every man dive could have one look at that weird valey, and
could see just once what nagtiness is hidden in him - well, the world might gain by it. | thanked heaven
afterwards that Leroy - and even Twed - saw their own pictures and not mine!’

Jarvis paused again, then resumed, 'l turned dizzy with a sort of ecstasy. | closed my eyes - and with
eyes closed, | dill saw the whole thing! That beautiful, evil, devilish panorama was in my mind, not my
eyes. That's how those fiends work - through the mind. | knew it was the dream-beasts; | didn't need
Twed'swall of 'No breet!" No breet!" But - | couldn't keep away! | knew it was degth beckoning, but it
was worth it for one moment with the vison.'

'Which particular vison? asked Harrison dryly.

Javisflushed. ‘'No matter,’ he said. '‘But beside me | heard Leroy's cry of "Yvonne! Yvonne!' and |
knew he was trapped like mysdf. | fought for sanity; | kept tdling mysdf to stop, and dl the time | was
rushing headlong into the snare!

"Then something tripped me. Twed! He had come legping from behind; as | crashed down | saw him
flash over me sraight toward - toward what 1'd been running to, with his vicious beak pointed right a her
heart!'

'Oh!" nodded the captain. 'Her heart!'

'Never mind that. When | scrambled up, that particular image was gone, and Twed was in a twig of
black ropey arms, just as when | firs saw him. He'd missed a vitd point in the beast's anatomy, but was
jabbing awvay desperately with his beak.

'Somehow, the spell had lifted, or partidly lifted. | wasnt five feet from Twed, and it took a terrific
sruggle, but 1 managed to raise my revolver and put a Boland shdll into the beast. Out came a spurt of
horrible black corruption, drenching Twed and me - and | guess the sckening smdl of it helped to
destroy theilluson of that valey of beauty. Anyway, we managed to get Leroy away from the devil that
hed him, and the three of us staggered to the ridge and over. | had presence of mind enough to raise my
camera over the crest and take a shot of the vdley, but I'll bet it shows nothing but gray waste and
writhing horrors. What we saw was with our minds, not our eyes.’

Jarvis paused and shuddered. The brute hdf poisoned Leroy,' he continued. 'We dragged oursdves
back to the auxiliary, caled you, and did what we could to treat ourselves. Leroy took along dose of the



cognac that we had with us, we didn't dare try anything of Twed's because his metaboliam is so different
from ours that what cured hm might kill us. But the cognac seemed to work, and so, after 1'd done one
other thing | wanted to do, we came back here - and that's al.’

‘All, isit? queried Harrison. 'So you've solved dl the mydteries of Mars, en?

'Not by adamned sght!' retorted Jarvis. 'Plenty of unanswered questions are |eft.’

‘Jal' snapped Putz. 'Der evaporation - dot iss shtopped how?

'In the canals? | wondered about that, too; in those thousands of miles and againg this low ar
pressure, you'd think they'd lose alot. But the answer's smple; they float a skin of all on the water.'

Putz nodded, but Harrison cut in. 'Here's a puzzler. With only coad and ail - just combustion or
eectric power - whered they get the energy to build a planet-wide cand system, thousands and
thousands of miles of 'em? Think of the job we had cutting the Panama Cand to sea leve, and then
answer that!'

'Easy!" grinned Jarvis. 'Martian gravity and Martian ar - that's the answer. Figure it out: First, the dirt
they dug only weighed a third its earth-weight. Second, a steam engine here expands againg ten pounds
per square inch less air pressure than on earth. Third, they could build the engine three times as large here
with no greater internd weight. And fourth, the whole planet's nearly leve. Right, Putz?

The engineer nodded. 'Jal Der shteam-engine - it iss Sebenund-zwanzig - twenty-seven times so
effective here.’

'Well, there, does go the last mystery then,” mused Harrison.

'Y eah? queried Jarvis sardonicaly. "Y ou answer these, then. What was the nature of that vast empty
aty? Why do the Martians need cands, snce we never saw them eat or drink? Did they redly vigt the
earth before the dawn of higtory, and, if not atomic energy, what powered their ship? Since Twed's race
seems to need little or no water, are they merdy operating the cands for some higher creature that does?
Are there other intdligences on Mars? If not, what was the demon-faced imp we saw with the book?
There are afew myderies for you!'

'l know one or two more!" growled Harrison, glaring suddenly &t little Leroy. "You and your visond
"Yvonne!' en? Your wifés nameis Marie, isnt it?

The little biologist turned crimson. 'Oui,’ he admitted unhgppily. He turned pleading eyes on the
captain. 'Please,’ he said. 'In Paris tout le monde - everybody he think differently of those things - no?
He twisted uncomfortably. 'Please you will not tdl Marie, n'est-ce pas?

Harrison chuckled. 'None of my business' he said. 'One more question, Jarvis. What was the one
other thing you did before returning here?

Jarvis looked diffident. 'Oh - that.' He hesitated. 'Well | sort of fdt we owed Twed a lot, so &fter
some trouble, we coaxed him into the rocket and sailed him out to the wreck of the first one, over on
Thyle1l. Then," hefinished apologeticdly, 'l showed him the atomic blast, got it working - and gave it to
him!*

"You what? roared the Captain. "You turned something as powerful as that over to an dien race -
maybe some day an enemy race?

'Yes, | did,’ sad Jarvis. 'Look here he argued defensively. This lousy, dried-up pill of a desert
cdled Marsll never support much human populaion. The Sahara desert is just as good a fidd for
imperidism, and alot closer to home. So well never find Twed's race enemies. The only vaue well find
here is commercid trade with the Martians. Then why shouldn't | give Twed a chance for surviva? With
atomic energy, they can run their cand system a hundred per cent instead of only one out of five as
Putz's observations showed. They can repopulate those ghodly dities, they can resume their arts and
indudtries; they can trade with the nations of the earth - and I'll bet they can teach us a few things' he
paused, if they can figure out the aiomic blast, and I'll lay odds they can. They're no fools, Twed and his
ostrich-faced Martiang!’

***Proofed to Here***

The Adaptive Ultimate



DR. DANIEL SCOTT, hisdark and brilliant eyes dight with the fire of enthusasm, paused at last and
stared out over the city, or that portion of it visble from the office windows of Herman Bach the Dr.
Herman Bach of Grand Mercy Hospitd. There was a moment of slence; the old man amiled a little
indulgently, alittle widfully, at the face of the youth-ful biochemigt.

"Go on, Dan," he said. "So it occurred to you that getting wel of a disease or injury is merdy a form
of adaptation then what?'

"Then," flashed the other, "I began to look for the most adaptive of living organisms. And what are
they? Insectd Insects, of course, Cut off a wing, and it grows back. Cut off a head, ick it to the
headless body of another of the same species, and that grows back on. And what's the secret of ther
great adaptability?'

Dr. Bach shrugged. "Whét is?'

Scott was suddenly gloomy. "I'm not sure” he muttered. "It's glandular, of course-a matter of
hormones." He brightened again. "But I'm off the track. So then | look around for the mogt adaptive
insect. And which is that?"

"Ants?' suggested Dr. Bach. "Bees? Termites?'

"Bah! They're the most highly evolved, not the most adaptable. No, there's one insect thet is known to
produce a higher percentage of mutants than any other, more freaks, more biologica sports. The one
Morgan used in his experi-ments on the effect of hard X-rays on heredity—the fruit fly, the ordinary fruit
fly. Remember? They have reddish eyes, but under X-rays they produced white-eyed offspring—and
that was a true mutation, because the white eyes bred true! Acquired characterigtics can't be inherited,
but these were. Therefore-"

"l know," interrupted Dr. Bach.

Scott caught his breath. "So | used fruit flies”" he

resumed. "l putrefied thar bodies, injected a cow, and got a sarum at last, after weeks of darifying
with adbumen, —evaporating in vacuo, rectifying with—But you're not interested in the technique. | got a
serum. | tried it on tubercular guinea pigs, and'--he paused dramaticaly—'it cured! They adapted
themselves to the tubercle badillus | tried it on arabid dog. He adapted. | tried it on a cat with a broken
spine. That knit. And now, I'm asking you for the chance to try it on ra human bang!™

Dr. Bach frowned. "You're not ready," he grunted. "You're not ready by two years. Try it on an
anthropoid. Then try it on yoursdlf. | can't risk ahumean lifein an experiment that's as raw as this”

"Yes but | haven't got anything that needs curing; and as for an anthropoid, you get the board to
dlow funds to buy an gpe—if you can. I've tried.”

"Takeit up with the Stoneman Foundation, then.”

"And have Grand Mercy losethe  ? Ligen, Dr. Bach, . I'm asking for just one chance— a chari
ase--anything.”

"Charity cases are human beings' The o d man ° scowled down a his hands. "See here, Dan. |
shouldn't even offer this much, because it's againg dl medicd ethics, but if | find a hopeless case—uitterly
hopeless, you understand-where the patient himsaf consents, I'll do it. And that's the find word"

Scott groaned. "And try to find a case like that. If the patient's conscious, you think there's hope, and
if he isn't how can he consent? That ettlesit!”

But it didn't. Less than a week later Scott looked suddenly up at the annunciator in the corner of his
tiny laboratory. "Dr. Scott,” it rasped. "Dr. Scott. Dr. Scott. To Dr. Bach's office”

He finished his titration, noted the figures, and hurried out. The old man was pacing the floor nervoudy
as Scott entered.

"I've got your case, Dan," he muttered. "It's againg dl ethics—yet I'll be damned if | can see how you
can do this one any harm. But you'd better hurry. Come on—isolation

ward.”

They hurried. In the tiny cubicad room Scott stared appalled. "A girl!" he muttered.

She could never have been other than drab and plain, but lying there with the palor of deeth aready



on her cheeks,she had an appearance of somber sweetness. Yet that was dl the charm she could ever
have possessed; her dark, cropped, ally harr was unkempt and stringy, her features fla and unattractive.
She breathed with an dmost inaudible rasp, and her eyes were closed.

"Doyou," asked Scott, "condder thisatest? She's dl but dead now?

Dr. Bach nodded. "Tuberculoss” he sad, "find stage. Her lungs are hemorrhaging—a matter of
hours."

The girl coughed; flecks of blood appeared on her pdlid lips. She opened dull, -watery blue eyes.

"So!" said Bach, "conscious, en? Thisis Dr. Scott. Dan,

this is—uh"—be peered at the card a the foot of the bed "Miss—uh Kyra Zdas Dr. Scott has an
injection, Miss Zetas. As | warned you, it probably won't help, but | can't see how it can hurt. Are you
willing?"

She spokein faint, gurgling tones. " Sure, I'm through any-way. What's the odds?

"All right. Got the hypo, Dan?' Bach took the tube of water-clear serum. "Any particular point of
injection? No? Give me the cubitd, then:'

He thrugt the needle into the girl's arm. Dan noted that she did not even wince a the hite of the sted
point, but lay stoicad and passive as thirty ¢.' ¢. of liquid flowed into her veins. She coughed again, then
closed her eyes.

"Come out of here" ordered Bach gruffly, as they moved into the hdl "I'm damned if | like this. | fed
like adirty dog."

He seemed to fed less canine, however, the following day. "That Zdas case is ill dive" he reported
to Scott. "If | dared trust my eyes, I'd say she'simproved alittle. A very little. I'd il cdl it hopeless.”

But the following day Scott found him seated in his office with a p»77led expression in his old gray
eyes. "Zetais better,” he muttered. "No question of it. But you keep your head, Dan. Such miracles have
happened before, and without serums. Y ou wait until we've had her under long observation.”

By the end of the week it became evident that the obser-vation was not to be long. Kyra Zeiss
flourished under their gaze lie some swift-blooming tropical weed. Queerly, she logt

none of her palor, but flesh softened the angular features, and a trace of light grew in her eyes.

"The spots on her lungs are going,” muttered Bach. "She's stopped coughing, and there's no dgn of
bugsin her culture. But the queerest thing, Dan—and | can't figure it out, either—is the way she reacts to
abrasons and skin punctures. Yester-day | took a blood specimen for a Wasserman, and—this sounds
utterly mad the puncture closed dmost before | had ac. ¢.! Closed and heded!”

And in another week, 'Dan, | can't see any reason for keeping Kyra here. She's well. Yet | want her
where we can keep her under observation. There's a queer mystery about this serum of yours. And
besides, | hate to turn her out to the sort of life that brought her here”

"Whet did she do?"

"Sawed. Piece-work in some sweatshop, when she could work & dl. Drab, ugly, uneducated girl,
but there's something appeding about her. She adapts quickly.”

. Scott gave him a strange look. "Yes" he said, "she adapts quickly."

"S0," resumed Bach, "it occurred to me that she could stay at my place. We could keep her under
observation, you see, and she could help the housekeeper. I'm interested—damn interested. | think Il
offer her the chance.”

Scott was present when Dr. Bach made his suggestion. The gifl Kyra amiled. "Sure" she said. Her
pdlid, plan face lighted up. "Thanks"

Bach gave her the address. "Mrs. Getz will let you in. Don't do anything this afternoon. In fact, it might
not hurt you to smply walk in the park for afew hours™

Scott watched the girl as she walked down the hdl toward the elevator. She had filled out, but she
was dill spare to the point of emaciation, and her worn black suit hung on her asiif it were on a frame of
dticks. As she disappeared, he moved thoughtfully about his duties, and a quarter-hour later des-cended
to hislaboratory.




On the firg floor, turmail met him. Two officers were carry-ing in the body of a nondescript old man
whose head was a bloody ruin. There was a babble of excited voices, and he saw a crowd on the steps
outside.

"What's up?' he cdled. "Accident?'

"Accident!" snapped an officer. "Murder, you mean.Woman steps up to this old guy, picks a hefty
gtone from the park border, dugs him, and takes hiswallet. Just like that!"

Scott peered out of the window. The Black Maria was back-ing toward a crowd on the park sde of
the street. A pair of hulking policemenftanked a thin figure in black, thruding it toward the doors of the
vehide

Scott gasped. It was Kyra Zdlad

A week later Dr: Bach stared into the dark fireplace of his living room. "It's not our business" he
repeated.

"My God!" blazed Scott. "Not our businesst How do we know were not responsible? How do we
know that our injection didn't unsettle her mind? Glands can do that; look a Mongoloid idiots and
cretins. Our duff was glandular. Maybe we drove her crazy!™

"All right,” said Bach. "Listen. Well attend the trid to-morrow, and if it looks bad for her, well get
hold of her lavyer and let im put us on the stand. Wl tedlify that she's just been released after along
and dangerous iliness, and may not be fully respongible. That's entirdly true.”

Mid-morning of the next day found them hunched tensely on benches in the crowded courtroom. The
prosecution was opening; three witnesses tedtified to the event.

"Thisold guy buys peanuts for the pigeons. Yeah, | sl 'em to him every day—or did. So this time he
hasn't any change, and he pulls out his wallet, and | see it's stuffed with bills And one minute later | see
the dame pick up the rock and conk him. Then she grabs the dough—

"Describe her, please.”

"She's skinny, and dressed in black. She an't no beauty, nather. Brownish har, dark eyes, | don't
know whether dark blue or brown.

"Your witnessl" snapped the prosecutor.

A young and nervous individud—appointed by the court, the paper sad rose. "You sy," he
sguesked, "that the as-savant had brown hair and dark eyes?'

"Yegh!'

"Will the defendant please rise?'

Her back was toward Scott and Bach as Kyra Zedlas arose, but Scott siffened. Something strangely
different about her appearance; surely her worn black suit no longer hung so

loosdly about her. What he could see of her figure seemed—well, magnificent.

"Take off your hat, Miss Zdas" squeaked the atorney. Scott gasped. Radiant as duminum glowed
the mass of hair she reveded!

" submit, your honor, that this defendant does not possess dark hair, nor, if you will observe, dark
eyes. Itis, | suppose, conceivable that she could somehow have bleached her hair whilein custody, and |
therefore’—he brandished a par of scissors—"submit a lock to be tested by any chemis the court
gppoints. The pigmentetion is entirdly natural. And as for her eyes—does my esteemed opponent suggest
that they too are bleached?’

He swung on the ggping witness. "Is this lady the one you daim to have seen committing the crime?”

The man goggled. "Uh—I can't—say.’

"lsshe?'

“N-no!"

The speaker amiled. "That's dl. Will you take the stand, Miss Zdas?'

The gil moved lithe as a panther. Sowly she turned, facing the court. Scott's brain whirled, and his
fingers dug into Bach's am. Silver-eyed, duminum-hared, aabaster-pae, the girl on the stand was
beyond doubt the most beautiful woman he had ever seen!

The attorney was spesking again. "Tdl the court in your own words what happened, Miss Zdas"



Quite casudly the girl crossed her trim ankles and began to speak. Her voice was low, resonant, and
thrilling; Scott had to fight to keep his atention on the sense of her words rather than the sound.

"l had just left Grand Mercy Hospitdl," she said, "where | had beeniill for some months. | had crossed
the park when suddenly a woman in black rushed a me, thrust an empty wadlet into my hands, and
vanished. A moment later | was surrounded by a screaming crowd, and—well, that's dl."

"An empty wallet, you say?' asked the defense lawyer. "What of the money found in your own bag,
which my eminent colleague bdlieves stolen”?’

"It was mine" said the girl, "about seven hundred dollars.” Bach hissed, "That's a lied She had two
dollars and thirty-three cents on her when we took her in"

"Do you mean you think she's the same Kyra Zeiss we had at the hospita?" gasped Scott.

"l don't know. | don't know anything, but if | ever touch that damned serum of yours--Look! Look,
Dan!" Thislast was a tense whisper.

"What?

"Her har! When the sun dtrikesit!"

Scott peered more closdy. A vagrant ray of noon sunlight filtered through a high window, and now
and again the sway-ing of a shade permitted it to touch the metdlic radiance of the girl's hair. Scott stared
and saw; dightly but unmistakably, whenever the light touched that glowing aureole, her hair darkened
from bright duminum to golden blond!

Something clicked in his brain. There was a cdue somewhere —if he could but find it. The pieces of
the puzze were there, but they were woefully hard to fit together. The girl in the hospitad and her
reection to incisons, thisgirl and her reaction to light.

"I've got to see her," he whispered. "There's something | have to find Ligen!”

The speaker was orating. "And we ask the dismissd of the whole case, your honor, on the grounds
that the prosecution has utterly falled even to identify-the defendant.”

The judge's gavel crashed. For a moment his aging eyes rested on the girl with the slver eyes and
incredible hair, then: "Case dismissedt™ he snapped. "Jury discharged!”

There was atumult of voices. Haghlights shot instantan-eous sheets of lightning. The girl on the witness
gtand rose with perfect poise, smiled with lovely, innocent lips, and moved away. Scott *sted until she
passed close a hand.

"Miss Zdad" he caled.

She paused. Her strange silver eyes lighted with nnnnis-takable recognition. "Dr. Scott!" said the voice
of tinkling metd. "And Dr. Bach!"

She was, then. She was the same girl. This was the drab doven of the isolaion ward, this werdly
beautiful creature of exotic coloring. Staring, Scott could trace now the very identity of her features, but
changed as by amiracle.

He pushed through the mob of photographers, press men, and curiosity seekers. "Have you a place to
day?' he asked. "Dr. Bach's offer ill gands.” i

She amiled. "l am very grateful,” she murmured, and then,

to the crowd of reporters. "The doctor is an old friend of mine" She was completdly at ease,
unruffled, poised.

Something caught Scott's eye, and he purchased a paper, glancing quickly at the photograph, the one
taken at the mo-ment the girl had removed her hat. He started; her hair showed raven black! There was
a comment below the picture, too, to the effect that "her driking har photographs much darker then it
appears to the eye.”

He frowned. "This way," he said to he girl, then goggled in surprise again. For in the broad light of
noon her com-plexion was no longer the white of alabagter, it was creamy tan, the skin of one exposed
to long hours of sunlight; her eyes were deep violet, and her hair—that tiny wisp uncon-ceded by her
hat—was as black as the basalt columns of hdl!

Kyra had indsted on stopping to purchase a subgtitute for the worn black suit, and had ended by
acquiring an entire outfit. She sat now curled in the deep davenport before the fireplace in Dr. Bach's



library, sheathed in dlken black from her white throat to the tiny black pumps on her feet. She was
amog unearthly in her weird beauty, with her duminum hair, siver eyes, and marble-pale skin againg the
jet slk covering.

She gazed innocently at Scott. "But why shouldn't 17" Site asked. "The court returned my money; |
can buy what | please with it."

"Your money?" he muttered. ™Y ou had less than three dollars when you left the hospital”

"But thisis mine now."

"Kyra" he said abruptly, "where did you get that money'?" Her face was santlike in its purity. "From
the old man." "Y ou—you did murder him!"

"Why, of course | did."

He choked. "My Lord!" he gasped. "Don't you redize well have to tel?!

She shook her head, amiling gently from one to the other of them. "No, Dan. You wont tdl, for it
wouldn't do any good. | can't be tried twice for the same crime. Not in America”

"But why, Kyra? Why did you—"

"Would you have me resume the life that sent me into your hands? | needed money; money was there;
| took it." "But murder!""It was the most direct way."

"Not if you happened to be punished for it," he returned grimly.

"But | wasn't," she reminded him gently.

He groaned. "Kyra" he said, shifting the subject suddenly, "why do your eyes and skin and har
darken in sunlight or when exposed to flaghlight?'

She amiled. "Do they?' she asked. "I hadn't noticed." She yawned, stretched her arms above her head
and her dim legs before her. "1 think | shdl deep now," she announced. She swept her magnificent eyes
over them, rose, and disappeared into the room Dr. Bach had given her—his own.

Scott faced the older man, his features working in emotion. "Do you see?' he hissed. "Good Lord, do
you see?' "Do you, Dan?'

"Part of it. Part of it, anyway.”

"And | see part aswdl."

"Wdl," said Scott, "hereitisas | see it. Tha serum—that accursed serum of mine—has somehow
accentuated this girl's adaptability to an impossble degree. What is it that differ-entiates life from
norHiving matter? Two things, irritation and adaptation. Life adapts itsdf to its environment, and the
greater the adaptability, the more successful the organism.

"Now," he proceeded, "dl human beings show a very con-siderable adaptivity. When We expose
oursalves to sunlight, our skin shows pigmentation-we tan. That's adaptation to an environment containing
aunlight. When a man loses his right hand, he learps to use his left. That's another adaptation. When a
person's skin is punctured, it heals and rebuilds, and that's another angle of the same thing. Sunny regions
produce dark-skinned, dark-haired people; northern lands pro-duce blonds—and that's adaptation
agan.

"So what's happened to Kyra Zelas, by some mad twis | don't understand, is that her adaptive
powers have been in-creased to an extreme. She adapts indantly to her environ-ment; when sun strikes
her, she tans a once, and in shade she fades immediady. In sunlight her hair and eyes are those of a
tropica race; in shadow, those of a Northerner. And—good Lord, | see it non—when she was faced
with danger there in the courtroom, faced by a jury and judge who were men, she adapted to that! She
met that danger, not only by

changed appearance, but by a beauty so greet that she couldnt have been convicted!" He paused.
"But how? How?'

"Perhaps medicine can tdl how," said Bach, "Undoubtedly mania the creature of his glands. The
differences between races —white, red, black, yelow, is doubtless glandular. And per-haps the mogt
effective agent of adaptation is the human brain and neura system, whichin itsdlf is controlled partly by a
little greasy mass on the floor of the brain's third ventricle, before the cerebelum, and supposed by the
ancients to he the seat of the soul,

"I mean, of course, the pined gland. | suspect that what your serum contains is the long-sought



hormone pinealin, and that it has caused hypertrophy of Kyras pined gland. And Dan, do you redize
that if her adaptability is perfect, she's not only invincible, but invulnerable?’

"That's truel” gulped Scott. "Why, she couldn't be electro-cuted, because she'd adapt indantly to an
environment con-taining an dectric current, and she couldn't be killed by a shot, because she'd adapt to
that as quickly as to your needle pricks. And poison but there mugt be alimit some-where!™

"There doubtless is”" observed Bach. "I hardly believe she could adapt hersdf to an environment
containing a fifty-ton locomotive passng over her body. And yet there's an impor-tant point we haven't
congdered. Adaptation itsdf isof two kinds"

"Two kinds?'

"Yes. One kind is biologicd; the other, human. Naturdly a bipchemist like you would ded only with
the firg, and equaly naurdly a brain surgeon like me has to consder the second as well. Biologicd
adaptation iswhat dl life

plant, anima, and human—possess, and it is merdy conform-ing to one's environment. A chameleon,
for ingtance, shows much the same ability as Kyra hersdf, and so, in lesser degree, does the arctic fox,
white in winter, brown in summer; or the snowshoe rabbit, for that matter, or the weasd. All life
conforms to its environment to a greatextent, because if it doesn', it dies. But human life does more."

"More?'

"Much more. Human adaptation is not only conformity to environment, but also the actud ,changing of
environment to fit human needs! The firgd cave man who left his cave to builda grass hut changed his
environment, and so, in exactly the same sense, did Steinmetz, Edison, and as far as that goes, Julius
Caesar and Napoleon. In fact, Dan, dl human invention, genius, and military leadership boils down to
that one fact —changing the environment insteed of conforming to it."

He paused, then continued, "Now we know that Kyra possesses the biologica adaptivity. Her har
and eyes prove that. But what if she possesses the other to the same degree? If she does, God knows
what the result will be. We can only watch to see what direction she takes-watch and hope.”

"But | don't see" muttered Scott, "how that could be gland-ular.”

"Anything can be glandular. In a mutant—and Kyras as much a mutant as your white-eyed fruit
flies—anything is possible” He frowned reflectively. "If | dared phrase a philo-sophicd interpretation, 1'd
sy that Kyra—perhaps—repre-sents a stage in human evolution. A mutation. If one ventured to believe
thet, then de Vries and Weissman are judified.”

"The mutation theory of evolution, you mean?"

"Exactly. You see, Dan, while it is very obvious from fossl remains that evolution occurred, yet it is
very easy to prove it couldn't posshly have occutred!”

"How?"

"Wadl, it couldnt have occurred dowly, as Dawin beieved, for many reasons. Take the eye, for
ingance. He thought that very gradudly, over thousands of generations, sSome sea creature developed a
Sp6t ar its skin that was sengtive to light, and that this gave it an advantage over its blind fd-lows.
Therefore its kind survived and others perished. But see here. If this eye developed dowly, why did the
very firg ones, the ones that couldn't yet see, have any better chance than the others? And take a wing.
What good is a wing until you can fly with it? Just because a jumping lizard had a tiny fold of skin
between fordeg and breast wouldn't mean that that lizard could survive where others died. What kept the
wing developing to a point where it could actudly have vaue?'

"What did?'

"De Vries and Weissman say nothing did. They answer that evolution must have progressed in jumps,
s0 that when the eye appeared, it was dready efficdent enough to have survivd vaue, and likewise the
wing. Those jumps they named mutations. And in that sense, Dan, Kyrals a mutation,

a jump from the human to—something else. Perhaps the superhuman.”

Scott shook his head in perplexity. He was thoroughly puzzled, completely baffled, and more than a
little unnerved. In a few moments more he bade Bach good night, wandered home, and lay for hours in
deegpless thought.

The next day Bach managed a leave of absence for both of them from Grand Mercy, and Scott



moved in. This was in part Smply out of ISs fascinated interest in the case of Kyra Zelas, but in part it
was dtruigtic. She had confessedly mur-dered one man; it occurred to Scott that she might with no more
compunction murder Dr. Bach, and he meant to be a hand to prevent it.

He had been in her company no more than a few hours before Bach's words on evolution and
mutations took on new meaning. It was not only Kyra's chameeonlike coloring, nor her strangdly pure
and santlike features, nor even her incredible beauty. There was something more; he could not a once
identify it, but decidedly the gil Kyra was not quite human.

The event that impressed this on him occurred in the late afternoon. Bach was awvay somewhere on
persona business, and Scott had been questioning the girl about her own im-pressions of her experience.

"But don't you know you've changed? he asked. "Can't you see the difference in yoursd f?'

"Notl. It is the world that has changed.”

"But your hair was black. Now it'slight as ashes.” "Wasit?' she asked. "ISit?'

He groaned in exasperation. "Kyra," he said, "you must know something about yoursdf.”

Her exquisite eyes turned ther slver on him. "l do,” she said. "I know that what | want is mine, and"
‘her pure lips tamiled "I think, | want you, Dan."

It seemed to him that she changed at that moment Her beauty was not quite as it had been, but
somehow more wildly intoxicating than before. He redized what it meant; her en-vironment now
contained a man she loved, or thought she loved, and she was adapting to that, too. She was becoming
—he shivered dightly—irresigtible!

Bach mugt have redized the Stuation, but he said nothing. As for Scott, it was sheer torture, for he
redized only toowell that the girl be loved was a freak, a biologicd sport, and worse then that, a cold
murderess and a creature not exactly human. Yet for the next severa days things went smoothly. Kyra
dipped-easly into the routine; she was ever awilling subject for their inquiries and investigations.

Then Scott had an idea. Ho produced one of the guinea pigs that he had injected, and they found that
the creature evinced the same reaction as Kyra to cuts. They killed the thing by literdly cutting it in half
with an ax, and Bach examined its brain.

"Right!" he said at lagt. "It's hypertrophy of the pined." He stared intently at Scott. "Suppose,” he sad,
"that we could reach Kyra's pined and correct the hypertrophy. Do you suppose that might return her to
normal?'

Scott suppressed a pang of fear. "But why? She can't do any harm as long as we guard her here. Why
do we have to gamble with her lifelike that?"

Bach laughed shortly. "For the firg time in my life. I'm glad I'm an old man," he said. "Don't you see
we have to do some-thing? She's a menace. She's dangerous. Heaven only knows how dangerous. WEell
have to try."

Scott groaned and assented. An hour later, under the pre-text of experiment, he watched the old men
inject five grains of morphiainto the girl's arm, watched her frown and blink —and adjust. The drug was
powerless.

It was a nignt that Bach got his next idea. "Ethyl chloridel™ he whispered. "The ingantaneous
anaesthetic. Perhaps she can't adjust to lack of oxygen. Well try."

Kyrawas adeep, Slently, carefully, the two crept in, and Scott stared down ‘in utter fascingtion at the
weird beauty of her festures, paer than ever in the fant light of midnight. Carefully, so carefully, Bach
held the cone above her degping face, drop by drop he poured the volatile, sweet-scented liquid into it.
Minutes passed.

"That should anaesthetize an dephant,” he whispered at last, and jammed the cone full upon her face.

She awoke. Fingers like dim stedl rods closed on his wrig, forcing his hand away. Scott seized the
cone, and her hand clutched hiswrist as wel, and he fdt the strength of her grasp.

"Supid," she said quietly, Stting erect. "Thisis quite use-less—look!"

She snatched a paper knife from the table beside the bed. She bared her pde throat to the moonlight,
and then, suddenly, drove the knife to its hilt into her bosom!

Scott gulped inhorror as she withdrew it A angle spot of blood showed on her flesh, she wiped it
away, and displayed her skin, pale, unscarred, beatiful.



"Go away," she said softly, and they departed.

The next day she made no reference to the incident. Scott and Bach spent awbrried morning in the
laboratory, doing no work, but smply taking. It was a mistake, for when they returned to the library,
she was gone, having, according to Mat Getz, Smply strolled out of the door and away. A hectic and
hesty search of the adjacent blocks brought no sign of her.

At 'dusk she was back, pausng hatless in the doorway to permit Scott, who was there done, to
watch the miraculous change as she passed from sunset to chamber, and her hair faded from mahogany
to duminum.

"Hdlo," she said amiling. "l killed a child.”

"What? My Lord, Kyral"

"It was an accident. Surely you don't fed that | should be punished for an accident, Dan, do you?'

He was garing in utter horror. "How—'

"Oh, | decided to wak abit. After ablock or two, it occurred to me that | should like to ride. There
was a car parked there with the keys in it, and the driver was taking on the sdewak, so | dipped in,
darted it, and drove away. Naurdly | drove rather fast, Snce he was shouting, and a the second
corner | hit a little boy.”

"And—you didn't stop?’

"Of course nat. | drove around the corner, turned another corner or two, and then parked the car and
walked back. The boy was gone, but the crowd was dill there. Not one of them noticed me" She
amiled her saintlike amile. "We're quite safe. They can't possbly trace me.”

Scott dropped his head on his hands and groaned. "I don't know what to dol" he muttered. "Kyra,
you're going to have to report this to the police.”

‘But it was an accident,” she said gently, her luminous silver eyes pityingly on Scott. — "No  matter.
Youll have to."

She placed her white hand on his head. "Perhgps tomor-row,” she said. "Dan, | have learned
something. What one needs in this world is power. M long as there are people in the world with more
power than I, | run afoul of them. They keep trying to punish me with ther laws—and why? Their laws
are not for me. They cannot punish me"”

He did not answer.

"Therefore" she said softly, "tomorrow | go out of here to seek power. | will be more powerful than
ay lavs”

That shocked him to action. "Lyra" he cried. "You're not to try to leave here again." He gripped her
shoulders. "Promise mel Swear that youll not step beyond that door without me!™

"Why, if you wish," she sad quietly.

"But swear it! Swear it by everything sacred!”

Her Slver eyes looked steadily into his from a face like that of a marble angd. "I swear it" she
murmured. "By any-thing you name, | sweer it, Dan."

And in the morming she was gone, taking what cash and hills had been in Scott's wdlet, and in Bach's
aswel. And, they discovered later, in Mrs. Getz's aso.

"But if you could have seen her!™ muttered Scott. "She looked draight into my eyes and promised,
and her face was pure as a madonnas. | can't believe she was lying."

"Thelie as an adaptive mechaniam," said Bach, "deserves more atention than ithas received. Probably
the origind liars are those plants and animals that use protective mimiay _harmless snakes imitating
poisonous ones, dinglessfliestha look like bees. Those areliving lies”

"But she couldn't—"

"She has, however. What you've told me about her desire for power is proof enough. She's entered
the second adaptive phase—that of adgpting her environment to hersdf ingead of hersdf to her
environment. How far will her madness—or her genius—cary her? There is vary litile difference
between the two, Dan. And what isleft now ‘for us to do but watch?'

"Waeatch? How? Where is she?'

"Unless I'm badly mistaken, watching her will be easy once she begins to achieve. Wherever she is |



think we—and the rest of the world—will know of it soon enough.”

But weeks dropped away without Sgn of Kyra Zdlas. Scott and Bach returned to their duties a
Grand Mercy, and down

in his laboratory the biochemist disposed grimly of the re-mains of three guinea pigs, a cat, and a dog,
whose killing had been an exhauging and sckening task. In the crematory as wel went a tube of
water-clear serum.

Then one day the annunciator summoned him to Bach's office, where he found the old man hunched
over a copy of the Post Record.

"Look herd" he said, indicating a paliticad gossp column caled "Whirls of Washington.”

Scott read, "And the surprise of the evening was the sal-disant confirmed bachelor of the cabinet,
upright John Calan, who fluttered none other than the gorgeous Kyra Maas, the lady who affects a dark
wig by day and a white by night. Some of us remember her as the acquittee of a murder trid."

Scott looked up. "Cdlan, eh? Secretary of the Treasury, no less When she said power she meant
power, apparently.”

"But will she stop there?' mused Bach gloomily. "I. have a premonition that she's just beginning.”

"Wdl,; actudly, how far can awoman go?'

The old man looked a him. "A woman? Thisis Kyra Zdas, Dan, Don't set your limits yet. There will
be more of her."

Bach was right. Her name began to appear with increasing frequency, fird in socid connections, then
with velled refer-ences to secret intrigues and influences.

Thus "Whom do the press boys mean by the tenth cabi-neteer?" Or later: "Why not a secretary of
persond relaions? She has the powers; give her the name™ And il later: "One has to go back to Egypt
for another ingtance of a country whose exchequer was run by a woman. And Cleopatra busted that
one,,

Scott grinned a little ruefully to himsdf as he redlized that the thrusts were becoming more indirect, as
if the press itsdf were beginning to grow cautious. It was a 9gn of increesng power, for nowhere are
people as sengtive to such trends as among the Washington correspondents. Kyras appearance in the
public prints began to be more largely restrained to purdy socid afairs, and usudly in connection with
John Cdlan, the forty-five-year-old bachelor Secretary of the Treasury.

Waking or deegping, Scott never for a moment quite forgot her, for there was something mysticd
about her, whether shewere mad or a woman of genius, whether freak or super-woman. The only thing
he did forget was a thin girl with drab festures and greasy black har who had lan on a pdlet in the
isolation ward and coughed up flecks of blood.

It was no surprise to ether Scott or Dr. Bach to return one evening to Bach's residence for a few
hours conversation, and find there, seated as comfortably as if she had never left it, Kyra Zeas.
Outwardly she had changed but little; Scott gazed once more in fascination on her incredible hair and
wide, in-nocent siver eyes. She was smoking a cigarette, and she ex-haled a long, blue plume of smoke
and smiled up a him.

He hardened himsdlf. "Nice of you to honor us” he said coldly. "What's the reason for this vist? Did
you run out of money?'

"Money? Of course not. How could | run out of money?" "You couldnt, not as long as you
replenished your funds the way you did when you left.”

"Oh that!" she said contemptuoudy. She opened her hand-bag, indicating a greenmass of bills "I'll
gvethat back, Dan. How much was it?'

"To hdl with the money!" he blazed. "What hurts me is the way you lied. Staring into my eyes as
innocent as a -baby, and lying dl the timel™

"Was|?' she asked. "l wont lieto you again, Dan. | promrise”

"l don't believe you," he said bitterly. "Tdl us what you're doing here, then."

"l wanted to see you. | haven't forgotten what | said to you, Dan." With the words she seemed to



grow more beauti-ful than ever, and this time poignantly wigtful as well.

"And have you," asked Bach suddenly, "abandoned your idea of power?'

"Why should | want power?" she rgoined innocently, flading her magnificent eyes to him,

"But you said," began Scott impatiently, "that you—"

"Did I?" There was a ghogt of a amile on her perfect lips. "I wont lie to you, Dan," she went on,
laughing allittle. "If 1 want power, it ismine for the taking—more power than you dream.”

Through John Calan?' he rasped.

"He offersagmple way," she said impassvely. " Suppose,

for ingtance, that in aday or so he were to issue a satement --; supremely insulting statement—about
the war debts. The adminigration couldn't afford to reprimand him openly, because most .of the voters
fed that a supremdly insulting statement is cdlled for. And if it were insulting enough—and | assure you it
would be—you would see the animosity of Europe directed westward.

"Now, if the statement were one that no nationad govern-ment could ignore and yet keep its dignity in
the eyes of its people, it would provoke counter-insults. And there are three nations—you know their
names aswdl as | —who await only such 'a diverson of interest. Don't you see?' She frowned.

"How stupid you both are!” she murmured, and then, stretching her glorious figure and yawning, "I
wonder what sort of empress | would make. A good one, doubtless.”

But Scott was aghast. "Kyra, do you mean you'd urge Cdlan into such a colossd blunder as that?"

"Urge hm!" she echoed contemptuoudy. "1'd force hint" Do you mean you'd do it?"

"l haven't said s0," she amiled. She yawned again, and snapped her cigarette into the dark fireplace.
"Il stay here aday or two," she added pleasantly, risng. "Good night.”

Scott faced Dr. Bach as she vanished into the old man's chamber. "Damn her!" he grated, his lips
white. "If | believed she meant dl of that."

"You'd better believeit," said Bach.

"Empress, en! Empress of what?

"Of the world, perhaps. You can't set limits to madness or genius”

"Weve got to stop her!"

"How? We can't keep her locked up here. In the fird place, sheld doubtless develop strength enough
in her wrigs to break the locks on the doors, and if she didn', dl she'd need to do is shout for help from
awindow.’

"We can have her adjudged insand!" flared Scott. "We can have her locked up where she can't bresk
out or cdl for hdp.”

"Yes, we could. We could if we could get her committed by the Sanity Commisson. And if we -got
her before them, what chance do you think we'd have?'

"All right, then,” said Scott grimly, "were going to have to find her weakness. Her adaptability can't be

infinite. Shesmmune to drugs and immune to wounds, but she can't be above the fundamenta laws of
biology. What we have to do isfind the lav we need.”

"You find it then," said Bach ,gloomily.

"But weve , got to do something. At least we can warn people—" He broke off, redizing the utter
absurdity of the idea.

"Warn people!” scoffed Bach. "Agang what? We'd be the ones to go before the Sanity Commisson
then. Cdlan would ignore us with dignity, and Kyra would laugh her pretty little laugh of contempt, and
that would be that."

Scott shrugged helplessy. "I'm gtaying here tonight,” he said. "At least we can ilk to her agan
tomorrow.” "If she's dill here" remarked Bach ironicaly.

But she was. She came out as Scott was reading the morning papers done in the library, and sat
glently opposite him, garbed in black slk lounging pgamas againg which her alabaster skin and
incredible hair glowed in gartling contrast He watched skin and hair turn faintly golden as the morning sun
lightened the chamber. Somehow it angered him that she should be so beautiful and a the same time
deedly with an inhuman deadliness.




He spoke fird. "You haven't committed any murders since our last meeting, | hope”" He sad it
soitefully, vicioudy.

She was quite indifferent. "Why should I? It has not been necessary:’

"You know, Kyra," he said evenly, "that you ought to he killed."

"But not by you, Dan. You love me”"

He said nothing. The fact was too obvious to deny.

"Dan," she said softly, "if you only had my courage, there is no height we might not reach together. No
height-if you had the courage to try. That iswhy | came back here, but—" She shrugged. "I go back to
Washington tomorrow.”

Later in the day Scott got Bach done. "She's going to-morrow!" he said tensdly. "Whatever we can
do has to be done tonight.”

The old man gestured helplesdy. "What can we do? Can you think of any law that limits adaptability?"

"No, but—" He paused suddenly. "By Heaven!" he cried. "I can! I've got it!"

"Whet?'

"Thelaw! A fundamenta biologicd law that mugt be Kyra's weakness!"

"But what?"

"Thid No organism can livein its own waste products! 1ts own waste is poison to any living thing!"

"BU"

"Ligen. Carbon dioxide is a human waste product. Kyra Can't adapt to an atmosphere of carbon
dioxidel"

Bach stared. "By 'Heaven!" he cried. "But even if you're right, how—"

"Wait aminute. You can get a couple of cylinders of carbonic acid gas from Grand Mercy. Can you
think of any way of getting the gas into her room?"

"Why—this is an old house. There's a hole from her room to the one I'm using, where the radiator
connection goes through. It's not tight; we could get a rubber tube past the pipe.”

"Good""

"But the windows! Shell have the windows open.” "Never mind thet," said Scott. "See that they're
soaped o they'll close eadily, that's dl.”

"But even if it works, what good—Dan! Y ou don't mean to kill her?’

He shook his head. "I--couldn't," he whispered. "But once she's helpless, once. she's overcome—if
she is—youll operate. That operation on the pined you suggested before. And may Heaven forgive me™

Scott suffered the tortures of the damned that evening. Kyra was, if possible, lovelier than ever, and
for the firg time she seemed to exert hersdf to be charming. Her conversation was literdly brilliant; she
sparkled, and over and over Scott found himsdf so fascinated that the thought of the treachery he
planned was an excruciating pain. It seemed dmog a blasphemy to atempt violence againgt one whose
outward appearance was S0 pure, so innocent, so saintlike.

"But she isn't quite--human!” he told himsdf. "She's not an angd but a femde demon, a—what were
they called? —an incubud"

Despite himsdf, when at last Kyra yawned luxurioudyand dropped her dainty feet to the floor to
depart, he pleaded for afew moments more.

"But-it's early,” he said, "and tomorrow you leave." "I will return, Dan. Thisis not the end for us"

"I hope nat," he muttered miserably, watching the door

of her room asit clicked shut.

He gazed at Bach. The older man, after a moment's slence; whispered, "It is likdy that she deeps
amog a once. That's dso a matter of adgptability.”

In tense slence they watched the thin line of light below the closed door. Scott started violently when,
after abrief interval, her shadow crossed it and it disappeared with afaint dick.

"Now, then,” he said grimly. "Let's get it over.”

He followed Bach into the adjacent room. There,, cold and metdlic, stood the gray cylinders of
compressed gas. He watched as the old man attached alength of tubing, ran it to the opening around the
steam pipe, and began to pack the remaning space with wet cotton.



Scott turned to his own task. He moved quilly into the library. With utmost stedth he tried the door
of Kyras room; it was unlocked as he had known it would be, for the gil was supremely confident of her
own invulnerability.

For a long moment he gazed across at the mass of radiant slver har on her pillow, then, very
cautioudy, he placed atiny candle on the char by the window, so that it should be at about the leve of
the bed, lighted it with a snap of his cigarette lighter, withdrew the door key, and departed.

He locked the door on the outside, and set about duffing the crack below it with cotton. It was far
from air-tight, but that mattered little, he mused, since one had to dlow for the escape of the replaced
atmosphere.

He returned to Bach's room, "Give me aminute" he whis-pered. "Then turn it on."

He stepped to a window. Outside was a two-foot ledge of stone, and he crept to this precarious
perch. He was vishle from the street below, but not markedly noticegble, for he was directly above an
areaway between Bach's house and its neighbor. He prayed fervently that he might escape attention.

He crept dong the ledge. The two windows of Kyrk's chamber were wide, but Bach had done his
work. They did

downward without a creak, and he pressed close againg the glass to peer in.

Acraoss the room glowed the faint and steady flame of his little taper. Close beside him, within a short
am's length had no pane intervened, lay Kyra, quite visble in the dusk. She lay on her back, with one
am thrown above her unbelievable hair, and she had drawn only a sngle sheet over her. lie could watch
her breathing, quiet, cam, peaceful.

It seemed asif along time passed. He fancied at lagt that he could hear the gentle hiss of gas from
Bach's window, but he knew that that must be fancy. In the chamber he watched there was no sgn of
anything unusud; the glorious Kyra dept as she did everything e seeasily, quietly, and confidently.

Then there was a dgn. The litle candle flame, burning steedily in the draughtless arr, flickered
suddenly. He watched it, certain now that its color was changing. Again it flickered, flared for a momernt,
then died. A red spark glowed on the wick for a bare ingant, then that was gone.

The candle flane was smothered. That meant a concentra-tion of eight or ten per cent of carbon
dioxide in the room's temperature—far too high to support ordinary life. Y et Kyra was living. Except that
her quiet breathing seemed to have deepened, she gave not even a Sgn of inconvenience. She had
adapted to the decreased oxygen supply.

But there mugt be limits to her powers. He blinked into the darkness. Surdy—saurdly her bregthing
was quickening. He was positive now; her breast rose and fdl in convulsive gasps, and somewhere in his
turbulent mind the scientist in him re-corded the fact.

"Cheyne-Stokes breathing,” he muttered. In a moment the violence of it would waken her.

It did. Suddenly the stover eyes started open. She brushed her hand across her mouth, then clutched
a her throat. Aware indantly of danger, she thrust hersdlf erect, and her bare legs flashed as she pushed
hersdlf from the bed. But she must have been dazed, for she turned firs to the door.

He saw the unsteadiness in her movements. She twisted the doorknob, tugged franticaly, then whirled
toward the win-dow. He could see her swaying as she staggered through the vitiated air, but she reached
it. Her face was close to his, but he doubted if she saw him, for her eyes were wide and fright-ened, and
her mouth and throat were draining violently forbreath. She raised her hand to smash the pane; the blow
landed, but weakly, and the window shook but did not shatter.

Agan her am rose, but that blow was never dedivered. For a moment she stood poised, swaying
dowly, then her magnif-cent eyes misted and closed, she dropped to her knees, and at last collgpsed
limply on the floor.

Scott waited a long, torturing moment, then thrust up the window. The rush of lifdess air sent him
whirling dizzly on his dangerous perch, and he dutched the casement. Then a dow breeze moved
between the buildings, and his head cleared.

He stepped gingerly into the chamber. It was diffing, but near the open window he could breathe. He
kicked thrice agang Bach's wall.

The hiss of gas ceased. He gathered Kyra's form in his arms, waited until he heard the key turn, then



dashed across the room and into the library.
Bach stared asif fascinated at the pure features of the girl. "A goddess overcome,” he said. "There is
something anful about our part inthis”

'Be quick!" snapped Scott. "She's unconscious, not -anaes-thetized. God knows how quickly shéll
readjus.”

But she had not yet recovered when Scott laid her on the operating table in Bach's office, and drew
the straps about her ams and body and dim bare legs. He looked down on her ill, white face and
bright hair, and he fdt his-heart contract with pain to see them darken ever so fantly and beautifully under
the brilliant operating light, rich in actinic rays.

"You were right,” he whispered to the unhearing girl. "Had | your courage there is nothing we might
not have attained together.”

Bach spoke brusquely. "Nasd?' he asked. "Or sdl | tre phineher?!

"Nasd."

"But | should like a chance to observe the pined gland. This case is unique, and—"

"Nasd!" blazed Scott. "I won't have her scarred!”

Bach sghed and began. Scott, despite his long hospitd ex-perience, found himsdf quite unable to
watch this operation; he passed the old man hisingtruments as needed, but kept his eyes averted from the
girl's passive and lovely face.

"Sol" sad Bach at lagt. "It is done For the fird time he himsdf had a moment's leisure to survey
Kyras features.

Bach started violently. Gone was the exquisite duminum hail, replaced by the stringy, dark, and aily
locks of the girl in the hospitd! He pried open her eye, siver no longer, but pa-lid blue. Of dl her
loveiness, there remained—what? A trace, perhaps; a trace in the saintlikce purity of her pale face, and
in the malding of her features. But a flame had died; she was a goddess no longer,, but a mortal---a
humen being. The super-woman had become no more than a suffering girl.

An gaculation had dmog burst from his lips when Scott's voice stopped him.

"How beautiful she id" he whispered.

Bach stared. He redized suddenly that Scott was not seeing her as she was, but as she once had
been, To hiseyes, colored by love, she was ill Kyra the magnificent.

THE PARASITE PLANET

Luckily for "Ham" Hammond it was mid-winter when the mudspout came. Mid-winter, that is, in the
Venusan sense, which is nathing at dl like the conception of the season generdly entertained on Earth,
except possibly, by dwellersin the hotter regions of the Amazon basin, or the Congo.

They, perhaps, might form a vague mental picture of winter on Venus by visudizing their hottest
summer days, multiplying the hesat, discomfort and unpleasant denizens of the jungle by ten or twelve.

On Venus, as is now wel known, the seasons occur dternady in oppo-site hemispheres, as on the
Earth, but with a very important difference. Here, when North America and Europe swelter in summer, it
iswinter in Audtrdia and Cape Colony and Argentina. It is the northern and south-ern hemispheres which
dternate their seasons.

But on Venus, very srangdy, it is the eastern and western hemispheres, because the seasons of
Venus depend, not on indingtion to the plane of the edliptic, but on libration. Venus does not rotate, but
keeps the same face dways toward the Sun, just as the Moon does toward the earth, One face is forever
daylight, and the other forever night, and only dong the twilight zone, a grip five hundred miles wide, is
humen habitation possi-ble, athinring of territory drding the planet.

Toward the sunlit Sde it verges into the blasting heat of a desert where only a few Venusian creatures
live and on the night edge the drip ends aoruptly in the colossal ice barrier produced by the
condensation of the upper winds that sweep endlesdy from the rigng ar of the hot hemisphere to cool
and gnk and rush back again from the cold one.



The chilling of warm ar dways produces rain, and at the edge of the darkness the rain freezes to form
these great ramparts. What lies beyond, what fantagtic forms of life may live in the starless darkness of
the frozen

face, or whether that region is as dead as the airless Moon—those are mys-teries.

But the dow libration, a ponderous wabbling of the planet from sde to sde, does produce the effect
of seasons. On the lands of the twilight zone, first in one hemisphere and then the other, the cloud-hidden
un seems to rise gradudly for fifteen days, then sink for the same period. It never as-cends far, and only
near the ice barrier does it seem to touch the horizon; for the libretion is only seven degrees, but it is
sufficdent to produce no-ticeable fifteen-day seasons.

But such seasong! In the winter the temperature drops sometimes to a humid but bearable ninety, but,
two weeks later, a hundred and forty is a cool day near the torrid edge of the zone. And adways, winter
and summer, the intermittent rains drip sullenly down to be absorbed by the spongy soil and given back
agan as gicky, unpleasant, unhedthy steam.

And that, the vast amount of moisture on Venus, was the greatest sur-prise of the firg human vistors,
the clouds had been seen, of course, but the spectroscope denied the presence of water, naturdly, snce
it was andyzing light reflected from the upper cloud surfaces, fifty miles above the planet's face.

That abundance of water has strange consequences. There are no seas or oceans on Venus, if we
expect the probability of vast, dlent, and eter-ndly frozen oceans on the sunless sde. On the hot
hemisphere evaporation is too rapid, and the rivers that flow out of the ice mountains Smply dimin-ish
and findly vanish, dried up.

A further consequence is the curioudy ungtable nature of the land of the twilight zone. Enormous
subterranean rivers course invishly through it, some bailing, some cold as the ice from which they flow.
These are the cause of the mud eruptions that make human habitation in the Hotlands such a gamble; a
perfectly solid and gpparently safe area of soil may be changed suddenly into a bailing sea of mud in
which buildings snk and vanish, together, frequently, with their occupants.

Thereis no way of predicting these catastrophes, only on the rare out-croppings of bed rock is a
Sructure safe, and so dl permanent human settlements cluster about the mountains.

Ham Hammond was a trader. He was one of those adventurous indi-viduas who dways appear on
the frontiers and fringes of habitable regions. Most of these fdl into two classes, they are ether reckless
dare-devils pursuing danger, or outcasts, arimind or otherwise, pursuing ether solitude or forgetfulness.

Ham Hammond was neither. He was pursuing no such abstractions, but the good, solid lure of wedth.
He was, in fact, trading with the natives for the spore-pods of the Venusian plant xixtchil, from which
terrestrid chem

ists would extract trihydroxyl-tertiary-tolunitrile-beta-anthraquinone, the xixtline or triple-T-B-A that
was S0 effective in rguvenation treatments.

Ham was young and sometimes wondered why rich old men—and women—would pay such
tremendous prices for afew more years of virility, especidly as the trestments didn't actualy increase the
gpan of life, but just produced a sort of temporary and synthetic youth.

Gray har darkened, wrinkles filled out, bald heads grew fuzzy, and then, in a few years, the
rguvenated person was just as dead as he would have been, anyway. But as long as triple T =B-A
commanded a price aout equd to its weght in radium, why, Ham was willing to take the gamble to
obtain it.

He had never redly expected the mudspout. Of course it was an ever-present danger, but when,
gaing idy through the window of his shack over the writhing and steaming Venudan plain, he had seen
the sudden boailing pools erupting dl around, it had come as a shocking surprise.

For a moment he was pardyzed; then he sprang into immediate and frantic action. He pulled on his
enveloping it of rubberlike transkin; he strapped the great bowls of mudshoes to his feet; he tied the
precious bag of spore-pods to his shoulders, packed some food, and then burst into the open.

The ground was dill semisolid, but even as he watched, the black soil boiled out around the meta
wadls of the shack, the cube tilted atrifle, and then sank deliberatdy from sght, and the mud sucked and



gurgled asiit closed gently above the spot.

Ham caught himsdf. One couldnt stand 4ill in the midst of a mud-spout, even with bowl-like
mudshoes as support. Once let the viscous Suff flow over the rim and the luckless victim was trapped; he
couldn't raise his foot againg the suction, and firs dowly, then more quickly, hed follow the shack.

So Ham started off over the bailing sivamp, waking with the peculiar diding motion he had learned by
much practice, never rasing the mud-shoes above the surface, but diding them dong, careful that no mud
topped the curving rim.

It was a tiresome moation, but absolutely necessary. He did dong as if on snowshoes, bearing west
because that was the direction of the dark side, and if he had to wak to safety, he might aswdl do it in
coolness. The area of swamp was unusudly large; he covered at least a mile before he attained a dight
risein the ground, and the mudshoes clumped on solid, or nearly solid, soil.

He was bathed in perspiration, and his transkin suit was hot as a boiler room, but one grows
accustomed to that on Venus. He'd have given hdf his supply of xixtchil pods for the opportunity to open
the mask of the suit, to draw a bresth of even the deamy and humid Venusan ar, but thaiwas
impossible impossible, a leagt, if he had any indination to continue living.

One breath of unfiltered air anywhere near the warm edge of the twi-light zone was quick and very
panful desth; Ham would have drawn in uncounted millions of the spores of those fierce Venusan molds,
and they'd have sprouted in furry and nausedting masses in his nogtrils, his mouth, his lungs and
eventudly in his ears and eyes.

Bregthing them wasn't even a necessary requirement; once held come upon a trader's body with the
molds springing from his flesh. The poor felow had somehow torn arip in his transkin suit, and that was
enough.

The stuaion made egting and drinking in the open a problem on Venus, one had to wait until a rain
hed precipitated the spores, when it was safe for half an hour or so. Even then the water must have been
re-cently boiled and the food just removed from its can; otherwise, as had happened to Ham more than
once, the food was apt to turn abruptly into a fuzzy mass of molds that grew about as fagt as the minute
hand moved on a clock. A disgusting Sght! A disgusting planet!

That lagt reflection was induced by Ham's view of the quagmire that had engulfed his shack. The
heavier vegetation had gone with it, but a-ready avid and greedy life was emerging, wriggling mud grass
and the bulbous fungi called "waking bals" And dl around a million little dimy creatures dithered across
the mud, edting each other rapacioudy, being torn to bits, and each fragment reforming to a complete
Cresture.

A thousand different species, but dl the same in one respect; each of them was dl appetite. In
common with most Venusian beings, they had a multipliaity of both legs and mouths; in fact some of them
were little more than blobs of skin split into dozens of hungry mouths, and crawling on a hundred spidery
legs

All life on Venus is more or less paragitic. Even the plants that draw their nourishment directly from
0l and ar have dso the dbility to absorb and digest—and, often enough, to trgp—animd food. So
fierceis the competition on that humid strip of land between the fire and the ice that one who has never
seen it mudt fall even to imagineit.

The animd kingdom wars incessantly on itsdf and the plant world; the vegetable kingdom retaliates,
and frequently outdoes the other in the pro-duction of monstrous predatory horrors that one would even
hestate to cdl plant life. A terrible world!

In the few moments that Ham had paused to look back, ropy creepers had dready entangled his legs,
transkin was impervious, of course, but he had to cut the things awvay with his knife, and the black,
nauseating juices that flowed out of them smeared on his suit and began ingantly to grow furry as the
molds sprouted. He shuddered,

"Hdl of a placel" Ham growled, stooping to remove his mudshoes, which he dung carefully over his
back. .

He dogged away through the writhing vegetation, autometicaly dodg-ing the awkward thrusts of the



Jack Ketch trees as they cast ther nooses hopefully toward his arms and head.

Now and again he passed one that dangled some trapped creature, usu-dly unrecognizable because
the molds had enveloped it in a fuzzy shroud, while the tree itsdf was placidly absorbing victim and molds
dike.

"Horrible placel” Ham muttered, kicking a writhing mass of nameless little vermin from his path.

He mused; his shack had been sStuated rather nearer the hot edge of the twilight zone; it was a trifle
over two hundred and fifty miles to the shadow line, though of course that varied with the libration. But
one couldn't approach the line too closdy, anyway, because of the fierce, d-most inconcelvable, orms
that raged where the hot upper winds encoun-tered theicy blasts of the night side, giving rise to the birth
throes of theice barrier.

So a hundred and fifty miles due west would be sufficent to bring cool-ness, to enter a region too
temperate for the molds, where he could wak in comparative comfort. And then, not more than fifty
miles north, lay the American settlement Erotia, named, obvioudy, after that troublesome mythicd son of
Venus, Cupid.

Intervening, of course, were the ranges of the Mountains of Eternity, not those mighty
twenty-mile-high peaks whose summits are occasondly glimpsed by Earthly telescopes, and that forever
sunder British Venus from the American possessions, but, even at the point he planned to cross, very
respectable mountains indeed. He was on the British Sde now; not that any one cared. Traders came and
went as they pleased.

W, that meant about two hundred miles. No reason why he couldn't make it; he was armed with
both automatic and flame-pistol, and water was no problem, if carefully boiled. Under pressure of
necessity, one could even eat Venudan life—but it required hunger and thorough cooking and a sturdy
someach.

It wasn't the taste so much as the appearance, or so held been told. He grimaced; beyond doubt hed
be driven to find out for himsdf, since his canned food couldn't possibly last out the trip. Nothing to
worry about, Ham kept tdling himsdf. In fact, plenty to be glad about; the xixtchil pods in his pack
represented as much wedlth as he could have accumu-lated by ten years of tail back on Earth.

No danger—and yet, men had vanished on Venus, dozens of them. The molds had daimed them, or
some fierce unearthly mongter, or perhaps one of the many unknown living horrors, both plant and
animd.

Ham trudged dong, keeping dways to the dearings about the JackKetch trees, since these vegetable
omnivores kept other life beyond the reach of thelr greedy nooses. Elsewhere progress was impossible,
for the Venusan jungle presented such a terrific tangle of writhing and strug-gling forms that one could
move only by cutting the way, step by step, with infinite |abor.

Even then there was the danger of Heaven only knew what fanged and venomous creatures whose
teeth might pierce the protective membrane of transkin, and a crack in that meant death. Even the
unpleasant Jack Ketch trees were preferable company, he reflected, as he dapped ther questing larias
adde.

Sx hours after Ham had started his involuntary journey, it rained. He seized the opportunity, found a
place where a recent mudspout had cleared the heavier vegetation away, and prepared to eat. Firs,
however, he scooped up some scummy water, filtered it through the screen attached for that purpose to
his canteen, and set about deilizing it.

Fire was difficult to manage, since dry fud is rare indeed in the Hot-lands of Venus, but Ham tossed a
thermide tablet into the liquid, and the chemicds boiled the water indantly, escaping themsdves as gases.
If the water retained a dight anmoniaca taste—well, that was the least of his discomforts, he mused, as
he covered it and set it by to codl.

He uncapped a can of beans, watched a moment to see that no stray molds had remained in the air to
infect the food, then opened the visor of his suit and swalowed hediily. Thereafter he drank the
blood-warm water and poured carefully what remained into the water pouch within his tram-skin, where
he could suck it through a tube to his mouth without the deadly exposure to the molds.

Ten minutes after he had completed the med, while he rested and longed for the impossible luxury of



acigarette, the fuzzy coat sprang sud-denly to life on the remnants of food in the can.

An hour later, weary and thoroughly soaked in perspiration, Ham found a Friendly tree, so named by
the explorer Burlingame because it is one of the few organiams on Venus duggish enough to permit one
to rest in its branches. So Ham cdlimbed it, found the most comfortable postion avalable, and dept as
best he could.

It was five hours by his wrist watch before he awoke, and the tendrils and little sucking cups of the
Friendly tree were fastened dl over his tran-skin. He tore them away very carefully, dimbed down, and
trudged west-ward.

It was after the second rain that he met the doughpot, as the creatureis

cdled in British and American Venus. In the French drip, it's the pot a cone, the "paste pot”; in the
Dutch—wal, the Dutch are not prudish, and they cdl the horror just what they think it warrants.

Actudly, the doughpot is a nauseous creature. It's a mass of white, doughlike protoplasm, ranging in
gze from a dngle cdl to perhaps twenty tons of mushy filth. It has no fixed form; in fact, it's merdy a
meass of de Proust cdls—in effect, a disembodied, crawling, hungry cancer.

It has no organization and no intelligence, nor even any indinct save hunger. 1t moves in whatever
direction food touches its surfaces; when it touches two edible substances, it quietly divides, with the
larger portion invarigbly attacking the greater supply.

It'sinvulnerable to bullets, nothing less than the terrific blast of a flame-pitol will kill it, and then only if
the blast destroys every individud cdl. It travels over the ground absorbing everything, leaving bare black
s0il where the ubiquitous molds soring up a once—a noisome, nightmarish creature.

Ham sprang aside as the doughpot erupted suddenly from the jungle to hisright. It couldn't absorb the
transkin, of course, but to be caught in that pasty mess meant quick suffocation. He glared at it
diggustedly and was sordly tempted to blast it with his flame-pistol as it dithered past at run-ning speed.
He would have, too, but the experienced Venusan frontiers-man is very careful with the flame-pistol.

It has to be charged with a diamond, a cheap black one, of course, but dill an item to consider. The
crystd, when fired, gives up dl its energy in one terrific blast that roars out like a lightning stroke for a
hundred yards, incineraing everything in its path.

The thing rolled by with a sucking and guiping sound. Behind it opened the passage it had cleared;
creepers, snake vines, Jack Ketch trees—everything had been swept away down to the humid earth
itsdf, where dready the molds were soringing up on the dime of the doughpot's trail.

The dley led nearly in the direction Ham wanted to trave; he seized the opportunity and strode briskly
dong, with a wary eye, neverthdess, on the ominous wadls of jungle. In ten hours or so the opening
would be filled once more with unpleasant life, but for the present it offered amuch quicker progress than
dodging from one dearing to the next.

It was five miles up the trail, which was dready beginning to sprout inconveniently, that he met the
netive gdloping dong on his four short legs, his pincerlike hands shearing a path for him. Ham stopped
for apaaver.

"Murra," hesaid.

The language of the natives of the equatorid regions of the Hotlandsis a queer one. It has, perhaps,
two hundred words, but when a trader hadearned those two hundred, his knowledge of the tongue is but
little greater than the man who knows none &t dl.

The words are generdized, and each sound has anywhere from a dozen to a hundred meanings
Murra, for ingance, isaword of greeting; it may mean something much like "hdllo," or "good morning.” It
aso may convey achdlenge—'on guard!” It means besides, "Let's be friends” and aso, drangdy, "Let's
fight this out”

It has, moreover, certain noun senses; it means peace, it means war, it means courage, and, again,
fear. A subtle language; it isonly very re-cently that studies of inflection have begun to reved its nature to



humen philologids. Y et, after dl, perhaps English, with its "to,” "too," and "two," its "one" "won," "wan,"
"wen," "win" "when," and a dozen other smi-lannes, might seem judt as drange to Venusan ears,
untrained in vowd digtinctions.

Moreover, humans can't read the expressons of the broad, fla, three-eyed Venusan faces, which in
the nature of things mugt convey aworld of information among the natives themselves.

But this one accepted the intended sense. "Murra,” he responded, pausing. "Usk?" That was, among
other things, "Who are you?' or "Where did you come from?* or "Where are you bound?

Ham chose the latter sense. He pointed off into the dim west; then raised his hand in an arc to indicate
the mountains. "Erotia" he said. That had but one meaning, & least.

The ndive consdered thisin slence. At last he grunted and volun-teered some information. He swept
his cutting claw in a gesture west dong the trail. "Curky," he said, and then, "Murra." The last was
farewd|; Ham pressed againg the wriggling junglewdl to permit him to pass.

Curky meant, together with twenty other senses, trader. It was the word usudly applied to humans
and Ham fdt a pleasant anticipation in the prospect of human company. It had been sx months since he
hed heard a human voice other than that on the tiny radio now sunk with his shack.

True enough, five miles dong the doughpot's trall Ham emerged sud-denly in an area where there had
been a recent mudspout. The vegetation was only waist-high, and across the quarter-mile clearing he saw
a struc-ture, a trading hut. But far more pretentious than his own iron-walled cubicle; this one boasted
three rooms, an unheard-of luxury in the Hot-lands, where every ounce had to be laborioudy transported
by rocket from one of the settlements. That was expensve, dmost prohibitive. Traders took a red
gamble, and Ham knew he was lucky to have come out se profitably.

He strode over the dill spongy ground. The windows were shaded againg the eternd daylight, and the
door—the door was locked. Thiswas

aviolaion of the frontier code. One aways left doors unlocked; it might mean the salvation of some
strayed trader, and not even the most dishon-orable would sted from a hut left open for his sefety.

Nor would the nétives, no cregture is as honest as a Venusan native, who never lies and never stedls,
though he might, after due warning, kill a trader for his trade goods. But only after afar warning.

Ham stood puzzled. At last he kicked and tramped a clear space before the door, sat down agand it,
and fdl to sngpping away the numerous and |oathsome little creatures that swarmed over his transkin. He
waited.

It wasn't hdf an hour before he saw the trader plowing through the clearing—a short, dim fdlow; the
transkin shaded his face, but Ham could make out large, shadowed eyes. He stood up.

"Hdlo!" he said jovidly. "Thought I'd drop in for a vigt. My namé's Hamilton Hammond—you guess
the nickname!"

The newcomer stopped short, then spoke in a curioudy soft and husky voice, with a decidedly English
accent. "My guess would be "Boiled Pork,' | fancy." The tones were cold, unfriendly. "Suppose you step
adde and let mein. Good day!"

Ham fdt anger and amazement. "The devil!" he snapped. "Y ou're a hospitable sort, aren't you?'

"No. Not at dl." The other paused at the door. "You're an American. What are you doing on British
s0il? Have you a passport?"

"Since when do you need a passport in the Hotlands?'

"Trading, aren't you?' the dim man said sharply. "In other words, poach-ing. You've no rights here.
Get pn."

Ham's jaw set stubbornly behind his mask. "Rights or none," he said, "I'm entitled to the consderation
of the frontier code. | want a breath of ar and a chance to wipe my face, and o a chance to eat. If you
open that door I'm coming in after you."

An automeatic flashed into view. "Do, and youll feed the molds."

Ham, like dl Venusan traders, was of necessity bold, resourceful, and what is cdled in the States -
hard-boiled." He didn't flinch, but said in apparent yidding:

"All right; but listen, dl | want is a chance to est."



"Wait for aran,” sad the other coolly and haf turned to unlock the door.

Ashis eyes shifted, Ham kicked at the revolver; it went goinning againg the wal and dropped into the
weeds. His opponent snatched for the flame-pistal thet ill dangled on his hip; Ham caught his wrigt in a
mighty clutch.

Ingantly the other ceased to struggle, while Ham fdt a momentary sur-prise at the skinny fed of the
wrig through its transkin covering.

"Look here" he growled. "l want a chance to eat, and I'm going to get it. Unlock that door!”

He had both wrists now; the fellow seemed curioudy ddicate. After a moment he nodded, and Ham
released one hand. The door opened, and he followed the other in.

Again, unheard-of magnificence. Solid chairs, a surdy table, even books, carefully preserved, no
doubt, by lycopodium againg the ravenous molds that sometimes entered Hotland shacks in spite of
screen filters and automatic spray. An automatic spray was going now to destroy any spores that might
have entered with the opening door.

Ham sat down, keeping an eye on the other, whose flame-pistol he had permitted to remain in its
holster. He was confident of his ability to out-draw the dim individud, and, besides, who'd risk firing a
flame-pistal in-doors? It would smply blow out one wal of the building.

S0 he set about opening his mask, removing food from his pack, wiping his seaming face, while his
companion—or opponent—Iooked on Slently. Ham watched the canned mest for a moment; no molds
appeared, and he ate.

"Why the devil," he rasped, "don't you open your visor?' At the other's dlence, he continued: "Afraid
Il see your face, en? Well, I'm not inter-ested; I'mno cop.’

No reply.

He tried again. "What's your name?'

The cool voice sounded: "Burlingame. Pat Burlingame”

Ham laughed. "Patrick Burlingame is dead, my friend. | knew him." No answer. "And if you don't
want to tdl your name, a least you needn't insult the memory of a brave man and a great explorer.”

"Thank you." The voice was sardonic. "He was my father."

"Another lie. He had no son. He had only a-" Ham paused abruptly;

afeding of congternation swept over him. "Open your visor!™ he ydled. He saw the lips of the other,
dm through the transkin, twitch into

asarcadtic amile.

"Why not?" said the soft voice, and the mask dropped.

Ham gulped; behind the covering were the ddicatdy modded features of agirl, with cool gray eyesin
aface lovdy despite the glisgening per-spiration on cheeks and forehead.

The man gulped again. After dl, he was a gentleman despite his pro-fesson as one of the fierce,
adventurous traders of Venus. He was university-educated—an engineer—and only the lure of quick
wedth had brought him to the Hotlands.

“I-I'm sorry,”" he ssammered.

"You brave American poachers!” she sneered. "Are dl of you so vdiant as to force yourselves on
women?'

"But—how could | know? What are you doing in a place like this?'

"Therés no reason for me to answer your questions, but'—she gestured toward the room
beyond—"I'm dassfying Hotland flora and fauna. I'm Patricia Burlingame, biologigt.”

He perceived now the jar-inclosed specimens of a laboratory in the next

chamber. "But agirl donein the Hotlands! It's—it's reckless!”

"l didn't expect to meet any American poachers,”" she retorted.

He flushed. "Y ou needn't worry about me. I'm going." He raised his

hands to hisvisor.

Ingantly Petricia snatched an automatic from the table drawer. "Y ou're going, indeed, Mr. Hamilton
Hammond," she said coally. "But you're leav-ing your xixtchil with me. It's crown property; you've solen



it from British territory, and I'mconfiscating it.”

He stared. "Look here” he blazed suddenly. "I've risked dl | have for that xixtchil. If | lose it I'm
ruined—busted. I'm not giving it up!" "But you are.”

He dropped his mask and sat down. "Miss Burlingame" he said, "I don't think you've nerve enough to
shoot me, but that's what youll have to do to get it. Otherwise I'll St here until you drop of exhaudtion.”

Her gray eyes bored slently into his blue ones. The gun held steadily on his heart, but spat no bullet. It
was a deadlock.

At lagt the girfl said, "You win, poacher." She dapped the gun into her empty holster. "Get out, then.”

"Gladly!" he snapped.

He rose, fingered his visor, then dropped it agan a a sudden dartled scream from the girl. He
whirled, suspecting atrick, but she was staring out of the window with wide, gpprehensive eyes.

Ham saw the writhing of vegetation and then a vast whitish mass. A

doughpot—a monstrous one, bearing steadily toward their shelter. He heard

the gentle clunk of impact, and then the window was blotted out by the

pasty mess, as the creature, not quite large enough to engulf the building,

Fplit into two masses that flowed around and remerged on the other sde. Another cry from Patricia
"Your mask, foal!" she rasped. "Closeit!" "Mask? Why?' Nevertheless, he obeyed automaticaly.

"Why? That's why! The digestive acids— ook!"

She pointed at the walls, indeed, thousands of tiny pinholes of light were appearing. The digestive
acids of the mongrogity, powerful enough to attack whatever food chance brought, had corroded the
metd; it was porous; the shack was ruined. He gasped as fuzzy molds shot ingantlyfrom the remains of
hismed, and a red-and-green fur sprouted from the wood of chairs and table.

The two faced each other.

Ham chuckled. "Wdl," he said, "you're homeless, too. Mine went down in a mudspout.”

"Yours would!" Petricia retorted acidly. "You Yankees couldnt think of finding shdlow sail, |
suppose. Bed rock isjust Sx feet below here, and my place is on pilons™

"Wdl, you're a cool devil! Anyway, your place might aswel be sunk. What are you going to do?"

"Do? Don't concern yourself. I'mquite able to manage.”

‘How?

"It's no afair of yours, but | have a rocket cdl each month.” "You mug be a millionaire, then," he
commented.

"The Royad Society,” she said coldly, "isfinandng this expedition. The rocket is due--"

She paused; Ham thought she paled alittle behind her mask. "Due when?!

"Why—it just came two days ago. I'd forgotten.”

"l see. And you think youll just stick. around for a month waiting for it. Is thet it?"

Petricia stared at him defiantly.

"Do you know," he resumed, "what you'd be in a month? It's ten days to summer and look at your
shack." He gestured at the wdls, where brown and rusty patches were forming; at his motion a piece the
Sze of a saucer tumbled inwith a crackle. "In two days this thing will be a caved-in ruin. Whet'll you do
during fifteen days of summer? Whet'll you do without shelter when the temperature reaches a hundred
and fifty—a hundred and axty? I'll tdl you—youll die"

She said nothing.

"Youll be afuzzy mass of molds before the rocket returns” Ham said. "And then a pile of clean bones
that will go down with the firg mud-spout.”

"Bedill!" she blazed.

"Slence won't help. Now Il tdl you what you can do. You can take your pack and your mudshoes
and wak aong with me. We can make the Cool Country before summe—if you can wak as wdl as
you talk."

"Go with a Y ankee poacher? | fancy not!"

"And then,” he continued imperturbably, "we can cross comfortably to Erotia, a good American town.”



Petricia reached for her emergency pack, dung it over her shoulders. She retrieved a thick bundle of
notes, written in aniline ink on tranddn,

brushed off a few vagrant molds, and dipped it into the pack. She picked up a pair of diminutive
mudshoes and turned deliberately to the door. "So you're coming?' he chuckled.

"I'm going,” she retorted coldly, "to the good British town of Venoble. Alone!”

"Venoble" he gasped. "That's two hundred miles south! And across the Greater Eternities, too!"

Patricia walked slently out of the door and turned west toward the Cool Country. Ham heStated a
moment, then followed. He couldn't per-mit the girl to attempt that journey aone; since she ignored his
presence, he Imply trailed a few steps behind her, plodding grimly and angrily aong.

For three hours or more they trudged through the endless daylight, dodging the thrust of the Jack
Ketch trees, but modly following the dill fairly open trall of the first doughpot.

Ham was amazed & the agile and lithe grace of the girl, who dipped dong the way with the sure ill
of a ndive. Then a memory came to him; she was a ndive, in a sense. He recdled now that Patrick
Burlin-gamé's daughter was the firs human child born on Venus, in the colony of Venoble, founded by
her father.

Ham remembered the newspaper articles when she had been sent to Earth to be educated, a child of
eght; he had been thirteen then. He was twenty-saven now, which made Patricia Burlingame twenty-two.

Not aword passed between them until at last the girl swvung about in exasperation.

"Go away," she blazed.

Ham hadted. "I'mnot bothering you.”

"But | don't want a bodyguard. I'm a better Hotlander than you!™

He didn't argue the point. He kept dlent, and after a moment she flashed:

"l hate you, Yankee! Lord, how | hate you!" She turned and trudged on.

An hour later the mudspout caught them. Without warning, watery muck boiled up around their fedt,
and the vegetation swayed wildly. Hadtily, they strapped on their mudshoes, while the heavier plants sank
with sullen gurgles around them. Again Ham marveled at the girl's kill; Patricia dipped away across the
ungtable surface with a speed he could not match, and he shuffled far behind.

Suddenly he saw her stop. That was dangerousin a mudspout; only an emergency could explain it. He
hurried; a hundred feet avay he perceivedthe reason. A strap had broken on her right shoe, and she
stood helpless, bdancing on her left foot, while the remaining bowl was snking dowly. Even now black
mud dopped over the edge.

She eyed him as he approached. He shuffled to her Sde; as she saw hisintention, she spoke.

"You cant," she said.

Ham bent cautioudy, dipping his ams about her knees and shoulders. Her mudshoe was dready
embedded, but he heaved mightily, driving the rims of his own dangeroudy close to the surface. With a
great sucking gulp, she came free and lay very 4ill in hisarms, so as not to unbaance him as he did again
into careful motion over the treacherous surface. She was not heavy, but it was a hairbreadth chance, and
the mud dipped and gurgled at the very edge of his shoe-bowls. Even though Venus has dightly less
surface gravitation than Earth, a week or s0 gets one accus-tomed to it, and the twenty per cent
advantage in weight seems to dis-appear.

A hundred yards brought firm footing. He sat her down and unstrapped his mudshoes,

"Thank you," she said coadlly. "That was brave.

"You're welcome" he returned dryly. "I suppose thiswill end any idea of your traveling done. Without
both mudshoes, the next spout will be the last for you. Do we walk together now?

Her voice chilled. "I can make a subdtitute shoe from tree skin." "Not even anative could wak on tree
«in."

"Then," she sad, "Il Imply wait aday or two for the mud to dry and dig up my logt one”



He laughed and gestured at the acres of mud. "Dig where?' he coun-tered. "Youll be here till summer
if you try that."
Sheyidded. "You win again, Yankee. But only to the Cool Country; then youll go north and | south.”

They trudged on. Patricia was as tirdess as Ham himsdf and vasly more adept in Hotland lore.
Though they spoke but little, he never ceased to wonder at the skill she had in picking the quickest route,
and she seemed to sense the thrugts of the Jack Ketch trees without looking. But it was when they halted
a ladt, after arain had given opportunity for a hasty med, that he had red cause to thank her.

"Segp?' he suggested, and as she nodded: "Therés a Friendly tree”” He moved toward it, the girl
behind.

Suddenly she saized hisarm. "It'sa Pharisee!" she cried, jerking him back.

None too soon! The fase Friendly tree had lashed down with aterrible stroke that missed his face by
inches. It was no Friendly tree at dl, but

an imitator, luring prey within reach by its apparent harmlessness, then driking with knife-sharp spikes.
Ham gasped. "What isit? | never saw one of those before” "A Pharisee! It just looks like a Friendly
tree”

She took out her autometic and sent a bullet into the black, pulsing trunk. A dark stream gushed, and
the ubiquitous molds sprang into life about the hole. The tree was doomed.

"Thanks" said Ham awkwardly. "I guess you saved my life"

"We're quits now." She gazed levdly a him. "Understand? We're even.’

Later they found a true Friendly tree and dept. Awakening, they trudged on again, and dept again,
and s0 on for three nightless days. No more mudspouts burst about them, but dl the other horrors of the
Hot-lands were wdl in evidence. Doughpots crossed ther path, snake vines hissed-and struck, the jack
Ketch trees flung snister nooses, and a million little crawling things writhed underfoot or dropped upon
thar suits

Once they encountered a uniped, that queer, kangaroolike creature that leaps, crashing through the
jungle on asingle mighty leg, and trusts to its ten-foot beak to spear its prey.

When Ham missed hisfirgt shot, the girl brought it down in mid-legp to thresh into the avid clutches of
the Jack Ketch trees and the merciless molds.

On another occasion, Petricia had both feet caught in a Jack Ketch noose that lay for some unknown
cause on the ground. As she stepped within it, the tree jerked her suddenly, to dangle heed down a
dozen feet in the ar, and she hung helplesdy until Ham managed to cut her free. Beyond doubt, ether
would have died aone on any of severa occasions; together they pulled through.

Y et neither relaxed the cool, unfriendly attitude that had become habit-ud. Ham never addressed the
grl unless necessary, and she in the rare instances when they spoke, caled hm adways by no other name
than Yankee poacher. In spite of this, the man found himsdf sometimes remembering the piquant
loveliness of her features, her brown har and leve gray eyes, as he had glimpsed them in the brief
moments when rain made it safe to open their visors.

At lagt one day awind gtirred out of the west, bringing with it a breath of coolness that was like the air
of heaven to them. It was the underwind, the wind that blew from the frozen hdf of the planet, that
breathed cold from beyond the ice barrier. When Ham experimentaly shaved the skin from a writhing
weed, the molds sprang out more dowly and with en-couraging sparseness; they were gpproaching the
Cool Country.

They found a Friendly tree with lightened hearts; another day's trek might bring them to the uplands
where one could wak unhooded, insafety from the molds, since these could not sprout in a temperature
much below eighty.

Ham woke firgt. For awhile he gazed slently across at the girl, amiling at the way the branches of the
tree had encircled her like affectionate arms. They were merdly hungry, of course, but it looked like
tenderness. His amile turned a little sad as he redized that the Cool Country meant parting, unless he
could discourage that insane determination of hers to cross the Greater Eternities.

He sghed, and reached for his pack dung on a branch between them,



and suddenly a bellow of rage and astonishment broke from him. His xixtchil pods! The transkin
pouch was dit; they were gone. Patricia woke gtartled at his cry. Then, behind her mask, he sensed

anironic, mocking smile

"My xixtchil!" he roared. "Where isit?'

She pointed down. There among the lesser growths was a little mound of molds.

"There" she sad coadlly. "Down there, poacher.”

"You—" He choked with rage.

"Yes | dit the pouch while you dept. Youll smuggle no stolen wedth from British territory.”

Ham was white, speechless. ™Y ou damned devil!" he bellowed at last. "That's every cent | had!”

"But golen,” she reminded him pleasantly, swinging her dainty feet. Rage actudly made him tremble,
He glared at her; the light struck

through the trand ucent transkin, outlining her body and dim rounded

legsin shadow. "I ought to kill you!" he muttered tensdly.

His hand twitched, and the girl laughed softly. With a groan of desper-ation, he dung his pack over his
shoulders and dropped to the ground.

"l hope—I hope you diein the mountains™ he said grimly, and stalked away toward the west.

A hundred yards digtant he heard her voice.

"Yankee! Wait a moment!”

He neither paused nor glanced back, but strode on.

Haf an hour later, glancing back from the crest of a rise, Ham per-ceived that she was fallowing him.
He turned and hurried on. The way was upward now, and his strength began to outweigh her speed and
«ill.

When next he glimpsed her, she was a plodding speck far behind, mov-ing, he imagined, with a weary
doggedness. He frowned back at her; it had occurred to him that a mudspout would find her completdy
helpless, lacking the vitdly important mudshoes.

Then he redlized that they were beyond the region of mudspouts, here

inthe foothills of the Mountains of Eternity, and anyway, he decided grimly, he didn't care. .

For a while Ham pardleled a river, doubtless an unnamed tributary of the Phlegethon. So far there
had been no necessity to cross watercourses, snce naurdly dl streams on Venus flow from the ice
barrier across the twilight zone to the hot side, and therefore had coincided with their own direction.

Butenow, once he attained the table-lands and turned north, he would encounter rivers. They had to
be crossed ether on logs or, if opportunity offered and the stream was narrow, through the branches of
Friendly trees. To st foot in the water was desath; fierce fanged creatures haunted the streams.

He had one near catastrophe at the rim of the table-land. It was while he edged through a Jack Ketch
dearing; suddenly there was a heave of white corruption, and tree and jungle wal disappeared in the
meass of a gigantic doughpot.

He was cornered between the monster and an impenetrable tangle of vegetation, so he did the only
thing left to do. He snatched his flame-pistol and sent a terrific, roaring blast into the horror, a blast that
incin-erated tons of padty filth and left afew smdl fragments crawling and feeding on the debris.

The blagt ds0, as it usudly does, shattered the barrel of the weapon. He sighed as he set about the
forty-minute job of replacing it—no true Hotlander ever delays that—for the blast had cost fifteen good
American dollars, ten for the chegp diamond that had exploded, and five for the barrel. Nothing at
when he had had his xixtchil, but a red item now. He sighed again as he discovered that the remaning
barrd was hislagt; he had been forced to economize on everything when he set out.

Ham came at lagt to the table-land. Thefierce and predatory vegetation of the Hotlands grew scarce;
he began to encounter true plants, with no power of movement, and the underwind blew cool in his face.

He wasin a sort of high valey; to hisright were the gray peaks of the Lesser Eternities, beyond which
lay Erctia, and to hisleft, like amighty, dlittering rampart, lay the vast dopes of the Greater Range, whose
peaks were logt in the clouds fifteen miles above.

He looked at the opening of the rugged Madman's Pass where it sepa-rated two colossa peaks; the



pass itdf was twenty-five thousand feet in height, but the mountains out-topped it by fifty thousand
more. One man had crossed that jagged crack on foot—Patrick Burlingame—and that was the way his
daughter meant to follow.

Ahead, visble as a curtain of shadow, lay the night edge of the twi-light zone, and Ham could see the
incessant lightnings thet flashed forever in this region of endless storms. It was here that the ice barrier
crossedthe ranges of the Mountains of Eternity, and the cold underwind, thrust up by the mighty range,
met the warm upper winds in a struggle that was one continuous storm, such a orm as only Venus could
provide. The river Phlegethon had its source somewhere back in there.

Ham surveyed the wildly magnificent panorama. To-morrow, or rather, after resting, he would turn
north. Petricia would turn south, and, beyond doubt, would die somewhere on Madman's Pass. For a
moment he had a queerly painful sensation, then he frowned bitterly.

Let her dig, if she was fool enough to attempt the pass done just be-cause she was too proud to take
arocket from an American settlement. She deserved it. He didn't care; he was il assuring hmsdf of that
as he prepared to deep, not in a Fiendly tree, but in one of the far more friendly specimens of true
vegetation and in the luxury of an open visor.

The sound of his name awakened him. He gazed across the table-land to see Patricia just topping the
divide, and he fdt a moment's wonder a how she had managed to trail him, a difficult feet indeed in a
country where the living vegetation writhes indantly back across one's path. Then he recaled the blast of
his flame-pistol; the flash and sound would carry for miles, and she must have heard or seenit.

Ham saw her glancing anxioudy around.

"Ham!" she shouted again—not Y ankee or poacher, but "‘Ham!”

He kept a sullen slence; again she caled. He could see her bronzed and piquant festures now; she
hed dropped her transkin hood. She cdled again; with a despondent little shrug, she turned south dong
the divide, and he watched her go in grim sllence. When the forest hid her from view, he descended and
turned dowly north.

Very dowly; his steps lagged; it was as if he tugged agangt some in-visble dagtic bond. He kept
seaing her anxious face and hearing in mem-ory the despondent cdl. She was going to her death, he
believed, and, after dl, despite what she had done to him, he didn't want that. She was too full of life, too
confident, too young, and above dl, too lovdy to die.

True, she was an arrogant, vicious, self-centered devil, cool as crysd, and as unfriendly, but—she
hed gray eyes and brown hair, and she was courageous. And at last, with a groan of exasperation, he
hated hislag-ging steps, turned, and rushed with amost eager speed into the south.

Traling the girl was easy here for one trained in the Hotlands. The vegetation was dow to mend itsdf,
here in the Cool Country, and now and again he found imprints of her feet, or broken twigs to make het
path. He found the place where she had crossed the river through tree branches, Wand he found a place
where she had paused to edt.

But he saw that she was gaining on him; her skill and speed outmatched his, and the trail grew Steedily
older. At lagt he stopped to rest; the table

land was beginning to curve upward toward the vast Mountains of Eter-nity, and on rigng ground he
knew he could overtake her. So he dept for awhilein the luxurious comfort of no transkin at dl, just the
shorts and shirt that one wore beneath. That was safe here; the eternal under-wind, blowing dways
toward the Hotlands, kept drifting mold spores away, and any brought in on the fur of animds died
quickly at the first cool breeze. Nor would the true plants of the Cool Country attack his flesh.

He dept five hours. The next "day" of traveling brought another change in the country. The life of the
foothills was sparse compared to the table-lands; the vegetation was no longer a jungle, but a forest, an
unearthly forest, true, of tredike growths whose boles rose five hundred feet and then spread, not into
foliage, but flowery appendages. Only an occasona Jack Ketch tree reminded him of the Hotlands.

Farther on, the forest diminished. Great rock outcroppings appeared, and vast red diffs with no
growths of any kind. Now and then he en-countered swarms of the planet's only aerid creatures, the
gray, mothlike dusters, large as hawks, but so fragile that a blow shattered them. They darted about,



dighting at times to saize amdl sguirming things, and tin-kling in ther curioudy bel-like voices. And
goparently dmogt above him, though redly thirty miles distant, loomed the Mountains of Eternity, thar
peaks logt in the clouds that swirled fifteen miles overhead.

Here again it grew difficult to trail, Snce Patricia scrambled often over bare rock. Bt little by little the
sgns grew fresher; once again his greater strength began to tdl. And then he glimpsed her, at the base of
acolossa escarpment split by a narrow, tree-filled canyon.

She was peering firg at the mighty precipice, then at the cleft, obvioudy wondering whether it offered
ameans of scaing the barrier, or whether it was necessary to circle the obstacle. Like himsdf, she had
discarded her transkin and wore the usud shirt and shorts of the Cool Country, which, after dl, is not
vay cool by terrestrid standards. She looked, he thought, like some lovdy forest nymph of the ancient
dopes of Pdion.

He hurried as she moved into the canyon. "Pa!" he shouted; it was the firgt time he had spoken her
gven name. A hundred feet within the passage he overtook her.

"You!" she gasped. She looked tired; she had been hurrying for hours, but a light of eagerness flashed
inher eyes. "l thought you had—I tried to find you."

Ham's face held no responsive light. "Listen here, Pat Burlingame," he said coldly. "You don't deserve
any consderation, but | can't see you wak-ing into death. Y ou're a stubborn devil, but you're a woman.
I'm taking you to Erotia”

The eagerness vanished. "Indeed, poacher? My father crossed here. | can, too."

"Your father crossed in midsummer, didnt he? And midsummer's to-day. You can't make Madman's
Pass in less than five days, a hundred and twenty hours, and by then it will be nearly winter, and this
longitude will be close to the storm line. Y ou're afoal.”

She flushed. "The pass is high enough to be in the upper winds. It will be warm.”

"Wam! Y es—warm with lightning." He paused; the faint rumble of thunder rolled through the canyon.
"Liden to that. In five days that will be right over us" He gestured up a the utterly barren dopes. "Not
even Venudan life can get a foothold up there—or do you think you've got brass enough to be a lightning
rod? Maybe youreright.”

Ange flamed. "Rather the lightning than you!" Petricia snapped, and then as suddenly softened. "I
tried to cal you back,” she sad irrdevantly. "To laugh a me” he retorted bitterly.

"No. Totdl you | was sorry, and that--"

‘| don't want your apology.”

"But | wanted to tdl you that—"

"Never mind," he sad curtly. "I'm not interested in your repentance. The ham's done.” He frowned
coldly down on her.

Patricia said meekly: "But I—

A crashing and gurgling interrupted her, and she screamed as a gigantic doughpot burst into view, a
colossus that filled the canyon from wal to wal to a sx-foot height as it surged toward them. The horrors
were rarer in the Cool Country, but larger, snce the abundance of food in the Hot-lands kept subdividing
them. But this one was a giant, a behemoth, tons and tons of nauseous, ill-amdling corruption heaving up
the narrow way. They were cut off.

Ham snatched his flame-pistal, but the girl saized hisarm.

"No, no!" she cried. "Too close! It will spatter!”

V.

Petricia was right. Unprotected by transkin, the touch of a fragment of that monstrosty was deadly,
and, beyond that, the blast of a flame-pistol would shower bits of it upon them. He grasped her wrigt and
they fled up the canyon, driving for vantage-way enough to risk a shot. And a dozen feet behind surged
the doughpot, traveling blindly in the only direction it could—the way of food.



They gained. Then, abruptly, the canyon, which had been anglinf southwest, turned sharply south. The
light of the eterndly eastward Sun

was hidden; they werein a pit of perpetua shadow, and the ground was bare and lifdess rock. And
asit reached that point, the doughpot hdted; lacking any organization, any will, it could not move when
no food gave it direction. It was such a monger as only the life.svarming dimate of Venus could harbor;
it lived only by endless eating.

The two paused in the shadow.

"Now what?' muttered Ham.

A far shot at the mass was impossible because of the angle; a blast would destroy only the portion it
could reach.

Patricia leaped upward, caiching a shaky shrub on the wall, so placed that it received a fant ray of
light. She tossed it againgt the pulsing mass; the whole doughpot lunged forward a foot or two.

"Lureitin," she suggested.

They tried. It was impossible; vegetation was too sparse.

"What will happen to the thing?' asked Ham.

"l saw one stranded on the desert edge of the Hotlands," replied the girl. "It quivered around for a
long time, and then the cdlls attacked each other. It ate itsdf.” She shuddered. "It was—horrible!™

"How long?"

"Oh, forty or fifty hours"

"l won't wait that long," growled Ham. He fumbled in his pack, pulling out his transkin.

"What will you do?'

"Put this on and try to blast that mass out of here at close range” He fingered his flame-pigtal. "Thisis
my lagt barrel," he said gloomily, then more hopefully: "But we have yours.”

"The chamber of mine cracked last time | used it, ten or twelve hours ago. But | have plenty of bar
ds”

"Good enough!" said Ham.

He crept cautioudy toward the horrible, pulsating wall of white. He thrust his am so as to cover the
greatest angle, pulled the trigger, and the roar and blazing fire of the blast bellowed echoing through the
canyon. Bits of the monster spattered around him, and the thickness of the re-mainder, lessened by the
incineration of tons of filth, was now only three feet.

"The barrel hedd!" he called triumphantly. It saved much timein re-charging.

Five minutes later the weapon crashed again. When the mass of the mongrosity stopped heaving, only
afoot and a hdf of depth remained, but the barrdl had been blown to atoms.

"WEell have to use yours" he said.

Patricia produced one, he took it, and then stared & it in dismay. Thebarrds of her Enfield-made
weapon were far too amdl for his American pistol stock!

He groaned. "Of dl theidiotd" he burst out.

"ldiotd" she flared. "Because you Y ankees use trench mortars for your barrels?*

"I meant mysdif. | should have guessed this"" He shrugged. "Well, we have our choice now of wating
here for the doughpot to eat himsdf, or trying to find some other way out of this trap. And my hunch is
that this canyon's blind."

It was probable, Patricia admitted. The narrow deft was the product of some vast, ancient upheavd
that had split the mountain in halves. Since it was not the result of water erosion, it was likdy enough that
the deft ended abruptly in an unscaable precipice, but it was possible, too, that somewhere those sheer
wadls might be surmountable.

'Weve time to waste, anyway," she concluded. "We might as wel try it. Besides-" She wrinkled her
dainty nose digagtefully at the doughpot's odor.

Sill in his transkin, Ham followed her through the shadowy hdf dusk. The passage narrowed, then
veered west again, but now 0 high and sheer were the wadls that the Sun, dightly south of east, cast no
light into it. It was a place of shades like the region of the storm line that divides the twilight zone from the



dark hemisphere, not true night, nor yet honest day, but adim middle state.

Ahead of him Patricias bronzed limbs showed pae ingead of tan, and when she spoke her voice
went echoing queerly between the opposing diffs. A weird place, this chasm, a dusky, unpleasant place.

" don't likethis™ said Ham. "The passiis cutting closer and closer to the dark. Do you redize no one
knows what'sin the dark parts of the Mountains of Eternity?'

Patricia laughed; the sound was ghodly. "What danger could there be Anyway, we ill have our
automeatics.”

"There's no way up here" Ham grumbled. "Let's turn back.”

Patricia faced him. "Frightened, Y ankee?' Her voice dropped. "The natives say these mountains are
haunted,” she went on mockingly. "My father told me he saw queer things in Madman's Pass. Do you
know that i! there is life on the night Sde, here is the one place it would impinge on the twilight zone?
Here in the Mountains of Eternity?"

She was taunting him; she laughed again. And suddenly her laughte was repeated in a hideous
cacophony that hooted out from the sides of the diffs above them in a horrid medley.

She paled; it was Patricia who was frightened now. They stared appre hensvdy up at the rock wals
where strange shadows flickered and shifted

"What—what was it?' she whispered. And then: "Ham! Did you see that?"

Ham had seen it. A wild shape had flung itsdf across the trip of sky, legping from diff to diff far
above them. And again came a ped of hooting that sounded like laughter, while shadowy forms moved,
flylike, on the sheer walls

"Let's go back!" she gasped. "Quickly!"

As she turned, asmdl black object fdl and broke with a sullen pop before them. Ham stared at it. A
pod, a spore-sac, of some unknown varriety. A lazy, dusky cloud drifted over it, and suddenly both of
them were choking vidently. Ham fdt his head goinning in dizziness, and Petricia reded againg him.

"lts—narcotic!” she gasped. ‘Back!”

But a dozen more plopped around them. The dusty spores whirled in dark eddies, and breathing was
atorment. They were being drugged and suffocated at the same time.

Ham had a sudden inspiration. "Mask!" he choked, and pulled his tran-skin over hisface.

The filter that kept out the molds of the Hotlands cleaned the ar of these spores as wdl; his head
cleared. But the girl's covering was some-where in her pack; she was fumbling for it. Abruptly she sat
down, swaying.

"‘My pack,” she murmured. "Take it out with you. Y our—your--" She broke into afit of coughing.

He dragged her under a shdlow overhang and ripped her transkin from the pack. "Put it onl" he
snapped.

A score of pods were popping.

A figureflitted slently far up on the wall of rock. Ham watched its progress, then amed his automatic
and fired. There was a dill, ragping scream, answered by a chorus of dissonant ululations, and
something as large as a man whirled down to crash not ten feet from him.

The thing was hideous. Ham stared appdled a a creature not unlike a naive, three-eyed,
two-handed, four-legged, but the hands, though two-fingered like the Hotlanders, were not pincerlike,
but white and clawed.

And the face! Not the broad, expressonless face of the others, but a danting, maevolent, dusky
visage with each eye double the Sze of the natives. It wasn't dead; it glared hatred and saized a stone,
flinging it at him with weak viciousness. Then it died.

Ham didn't know what it was, of course. Actudly it was a triops nocti-vivans—the "three-eyed
dwdler inthe dark,” the strange, semi-inteligent being thet is as yet the only known creature of the night
sde, and a mem-ber of that fierce remnant gill occasiondly found in the sunless parts ofthe Mountains of
Eternity. It is perhaps the mogt vicious cregture in the known planets, absolutely unapproachable, and
adighting in daughter.

At the crash of the shat, the shower of pods had ceased, and a chorus of laughing hoots ensued. Ham
seized the respite to pull the girl's transkin over her face; she had collgpsed with it only haf on.



Then a sharp crack sounded, and a stone rebounded to drike his am. Others pattered around him,
whining past, swift as bullets. Black figures flickered in greet legps agang the sky, and ther fierce
laughter sounded mockingly. He fired at onein mid air; the cry of pain rasped again, but the creature did
not fall.

Stones pelted him. They were dl smdl ones, pebble-sized, but they were flung so fiercdy tha they
hummed in passage, and they tore his flesh through his transkin. He turned Petricia on her face, but she
moaned faintly as a missile struck her back. He shielded her with his own body.

The postion was intolerable. He mug risk a dash back, even though the doughpot blocked the
opening. Perhaps, he thought, armored in tran-skin he could wade through the creature. He knew tha
was an insane ideg; the gluey mass would rall him into itsdf to suffocate—but it had to be faced. He
gathered the girl in his arms and rushed suddenly down the canyon.

Hoots and dhrieks and a chorus of mocking laughter echoed around him. Stones struck him
everywhere. One glanced from his head, sending hm sumbling and staggering againgt the diff. But he ran
doggedly on; he knew now wha drove him. It was the gifl he carried; he had to save Patricia
Burlingame

Ham reached the bend. Far up on the west wal glowed cloudy suntlight, and his weird pursuers flung
themsdves to the dark side. They couldn't stand daylight, and that gave him some assistance; by cregping
very close to the eastern wall he was partidly shielded.

Ahead was the other bend, blocked by the doughpot. As he neared it, he turned suddenly sick. Three
of the creatures were grouped agang the mass of white, eating—actudly esting!—the corruption. They
whirled, hoot-ing, as he came; he shot two of them, and as the third legped for the wall, he dropped that
one as wdl, and it fdl with a dull gulping sound into the doughpot.

Agan he sickened; the doughpot drew away from it, leaving the thing lying in a hollow like the hole of
agiant doughnut. Not even that mon-strosity would eat these creatures.*

* Note: It was not known then that while the night-sde life of Venus can eat and digest that of the day
gde, the reverse is not true. No day-side creature can absorb the dark life because of the presence of
various metabolic acohoals, dl poisonous.

But the thing's legp had dravn Ham's atention to a tweve-inch ledge. It might be—yes, it was
possible that he could traverse that rugged trail and so circle the doughpot. Nearly hopeless, no doubt, to
attempt it under the valley of stones, but he must. There was no dternative.

He shifted the girl to free his right am. He dipped a second dip in his automatic and then fired at
random into the flitting shadows above. For amoment the hall of pebbles ceased, and with a convulsive,
panful struggle, Ham dragged himsdf and Patricia to the ledge.

Stones cracked about him once more. Step by step he edged dong the way, poised just over the
doomed doughpot. Death below and death above! And little by little he rounded the bend; above him
both walls glowed in saunlight, and they were sife.

At least, he was safe. The girl might be adready dead, he thought franti-cally,. as he dipped and did
through the dime of the doughpot's passage. Out on the daylit dope he tore the mask from her face and
gazed on white, marble-cold features.

It was not death, however, but only drugged torpor. An hour later she was conscious, though weak
and very badly frightened. Y et dmod her firg question was for her pack.

‘Itshere” Ham said. "What's so precious about that pack? Your notes? "My notes? Oh, nol" A faint
flush covered her features. "It's—I kept try-ing to tdl you—it's your xixtchil.”

"What?'

"Yes |—of course | didn't throw it to the molds. It's yours by rights, Ham. Lots of British traders go
into the American Hotlands. | jugt dit the pouch and hid it here in my pack. The molds on the ground
were only some twigs | threw there to—to makeit look red.”

"But-but—why?"

The Rush deepened. ‘| wanted to punish you,” Patricia whispered, "for being so—so cold and digant.”



"I? Ham was amazed. "It was you!”

"Perhgpsit was, a fird. You forced your way into my house, you know. But—after you carried me
across the mudspout, Ham—it was different.”

Ham gulped. Suddenly he pulled her into hisarms. "I'm not going to quarrel about whose fault it was,”
he said. ‘But welll settle one thing immediately. We're going to Erctia, and that's where well be married, in
agood American church if they've put one up yet, or by a good Ameri-can judtice if they havent. There's
no more talk of Madman's Pass and crossing the Mountains of Eternity. Is that clear?!

She glanced at the vast, looming peaks and shuddered. "Quite clear!” she replied meekly.

PYGMALION'S SPECTACLES

BUT WHAT IS REALITY? asked the gnome-like man. He gestured at the tal banks of buildings
that loomed around Centrd Park, with their countless windows glowing like the cave fires of a city of
Cro-Magnon people. ‘All is dream, dl isilluson; | am your vison as you are mine!

Dan Burke, sruggling for darity of thought through the fumes of liquor, stared without comprehension
a thetiny figure of his companion. He began to regret the impulse that had driven him to leave the party
to seek fresh ar in the park, and to fdl by chance into the company of this diminutive old madman. But
he had needed escape; this was one party too many, and not even the presence of Clare with her trim
ankles could hold him there. He fdt an angry desire to go home- not to his hotel, but home to Chicago
and to the comparative peace of the Board of Trade. But he was leaving tomorrow anyway.

'You drink,' said the dfin, bearded face, 'to make red a dream. Is it not so? Either to dream that
what you seek is yours, or else to dream that what you hate is conquered. You drink to escape redlity,
and the irony isthat even redlity is a dream.’

'Cracked!" thought Dan again.

'Or s0,' concluded the other, 'says the philosopher Berkeley.'

'Berkeley? echoed Dan. His head was dearing; memories of a sophomore course in Elementary
Philosophy drifted back. '‘Bishop Berkeley, en?

"Y ou know him, then? The philosopher of 1dealism-no?-the one who argues that we do not see, fed,
hear, taste the object, but that we have only the sensation of seeing, feding, hearing, tasting.’

'I-sort of recdl it

'Hah! But sensations are mental phenomena. They exist in our minds. How, then, do we know that
the objects themsdlves do not exist only in our minds? He waved again at the light-flecked buildings.
"You do not see that wal of masonry; you perceive only a sensation, a feding of sight. The rest you
interpret.’

'Y ou see the same thing,' retorted Dan.

'How do you know | do? Even if you knew that what | cdl red would not be green could you see
through my eyes-even if you knew that, how do you know that | too am not a dream of yours?

Dan laughed. 'Of course nobody knows anything. You just get what information you can through the
windows of your five senses, and then make your guesses. When they're wrong, you pay the pendlty.’
His mind was clear now save for a mild headache. ‘Listen,’ he said suddenly. "You can argue a redity
away to an illuson; that's easy. But if your friend Berkeley isright, why can't you take a dream and make
it real ? If it works one way, it mus work the other.’

The beard waggled; df-bright eyes glittered queerly a him. 'All artists do that,’ sad the old men
softly. Dan fdt that something more quivered on the verge of utterance.

"That's an evason,’ he grunted. 'Anybody can tdl the difference between a picture and the red thing,
or between amovie and life’

‘But,” whispered the other, 'the reder the better, no? And if one could make a-a movie very red
indeed, what would you say then?

'Nobody can, though.'

The eyes glittered strangdy again. 'l can!' he whispered. 'l did!

'Did what?



'‘Made red a dream.’ The voice turned angry. 'Fools! | bring it here to sl to Westman, the camera
people, and what do they say? 'It ian't clear. Only one person can use it a atime. It's too expensve.
Fools! Foold!'

‘Huh?

‘Ligen! I'm Albert Ludwig-Professor Ludwig." As Dan was slent, he continued, 'It means nothing to
you, eh? But listen-a movie that gives one Sght and sound. Suppose now | add taste, smell, even touch, if
your interest is taken by the story. Suppose | make it so that you are in the story, you speak to the
shadows, and the shadows reply, and instead of being on a screen, the story isdl about you, and you are
init. Would thet be to make redl a dream?

'How the devil could you do that?

'How? How? But smply! First my liquid positive, then my magic spectacles. | photograph the story
ina liquid with light-sendtive chromates. | build up a complex solution-do you see? | add taste chemicaly
and sound dectricaly. And when the story is recorded, then | put the solution in my spectacles-my movie
projector. | dectrolyze the solution, the story, sght, sound, smdl, taste dl"’

‘Touch?

'If your interest is taken, your mind supplies that." Eagerness crept into his voice. "You will look &t it,
Mr.-'

'Burke,' said Dan. 'A swindle!" he thought. Then a spark of recklessness glowed out of the vanishing
fumes of dcohol. 'Why not? he grunted.

He rose; Ludwig, Sanding, came scarcdly to his shoulder. A queer gnome-like old man, Dan thought
as he followed him across the park and into one of the scores of gpartment hotelsin the vidnity.

In hisroom Ludwig fumbled in a bag, producing a device vagudy reminiscent of a gas mask. There
were goggles and a rubber mouthpiece; Dan examined it curioudy, while the little bearded professor
brandished a bottle of watery liquid.

‘Hereit id" he gloated. 'My liquid positive, the story. Hard photography-inferndly hard, therefore the
amples story. A Utopia just two characters and you, the audience. Now, put the spectacles on. Put
them on and tdl me what fools the Westman people are!' He decanted some of the liquid into the mask,
and tralled atwisted wire to a device on the table. A rectifier,’ he explained. 'For the dectrolysis!’

'Must you use dl the liquid? asked Dan. 'If you use part, do you see only part of the story? And
which part?

'Every drop hasdl of it, but you mugt fill the eye-pieces.” Then as Dan dipped the device gingely on,
'Sol Now what do you see?

'Not adamn thing. Just the windows and the lights across the street.’

'Of course. But now | start the dectrolyss. Now!

There was a moment of chaos. The liquid before Dan's eyes clouded suddenly white, and formless
sounds buzzed. He moved to tear the device from his head, but emerging formsin the migtiness caught his
interest. Giant things were writhing there.

The scene steadied; the whiteness was disspating like mis in summer. Unbdieving, dill gripping the
ams of that unseen chair, he was garing at a forest. But what a forest! Incredible, unearthly, beautiful!
Smooth holes ascended inconceivably toward a brightening sky, trees bizarre as the forests of the
Carboniferous age. Infinitdy overhead swayed midy fronds, and the verdure showed brown and green in
the heights. And there were birds-at least, curioudy loving pipings and twitterings were dl about him
though he saw no creatures-thin dfin whiglings like fairy bugles sounded softly.

He sat frozen, entranced. A louder fragment of meody drifted down to him, mounting in exquisite,
ecdtatic bursts, now clear as sounding metal, now soft as remembered music. For a moment he forgot the
char whose arms he gripped, the miserable hotd room invishly about him, old Ludwig, his aching head.
He imagined himsdf done in the midat of that lovely glade. 'Eden!” he muttered, and the sweling music of
uNs=En Voices answered.

Some measure of reason returned. 'llluson!’ he told himsdf. Clever opticd devices, not redity. He
groped for the chair's arm, found it, and dung to it; he scraped his feet and found again an inconsgtency.
To his eyes the ground was mossy verdure; to histouch it was merely athin hotel carpet.



The dfin buglings sounded gently. A faint, ddicioudy sweet perfume breathed againgt him; he glanced
up to watch the opening of a great crimson blossom on the nearest tree, and atiny reddish sun edged into
the drde of sky above him. The fary orchestra swelled louder in its light, and the notes sent a thrill of
wigfulness through him. Illuson? If it were, it made redity dmost unbearable; he wanted to beieve that
somewhere-somewhere this Side of dreams, there actudly existed this region of loveliness. An outpost of
Paradise? Perhaps.

And then-far through the softening migts, he caught a movement that was not the swaying of verdure,
ashimmer of slver more solid than mist. Something approached. He watched the figure as it moved, now
vigble, now hidden by trees, very soon he perceived that it was human, but it was amost upon him
before he redized that it was agirl.

She wore arobe of slvery, haf-tranducent suff, luminous as starbeams; a thin band of siver bound
glowing black hair about her forehead, and other garment or ornament she had none. Her tiny white feet
were bare to the mossy forest floor as she stood no more than a pace from him, garing dark-eyed. The
thin music sounded again; she amiled.

Dan summoned sumbling thoughts. Was this being dso-illuson? Had she no more redity than the
loveliness of the forest? He opened his lips to speak, but a strained excited voice sounded in his ears.
'Who are you? Had he spoken? The voice had come asif from another, like the sound of one's words in
fever.

Thegirl smiled again. 'English!" she said in queer soft tones. 'l can speak a little English.” She spoke
dowly, carefully. 'l learned it from!'-she hesitated-'my mother's father, whom they cdl the Gray Weaver.'

Agan came the voicein Dan's ears. "Who are you?

'l am caled Galatea,' she said. 'l came to find you.'

‘To find me? echoed the voice that was Dan's.

‘Leucon, who is called the Gray Weaver, told me,' she explained amiling. 'He said you will stay with
us until the second noon from this" She cast a quick danting glance at the pae sun now full above the
clearing, then stepped closer. "What are you caled?

'Dan,” he muttered. His voice sounded oddly different.

'What a strange name!* said the girl. She stretched out her bare arm. ‘Come,’ she amiled.

Dan touched her extended hand, feding without any surprise the living warmth of her fingers. He had
forgotten the paradoxes of illuson; this was no longer illuson to him, but redity itsdf. It seemed to him
that he followed her, waking over the shadowed turf that gave with soringy crunch beneath his tread,
though Galatea left hardly an imprint. He glanced down, noting thet he himsdlf wore a Slver garment, and
that his feet were bare; with the glance he fdt a feathery breeze on his body and a sense of mossy earth
on hisfeet.

'Galatea,’ said hisvoice. 'Galatea, what place isthis? What language do you speak?

She glanced back laughing. 'Why, thisis Paracosma, of course, and thisis our language.’

'Paracosma,” muttered Dan. 'Paracosmal’ A fragment of Greek that had survived somehow from a
sophomore course a decade in the past came drangdy back to him. Paracosma
L and-beyond-the-world!

Galatea cast a amiling glance a him. 'Does the red world seem strange,’ she queried, ‘after that
shadow land of yours?

‘Shadow land? echoed Dan, bewildered. 'Thisis shadow, not my world.'

The girl's amile turned quizzicd. 'Poof!’ she retorted with an impudently lovely pout. 'And | suppose,
then, that | am the phantom instead of you!" She laughed. 'Do | seem ghostlike?

Dan made no reply; he was puzzling over unanswerable questions as he trod behind the lithe figure of
his guide. The aide between the unearthly trees widened, and the giants were fewer. It seemed a mile,
perhaps, before a sound of tinkling water obscured that other strange music; they emerged on the bank
of alittle river, swift and crygdline, that rippled and gurgled its way from glowing pool to flashing rapids,
gparkling under the pale sun. Gaatea bent over the brink and cupped her hands, rasng a few mouthfuls
of water to her lips, Dan followed her example, finding the liquid singing cold.

'How do we cross? he asked.



"Y ou can wade up there-the dryad who led him gestured to a suntlit shalows above atiny fdls' but
| dways cross here.' She poised hersdf for a moment on the green bank, then dove like a slver arrow
into the pool. Dan followed; the water sung his body like champagne, but a stroke or two carried him
across to where Gaatea had dready emerged with a gligening of creamy bare limbs Her garment dung
tight as a metd sheath to her wet body; he fdt a breathtaking thrill & the 9ght of her. And then,
miraculoudy, the slver doth was dry, the droplets rolled off as if from oiled slk, and they moved briskly
on.

The incredible forest had ended with the river; they waked over a meadow studded with little,
many-hued, starshaped flowers, whose fronds underfoot were soft as a lawn. Yet dill the sweet pipings
followed them, now loud, now whisper-soft, in a tenuous web of melody.

'Galateal' said Dan suddenly. 'Where is the music coming from?

She looked back amazed. 'You dlly onel' she laughed. 'From the flowers, of course. Seel' she
plucked a purple star and hdd it to his ear; true enough, a fant and plaintive medody hummed out of the
blossom. She tossed it in his startled face and skipped on.

A little copse appeared ahead, not of the gigantic forest trees, but of lesser growths, bearing flowers
and fruits of iridescent colors, and atiny brook bubbled through. And there stood the objective of their
journey-a building of white, marble-like stone, sngle-storied and vine-covered, with broad glasdess
windows. They trod upon a path of bright pebbles to the arched entrance, and here, on an intricate stone
bench, sat a gray-bearded patriarchd individud. Galatea addressed him in a liquid languege that
reminded Dan of the flowerpipings, then she turned. This is Leucon,’ she said, as the ancient rose from
his seat and spoke in English.

'We are happy, Gdaea and |, to welcome you, Since vigtors are a rare pleasure here, and those
from your shadowy country mogt rare.’

Dan uttered puzzled words of thanks, and the old man nodded, reseding himsdf on the carven
bench; Gaatea skipped through the arched entrance, and Dan, after an irresolute moment, dropped to
the remaining bench. Once more his thoughts were whirling in perplexed turbulence. Was dl this indeed
but illuson? Was he gtting, in actudity, in a prosaic hotd room, peering through magic spectacles that
pictured this world about him, or was he, transported by some miracle, redly stting here in this land of
lovdiness? He touched the bench; stone, hard and unyidding, met hisfingers.

‘Leucon,’ sad hisvoice, 'how did you know | was coming?

'l was told,’ said the other.

'By whom?

'By no one!’

"Why- someone mug have told you!

The Gray Weaver shook his solemn head. 'l was just told.'

Dan ceased his quedtioning, content for the moment to drink in the beauty about him, and then
Gdatea returned bearing a crystd bowl of the strange fruits. They were piled in colorful disorder, red,
purple, orange and yelow, pear-shaped, egg-shaped, and clustered spheroids- fantastic, unearthly. He
sdected a pde, transparent ovoid, bit into it, and was deluged by a flood of sweet liquid, to the
amusement of the girl. She laughed and chose a smilar morsdl; biting a tiny puncture in the end, she
squeezed the contents into her mouth. Dan took a different sort, purple and tart as Rhenish wine, and
then another, filled with edible, dmond-like seeds. Galatea laughed ddightedly a his surprises, and even
Leucon gmiled a gray amile. Findly Dan tossed the last husk into the brook beside them, where it danced
briskly toward the river.

'Gdatea,' he said, 'do you ever go to a city? What cities are in Paracosma?

'Cities? What are cities?

'Places where many people live close together.'

'Oh,' sad the girl frowning. 'No. There are no dities here.’

"Then where are the people of Paracosma? Y ou mugt have neighbors.’

Thegirl looked puzzled. ‘A man and awomean live off there,' she said, gesturing toward a distant blue
range of hills dim on the horizon. 'Far away over there. | went there once, but Leucon and | prefer the



valey.

‘But Galateal' protested Dan. 'Are you and Leucon done in this vdley? Where-what happened to
your parents-your father and mother?

"They went away. That way-toward the sunrise. They'll return some day.’

'And if they don't?

'Why, foolish one! What could hinder them?

'Wild beasts," said Dan. 'Poisonous insects, disease, flood, storm, lawless people, death!”

' never heard those words' sad Gdatea There are no such things here’ She wiffed
contemptuoudy. 'Lawless people!’

'Not-death?

'Whét is death?

It's" Dan paused hdplesdy. 'It's likefdling adeep and never waking. It's what happens to everyone
a the end of life'

'l never heard of such athing asthe end of lifel" said the girl decidedly. There isnt such athing.’

'What happens, then," queried Dan desperately, ‘when one grows old?

‘Nothing, slly! No one grows old unless he wants to, like Leucon. A person grows to the age he
likes best and then stops. It's alaw!’

Dan gathered his chaotic thoughts. He stared into Galateds dark, lovely eyes. 'Have you stopped
yet?
The dark eyes dropped; he was amazed to see a deep, embarrassed flush spread over her cheeks.
She looked a Leucon nodding reflectively on his bench, then back to Dan, meeting his gaze.

‘Not yet, she said.

'And when will you, Galatea?

'When | have had the one child permitted me. You see-' she stared down at her dainty toes-'one
cannot-bear children-afterwards.’

'Permitted? Permitted by whom?

By alaw.’

‘Lawd |Is everything here governed by laws? What of chance and accidents?

'Whét are those-chance and accidents?

"Things unexpected-things unforeseen.’

‘Nothing is unforeseen,’ said Galatea, dill soberly. She repeated dowly, 'Nothing is unforeseen.” He
fancied her voice was wigful.

Leucon looked up. 'Enough of this he sad abruptly. He turned to Dan, 'l know these words of
yours-chance, disease, death. They are not for Paracosma. Keep them in your unred country.’

'Where did you hear them, then?

'From Galateals mother," said the Gray Weaver, ‘who had them from your predecessors phantom
who vidited here before Gaatea was born.’

Dan had avigon of Ludwig's face. 'What was he like?

'Much like you.'

‘But his name?

The old man's mouth was suddenly grim. ‘We do not speak of him," he said and rose, entering the
dwdling in cold slence.

'He goes to weave,' said Gaatea after amoment. Her lovely piquant face was il troubled.

'What does he weave?

This" She fingered the dlver doth of her gown. 'He weaves it out of metd bars on a very clever
mechine. | do not know the method.'

'Who made the machine?

It was here!

‘But-Gdateal Who huilt the house? Who planted these fruit trees?

They were here. The house and trees were dways here,' She lifted her eyes. 'l told you everything
hed been foreseen, from the beginning until eternity-everything. The house and trees and machine were



ready for Leucon and my parents and me. There is a place for my child, who will be a girl, and a place
for her child-and so on forever.

Dan thought a moment. "Were you born here?

'l don't know." He noted in sudden concern that her eyes were gligening with tears.

'Galates, dear! Why are you unhappy? What's wrong?

'Why, nothing!" She shook her black curls, sniffed suddenly a him. 'What could be wrong? How can
one be unhappy in Paracosma? She sprang erect and seized his hand. '‘Come! Let's gather fruit for
tomorrow.'

She darted off in a whirl of flashing slver, and Dan followed her around the wing of the edifice.
Graceful as a dancer she legped for a branch above her head, caught it laughingly, and tossed a great
golden globe to him. She loaded his arms with the bright prizes and sent him back to the bench, and
when he returned, she piled it so full of fruit that a deluge of colorful spheres dropped around him. She
laughed again, and sent them spinning into the brook with thrusts of her rosy toes, while Dan watched her
with an aching widfulness. Then suddenly she was facing him; for a long, tense indant they stood
moationless, eyes upon eyes, and then she turned away and walked dowly around to the arched portal.
He followed her with his burden of fruit; hismind was once morein aturmoil of doubt and perplexity.

The little sun was logng itsdf behind the trees of that colossa forest to the west, and a coolness
dtirred among long shadows. The brook was purple-hued in the dusk, but its cheery notes mingled ill
with the flower music. Then the sun was hidden; the shadow fingers darkened the meadow; of a sudden
the flowers were lill, and the brook gurgled done in a world of slence. In slence too, Dan entered the
doorway.

The chamber within was a pacious one, flooded with large black and white squares;, exquisite
benches of carved marble were here and there. Old Leucon, in a far corner, bent over an intricate,
gligening mechanism, and as Dan entered he drew a shining length of siver cloth from it, folded it, and
placed it carefully aside. There was a curious, unearthly fact that Dan noted; despite windows open to the
evening, no night insects circled the globes that glowed at intervas from nichesin the walls.

Gdatea stood in a doorway to his left, leening haf-wearily againg the frame; he placed the bowl of
fruit on a bench at the entrance and moved to her sde.

Thisisyours,’ she said, indicating the room beyond. He looked in upon a pleasant, samdler chamber;
awindow framed a sarry square, and a thin, swift, nearly dlent stream of water gushed from the mouth
of a carved human head on the left wall, curving into a six-foot basin sunk in the floor. Another of the
graceful benches covered with the Slver cloth completed the furnishings, a Sngle glowing sphere, pendant
by a chain from the cdiling, illuminated the room. Dan turned to the girl, whose eyes were ill unwontedly
serious.

Thisisided,' he sad, 'but, Galatea, how am | to turn out the light?

Turnit out? she said. 'Y ou mugt cap it-so!" A fant smile showed again on her lips as she dropped a
metd covering over the shining sphere. They stood tense in the darkness, Dan sensed her nearness
achingly, and then the light was on once more. She moved toward the door, and there paused, teking his
hand.

'Dear shadow,' she said softly, 'l hope your dreams are music.’ She was gone.

Dan stood irresolute in his chamber; he glanced into the large room where Leucon ill bent over his
work, and the Gray Weaver raised a hand in a solemn sdutation, but said nothing. He fet no urge for the
old man's slent company and turned back into his room to prepare for dumber.

Almogt ingantly, it seemed, the dawn was upon him and bright dfin pipings were dl about him, while
the odd ruddy sun sent a broad danting plane of light across the room. He rose as fuly aware of his
surroundings as if he had not dept at dl; the pool tempted him and he bathed in dinging water. Thereafter
he emerged into the centra chamber, noting curioudy that the globes ill glowed in dim rivdry to the
daylight. He touched one casudly; it was cool as metd to his fingers, and lifted fredy from its standard.
For amoment he held the cold flaming thing in his hands, then replaced it and wandered into the dawn

Gdatea was dancing up the path, egting a strange fruit as rosy as her lips. She was merry again, once
more the happy nymph who had greeted him, and she gave him a bright amile as he chose a sweset green



ovoid for his breakfast.

'‘Come on!" she cdled. 'To theriver!'

She skipped away toward the unbdievable forest; Dan followed, marveling that her lithe speed was
0 easy a mach for his stronger muscles. Then they were laughing in the pool, splashing about urtil
Gdatea drew hersdf to the bank, glowing and panting. He followed her as she lay rdaxed; strangdy, he
was neither tired nor breathless, with no sense of exertion. A question recurred to him, as yet unasked.

'Galatea,' said his voice, whom will you take as mate?

Her eyes went serious. I don't know,' she said. 'At the proper time he will come. That isalaw.’

'And will you be happy?

'Of course.’ She seemed troubled. 'lsn't everyone happy?

'Not where| live, Galatea.'

"Then that mugt be a strange place-that ghogtly world of yours. A rather terrible place.”

It is, often enough,’ Dan agreed. 'l wish-' He paused. What did he wish? Was he not talking to an
illuson, a dream, an gpparition? He looked at the girl, at her gligening black hair, her eyes, her soft white
skin, and then, for a tragic moment, he tried to fed the arms of that drab hotd chair beneath his
hands-and falled. He amiled; he reached out his fingers to touch her bare am, and for an indant she
looked back at him with startled, sober eyes, and sprang to her feet.

'‘Come on! | want to show you my country.' She set off down the stream, and Dan rose reluctantly to
follow.

What a day that was! They traced the little river from ill pool to Snging rapids, and ever about them
were the strange twitterings and pipings that were the voices of the flowers. Every turn brought a new
vida of beauty; every moment brought a new sense of ddight. They talked or were slent; when they
were thirgty, the cool river was at hand; when they were hungry, fruit offered itsdf. When they were tired,
there was aways a deep pool and a mossy bank; and when they were rested, a new beauty beckoned.
The incredible trees towered in numberless forms of fantasy, but on ther own sde of the river was dill
the flower-starred meadow. Galatea twisted him a bright-blossomed garland for his head, and theresfter
he moved aways with a sweet Snging about him. Bt little by little the red sun danted toward the forest,
and the hours dripped away. It was Dan who pointed it out, and reluctantly they turned homeward.

Asthey returned, Galatea sang a strange song, plaintive and sweet as the medley of river and flower
music. And again her eyes were sad.

'What song isthat? he asked.

'It is a song sung by another Galatea,” she answered, 'who is my mother.” She laid her hand on his
am. 'l will make it into English for you." She sang:

"The River liesin flower and fern, in flower and fern it breathes a song.
It breathes a song of your return,

Of your return in years too long.

In years too long its murmurs bring

Its murmurs bring their vain replies, Ther van replies the flowers sng,
Theflowers ang, The River lied'

Her voice quavered on the find notes, there was slence save for the tinkle of water and the flower
bugles Dan sad, 'Galatea' and paused. The girl was again somber-eyed, tearful. He said huskily, That's
asad song, Gaatea. Why was your mother sad? Y ou said everyone was happy in Paracosma.’

'She broke a law,’ replied the girl tonelesdy. 'It is the inevitable way to sorrow." She faced him. 'She
fdl in love with a phantom!" Galatea said. 'One of your shadowy race, who came and stayed and then
had to go back. So when her appointed lover came, it was too late; do you understand? But she yielded
findly to the law, and is forever unhappy, and goes wandering from place to place about the world." She
paused. 'l shdl never break alaw,’ she said defiantly.

Dan took her hand. 'l would not have you unhappy, Galatea. | want you aways happy.'

She shook her head. 'l am happy,’ she said, and amiled a tender, widful amile



They were dlent along time as they trudged the way homeward. The shadows of the forest giants
reached out across the river as the sun dipped behind them. For a distance they waked hand in hand,
but as they reached the path of pebbly brightness near the house, Galatea drew away and sped swiftly
before him. Dan followed as quickly as he might; when he arrived, Leucon sat on his bench by the portal,
and Gaatea had paused on the threshold. She watched his approach with eyes in which he again fancied
the glint of tears.

I am very tired,’ she said, and dipped within.

Dan moved to follow, but the old man raised a saying hand.

'Friend from the shadows," he said, ‘will you hear me a moment?

Dan paused, acquiesced, and dropped to the opposite bench. He fdt a sense of foreboding; nothing
pleasant awaited him.

‘There is something to be said,” Leucon continued, 'and | say it without desire to pain you, if
phantomsfed pain. It isthis Gaatea loves you, though | think she has not yet redized it.'

'l love her too,' said Dan.

The Gray Weaver stared a him. 'l do not understand. Substance, indeed, may love shadow, but how
can shadow love substance?

'l love her," ingsted Dan.

Then woe to both of you! For this is impossble in Paracosma; it is a confliction with the laws.
Gdateas mate is gppointed, perhaps even now approaching.’

‘Laws Lawd' muttered Dan. 'Whose laws are they? Not Gaatea's nor ming!’

‘But they are,’ sad the Gray Weaver. ‘It is not for you nor for me to criticize them-though | yet
wonder what power could annul them to permit your presence here!’

'l had no voicein your laws:'

The old man peered at imin the dusk. 'Has anyone, anywhere, a voicein the laws? he queried.

'I'n my country we have,' retorted Dan.

'Madness!' growled Leucon. ‘Man-made lavd Of what use are man-made laws with only man-made
pendties, or none a dl? If you shadows make alaw that the wind shdl blow only from the east, does the
west wind obey it?

"We do pass such laws," acknowledged Dan bitterly. They may be stupid, but they're no more unjust
then yours'

'Ours,’ said the Gray Weaver, 'are the undterable laws of the world, the laws of Nature. Violation is
aways unhappiness. | have seen it; | have known it in another, in Gaateals mother, though Galatea is
gtronger than she.' He paused. 'Now," he continued, 'l ask only for mercy; your say is short, and | ask
that you do no more harm than is dready done. Be merciful; give her no more to regret.’

He rose and moved through the archway; when Dan followed a moment later, he was aready
removing a square of dlver from his device in the corner. Dan turned slent and unhappy to his own
chamber, where the jet of water tinkled faintly as a distant bell.

Agan he rose at the glow of dawn, and again Galatea was before him, meeting him at the door with
her bowl of fruit. She deposited her burden, giving im a wan little samile of gregting, and stood facing him
asif wating.

‘Come with me, Galatea,' he said.

'Where?

"To the river bank. To talk.’

They trudged in slence to the brink of Galatea's pool. Dan noted a subtle difference in the world
about him; outlines were vague, the thin flower pipings less audible and the very landscape was quearly
ungtable, dhifting like smoke when he wasn't looking at it directly. And strangdly, though he had brought
the girl here to tak to her, he had now nothing to say, but sat in aching slence with his eyes on the
loveliness of her face.

Gdatea pointed a the red ascending sun. 'So short a time,' she said, 'before you go back to your
phantom world. | shdl be sorry, very sorry." She touched his cheek with her fingers. '‘Dear shadow!"

'Suppose,’ said Dan huskily, ‘that | won't go. What if | won't leave here? His voice grew fiercer. 'l



not go! I'm going to stay!”

The cdm mournfulness of the girl's face checked him; he fdt the irony of gruggling agang the
inevitable progress of a dream. She spoke. 'Had | the making of the laws, you should stay. But you can't,
dear one. You cant!’

Forgotten now were the words of the Gray Weaver. 'l love you, Galatea, he said.

'And | you,' she whispered. 'See, dearest shadow, how | break the same law my mother broke, and
am glad to face the sorrow it will bring." She placed her hand tenderly over his 'Leucon is very wise and
| am bound to obey him, but thisis beyond his wisdom because he let himsdf grow old." She paused. 'He
let himsdf grow old," she repeated dowly. A strange light gleamed in her dark eyes as she turned
suddenly to Dan.

'Dear one!' she said tensaly. "That thing that happens to the old- that death of yours What follows it?

'Wheat follows desth? he echoed. "Who knows?

'But-' Her voice was quivering. 'But one can't smply vanish! There must be an awakening.'

'Who knows? said Dan again. There are those who believe we wake to a happier world, but-' He
shook his head hopeledy.

It mugt be true! Oh, it must be!" Gaatea cried. There must be more for you than the mad world you
speak of!" She leaned very close. 'Suppose, dear,’ she said, ‘that when my appointed lover arrives, | send
him away. Suppose | bear no child, but let mysdf grow old, older than Leucon, old until death. Would |
join you in'your happier world?

'Galateal' he cried digtractedly. 'Oh, my dearest-what a terrible thought!*

'More terrible than you know," she: whispered, dill very close to him. 'It is more than vidlaion of a
law; it is rebdlion. Everything is planned, everything was foreseen, except this; and if |1 bear no child, her
place will be left unfilled, and the places of her children, and of their children, and so on until some day
the whole great plan of Paracosma fails of whatever its degtiny was to be." Her whisper grew very faint
and fearful. "It is destruction, but | love you more than | fear death!”

Dan's arms were about her. 'No, Galateal No! Promise me!'

She murmured, 'l can promise and then bresk my promise’ She drew his head down; their lips
touched, and he fdt a fragrance and a taste like honey in her kiss. 'At least,’ she breathed. ‘I can give you
aname by which to love you. Philometros Measure of my love!’

'A name? muttered Dan. A fantadtic idea shot through his mind-a way of proving to himsdf thet all
thiswas redlity, and not just a page that any one could read who wore old Ludwig's magic spectacles. If
Gdatea would speak his name! Perhaps, he thought daringly, perhaps then he could stay! He thrust her
away.

'‘Gdatedl' he cried. 'Do you remember my name?

She nodded slently, her unhgppy eyes on his.

Then say it! Say it, dear!

She stared a him dumbly, miserably, but made no sound.

'Say it, Gaateal' he pleaded desperately. 'My name, dear-just my name!' Her mouth moved; she
grew pae with effort and Dan could have sworn that his name trembled on her quivering lips, though no
sound came.

At lagt she spoke. 'l cant, dearest one! Oh, | can't. A law forbids it!" She stood suddenly erect,
pdlid as an ivory carving. 'Leucon cald' she said, and darted away. Dan followed dong the pebbled
path, but her speed was beyond his powers; at the porta he found only the Gray Weaver sanding cold
and gern. He raised his hand as Dan appeared.

"Your timeis short,' he said. 'Go, thinking of the havoc you have done.’

'Where's Galatea? gasped Dan.

'| have sent her away.' The old man blocked the entrance; for a moment Dan would have struck him
asde, but something withhed him. He stared wildly about the meadow-there! A flash of siver beyond
the river, at the edge of the forest. He turned and raced toward it, while motionless and cold the Gray
Weaver watched hm go.

'Galatea!' he cdled. 'Galateal’



He was over the river now, on the forest bank, running through columned vigtas that whirled about
him like mist. The world had gone cloudy; fine flakes danced like snow before his eyes, Paracosma was
dissolving around him. Through the chaos he fancied a glimpse of the girl, but closer approach Ieft him il
voidng his hopeless cry of 'Galateal’

After an endless time, he paused; something familiar about the spot struck him, and just as the red
aun edged above him, he recognized the place-the very point a which he had entered Paracosmal A
sense of futility overwhelmed him as for a moment he gazed at an unbdievable apparition-a dark window
hung in mid-air before him through which glowed rows of dectric lights Ludwig's window!

It vanished. But the trees writhed and the sky darkened, and he swayed dizzly in turmail. He redized
suddenly that he was no longer standing, but gtting in the midst of the crazy glade, and his hands clutched
something smooth and hard-the arms of that miserable hotel chair. Then at last he saw her, close before
him-Galatea, with sorrow-stricken features, her tear-filled eyes on his. He made a terific effort to rise,
stood erect, and fdl sprawling in a blaze of coruscating lights

He sruggled to his knees, walls-Ludwig's room-encompassed him; he must have dipped from the
chair. The magic spectacles lay before him, one lens splintered and spilling a fluid no longer water-clear,
but white as milk.

'God!" he muttered. He fet shaken, sick, exhausted, with a bitter sense of bereavement, and his head
ached fiercely. The room was drab, disguding; he wanted to get out of it. He glanced autométicdly at his
watch: four o'clock-he must have sat here nearly five hours. For the firg time he noticed Ludwig's
absence; he was glad of it and walked dully out of the door to an autométic elevator. There was no
response to his ring; someone was usng the thing. He walked three flights to the street and back to his
OwWn room.

In love with a vison! Worse-in love with a gifl who had never lived, in a fantagtic Utopia that was
literdly nowhere! He threw himsdf on his bed with a groan that was hdf a sob.

He saw findly the implication of the name Gaatea. Gaatea- Pygmdion's statue, given life by Venusin
the ancient Grecian myth. But his Gaatea, warm and lovely and vitd, mugt reman forever without the gift
of life, ance he was nether Pygmdion nor God.

He woke late in the morning, daring uncomprehendingly about for the fountain and pool of
Paracosma. Sow comprehension dawned; how much- how much of lagt night's experience had been
rel? How much was the product of acohol? Or had old Ludwig been right, and was there no difference
between redity and dream?

He changed his rumpled attire and wandered despondently to the street. He found Ludwig's hotel at
lagt; inquiry revealed that the diminutive professor had checked out, leaving no forwarding address.

Wha of it? Even Ludwig couldn't give what he sought, aliving Galatea. Dan was glad that he had
disappeared; he hated the little professor. Professor? Hypnotists cdled themsdves ‘professors” He
dragged through a weary day and then a deepless night back to Chicago.

It was mid-winter when he saw a suggedtively tiny figure ahead of himin the Loop. Ludwig! Y et what
use to hal him? His cry was automatic. 'Professor Ludwig!'

The dfin figure turned, recognized him, smiled. They stepped into the shelter of a building.

'I'm sorry about your machine, Professor. 1'd be glad to pay for the damage.’

'Ach, that was nothing-a cracked glass. But you-have you been ill?'Y ou look much the worse.'

'It's nothing,' said Dan. 'Y our show was marveous, Professor- marveloud 1'd have told you so, but
you were gone when it ended.’

Ludwig shrugged. 'l went to the lobby for a cigar. Five hours with awax dummy, you know!

It was marvelous, repeated Dan.

'So red? amiled the other. 'Only because you co-operated, then. It takes sdf-hypnosis!’

It was redl, dl right," agreed Dan glumly. ‘I don't understand it -that strange beautiful country.’

The trees were club-mosses enlarged by a lens' said Ludwig. 'All was trick photography, but
stereoscopic, as | told you-three dimensiond. The fruits were rubber; the house is a summer building on
our campus-Northern Universty. And the voice was mine you didn't speak at dl, except your name a
the firg, and | left a blank for that. | played your part, you see; | went around with the photographic



apparatus strapped on my head, to keep the viewpoint aways that of the observer. See? He grinned
wryly. 'Luckily I'm rather short, or you'd have seemed a giant.'

'Wait aminutel’ said Dan, his mind whirling. "Y ou say you played my part. Then Galatea-is she red
too?

'She's red enough,' said the Professor. 'My niece, a senior a Northern, and likes dramatics. She
helped me out with the thing. Why? Want to meet her?

Dan answered vaguedly, happily. An ache had vanished; a pain was eased. Paracosma was dtainable
alagt!

SHIFTING SEAS

IT DEVELOPED LATER tha Ted Wdling was one of the very few eye-witnesses of the
catastrophe, or rather, that among the million and a haf eyewitnesses, he was among the haf dozen that
aurvived. At the time, he was completely unaware of the extent of the disaster, dthough it looked bad
enough to himindl truth!

He was in a Colquigt gyro, just north of the spot where Lake Nicaragua drains its brown overflow
into the San Juan, and was bound for Managua, seventy-five miles north and west across the great inland
sea. Bdlow him, quite audible above the muffled whir of his motor, sounded the intermittent dicking of his
tripanoramic camera, adjusted ddicatdy to his speed so that its pictures could be assembled into a
beautiful rdief map of the terrain over which he passed. That, in fact, was the sole purpose of hisflight; he
hed left San Juan dd Norte early that morning to traverse the route of the proposed Nicaragua Cand,
flying for the Topographica branch of the U. S. Geological Survey. The United States, of course, had
owned the rights to the route since early in the century - a safeguard againgt any other nation's aspirations
to congtruct a competitor for the Panama Candl.

Now, however, the Nicaragua Cand was actudly under consderation. The over-burdened ditch that
crossed the Ishmus was groaning under vaslly increased traffic, and it became a question of either cutting
the vast trench another eghty-five feet to sedevel or opening an dternate passage. The Nicaragua route
was feasible enough; there was the San Juan emptying from the great |ake into the Atlantic, and there was
Lake Managua a dozen miles or so from the Pecific. It was Smply a matter of choice, and Ted Wdling,
of the Topographica Service of the Geological Survey, was doing his part to aid the choice.

At precisgly 10:40 it happened. Ted was gazing idy through a fainly misy moming toward
Ometepec, its cone of a peak plumed by dusky smoke. A hundred miles away, across both Lake
Nicaragua and Lake Managua, the fiery mountain was eesily vishle from his dtitude. All week, he knew,
it had been rumbling and smoking, but now, as he watched it, it burst like a mighty Roman candle.

There was aflash of white fire not less brilliant than the sun. There was a column of smoke with a red
core that spouted upward like a fountain and then mushroomed out. There was a moment of utter Slence
inwhich the camera clicked methodicaly, and then there was aroar asif the very roof of Hel had blown
away to let out the bellows of the damned!

Ted had one amazed thought - the sound had followed too quickly on the eruption! It should have
taken minutes to reach him at that distance - and then his thoughts were forcibly diverted as the Colquist
tossed and skittered like a legf in a hurricane. He caught an astonished glimpse of the terrain below, of
Lake Nicaragua heaving and bailing asif it were the seas that lash through the Straits of Magdlan instead
of abody of landlocked fresh water. On the shore to the east a colossal wave was bresking, and there in
a banana grove frightened figures were scampering away. And then, exactly as if by magic, a white migt
condensed about him, shutting out dl view of the world below.

He fought grimly for dtitude. He had had three thousand feet, but now, tossed in this wild ocean of
fog, of up-drafts and down-drafts, of pockets and bumps, he had no idea a dl of his pogtion. His
dtimeter needle quivered and jumped in the changing pressure, his compass spun, and he had not the
vaguest conception of the direction of the ground. So he struggled as best he could, ligening anxioudy to
the changing whine of his blades as dran grew and lessened. And below, deep as thunder, came
intermittent rumblings thet were, unless he imagined it, accompanied by the flagh of jagged fires.



Suddenly he was out of it. He burst aoruptly into clear air, and for a horrible indant it seemed to him
that he was actudly flying inverted. Apparently below him was the white sea of mit, and above was what
looked at first glance like dark ground, but a moment's scrutiny revedled it as a world-blanketing canopy
of smoke or dugt, through which the sun shone with a fantagtic blue light. He had heard of blue suns, he
recdled; they were one of the rarer phenomena of volcanic eruptions.

His dtimeter showed ten thousand. The vast plain of mis heaved in gigantic ridges like ralling waves,
and he fought upward away from it. At twenty thousand the air was steadier, but dill infinitdy above was
the sullen calling of smoke. Ted leveled out, turning a random north-cast, and relaxed.

"Whew!" he bresthed. "What - what happened?’

He couldn't land, of course, in that impenetrable fog. He flew doggedly north and cast, because there
was an airport a Bluefidds if this heaving sea of white didn't blanket it.

But it did. He had dill hdf a tank of fud, and, he bored grimly north. Far avay was a pillar of fire,
and beyond it to the right, another and a third. The firdt, of course, was Ometepec, but what were the
others? Fuego and Tgumulco? It seemed impossible.

Three hours later the fog was dill below him, and the grim roof of smoke was dropping as if to crush
hm between. He was going to have to land soon; even now he must have spanned Nicaragua and be
somewhere over Honduras. With a sort of desperate cadm he danted down toward the fog and plunged
in. He expected to crash; curioudy, the only thing he redly regretted was dying without a chance to say
goodbye to Kay Lovel, who was far off in Washington with her father, old Sr Joshua Lovel,
Ambassador from Gregt Britain.

When the needle read two hundred, he leveled off - and then, like a train bursing out of a tunnd, he
came clear agan! But under him was wild and raging ocean, whose waves seemed admog to graze the
ship. He spun dong at alow level, wondering savagely how he could possibly have wandered out to sea.
It must, he supposed, be the guif of Honduras.

He turned west. Within five minutes he had raised a sormlashed coast, and then - mirade of dl
miracled - atown! And alanding fidd, He pancaked over it, let his vanes idle, and dropped as verticdly
as he could in that volley of gusty winds.

It was Bdize in British Honduras. He recognized the port even before the attendants had reached
him.

"A Yankee" ydled the firg. "Aint that Y ankee luck for you!"

Ted grinned. "I needed it. What happened?’

"The roof over this part of Hell blew off. That's dl."

"Yeah. | saw that much. | was over it."

"Then you know moren any of us. Radio's dead and there an't no bloomin' telegraph at dl."

It began to rain suddenly, afierce, pattering rain with drops as big as marbles. The men broke for the
shdter of a hangar, where Ted's information, meager as it was, was avidly seized upon, for sensationd
newsis rare below the Tropic of Cancer. But none of them yet redized just how sensationd it was.

It was three days before Ted, and the rest of the world as wel, began to understand in part what had
happened. This was after hours of effort a Belize had findly raised Havana on the beam, and Ted had
reported through to old Asa Gaunt, his chief a Washington. He had been agreegbly surprised by the
promptness of the reply ordering him indantly to the Capitd; that meant a taste of the pleasant life that
Washington reserved for young departmentals, and most of dl, it meant a glimpse of Kay Lovel &fter
two months of letter-writing. So he had flown the solquist gayly across Yucatan Channd, left it at
Havana, and was now comfortably settled in a huge Caribbean plane bound for Washington, boring
Seadily north through a queerly misty mid-October morning.

At the moment, however, his thoughts were not of Kay. He was reading a grim newspaper account
of the catastrophe, and wondering what thousand-to-one shot had brought him unscathed through the
very midst of it. For the disaster overshadowed into inggnificance such little disturbances as the Ydlow
River flood in Ching, the eruption of Krakatoa, the holocaust of Mount Pelee, or even the great Japanese
earthquake of 1923, or any other terrible vidtation ever inflicted on a cvilized race.



For the Ring of Fire, that vast volcanic circle that surrounds the Pacific Ocean, perhaps the last
unhedled scars of the birththroes of the Moon, had burst into flame. Aniakchak in Alaska had blown its
top away, Fujiyama had vomited lava, on the Atlantic Sde La Soufriere and the terrible Pelee had
awakened again.

But these were minor. It was a the two volcanic fod, in Java and Centrd America, that the
firemountains had redlly shown their powers. What had happened in Java was gill a mystery, but on the
Ishmus - that was dready too plain. From Mosquito Bay to the Rio Coco, there was - ocean! Hdf of
Panama, seven-eighths of Nicaragua - and as for Costa Rica, that country was as if it had never been.
The Cand was a wreck, but Ted grinned awry grin a the thought that it was now as unnecessary as a
pyramid. North and South America had been cut adrift, and the Ishmus, the land that had once known
Atlantis, had gone to jainiit.

*k*

In Washington Ted reported a once to Asa Gaunt. That dry Texan questioned him closdy
concerning his experience, grunted disgustedly at the paucity of information, and then ordered him tersaly
to attend ameeting a his office in the evening. There remained a full afternoon to devote to Kay, and Ted
log little timein so devoting it.

He didn't see her done. Washington, like the rest of the world, was full of excitement because of the
earthquake, but in Washington more than e sawhere the tak was less of the million and a hdf deaths and
more largely of the other consequences. After dl, the bulk of the deeths had been among the natives, and
it was a sort of remote tragedy, like the perishing of so many Chinese. It affected only those who had
friends or rdativesin the stricken region, and these were few in number.

But & Kay's home Ted encountered an excited group arguing physcd results. Obvioudy, the
remova of the bottleneck of the Cand strengthened the navd power of the United States enormoudy.
No need now to guard the vulnerable Canal so intensvely. The whole fleet could stream abreast through
the four hundred mile gap left by the subsidence. Of course the country would lose the revenues of the
toll-charges, but that was balanced by the cessation of the expense of fortifying and guarding.

Ted fumed until he managed a few moments of greeting with Kay adone. Once that was concluded to
his satisfaction, he joined the discussion as eagerly as the rest. But no one even considered the one factor
in the whole catastrophe that could change the entire higtory of the world.

At the evening medting Ted stared around him in surprise. He recognized dl those present, but the
reasons for ther presence were obscure. Of course there was Asa Gaunt, head of the Geologica
Survey, and of course there was Golsborough, Secretary of the Interior, because the Survey was one of
his departments. But what was Maxwell, joint Secretary of War and the Navy, doing there? And why
was slent John Parish, Secretary of State, frowning down at his shoes in the corner?

Asa Gaunt cleared histhroat and began. "Do any of you like eds?" he asked soberly.

There was amurmur. "Why, | do," said Golsborough, who had once been Consul a Venice. "What
about it?"

"This - that you'd better buy some and eat ‘em tomorrow. There won't be any more eds”

"No more eds?'

"No more edls. You see, eds breed in the Sargasso Sea, and there won't be any Sargasso Sea”

"What isthis?' growled Maxwell. "I'm a busy man. No more Sargasso Sea, huh!"

"Yourelikdy to be buser soon,” sad Asa Gaunt dryly. He frowned. "Let me ask one other question.
Does anyone here know what spot on the American continent is opposite London, England?”

Golshorough shifted impatiently, "I don't see the trend of this Asa" he grunted, "but my guess is that
New Y ork City and London are nearly in the same latitude. Or maybe New York's alittle to the north,
gnce | know its dimate is somewhat colder.”

"Hah!" said Asa Gaunt. "Any dissgreement?'

There was none. "Wel," said the head of the Survey, "you're dl wrong, then. London is about one
thousand miles north of New Y ork. It'sin the latitude of southern Labrador!”

"Labrador! That's practicdly the Arctic!”



Asa Gaunt pulled down alarge map on the wdl behind him, a Mercator projection of the world.

"Look a it," he said. "New York's in the laitude of Rome, Italy. Washington's opposite Naples.
Norfolk's leve with Tunisin Africa, and Jacksonville with the Sahara Desert. And gentlemen, these facts
lead to the conclusion that next summer is going to see the wildest war in the history of the world!"

Even Ted, who knew his superior wel enough to swear to his sanity, could not resst a glance at the
faces of the others, and met their eyes with full understanding of the suspicion in them.

Maxwel cleared histhroat. "Of course, of course” he said gruffly. "So therell be a war and no more
eds That's very easy to fallow, but | believe I'll ask you gentlemen to excuse me. You see, | don't care
for eds”

"Just a moment more” said Asa Gaunt. He began to speak, and little by little a grim understanding
dawned on the four he faced.

* % %

Ted remained after the gppaled and sobered group had departed. His mind was too chaotic as yet
for other occupations, and it was aready too lae in the evening to find Kay, even had he dared with
these Oppressive reveations weighing on him.

"Areyou sure?' he asked nervoudy. "Are you quite certain?

"Wdl, let's go over it again,” grunted Asa Gaunt, turning to the map. He swept his hand over the
white lines drawn in the Pacific Ocean. "Look here. This is the Equatorid Counter Current, sweeping
cast to wash the shores of Guatemaa, Salvador, Honduras, Nicaragua, Costa Rica, and Panama.”

"I know. I've flown over every square mile of that coast.”

"Uh." The older man turned to the blue-mapped expanse of the Atlantic. "And here" he resumed, "is
the North Equatorid Drift, coming west out of the Atlantic to sweep around Cuba into the Gulf, and to
emerge as - the Guif Stream. It flows at an average speed of three knots per hour, is Sxty miles broad, a
hundred fathoms deep, and possesses, to start with, an average temperature of 50 degrees. And here it
mests the Labrador Current and turns east to carry warmth to dl of Western Europe. That's why
England is habitable; that's why southern France is semi-tropicd; that's why men can live even in Norway
and Sweden. Look at Scandinavia, Ted; it'sin the laitude of centrd Greenland, leved with Bafin Bay.
Even Eskimos have difficulty scraping aliving on Beffin Idand.”

"I know," said Ted in avoice like a groan. "But are you certain about - the rest of this?"

"See for yoursdf," growled Asa Gaunt. "The barrier's down now. The Equatorid Counter Current,
moving two knots per hour, will sweep right over what used to be Central America and strike the North
Equatorid Drift just south of Cuba. Do you see what will happen - is hgppening - to the Guif Stream?
Instead of moving northeast dong the Atlantic coast, it will flow dmost due east, across what used to be
the Sargasso Sea. Instead of bathing the shores of Northern Europe, it will strike the Spanish peninsula,
judt as the current, called the West Wind Drift does now, and instead of veering north it will turn south,
dong the coast of Africa At three knots an hour it will take less than three months for the Guif Stream to
ddiver itslagt gdlon of warm water to Europe. That brings us to January - and after January, what?'

Ted said nothing.

"Now," resumed Asa Gaunt grimly, “the part of Europe occupied by countries dependent on the Gulf
Stream consigts of Norway, Sweden, Denmark, Germany, the British 1des, the Netherlands, Begium,
France, and to a lesser extent, severd others. Before Sx months have passed, Ted, you're going to see a
redignment of Europe. The Gulf Stream countries are going to be driven together; Germany and France
are suddenly going to become bosom friends, and France and Russa, friendy as they are today, are
going to be hitter enemies. Do you see why?"

“N - no."

"Because the countries 1've named now support over two hundred million inhabitants. Two hundred
million, Ted! And without the Gulf Stream, when England and Germany have the dimate of Labrador,
and France of Newfoundland, and Scandinavia of Béffin Land - how many people can those regions
support then? Three or four million, perhaps, and that with difficulty. Where will the others go?"

"Where?'

"I can tdl you where they'll try to go. England will try to unload its surplus population on its colonies.



Indias hopelesdy overcrowded, but South Africa, Canada, Audrdia, and New Zedand can absorb
some. About twenty-five of itsfifty millions, | should estimate, because Canadas a northern country and
Audrdiadesert in avas part of it. France has Northern Africa, dready nearly as populous as it can be.
The others - wdl, you guess, Ted."

"I will. Siberia, South America, and - the United States!"

"A good guess. That'swhy Russia and France will no longer be the best of friends. South Americais
a skeleton continent, a shell. The interior is unfit for white men, and so - it leaves Siberia and North
America. What awar'sin the making!"

"It's dmogt unbdievable” muttered Ted. "Just when the world seemed to be sdttling down, too.”

"Oh, it's happened before," observed Asa Gaunt. "This isn't the only dimatic change that brought on
war. It was decreasing ranfdl in centra Adathat sent the Huns scouring Europe, and probably the Goths
and Vandds as wdl. But it's never happened to two hundred million civilized people beforel” He paused.
"The newspapers are dl dhrieking about the million and a hdf deaths in Centrd America. By this time
next year they'll have forgotten that amillion and a haf deaths ever rated a heedling!”

"But good Lord!" Ted burgt out. "Isnt there anything to be done about it?"

"Sure, sure,” said Asa Gaunt. "Go find a nice tame earthquake that will raise back the forty thousand
square milesthe last one sunk. That's dl you have to do, and if you can't do that, Maxwdl's suggestion is
the next best: build submarines and submarines. They can't invade a country if they can't get to it.”

Asa Gaunt was beyond doubt the firsg man in the world to redize the full implications of the Centrd
American disaster, but he was not very much ahead of the brilliant Sr Phineas Grey of the Royd Society.
Fortunately (or unfortunately, depending on which shore of the Atlantic you cal home), Sir Phineas was
known to the world of journdiam as somewhat of a sensationdist, and his warning was treated by the
English and Continental newspapers as on a par with those recurrent predictions of the end of the world.
Parliament noticed the warning just once, when Lord Rathmere rose in the Upper House to complain of
the unseasonably warm weether and to suggest dryly that the Guif Stream be turned off a month early this
year. But now and again some oceanographer made the ingde pages by agreeing with Sr Phiness.

So Chrigmas approached very quietly, and Ted, happy enough to be stationed in Washington, spent
his days in routine topographical work in the office and his evenings, as many as she permitted, with Kay
Lovdl. And she did permit an increasing number, so that the round of gaiety during the holidays found
them on the verge of engagement. They were engaged so far as the two of them were concerned, and
only awaited a propitious moment to inform Sir Joshua, whose approva Kay fdt, with true English
conservatism, was a necessity.

Ted worried often enough about the dark picture Asa Gaunt had drawn, but an oath of secrecy kept
him from ever mentioning it to Kay. Once, when she had casudly brought up the subject of Sir Phineas
Grey and his warning, Ted had sammered some inanity and hedtily switched the subject. But with the
turn of the year and January, things began to change.

It was on the fourteenth that the fird taste of cold struck Europe. London shivered for twenty-four
hours in the unheard-of temperature of twenty below zero, and Paris argued and gesticulated about its
grands froids. Then the high pressure area moved eastward and normal temperatures returned.

But not for long. On the twenty-firs another zone of frigid temperature came drifting in on the
Westerlies, and the English and Continentd papers, carefully filed at the Congressond Library, began to
betray a note of panic. Ted read the editorid comments avidly: of course Sir Phineas Grey was crazy; of
course he was - but just suppose he were right. Just suppose he were. Wasn't it unthinkable that the
safety and mgesty of Germany (or France or England or Bdgium, depending on the particular capitd
whence the paper came) was subject to the disturbances of a little strip of land seven thousand miles
away? Germany (or France, et d) mugt contral its own destiny.

With the third wave of Arctic cold, the tone became openly fearful. Perhaps Srr Phineas was right.
What then? What was to be done? There were rumblings and mutterings in Paris and Berlin, and even
dad Odo witnessed a riot, and conservative London as wel. Ted began to redize that Asa Gaunt's
predictions were founded on keen judgment; the German government made an openly friendly gesture



toward France in a delicate border matter, and France reciprocated with an equdly indulgent note.
Russa protested and was palitdy ignored; Europe was definitey redigning itsdlf, and in desperate haste.

But America, save for a harassed group in Washington, had only casud interest in the matter. When
reports of suffering among the poor began to come during the fird week in February, a drive was
launched to provide rdief funds, but it met with only nomind success. People just weren't interested; a
cold winter lacked the dramatic power of a flood, a fire, or an earthquake. But the papers reported in
increesing anxiety that the immigration quotas, unapproached for a hdf a dozen years, were ful agan;
there was the beginning of an exodus from the Gulf Stream countries.

By the second week in February stark panic had gripped Europe, and echoes of it began to
penetrate even df-sufficient America. The redignment of the Powers was definite and open now, and
Spain, Itdy, the Bakans, and Russa found themsdlves herded together, facing an ominous thunderhead
on the north and west. Russiaingantly forgot her longstanding quarrel with Japan, and Japan, oddly, was
willing enough to forget her own grievances. There was a strange shifting of sympathies; the nations which
possessed large and thinly populated areas - Russia, the United States, Mexico, and dl of South America
- were gaing back at a frantic Europe that awaited only the reease of summer to launch a greater
invagon then any history had recorded. Attila and his horde of Huns - the Mongol waves that beat down
on China - even the vast movements of the white race into North and South America - dl these were but
minor migrations to that which threatened now. Two hundred million people, backed by colossa fighting
power, glaing panic-stricken at the empty places of the world. No one knew where the thunderbolt
would strike firgt, but that it would strike was beyond doubt.

While Europe shivered in the grip of an incredible winter, Ted shivered at the thought of certain
persona problems of his own. The frantic world found an echo in his own stuation, for here was he,
America in miniature, and there was Kay Lovdl, a smdl edition of Britannia Ther sympathies clashed
like those of their respective nations.

Thetime for secrecy was over. Ted faced Kay before the fireplace in her home and stared from her
face to the cheery fire, whose brightness merdly accentuated his gloom.

"Yeeh," he admitted. "I knew about it. I've known it snce a couple of days after the Ishmus
earthquake.”

"Then why didn't you tdl me? Y ou should have"

"Couldnt. | swore not to tdl.”

"It ign't far!" blazed Kay. "Why should it fdl on England? | tdll you it sSckens me even to think of
Merccroft ganding therein snow, like some old Norse tower. It was born in Warwickshire, Ted, and so
was my father, and his father, and his, and dl of us back to the time of William the Conqueror. Do you
think it's a pleasant thing to think of my mother's rose garden as barren as - as a tundra?'

"I'm sorry,” said Ted gently, "but what can | - or anyone - do about it? I'm just glad you're here on
thissde of the Atlantic, where you're sefe”

"Sae" she flashed. "Yes, I'm safe, but what about my people? I'm safe because I'm in America, the
lucky country, the chosen land! Why did this have to happen to England? The Guif Stream washes your
shores too. Why aren't Americans shivering and freezing and frightened and hopeless, instead of being
wam and comfortable and indifferent? |s thet far?"

"The Gulf Stream," he explained miserably, "doean't affect our dimate so definitdy because in the first
place werre much farther south than Europe and in the second place our prevaling winds are from the
wes, just as England's. But our winds blow from the land to the Guif Stream, and England's from the
Guf Stream to the land.”

"Butit's not fair! It's not far!”

"Can| hdpit, Kay?'

"Oh, | suppose nat," she agreed in suddenly weary tones, and then, with a resurgence of anger, "But
you people can do something about it! Look here! Ligen to thid"”

She spied a week-old copy of the London Times, fingered rgpidly through it, and turned on Ted.
"Ligen - just ligen! "And in the name of humeanity it is not asking too much to ingg that our Sster nation



open her gates to us. Let us sHtle the vast areas where now only Indian tribes hunt and buffao range.
We would not be the, only ones to gain by such a settlement, for we would bring to the new country a
sane, indugtrious, law-abiding citizenry, no harborers of highwaymen and gangsters - a point wel worth
conddering. We would bring a great new purchasing public for American manufacturers, carrying with us
dl our portable wedth. And findly, we would provide a host of eager defendersin the war for territory, a
war that now seems inevitable. Our language is one with thers, surdy this is the logicd solution,
especidly when one remembers that the state of Texas done contains land enough to supply two acres to
every man, woman, and child on earth!” She paused and stared defiantly at Ted. "Wdl?'

He snorted. "Indians and buffdo!" he snapped. "Have you seen ether one in the United States?!

"No, but-"

"And as for Texas, sure there's enough land there for two acres to everybody in the world, but why
didnt your editor mention that two acres won't even support a cow over much of it? The Llano
Estacado's nothing but an dkdi desert, and ther€'s a scarcity of water in lots of the rest of it. On that
argument, you ought to move to Greenland; I'l bet there's land enough there for Sx acres per person!”

"That may be true, but-"

"And as for a great new purchasing public, your portable wedth is gold and paper money, isnt it?
The gold'sdl right, but what good is a pound if there's no British credit to back it? Y our great new public
would amply swell the ranks of the unemployed until American indusiry could absorb them, which might
take yearst And meanwhile wages would go down to nothing because of an enormous surplus of 1abor,
and food and rent would go skyhigh because of millions of extra somachs to feed and bodies to shdter.”

"All right!" said Kay bleskly. "Argue dl you wish. I'll even concede that your arguments are right, but
theré's one thing I know is wrong, and that's leaving fifty million English people to starve and freeze and
auffer in a country that's been moved, as far as dimate goes, to the North Pole. Why, you even get
excited over a newspaper story about one poor family in an unheated hovel! Then what about a whole
netion whose furnace has gone out?"

"What," countered Ted grimly, "about the seven or eight other nations whose furnaces have aso gone
out?'

"But England deserves priority!" she blazed. "You took your language from us, your literature, your
laws, your whole cvilization. Why, even now you ought to be nothing but an English colony! Thet's dl
you are, if you want the truth!”

"Wethink differently. Anyway, you know as wel as | tha the United States can't open the door to
one nation and exclude the others. It must be dl or none, and that means - nong!”

"And that means war," she said bitterly. "Oh, Ted! | can't help the way | fed. | have people over
there - aunts, cousns, friends. Do you think | can stand indifferently aside while they're ruined? Although
they're ruined dready, as far as that goes. Land's dready dropped to nothing there. You can't <l it at
any price now."

"I know. I'm sorry, Kay, but it's no oné's fault. No one's to blame.”

"And so no one needs to do anything about it, | suppose. Isthat your nice American theory?”

"You know that isnt fair! What can we do?'

"You could let usin! Asitiswell have to fight our way in, and you can't blame ud"

"Kay, no nation and no group of naions can invade this country. Even if our navy were utterly
destroyed, bow far from the sea do you think a hogtile aamy could march? It would be Napoleon in
Russadl over again; your amy marchesin and is swalowed up. And where is Europe going to find the
food to support an invading army? Do you think it could live on the land as it moved? | tdl you no sane
nation would try that!"

"No sane nation, perhaps!™" she retorted fiercely. "Do you think you're deding with sane nations?’

He shrugged gloomily.

"They're desperate!” she went on. "l don't blame them. Whatever they do, you've brought it on
yoursalves. Now youll be fighting dl of Europe, when you could have the British navy on your sde. It's
dupid. It's worse then supid; it's sefish!”

"Kay," he said miserably, "I can't argue with you. | know how you fed, and | know it's q bdl of a



gtuation. But even if | agreed with everything you've said - which | don't - what could | do about it? I'm
not the Presdent and I'm not Congress. Let's drop the argument for this evening, honey; it's just meking
you unhappy.”

"Unhgppy! Asif | could ever be anything ese when everything | vaue, everything | love, is doomed
to be buried under Arctic snow."

"Bverything, Kay?' he asked gently. "Haven't you forgotten that there's something for you on this sde
of the Atlantic as wel?"

"l haven't forgotten anything,” she said coldly. "l said everything, and | mean it. Americal | hate
America Yes, and | hate Americans too!™

"Kay!"

"And what's more," she blazed, "I wouldn't marry an American if he - if he could rebuild the Ishmud
If England's to freeze, I'll freeze with her, and if England's to fight, her enemies are ming™

She rose suddenly to her feet, ddiberately averted her eyes from his troubled face, and staked out of
the room.

Sometimes, during those hectic weeks in February, Ted wormed his way into the Vistor's Gdlery in
one or the other Congressiona house. The out-going Congress, due to stand for re-election in the fdl,
was the focd point of the dawning hysteriain the nation, and was bettling sensationdly through its dosing
sesson. Routine matters were ignored, and day after day found both houses conddering the
unprecedented emergency with a sort of appdled inability to act in any effective unison. Freak hills of dl
description were read, considered, tabled, reconsidered, put to a second reading, and tabled again. The
hard-money boom of a year earlier had swept in a Conservative mgority in the off-year eections, but
they had no red policy to offer, and the proposals of the minority group of Laborites and Leftists were
voted down without subgtitutes being suggested.

Some of the weirdest hillsin dl the weird annds of Congress appeared at this time. Ted listened in
fascination to the Leftist proposal that each American family adopt two Europeans, splitting its income
into thirds; to a suggestion that Continentas be advised to undergo voluntary gterilization, thus restraining
the emergency to the time of one generation; to a fantastic paper money scheme of the Senator from the
new date of Alaska, that was to provide a magic formula to permit Europe to purchase its livdihood
without impoverishing the rest of the world. There were suggestions of outright relief, but the problem of
chaity to two hundred million people was so obvioudy staggering that this proposal at least received little
atention. But there were certain hills that passed both houses without debate, gaining the votes of
Leftigs, Laborites, and Conservatives dike these were the grim appropriations for submarines,
super-bombers and interceptors, and aircraft-carriers.

Those were strange, hectic days in Washington. Outwardly there was ill the same gay society that
gathers like froth around dl great capitds, and Ted, of course, beng young and decidedly not
unattractive, received his full share of invitations. But not even the least sendtive could have overlooked
the dark undercurrents of hysteria that flowed just benesth the surface. There was dancing, there was gay
dinner conversation, there was laughter, but beneath dl of it was fear. Ted was not the only one to notice
that the diplomatic representatives of the Gulf Stream countries were conspicuous by their absence from
dl affars save those of such importance that ther presence was a maiter of policy. And even then,
incidents occurred; he was present when the Minister from France stalked angrily from the room because
some hostess had betrayed the poor taste of permitting her dance orchestra to play a certain popular
number caled "The Gulf Stream Blues" Newspapers carefully refrained from mentioning the occurrence,
but Washington buzzed with it for days.

Ted looked invan for Kay. Her father appeared when appearance was necessary, but Ted had not
seen the girl since her abrupt dismissal of him, and in reply to his inquiries, Sir Joshua granted only the
oruff and double-edged explanation that she was "indigposed.” So Ted worried and fumed about her in
van, until he scarcely knew whether his own Stuation or that of the world was more important. In the last
andyss, of course, the two were one and the same.

The world was like a crystd of nitrogen iodide, waiting only the drying-out of summer to explode.
Under its frozen surface Europe was seething like Mounts Erebus and Terror that blaze in the ice of



Antarctica. Little Hungary had massed its army on the west, beyond doubt to oppose a Smilar massng
on the part of the Anschlus. Of this particular report, Ted heard Maxwel say with an ar of rdief thet it
indicated that Germany had turned her face inland; it meant one less potential enemy for America. But the
maitime nations were another story, and especidly mighty Britain, whose world-girdling flest was
gathering day by day in the Atlantic. That was a crowded ocean indeed, for on its westward shore was
massed the American battle fleet, built at last to treaty srength, and building far beyond it, while north
and south piled every vessd that could raise a pound of steamn, bearing those fortunates who could leave
their European homes to whatever lands hope cdled them. Africa and Audrdia, wherever Europe had
colonies, were recaiving an unheard of stream of immigrants. But this stream was actudly only the merest
trickle, composed of those who possessed auffident liquid wedth to encompass the journey. Untold
millions remained chained to their homes, bound by the possession of unsdable lands, or by invesments
in business, or by sentiment, or by the smple lack of aufficient funds to buy passage for families And
throughout dl of the afflicted countries were those who dung stubbornly to hope, who beieved even in
the grip of that unbdievable winter that the danger would pass, and that things would come right in the
end.

Blunt, straightforward little Holland was the firg nation to propose openly a wholesde transfer of
population. Ted read the note, or at least the verson of it given the press on February 21<t. In substance
it amply repeated the arguments Kay had read from the London paper - the plea to humanity, the
afirmation of an honest and indudtrious citizenry, and the appeal to the friendship that had dways existed
between the two nations, and the communication closed with a request for an immediate reply because of
"the urgency of the Stuaion.” And an immediate reply was forthcoming.

This was a0 given to the press. In suave and very polished diplomatic language it pointed out that
the United States could hardly admit nationds of one country while exdluding those of others. Under the
terms of the Nationd Origins Act, Dutch immigrants would be welcomed to the full extent of their quota
It was even possible that the quota might be increased, but it was not conceivable that it could be
removed entirly. The note was in effect a suave, dignified, diplomatic 'No.'

March drifted in on a southwest wind. In the Southern states it brought spring, and in Washington a
fant forerunner of balmy weather to come, but to the Guif Stream countries it brought no release from the
Arctic winter that had falen on them with itsicy mantle. Only in the Basgue country of Southern France,
where vagrant winds dipped a intervals across the Pyranees with the warm breath of the deflected
Stream, was there any sgn of the rdaxing of that frigid clutch. But that was a promise; April would come,
and May - and the world flexed its stedd muscles for war.

Everyone knew now that war threatened. After the firsd few notes and replies, no more were
rdeased to the press, but everyone knew that notes, representatives, and communiques were flying
between the powers like a flurry of white doves, and everyone knew, at least in Washington, that the
tenor of those notes was no longer dove-like. Now they carried brusque demands and blunt refusals.

Ted knew as much of the Stuation as any dert observer, but no more. He and Asa Gaunt discussed
it endlesdy, but the dry Texan, having made his predictions and seen them verified, was no longer in the
middle of the turmoail, for his bureau had, of course, nothing to do with the afar now. So the Geologicd
Survey staggered on under a woefully reduced appropriation, a handicgp shared by every other
governmenta function that had no direct bearing on defense.

All the American countries, and for that matter, every nation save those in Western Europe, were
enjoying a feverish, aonormal, hectic boom. The flight of capitd from Europe, and the frantic cry for
food, had created a rush of business, incessant, avid, and exports mounted unbdievably. In this
emergency, France and the nations under her hegemony, those who had dung so stubbornly, to gold ever
snce the second revauation of the franc, were now at a marked advantage, snce their money would buy
more wheat, more cattle, and more coa. But the paper countries, especidly Britain, shivered and froze in
stone cottage and draughty manor dike.

On the deventh of March, that memorable Tuesday when the thermometer touched twenty-eight
below in London, Ted reached a decison toward which he had been sruggling for Sx weeks. He was
going to swalow his pride and see Kay again. Washington was buzzing with rumors that Sir Joshua was



to be recalled, that diplomatic relations with England were to be broken as they had aready been broken
with France. The entire nation moved about its dally businessin an air of tense expectancy, for the break
with France meant little in view of that country's negligible sea power, but now, if the colossus of the
British navy were to dign itsdf with the French army-.

But what troubled Ted was a much more persond problem. If Sir Joshua Lovel were recdled to
London, that meant that Kay would accompany him, and once she were caught in the frozen Hdl of
Europe, he had a panicky feding that she was logt to him forever. When war broke, as it surdy mug,
there would go his last hope of ever seeing her again. Europe, gpparently, was doomed, for it seemed
impossible that any successful invason could be carried on over thousands of miles of ocean, but if he
could save the one fragment of Europe that meant everything to him, if he could somehow save Kay
Lovdl, it was worth the sacrifice of pride or of anything else. So he cdled one find time on the telephone,
received the same response from an unfriendy maid, and then Ieft the dmos idle office and drove
directly to her home.

The same maid answered his ring. "Miss Lovdl is not in," she said coldly. "I told you that when you
telephoned.”

"Il wait," returned Ted grimly, and thrust himsdlf through the door. He seated himsdf stdlidly in the
hdll, glared back at the maid, and waited. It was no more than five minutes before Kay hersdlf appeared,
coming wearily down the steps.

"I wish you'd leave," she said. She was pdlid and troubled, and he fdt a great surge of sympathy.

"l won't leave."

"What do | have to do to make you go away? | don't want to see you, Ted."

"If youll talk to mejust hdf an hour, Il go." She yielded listlesdy, leading the way into the living room
where afire dill crackled in cheerful irony. "WdI?" she asked.

"Kay, do you love me?'

" - No, | don't!"

"Kay," he perdgsted gently, "do you love me enough to marry me and stay here where you're safe?!

Tears glisgened suddenly in her brown eves. "I hate you,” she said. "I hate dl of you. You're a nation
of murderers. You'e like the East Indian Thugs, only they cal murder rdigion and you cdl it patriotism.”

"I won't even argue with you, Kay. | can't blame you for your viewpoint, and | can't blame you for
not understanding mine. But - do you love me?'

"All right,”" she said in sudden weariness. "'l do."

"And will you marry me?'

"No. No, | won't marry you, Ted. I'm going back to England.”

"Thenwill you marry me first? I'll let you go back, Kay, but afterwards - if there's any world left after
what's coming - | could bring you back here. I'll have to fight for whet | believein, and | won't ask you to
gay with me during the time our nations are enemies, but afterwards, Kay - if you're my wife | could
bring you here. Don't you see?"

"l see, but - no."

"Why, Kay? You said you loved me."

"I do," she said dmog hitterly. "I wish | didn't, because | can't marry you hating your people the way
| do. If you were onmy side, Ted, | swear I'd marry you tomorrow, or today, or five minutes from now -
but asitis | cant. It just wouldn't be fair."

"Youd not want me to turn traitor,” he responded gloomily. "One thing I'm sure of, Kay, is that you
couldn't love atraitor." He paused. "Isit goodbye, then?'

"Yes" There were tearsin her eyes agan. "It isn't public yet, but father has been recdled. Tomorrow
he presents hisrecdl to the Secretary of State, and the day after we leave for England. Thisis goodbye.”

"That does mean war!” he muttered. "I've been hoping that in spite of everything - God knows I'm
sorry, Kay. | don't blame you for the way you fed. You couldn't fed differently and ill be Kay Lovell,
but - it's damned hard. It's damned hard!"

She agreed slently. After a moment she said, "Think of my part of it, Ted - going back to a home
that's like - well, the Rockefeler Mountains in Antarctica. | tdl you, I'd rather it had been England that



aunk into the seal That would have been easier, much easier then this. If it had sunk until the waves rolled
over the very peak of Ben Macdubl-" She broke off.

"The waves are raling over higher pesks than Ben Macdubl," he responded drearily. "They're-"
Suddenly he paused, garing at Kay with his jaw dropping and awild light in his eyes!

"The Seerra Madrel” he bellowed, in such a roaring voice tha the gil shrank away. "The Mother
range! The Serra Madre! The Sierra Madrel™

"Wh - what?' she gasped.

"The Sierra! Ligen to me, Kay! Ligen to mel Do you trust mel Will you do something - something
for both of us? Us? | mean for the world! Will you?'

"I know you will! Kay, keep your father from presenting his recdl! Keep him here another ten days -
even another week. Can you?'

"How? How can 17

"I don't know. Any way at dl. Get Sck. Get too Sck to travel, and beg him not to present his papers
until you can leave. Or - or tdl him that the United States will make his country an aternate proposa in a
few days. That's the truth. | swear that's true, Kay."

"But - but he won't believe me”

"He's got to! | don't care how you do it, but keep him here! And have him report to the Foreign
Office that new developments - vadtly important developments - have come up. That's true, Kay."

"True? Then what are they?'

"Thereisnt time to explain. Will you do what | ask?"

"Il tryt

"Youre - wel youre marvdoud” he said huskily. He stared into her tragic brown eyes, kissed her
lightly, and rushed away.

Asa Gaunt was scowling down a a map of the dead Salton Sea when Ted dashed unannounced into
the office. The rangy Texan looked up with a dry smile a the unceremonious entry.

"I've got it!" ydled Ted.

"A bad case of it," agreed Asa Gaunt. "What's the diagnoss?"

"No, | mean- Say, has the Survey taken soundings over the Ishmus?’

"The Dolphin's been there for weeks,” said the older man. "You know you can't map forty thousand
sguare miles of ocean bed during the lunch hour.”

"Where" shouted Ted, "are they sounding?'

"Over Pearl Cay Point, Bluefidds Monkey Point, and San Juan dd Norte, of course. Naurdly
they'll sound the places where there were citiesfirst of dl.”

"Oh, naturdly!" said Ted, suppressing his voice to a tense quiver. "And where is the Malin?’

"Idle a Newport News. We can't operate both of them under this year's budget.”

"To hdl with the budget!” flared Ted. "Get the Marlin there too, and any other vessd that can carry
an eectric plumb!”

"Yes, gr - right away, gr," said Asa Gaunt dryly. "When did you rdieve Golshorough as Secretary of
the Interior, Mr. Wdling?'

"I'm sorry,” replied Ted. "I'm not giving orders, but 1've thought of something. Something that may get
dl of usout of this mess werein."

"Indeed? Sounds mildy interesting. Isit another of these internationd fia - money schemes?"

"No!" blazed Ted. "It'sthe Serra Madre! Don't you see?

"In words of one syllable, no."

"Then ligen! I've flovn over every square mile of the sunken territory. I've mapped and
photographed it, and I've lad out the geodetics. | know that buried strip of land as wel as | know the
humps and hollowsin my own bed.”

"Congratulations, but what of it?'

"Thid" snapped Ted. He turned to the wal, pulled down the topographicd map of Centra America,
and began to speak. After awhile Asa Gaunt leaned forward in his chair and a queer light gathered in his



pde blue eyes.

**k*

What follows has been recorded and interpreted in a hundred ways by numberless higorians. The
gory of the Dolphin and the Marlin, sounding in frantic haste the course of the submerged Cordilleras, is
initsdf romance of the first order. The secret story of diplomacy, the holding of Britain's neutrdity so that
the lesser sea powers dared not declare war across three thousand miles of ocean, is another romance
that will never be told openly. But the most fastinating story of dl, the building of the Cordilleran
Inter-continental Wall, has been told so often that it needs little comment.

The soundings traced the irregular course of the sunken Sierra Madre mountains. Ted's guess was
judtified; the peaks of the range were not inaccessbly far below the surface. A route was found where
the Equatorial Counter Current swept over them with a depth a no point greater than forty fathoms, and
the building of the Wl began on March the 31, began in frantic haste, for the task utterly dwarfed the
digging of the abandoned Cand itsdf. By the end of September some two hundred miles had been raised
to searlevel, amighty rampart seventy-five feet broad a its narrowest point, and with an extreme height
of two hundred and forty feet and an average of ningty.

There was 4ill dmogt hdf to be completed when winter swept out of the north over a frightened
Europe, but the hdf that had been built was the criticd sector. On one side washed the Counter Current,
on the other the Equatorid Drift, bound to join the Gulf Stream inits dow march toward Europe, And the
mighty Stream, traced by a hundred oceanographic vessdls, veered dowly northward again, and bathed
fird the shores of France, then of England, and findly of the high northern Scandinavian Peninsula. Winter
came drifting in as mildly as of old, and asgh of rdief went up from every nation in the world.

Ogengbly the Cordilleran Inter-continental Wal was constructed by the United States. A good
many of the more chauvinigic newspapers bewailed the appearance of Uncle Sam as a sucker again,
paying for the five hundred million dollar project for the benefit of Europe. No one noticed that there was
no Congressond appropriation for the purpose, nor has anyone snce wondered why the British nava
bases on Trinidad, Jamaica, and a Bdlize have harbored so large a portion of His Mgesty's Atlantic
Fleet. Nor, for that matter, has anyone inquired why the dead war debts were so suddenly exhumed and
settled so chearfully by the European powers.

A few higtorians and economists may suspect. The truth is that the Cordilleran Inter-continental Wall
hes given the United States a world hegemony, in fact dmost a world empire. From the south tip of
Texas, from Horida, from Puerto Rico, and from the othewise usdess Cand Zone, a thousand
American planes could bomb the Wl into ruin. No European nation dares risk that.

Moreover, no naion in the world, not even in the orient where the Guif Stream has no dimatic
influence, dares threaten war on America. If Japan, for ingance, should so much as speak a hogtile word,
the whole military might of Europe would turn againgt her. Europe smply cannot risk an attack on the
Wall, and certainly the firg effort of a nation a war with the United States would be to force a passage
through the Wall.

In effect the United States can command the armies of Europe with a few bombing planes, though
not even the mogt ardent pacifists have yet suggested that experiment. But such are the results of the
barrier offiddly known as the Cordilleran Intercontinenta Wall, but caled by every newspaper &fter its
originator, the Wdling Wall.

**k*

It was mid-summer before Ted had time enough to consder marriage and a honeymoon. He and
Kay spent the latter on the Caribbean, cruisng that treacherous seain a sturdy fifty-foot doop lent for the
occason by Asa Gaunt and the Geologica Survey. They spent a good share of the time watching the
great dredges and congtruction vessels working desperately at the task of adding millions of cubic yards
to the peaks of the submarine range that was once the Sierra Madre. And one day as they lay on the
deck in svimming suits, bent on acquiring atropical tan, Ted asked her a question.

"By the way," he began, "youve never told me how you managed to keep Sir Joshua in the States.
Tha galed off war just long enough for thisthing to be worked out and presented. How'd you do it?"

Kay dimpled. "Oh, firs | tried to tdl hm | was sick. | got desperately sck.”



"l knew he'd fdl for thet."

"But he didn't. He said a sea voyage would hdp me"

"Then - what did you do?'

"W, you see be has a sort of idiosyncrasy toward quinine. Ever since his service in India, where he
had to take it day after day, he develops what doctors cdl a quinine rash, and he hasn't taken any for
years.”

"Wdl?'

"Dont you see? His before-dinner cocktall had alittle quininein it, and so did hiswine, and so did his
tea, and the sugar and the sdt. He kept complaining that everything he ate tasted bitter to him, and |
convinced him that it was due to hisindigestion.”

"And then?"

"Why, then | brought him one of hisindigestion capsules, only it didn't have hismedicineinit. It had a
nice dose of quinine, and in two hours he was pink as a sdmon, and so itchy he couldn't St ill!"

Ted began to laugh. "Don't tdl me that kept him there!”

"Not that done" said Kay demurdy. "I made him cdl in a doctor, a friend of mine who - wdl, who
kept asking me to marry him - and | sort of bribed him to tdl father he had - | think it was erysipelas he
cdled it. Something vidlently contagious, anyway.

"And so-7"

"And so we were quarantined for two weeks! And | kept feeding father quinine to keep up the bluff,
and - wdl, we were very drictly quarantined. He just couldn't present his recal!™

THE WORLDS OF IF

| STOPPED on the way to the Staten Idand Airport to cdl up, and that was a mistake, doubtless,
gance | had a chance of meking it otherwise. But the office was affable. "Well hold the ship five minutes
for you," the clerk said. "That's the best we can do.”

So | rushed back to my taxi and we spun off to the third level and sped across the Staten Bridge like
acomet treading a stedl rainbow. | had to be in Moscow by evening, by e@ght o'clock in fact, for the
opening of bids on the Urd Tunnd. The Government required the persona presence of an agent of each
bidder, but the firm should have known better than to send me, Dixon Wdlls, even though the N. J. Wdlls
Corporation is, S0 to speak, my father. | have a - wdl, an undeserved reputation for being late to
everything; something aways comes up to prevent me from getting anywhere on time. It's never my faullt;
this time it was a chance encounter with my old physics professor, old Haskel van Manderpootz. |
couldn't very wel just say hello and good-bye to him; I'd been a favorite of his back in the college days
of 2014.

| missed the airliner, of course. | was ill on the Staten Bridge when | heard the roar of the catapult
and the Soviet rocket Baika hummed over uslike a tracer bullet with along tail of flame.

We gat the contract anyway; the firm wired our man in Beirut and he flew up to Moscow, but it
didn't help my reputation. However, | fdt agreat ded better when | saw the evening papers; the Baikd,
flying at the north edge of the eastbound lane to avoid a storm, had locked winds with a British fruitship
and dl but a hundred of her five hundred passengers were lost. | had dmost become "the late Mr. Wdls'
inagrimmer sense.

I'd made an engagement for the following week with old van Manderpootz. It seems held trandferred
to N.Y.U. as head of the department of Newer Physics - that is, of Rddivity. He deserved it; the old
chap was a geniusif ever there was one, and even now, eght years out of college, | remember more
from his course than from hdf a dozen in caculus, seam and gas, mechanics, and other hazards on the
path to an engineer's education, So on Tuesday night | dropped in an hour or so late, to tdl the truth,
since I'd forgotten about the engagement until mid-evening.

He was reading in a room as disorderly as ever. "Humph!" he granted. "Time changes everything but
habit, | see. You were a good student, Dick, but | seem to recdl that you aways arrived in class toward
the middle of the lectures”

"l had a coursein East Hdl just before” | explained. "I couldn't seem to makeitintime”



"W, it'stime you learned to be on time" he growled. Then his eyes twinkled. "Time" he gaculated.
"The most fascinating word in the language. Here we've used it five times (there goes the sxth time - and
the seventh!) in the firs minute of conversation; each of us understands the other, yet science is just
beginning to learn its meaning, Science? | mean that | am beginning to learn.”

| sat down. "You and science are synonymous” | grinned. "Aren't you one of the world's outstanding
physcigs?'

"One of them!" he snorted. "One of them! And who are the others?'

"Oh, Corveille and Hagtings and Shrimski-"

"Bah! Would you mention them in the same breeth with the name of van Manderpootz? A pack of
jackals, egting the crumbs of ideas that drop from my feast of thoughts Had you gone back into the last
century, now - had you mentioned Eingein and de Sitter - there, perhaps, are names worthy to rank with
(or just below) van Manderpootz!"”

| grinned again in amusement. "Eingen was consdered pretty good, wasn't he?' | remarked. "After
dl, he was the fird to tic time and space to the laboratory. Before him they were just philosophica
concepts.”

"He didn't!" rasped the professor. "Perhaps, in adim, primitive fashion, he showed the way, but | - I,
van Manderpootz - am the firs to seize time, drag it into my laboratory, and perform an experiment on
it

"Indeed? And what sort of experiment?’

"What experiment, other than smple measurement, isit possible to perfform?’ he snapped.

"Why - | don't know. To trave init?'

"Bxadtly."

"Like these time-machines that are so popular in the current magazines? To go into the future or the
pest?"
"Bah! Many bahs! The future or the past - pfui! It needs no van Manderpootz to see the fdlacy in
that. Eingein showed us that much."

"How? It's conceivable, it it?'

"Conceivable? And you, Dixon Wells, sudied under van Manderpootz!" He grew red with emotion,
then grimly cam. "Ligen to me. You know how time varies with the speed of a sysem - Einden's
redivity."

"y es"

"Very wel. Now suppose then that the grest enginear Dixon Wéls invents a machine capable of
traveing very fasgt, enormoudy fast, nine-tenths as fagt as light. Do you follow? Good. Y ou then fud this
miracle ship for a little jaunt of a hdf-million miles which, snce mass (and with it inertia) increases
according to the Eingein formulawith increasing speed, takes dl the fud in the world. But you solve that.
You use aomic energy. Then, Snce a nine-tenths light-gpeed, your ship weighs about as much as the
aun, you digntegrate North America to give you sufficient mative power. You start off a that speed, a
hundred and sixty-eight thousand miles per second, and you travel for two hundred and four thousand
miles The acceleration has now crushed you to death, but you have penetrated the future” He paused,
grinning sardonically. "Haven't you?'

"Yes"

"And how far?'

| hesitated.

"Use your Eingen formuld" he screeched. "How far? I'll tdl you. One second!" He grinned
triumphantly. "That's how possible it is to trave into the future. And as for the past - in the firg place,
you'd have to exceed light-speed, which immediatdy entails the use of more than an infinite number of
horsepowers. Well assume that the grest engineer Dixon Wedls solves that little problem too, even
though the energy out-put of the whole universe is not an infinite number of horsepowers. Then he gpplies
this more then infinite power to travel a two hundred and four thousand miles per second for ten
seconds. He has then penetrated the past. How fa?'

Agan | hesitated.



"Il tl you. One second!” He glared a me. "Now dl you have to do is to design such a machine,
and then van Manderpootz; will admit the possbility of traveling into the future - for a limited number of
seconds. Asfor the past, | have just explained that dl the energy in the universe is insufficent for that.”

"But," | sammered, "you just said that you-"

"I did not say anything about traveling into ether future or past, which | have just demonstrated to
you to be impossible - a practical imposshility in the one case and an absolute one in the other.”

"Then how do you trave in time?"

"Not even van Manderpootz can perform the impossble™ said the professor, now fantly jovid. He
tapped a thick pad of typewriter paper on the table besde him. "See, Dick, this is the world, the
universe” He swept afinger down it. "It islong intime, and” - sweeping his hand acrossit - it is broad in
space, but" - now jabbing his finger againgt its center - "it is very thin in the fourth dimenson. Van
Manderpootz takes aways the shortest, the most logicd course. | do not travel dong time, into past or
future. No. Me, | travd across time, Sdewayd"

| gulped. "Sideways into time! What's there?"

"Wha would naturdly be there?' he snorted. "Ahead is the future; behind is the past. Those are red,
the worlds of past and future. What worlds are neither past nor future, but contemporary and yet -
extempord - exiding, asit were, intime parald to our time?"

| shook my head.

"Idiot!" he snapped. "The conditional worlds, of course! The worlds of if." Ahead are the worlds to
be; behind are the worlds that were; to ether side are the worlds that might have been - the worlds of if!"

"Eh?' | was puzzled. "Do you mean that you can see what will happen if | do such and such?!

"No!" he snorted. "My machine does not reved the past nor predict the future. It will show, as | told
you, the conditiond worlds. Y ou might expressiit, by 'if | had done such and such, so and so would have
happened.' The worlds of the subjunctive mode."

"Now how the devil doesit do that?"

"Smple, for van Manderpootz! | use polarized light, polarized not in the horizonta or vertical planes,
but in the direction of the fourth dimenson - an easy matter. One uses Icdland spar under colossal
pressure, that is dl. And since the worlds are very thin in the direction of the fourth dimenson, the
thickness of a dngle light wave, though it be but millionths of an inch, is suffident. A consderable
improvement over time-traveling in past or future, with itsimpossble velocities and ridiculous distances ™

"But - are those - worlds of if - red?"

"Red? What is red? They are red, perhaps, in the sense that two is a red number as opposed to
V-2, which isimaginary. They are the worlds that would have been if- Do you see?"

| nodded. "Dimly. Y ou could see, for ingtance, what New Y ork would have been like if England had
won the Revolution instead of the Colonies”

"That's the principle, true enough, but you couldn't see that on the machine. Part of it, you see, is a
Horgten psychomat (stolen from one of my ideas, by the way) and you, the user, become part of the
device. Your own mind is necessary to furmnish the background. For ingtance, if George Washington
could have used the mechaniam after the Sgning of peace, he could have seen what you suggest. We
can't. You can't even see wha would have happened if | hadn't invented the thing, but | can. Do you
understand?"

"Of course. Y ou mean the background has to rest in the past experiences of the user.”

"Youre growing brilliant," he scoffed. "Yes The device will show ten hours of what would have
happened if - condensed, of course, as in a movie to hdf an hour's actud times "Say, that sounds
interesting!”

"Youd like to see it? Is there anything you'd like to find out? Any choice you'd dter?

"Il say - athousand of 'em. I'd like to know what would have happened if 1'd sold out my stocks in
2009 ingead of '10. | was a millionaire in my own right then, but | was a little - well, a little late in
liquideting.”

"Asusud," remarked van Manderpootz. "Let's go over to the laboratory then."

The professor's quarters were but a block from the campus. He ushered me into the Physics



Building, and thence into his own research laboratory, much like the one | had visited during my courses
under him. The device - he cdled it his "subjunctivisor,” Snce it operated in hypotheticd worlds -
occupied the entire center table. Most of it was merdy a Horsten psychomat, but glittering crysdline and
glassy was the priam of Icdland spar, the polarizing agent that was the heart of the insrument.

Van Manderpootz pointed to the headpiece. "Put it on,” he said, and | sat garing a the screen of the
psychomat. | suppose everyone is familiar with the Horsten psychomat; it was as much a fad a few years
ago asthe ouija board a century back. Yet it isnt just a toy; sometimes, much as the ouija board, it's a
red ad to memory. A maze of vague and colored shadows is caused to drift dowly across the screen,
and one watches them, meanwhile visudizing whatever scene or circumstances he is trying to remember.
He turns a knob that dters the arrangement of lights and shadows, and when, by chance, the design
corresponds to his mentd picture - presto!l There is his scene re-created under his eyes. Of course his
own mind adds the details. All the screen actudly shows are these tinted blobs of light and shadow, but
the thing can be amazingly red. I've seen occasions when | could have sworn the psychomat showed
pictures dmog as sharp and detailed as redity itsdlf; theilluson is sometimes as dartling as that.

Van Manderpootz switched on the light, and the play of shadows began. "Now recdl the
circumstances of, say, a haf-year after the market crash. Turn the knob urtil the picture clears, then stop.
At that point | direct the light of the subjunctivisor upon the screen, and you have nothing to do but
watch."

| did as directed. Momentary pictures formed and vanished. The inchoate sounds of the device
hummed like distant voices, but without the added suggestion of the picture, they meant nothing. My own
face flashed and dissolved and then, findly, | had it. There was a picture of mysdf gtting in an ill-defined
room; theat was dll. | released the knob and gestured.

A dick followed. The light dimmed, then brightened. The picture cleared, and amazingly, another
figure emerged, a woman, | recognized her; it, was Whimsy White, erswhile star of tdevison and
premiere actress of the "Vison Varieties of '09." She was changed on that picture, but | recognized her.

Il say | did! I'd been trailing her dl through the boom years of '07 to '10, trying to marry her, while
old N. J. raved and ranted and threatened to leave everything to the Society for Rehabilitation of the
Gobi Desert. | think those threats were what kept her from accepting me, but after | took my own money
and ran it up to a couple of millionin that crazy market of '08 and '09, she softened.

Temporarily, that is. When the crash of the aring of 10 came and bounced me back on my father
and into the firm of N. J. Wélls, her favor dropped a dozen points to the market's one. In February we
were engaged, in April - we were hardly speaking. In May they sold me out. 1'd been late again.

And now, there she was on the psychomat screen, obvioudy plumping out, and not nearly so pretty
as memory had pictured her. She was garing at me with an expresson of enmity, and | was glaring back.
The buzzes became voices.

"You nit-wit!" she snapped. "You can't bury me out here. | want to go back to New York, where
therés alittlelife I'm bored with you and your golf."

"And I'm bored with you and your whole dizzy crowd.”

"At leagt they're dive. You're a waking corpse! Just because you were lucky enough to gamble
yoursdf into the money, you think you're atin god.”

"Wadl, | don't think you're Cleopatral Those friends of yours - they trall after you because you give
parties and spend money - my money."

"Better than gpending it to knock a white wanut dong a mountainsde!™

"Indeed? Y ou ought to try it, Marie (That was her red name) "It might hep your figure - though |
doubt if anything could™

She glared inrage and - wdl, that was a panful haf-hour. | won't give dl the details, but | was glad
when the screen dissolved into meaningless colored clouds.

"Whew!" | said, staring a van Manderpootz, who had been reading.

"You liked it?"

"Liked it! Say, | guess| was lucky to be cleaned out. | won't regret it from now on.”

"That," said the professor grandly, "isvan Manderpootz's great contribution to human happiness. 'Of



dl sad words of tongue or pen, the saddest are these: It might have been!" True no longer, my friend
Dick. Van Manderpootz has shown thet the proper reading is, ‘It might have been - worse!™

It was very late when | returned home, and as a result, very late when | rose, and equaly late when |
got to the office. My father was unnecessarily worked up about it, but he exaggerated when he said I'd
never been on time. He forgets the occasions when he's awakened me and dragged me down with him.
Nor wasit necessary to refer so sarcadticaly to my missng the Baika; | reminded him of the wrecking of
the liner, and he responded very heartlesdy that if 1'd been aboard, the rocket would have been late, and
50 would have missed calliding with the British fruitship. It was likewise superfluous for him to mention
that when he and | had tried to snatch afew weeks of galfing in the mountains, even the spring had been
late. | had nothing to do with that.

"Dixon," he concluded, "you have no conception whatever of time. None whatever.”

The conversation with van Manderpootz recurred to me. | was impdled to ask, "And have you, Sr?'

"I have" he said grimly. "I mogt assuredly have. Time" he said oracularly "is money.”

You can't argue with a viewpoint like that.

But those aspersions of his rankled, especidly that about the Baka. Tardy | might be, but it was
hardly concelvable that my presence aboard the rocket could have averted the catastrophe. It irritated
me in away, it made me respongble for the deaths of those unrescued hundreds among the passengers
and crew, and | didnt like the thought.

Of coursg, if they'd waited an extra five minutes for me, or if 1'd been on time and they'd left on
schedule insteed of five minutes late, or if - if!

If! The word cdled up van Manderpootz and his subjunctivisor - the worlds of "if," the weird, unredl
worlds that existed beside redity, neither past nor future, but contemporary, yet extempora. Somewhere
among ther ghodlly infinities existed one that represented the world that would have been had | made the
liner. | had only to cdl up Hasket van Manderpootz, make an appointment, and then - find out.

Yet it wasn't an easy decison. Suppose - just suppose that | found mysdf responsible - not legdly
responsble, certainly; thered be no question of arimind negligence, or anything of that sort - not even
moraly responsible, because | couldn't possbly have anticipated that my presence or absence could
weigh s0 heavily in the scales of life and death, nor could | have known in which direction the scales
would tip. Just - respongble; that was dl. Yet | hated to find out.

| hated equaly not finding out. Uncertainty has its pangs too, quite as panful as those of remorse. It
might be less nerveracking to know mysdf responsible than to wonder, to waste thoughts in vain doubts
and futile reproaches. So | saized the visphone, dided the number of the Universty and at length gazed
on the broad, humorous, intdligent festures of van Manderpootz, dragged from a morning lecture by my
cdl.

| was dl but prompt for the gppointment the following evening, and might actudly have been on time
but for an unreasonable traffic officer who indgsted on booking me for speeding. At any rate, van
Manderpootz was impressed.

"Wdl!" he rumbled. "I dmost missed you, Dixon. | was just going over to the club, since | didnt
expect you for an hour. Y ou're only ten minutes late."

| ignored this. "Professor, | want to use your - uh - your subjunctivisor.”

"Eh? Oh, yes. You're lucky, then. | was just about to dismantle it.”

"Digmantleit! Why?'

"It has served its purpose. It has given birth to an idea far more important than itsdlf. | shdl need the
space it occupies.”

"But whet isthe idesg, if it's not too presumptuous of me to ask?'

"Itisnot too presumptuous. You and the world which awaits it so eagerly may both know, but you
bear it from the lips of the author. It is nothing less than the autobiography of van Manderpootz!" He
paused impressvely.

| gaped. ™Y our autobiography?'

"Yes. The world, though perhaps unaware, is arying for it. | shdl detall my life my work. | shdl
reved mysdf as the man responsible for the three years duration of the Pacific War of 2004."



"None other. Had | not been a loyd Netherlands subject at tha time, and therefore neutrd, the
forces of Ada would have been crushed in three months instead of three years. The subjunctivisor tdls
me s0; | would have invented a caculator to forecast the chances of every engagement; ven
Manderpootz would have removed the bit or miss dement in the conduct of war." He frowned solemnly.
"Thereismy idea. The autobiography of van Manderpootz. What do you think of it?'

| recovered my thoughts. "It's - uh - it'scolossd!" | said vehemently. "I'll buy a copy mysdf. Severd
copies. I'll send 'em to my friends™

"I," said van Manderpootz expansvely, "shdl autograph your copy for you. It will be priceless. | gl
write in some fitting phrase, perhaps something like Magnificus sed non superbus. 'Great but not proud!’
Tha wel described van Manderpootz, who despite his greatness is Smple, modest, and unassuming.
Don't you agree?'

"Perfectly! A very gpt description of you. But - couldnt | see your subjunctivisor before it's
dismantled to make way for the greater work?"

"Ali! Y ou wigh to find out something?'

"Yes, professor. Do you remember the Baikd disaster of a week or two ago? | was to have taken
thet liner to Moscow. | just missed it | related the circumstances.

"Humph!" he grunted. ™Y ou wish to discover what would have happened had you caught it, en? Well,
| see severd possihilities. Among the world of 'if* is the one that would have been red if you had been on
time, the one that depended on the vessd waiting for your actud ariva, and the one that hung on your
arriving within the five minutes they actudly waited. In which are you interested?

"Oh - the lagt one" That seemed the likeliest. After dl, it was too much to expect that Dixon Wells
could ever be on time, and as to the second possibility - well, they hadn't waited for me, and that in a
way removed the weight of respongibility.

"Come on," rumbled van Manderpootz. | followed him across to the Physics Building and into his
littered laboratory. The device dill stood on the table and | took my place before it, Saring at the screen
of the Horsten psychomat. The clouds wavered and shifted as | sought to impress my memoaries on thar
uggestive shapes, to read into them some, picture of that vanished morning.

Then | had it. | made out the viga from the Staten Bridge, and was speeding across the giant span
toward the airport. | waved a 9gnd to van Manderpootz, the thing clicked, and the subjunctivisor was
on.

The grasdess cdlay of the fidd appeared. It is a curious thing about the psychomat that you see only
through the eyes of your image on the screen. It lends a strange redlity to the working of the toy; |
suppose a sort of sdf-hypnosisis partly responsible.

| was rushing over the ground toward the dlittering, Slverwinged projectile that was the Bakd. A
olowering officer waved me on, and | dashed up the dant of the gangplank and into the ship; the port
dropped and | heard along "Whew!" of relief.

"St down!" barked the officer, gesturing toward an unoccupied seet. | fdl into it; the ship quivered
under the thrust of the catapult, grated harshly into motion, and then was flung bodily into the ar. The
blasts roared ingantly, then settled to a more muffled throbbing, and | watched Staten Idand drop down
and dide back benesth me. The giant rocket was under way.

"Whew!" | breathed again. "Made it!" | caught an amused glance from my right. | wasin an aide sedt;
there was no one to my left, so | turned to the eyes that had flashed, glanced, and froze garing.

It was a girl. Perhaps she wasn't actudly as lovely as she looked to me; after dl, | was seeing her
through the hdf-visonary screen of a psychomat. I've told mysdf since that she couldn't have been as
pretty as she seemed, that it was due to my own imagination filling in the detalls. |1 don't know; |
remember only that | stared a curioudy lovey sliver-blue eyes and velvety brown hair, and a smdl
amused mouth, and an impudent nose. | kept staring until she flushed.

"I'm sorry,” | sad quickly. "l - was Startled.”

Theres a friendly atmosphere aboard a trans-oceanic rocket. The passengers are forced into a
crowded infirmary for anywhere from seven to twelve hours, and there isnt much room for moving
about. Generdly, one drikes up an acquaintance with his neighbors; introductions aren't at dl necessary,



and the custom issmply to speak to anybody you choose - something like an dl-day trip on the railroad
trains of the last century, | suppose. You make friends for the duration of the journey, and then, nine
times out of ten, you never hear of your traveling companions again.

Thegirl amiled. "Are you the individud responsible for the dday in darting?'

| admitted it. "'l seem to be chronicdly late. Even watches lose time as soon as | wear them.”

She laughed. "Y our respongibilities can't be very heavy.”

Well, they weren't of course, though it's surprisng how many clubs, caddies, and chorus girls have
depended on me a various times for appreciable portions of their incomes. But somehow | didn't fed
like mentioning those things to the silvery-eyed girl.

We tdked. Her name, it developed, was Joanna Cddwel, and she was going as far as Paris. She
was an artist, or hoped to be one day, and of course there is no place in the world that can supply both
training and ingoiration, like Paris. So it was there she was bound for a year of study, and despite her
demurdy humorous lips and laughing eyes, | could see that the business was of vast importance to her. |
gathered that she had worked hard for the year in Paris, had scraped and saved for three years as
fashion illugrator for some woman's magazine, though she couldnt have been many months over
twenty-one. Her painting meant a great ded to her, and | could understand it. I'd felt that way about polo
once.

S0 you see, we were sympathetic spirits from the beginning. | knew that she liked me, and it was
obvious that she didn't connect Dixon Wedlswith the N. J. Wells Corporation. And as for me - well, after
that firg glance into her coot slver eyes, | smply didn't care to look anywhere e'se. The hours seemed to
drip away like minuteswhile I watched her.

You know how those things go. Suddenly | was cdling her Joanna and she was cdling me Dick, and
it seemed asif we'd been doing just that dl our lives I'd decided to stop over in Paris on my way back
from Moscow, and I'd secured her promise to let me see her. She was different, | tdl you; she was
nothing like the caculating Whimsy White, and dill less like the dancing, Smpering, giddy youngsters one
meets around at socid affars. She was just Joanna, cool and humorous, yet sympathetic and serious, and
as pretty as aMgolicafigurine

We could scarcdly redlize it when the steward passed dong to take orders for luncheon. Four hours
out? It seemed like forty minutes. And we had a pleasant feding of intimecy in the discovery that both of
us liked lobster salad and detested oysters. It was another bond; | told her whimscdly that it was an
omen, nor did she object to considering it so.

Afterwards we walked dong the narrow aide to the glassed-in observation room up forward. It was
amaog too crowded for entry, but we didn't mind thet &t dl, asit forced usto St very close together. We
stayed long after both of us had begun to notice the suffiness of the air.

It was jugt after we had returned to our sets that the catastrophe occurred. There was no warning
save a sudden lurch, the result, | suppose, of the pilot's futile last-minute attempt to swerve - just that and
then agrinding crash and a terrible sensation of spinning, and after that a chorus of shrieks that were like
the sounds of a battle.

It was battle. Five hundred people were picking themsdves up from the floor, were trampling each
other, milling around, being cast hdplesdy down as the great rocket-plane, its left wing but a broken
stub, circled downward toward the Atlantic.

The shouts of officers sounded and a loudspesker blared. "Be cdm,” it kept repeating, and then,
"There has been a collison. We have contacted a surface ship. There is no danger- Thereis no danger-"

| sruggled up from the debris of shattered seats. Joanna was gone; just as | found her crumpled
between the rows, the ship struck the water with a jar that set everything-, crashing again. The speaker
blared, "Put on the cork belts under the seats. The life-bdlts are under the seets.”

| dragged a bet loose and snapped it around Joanna, then donned one mysdf. The crowd was
aurging forward now, and the taill end of the ship began to drop. There was water behind us, doshing in
the darkness as the lights went out. An officer came diding by, stooped, and fastened a belt about an
unconscious woman ahead of us. "You dl right?' he ydled, and passed on without waiting for an answer.

The speaker must have been cut on to a battery circuit. "And get as far away as possble” it ordered



suddenly. "Jump from the forward port and get as far away as possible. A ship is standing by. You will
be picked up. Jump from the-" It went dead again.

| got Joanna untangled from the wreckage. She was pae; her sivery eyes were closed. | started
dragging her dowly and painfully toward the forward port, and the dant of the floor increased until it was
like the dide of a ski-jump. The officer passed again. "Can you handle her?' he asked, and again dashed
avay.
| was getting there. The crowd around the port looked smdler, or was it smply huddling closer?
Then suddenly, awall of fear and despair went up, and there was aroar of water. The observation room
wadls had given. | saw the green surge of waves, and a billowing deluge rushed down upon us. | had been
late again.

That was dl. | raised shocked and frightened eyes from the subjunctivisor to face van Manderpootz,
who was scribbling on the edge of the table.

"WdI?' he asked.

| shuddered. "Horrible!™ | murmured. "We - | guess we wouldn't have been among the survivors™

"We, eh? We?' His eyes twinkled.

| did not enlighten him.

| thanked him, bade him good-night and went doloroudy home.

* * %

Even my father noticed something queer about me. The day | got to the office only five minutes late,
he caled mein for some anxious questioning as to my hedth. | couldn't tel him anything, of course. How
could | explain that 1'd been late once too often, and had fdlen in love with a gifl two weeks after she
was dead?

The thought drove me nearly crazy. Joannal Joanna with her slvery eyes now lay somewhere at the
bottom of the Atlantic. | went around half dazed, scarcdly spesking. One night | actudly lacked the
energy to go home and sat amoking in my father's big overstuffed chair in his private office until 1 findly
dozed off. The next morning, when old N. J. entered and found me there before him, he turned pde as
paper, staggered, and gasped, "My heart!" It took a lot of explaining to convince him that | wasn't early
a the office but just very late going home.

At lagt | fdt that | couldnt stand it. | had to do something - anything at dl. | thought findly of the
subjunctivisor. | could see - yes, | could see what would have transpired if the ship hadn't been wrecked!
| could trace out that weird, unred romance hidden somewhere in the worlds of "if"* | could, perhaps,
wring a somber, vicarious joy from the things that might have been. | could see Joanna once more!

It was late afternoon when | rushed over to van Manderpootz's quarters. He wasn't there; |
encountered him findly in the hdl of the Physics Building.

"Dick!" he exclamed. "Are you Sck?'

"Sick? No, not physcaly. Professor, I've got to use your subjunctivisor again. 1've got to!"

"Eh?Oh - that toy. You're too late, Dick. I've dismantled it. | have a better use for the space.”

| gave a miserable groan and was tempted to damn the autobiography of the great van Manderpootz.
A gleam of sympathy showed in his eyes, and he took my arm, dragging me into the little office adjoining
his laboratory.

"Tdl me" he commanded.

| did. I guess | made the tragedy plain enough, for his heavy brows knit in a frown of pity. "Not even
van Manderpootz can bring back the dead,” he murmured. "I'm sorry, Dick. Take your mind from the
afair. Even were my subjunctivisor available, | wouldn't permit you to use it. That would be but to turn
the knife in the wound.” He paused. "Fnd something else to occupy your mind. Do as van Manderpootz
does. Find forgetfulnessin work."

"Yes" | responded dully. "But who'd want to read my autobiography? That's dl right for you."

"Autobiography? Oh! | remember. No, | have abandoned that. Higtory itsdf will record the life and
works of van Manderpootz. Now | am engaged in afar grander project.”

"Indeed?’ | was utterly, goomily disinterested.

"Yes Gogli has been here, Gogli the sculptor. Heis to make a bust of me. What better legacy can |



leave to the world than a bust of van Manderpootz, sculptured from life? Perhaps | shdl present it to the
cty, perhaps to the univeraty. | would have given it to the Royd Society if they had been a little more
receptive, if they - if - if!" Thelagt in a shout.

"Huh?'

"IfI" cried van Manderpootz. "What you saw in the subjunctivisor was what would have happened if
you had caught the ship!"

" know that."

"But something quite different might redly have happened! Don't you see? She - she- Where are
those old newspapers?'

He was pawing through a pile of them. He flourished one findly. "Here! Here are the survivord™

Like letters of flane, Joanna Cadwell's name legped out a me. There was even a little paragraph
about it, as | saw once my reding brain permitted me to read:

At least a score of survivors owe ther lives to the bravery of twenty-eight-year-old Navigator Orris
Hope, who patrolled both aides during the panic, lacing lifebdts on the injured and helpless, and carrying
many to the port. He remained on the anking liner until the lagt, findly fighting his way to the surface
through the broken walls of the observation room. Among those who owe ther lives to the young officer
are Patrick Owensby. New York City; Mrs. Campbel Warren, Boston; Miss Joanna Cadwell, New
York City-

| suppose my shout of joy was heard over in the Adminidration Building, blocks away. | didn't care;
if van Manderpootz hadn't been armored in stubby whiskers, 1'd have kissed him. Perhaps | did anyway;
| can't be sure of my actions during those chaotic minutesin the professor's tiny office.

Atlast | calmed. "'l can look her up!" | gloated. "She mugt have landed with the other survivors, and
they were dl on that British tramp freighter the Osgood, that docked here last week. She mugt be in New
York - and if she's gone over to Paris, Il find out and follow her!”

Wel, it's a queer ending. She was in New York, but - you see, Dixon Wedls had, so to speak,
known Joanna Cadwel by means of the professor's subjunctivisor, but Joanna had never known Dixon
Weéls. What the ending might have been if - if- But it wasn't; she had married Orris Hope, the young
officer who had rescued her. | was late again.

The-Mad Moon

"IDIOTS" HOWLED Grant Cdthorpe. "Fools-nitwits-imbe-ciled” He sought wildy for some more
expressive terms, faled, and vented his exasperation in avidous kick at the pile of rubbish on the ground.

Too vidous a kick, in fact; he had again forgotten the one-third normd gravitation of 1o, and his whole
body followed his kick in along, twelve-foot arc.

As he gtruck the ground the four loonies giggled. Ther grest, idiotic heads, looking like nothing so
much as the comic faces painted on Sunday baloons for children, swayed in unison on their five-foot
necks, asthin as Grant's wrist.

"Get out" he blazed, scrambling erect. "Bet it, skiddoo, scram! No chocolate. No candy. Not urtil
you learn that | want ferva leaves, and not any junk you happen to grab. Clear out”

The loonies—Lunae Jovis Magnicapites, or literdly, Big-heads of Jupiter's Moon—backed away,
ggding plaintively. Beyond doubt, they considered Grant fully as idiatic as he considered them, and were
quite unable to understand the reasons for his anger. But they certainly redized that no candy was to be
forthcoming, and their giggles took on a note of keen disgppoi ntment.

So keen, indeed, tha the leader, after twiding his ridicu-lous blue face in an imbecilic grin a Grant,
voiced a last wild giggle and dashed his head againgt a glittering stone-bark tree. His companions casudly
picked up his body and moved off, with his head dragging behind them on its neck like a prisoner's ball
onachan.

Grant brushed his band across his forehead and turned wearily toward his stone-bark log shack. A
pair of tiny, glittering red eyes caught his attention, and a dinker—Mus Sapiens—skipped his Sx-inch



form across the threshold, bearing under his tiny, skinny arm what looked very much like Grant's dinicd
thermometer.

Grant ydled angrily at the cresture, seized a stone, and flung it vainly. At the edge of the brush, the
dinker turned its ratlike, ssmihuman face toward him, squeaked its thin gibberish, shook a microscopic
fig in manlike wrath, and vanished, its batlike cowl of skin fluttering like a cloak. It looked, indeed, very
much like a black rat wearing a cape.

It had been a mistake, Grant knew, to throw the stone at it. Now the tiny fiends would never permit
hm any peace, and their diminutive Sze and pseudo-human inteligence made them inferndly troublesome
as enemies. Yet, nather tha reflection nor the looney's suicide troubled him particu-larly; he had
witnessed ingtances like the latter too often, and besides, his head fdt asif he werein for another sege of
white fever.

He entered the shack, closed the door, and stared down a his pet parcat. "Oliver,” he growled,
"you're afine one. Why the devil don't you watch out for dinkers? What are you here for?'

The parcat rose on its single, powerful hind leg, dawing at his knees with its two forelegs. "The red
jack on the black queen,” it observed placidly. "Ten loonies make one haf-wit."

Grant placed both statements eedly. The fird was, of course, an echo of his preceding evening's
solitaire game, and the second of yesterday's sesson with the loonies. He grunted abstractedly and
rubbed his aching head. White fever again, beyond doubt.

He swallowed two ferverin tablets, and sank lislesdy to the edge of his bunk, wondering whether this
attack of blancha would culminete in ddirium.

He cursed himsdf for afool for ever taking this job on Jupiter's third habitable moon, 10. The tiny
world was a planet of madness, good for nothing except the production of ferva leaves, out of which
Earthly chemigts made as many potent akaoids as they once made from opium.

Invaluable to medical science, of course, but what differ-ence did that make to hm? What difference,
even, did the munificent salary make, if he got back to Earth araving maniac after a year in the equetorid
regions of 10?7 He swore hitterly that when the plane from Junopoalis landed nex! month for his ferva, hedd
go back to the polar city with it even though his contract with Neilan Drug cdled for aful

year, and held get no pay if he broke it. What good was money to alundtic?

The whole little planet was mad—loonies, parcats, dinkers and Grant Calthorpe—all crazy. At lesst,
anybody who ever ventured outside either of the two polar cities, Junopolis on the north and Herapolis
on the south, was crazy. One could live there in safety from white fever, but anywhere below the
twentieth pardld it was worse than the Cambodian jungles on Earth.

He amused himsdf by dreaming of Earth. Just two years ago he had been happy there, known as a
wedthy, popular sportsman. He had been just that too; before he was twenty-one he had hunted
knife-kite and threadworm on Titan, and triops and uniped on Venus.

That had been before the gold crisis of 2110 had wiped out his fortune. And—uwell, if he had to work,
it had seemed logicd to use his interplanetary experience as a means of livdihood. He had redly been
enthusiadtic at the chance to associate himsaf with Neilan Drug.

He had never been on 1o before. This wild litle world was no sportman's paradise, with its idictic
loonies and wicked, intdligent, tiny dinkers. There wasn't anything worth hunting on the feverish little
moon, bathed in warmth by the giant Jupiter only a quarter-million miles away.

If he had happened to vigt it, he told himsdf ruefully, hed never have taken the job; he had visudized
lo as something like Titan, cold but clean.

Instead it was as hot as the Venus Hotlands because of its glowing primary, and subject to
haf-a-dozen different forms of steamy daylight sun day, Jovian day, Jovian and sun day, Europa light,
and occasondly actud and dismd night. And most of these came in the course of 10's forty-two-hour
revolution, too—a mad succession of changing lights. He hated the dizzy days, the jungle, and Idiots Hills
dretching behind his shack.

It was Jovian and solar day at the present moment, and that was the worst of al, because the digtant
aun added its modicum of heat to that of Jupiter. And to complete Grant's discomfort now was the
prospect of a white fever attack. He swore as his head gave an additiond twinge, and then swalowed



another ferverin tablet. His supply of these was diminishing, he noticed; hed have to remember to ask
forsome when the plane cdled—no, he was going back with it.

Oliver rubbed againg his leg. "ldiots, fools, nitwits, im-beciles”" remarked the parcat affectionately.
"Why did | have to go to that damn dance?"

"Huh?' sad Grant. He couldn't remember having said anything about a dance. It must, he decided,
have been said during his last fever madness.

Oliver creaked like the door, then giggled like a loony. "Itll be dl right," he assured Grant. "Father is
bound to come soon."”

"Father!" echoed the man. His father had died fifteen years before. "Wheréd you get that from,
Oliver?'

"It must be the fever," observed Oliver placidly. ™Y ou're a nice kitty, but | wish you had sense enough
to know what you're saying. And | wish father would come.” He finished with a suppressed gurgle that
might have been a sob.

Grant stared dizzly at him. He hadn't said any of those things, he was postive. The parcat mug have
heard them from somebody else. Somebody € se? Where within five hundred miles was there anybody
dse?

"Oliver!" he bellowed. "Wheréd you hear that? Whered you hear it?'

The parcat backed away, sartled. "Father isidiots, fools, nitwits, imbeciles™ he said anxioudy. "The
red jack on the trice kitty."

"Come herd" roared Grant. "Whose father? Where have you—? Come here, you imp!"

He lunged at the creature. Oliver flexed his Sngle hind leg and flung himsdf franticdly to the cowl of
the wood stove. "It must be the fever!" he squalled. "No chocolate!™

He leaped like a three-legged flash for the flue opening. There came a sound of claws grating on
metal, and then he had scrambled through.

Grant followed him. His head ached from the effort, and with the dill sane part of his mind he knew
that the whole episode was doubtless white fever ddirium, but he plowed on.

His progress was a nightmare. Loonies kept bobbing their long necks above the tdl bleeding-grass,
their idiotic giggles and imbedilic faces adding to the generd atmosphere of madness.

Wisps of fetid, fever-bearing vapors spouted up at every step on the spongy soil. Somewhere to his
right adinker

sgueaked and gibbered; he knew that atiny dinker village was over in that direction, for once he had
glimpsed the neet little buildings, constructed of amadl, perfectly fitted stones like a miniature medieva
town, complete to towers and battlements. It was said that there were even stinker wars.

His head buzzed and whirled from the combined effects of ferverin and fever. It was an attack of
blancha, right enough, and he redlized that he was an imbecile, a loony, to wander thus away from his
shack. He should be lying on his bunk; the fever was not serious, but more than one man had died on lo,
inthe ddirium, with its attendant halucinations.

He was ddirious now. He knew it as soon as he saw Oliver, for Oliver was placidly regarding an
attractive young lady in perfect evening dress of the style of the second decade of the twenty-second
century. Very obvioudy that was a hdlucination, snce girls had no business in the lonian tropics, and if
by some wild chance one should appear there, she would certainly not choose formd garb.

The hdlucinaion had fever, apparently, for her face was pale with the whiteness that gaye blancha its
name. Her gray eyes regarded him without surprise as he wound his way through the bleeding-grass to
her.

"Good afternoon, evening, or morning,” he remarked, giving a puzzled glance a Jupiter, which was
rigng, and the sun, which was setting. "Or perhaps merely good day, Miss Lee Neilan.”

She gazed serioudy at him. "Do you know," she said, "you're the firgt one of the illusons that | haven't
recognized? All my friends have been around, but you're the firg stranger. Or are you a stranger? You
know my name—~but you ought to, of course, being my own hdlucination.”

"We won't argue about which of usisthe hdlucinaion,” he suggested. "Let's do it thisway. The one of
usthat disap-pears fird isthe illuson. Bet you five dollars you do.”



"How could | collect?" she said. "I can't very wel callect from my own dream.”

"Thet isa problem." He frowned. "My problem, of course, not yours. | know I'm red."

"How do you know my name?' she demanded.

"AR" he said. "From intengive reading of the society sections of the newspapers brought by my supply
plane. As a matter of fact, | have one of your pictures cut out and pastednext to my bunk. That probably
accounts for my seeing you now. 1'd like to redly meet you some time"

"What a gdlant remark for an apparition!” she exdamed. "And who are you supposed to be?'

"Why, I'm Grant Calthorpe. In fact, | work for your father, trading with the loonies for ferva”

"Grant Calthorpe" she echoed. She narrowed her fever-dulled eyes as if to bring him into better
focus. "Why, you are!"

Her voice wavered for a moment, and she brushed her hand across her pae brow. "Why should you
pop out of My memories? It's strange. Three or four years ago, when | was a romantic schoolgirl and you
the famous sportsman, | was meadly in love with you. | had awhole book filled with your pictures—Grant
Cdthorpe dressed in parka for hunting threadworms on Titan—Grant Calthorpe beside the giant uniped
he killed near the Mountains of Eternity. Y ou're—you're redly the pleasantest hdlucingtion I've had so
far. Ddirium would be—fun"--she pressed her hand to her brow agan—"if one's head—didn't ache sot"

"Ged" thought Grant, "I wish that were true, that about the book. This is what psychology cdls a
widHulfillment dream.” A drop of warm rain plopped on his neck. "Got to get to bed,” he sad doud.
"Rain's bad for blancha. Hope to see you next time I'm feverish.”

"Thank you," said Lee Nellan with dignity. "It's quite mutud.”

He nodded, sending a twinge through his head. "Here, Oliver," he sad to the drowsing parcat. "Come
on."

"That isnt Oliver,” said Lee. "It's Pally. It's kept me com-pany for two days, and I've named it Polly."

"Wrong gender,” muttered Grant. "Anyway, it's my parcat, Oliver. Aren't you Oliver?'

"Hope to see you," said Oliver degpily.

"It's Pally. Aren't you, Pally?'

"Bet you five dollars™ said the parcat. He rose, stretched, and loped off into the underbrush, "It must
be the fever," he observed as he vanished.

"It mugt be," agreed Grant. He turned away. "Goodbye, Miss—or | might as wel cdl you Lee, snce
you're not red. Goodbye, Lee"

"Goodbye, Grant. But don't go that way. There's a gtinker village over in the grass.”

"No. It's over there”

"It's there," sheinggted. "I've been watching them build it. But they can't hurt you anyway, can they?
Not even adinker could hurt an gpparition. Goodbye, Grant." She closed her eyes wesrily.

It was raining harder now. Grant pushed hisway through the bleeding-grass, whose red sap collected
in bloody drops on his boots. He had to get back to his shack quickly, before the white fever and its
attendant ddlirium set him wandering utterly astray. He needed ferverin.

Suddenly he stopped short. Directly before him the grass had been cleared away, and in the little
dearing were the shoulder-high towers and battlements of a stinker village—a new one, for hdf-finished
houses stood among the others, and hooded six-inch forms toiled over the stones.

There was an outcry of sguesks and gibberish. He backed away, but a dozen tiny darts whizzed
about him. One stuck like a toothpick in his boots, but none, luckily, scratched his skin, for they were
undoubtedly poisoned. He moved more quickly, but dl around in the thick, fleshy grasses were rus-lings,
squeskings, and incomprehensible imprecations.

He circled away. Loonies kept popping ther baloon heads over the vegetation, and now and agan
one giggled in pain as a sinker bit or stabbed it. Grant cut toward a group of the creatures, hoping to
digract the tiny fiends in the grass, and a tdl, purple-faced loony curved its long neck above him,
gg-ging and gesturing with its skinny fingers at a bundle under its arm.

He ignored the thing, and veered toward his shack. He seemed to have duded the gtinkers, so he
trudged doggedly on, for he needed a ferverin tablet badly. Yet, suddenly he came to a frowning hdlt,
turned, and began to retrace his steps.



"It can't be 0," he muttered. "But she told me the truth about the stinker village. 1 didn't know it was
there. Y et how could a hdlucinaion tdl me something | didn't know?"

Lee Nelan was stting on the stone-bark log exactly as he had left her, with Oliver again a her Sde.
Her eyes wereclosed and two gtinkers were cutting a the long skirt of her gown with tiny, dlittering
knives.

Grant knew that they were aways attracted by Terredtrid textiles, gpparently they were unable to
duplicate the fascinat-ing sheen of satin, though the fiends were infemdly clever with ther tiny hands. As
he approached, they tore a drip from thigh to ankle, but the girl made- no move. Grant shouted, and the
vidous little creatures mouthed unutterable curses a him, as they skittered away with their slken plunder.

Lee Nellan opened her eyes. "You again,” she murmured vagudy. "A moment ago it was father. Now
itsyou." Her pdlor had increased; the white fever was running its course in her body.

"Your father! Then that's where Oliver heard— Ligten, Lee. | found the dinker village. | didn't know it
was there, but | found it just as you said. Do you see what that means? We're both red!”

"Red?' she said dully. "Theré€'s a purple loony grinning over your shoulder. Make him go away. He
makes me fed —sick.”

He glanced around:; true enough, the purple-faced loony was behind him. "Look here" he said, sazing
her am. The fed of her amooth skin was added proof. ™Y oure coming to the shack for ferverin' He
pulled her to her feet. "Don't you understand? I'm redl!”

"No, you're nat," she said dazedly.

"Ligen, Lee. | don't know how inthe devil you got here or why, but | know o hasn't driven me that
crazy yet. You'rered and I'm red.” He shook her vidently. "I'm real!" he shouted.

Faint comprehension showed in her dazed eyes. "Red?' she whispered. "Red! Oh, Lord! Then
take—me out of this mad place!” She swayed, made a stubborn effort to control hersdf, then pitched
forward againgt him.

Of course on o her waght was negligible, less than a third Earth normd. He swung her into his ams
and set off toward the shack, keeping wel away from both dinker settlements. Around him bobbed
excited loonies, and now and again the purple-faced one, or another exactly like him, giggled and pointed
and gestured.

The rain had increased, and warm rivulets flowed down his neck, and to add to the madness, he
blundered near a copse of singing pams, and their barbed lashes sung pain

fully through his shirt. Those gings were virulent too, if one falled to dignfect them; indeed, it was
largdy the stinging pams that kept traders from gethering their own ferva in-stead 'of depending on the
loonies.

Behind the low rain clouds, the sun had set and it was ruddy Jupiter daylight, which lent afase flush to
the cheeks of the unconscious Lee Neilan, meking her ill features very lovely.

Perhaps he kept his eyes too seadily on her face, for sud-denly Grant was among dinkers again; they
were squesking and sputtering, and the purple loony legped in pain as teeth and darts pricked his legs.
But, of course, loonies were immune to the poison.

Thetiny devils were around his feet now. He swore in a low voice and kicked vigoroudy, sending a
ratlike form spinning fifty feet in the air. He had both automatic and flame pigtal at his hip, but he could
not use them for severd reasons.

Fird, usang an automatic againg the tiny hordes was much like firing into a swarm of mosguitoes; if the
bullet killed one or two or a dozen, it made no gppreciable im-presson on the remaining thousands. And
as for the flame pistal, that was like usng aBig Bertha to swat afly. Its vast belch of fire would certainly
incinerate dl the dinkers in its immediate path, dong with grass, trees, and loonies, but that again would
make but little impress on the surviving hordes, and it meant |aborioudy recharging the pistol with another
black diamond and another barrel.

He had gas bulbs in the shack, but they were not avalable a the moment, and besides, he had no
spare mask, and no chemigt has yet succeeded in devisng a gas that would kill dinkers without being dso
deadly to humans. And, findly, he couldn't use any wegpon whatsoever right now, because he dared not



drop Lee Nellan to free his hands.

Ahead was the dearing around the shack. The space was full of dinkers, but the shack itsdf was
supposed to be stinker-proof, at least for reasonable lengths of time, Snce stone-bark logs were very
resgtant to ther tiny tools.

But Grant percelved that a group of the dminutive devils were around the door, and suddenly he
redized their intent. They had looped a cord of some sort over the knob, and were engaged now in
twiging it

Grant ydled and broke into a run. While he was yet hdf a hundred feet digant, the door swung
inward and the rabble of dinkers flowed into the shack.

He dashed through the entrance. Within was turmail. Little hooded shapes were cutting at the blankets
on his bunk, his extra dothing, the sacks he hoped to fill with ferva leaves, and were pulling & the
cooking utenglls, or at any and dl loose objects.

He bellowed and kicked at the swarm. A wild chorus of squeaks and gibberish arose as the creatures
skipped and dodged about him. The fiends were intdligent enough to redize that he could do nothing
with his ams occupied by Lee Neilan. They skittered out of the way of his kicks, and while he
threatened a group &t the stove, another rabble tore at his blankets.

In desperation he charged at the bunk. He swept the girl's body acrossit to clear it, dropped her onit,
and saized a grass broom he had made to fadilitate his housekeeping. With wide strokes of its handle he
attacked the dinkers, and the squeds were checkered by cries and whimpers of pain.

A few broke for the door, dragging whatever loot they had. He spun around in time to see hdf a
dozen svarming around Lee Nellan, tearing a her dothing, a the wrig weatch on her am, a the satin
evening pumps on her amdl feet. He roared a curse a them and battered them away, hoping that none
hed pricked her skin with virulent dagger or poisonous tooth.

He began to win the skirmish. More of the creatures drew ther black capes close about them and
scurried over the threshold with their plunder. At last, with a burst of squeaks, the remainder, laden and
empty-handed dike, broke and ran for safety, leaving a dozen furry, impish bodies dain or wounded.

Grant swept these after the others with his erswhile weap-on, closed the door in the face of a loony
that bobbed in the opening, latched it againg any repetition of the gtinkers trick, and stared in dismay
about the plundered dwelling.

Cans had been rolled or dragged away. Every loose object had been pawed by the dinkers foul little
hands, and Grant's clothes hung in ruins on their hooks againg the wall. But the tiny robbers had not
succeeded in opening the cabinet nor the table drawer, and there was food |eft.

Sx months of lonian life had left him philosophical; he swore heartily, shrugged resignedly, and pulled
his bottle of ferverin from the cabinet.

His own spdl of fever had vanished as suddenly and com-pletely as blancha dways does when
treated, but the girl, lacking ferverin, was paper-white and dill. Grant glanced at the bottle; eight tablets
remained.

"Wdl, | can dways chew ferva leaves" he muttered. That was less effective than the dkaoid itsdf,
but it would serve, and Lee Neilan needed the tablets. He dissolved two of them in a glass of water, and
lifted her head.

She was not too inert to swalow, and he poured the solu-tion between her pae lips, then arranged
her as comfortably as he could. Her dress was a tattered slken ruin, and he covered her with a blanket
that was no less a ruin. Then he disnfected his pam gings, pulled two chairs together, and sprawled
across them to deep.

He started up at the sound of claws on the roof, but it was only Oliver, gingely testing the flue to see
if it w re hot. In a moment the parcat scrambled through, stretch d himsdlf, and remarked, "I'm red and
you'e red."

"Imagine that!" grunted Grant deepily.

When he awoke it was Jupiter and Europa light, which meant he had dept about seven hours, snce
the brilliant little third moon was just risng. He rose and glazed a Lee Nelan, who was degping soundly



with atinge of color in her face that was not entirdy due to the ruddy daylight. The blancha was passng.

He dissolved two more tabletsin water, then shook the girl's shoulder. Indantly her gray eyes opened,
quite clear now, and she looked up a him without surprise.

"Hdlo, Grant," she murmured. "So it's you again. Fever ian't so bad, after dl.”

"Maybe | ought to let you stay feverish,” he grinned. "You say such nice things. Wake up and drink
this Lee"”

She became suddenly aware of the shack's interior. "Why — Where is this? It looks—red!"

"Itis. Drink thisferverin."

She obeyed, then lay back and stared at him perplexedly. "Red?' she said. "And you're red?"

"l think | am."

A rush of tears clouded her eyes. "Then—I'm out of that place? That horrible place?’

"You certainly are." He saw sgns of her rdief becoming hysteria, and hastened to distract her. "Would
you mind tdl-ing me how you happened to be there—and dressed for a party too?"

She controlled hersdlf. "1 was dressed for a party. A party —a party in Hergpolis. But | was in
Junopalis, you see”

"l don't see. In the firg place, what are you doing on lo, anyway? Every time | ever heard of you, it
was in connection with New Y ork or Paris society.”

She amiled. "Then it wasn't dl ddirium, was it? You did say that you had one of my pictures—Onh,
that one!” she frowned at the print on the wall. "Next time a news photog-rapher wants to snap my
picture, Il remember not to grin like—like a loony. But as to how | happen to be on lo, | came with
father, who's looking over the possihilities of raisiing ferva on plantations instead of having to depend on
traders and loonies. Weve been here three months, and I've been terribly bored. | thought 1o would be
exdting, but it wasn't—until recently.”

"But what about that dance? How'd you manage to get here, a thousand miles from Junopolis?’

"Wdl," she said dowly. "It was terribly tiresome in Juno-polis. No shows, no sport, nothing but an
occasond dance. | got restless. When there were dances in Hergpolis, | formed the habit of flying over
there. It's only four or five hoursin a. fagt plane, you know. And last week—or whatever it was—I'd
planned on flying down, and Harvey—that's father's secre-tary—was to take me. But a the last minute
father needed him and forbade my flying done"

Grant fdt a strong didike for Harvey. "WdI?' he asked. "So | flew done” she finished demurdly.

"And cracked up, en?'

"l can fly aswdl as anybody," she retorted. "It was just thet | followed a different route, and suddenly
there were mountains ahead.”

He nodded. "The Idiots Hills" he said. "My supply plane detours five hundred miles to avoid them.
They're not high, but they stick right out above the atmaosphere of this crazy planet. The ar here is dense
but shdlow.”

"l know that. | knew | couldn't fly above them, but |

thought | could hurdle them. Work up full speed, you know, and then throw the plane upward. | had a
closed plane, and gravitaion is so weak here. And besides, I've seen it done sevefd times, epecidly
with a rocket-driven draft. The jets help to support the plane even after the wings are usdess for lack of
ar.

"What a damn fool sunt!" exdamed Grant. "Sure it can be done, but you have to be an expert to pull
out of it when you hit the ar on the other sde. You hit fast, and there isnt much fdling room.”

"So | found out,” said Lee ruefully, "I dmaost pulled out, but not quite, and | hit in the middle of some
dinging pams. | guess the crash dazed them, because | managed to get out before they started lashing
around. But | couldn't reach my plane again, and it was—I only remember two days of it—but it was
horriblel™

"It must have been," he said gently.

"l knew that if 1 didn't eat or drink, | had a chance of avoiding white fever. The not eating wasn't o
bad, but the not drinking—well, | findly gave up and drank out of a brook. | didn't care what happened
if I could have afew moments that weren't thirst-tortured. And after that it'sdl confused and vague.™



"Y ou should have chewed ferva leaves”

"I didn't know that. | wouldn't have even known what they looked like, and besides, | kept expecting
father to appear. He mus be having a search made by now."

"He probably is" rgoined Grant ironicaly. "Has it occurred to you that there are thirteen million
square miles of surface on little 10? And that for dl he knows, you might have crashed on any square mile
aof it? When you're flying from north pole to south pole, there isnt any shortest route. You can cross any
point on the planet.”

Her gray eyes started wide. "Bt |

"Furthermore” Grant said, "this is probably the last place a searching party would look. They
wouldn't think any one but a loony would try to hurdle Idiot's Hills, in which thess | quite agree. So it
looks very much, Lee Neilan, asif you're marooned here until my supply plane gets here next month!”

"But father will be crazy! Hell think I'm dead!" "He thinks that now, no doubt.”

"But we cant—" She broke off, saring around the tiny shack's angle room. After a moment she
sghed resgnedly, smiled, and said softly, "Wall, it might have been worse, Grant. I'll try to earn my
keep."

"Good. How do you fed, Lee?'

"Quite normd. I'll start right to work." She flung off the tattered blanket, sat up, and dropped her feet
to the floor. "I'll fix dinn—Good night! My dressl” She snatched the blanket about her again.

He grinned. "We had allittle run-in with the dinkers after you had passed out. They did for my spare
wardrobe too." "It's ruined!" she wailed.

"Would needle and thread help? They Ieft that, at least, because it was in the table drawer.”

"Why, | couldn't make a good svimming suit out of thid" she retorted. "Let me try one of yours.™"

By dint of cutting, patching, and mending, she a last managed to piece one of Grant's slits to
respectable propor-tions. She looked very lovely in shirt and trousers, but he was troubled to note that a
sudden pdlor had overtaken her.

It was the riblancha, the second spdl of fever that usudly followed a severe or prolonged attack. His
face was serious as he cupped two of hislast four ferverin tabletsin his hand.

"Take these," he ordered. "And weve got to get some ferva leaves somewhere. The plane took my
upply away last week, and I've had bad luck with my loonies ever snce. They havent brought me
anything but weeds and rubbish.”

Lee puckered her lips a the bitterness of the drug, then closed her eyes agang its momentary
dizziness and nausea. "Where can you find ferva?' she asked.

He shook his head perplexedly, glandng out at the setting mass of Jupiter, with its bands glowing
creamy and brown, and the Red Spot bailing near the western edge. Close above it was the brilliant little
disk of Europa. He frowned suddenly, glanced at his watch and then at the dmanac on the indde of the
cabinet door.

"Itll be Europa light in fifteen minutes" he muttered, "and true night in twenty-five--the first true night
in half amonth. | wonder—"

He gazed thoughtfully at Lee's face. He knew where ferva grew. One dared not penetrate the jungle
itsdf, where singing

pams and arrow vines and the deadly worms caled toothers made such a venture sheer suicide for
any creatures but loon-ies and stinkers. But he knew where ferva grew

lalo's rare true night even the dearing might be dangerous. Not merdly from dinkers, ether; he knew
wel enough that in the darkness creatures crept out of the jungle who otherwise remained in the eternd
shadows of its depths—toothers, bul-let-head frogs, and doubtless many unknown dimy, venomous,
mysterious beings never seen by man. One heard storiesin Hergpolis and

But he had to get ferva, and he knew where it grew. Not even aloony would try to gather it there, but
inthe little gar-dens or farms around the tiny dinker towns, there was ferva growing.

He switched on alight in the gathering dusk. "I'm going outside a moment,” he told Lee Neilan. "If the
blancha garts coming back, take the other two tablets. Wouldn't hurt you to take 'em anyway. The
dinkers got away with my thermome-ter, but if you get dizzy again, you take 'em.”



"Grant! Where—"

"Il be back," he cdlled, dosing the door behind him.

A loony, purple in the bluish Europa light, bobbed up with a long giggle He waved the cresture aside
and sat off on a cautious approach to the neighborhood of the dinker village —the old one, for the other
could hardly have had time to cultivate its surrounding ground. He crept waily through the
bleeding-grass, but he knew his gedth was pure optimisn. He was in exactly the podtion of a
hundred-foot giant trying to approach a humen dty in secrecy—a difficult matter even in the utter
darkness of night.

He reached the edge of the dinker cdearing. Behind him, Europa, moving as fast as the second hand
on his watch, plummeted toward the horizon. He paused in momentary surprise a the sght of the
exquigte little town, a hundred feet away across the tiny square fidds with lights flickering in its
hand-wide windows. He had not known that dinker culture included the use of lights but there they
were, tiny candles or perhaps diminutive all lamps.

He blinked in the darkness. The second of the ten-foot fieds looked like—it was ferva. He stooped
low, crept out, and reached his hand for the fleshy, white leaves. And a thatmoment came a gill giggle
and the crackle of grass behind him. The loony! The idiatic purple loony!

Squesking shrieks sounded. He snatched a double handful of ferva, rose, and dashed toward the
lighted window of his shack. He had no wish to face poisoned barbs or disease-bear-ing teeth, and the
dinkers were certainly aroused. Ther gib-bering sounded in chorus; the ground looked black with them.

He reached the shack, burst in, dammed and latched the door. "Gat it!" He grinned. "Let 'em rave
outsde now."

They were raving. Their gibberish sounded like the creek-ing of worn machinery. Even Oliver opened
hisdrowsy eyes to ligen. "It mugt be the fever," observed the parcat placidly.

Lee was cartanly no paer; the riblancha was passing safely. "Ugh!" she said, ligening to the tumult
without. "I've dways hated rats, but dinkers are worse. All the shrewdness and vi-ciousness of rats plus
the inteligence of devils"

"Wdl," said Grant thoughtfully, "I don't see whet they can do. They've had it in for me anyway."

"It sounds as if they're going off," said the girl, ligening. "The noiseisfading."

Grant peered out of the window. "They're dill around. They've just passed from swearing to planning,
and | wish | knew what. Some day, if this crazy little planet ever becomes worth human occupetion,
there's gaing to be a showdown be-tween humans and dinkers."

"WdI? They're not dvilized enough to be redly a serious obstacle, and they're so amdl, besides.”

"But they learn,” he said. "They learn so quickly, and they breed like flies. Suppose they pick up the
use of gas, or sup-pose they develop little rifles for their poisonous darts. That's possible, because they
work in metals right now, and they know fire. That would put them practically on a par with man asfar as
offense goes, for what good are our giant cannons and rocket planes againg six-inch dinkers? And to be
just on even terms would be fatd; one dinker for one man would be a hdl of atrade.”

Lee yawned. "Wdl, it's not our problem. I'm hungry, Grant.”

"Good. That's asgn the blanchds through with you. WEell eat and then deep a while, for there's five
hours of darkness." "But the dinkers?'

" don't see what they can do. They couldn't cut through

stone-bark wadls in five hours, and anyway, Oliver would warn us if one managed to dip in
somewhere.”

It was light when Grant awoke, and he stretched his cramped limbs panfully across his two chairs.
Something had wakened him, but he didn't know just what. Oliver was pac-ing nervoudy beside him,
and now looked anxioudy up & him.

"I've had bad luck with my loonies" announced the parcat plaintively. "Y ou're a nice kitty."

"So areyou," sad Grant. Something had wakened him, but what?

Then he knew, for it came agan—the merest trembling of the stone-bark floor. He frowned in
puzzlement. Earthquakes? Not on 1o, for the tiny sphere had logt its internd heat untold ages ago. Then
what?



Comprehension dawned suddenly. He sprang to his feet with so wild a ydl that Oliver scrambled
sdeways with an in-ferna babble. The startled parcat legped to the stove and van-ished up the flue His
squdl drifted fantly back.

"It mugt be the fever!"

Lee had started to a gtting position on the bunk, her gray eyes blinking deepily.

"Outsde!” he roared, pulling her to her feet. "Get out! Quickly!™

"Wh-what—why—"

"Get out!" He thrust her through the door, then spun to seize his belt and weapons, the bag of ferva
leaves, a package of chocolate. The floor trembled again, and he burst out of the door with a frantic leap
to the dde of the dazed girl.

"They've undermined it!" he choked. "The devils under-mined the—"

He had no time to say more. A corner of the shack sud-denly subsided; the stone-bark logs grated,
and the whole structure collapsed like a child's house of blocks. The crash died into slence, and there
was no motion save a lazy wisp of vapor, a few black, ratlike forms scurrying toward the grass, and a
purple loony bobbing beyond the ruins.

"Thedirty devild" he swore hitterly. "The damn little black rats! The—"

A dart whidled s0 close thet it grazed his ear and then twitched alock of Lee's touded brown hair. A
chorus of sgquesking sounded in the bleeding-grass.

"Come on!" he cried. "They're out to exterminate us thistime. No—this way. Toward the hills There's
less jungle this way."

They could outrun the tiny dinkers easly enough. In afew

moments they had lost the sound of squesking voices, and

they stopped to gaze ruefully back on the fdlen dweling. "Now," he said miserably, "were both
where you were to

dart with."

"Oh, no." Lee looked up a him. "We're together now, Grant. I'm not afraid.”

"Well manage," he said with a show of assurance. "Well put up atemporary shack somehow. We'll

A dart struck his boot with a sharp blup. The dinkers had caught up to them.

Agan they ran toward Idiots Hills. When at last they stopped, they could look down along dope and
far over the lonian jungles. There was the ruined shack, and there, neetly checkered, the fidds and
towers of the nearer dinker town. But they had scarcely caught their bresth when gibbering and
squesking came out of the brush.

They were being driven into Idiots Hills, a region as un-known to man as the icy wastes of Pluto. It
was as if the tiny fiends behind them had determined that this time their enemy, the giant trampler and
despoiler of ther fidds, should be pursued to extinction.

Wegpons were usdess. Grant could not even glimpse their pursuers, dipping like hooded rats through
the vegetation. A bullet, evenif chance sped it through a dinker's body, was fu-tile, and his flame pistal,
though its lightning stroke should in-cinerate tons of brush and bleeding-grass, could no more than cut a
narrow path through the horde of tormentors. The only weapons that might have availed, the gas bulbs,
were log in the ruins of the shack.

Grant and Lee were forced upward. They had risen a thou-sand feet above the plain, and the ar was
thinning. There was no jungle here, but only grest stretches of bleeding-grass, across which a few loonies
were visble, bobbing their heads on their long necks.

"Toward—the peaks" gasped Grant, now panfully short of breath. "Perhgps we can stand rarer ar
then they."

Lee was beyond answer. She panted doggedly dong beside him as they plodded now over patches
of bare rock. Before

them were two low peaks, like the pillars of a gate. Glancing back, Grant caught a glimpse of tiny
black forms on a clear area, and in sheer anger he fired a shot. A angle stinker legped convulsvely, its
cape flapping, but the rest flowed on. There mugt have been thousands of them.



The peaks were closer, no more than a few hundred yards away. They were sheer, smooth,
unscalable.

"Between them,” muitered Grant.

The passage that separated them was bare and narrow. The twin peaks had been one in ages past;
some forgotten volcanic convulson had split them, leaving this dender canyon be-tween.

He dipped an arm about Lee, whose bresth, from effort and atitude, was a series of rasping gasps. A
bright dart tin-kled on the rocks as they reached the opening, but looking back, Grant could see only a
purple loony plodding upward, and afew more to hisright. They raced down a sraight fifty-foot passage
that debouched suddenly into a Sizegble valey—and there, thunderstruck for a moment, they paused.

A cty lay there. For a brief indant Grant thought they had burst upon a vast stinker metropolis, but
the merest glance showed otherwise. This was no city of medieva blocks, but a poem in marble, classcd
in beauty, and of human or near-human proportions. White columns, glorious arches, pure curving
domes, an architectura lovdiness that might have been born on the Acropalis. It took a second look to
discern that the city was dead, deserted, inruins.

Even in her exhaudtion, Lee fdt its beauty. "How—how exquistel” she panted. "One could dmost
forgive them—for being—stinkerd"

"They won' forgive us for being human,” he muttered. "WEell have to make a stand somewhere. Wed
better pick abuilding."

But before they could move more than a few feet from the canyon mouth, a wild disturbance halted
them. Grant whirled, and for a moment found himsdf actudly parayzed by amaze-ment. The narrow
canyon was filled with a gibbering horde of stinkers, like a nauseous, heaving black carpet. But they
came no further then the valey end, for grinning, gigdling, and bobbing, blocking the opening with
tramping three-toed feet, were four loonies

It was a battle. The stinkers were biting and stabbing a themiserable defenders, whose Shrill keenings
of pain were less giggles than shrieks. But with a determination and purpose utterly foreign to loonies,
their clawed feet tramped method-icaly up and down, up and down.

Grant exploded, "Il be damned!” Then an idea struck him. Ted They're packed in the canyon, the
whole devil's brood of 'em!"

He rushed toward the opening. He thrust hisflame pistol between the skinny legs of a loony, amed it
draight dong the canyon, and fired.

Inferno burst. The tiny diamond, giving up dl its energy in one terrific blagt, shot a jagged stream of
fire that filled the canyon from wall to wal and vomited out beyond to cut a fan of fire through the
bleeding-grass of the dope.

Idiots Hills reverberated to the roar, and when the rain of debris settled, there was nothing in the
canyon save afew hits of flesh and the head of an unfortunate loony, Hill bouncing and ralling.

Three of the loonies survived. A purple-faced one was pull-ing his arm, grinning and gigdling in
imbecile glee. He waved the thing aside and returned to the girl.

"Thank goodnessl" he said. "We're out of that, anyway." "'l wasn't afraid, Grant. Not with you."

He amiled. "Perhaps we can find a place here" he sug-gested. "The fever ought to be less
troublesome at this dti-tude. But—say, this must have been the capitd city of the whole gtinker race in
ancient times. | can scarcely imagine those fiends creeting an architecture as beautiful as this—or as large.
Why, these buildings are as colossdl in proportion to stinker Sze as the skyscrapers of New York to ud"

"But 0 beautiful,” said Lee softly, sweeping her eyes over the glory of the ruins. "One might amost
forgive—Grant! Look at those!™

He followed the gesture. On the inner Sde of the canyon's portals were gigantic carvings. But the thing
that set him gtar-ing in amazement was the subject of the portraya. There, towering far up the diff Sdes,
were the figures, not of stinkers, but of—loonies Exquistively carved, amiling rather than grinning, and
amiling somehow sadly, regretfully, pityingly—yet beyond doubt, loonies!

"Good night!" he whispered. "Do you see, Lee? This must once have been aloony city. The steps, the
doors, the build

ings, dl are on their scale of Sze. Somehow, some time, they must have achieved cvilization, and the



loonies we know are the degenerate residue of a greet race.”

"And," put in Lee, "the reason those four blocked the way when the dinkers tried to come through is
that they dill reemember. Or probably they don't actudly remember, but they have a tradition of past
glories, or more likdy dill, just a superdtitious feding that this place isin some way sacred. They let us
pass because, after dl, we look more like loonies than like dinkers. But the amazing thing is that they ill
possess even that dim memory, because this city must have been in ruins for centuries. Or perhaps even
for thousands of years."

"But to think that loonies could ever have had the intdlli-gence to create a culture of their own," said
Grant, waving away the purple one bobbing and giggling a his sde. Sud-denly he paused, turning a gaze
of new respect on the crea-ture. "This one's been fallowing me for days. All right, old chap, what isit?'

The purple one extended a sorely bedraggled bundle of bleeding-grass and twigs, gigdling idicticaly.
Hisridiculous mouth twisted; his eyes popped in an agony of effort at mentad concentration.

"Canny!" he giggled triumphantly.

"The imbecile" flared Grant. "Nitwit! Idiot!" He broke off, then laughed. "Never mind. | guess you
deserve it He tossed his package of chocolate to the three ddighted loonies. "Here's your candy.”

A scream from Lee startled him. She was waving her amswildly, and over the crest of Idiots Hills a
rocket plane roared, circled, and nosed its way into the vdley.

The door opened. Oliver stalked gravely out, remarking casudly. "I'm red and you're red." A man
followed the parcat—two men.

"Fether!" screamed Lee.

It was some time later that Gustavus Neilan turned to Grant. "l can't thank you," he said. "If there's
ever any way | can show my appreciation for—"

"Thereis. You can cancel my contract.”

"Oh, you work for me?'

"I'm Grant Calthorpe, one of your traders, and I'm about sick of this crazy planet.”

"Of coursg, if youwish," said Neilan. "If it's a question of pay—"

"You can pay me for the sx months I've worked."

"If you'd care to stay," said the older man, "there won't be trading much longer. We've been able to
grow fcrva near the polar cities, and | prefer plantations to the uncertainties of rdying on loonies. If you'd
work out your year, we might be able to put you in charge of a plantation by the end of that time"

Grant met Lee Neilan's gray eyes, and hestated. "Thanks" he said dowly, "but I'm sick of it" He
amiled a the girl, then turned back to her father. "Would you mind tdling me how you happened to find
us? Thisis the most unlikdy place on the planet.”

"Thet's just the reason,” said Neilan. "When Lee didn't get back, | thought things over pretty carefully.
At lagt | decided, knowing her as | did, to search the least likdy places firg. We tried the shores of the
Fever Sea, and then the White Desert, and findly Idiots Hills We spotted the ruins of a shack, and on
the debris was this chgp"—he indicated Olive—"remark-ing that "Ten loonies make one haf-wit." Well,
the haf-wit part sounded very much like a reference to my daughter, and we cruised about until the roar
of your flame pistal attracted our attention.”

Lee pouted, then turned her serious gray eyes on Grant. "Do you remember,” she said softly, "whet |
told you there in the jungle?’

"l wouldn't even have mentioned that,” he replied. "l knew you were ddirious.”

"But—perhgps | wasn't. Would companionship make it any easer to work out your year? | mean
i—for ingance—you were to fly back with us to Junopolis and return with a wife?"

"Leg" he sad huskily, "you know what a difference that would make, though | can't understand why
you'd ever dream of it."

"It mug," suggested Oliver, "be the fever."

Redemption Cairn



HAVE You ever been fla broke, hungry' as the very devil, and yet so down and out that you didn't
even care? Looking back now, after a couple of months, it's hard to put it into words, but | think the low
point was the evening old Captain Harris Henshaw dropped into my room—my room, that is, until the
twenty-four-hour notice to move or pay up expired.

There| sat, Jack Sands, ex-rocket pilot. Yeah, the same Jack Sands you're thinking of, the one who
cracked up the Gunderson Europa expedition trying to land a Young's Fidd, Long Idand, in March,
2110. Jugt ayear and a hdf ago! It seemed like ten and a hdlf. Five hundred idle days. Eighteen months
of having your friends look the other way when you happened to pass on the Street, partly because
they're ashamed to nod to a pilot that's been tagged ydlow, and partly because they fed maybe it's
kinder to just let you drop out of Sght peecefully.

| didn't even look up when a knock sounded on my door, because | knew it could only be the
landlady. "Haven't got it," | growled. "I've got aright to stay out my notice.”

"You got aright to make a damn fool of yoursdf," said Henshaw's voice. "Why don't you tdl your
friends your ad-dress?"

"Harrid" | ydled. It was "Cgptain” only aboard ship. Then | caught mysdf. "What's the matter?" |
asked, grinning bit-terly. "Did you crack up, too? Coming to join me on the dust heap, en?’

"Coming to offer you ajob," he growled.

"Yeeh? It must he a swdl one, then. Carting sand to fill up the blast pits on afidd, hun? And I'm damn
near hungry enough to take it—but not quite.”

"It'sapiloting job," said Henshaw quietly.

"Who wants a pilot who's been smeared with ydlow paint? What outfit will trugt its ships to a
coward? Don't you know that Jack Sands is tagged forever?”

"Shut up, Jack," he said briefly. "I'm offering you the job as pilot under me on Interplanetary's new
Europa expedition.”

| started to burn up then. You see, it was returning from Jupiter's third moon, Europa, that 1'd
smashed up the Gun-derson outfit, and now | got a wild idea that Henshaw was taunting me about that.
"By Heaven!" | screeched. "If you're trying to be funrny—"

But he wasn't. | quieted down when | saw he was serious, and he went on dowly, "l want a pilot |
can trugt, Jack. | don't know anything about your cracking up the Hera; | was on the Venus run when it
happened. All | know isthat | can depend on you."

After awhile| began to believe him. When | got over the shock a little, | figured Henshaw was friend
enough to be enttitled to the facts.

"Ligen, Harris" | said. ™Y ou're taking me on, reputation and dl, and it looks to me as if you deserve
an explanation. | haven't been whining about the bump | got, and I'm not now. | cracked up Gunderson
and his outfit dl right, only—" | hesi-tated; it's kind of tough to fed that maybe you're squirming in the
pinch—"only my co-pilot, that fdlow Kratska, forgot to mention a few things, and mentioned a few
others that weren't true. Oh, it was my dhift, right enough, but he neg-lected to tdl the investigating
committee that 1'd stood his shift and my own before it. I'd been on for two long shifts, and this was my
short one”

"Two long oned" echoed Henshaw. "Y ou mean you were on sixteen hours before the landing shift?!

"That's what | mean. I'll tdl you just what | told the com-mittee, and maybe youll believe me. They
didn't. But when Kratska showed up to relieve me he was hopped. He had aregular hexylamine jag, and
he couldn't have piloted atricy-cle. So | did the only possible thing to do; | sent him back to deep it off,
and | reported it to Gunderson, but that dill 1eft me the job of getting us down.

"It wouldn't have been so bad if it had happened in space, because there isnt much for a pilot to do
out there except fol-low the course laid out by the captain, and maybe dodge a meteor if the darm
buzzes. But | had gxteen solid hours of teetering down through a gravitationd fidd, and by the time my
four-hour spell came around | was bleary.”

"l don't wonder," said the captain. "Two long shiftd"

Maybe I'd better explain a rocket's pilot syslem. On short runs like Venus or Mars, a vessd could



cary three pilots, and then it's a Smple matter of three eight-hour shifts. But on any longer run, because
ar and weaght and fud and food are dl precious, no rocket ever carries more than two pilots.

So aday's run is divided into four shifts and each pilot has one long spell of eight hours, then four
hours off, then four hours on again for his short shift, and then eight hours to deep. He eats two of his
medsright at the control desk, and the third during his short free period. It's a queer life, and sometimes
men have been co-pilots for years without redly seeing each other except at the beginning and the end of
thair run.

| went on with my story, dill wondering whether Henshaw would fed as if | were whining. "l was
bleary,” | repeated, "but Kratska showed up dill foggy, and | didn't dare trust a hexylamine dope with the
job of landing. Anyway, 1'd re-ported to Gunderson, and that seemed to shift some of the responghbility
tohim. So | et Kratska St in the control cabin, and | began to put down.”

Tdling the story made me mad dl over. "Those lousy re-porters!” | blazed. "All of them seemed to
think landing a rocket is like sttling down in bed; you just cushion down on your underblast. Yeah; they
dont redize that you have to land blind, because three hundred feet down from the ground the blast
begins to splash againd it.

"You watch the leveing poles at the edge of the fiedld and try to judge your dtitude from them, but you
don't see the ground; what you see under you are the flames of Hell. And another thing they don't redize:
lowering a ship is like bring-ing down a dinner plate baanced on a fishing rod. If she darts to rall
Sdeways—blooey! The underjets only hold you up when they're pointing down, you know."

Henshaw let me vent my temper without interruption, and | returned to my story. "Well, | was getting
down aswell as could be expected. The Hera dways did have a tendency to rall a little, but she wasn't
the worst ship I've put to ground.

"But every time she did over alittle, Kratska let out a ydl; he was nervous from his dope jag, and he
knew he was due to lose hislicense, and on top of that he was just plain scared by the sde roll. We got
to seventy feet on the levding poles when she gave a pretty sharp roll, and Kratska went plain deffy."

| hesitated. "'l don't know exactly how to tdl what hap-pened. It went quick, and | didn't see dl of it,
of course. But suddenly Kratska, who had been fumbling with the ar lock for ten minutes, shrieked
something like "She's going over!" and grabbed the throttle. He shut off the blast before | could lift an
eyelash, shut it off and flung himsdf out. Y eah; held opened the air lock.

"Wdl, we were only seventy feet—Iless than that—above the fidd. We dropped like an overripe
gople off atree. | didn't have time even to move before we hit, and when we hit, dl the fud in dl the jets
mud have let go. And for what hap-pened after that you'd better read the newspapers.”

"Not me" said Henshaw. "You sill it

"I can't, not dl of it, because | waslad out. But | can guess, dl right. It seems that when the jets blew
off, Kratska was just picked up in a couple of cubic yards of the soft sand he had landed in, and tossed
clear. He had nothing but a broken wrist. And as for me, gpparently | was shot out of the control room,
and banged up consderably. And as for Gun-derson, his professors, and everyone dse on the
Hera—well, they were just gains on the pool of molten ferdumin that was left.”

"“Then how," asked Henshaw, "did they hang it on you?'

| tried to control my voice. "Kratska," | sad grimly. "The field was clear for landing; nobody can stand
in close with the blast splashing in a six-hundred-foot circle. Of course, they saw someone jump from the
nose of the ship after the jets cut off, but how could they tdl which of us? And the exploson shuffled the
whole field around, and nobody knew which was what."

"Then it should have been his word againgt yours.”

"Yegh; it should have been. But the fidd knew it was my shift because I'd been tdking over the
landing beam, and be-sides, Kratska got to the reporters fird. | never even knew of the mess until |
woke up a Grand Mercy Hospitd thirteen days later. By tha time Kratska had taked and | was the
goat."

"But the invedtigating committee?”

| grunted. "Sure, the investigating committee. 1'd reported to Gunderson, but he made a swdl witness,

baing just an im-purity in a mass of ferrdumin aloy. And Kratska had disap-peared anyway."



"Couldn't they find him?*

"Not on what | knew about him. We picked him up a Junopolis on lo, because Briggs was down
with white fever. | didnt see him at dl except when we were rdieving each other, and you know what
that's like, seeing somebody in a control cabin with the sun shieds up. And on Europa we kept to space
routing, S0 | couldn't even give you a good descrip-tion of him. He had a beard, but so have ningty per
cent of us after along hop, and he said when we took him on that held just come over from the Earth.” |
paused. "I'll find him some day."

"Hope you do," said Henshaw briskly. "About this present run, now. Therell be you and me, and then
theréll be Stefan Coretti, a physcd chemid, and an Ivor Gogrol, a biologist. That's the scientific
personnd of the expedition.”

"Yeeh, but who's my co-pilot? That's what interests me" "Oh, sure” said Henshaw, and coughed.
"Your co-pilot.

W, I've been meaning to tdl you. It's Claire Avery." "Claire Avery!"

"That's right,” agreed the captain gloomily. "The Golden Hash hersdf. The only womean pilot to have
her name on the Curry cup, winner of this year's Apogee rece.”

"She's no pilot!" | snapped. "She's arich publicity hound with brass nerves. | was just curious enough
to blow ten bucks rentd on a 'scope to watch that race. She was ninth rounding the Moon. Ninth! Do
you know how she won? She gunned her rocket under full acceleration practicdly dl the way back, and
then fdl into a braking orbit.

"Any sophomore in Agtronautics |1 knows that you can't caculate a braking orbit without knowing the
densty of the stratosphere and ionosphere, and even then its a gamble. That's what she did—amply
gambled, and happened to be lucky. Why do you pick a rich moron with a taste for thrills on a job like

"l didn't pick her, Jack. Interplanetary picked her for pub-licity purposes. To tdl the truth, | think this
whole expedition is an attempt to get a little favorable advertising to offset that shady stock investigation
this soring. Interplanetary wants to show itsdf as the noble patron of exploration. So Clare Avery will
take off for the tdlevison and papers, and youll be po-litely ignored.”

"And that suits md | wouldn't even take the job if thingswere a little different, and—" | broke off
suddenly, frozen "Say," | said weskly, "did you know they'd revoked my li-cense?"

"You don't say," said Henshaw. "And after dl the trouble | had talking Interplanetary into permisson
to take you on, too." Then he grinned. "Here" he said, tossng me an enve-lope. "See how long itll take
you to lose this one."

But the very sght of the familiar blue paper was enough to make me forget a lot of things—Kratska,
Clare Avery, even hunger.

The take-off was worse than | had expected. | had sense enough to wear my pilot's goggles to the
field, but of course | was recognized as soon as | joined the group at the rocket. They'd given us the
Minos, an old ship, but she looked asiif she'd handle well.

The newsmen mugt have had orders to ignore me, but | could hear plenty of comments from the
crowd. And to finish things up, there was Claire Avery, alot prettier than she looked on the tdevison
screens, but with the same unmistak-able cobalt-blue eyes, and hair closer to the actud shade of metdlic
gold than any 1'd ever seen. The "Golden FHlash," the newsmen cdled her. Blah!

She accepted her introduction to me with the coolest possi-ble nod, as if to say to the scanners and
cameras that it wasn't her choice she was teamed with ydlow Jack Sands. But for that matter, Coretti's
black Latin eyes were not especidly cordia ether, nor were Gogrol's broad features. 1I'd met Go-grol
somewhere before, but couldn't place him at the moment.

WEell, at last the speeches were over, and the photographers and broadcast men let the Golden Hash
stop posing, and she and | got into the control cabin for the take-off. | dill wore my goggles, and huddled
down low besides, because there were a dozen telescopic cameras and scanners recording us from the
fidd's edge. Clare Avery smply ate it up, though, amiling and waving before she cut in the underblast.
But fi-ndly we were rigng over the flame.



She was worse than I'd dreamed. The Minos was a sweetly balanced ship, but she rolled it like a
baby's cradle. She had the radio on the fidd broadcast, and | could hear the descrip-tion of the take-off:
"—heavily laden. There—sherolls again. But she's meking dtitude. The blast has stopped splashing

now, and is coming down in a beautiful fan of fire. A difficult take-off, even for the Golden Flash." A
difficult take-off! Bunk!

| was watching the red bubble in the levd, but | sole a glance to Claire Avery's face, and it wasn't o
cool and stand-offish now. And just then the bubble in the levedl bobbed way over, and | heard the girl a
my Sde give a frightened little gasp. Thiswasn't cradle rocking any more—we werein ared roll!

| dapped her hands hard and grabbed the U-bar. | cut the underjets completely off, letting the ship fdll
free, then shot the full blast through the right laterds. It was damn close, I'm ready to swear, but we
leveled, and | snapped on the under-blast before we lost a hundred feet of dtitude. And there was that
inane radio dill taking: "They're over! No—they've lev-ded again, but what arall! She's ared pilat, this
Golden Hash—"

| looked at her; she was pae and shaken, but her eyes were angry. "Golden FHash, en?' | jeered. "The
gold mugt refer to your money, but what's the flash? It can't have much to do with your ahility as a pilot.”
But at thet time | had no idea how pitifully little she really knew about rocketry.

She flared. "Anyway," she hissed, her lips actudly quiver-ing with rage, "the gold doesn't refer to
color, Mr. Mdaria Sandg" She knew that would hurt; the "Mdarid' was some bright columnist's idea of
apun on my name. You see, malarias popularly caled Ydlow Jack. "Besides," she went on defiantly, "I
could have pulled out of that roll mysdf, and you know it."

"Sure" | said, with the meanest possible sarcasm. We had condderable upward velocity now, and
plenty of dtitude, both of which tend toward safety because they give one more time to pull out of aroll.
"You can take over again now. The hard part's over."

She gave me alook from those eectric blue eyes, and | be-gan to redize just what sort of trip | was
infor. Coretti and Gogrol had indicated ther unfriendliness plainly enough, and heaven knows | couldn't
mistake the hatred in Claire Avery's eyes, s0 that left just Captain Henshaw. But the captain of the ship
dare not show favoritism; so dl indl | saw mysdf doomed to alondy trip.

Londy isnt the word for it. Henshaw was decent enough, but since Claire Avery had started with a
long shift and so had the captain, they were having their free spells and medls on the same schedule, dong
with Gogrol, and that left me with Coretti. He was pretty cool, and | had pride enough I€ft not to make
any unwanted advances.

Gogral was worse; | saw him seldom enough, but he never addressed a word to me except on
routine. Y et there was something familiar about him— As for Claire Avery, | Smply wasn't in her scheme
of things a dl; she even rdieved mein slence.

Offhand, I'd have sad it was the wildest sort of stupidity to send a girl with four men on atrip like this
Wedl, | had to hand it to Clare Avery; in that way she was a splendid rock-etrix. She took the
inconveniences of space routine without a murmur, and she was so companionable—that is, with the
others—that it was like having a young and unusudly enter-taining men aboard.

And, after dl, Gogrol was twice her age and Henshaw a-mogt three times; Coretti was younger, but |
was the only one who was redlly of her generation. But as | say, she hated me; Coretti seemed to stand
best with her.

So the weary weeks of the journey dragged dong. The Sun shrunk up to a disk only a fifth the
diameter of the terrestrid Sun, but Jupiter grew to an enormous moon-like orb with its bands and spots
glorioudy tinted. It was an exquisite Sght, and sometimes, Since eight hours deep is more than | can use,
| used to dip into the control room while Claire Avery was on duty, just to watch the giant planet and its
moons. Thegrl and | never said aword to each other.

We weren't to stop at lo, but were landing directly on Eu-ropa, our destinaion, the third moon
outward from the vast molten globe of Jupiter. In some ways Europa is the queerest little sphere in the
Solar System, and for many years it was be-lieved to be quite uninhabitable. It is, too, as far as seventy
per cent of its surface goes, but the remaning arealis awild and weird region.

Thisis the mountainous hollow in the face toward Jupiter, for Europa, like the Moon, keeps one face



adways toward its primary. Here in this vast depression, dl of the tiny world's scanty atmosphere is
collected, gathered like little lakes and puddles into the valeys between mountain ranges that often

pierce through the low-lying air into the emptiness of space.

Often enough asngle valey forms a microcosm sundered by nothingness from the rest of the planet,
generaing its own little rainstorms under pygmy cloud banks, inhabited by its in-digenous life, untouched
by, and unaware of, dl ese.

In the ephemeris, Europais dismissed prosaicdly with a string of figures: diameter, 2099 M.—period,
3 days, 13 hours, 14 seconds—distance from primary, 425,160 M. For an asronomica ephemeris isn't
concerned with the thin film of life that occasondly blurs a planet's surface; it has nothing to say of the
dow libration of Europa that sends intermittent tides of air washing againg the mountain opes under the
tidd drag of Jupiter, nor of the waves that sometimes spill ar from valley to vdley, and sometimes il
dienlifeaswal.

Least of dl is the ephemeris concerned with the queer forms that crawl now and then right up out of
the air pools, to lie on the vacuum-bathed peaks exactly as strange fishes flopped ther way out of the
Earthly seas to bask on the sands a the close of the Devonian age.

Of the five of us, | was the only one who had ever visted Europa—or so | thought at the time.
Indeed, there were few men in the world who had actudly set foot on the inhospita-ble little planet;
Gunderson and his men were dead, save me and perhaps Kratska, and we had been the firs organized
ex-pedition.

Only a few dray adventurers from lo had preceded us So it was to me that Captain Henshaw
directed his orders when he said, "Take us as close as possble to Gunderson's landing.”

It began to be evident that we'd make ground toward the end of Claire's long shift, so | crawled out of
the coffinlike niche | caled my cabin an hour early, and went up to the con-trol room to guide her down.
We were saventy or eighty miles up, but there were no clouds or ar digortion here, and the vdleys
crisscrossed under us like ardief map.

It was inferndly hard to pick Gunderson's valey; the burned spot from the blast was long since grown
over, and | had only memory to rely on, for, of course, dl charts were logt with the Hera. But | knew the
generd region, and it redly made less difference than it might have, for practicaly dl the valeys in that
vidnity were connected by passes; one could walk between them in breathable air.

After awhile| picked one of a series of narrow pardle vdleys, one with what | knew was a sdt pool
in the center—though most of them had that; they'd be desert without it—and pointed it out to Claire.
"That one" | said, adding mdi-cioudy, "and I'd better warn you that it's narrow and deep—a ticklish
landing place.”

She flashed me an unfriendly glance from sapphire eyes, but said nothing. But a voice behind me
sounded unex-pectedly: "To the left! The one to the left. 1t—it looks eas-ier.”

Gogral! | was gartled for amoment, then turned coldly on him. "Keep out of the control room during
landings” | snapped.

He glared, muttered something, and retired. But he left me a trifle worried; not that hisvalley to the left
was any easer to land in—that was pure bunk—but it looked a little familiar! Actudly, | wasn't sure but
that Gogrol had pointed out Gunderson's valey.

But | stuck to my fird guess. The irritation | fdt | took out on Claire. "Take it dow!" | sad gruffly.
"Thisisnt alanding fidd. Nobody's put up leveding poles in these vadleys. You're going to have to land
completey blind from about four hun-dred feet, because the blast begins to splash sooner in thisthin air.
Y ou go down by levd and guess, and Heaven help usif you rall her! There's no room for ralling between
those diffs”

She hit her lip nervoudy. The Minos was dready ralling un-der the girl's inexpert hand, though that
wasn't dangerous while we 4ill had ten or twelve miles of dtitude. But the ground was coming up
Seedily.

| was in a crue mood. | watched the srain grow in her lovdy features, and if | fdt any pity, | logt it
when | thought of the way she had treated me. So | taunted her.



"This shouldn't be a hard landing for the Golden Flash. Or maybe you'd rather be landing at full speed,
S0 you could fdl into a braking dlipse—only that wouldn't work here, because the ar doesn't sick up
high enough to act as a brake."

And a few minutes later, when her lips were quivering with tension, | said, "It takes more than
publicity and gambler's luck to make a pilot, doesn't it?"

She broke. She screamed suddenly, "Oh, take it! Take it, then!" and dammed the U-bar into my
hands. Then she hud

died back in her corner sobbing, with her golden hair sreaming over her face.

| took over; | had no choice. | pulled the Minos out of the roll Claire's gesture had put her in, and then
started teetering down on the underjets. It was pitifully easy because of Eu-ropas low gravitation and the
resulting low fdling accelera-tion; it gave the pilot so much time to compensate for Sde sway.

| began to redize how miserably little the Golden Hash redly knew about rocketry, and, despite
mysdf, | fdt a surge of pity for her. But why pity her? Everyone knew that Claire Avery was smply a
wedlthy, thrill-intoxicated daredevil, with more than her share of money, of beauty, of adulaion. The
despised Jack Sands pitying her? That's alaugh!

The underblast hit and splashed, turning the brown-clad valey into black ashes and flame. | inched
down very dowly now, for there was nothing to see below save the fiery sheet of the blast, and |
watched the bubble on the leve asif my life depended on it—whichiit did.

| knew the splash began at about four hundred feet in this densty of air, but from then on it was
guesswork, and a question of sdtling down so dowly that when we hit we wouldnt damage the
underjets. And if | do say it, we grounded so gently that | don't think Claire Avery knew it until | cut off
the blast.

She rubbed the tears away with her deeve and glared blue-eyed defiance a me, but before she could
speak, Henshaw opened the door. "Nice landing, Miss Avery," he said.

"Wan't it?" | echoed, with agrin at the girl.

She stood up. She was trembling and | think that under Earthly gravitation she would have fdlen back
into the pilot's seat, for | saw her knees shaking below her trim, black shorts.

" didn't land us™ she said grimly. "Mr. Sands put us to ground.”

Somehow My pity got the best of me then. "Sure” | sad. "It's into my shift. Look." It was; the
chronometer showed three minutesin. "Miss Avery had dl the hard part—"

But she was gone. And try as | would, | could not bring my-sdf to see her as the hard, brilliant
thrill-seeker which the pa-pers and broadcasts portrayed her. Instead, she left me with a strange and by
no means logicd impresson of—wistfulness.

Life on Europa began uneventfully. Little by little we re-duced the atmospheric pressure in the Minos
to conform to that outside. First Coretti and then Claire Avery had a gpdl of dtitude sickness, but by the
end of twenty hours we were dl acclimated enough to be comfortable outside.

Henshaw and | were fird to venture into the open. | scanned the vdley carefully for familiar
landmarks, but it was hard to be sure; dl these canyonlike ditches were much dike. | know that a copse
of song-bushes had grown high on the diff when the Hera had landed, but our blast had splashed higher,
and if the bushes had been there, they were only a patch of ashes now.

At the far end of the vdley there should have been a deft in the hills, a pass leading to the right into the
next vdley. That wasn't there; dl | could digtinguish was a narrow ra:-vine cutting the hills to the Ift.

"I'm afraid I've missed Gunderson's valey,” | told Hen-shaw. "I think it's the next one to our left; it's
connected to this one by a pass, if I'm right, and thisis one | came in sev-era times to hunt." It recurred
to me suddenly that Gogrol had sad the left one.

"You say there's a pass?' mused Henshaw. "Then well stay here rather than chance another take-off
and another landing. We can work in Gunderson's valey through the pass. Y ou're sure it's low enough so
we won't have to use oxygen hemets?'

"If it's the right pass, | am. But work at what in Gunder-son's valey? | thought this was an exploring
expedition.”

Henshaw gave me a queer, sharp look, and turned away. Right then | saw Gogrol standing in the port



of the Minos, and | didn't know whether Henshaw's reticence was due to his presence or mine. | moved
a step to follow him, but a that moment the outer door of the arr lock opened and Claire Avery came
out.

It was the fird time | had seen her in afair light since the take-off a Young's Fidd, and | had rather
forgotten the love-liness of her coloring. Of course, her skin had paled from the weeks in semidarkness,
but her cadmium-ydlow har and sap-phire-blue eyes were redly sartling, especiadly when she moved
into the sun shadow of the diff and stood bathed only in the golden Jupiter light.

Like Henshaw and mysdf, she had dipped on the al-enve

oping ki suit one wore on chilly little Europa. The smdl world received only a fourth as much heat as
geamy lo, and would not have been habitable at dl, except for the fact that it kept its face dways toward
its primary, and therefore re-ceived heat intermittently from the Sun, but eterndly from Jupiter.

The girl cast an eager look over the vdley; | knew this was her fird experience on an uninhabited
world, and there is d-ways a sense of strangeness and the fascinaion of the un-known in one's firg step
on an dien planet.

She looked at Henshaw, who was methodicaly examining the scorched soil on which the Minos
rested, and then her glance crossed mine. There was an éectric moment of ten-sion, but then the anger in
her blue eyes—if it had been anger —died away, and she strode deliberately to my side.

She faced me squardly. "Jack Sands" she said with an un-dertone of defiance, "I owe you an
gpology. Don't think I'm gpologizing for my opinion of you, but only for the way |'ve been acting toward
you. In agndl company like this there isn't room for enmity, and as far as I'm concerned, your past is
yours from now on. What's more, | want to thank you for hdping me during the take-off, and"—her
defiance was crack-ing a bit—"d-during the—the landing.”

| stared at her. That gpology mugt have cost her an effort, for the Golden Flash was a proud young
lady, and | saw her wink back her tears. | choked back the viciousreply | had been about to make, and
sad only, "O.K.Y ou keep your opinion of me to yoursdf and I'll do the same with my opin-ion of you."

She flushed, then amiled. "I guess I'm a rotten pilot,” she admitted ruefully. "l hate take-offs and
landings To tdl the truth, I'm Smply scared of the Minos. Up to the time we left Young's Fed, 1'd never
handled anything larger than my little racing rocket, the Golden Flash."

| gasped. That wouldn't have been credibleif | hadn't seen with my own eyes how utterly unpracticed
she was. "But why?" | asked in perplexity. "If you hate piloting so, why do it? Just for publicity? With
your money you don't have to, you know."

"Oh, my money!" she echoed irritably. She stared away over the narrow vdley, and started suddenly.
"Look!" shecried. "There's something moving on the peaks like a big bal. And way up where there's no
arad™

| glanced over. "It's just a bladder bird,” | sad indifferently. I'd seen plenty of them; they were the
commonest mobile form of life on Europa. But of course Claire hadn't, and she was eagerly curious.

| explained. | threw stones into a tinkling grove of song-bushes until | flushed up another, and it went
diding over our heads with its membrane Stretched taut.

| told her that the three-foot creature that had sailed like aflying squirrd was the same sort as the giant
ball she had glimpsed among the arless pesks, only the one on the peaks had inflated its bladder. The
creatures were able to cross from vdley to vdley by carying ther air with them in their big, baloonlike
bladders. And, of course, bladder birds weren't redly birds at dl; they didnt fly, but glided like the
lemurs and flying squirrels of Earth, and naturaly, couldn't even do that when they were up on the airless
heights

Clare was s0 eager and interested and wide-eyed thet | quite forgot my grudge. | started to show her
my knowledge of things Europan; | led her close to the copse of song-bushes so that she could ligen to
the sweet and plaintive meody of their breathing leaves, and | took her down to the sdt poadl in the
center of the valey to find some of the primitive crea-tures which Gunderson's men had called "nutses”
because they looked very much like wanuts with the hulls on. But within was a smdl mouthful of
ddicious mest, neither ani-ma nor vegetable, which was quite safe to eat raw, snce bac-terid life did not
exig on Europa.



| guess | was pretty exuberant, for after dl, this was the fird chance a companionship 1'd had for
many weeks. We wandered down the vadley and | taked, taked about any-thing. | told her of the
various forms life assumed on the planets, how on Mars and Titan and Europa sex was un-known,
though Venus and Earth and lo dl possessed it; and he on Mars and Europa vegetable and animd life
had never differentiated, so that even the vadly intdligent beaked Mar-tians had a tinge of vegetable
nature, while conversely the song-bushes on the hills of Europa had a vagudy animd con-tent. And
meanwhile we wandered amlesdy dong until we stood below the narrow pass or ravine that led
presumably into Gunderson's valey to our left.

Far up the dope a movement caught my eye. A bladder bird, | thought idly, though it was a low
dtitude for one to inflate; they usudly expanded ther bladders just below the point where bregthing
became impossible. Then | saw that it wasn't a bladder bird; it was a man. In fact, it was Gogrol.

He was emerging from the pass, and his collar was turned up about his throat againg the cold of the
dtitude. He hadn't seen us, gpparently, as he angled down what mountaineers cdl a col, aledge or neck
of rock that danted from the mouth of the ravine dong the hillsde toward the Minos. But Claire,
fallowing the direction of my gaze, saw himin the mo-ment before brush hid him from view.

"Gograll" she exdamed. "He must have been in the next valey. Stefan will want—" She caught hersdif
sharply.

"Why," | asked grimly, "should your friend Coretti be in-terested in Gogrol's actions? After dl,
Gogrol's supposed to be abiologig, isn't he? Why shouldn't he take alook in the next valey?'

Her lips tightened. "Why shouldn't he?' she echoed. "I didn't say he shouldn't. | didn't say anything like
that."

And thenceforward she maintained a stubborn dlence. In-deed, something of the old enmity and
coolness seemed to have settled between us as we walked back through the vadley toward the Minos.

That night Henshaw rearranged our schedule to a more convenient plan than the requirements of
space. We divided our time into days and nights, or rather into degping and waking periods, for, of
course, there is no true night on Eu-ropa. The shifts of light are dmost as puzzing as those on its neighbor
lo, but not quite, because to has its own rotation to complicate matters.

On Europa, the nearest approach to true night is during the eclipse that occurs every three days or <o,
when the landscape isillumined only by the golden twilight of Jupiter, or at the most, only by Jupiter and
lo light. So we set our own night time by arbitrary Earth reckoning, so that we might dl work and deep
during the same periods.

There was no need for any sort of watch to be kept; no one had ever reported life dangerous to man
on little Europa. The only danger came from the meteors that swarm about the giant Jupiter's orbit, and
sometimes came crashing downthrough the shdlow ar of his satdlites; we couldn't dodge them here as
we could in space. But that was a danger againgt which a guard was unavailing.

It was the next morning that | cornered Henshaw and forced him to listen to my questions.

"Ligen to me, Harris™ | said determinedly. "What is there about this expedition that everybody knows
but me? If thisis an exploring party, I'm the Ameer of Yarkand. Now | want to know what it'sdl about."

Henshaw looked miserably embarrassed. He kept his eyes awvay from mine, and muttered unhgppily,
"I can't tdl you, Jack. I'm damned sorry, but 1 can't tdl you."

"Why not?'

He hesitated. "Because I'm under orders not to, Jack." "Whose orders?’

Henshaw shook his head. "Damn it?" he said vehemently. "I trust you. If it were my choice, you'd be
the one I'd pick for honesty. But it isn't my choice. He paused. "Do you un-derstand that? All right'—he
diffened into his captain's man-ner—"no more questions, then. I'll ask the questions and give the orders.”

WEel, put on that bads, | couldn't argue. I'm a pilat, fird, last, and aways, and | don't disobey my
superior's orders even when he happens to be as close afriend as Henshaw. But | be-gan to kick mysdf
for not seeing something queer in the busi-ness as soon as Henshaw offered me the job.

If Interplanetary was looking for favorable publicity, they wouldn't get it by Sgning me on. Moreover,
the government wasn't in the habit of reissuing a revoked pilot's license with-out good and aufficient



reason, and | knew | hadn't supplied any such reason by loafing around brooding over my troubles. That
aone should have tipped me off that something was screwy.

And there were plenty of hints during the voyage itsdlf. True, Gogrol seemed to talk the language of
biology, but I'll be dogged if Coretti talked like a chemigt. And there was that haunting sense of familiarity
about Gogrol, too. And to cap the dimax was the incongruity of cdling this jaunt an explor-ing
expedition; for dl the exploring we were doing we might as well have landed on Staten Idand or Buffao.
Better, asfar as | was concerned, because 1'd seen Europa but had never been to Buffao.

WEell, there was nothing to be done about it now. | sup-pressed my disgust and tried as hard as |
could to cooperate with the others in whatever project we were supposed to be pursuing. That was
rather difficult, too, because suspicious-gppearing incidents kept cropping up to make me fed like a
dranger or an outcast.

There was, for ingance, the time Henshaw decided that a change in diet would be welcome. The
ndive life of Europa was perfectly edible, though not dl as tasty as the tiny shel creatures of the sdt
pools. However, | knew of one variey that had served the men of the Hera, a plantlike growth
con-ggting of a sngle fleshy hand-sized member, that we had cdled liver-leaf because of its taste.

The captain detailed Coretti and mysdf to gather a supply of this delicacy, and | found a specimen,
showed it to him, and then set off dutifully along the north—that is, the left—wall of the valley.

Coretti gppeared to take the opposite Side, but | had not gone far before | glimpsed him skirting my
edge of the sdt pool. That meant nothing; he was free to search anywhere for liver-leaf, but it was soon
evident to me that he was not searching. He was following me; he was shadowing my move-ments.

| was thoroughly irritated, but determined not to show it. | plodded methodicdly dong, gathering the
fat leavesinmy basket, until | reached the vdley'sfar end and the dopes back and succeeded in running
sguare into Coretti before he could maneuver imsdf out of a copse of song-bushes.

He grinned a me. "Any luck?" he asked.

"More than you, it seems” | retorted, with a contemptu-ous look at hisal but empty basket.

"I had no luck at dl. | thought maybe in the next vdley, through the pass there, we might find some."

"I've found my share," | grunted.

I thought | noticed a flicker of surprise in his black eyes. "Y ou're not going over?' he asked sharply.
"Y ou're going back?"

"You guessed it,” | said sharply. "My basket's full and I'm going back.”

| knew that he watched me mogt of the way back, because hdfway to the Minos | turned around, and
| could see him standing there on the dope below the pass.

Along toward what we called evening the Sun went into our first eclipse. The landscape was bathed in
the aureate light of Jupiter done, and | redized that I'd forgotten how beautiful that golden twilight could
be.

| was feding particularly lonesome, too; so | wandered out to stare a the glowing peaks againg the
black sky, and the immense, bulging sphere of Jupiter with Ganymede swinging like a luminous pearl
close beside it. The scene was 0 lovey that | forgot my lonliness, urtil | was suddenly reminded of it.

A dlint of more brilliant gold caught my eye, up near the grove of song-bushes. It was Claire's head;
ghe was ganding there watching the display, and beside her was Coretti. While | looked, he suddenly
turned and drew her into his arms; she put her hands againg his chest, but she wasn't druggling; she was
perfectly passve and content. It was none of my business, of course, but—wdl, if I'd didiked Coretti
before, | hated him now, because | was londy again.

| think it was the next day that things came to a head, and trouble redly began. Henshaw had been
pleased with our med of indigenous life, and decided to try it again. This time Claire was assgned to
accompany me, and we sat off in S-lence. A sort of echo of the coolness that had attended our last
parting survived, and besides, what | had seen last night in the eclipse light seemed to make a difference
tome. So | amply stalked dong a her side, wondering what to choose for the day's menu.

We didnt want liver-leaves agan. The little nutdes from the sdt pool were dl right, but it was a
haf-day's job to gather enough, and besides, they were dmost too sty to be pleasant fare for a whole



med. Bladder birds were hopeless; they consisted of practicaly nothing except thin skin stretched over a
framework of bones. | remembered that once we had tried a brown, fungoid lump that grew in the shade
under the song-bushes; some of Gunderson's men had liked it.

Clarefindly broke the silence. "If I'm going to help you look," she suggested, "l ought to know what
we're looking for.”

| described the lumpy growths. "I'm not so sure dl of uswill like them. Near as | can remember, they
tasted some

thing like truffles, with afaint flavor of meat added. We tried them both raw and cooked, and cooked
was best." "l like truffles” said the girl. "They're—"

A shot! There was no migaking the sharp crack of a .38, though it sounded queerly thin in the rare
atmosphere. But it sounded again, and a third time, and then a regular fusillade!

"Keep back of me" | snapped as we turned and raced for the Minos. The warning was needless;
Clare was unaccus-tomed to the difficulties of running on a amdl planet. Her weight on Europa mugt
have been no more than twelve or fifteen pounds, one eghth Earth normd, and though she had learned to
wak easily enough—one learned that on any space journey—she had had no opportunity to learn to run.
Her firg step sent her haf a dozen feet in the air; | sped away from her with the long, diding stride one
hed to use on such planets as Europa.

| burst out of the brush into the area cleared by the blast, where dready growth had begun. For a
moment | saw only the Minos resting peecefully in the clearing, then | regled with shock. At the ar lock
lay a man—Henshaw—with his face a bloody pulp, his head split by two bullets.

There was a burst of sound, voices, another shot. Out of the open ar lock reded Coretti; he
staggered backward for ten steps, then dropped on his side, while blood welled up out of the collar of his
auit. And standing grimly in the opening, an automatic smoking in his right hand, a charged flame-pigtal in
his left, was Gogrol!

| had no wespon; why should one carry ams on arless Europa? For an ingant | stood frozen,
gppdled, uncompre-hending, and in that moment Gogrol glimpsed me. | saw his hand tighten on his
automatic, then he shrugged and strode to-ward me.

"Wdl," he said with a snarl in his voice, "'l had to do it. They went crazy. Anerosis. It struck both of
them at once, and they went clean mad. Sdlf-defense, it was."

| didn't believe him, of course. People don't get anerosisin ar no rarer than Europas,; one could live
hiswhole life out there without ever suffering from air sarvation. But | couldn't argue those points with a
panting murderer armed with the most deadly weapon ever devised, and with a girl coming up behind
me So | said nothing at dl.

Clare came up; | heard her shocked inteke of breath, andher dmogt inaudible wall, "Stefan!” Then
she saw Gogrol holding his guns, and she flared out, "So you did it! | knew they suspected you! But
youll never get away with it, you—"

She broke off under the sudden menace of Gogrol's eyes, and | stepped in front of her as he raised
the automatic. For an indant death looked squardly at both of us, then the man shrugged and the evil light
inhis eyes dimmed.

"A while yet," he muttered. "If Coretti dies—" He backed to the air lock and pulled a hdmet from
within the Minos, an ar hdmet that we had thought might serve should we ever need to cross the heights
about ablind valey.

Then Gogrol advanced toward us, and | fdt Clare quiver agangt my shoulder. But the man only
glared at us and spat out asngle word. "Back!" he rasped. "Back!"

We backed. Under the menace of that deadly flame-pistol he herded us dong the narrow valey,
eastward to the dope whence angled the ravine that led toward Gunderson's valey. And up the dope,
into the dim shadows of the pass itsdf, so narrow in places that my outstretched hands could have
gpanned the gap between the wdls. A grim, dark, echo-haunted, and forbidding place; | did not wonder
that the gifl shrank againg me. The ar was thin to the point of insuffi-ciency, and dl three of us were
gasping for breath.

There was nothing | could do, for Gogrol's weapons bore too seedily on Claire Avery. So | dipped



my am about her to hearten her and inched warily dong that shadowy canyon, until at last it widened,
and a thousand feet below stretched a valey—Gunderson's vdley, | knew a once. Far away was the
dope where the Hera had rested, and down in the lower end was the heart-shaped pool of brine.

Gogral had dipped on the hdmet, leaving the visor open, and his flat features peered out at us like a
gargoyle's. On he drove us, and down into the vdley. But as he passed the mouth of the ravine, which by
now was no more than a nar-row gorge between colossa escarpments that |loomed heaven-ward like the
battlements of Atlantis, he stooped momentarily into the shadows, and when he rose again | fancied that
asmdl sound like the anging of a teakettle followed us down the dope. It meant nothing to me then.

He waved the automatic. "Fagter!” he ordered threaten-ingly. We were down in the taus now, and
we scrambled doggedly among the rocks and fdlen debris. On he drove us,

until we sumbled among the boulders around the central pond. Then, suddenly, he halted.

“If you follow," he said with a cold intengty, "I shoot!" He strode away not toward the pass, but
toward the ridge itsdlf, back dong the dopes that lay nearest the Minos, hidden from view in the other
valey. Of course, Gogrol could cross those airless heights, secure in this hdmet, carrying his arr supply
like the bladder birds.

He seemed to seek the shelter of an ascending ridge. Asthejutting rock conceded him, | legped to a
boulder.

"Comeon!" | said. "Perhaps we can beat him through the pass to the ship!"

"No!" screamed Claire, so franticdly that 1 halted. "My Lord, nol Didn't you see the blaster he left?!

The snging teakettle noise! | had bardy time to throw my-sdf beside the girl crouching behind a rock
when the little atomic bomb let go.

| suppose everybody has seen, ether by eye or televison, the effect of atomic explosons. All of us,
by one means or the other, have watched old buildings demolished, road grades or canas blasted, and
those over forty may even remember the havoc-spreading bombs of the Pecific War. But none of you
could have seen anything like this, for this exploson had a low ar pressure and a gravitaion only
one-eghth normd as the sole checks to its fury.

It seemed to me that the whole mountain lifted. Vast masses of cumbling rock hurtled toward the
black sky. Bits of stone, whidling like bullets and incandescent like meteors, shot past us, and the very
ground we dung to heaved like the deck of aralling rocket.

When the wild turmoil had subsided, when the debris no longer sang about us, when the upheaved
masses had ether fdlen again or had spun beyond Europa's gravitation to crash on indifferent Jupiter, the
pass had vanished. Mountain and vacuum hemmed usinto a prison.

Both of us were dightly stunned by the concussion, d-though the thin atmosphere tranamitted a
drangdy high-pitched sound insteed of the resounding b-0-o-m one would have heard on the Earth.
When my head stopped ringing, | looked around for Gogrol, and saw him at last seven or eght hundred
feet up the dope of the mountain. Anger surged inme; « | seized a stone from the margin of the pool,and
flung it vidoudy a him. One can throw amazing dis-tances on smdl worlds like Europa; | watched the
missleraise dus a hisvery feet.

He turned; very deliberatidly he raised the autometic, and stone splinters from the boulder beside me
sung my face. | dragged Claire down behind the shelter, knowing beyond doubt that he had meant that
bullet to kill. In slence we watched him dimb until he was but atiny black speck, near-ing the crest.

He approached a bladder bird crawling its dow way dong the arless heights. Up there the creatures
were dow as snals, for their flight membranes were usdessin the near vacuum. But they had normaly no
enemies on the peaks.

| saw Gogrol change his course purposaly to intercept the thing. Intentiondly, mdicioudy, he kicked a
hole in the in-flated bladder, collapsing it like a child's balloon. He stood weatching while the miserable
creature flopped in the agonies of suffocation, then moved methodicdly on. It was the coldest exhibition
of wanton cruelty | had ever witnessed.

Clare shuddered; ill in slence we watched the man's le-surdly progress dong the ridge. There was
something in his attitude that suggested searching, seeking, hunting. Suddenly he quickened his pace and
then halted abruptly, stooping over what looked to me like a waig-high hesp of stones, or per-haps




merdy a hummock on the ridge.

But he was burrowing in it, digging, flinging stones and dirt asde. And at last he stood up; if he held
anything, dis-tance hid it, but he seemed to wave some amdl object & us in derisve triumph. Then he
moved over the crest of the hills and disappeared.

Clarre sghed despondently; she seemed very little like the proud and rather arrogant Golden Flash.
"That settles it," she murmured disconsolately. "He's got it, and he's got us trapped; so were quite
hdpless"

"Got what?' | asked. "What was he digging for up there?' Her blue eyes widened in amazement.
"Don't you know?" "I certainly don't. | seem to know less about this damn trip

than anybody dseon it

She gazed seedily a me. "I knew Stefan was wrong,” she said softly. "I don't care what you were
when you wrecked the Hera, Jack Sands; on this trip you've been decent and brave and a gentleman.’

"Thanks" | said dryly, but | was alittle touched for an that because, after dl, the Golden Hash was a
veary beautiful girl. "Then suppose you let me in on a few of the secrets. For instance, what was Coretti
wrong about? And what did Go-grol dig for?'

"Gogrol," she said, watching me, "was digging in Gunder-son's carn.”

| looked blank. "Gunderson's what? Thisis news to me"

She was glent for a moment. "Jack Sands" she sad at last, "l don't care what Stefan or the
government or anybody thinks of you. | think you're honest, and | think you've had an injustice done you
somehow, and | don't believe you were to blamein the Hera crash. And I'm going to tdl you dl | know
about this matter. But fird, do you know the object of Gun-derson's expedition to Europa?’

"l never knew it. I'm a pilot; | took no interest in their scientific gibberish.”

She nodded. "Wdl, you know how a rocket motor works, of course. How they use a minute amount
of uranium or ra-dium as catalyst to release the energy in the fud. Uranium has low activity; it will set off
only metds like the akalis, and ships usng uranium motors burn salt. And radium, being more active, will
st off the metd's from iron to copper; so ships usng aradium initiator usudly burn one of the com-moner
iron or copper ores."

"l know dl that," | grunted. "And the heavier the metd, the greater the power from its disintegration.”

"Exadtly." She paused a moment. "Wel, Gunderson wanted to use dill heavier dements. That
required a source of rays more penetrating than those from radium, and he knew of only one available
source—Element 91, protactinium. And it happens that the richest deposits of protactinium so far
discovered are those in the rocks of Europa; so to Europa he came for his experiments.”

"WdI?' | asked. "Where do | fit in this mess?'

"I don't quite know, Jack. Let me finish what | know, which is dl Stefan would tdl me. Gunderson
succeeded, they think; he's supposed to have worked out the formula by which pro-tactinium could be
meade to set off lead, which would give much more power than any present type of initiator. But if he did
succeed, his formula and notes were destroyed when the Hera crashed!™

| began to see. "But what—what about that cairn?' "Y ou redly don't know?"

"Il be double damned if | do! If Gunderson built a cairn, it must have been that last day. | had the
take-off, so | dept through most of it. But—why, they did have some sort of ceremony!”

"Yes. Gunderson mentioned something about it when your ship touched at Junopolis on 1o. What the
government hopesisthat he buried a copy of hisformulain that cairn. They do, you know. Well, nobody
could possibly know of the location except you and a man named Kratska, who had disappeared.

"S0o Interplanetary, which isin bad anyway because of some stock transactions, was ordered to back
this expedition with you as pilot—or at leas, that's what Stefan told me. | guess | was taken dong jugt to
give the corporation alittle more publicity, and, of course, Stefan was sent to watch you, in hopes you'd
give away the location. The formulasimmensdy vauable, you see”

"Yeeh, | see. And how about Gogrol ?*

She frowned. "I don't know. Stefan hinted that he had some connections with Harrick of
Interplanetary, or perhaps some hold over him. Harrick ingsted on his being a member.”

"Thedevil!" | exploded suddenly. "He knew about the cairn! He knew where to look!"



Her eyes grew wide. "Why, he didl Hes—could he be the representative of some foreign
government? If we could stop him! But he's left us absolutely helpless here. Why didn't he kill us?'

"I can guess that," | sad grimly. "He can't fly the Minos adone. Henshaw's dead, and if Coretti
dies—wdl, one of usis due for the job of pilot."

A tremor shook her. "I'd rather be dead, t0o," she mur-mured, "than to travel with him done.”

"And I'd rather see you s0," | agreed glumly. "1 wish to heaven you had stayed out of this. You could
be home en+joying your money."

"My money!" she flashed. "I haven't any money. Do you think | take these chances for publicity or
thrills or admira-tion?’

| gaped; of course, 1'd thought exactly that.

She was literdly blazing. "Ligen to me, Jack Sands. There's just one reason for the fool things |
do—money! Thereist

any Avery fortune, and hasn't been snce my father died. I've needed money desperately these last
two years, to keep the Connecticut place for my mother, because she'd die if she had to leave it. It's
been our family home for two hundred years, snce 1910, and | won't be the one to lose it!"

It took a moment to adjust mysdf to what she was saying. "But a racing rocket isnt a poor man's
toy," | sad feebly. "And surdy agirl like you could find—"

"A gl like m&" she cut in bitterly. "Oh, | know | have a good figure and a passable voice, and
perhaps | could have found work in atdevison chorus, but | needed real money. | had my choice of two
waysto get it: | could marry it, or | could gamble my neck againg it. Y ou see which way | chose. As the
Golden Hash, | can get big prices for endorang break-fast foods and beauty preparations. That's why |
gambled in that race; my racing rocket was dl | had left to gamble with. And it worked, only"—her voice
broke alitle—"1 wish | could stop gambling. I—I hateit!"

It wasn't only pity | fdt for her then. Her confession of poverty had changed things she was no longer
the wedthy, unattainable being | had aways imagined the Golden Hash to be. She was smply a forlorn
and unhappy girl; one who needed to be loved and comforted. And then | remembered the evening of
the eclipse, and Coretti's ams about her. So | gazed for an indant at the sunlight on her hair, and then
turned dowly away.

After awhile we gathered some liver-leaves and cooked them, and | tried to tdl Clarre that we were
certain to be rescued. Neither of us believed it; we knew very wel that Gogrol would carry no living
companion to lo; whoever helped him run the Minos would certainly be dead and cast into space before
landing. And we knew that Gogrol's story, whatever it might be, would not be one likdy to encourage a
rescue party. Hed amply report usdl dead somehow or other.

"l don't care" sad Claire. "I'm glad I'm with you."

| thought of Coretti and said nothing. We were just Stting

inglum slence near the fire when Gogrol came over the hills

agan.

Clare saw him firg and cried out. Despite his hdmet, neither of us could mistake his broad, squat
figure But there was nothing we could do except wait, though we did drawcloser to the area of wild and
tumbled boulders about the centra pool.

"What do you suppose—" asked Claire nervoudy. "Coretti may have died, or may be too injured to
hdp." Pan twisted her features. "Yes, or—Oh, | know, Jack!

It's that Gogral can't plot a course. He can pilot; he can follow

acourse dready lad out, but he can't plot one—and neither

can Stefan!”

Ingantly | knew she mugt be right. Filoting a shipisjust a question of fallowing directions, but plotting
acourse involves the caculus of function, and that, let me tdl you, takes a mathemaician. | could do it
and Clarre handled a ample route wel enough—one had to in rocket racing—hbut astrogators were not
common even among pilots.

You see, the difficulty isthat you don't just point the ship at your destination, because that destination
ismoving; you head for where the planet will be when you arive. And in this case, assuming Gogrol



meant to make for 10, ajourney from Europa to that world meant speeding in the direction of the colossd
meass of Jupiter, and if a rocket once passed the criticd velocity in that direction—good night!

A hundred feet away Gogrol halted. "Ligten, you two," he ydled, "I'm offering Miss Avery the chance
to join the crew of the Minos."

"You're the crew," | retorted. "She's not teking your offer.”

Without warning he leveled his revolver and fired, and a shock numbed my Ieft leg. | fdl within the
shdter of a boulder, thruging Claire before me, while Gogrol's bellow followed the crash of his shat: "I'l
ghut your mouth for you!™

There began the weirdest game of hide and seek I've ever played, with Claire and me crawling among
the tumbled boulders, scarcely daring to breathe. Gogrol had dl the advan-tage, and he used it. | couldn't
stand upright, and my legs began to hurt so excruciaingly thet | was afraid each minute of an involuntary
groan foraing its way through my lips. Claire suffered with me her eyes were agonized blue pools of
torment, but she dared not even whisper to me.

Gogral took to legping atop the boulders. He glimpsed me, and a second bullet struck that same
burning leg. He was ddiberately hunting me down, and | saw it was the end.

We had a momentary shdlter. Claire whispered to me, "I'm

going to him. Hell kill you otherwise, and take me anyway.” "No!" | croaked. "No!"

Gogral heard, and was coming. Claire said hadtily. "He's —begtid. At least | can plot a course that
will—kill ud" Then she cdled, "Gogrol! I'll surrender.”

| snatched at her ankle—too late. | went crawling after her as she strode into the open, but her steps
were too rapid. | heard her say, "l give up, if you won't—shoot him again.”

Gogrol mumbled, and then Claire's voice again, "Yes, Il plot your course, but how can | cross the
peeks?’

"Wak," he said, and laughed.

"l can't breathe up there.”

"Wdk as far as you can. You won't die while | take you the rest of the way."

There was no reply. When | findly crept into the open, they were a hundred feet up the dope.

Helpless, raging, pain-maddened, | saized a sone and flung it. It struck Gogrol in the back, but it
struck with no more force thanif 1'd tossed it a dozen feet on Earth. He spun in fury, thrust the screaming
Clare asde, and sent another bullet & me. Missed me, | thought, thought | wasn't sure, for pain had
numbed me. | couldn't be sure of anything.

Clare saw that | ill retained some semblance of consciousness. "Goodbye!" she caled, and added
something that | could not hear because of the red waves of pan, but | knew Gogrol laughed a it.
Theresfter, for what seemed like along time, | knew only that | was crawling doggedly through an inferno
of torture.

When the red mig lifted, | was only at the base of the rise. Far above | could see the figures of Clare
and Gogrol, and | perceived that though he strode with easy steps, protected by his hdmet, the gil was
dready daggering from breathlessness. While | watched, she sumbled, and then began to druggle
frantically and spasmodicaly to jerk away from him. It wasn't that she meant to break her promise, but
merdy that the agonies of suffocation drove her to attempt any means of regaining bresthable air.

But the sruggle was brief. 1t was less than a minute before she fainted, passed out from ar starvation,
and Gogrol dung her cardlesdy under one am—as | said, she weighed about twelve pounds on
Europa—and pressed on. At the very crest he paused and looked back, and in that thin, clearair | could
see every detall with telescopic digtinctness, even to the shadow he cast across Claire's drooping golden
head.

He raised the revolver to histemple, waved it & me with a derisive gesture, and then flung it far down
the mountain-gde toward me. His meaning was unmistakable; he was advisng me to commit suicide.
When | reached the revolver, there was a sngle unused catridge in the dip; | looked up, tempted to try it
on Gogrol himsdf, but he was gone across the ridge.

Now | knew dl hope was gone. Perhaps | was dying from thet lagt bullet anyway, but whether | were



or not, Clare was logt, and dl that remained for me was the madness of solitude, forever imprisoned by
empty space inthisvdley. That or—suicide.

| don't know how many times | thought of that sngle cartridge, but | know the thought grew very
tempting after a few more hours of pain. By that time, for dl | knew, the Minos might have taken off on
its dash to degth, for the roar of its blast could not carry over the arless haghts, and it would be so high
and smdl by thetime | could see it above the hillsthat | might have missd it.

If only I could cross those hilld | began to redize that more important than my own life was Claire's
safety, even if it meant saving her for Coretti. But | couldn't save her; | couldn't even get to her unless |
could walk dong the hillslike a bladder bird.

Like abladder bird! | was sure that it was only the ddirium of fever that suggested that wild thought.
Would it work? | answered mysdf that whether it worked or faled it was better than dying here without
ever trying.

| saked that bladder bird like a cat. Time after time | spent long minutes cregping toward a copse of
song-bushes only to have the creature sail blithdly over my head and across the valey. But at last | saw
the thing crouched for flight above me; | dared not delay longer lest my wounds weaken me too much for
thetrid of my plan, and | fired. There went my sngle cartridge.

The bladder bird dropped! But that was only the beginning of my task. Carefully—so very
carefully— removed the creature's bladder, leaving the vent tube intact. Then, through the opening that
connects to the bird's Sngle lung, | dipped my head, Ietting the bloody rim contract about my throat.

| knew that wouldn't be air-tight, so | bound it with gtrips torn from my clothing, so dosdy that it all
but choked me. Then | took the dimy vent tube in my mouth and began an endless routine. Breathe in
through the vent tube, pinch it shut, breathe out into the bladder—over and over and over. But gradudly
the bladder expanded with filthy, vitiated, ginking, and once-breathed air.

| had it half filled when | saw thet | was going to have to start if | were to have a chance of living long
enough for a test. Bregthing through the vent tube as long as there was ar enough, peering dully through
the semitransparent wdls of the bladder, | started cravling up the hill.

| won't describe that incredible journey. On Earth it would have been utterly impossible; here, snce |
weighed but eighteen pounds, it was barely within the bounds of possibility. As | ascended, the bladder
swdled againg the reduced pressure; by the time | had to start breathing the fearful stuff, | could fed it
escaping and bubbling through the blood around my neck.

Somehow | made the crest, dmogt directly above the Minos. It was dill there, anyway. Gogrol hadn't
come this way, and now | saw why. There was a sheer drop here of four hundred feet. Well, that only
equaed fifty on Earth, but even fifty— But | had to try it, because | was dying here on the peaks. |
jumped.

I landed with a wrench of pain on my wounded leg, but much more lightly than | had feared. Of
coursel Jumping down into denser air, the greet bladder had acted like a parachute, and, after dl, my
weight here was but eighteen pounds. | crawled onward, in agony for the moment when | could cast off
the gtinking, choking bladder.

That moment came. | had crossed the peaks, and before me lay the Minos. | crawled on, around to
the Sde where the air lock was. It was open, and a voice bellowed out of it. Gogrol!

"Youll trick me, en!" he screeched. "Youll lay a course that will crash us Well see! Well seel” There
came the unmigtakable sound of a blow, and afant whimper of pain.

Somewhere | found the strength to stand up. Brandishing the empty automatic, | swayed into the air
lock, diding dong the walls to the control room.

There was something about the figure that bent in the dusk above a sobbing girl that aroused a flash of
recognition. Seeing him thusin a shadowed control room with the sun shidds up—I knew what 1 should
have known weeks ago. Gogrol was—K ratskal

"Kratskal" | croaked, and he whirled. Both he and Claire were frozen into utter rigidity by surprise
and disbdlief. | redly think they were both convinced that | was a ghodt.

"How—how--" squeaked Gogrol, or rather Kratska

"l walked across. 1'd wak across hdl to find you, Kratska." | brandished the gun. "Get out and get



away quick, if you expect to escape the blast. We're leaving you here until police from 1o can pick you
up—on tha Hera matter among others.” | spoke to the dazed Clare. "Close the ar lock after him.
Weé're teking off."

"Jack!" she cried, comprehending a last. "But Stefan's wired to a tree out there. The blast will
incinerate him!"

"Then loose him, and for Heaven's sake, quickly!”

But no sooner had she vanished than Kratska took his chance. He saw how weak | was, and he
gambled on the one shot he thought remained in the magazine of my weapon. He rushed me.

| think he was mad. He was screaming curses. "Damn you!" he screeched. "You can't beat mel |
meade you the goat on the Hera, and | can do it here”

And | knew he could, too, if he could overcome me before Claire released Coretti. She couldn't
handle him, and we'd dl be at his mercy. So | fought with dl the life | had left, and fdt it draining out of
me like acid out of burette. And after awnhileit was dl drained, and darkness filled up the emptiness.

| heard curious sounds. Some one was saying, "No, I'll take off first and lay out the course after we
reach escape velocity. Saves time. We've got to get im to lo." And a little later, "Oh, Lord, Stefan! If |
ral her non—Why am | such a rotten pilot?' And then there was the roar of the blast for hours upon
hours.

A long time later | redized that | waslying on the chart room table, and Coretti was looking down at
me. He said, "How you fed, Jack!" It was the fird time he had used my name.

"O.K.," | said, and then memory came back. "Gogrol! He's Kratskal™

"Hewas" said Coretti. "He's dead."

"Dead!" There went any chance of squaring that Hera mess.

"Yep. You killed him, smashed in his head with that autometic before we could pull you off. But he
hed it coming."

"Yegh, maybe, but the Hera—"

"Never mind the Hera, Jack. Both Claire and | beard Kratska admit his responshility. Well clear you
of that, dl right." He paused. "And it might make you fed alitle more chipper it | tdl you that we got the
formula, too, and that there's a reward for it that will leave us stting in the clover fidd, even split three
ways. That is, Claire keeps inggting on three ways, | know | don't deserve a slit."

"Three waysisright,” | said. "Itll give you and Claire a good send-off."

"Meand Claire?

"Liden, Coretti. | didn't mean to, but | saw you the evening of the eclipse. Clare didn't look asif she
was fighting you.”

He amiled. "So you saw that," he said dowly. "Then you ligen. A fdlow who's asking a gifl to marry
hm is apt to hold the girl a litle close. And if she's got any heart, she doesn't push hm away. She just
says no as gently as possible.”

"She says no?'

"She did that time. 1'd bet different with you."

"She—she—" Something about the familiar sound of the blast caught my attention. "We're landing!"

"Yegh, on lo. We've been landing for two hours™ "Who took off?"

"Clare did. She took off and kept going. She's been gtting there fifty hours. She thinks you need a
doctor, and | don't know a damn thing about running a rocket. She's taken it clear from Europa.”

| st up. "Teke meinthere | said grimly. "Dont argue. Take mein there!”

Clare bardy raised her eyes when Coretti did me down beside her. She was dl but exhausted, stting
there dl those weary hours, and now up againgt her old terror of landing."Jack, Jack!" she whispered as
if to hersdlf. "I'm glad you're better.”

"Honey," | ssid—her hair did look like honey—"I'm taking half the U-bar. Just let me guide you."

We came down without a roll, and landed like a canary feather. But | hadn't a thing to do with it; |
was S0 wesk | couldn't even move the U-bar, but she didn't know that. Confidence was dl she needed;
she had the makings of adamn good pilot. Yeah; I've proved that. She is a damn good pilot. But dl the
same, she went to deep in the middle of our firg kiss.



THE IDEAL

"This" said the Franciscan, "ismy Automaton, who at the proper timewill speak, answer whatsoever
question | may ask, and reved dl secret knowledge to me" He amiled as he lad his hand affectionatdy
on theiron skull that topped the pedestal.

The youth gazed open-mouthed, firg a the head and then at the Friar. "But it's iron!" he whispered.
"The head isiron, good father."

"Iron without, skill within, my son,” said Roger Bacon. "It will speak, at the proper time and in its
own manner, for so have | made it. A dever man can twig the devil's arts to God's ends, thereby
chesting the fiend - Sst! There sounds vespers! Plena grétia, ave Virgo."

But it did not speak. Long hours, long weeks, the doctor mirabilis watched his creation, but iron lips
were Slent and the iron eyes dull, and no voice but the great man's own sounded in his monkish cdl, nor
was there ever an answer to dl the questions that he asked-until one day when he sat surveying his work,
composing aletter to Duns Scotus in distant Cologne-one day-

"Timeid" said the image, and smiled benignly.

The Friar looked up. "Time is, indeed,” he echoed. "Time it is that you give utterance, and to some
assertion less obvious then that time is. For of course time is, ese there were nothing a dl. Without
time-"

"Timewad" rumbled the image, dill amiling, but gernly, at the statue of Draco.

"Indeed time was," said the monk, "Time was, is, and will be, for time is that medium in which events
occur. Matter exigsin space, but events-

Theimage amiled no longer. "Timeis past!" it roared in tones deep as the cathedra bdl outside, and
burgt into ten thousand pieces.

"There" sad old Haskd van Manderpootz, shutting the book, "is my dasscd authority in this
experiment. This story, overlaid as it is with medieva myth and legend proves that Roger Bacon himsdlf
attempted the experiment and faled." He shook a long finger a me. "Yet do not get the impression,
Dixon, that Friar Bacon was not a great man. He was - extremdy gredt, in fact; he lighted the torch that
his namesake Francis Bacon took up four centuries later, and that now van Manderpootz rekindles.”

| stared in Slence,

"Indeed,” resumed the Professor, "Roger Bacon might dmost be cdled a thirteenth-century van
Manderpootz, or van Manderpootz a twenty-first-century Roger Bacon. His Opus Mgus, Opus Minor,
and Opus Tertium-"

"What," | interrupted impatiently, "hes dl this to do with - that?' | indicated the dumsy metd robot
ganding in the corner of the [aboratory.

"Dont interrupt!” snapped van Manderpootz.

At this point | fdl out of my chair. The mass of metal had gaculated something like "A-a-gh-rasp!”
and had lunged a sngle pace toward the window, arms upraised. "What the devil!" | sputtered as the
thing dropped its arms and returned golidly to its place.

"A car mug have passed in the dley,” said van Manderpootz indifferently. "Now as | was saying,
Roger Bacon-"

| ceased to ligen. When van Manderpootz is determined to finih a statement, interruptions are
worse then futile. As an ex-student of his, | know. So | permitted my thoughts to drift to certain persona
problems of my own, particularly Tips Alva, who was the mogt pressing problem of the moment. Yes, |
meen Tips Alva the ‘vison dancer, the little blonde imp who entertains on the Y erba Mate hour for that
Brazilian company. Chorus girls, dancers, and tdlevison stars are a weakness of mineg maybe it indicates
thet theré's alatent artistic soul in me. Maybe.

I'm Dixon Wdls, you know, scion of the N. J. Wells Corporation, Engineers Extraordinary. I'm
supposed to be an engineer mysdf; | say supposed, because in the saven years Snce my graduation, my
father hasn't given me much opportunity to prove it. He has a srong sense of the vaue of time, and I'm



cursed with the unenviable qudity of being late to anything and for everything. He even asserts that the
occasond desgns | submit are late Jacobean, but that isn't fair. They're Post-Romanesgue.

Old N. J. dso objects to my penchant for ladies of the stage and 'vison screen, and periodicaly
threatens to cut my dlowance, though that's supposed to be a sdary. It's inconvenient to be o
dependent, and sometimes | regret that unfortunate market crash of 2009 that wiped out my own money,
dthough it did keep me from marrying Whimsy White, and van Manderpootz, through his subjunctivisor,
succeeded in proving that that would have been a catastrophe. But it turned out nearly as much of a
disaster anyway, as far as my fedings were concerned. It took me months to forget Joanna Cadwdl and
her slvery eyes. Just another instance when | was alittle late.

Van Manderpootz himsdf ismy old Physics Professor, head of the Department of Newer Physics a
N. Y. U., and agenius, but a bit eccentric. Judge for yoursdf.

"And that's the thesis™ he said suddenly, interrupting my thoughts.

"Eh? Oh, of course. But what's that grinning robot got to do with it?"

He purpled. "I've just told you!" he roared. "Idiot! Imbecile! To dream while van Manderpootz talks!
Get out! Get out!"

| got. It was late anyway, S0 late thet | overdept more than usud in the morning, and suffered more
then the usud lecture on promptness from my father at the office.

Van Manderpootz had forgotten his anger by the next time | dropped in for an evening. The robot
dill stood in the corner near the window, and | lost no time asking its purpose.

"It'sjust atoy | had some of the students condtruct,” he explained. "Ther€'s a screen of photoelectric
cdls behind the right eye, so connected that when a certain pattern is thrown on them, it activates the
mechanism. The thing's plugged into the light-circuit, but it redly ought to run on gasoline”

"Why?"

"Whl, the pattern it's set for is the shape of an automobile. See here" He picked up a card from his
desk, and cut in the outlines of a streamlined car like those of that year. "Since only one eye is used,” he
continued, "the thing can't tdl the difference between a full-9zed vehide a a disance and this smdl
outline nearby. It has no sense of perspective.”

He hdd the hit of cardboard before the eye of the mechaniam. Indantly came its roar of
"A-agh-rasp!" and it legped forward a Sngle pace, ams upraised. Van Manderpootz withdrew the
card, and again the thing relapsed sdlidly into its place.

"What the devil!" | exclamed. "What'sit for?"

"Does van Manderpootz ever do work without reason back of it? | use it as a demondration in my
sEmina.”

"To demongtrate what?'

"The power of reason,” said van Manderpootz solemnly.

"How? And why ought it to work on gasoline instead of electric power?"

"One quedtion at a time, Dixon. You have missed the grandeur of van Manderpootz's concept. See
here, this creature, imperfect asit is, represents the predatory machine. It isthe mechanicd pardle of the
tiger, lurking in its jungle to legp on living prey. This mongter's jungle is the city; its prey is the unwary
meachine thet follows the trails called streets. Understand?”

"No."

"Wil, picture this automaton, not asit is, but as van Manderpootz could make it if he wished. It lurks
gigantic in the shadows of buildings it creeps gedthily through dark dleys; it skulks on deserted Streets,
with its gasoline engine purring quietly. Then - an unsuspecting automobile flashes its image on the screen
behind its eyes. It legps. It saizes its prey, swvinging it in sed ams to its Sed jaws. Through the metd
throat of its victim crash gted teeth; the blood of its prey - the gasoline, thet is - is drained into its
somach, or its gas-tank. With renewed strength it flings away the husk and prowls on to seek other prey.
It is the machine-carnivore, the tiger of mechanics.”

| suppose | stared dumbly. It occurred to me suddenly that the brain of the grest van Manderpootz
was cracking. "What the-?" | gasped.

"Thet,” he said blandly, "is but a concept. | have many another use for the toy. | can prove anything



with it, anything | wish."

"You can? Then prove something.”

"Name your proposition, Dixon."

| hesitated, nonplussed.

"Come" he sad impatiently. "Look here; | will prove that anarchy is the ided government, or that
Heaven and Hell are the same place, or that-"

"Provethat!" | said. "About Heaven and Hdll."

"Eagly. First we will endow my robot with inteligence. | add a mechanica memory by means of the
old Cushman ddlayed vave | add a mathematica sense with any of the caculating machines; | giveit a
voice and a vocabulary with the magnetic-impulse wire phonograph. Now the point | make is this
Granted an intdligent machine, does it not follow that every other machine constructed like it must have
the identical qudities? Would not each robot given the same insdes have exactly the same character?'

"No!" | snapped. "Human beings can't make two machines exactly dike. Theréd be tiny differences;
one would react quicker than others, or one would prefer Fox Airsplitters as prey, while another reacted
maogt vigoroudy to Carnecars. In other words, they'd have - individudity!" | grinned in triumph.

"My point exactly," observed van Manderpootz. "You admit, then, thet this individudity is the result
of imperfect workmanship. If our means of manufacture were perfect, dl robots would be identicd, and
thisindividudity would not exi<. Is that true?"

"l - suppose 0."

"Then | argue that our own individudity is due to our fdling short of perfection. All of us - even van
Manderpootz - are individuds only because we are not perfect. Were we perfect, each of us would be
exactly like everyone dse. True?'

"Uhyes"

"But Heaven, by definition, is a place where dl is perfect. Therefore, in Heaven everybody is exactly
like everybody else; and therefore, everybody thoroughly and completely bored. There is no torture like
boredom, Dixon, and- Well, have | proved my point?"

| was floored. "But-about anarchy, then?' | sammered.

"Smple. Very smple for van Manderpootz. See here; with a perfect nation - tha is, one whose
individuds are dl exactly dike, which | have just proved to condtitute perfection - with a perfect nation, |
repeat, laws and government are utterly superfluous. If everybody reacts to dimuli in the same way, laws
are quite usdess, obvioudy. If, for ingtance, a certain event occurred that might lead to a declaration of
war, why, everybody in such a nation would vote for war at the same indant. Therefore government is
unnecessary, and therefore anarchy is the ided government, since it is the proper government for a
perfect race" He paused. "I shdl now prove that anarchy is not the ided government-"

"Never mind!" | begged. "Who am | to argue with van Manderpootz? But is that the whole purpose
of thisdizzy robot? Jugt a basis for logic?' The mechanism replied with its usud rasp as it legped toward
some vagrant car beyond the window.

"lent that enough?' growled van Manderpootz. "Howeve™ - his voice dropped - "I have even a
greater degtiny in mind. My boy, van Manderpootz has solved the riddle of the universe™ He paused
impressvey. "Wel, why don't you say something?’

"Uh!" | gasped. "It's - uh-marveloud™

"Not for van Manderpootz,” he said modestly.

"But-whet isit?'

"Eh - oh!" He frowned. "Wdl, I'll tdl you, Dixon. You won't understand, but I'l tdl you." He
coughed. "As far back as the early twentieth century,” he resumed, "Eingein proved that energy is
particular. Matter is dso particular, and now van Manderpootz adds that space and time are discretel”
Heglared a me.

"Energy and matter are particular,” | murmured, "and space and time are discrete! How very mord of
them!”

"Imbecild" he blazed. "To pun on the words of van Manderpootz! You know very wdl that | mean
paticular and discrete in the physicad sense. Matter is composed of particles, therefore it is particular.



The particles of matter are caled eectrons, protons, and neutrons, and those of energy, quanta. 1 now
add two others, the particles of space | cdl spations, those of time, chronons.™

"And what in the devil," | asked, "are particles of space and time?"

"Jus what | sad!" snapped van Manderpootz. "Exactly as the particles of metter are the amdlest
pieces of matter that can exig, just as there is no such thing as a hdf of an eectron, or for that matter, half
aquantum, so the chronon isthe smalest possible fragment of time, and the spation the smdlest possible
bit of space. Neither time nor space is continuous; each is composed of these infinitdy tiny fragments™

"W, how long is a chronon in time? How big is a spation in space?”’

"Van Manderpootz has even measured that. A chronon is the length of time it takes one quantum of
enagy to push one dectron from one eectronic orbit to the next. There can obvioudy be no shorter
interval of time, Snce an dectron is the smallest unit of matter and the quantum the smalest unit of energy.
And a spation is the exact volume of a proton. Since nothing smaler exigts, that is obvioudy the smdlest
unit of space.”

"Wdl, look here"" | argued. "Then what's in between these particles of space and time? If time
MoVes, as you say, in jerks of one chronon each, what's between the jerks?"

"Ah" said the greast van Manderpootz. "Now we come to the heart of the matter. In between the
particles of space and time, must obvioudy be something thet is neither space, time, matter, nor energy.
A hundred years ago Shapley anticipated van Manderpootz in a vague way when he announced his
cosmo-plasma, the great underlying matrix in which time and space and the universe are embedded.
Now van Manderpootz announces the ultimate unit, the universd particle, the focus in which matter,
energy, time, and space mest, the unit from which dectrons, protons, neutrons, quanta, spations, and
chronons are dl congtructed. The riddle of the universe is solved by what | have chosen to name the
cogmon.” His blue eyes bored into me.

"Magnificent!" | said feebly, knowing that some such word was expected. "But what good isit?'

"What good is it?" he roared. "It provides - or will provide, once | work out a few details - the
means of turning energy into time, or space into matter, or timeinto space, or-" He sputtered into Slence.
"Fool!" he muttered. "To think that you studied under the tutelage of van Manderpootz. | blush; | actudly
blush!™

One couldn't have told it if he were blushing. His face was dways rubicund enough. "ColosA!" | sad
hedtily. "What amind!"

That mallified him. "But that's not dl," he proceeded. "Van Manderpootz never stops short of
perfection. | now announce the unit particle of thought - the psychon!™

Thiswas alittle too much. | Smply stared.

"Wl may you be dumbfounded,” said van Manderpootz. "l presume you are aware, by hearsay at
leadt, of the existence of thought. The psychon, the unit of thought, is one eectron plus one proton, which
are bound 0 as to form one neutron, embedded in one cosmon, occupying a volume of one spation,
driven by one quantum for a period of one chronon. Very obvious, very smple”

"Oh, very!" | echoed. "Even | can see that that equas one psychon.”

He beamed. "Excdlent! Excdlent!”

"And what," | asked, "will you do with the psychons?'

"Ah" he rumbled. "Now we go even past the heart of the matter, and return to Isaak here”” He
jammed a thumb toward the robot. "Here | will create Roger Bacon's mechanicd head. In the skull of
this dumsy creature will rest such intelligence as not even van Manderpootz - | should say, as only van
Manderpootz-can conceive. It remains merely to congtruct my idedlizator.”

"Your idedizator?'

"Of course. Have | not just proven that thoughts are as red as matter, energy, time, or space? Have |
not just demongtrated that one can be transformed, through the cosmon, into any other? My idedizator is
the means of trandforming psychons to quanta, just as, for ingance, a Crookes tube or X-ray tube
trandforms matter to electrons. | will make your thoughts vishble! And not your thoughts as they are in that
numb brain of yours, but in ided form. Do you see? The psychons of your mind are the same as those
from any other mind, just as dl eectrons are identical, whether from gold or iron. Yes! Your psychons' -



hisvoice quavered - "are identica with those from the mind of-van Manderpootz!" He paused, shaken.

"Actudly?' | gasped.

"Actudly. Fewer in number, of course, but identical. Therefore, my idedizator shows your thought
released from the impress of your persondity. It showsit - ided!”

Well, | was |ate to the office again.

A week later | thought of van Manderpootz. Tips was on tour somewhere, and | didnt dare take
anyone e'se out because I'd tried it once before and sheéld heard about it. So, with nothing to do, | findly
dropped around to the professor's quarter, found him missng, and eventudly located him in his
laboratory at the Physics Building. He was puttering around the table that had once hdd that damned
subjunctivisor of his, but now it supported an indescribable mess of tubes and tangled wires, and as its
mogt driking feature, a circular plane mirror etched with a grating of delicately scratched lines.

"Good evening, Dixon," he rumbled.

| echoed his greeting. "What's that?' | asked.

"My idedlizator. A rough mode, much too dumsy to fit into Isaak’s iron skull. I'm just finishing it to
try it out." He turned glittering blue eyes on me. "How fortunate that you're here. 1t will save the world a
terrible risk.”

"Arik?'

"Yes Itisobvious that too long an exposure to the device will extract too many psychons, and leave
the subject's mind in a sort of moronic condition. | was about to accept the risk, but | see now that it
would be woefully unfar to the world to endanger the mind of van Manderpootz. But you are a hand,
and will do very wdl."

"Oh, no | won't!"

"Come, come!” he said, frowning. "The danger is negligible. In fact, | doubt whether the device will
be able to extract any psychons from your mind. At any rate, you will be perfectly safe for a period of a
least hf an hour. 1, with a vastly more productive mind, could doubtless stand the strain indefinitey, but
my responghility to the world is too grest to chance it until | have tested the machine on someone ese.
Y ou should be proud of the honor."

"Wdl, I'm not!" But my protest was feeble, and after dl, despite his overbearing mannerisms, | knew
van Manderpootz liked me, and | was positive he would not have exposed me to any red danger. In the
end | found mysdf seated before the table facing the etched mirror.

"Put your face againg the barrd," said van Manderpootz, indicating a stovepipe-like tube. "That's
merdy to cut off extraneous sghts, so that you can see only the mirror. Go ahead, | tdl you! It's no more
than the barrel of a telescope or microscope.”

| complied. "Now what?' | asked.

"What do you see?'

"My own face in the mirror."

"Of course. Now | dtart the reflector rotating.” There was a fant whir, and the mirror was soinning
smooathly, ill with only a dightly blurred image of mysdf. "Ligen, now," continued van Manderpootz.
"Hereiswhat you are to do. You will think of a generic noun. 'House,' for ingtance. If you think of house,
you will see, not an individud house, but your ided house, the house of al your dreams and desires. If
you think of a horse, you will see what your mind conceives as the perfect horse, such a horse as dream
and longing create. Do you understand? Have you chosen a topic?'

"Yes" After dl, | was only twenty-eight; the noun | had chosen was - girl.

"Good," sad the professor. "I turn on the current.”

There was a blue radiance behind the mirror. My own face Hill stared back a me from the soinning
surface, but something was forming behind it, building up, growing. | blinked; when | focused my eyes
agan, it was - she was - there.

Lord! | can't begin to describe her. | don't even know if | saw her dearly the fird time. It was like
looking into another world and seeing the embodiment of dl longings, dreams, aspirations, and idedls. It
was S0 poignant a sensation thet it crossed the borderline into pain. It was - wdl, exquiste torture or



agonized ddlight. It was at once unbearable and irresstible.

But | gazed. | had to. There was a haunting familiarity about the impossibly beautiful features. | had
Seen the face - somewhere - sometime. In dreams? No; | redized suddenly what was the source of that
familiarity. This was no living woman, but a synthesis. Her nose was the tiny, impudent one of Whimsy
White a her lovdiest moment; her lips were the perfect bow of Tips Alva, her sivery eyes and dusky
vevet hair were those of Joan Cadwell. But the aggregeate, the sum total, the face in the mirror - that was
none of these; it was a face impassibly, incredibly, outrageoudy beautiful.

Only her face and throat were vishle, and the fegtures, were cool, expressonless, and 4ill as a
caving. | wondered suddenly if she could smile, and with the thought, she did. If she had been beautiful
before, now her beauty flamed to such a pitch thet it was - wel, insolent; it was an affront to be so lovely;
it was inaulting. | fdt a wild surge of anger that the image before me should flaunt such beauty, and yet
be-non-existent! It was deception, cheating, fraud, a promise that could never be fulfilled.

Anger died in the depths of that fascination. | wondered what the rest of her was like, and ingantly
she moved gracefully back until her full figure was visble | mus be a prude a heart, for she wasn't
wearing the usud cuirass-and-shorts of that year, but an iridescent four-paneled costume that dl but
concedled her dainty knees. But her form was dim and erect as a column of cigarette smoke in il air,
and | knew that she could dance like a fragment of mig on water. And with that thought she did move,
dropping in a low curtsy, and looking up with the fantest possble flush crimsoning the curve of her
throat. Yes, | must be a prude at heart; despite Tips Alva and Whimsey White and the rest, my ided was
modest.

It was unbdievable that the mirror was amply giving back my thoughts. She seemed as red as
mysdf, and-after dl - | guess she was. As red as mysdf, no more, no less, because she was part of my
own mind. And at this point | redlized that van Manderpootz was shaking me and belowing, "Your times
up. Come out of it! Your haf-hour's up!"

"0O-0-0-0-0-0h!" | groaned.

"How do you fed?' he snapped.

"Fed? All right-physicdly.” | looked up.

Concern flickered in his blue eyes. "What's the cube root of 4913?" he crackled sharply.

I've dways been quick at figures. "It'suh-17," | returned dully. "Why the devil-T™

"Youredl right mentaly,” he announced. "Now - why were you gtting there like a dummy for hdf an
hour? My idedizator mugt have worked, as is only naturd for a van Manderpootz creation, but what
were you thinking of ?*

"I thought - | thought of 'girl’," | groaned.

He snorted. "Hah! You would, you idiot! 'House' or 'horse, wasn't good enough; you had to pick
something with emotiona connotations. Well, you can start right in forgetting her, because she doesn't
exig.”

| couldn't give up hope as eadly as that. "But can't you - can't you-" | didn't even know what | meant
to ask.

"Van Manderpootz,” he announced, "is a mathematician, not a magician. Do you expect me to
materidize an ided for you?' When | had no reply but a groan, he continued. "Now | think it safe enough
to try the device mysdf. | shdl take-let's see - the thought ‘'man.’ | shdl see what the superman looks like,
gnce the ided of van Manderpootz can be nothing less than superman.” He seated himsdf. "Turn that
switch," he said. "Now!"

| did. The tubes glowed into low blue light. | watched dully, disnterestedly; nothing held any
attraction for me after that image of the idedl.

"Huh!" said van Manderpootz suddenly. "Turnit on, | say! | see nothing but my own reflection.”

| stared, then burst into a hollow laugh. The mirror was spinning; the banks of tubes were glowing;
the device was operating.

Van Manderpootz raised hisface, alittle redder than usud. | laughed hdf hygericdly. "After dl," he
sad huffily, "one might have a lower ided of man than van Manderpootz. | see nothing nearly so
humorous as your Stugtion.”



The laughter died. | went misrably home, spent hdf the remainder of the night in morose
contemplation, smoked nearly two packs of cigarettes, and didn't get to the office at dl the next day.

Tips Alva got back to town for a weekend broadcast, but | didnt even bother to see her, just
phoned her and told her | was sick. | guess my face lent credibility to the story, for she was duly
sympathetic, and her face in the phone screen was quite anxious. Even at that, | couldn't keep my eyes
away from her lips because, except for a hit too lustrous make-up, they were the lips of the ided. But
they weren't enough; they just weren't enough.

Old N. J. began to worry again. | couldn't deep late of mornings any more, and after missng that one
day, | kept getting down earlier and earlier until one morning | was only ten minutes late. He cdled mein
a once.

"Look here, Dixon," he said. "Have you been to a doctor recently?'

"I'mnot gck,” | sad lisledy.

"Then for Heaven's sake, marry the girl! | don't care what chorus she kicksin, marry her and act like
ahumen baeing again."

" cant.”

"Oh. She's dready married, eh?”

Wedl, | couldn't tdl him she didn't exis. | couldn't say | was in love with a vison, a dream, an ided.
He thought | was alittle crazy, anyway, so | just muttered "Yegh," and didn't argue when he said gruffly:
"Then youll get over it. Take a vacation. Take two vacations. You might as wel for dl the good you are
around here"

| didn't leave New York; | lacked the energy. | just mooned around the city for a while, avoiding my
friends, and dreaming of the impossible beauty of the facein the mirror. And by and by the longing to see
that vison of perfection once more began to become overpowering. | don't suppose anyone except me
can understand the lure of that memory; the face, you see, had been my ided, my concept of perfection.
One sees beautiful woman here and there in the world; one fdlsin love - but dways, no matter how great
their beauty or how deep one's love, they fdl short in some degree of the secret vison of the ided. But
not the mirrored face; she was my idedl, and therefore, whatever imperfections she might have had in the
minds of others, inmy eyes she had none. None, that is, save the terrible one of being only an ided, and
therefore unattainable - but thet is afault inherent in dl perfection.

It was a matter of days before | yielded. Common sense told me it was futile, even foolhardy, to gaze
again on the vison of perfect desrability. | fought againg the hunger, but | fought hopelessy, and was not
a dl surprised to find mysdf one evening rgpping on van Manderpootz's door in the University Club. He
wasnt there; 1'd been hoping he wouldn't be, since it gave me an excuse to seek him in his laboratory in
the Physics Building to which | would have dragged him anyway.

There | found him, writing some sort of notations on the table that held the idedlizator. "Hello, Dixon,"
he said. "Did it ever occur to you that the ided universty cannot exis? Naturdly not, snce it must be
composed of perfect students and perfect educators, in which case the former could have nothing to
learn and the latter, therefore, nothing to teach.”

What interest had | in the perfect universty and its inability to exis? My whole being was desolate
over the nonexistence of another ided. "Professor,” | sad tensdly, "may | use that-that thing of yours
agan? | want to-uh--see something.”

My voice mus have disclosed the Stuation, for van Manderpootz looked up sharply. "So!" he
snapped. "So you disregarded my advice! Forget her, | said. Forget her because she doesn't exis.”

"But - | can't! Once more, Professor - only once morel”

He shrugged, but his blue, metdlic eyes were a little softer then usud. After dl, for some
inconceivable reason, he likes me. "Wdl, Dixon," he said, "youre of age and supposed to be of mature
intdligence. | tdl you that thisis a very supid request, and van Manderpootz dways knows wha he's
taking about. If you want to stupefy yoursdf with the, opium of impossible dreams, go ahead. Thisis the
lagt chance youll have, for tomorrow the idedizator of van Manderpootz goes into the Bacon head of
Isaak there. | shdl shift the oscillators so that the psychons, instead of becoming light quanta, emerge as



an dectron flow-a current which will actuate 1sask's vocd apparatus and come out as speech.” He
paused musngly. "Van Manderpootz will bear the voice of the ided. Of course Isaak can return only
what psychons he receives from the brain of the operator, but just as the image in the mirror, the thoughts
will have logt their human impress, and the words will be those of an ided.” he perceived that | wasnt
ligening, | suppose. "Go ahead, imbeciles," he grunted.

| did. The glory thet | hungered after flamed dowly into being, incredible in loveliness, and somehow,
unbdievably, even more beautiful than on that other occasion. | know why now; long afterwards, van
Manderpootz explained that the very fact that | had seen an idedl once before had dtered my ided,
rased it to a higher leve. With that face anong my memories, my concept of perfection was different
then it had been.

So | gazed and hungered. Readily and ingantly the being in the mirror responded to my thoughts with
gmile and movement. When | thought of love, her eyes blazed with such tenderness thet it seemed as
if-I-1, Dixon Wells-were part of those pairs who had made the greast romances of the world, Heloise and
Abdard, Trigram and Isolde, Aucassin and Nicolette. It was like the thrust of a dagger to fed van
Manderpootz sheking me, to hear his gruff voice cdling, "Out of it! Out of it! Times up.”

| groaned and dropped my face on my hands. The Professor had been right, of course; this insane
repetition had only intengfied an unfulfillable longing, and had made a bad mess ten times as bad. Then |
heard him muttering behind me. "Strange!” he murmured. "In fact, fantastic. Oedipis - oedipus of the
megazine covers and hillboards.”

| looked dully around. He was standing behind me, squinting, apparently, into the spinning mirror
beyond the end of the black tube. "Hub?' | grunted wesxily.

"Thet face" he said. "Very queer. You mug have seen her festures on a hundred megazines, on a
thousand billboards, on countless 'vision broadcasts. The oedipus complex in a curious form.”

"Eh? Could you see her?'

"Of course!" he grunted. "Didnt | say a dozen times that the psychons are transmuted to perfectly
ordinary quanta of visble light? If you could see her, why not 17?7’

"But-what about billboards and dl?'

"That face," said the professor dowly. "It's somewhat idedlized, of course, and certain detalls are
wrong. Her eyes aren't that palid slver-blue you imagined; they're green, sea-green, emerad-colored.”

"What the devil," | asked hoarsdly, "are you taking about?'

"About the face in the mirror. It happens to be, Dixon, a close gpproximation of the features of de
Lide d'Agrion, the Dragon RAy!"

"You mean-she's red ? She exigs? She lives? She-”

"Wait a moment, Dixon. She's red enough, but in accordance with your habit, you're a little late.
About twenty-five years too late, 1 should say. She must now be somewhere in the fifties - let's
seefifty-three, | think. But during your very early childhood, you must have seen her face pictured
everywhere, de Lide d'Agrion, the Dragon Hy."

| could only gulp. That blow was devastating.

"You see" continued van Manderpootz, "on€'s ideds are implanted very early. That's why you
continudly fal in love with girls who possess one or another features that reminds you of her, her hair, her
nose, her mouth, her eyes. Very smple, but rather curious.”

"Curioud" | blazed. "Curious, you say! Every time | look into one of your damned contraptions | find
mysHf in love with a myth! A gl who's dead, or married, or unred, or turned into an old woman!
Curious, en? Damned funny, isnt it?"

"Jug a moment,” sad the professor placidly. "It happens, Dixon, that she has a daughter. What's
more, Denise resembles her mother. And what's Still More, she's ariving in New York next week to
sudy American letters at the Universty here. She writes, you see”

That was too much for immediate comprehension. "How - how do you know?' | gasped.

It was one of the few times | have seen the colossal blandness of van Manderpootz ruffled. He
reddened atrifle, and said dowly, "It dso happens, Dixon, that many years ago in Amgerdam, Haske
van Manderpootz: and de Lide dAgrion were-very friendly - more then friendly, | might say, but for the



fact that two such powerful persondities as the Dragon Hy and van Manderpootz were dways at odds.”
He frowned. "'l was dmogt her second husband. She's had seven, | beieve; Denise is the daughter of her
third."

"Why - why is she coming here?"

"Because" he said with dignity, "van Manderpootz is here. | am gill afriend of de Lidées" He turned
and bent over the complex device on the table. "Hand me that wrench,” he ordered. "Tonight | dismantle
this, and tomorrow gtart recongtructing it for 1saak's head.”

But when, the falowing week, | rushed eagerly back to van Manderpootz's laboratory, the
idedlizator was 4ill in place. The professor greeted me with a humorous twigt to what was visble of his
bearded mouth. "Yes, it'sdill here" he said, gesturing at the device. "I've decided to build an entirdy new
one for Isaak, and besides, this one has afforded me considerable amusement. Furthermore, in the words
of Oscar Wilde, who am | to tamper with a work of genius. After dl, the mechanism isthe product of the
great van Manderpootz.”

He was ddliberately tantdizing me. He knew that | hadn't come to hear him discourse on Isask, or
even on the incomparable van Manderpootz. Then he amiled and softened, and turned to the little inner
office adjacent, the room where Isaak stood in meta augterity. "Denisg!” he called. "Come here."

| don't know exactly what | expected, but | do know that the breath left me as the girl entered. She
wasn't exactly my image of the ided, of course; she was perhaps the merest trifle dimmer, and her eyes -
wal, they must have been much like those of de Lide dAgrion, for they were the clearest emerdd I've
ever seen. They were impudently direct eyes, and | could imagine why van Manderpootz and the Dragon
Hy might have been forever quarreling; that was easy to imagine, looking into the eyes of the Dragon
Fy's daughter.

Nor was Denise, apparently, quite as feminindy modest as my image of perfection. She wore the
extremdy unconcedling costume of the day, which covered, | suppose, about as much of her as one of
the one-piece svimming suits of the middle years of the twentieth century. She gave an impression, not o
much of flegting grace as of litheness and supple strength, an ar of independence, frankness, and - | say it
again-impudence.

"Wdl!" she said codlly as van Manderpootz presented me. "So you're the scion of the N. J. Wels
Corporation. Every now and then your escapades enliven the Paris Sunday supplements. Wasn't it you
who snared amillion dollars in the market so you could ask Whimsy White?

| rushed. "Tha was greatly exaggerated,” | said hadlily, "and anyway | logt it before we - uh - before
|

"Not before you made somewhat of afool of yoursdf, | believe" she finished swestly.

W, that's the sort she was. If she hadn't been so inferndly lovely, if she hadn't looked so much like
the face in the mirror, 1'd have flared up, said "Pleased to have met you," and never have seen her again.
But | couldnt get angry, not when she had the dusky hair, the perfect lips, the saucy nose of the being
who to me was idedl.

So | did see her again, and severd times again. In fact, | suppose | occupied most of her time
between the few literary courses she was taking, and little by little | began to see that in other respects
besides the physcd she was not so far from my ided. Benesth her impudence was honesty, and
frankness, and, despite hersdlf, sweetness, so that even dlowing for the head-start I'd had, 1 fdl in love
pretty hadtily. And what's more, | knew she was beginning to reciprocate.

That was the gtuaion when | caled for her one noon and took her over to van Manderpootz's
laboratory. We were to lunch with him a the Universty Club, but we found him occupied in directing
some experiment in the big laboratory beyond his persona one, untangling some sort of mess that his Saff
hed blundered into. So Denise and | wandered back into the smdler room, perfectly content to be done
together. | Imply could rot fed hungry in her presence; just talking to her was enough of a subdtitute for
food.

"I'm going to be a good writer," she was saying musngly. "Some day, Dick, I'm going to be famous™

W, everyone knows how correct that prediction was. | agreed with her ingtantly.

She amiled. "You're nice, Dick," she sad. "Very nice”



"Very?

"Vay!" she said emphaticdly. Then her green eyes strayed over to the table that held the idedizator.
"What crack-brained contraption of Uncle Haskel's isthat?" she asked.

| explained, rather inaccuratdly, I'm afraid, but no ordinary engineer can fallow the ramifications of a
van Manderpootz conception. Nevertheess, Denise caught the gig of it and her eyes glowed emerdd
fire

"It's fascinating!" she exclamed. She rose and moved over to the table. "I'm gaing to try it."

"Not without the professor, you won't! It might be dangerous.”

That was the wrong thing to say. The green eyes glowed brighter as she cast me a whimscd glance.
"But | am," she said. "Dick, I'm going to - see my ided man!" She laughed softly.

| was panicky. Suppose her ided turned out tal and dark and powerful, ingtead of short and
sandy-haired and a bit-well, chubby, as1 am. "No!" | said vehemently. "I won't let you!"

She laughed again. | suppose she read my congternation, for she said softly, "Don't be glly, Dick."
She sat down, placed her face againg the opening of the barrel, and commanded, "Turn it on.”

| couldn't refuse her. | set the mirror whirling, then switched on the bank of tubes. Then immediatdly |
stepped behind her, squinting into what was visble of the flashing mirror, where a face was forming,
dowly-vagudly.

| thrilled. Surdy the hair of the image was sandy. | even fancied now that | could trace a resemblance
to my own features. Perhaps Denise sensed something Smilar, for she suddenly withdrew her eyes from
the tube and looked up with afantly embarrassed flush, a thing most unusud for her.

"ldedls are dull!" she said. "l want a red thrill. Do you know what I'm going to see? I'm going to
visudizeided horror. That's what I'll do. I'm going to see absolute horror!™

"Oh, no youre not!" | gasped. "That's a terribly dangerous idea™ Off in the other room | heard the
voice of van Manderpootz, "Dixon!"

"Dangerous - bosh!" Denise retorted. "I'm a writer, Dick. All this means to me is materid. It's just
experience, and | want it."

Van Manderpootz again. "Dixon! Dixon! Come here" | said, "Ligen, Denise. I'll be right back. Don't
try anything until I'm here - pleasel”

| dashed into the big laboratory. Van Manderpootz, was facing a cowed group of assstants, quite
goparently in extreme awe of the great man.

"Hah, Dixon!" he rasped. "Tdl these fools what an Emmerich vave is, and why it won't operate in a
free eectronic stream. Let 'em see that even an ordinary engineer knows that much.”

WEél, an ordinary engineer doesn't, but it happened that | did. Not that I'm particularly exceptiond as
an engineer, but | did happen to know that because a year or two before I'd done some work on the big
tidd turbines up in Maine, where they have to use Emmerich vaves to guard againgt dectrica leakage
from the tremendous potentids in their condensers. So | started explaining, and van Manderpootz kept
interpolating sarcasms about his gaff, and when | findly finished, | suppose I'd been in there about hdf an
hour. And then-I remembered Denise!

| left van Manderpootz garing as | rushed back, and sure enough, there was the girl with her face
pressed againg the barrel, and her hands gripping the table edge. Her features were hidden, of course,
but there was something about her Strained position, her white knuckles-

"Denisgl” | ydled. "Areyou dl right? Denisa!"

She didn't move. | stuck my face in between the mirror and the end of the barrdl and peered up the
tube a her visage, and what | saw left me dl but stunned. Have you ever seen stark, mad, infinite terror
on a humaen face? That was what | saw in Denise's - inexpressible, unbearable horror, worse than the
fear of death could ever be. Her green eyes were widened o that the whites showed around them; her
perfect lips were contorted, her whole face strained into a mask of sheer terror.

| rushed for the switch, but in passng | caught a Sngle glimpse of-of what showed in the mirror.
Incredible! Obscene, terror-laden, horrifying things - there just aren't words for them. There are no
words.

Denise didn't move as the tubes darkened. | raised her face from the barrdl and when she glimpsed



me she moved. She flung hersdf out of that chair and away, facing me with such mad terror that | halted.

"Denisg" | cried. "It'sjust Dick. Look, Denise!”

But as | moved toward her, she uttered a choking scream, her eyes dulled, her knees gave, and she
fainted. Whatever she had seen, it must have been gppdling to the uttermogt, for Denise was not the sort
to fant.

It was aweek later that | sat facing van Manderpootz in hislittle inner office. The grey metd figure of
Isaak was missng, and the table that had held the idedlizator was empty.

"Yes" sad van Manderpootz. "I've dismantled it. One of van Manderpootz's few mistakes was to
leave it around where a par of incompetents like you and Denise could get to it. It seems that |
continualy overestimate the intelligence of others. | suppose | tend to judge them by the brain of van
Manderpootz.”

| said nothing. | was thoroughly disheartened and depressed, and whatever the professor said about
my lack of intelligence, | fdt it judtified.

"Heredfter," resumed van Manderpootz, "l shdl credit nobody except mysdf with intdligence, and
will doubtless be much more nearly correct.” He waved a hand at 1saak's vacant corner. "Not even the
Bacon head,” he continued. "I've abandoned that project, because, when you come right down to it,
what need has the world of a mechanicd brain when it dready has that of van Manderpootz?*

"Professor,” | burst out suddenly, "why won't they let me see Denise? I've been at the hospitd every
day, and they let me into her room just once - just once, and that, time she went right into a fit of
hysterics Why? Is she-?" | gulped.

"She's recovering nicely, Dixon."

"Thenwhy can't | see her?"

"Wdl," sad van Manderpootz placidly, "it's like this. You see, when you rushed into the laboratory
there, you made the mistake of pushing your face in front of the barrel. She saw your features right in the
midd of dl those horrors she had caled up. Do you see? From then on your face was associated in her
mind with the whole hell's brew in the mirror. She can't even look at you without seeing dl of it again.”

"Good - God!" | gasped. "But shelll get over it, won't she? Shell forget that part of it?'

"The young psychiatrist who attends her - a bright chap, by the way, with a number of my own ideas
- believes shell be quite over it in a couple of months. But persondly, Dixon, | don't think shell ever
welcome the sght of your face, though | mysdf have seen uglier visages somewhere or other.”

| ignored that. "Lord!" | groaned. "What a messl” | rose to depart, and then - then | knew what
ingpiraion meand "Ligen!” | said, spinning back. "Ligten, professor Why can't you get her back here and
let her viaudize the idedly beautiful? And then stick my face into that" Enthusasm grew. "It can't fal!" |
cried. "At the wordt, itll cancd that other memory. It's marveoud”

"But asusud,” said van Manderpootz, "alittle late.”

"Lae? Why? You can put up your idedizator again. You'd do that much, wouldn't you?"

"Van Manderpootz,” he observed, "is the very soul of generosity. I'd do it gladly, but it's dill a little
late, Dixon. You see, she married the bright young psychiatrist this noon.”

W, I've a date with Tips Alva tonight, and I'm going to be late for it, just as late as | please. And
then I'm going to do nothing but stare at her lipsdl evening.

The Lotus Eaters

"WHEW!" WHISTLED "Ham" Hammond, staring through the right forward observation port. "What
aplace for a honeymoon!™

"Then you shouldn't have married a biologigt," remarked Mrs. Hammond over his shoulder, but he
could see her grey eyes dancing in the glass of the port. "Nor an explorer's daughter,” she added. For Pat



Hammond, until her marriage to Ham a scant four weeks ago, had been Peatricia Burlingame, daughter of
the great Englishman who had won so much of the twilight zone of Venus for Britain, exactly as Crowly
hed done for the United States.

"I didnt,” observed Ham, "mary a biologist. | married a gil who happened to be interested in
biology; that's dl. It's one of her few drawbacks."

He cut the blast to the underjets, and the rocket settled down gently on a cushion of flame toward the
black land-scape below. Sowly, carefully, he dropped the unwiddly mechanism until there was the
fantest perceptible jar; then he killed the blast suddenly, the floor benesth them tilted dightly, and a
drange slencefdl like a blanket after the cessation of the roaring blast.

"We're here," he announced.

"So we are" agreed Pat. "Where's here?!

"It's a point exactly seventy-five miles east of the Barrier opposite Venoble, in the British Cool
Country. To the north is, | suppose, the continuation of the Mountains of Eternity, and to the south is
Heaven knows what. And this lagt gpplies to the east.”

"Which is a good technica description of nowhere" Pat laughed. "Let's turn off the lights and look at
nowhere"

She did, and in the darkness the ports showed as faintly luminous circles.

"l suggest," she proceeded, "that the Joint Expedition

ascend to the dome for aless redtricted view. We're here to investigaie; let's do alittle investigating.”

"Thisjoint of the expedition agrees,” chuckled Ham.

He grinned in the darkness at the flippancy with which Pat approached the serious business of
exploration. Here they were, the Joint Expedition of the Royd Society and the Smithsonian Indtitute for
the Investigation of Conditions on the Dark Side of Venus, to use the full officd title.

Of course Ham himsdlf, while technically the American hdf of the project, was in redity a member
only because Pat wouldn't consider anything else; but she was the one to whom the bearded society and
inditute members addressed their questions, their terms, and their indructions.

And this was no more than fair, for Pet, after dl, was the leading authority on Hotland flora and fauna,
and, moreover, the firg humean child born on Venus, while Ham was only an engineer lured origindly to
the Venudan frontier by a dream of quick wedlth in xixtchil trading in the Hotlands.

It was there he had met Patricia Burlingame, and there, after an adventurous journey to the foothills of
the Mountains of Eternity, that he had won her. They had been maried in Erotia, the American
settlement, less than a month ago, and then had come the offer of the expedition to the dark side.

Ham had argued againg it. He had wanted a good terrestria honeymoon in New York or London,
but there were difficulties. Primarily there was the asgronomica one; Venus was past perigee, and it
would be eght long months before its dow swing around the Sun brought it back to a point where a
rocket could overtake the Earth.

Eight months in primitive, frontier-built Erotia, or in equdly primitive Venoble, if they chose the British
settlement, with no amusement save hunting, no radio, no plays, even very few books. And if they must
hunt, Pat argued, why not add the thrill and danger of the unknown?

No one knew whét life, if any, lurked on the dark sde of the planet; very few had even seen it, and
those few from rockets peeding over vast mountain ranges or infinite frozen oceans. Here was a chance
to explain the mygery, and explore it, expenses pad.

It took a multimillionaire to build and equip a private rocket, but the Royd Society and the
Smithsonian Indtitute, pending government money, were above such considerations.

Thered be danger, perhaps, and breath-taking thrills, but—they could be done.

The lagt point had won Ham. So they had spent two busy weeks provisoning and equipping the
rocket, had ridden high above the ice barrier that bounds the twilight zone, and dashed frarticaly through
the sorm line, where the cold underwind from the sunless sde meets the hot upper winds that sweep
from the desert face of the planet.

For Venus, of course, has no rotation, and hence no dter-nate days and nights. One face is forever
aunlit, and one for-ever dark, and only the planet's dow libration gives the twilight zone a semblance of



seasons. And thistwilight zone, the only habitable part of the planet, merges through the Hotlands on one
dde to the blazing desert, and on the other side ends abruptly in the ice barrier where the upper winds
yidd ther moigture to the chilling bregths of the underwind.

So here they were, crowded into the tiny glass dome above the navigation panel, ganding close
together on the top rung of the ladder, and with just room in the dome for both their heads. Ham dipped
hisarm around the girl as they stared at the scene outside.

Away off to the west was the eternd dawn—or sunset, perhaps—where the light glistened on the ice
barrier. Like vast columns, the Mountains of Eternity thrust themsdlves againgt the light, with their mighty
peaks logt in the lower clouds twenty-five miles above. There, a little south, were the ramparts of the
Lesser Eternities, bounding American Venus, and between the two ranges were the perpetud lightnings
of the gorm line

But around them, illuminated dimly by the refraction of the sunlight, was a scene of dark and wild
plendor. Every-where was ice—hills of it, spires, plans, boulders, and diffs of it, dl glowing a pdlid
greenin the trickle of light from beyond the barrier. A world without mation, frozen and Serile, save for
the moaning of the underwind outside, not hindered here as the barrier shidded it from the Cool
Coun-try.

"It's—glorioud" Pat murmured.

"Yes" he agreed, "but cold, lifdess yet menacing. Pat, do you think there islife here?"

"l should judge so. If life can exist on such worlds as Titan and 1apetus, it should exist here. How cold
isit?" She glanced

a the thermometer outsde the dome, its column and figures sdf-luminous. "Only thirty below zero,
Fahrenheit. Life exigts on Earth at that temperature.”

"Exids, yes. But it couldn't have developed at a temperature below freezing. Life has to be lived in
liquid water."

She laughed softly. "Y ou're taking to abiologist, Ham. No; life couldn't have evolved a thirty below
zero, but sup-pose it originated back in the twilight zone and migrated here? Or suppose it was pushed
here by the terrific com-petition of the warmer regions? You know what conditions are in the Hotlands,
with the molds and doughpots and Jack Ketch trees, and the millions of little parasitic things, al eding
esch other."

He considered this. "What sort of life should you expect?’

She chuckled. "Do you want a prediction? Very well. I'd guess, firg of dl, some sort of vegetation as
abase, for animd life can't keep edting itsdf without some added fud, It's like the story of the man with
the cat farm, who raised rats to feed the cats, and then when he skinned the cats, be fed the bodies to the
rats, and then fed more rats to the cats. It sounds good, but it won't work."

"S0 there ought to be vegetation. Then what?"

"Then? Heaven knows. Presumably the dark-side life if it exists, came origindly from the weaker
drains of twilight-zone life, but what it might have become—well, | can't guess. Of course, there's the
triops noctivivans thet | discovered in the Mountains of Eternity—"

"You discovered!" He grinned. "You were out as cold as ice when | carried you away from the nest
of devils. You never even saw onel"

"l examined the dead one brought into Venoble by the hunters” she returned imperturbably. "And
don't forget that the society wanted to name it after me—the triops Patricice." Involuntarily a shudder
shook her a the memory of those satanic creatures that had dl but destroyed the two of them. "Bt |
chose the other name —triops noctivivans, the three-eyed dwedler in the dark.”

"Romantic name for a devilish beast!"

"Yes but what | was getting at is this—that it's probable that triops—or triopses— Say, what is the
plurd of triops?' "Trioptes™ he grunted. "Latin root.”

"W, it's probable that trioptes, then, are among the

cregtures to be found here on the night sde, and that those fierce devils who attacked us in tha
shadowed canyon in the Mountains of Eternity are an outpost, cregping into the twi-light zone through the
dark and sunless passes in the moun-tains. They can't stand light; you saw that yoursdf.”



"So what?'

Pat laughed a the Americaniam. "So this From their form and structure—saix limbs, three eyes, and
al—it's plan that the trioptes are related to ordinary native Hotlanders. There-fore | conclude thet they're
recent arivals on the dark sde that they didnt evolve here, but were driven here quite latey,
geologicdly spesking. Or geologicdly isn't quite the word, be-cause gear means earth. Venusologically
gpesking, | should say."

"You shouldnt say. Youre subdituting a Lain root for a Greek one. What you meen is
gohrodisiologicaly spesking.”

She chuckled again. "What | mean, and should have sad right away to avoid argument, is
pa eaeontologicaly speaking, which is better English. Anyway, | mean that trioptes haven't existed on the
dark sde for more than twenty to fifty thousand Earth years, or maybe less, because what do we know
about the speed of evolution on Venus? Perhaps it's faster than on the Earth; maybe a triops could adapt
itdf to night lifein five thousand.”

"I've seen college students adapt themselves to night lifein one semester!” He grinned.

Sheignored this. "And therefore," she proceeded, "I argue thet there mugt have been life here before
triops arrived, snce it mugt have found something to eat when it got here or it couldn't have survived.
And since my examinaion showed that it's partly a carnivorous feeder, there must have been not only life
here, but animd life. And that's as far as pure reason can carry the argument.”

"S0 you can't guess what sort of animdl life. Intdligent, perhaps?

"l don't know. It might be. But in spite of the way you Y ankees worship inteligence, biologicdly it's
unimportant. It hasn't even much surviva vadue™

"What? How can you say that, Pat? What except human intelligence has given man the supremacy of
the Earth—and of Venus, too, for that maiter?"

"But has man the supremacy of the Earth? Look here, Ham,

here's what | mean about intdligence. A gorilla has a far better brain than a turtle, hasn't it? And yet
which is the more successful—the gorilla, which is rare and confined only to a amdl region in Africa, or
the turtle, which is common everywhere from the arctic to the antarctic? And as for man —well, if you
had microscopic eyes, and could see every living thing on the Earth, you'd decide that man was just a
rare specimen, and tha the planet was redly a nematode world—that is, a worm world—Dbecause the
nematodes far outnumber dl the other forms of life put together.”

"But that isn't supremacy, Pat."

" didn't say it was. | merdy said that intdligence hasn't much survivd vaue. If it has, why are the
insects that have no intdligence, but just ingtinct, giving the human race such a battle? Men have better
brains than corn borers, ball weevils, fruit flies, Japanese beetles, gypsy moths, and dl the other pests,
and yet they match our inteligence with just one weapon—their enormous fecundity. Do you redize that
every time achild is born, until it's balanced by a death, it can be fed in only one way? And that way is by
taking the food away from the child's own weight of insects”

"All that sounds reasonable enough, but what's it got to do with intdligence on the dark side of
Venus?'

" don't know," replied Pat, and her voice took on a queer tinge of nervousness. "l just mean— Look
a it thisway, Ham. A lizard is more intdligent than a fish, but not enough to give it any advantage. Then
why did the lizard and its descendants keep on deveoping intdligence? Why—unless dl life tends to
become intdligent in time? And if that's true, then there may be intdligence even here—strange, dien,
incomprehen-sible intdligence.”

She shivered in the dark againg him. "Never mind," she said in suddenly dtered tones. "It's probably
just fancy. The world out there is so weird, so unearthly— I'm tired, Ham. It's been along day.”

He followed her down into the body of the rocket. As the lights flicked on the strange landscape
beyond the ports was blotted out, he saw only Pat, very lovely in the scanty costume of the Cool
Country.

"Tomorrow, then," he said. "Weve food for three weeks."



Tomorrow, of course, meant only time and not daylight.

They rose to the same darkness that had dways blanketed the sunless hdf of Venus, with the same
eternd sunset green on the horizon at the barrier. But Pat was in better humor, and went eegerly about
the preparations for their fird venture into the open. She brought out the parkas of inch-thick wool
sheathed in rubber, and Ham, in his capacity as engineer, care-fully inspected the hoods, each with its
crown of powerful lamps.

These were primarily for vison, of course, but they had another purpose. It was known tha the
incredibly fierce trioptes could not face light, and thus, by usng dl four beams in the hemet, one could
move, surrounded by a pro-tective aura. But that did not prevent both of them from in-duding in ther
equipment two blunt blue automatics and a pair of the terificaly destructive flame-pistols. And Pat
caried a bag a her bdt, into which she proposed to drop specimens of any dark-side flora she
encountered, and fauna, too, if it proved amdl and harmless enough.

They grinned at each other through their masks.

"Makes you look fat," observed Ham mdicioudy, and enjoyed her sniff of annoyance.

She turned, threw open the door, and stamped into the open.

It was different from looking out through a port. Then the scene had some of the unredlity and dl of
the immobility and sllence of a picture, but now it was actudly around them, and the cold bresth and
mournful voice of the under-wind proved definitely enough that the world was red. For a moment they
stood in the cirdlet of light from the rocket ports, saring awe-struck at the horizon where the
unbeliev-able peaks of the Greater Eternities towered black againg the false sunset.

Nearer, for as far as vidon reached through that sunless, moonless, starless region, was a desolate
tumbled plan where peaks, minarets, spires, and ridges of ice and stone rose in indescribable and
fantadtic shapes, carved by the wild artistry of the underwind.

Ham dipped a padded am around Pet, and was surprised to fed her shiver. "Cold?' he asked,
glancing at the did thermometer on hiswrigt. "It's only thirty-six below."

"I'm not cold," replied Pat. "It's the scenery; that's dl.”

She moved away. "'l wonder what keeps the place as warm asiit is. Without sunlight you'd think—"

"Then you'd be wrong,” cut in Ham. "Any engineer knows that -gases diffuse. The upper winds are
going by jus five or 9x miles over our heads, and they naurdly carry a lot of heat from the desert
beyond the twilight zone. There's some dif-fusion of the warm arr into the cold, and then, besides, as the
warm winds coal, they tend to sink. And what's more, the contour of the country has alot to do with it."

He paused. "Say," he went on reflectivdy, "I shouldn't be surprised if we found sections near the
Eternities where there was a down draft, where the upper winds did right dong the dope and gave
certain places afarly bearable dimae”

He followed Peat as she poked around the boulders near the edge of the circle of light from the rocket.

"Ha" she exdamed. "Thereit is, Ham! There's our speci-men of dark-side plant life”

She bent over a gray bulbous mass. "Lichenous or fungoid," she continued. "No leaves, of course;
leaves are only useful in sunlight. No chlorophyl for the same reason. A very primitive, very smple plant,
and yet—in some ways—not smple at al. Look, Ham—a highly developed circulatory system!™

He leaned closer, and in the dim ydlow light from the ports he saw the fine tracery of vens she
indicated.

"That," she proceeded, "would indicate a sort of heart and—I wonder!" Abruptly she thrust her did
thermometer againg the fleshy mass, held it there a moment, and then peered at it. "Yed Look how the
needles moved, Ham. It's warm! A warm-blooded plant. And when you think of it, it's only naturd,
because that's the one sort of plant that could livein a region forever below freezing. Life must be lived in
liquid water."

She tugged at the thing, and with a sullen plump it came free, and dark driblets of liquid weled out of
the torn root.

"Ugh!" exdlamed Ham. "What a disgugting thing! "And tore the bleeding mandragore,’ en? Only they
were supposed to scream when you uprooted them.”

He paused. A low, pulsng, walling whimper came out of the quivering mass of pulp, and he turned a



dartled gaze on Pat. "Ugh!" he grunted again. "Disguding!”

"Digguding? Why, it's a beautiful organisam! It's adapted perfectly to its environment.”

"Wdl, Fm glad I'm an engineer," he growled, watching Pat as she opened the rocket's door and lad
the thing on a square of rubber within. "Come on. Let's look around.”

Pet closed the door and followed him away from the roc-ket. Ingtantly the night folded in around them
like ablack mig, and it was only by glancing back at the lighted ports that Pat could convince hersdf that
they stood in ared world.

"Should we light our hemet lamps?' asked Ham. "Wed better, | suppose, or risk afdl."

Before either could move farther, a sound struck through the moaning of the underwind, a wild, fierce,
unearthly shrieking like laughter in hdl, hoots and howls and mirthless chuckling noises.

"It'striopts” gasped Pat, forgetting plurals and grammear dike.

She was frightened; ordinarily she was as courageous as Ham, and rather more reckless and daring,
but those uncanny shrieks brought back the moments of torment when they had been trapped in the
canyon in the Mountains of Eternity. She was badly frightened and fumbled franticdly and ineffectudly a
light switch and revolver.

Jug as hdf a dozen stones hummed fagt as bullets around them, and one crashed panfully on Ham's
am, he flicked on hislights. Four beams shot in along cross on the dlittering peaks, and the wild laughter
rose in a crescendo of pain. He had a momentary glimpse of shadowy figures flinging them-saves from
pinnacle and ridge, flitting specterlike into the darkness, and then silence.

"O-0-oh!" murmured Pat. "l—was scared, Ham." She hud-dled againg him, then continued more
grongly: "But theré's proof. Triops noctivians actudly is a night-9de creature, and those in the
mountains are outpodts or fragments that've wandered into the sunless chasms.™

Far off sounded the hooting laughter. "I wonder,” mused Ham, "if that noise of theirsisin the nature of
alanguege.”

"Vey probably. After dl, the Hotland natives are intd-ligent, and these creatures are a related
species. Besdes they throw stones, and they know the use of those smothering pods they showered on
us in the canyon—which, by the way, mus be the fruit of some night-sde plant. The trioptes are
doubt-less intdligent in a fierce, bloodthirsty, barbaric fashion, but

the beasts are so unapproachable that | doubt if human beings ever learn much of their minds or
language.”

Ham agreed emphaticdly, the more so as a vicioudy cast rock suddenly chipped dlittering particles
from an icy spire a dozen paces away. He twisted his head, sending the beams of his hdmet lamps
angling over the plain, and a single dill cachinnation drifted out of the dark.

"Thank Heaven the lights keep 'em fairly out of range," he muttered. "These are pleasant little subjects
of His Mg-esty, * aren't they? God save the king if he had many more like ‘em!”

But Pat was again engaged in her search for specimens. She had, switched on her lamps now, and
scrambled agildy in and out among the fantasc monuments of that bizarre plain. Ham followed her,
watching as she wrenched up bleeding and whimpering vegetation. She found a dozen varieties, and one
little wriggling cigar-shaped creature that she gazed at in per-plexity, quite ungble to determine whether it
was plant, ani-md or neither. And at last her specimen bag was completely filled, and they turned back
over the plain toward the rocket, whose ports gleamed afar like a row of Saring eyes.

But a shock awaited them as they opened the door to enter. Both of them started back at the gust of
warm, Suffy, putrid, and unbreathable ar that gushed into their faces with an odor of carrion.

"Wha—" gasped Ham, and then laughed. ™Y our mandra-gore!™ He chuckled. "Look at it!"

The plant she had placed within was a mass of decayed corruption. In the warmth of the interior it had
decomposed rapidly and completely and was now but a semiliquid hegp on the rubber mat. She pulled it
through the entrance and flung mat and dl away.

They clambered into an interior Hill reeking, and Ham set a ventilator pinning. The air that came in
was cold, of course, but pure with the breath of the underwind, serile and dustless from its sweep across
five thousand miles of frozen oceans

*They were on British territory, being in the latitude of Venoble. The Internationd Congress at Lide



hed in 2020 appor-tioned the dark-side rights by giving to each nation owning Venu-San possessons a
wedge extending from the twilight zone to a point on the planet directly opposite the Sun in
mid-autumn.and mountains. He swung the door closed, set a heater going, and dropped his visor to grin
a Pat.

"So that's your beautiful organism!™ he chuckled.

"It was. It was abeautiful organism, Ham. You can't blame it because we exposed it to temperatures
it was never sup-posed to encounter.” She sighed and dung her specimen pouch to the table. "'l have to
prepare these at once, | suppose, sSnce they don't keep.”

Ham grunted and set about the preparation of a med, working with the expert touch of a true
Hotlander. He glanced at Pat as she bent over her specimens, injecting the bichlorid solution.

"Do you suppose,” he asked, "that the triops is the highest form of life on the dark sde?’

"Beyond doubt,” replied Peat. "If any higher form existed, it would long ago have exterminated those
fierce devils" But she was utterly wrong.

Within the span of four days they had exhausted the posshilities of the tumbled plan around the
rocket. Pat had accumulated a variegated group of specimens, and Ham had taken an endless series of
observations on temperature, on magnetic variations, on the direction and velocity of the Underwind.

So they moved thar base, and the rocket flared into flight southward, toward the region where,
presumably, the vast and mysterious Mountains of Eternity towered across the ice barrier into the dusky
world of the night side. They flew dowly, throttling the reaction motors to a bare fifty miles an hour, for
they were flying through night, depending on the beam of the forward light to warn against looming peaks.

Twice they hdted, and each time a day or two sufficed to indicate that the region was Smilar to that of
their firg base. The same veined and bulbous plants, the same eternd under-wind, the same laughter from
bloodthirsty trioptic throats.

But on the third occasion, there was a difference. They came to rest on a wild and blesk plateau
among the foothills of the Greater Eternities. Far away to the westward, hdf the horizon ill glowed
green with the fase sunset, but the whole span south of the due-west point was black, hidden from view
by the vast ramparts of the range that soared twenty-five miles above them into the black heavens. The
mountains were

invigble, of course, in that region of endless night, but the two in the rocket fdt the colossa nearness
of those incredible peaks.

And there was another way in which the mighty presence of the Mountains of Eternity affected them.
The region was warm—not warm by the standards of the twilight zone, but much warmer than the plain
below. Their thermometers showed zero on one sde of the rocket, five above on the other. The vast
peaks, ascending into the levd of the upper winds, set up eddies and stray currents that brought warm air
down to temper the cold breath of the underwind.

Ham stared gloomily over the plateau visblein the lights. "I don't like it," he grunted. "I never did like
these mountains, not since you made afool of yoursdf by trying to cross 'em back in the Cool Country.”

"A foal!" echoed Pat. "Who named these mountains? Who crossed them? Who discovered them? My
fether, that's who!"

"And so you thought you inherited 'em,” he retorted, "and that dl you had to do was to whigle and
they'd lie down and play dead, and Madman's Pass would turn into a park wak. With the reault that
you'd now be a hegp of clean-picked bonesin a canyonif | hadn't been around to carry you out of it."

"Oh, you're jugt atimid Yankee!" she snapped. “I'm going outside to have a look.” She pulled on her
parka and stepped to the door, and there paused. "Arent you—arent you coming, too?' she asked
hestantly.

He grinned. "Sure! | just wanted to hear you ask." He dipped into his own outdoor garb and
followed.

There was a difference here. Outwardly the plateau pre-sented the same bleak wilderness of ice and
stone that they had found on the plain below. There were wind-eroded pinnacles of the utmost fantasy of
form, and the wild land-scape that glittered in the beams from their hdmet lamps was the same bizarre



terrain that they had firg encountered.

But the cold was less bitter here; strangdy, increasing dtitude on this curious planet brought warmth
instead of cold, as on the Earth, because it raised one closer to the region of the upper winds, and herein
the Mountains of Eternity the underwind howled less persgtently, broken into gusts by the mighty peaks.

And the vegetation was less sparse. Everywhere were theveined and bulbous masses, and Ham had
to tread carefully lest he repeat the unpleasant experience of stepping on one and hearing its moaning
whimper of pain. Pat had no such scruples, ingging that the whimper was but a tropism; that the
gpecimens she pulled up and dissected fdt no more pain than an gpple that was eaten; and that, anyway,
it was a biologist's business to be a biologi<.

Somewhere off among the peaks shrilled the mocking laughter of a triops, and in the shifting shadows
a the extremities of their beams, Ham imagined more than once that he saw the forms of these demons of
the dark. If there they were, however, the light kept them at a safe distance, for no stones hummed past.

Yet it was a queer sensation to wak thusin the center of amoving circle of light; he fdt continudly as
if just be-yond the boundary of vighility lurked Heaven only knew what weird and incredible creatures,
though reason argued that such mongters couldn't have remained undetected.

Ahead of them their beams glisened on an icy rampart, a bank or diff that stretched right and left
across their course.

Pat gestured suddenly toward it. "Look therel" she ex-claimed, holding her light steady. "Caves in the
ice—burrows, rather. See?"

He saw—little black openings as large, perhaps, as a manhole cover, awhole row of them at the base
of the ice rampart. Something black skittered laughing up the glassy dope and away—a triops. Were
these the dens of the beasts? He squinted sharply.

"Something's there" he muttered to Pat. "Look! Haf the openings have something in front of
them—or are those just rocks to block the entrance?!

Cautioudy, revolversin hand, they advanced. There was no more motion, but in the growing intengity
of the beams, the objects were less and less rocklike, and a last they could make out the vanings and
fleshy bulbousness of life

At least the creatures were a new variety. Now Ham could diginguish a row of eydike spots, and
now amultipliaty of legs beneath them. The things were like inverted bushd baskets, about the Sze and
contour, veined, flabby, and featureless save for a complete circle of eye spots. And now he could even
see the semitransparent lids that closed,

gpparently, to shidd the eyes from the pain of their lights

They were barely a dozen feet from one of the creatures. Pat, after a moment of hestation, moved
directly before the motionless mysery.

"WdI!" she said. "Hereés anew one, Ham, Hdlo, old fdlal"

An indant later both of them were frozen in utter con-sternation, completely overwhelmed by
bewilderment, amaze-ment, and confuson. Issuing, it seemed, from a membrane a the top of the
cresture, came a dicking, high-pitched voice.

"Hdlo, fdld" it said.

There was an appaled slence. Ham held his revolver, but had there been need, he couldn't have used
it, nor even re-membered it. He was parayzed, stricken dumb.

But Pat found her voice. "lt—isnt red," she sad fantly. "It's a tropiam. The thing just echoed
whatever sounds drike it. Doesn't it, Ham? Doesn't it?"

"|—I--of course!" He was garing at the lidded eyes. "It mugt be. Ligen!" He leaned forward and
ydled, "Hdlo!" directly at the creature. "It answer."

It did. "It isnt atropism,” it clicked in gill but perfect English.

"That's no echo!" gasped Pat. She backed away. "I'm scared,” she whimpered, pulling & Ham's arm.
"Come away—quick!"

He thrugt her behind him. "I'm just atimid Yankee," he

grunted, "but I'm going to cross-question thisliving phono

graph until | find out what—or who—makesit tick." "No! No, Ham! I'm scared!”



"It doesn't look dangerous,” he observed.

"It int dangerous,”" remarked the thing on the ice. Ham gulped, and Pat gave a horrified little moan.
"Who—who are you?' he faltered.

There was no answer. The lidded eyes stared steedily at him.

"What are you?' he tried again.

Agan no reply.

"How do you know English?" he ventured.

The dicking voice sounded: "l isn't know English." "Then—uh—then why do you speak Englidh?"

"You speak English," explained the mystery, logicaly enough.

"l don't mean why. | mean how!"

But Pat had overcome a part of her terrified astonishment, and her quick mind perceived a clue.
"Ham," she whispered tensdly, "it uses the words we use. It gets the meaning from us™

"I get the meaning from you," confirmed the thing un-grammaticaly.

Light dawned on Ham. "Lord!" he gasped. "Then it's up to usto giveit a vocabulary.”

"You speak, | speak," suggested the creature.

"Sure! See, Pat? We can say just anything." He paused. "Let's see—" "When in the course of humen
eventsit—"

"Shut up!" snapped Pat. "Yankee! You're on Crown ter-ritory now. To be or not to be; that is the
question—"'

Ham grinned and was slent. When she had exhausted her memory, he took up the task: "Once upon
atime there were three bears—"

And s0 it went. Suddenly the Stuation struck him as fan-tadticdly ridiculous—there was Pat carefully
raing the story of Little Red Riding Hood to a humorless mongrosity of the night Sde of Venud The
gr cast him a perplexed glance as he roared into a gde of laughter.

"Tdl him the one about the traveling man and the farmer's daughter!” he said, choking. "See if you can
get agmilefrom hm!" She joined his laughter. "But it's redly a serious matter,” she concluded. "Imagine
it, Ham! Intdligent life on the dark sde! Or are you intdligent?" she asked suddenly of the thing on the
ice

"l amintdligent,” it assured her. "I am intdligently intelli-gent."

"At least you're a marvelous linguid,” said the girl. "Did you ever hear of learning English in hdf an
hour, Ham? Think of that!" Apparently her fear of the creature had vanished.

"W, let's make use of it," suggested Ham. "What's your name, friend?'

There was no reply.

"Of course,” put in Pat. "He can't tdl us his name until we giveit to imin English, and we can't do that
because—Oh, well, let's cdl him Oscar, then. Thetll serve”

"Good enough. Oscar, what are you, anyway?"

"Humen, I'm aman.”

"En?I'll be damned if you arel”

"Those are the words you've given me. To mel am amean to you."

"Wait a moment. 'To me | am—' | see, Pat. He means that the only words we have for what he
considers himsdf are words like man and human. Wedl, what are your people, then?'

"People

"I mean your race. What race do you belong to?" "Humen."

"Ow!" groaned Ham. "You try, Pat."

"Oscar,” sad the girl, "you're human. Are you amammd?' "To me man isamammd to you."

"Oh, good heavend” She tried again. "Oscar, how does your race reproduce?’

" have not the words."

"Are you born?'

The queer face, or facedess body, of the creature changed dightly. Heavier lids dropped over the
semitrangparent ones that shieded its many eyes; it was dmog asif the thing frowned in concentration.

"We are not born,”" he clicked.



"Then—seeds, spores, parthenogenesis? Or fissure?' " Spores,” dhrilled the mystery, "and fissure”

"B’

She paused, nonplussed. In the momentary slence came the mocking hoot of a triops far to ther left,
and both turned involuntarily, stared, and recoiled aghast. At the very extremity of their beam one of the
laughing demons had seized and was bearing away what was beyond doubt one of the creatures of the
caves. And to add to the horror, dl the rest squatted in utter indifference before their burrows.

"Oscar!" Pat screamed. "They got one of you!™

She broke off suddenly at the crack of Ham's revolver, but it was afutile shot.

"O-oh!" she gasped. "The devild They got one" There was no comment at dl from the creature
before them. "Oscar,” she cried, "don't you care? They murdered one of you! Don't you understand?”'

"Wes"

"But—doesnt it affect you a dl?' The creatures had come, somehow, to hold a sort of humen
sympathy in Pat's mind. They could talk; they were more than beasts. "Don't you care at dl?"

"No."

"But what are those devils to you? What do they do that you let them murder you?'

"They eat us" sad Oscar placidly.

"Oh!" gasped Pat in horror. "But—but why don't—"

She broke off; the creature was backing dowly and methodicdly into its burrow.

"Walt!" she cried. "They can't come herel Our lights—" The dicking voice drifted out: "It is cold. | go
because of the cold.”

There was slence.

It was colder. The gusty underwind moaned more steedily now, and glancing aong the ridge, Pat saw
that every one of the cave creatures was dipping like Oscar into his burrow. She turned a helpless gaze
on Ham.

"Did I—dream this?" she whispered.

“Then both of us dreamed it, Pat." He took her am and drew her back toward the rocket, whose
round ports glowed an invitation through the dusk.

But once in the warm interior, with her dumsy outer garments removed, Pat drew her dainty legs
under her, lighted a cigarette, and fdl to more rationdl congderation of the mysery.

"Theres something we don't understand about this, Ham. Did you sense anything queer about Oscar's
mind?' "It's a devilishly quick ong!"

"Yes, he's intdligent enough. Intdligence of the humean levd, or even'—she hesitated—"above the
humen. But it isn't a human mind. It's different, somehow—adlien, strange. | can't quite express what | fdt,
but did you notice Oscar never asked a question? Not one!”

"Why—he didnt, did he? That's queer!”

"It's darn queer. Any human intdligence, medting another thinking form of life, would ask plenty of
questions. We did." She blew a thoughtful puff of smoke. "And thet isnt dl. Thai—that indifference of his
when the triops attacked his fellow—was that human, or even earthly? I've seen a hunting spider snaich
one fly from a swarm of them without dis

turbing the rest, but could that happen to intdligent creatures? It couldn't; not even to brains as
undeveloped as those in a herd of deer, or aflock of sparrows. Kill one and you frighen dl.”

"That'strue, Pat. They're damn queer ducks, these fdlow ditizens of Oscar's. Queer animds”

"Animas? Don' tdl me you didn't notice, Ham!" "Notice what?"

"Oscar's no animd. He's a plant—a warm-blooded, mobile vegetable! All the time we were talking to
hm he was rooting around below him with his—wdl, his root. And those things that looked like
legs—they were pods. He didn't walk on them; he dragged himsdf on hisroot. And what's more he—"

"What's more?'

"What's more, Ham, those pods were the same sort as the ones that the triops threw at us in the
canyon of the Mountains of Eternity, the ones that choked and smothered us so—"

"The ones that laid you out so cold, you mean."

"Anyway, | had wits enough to notice them!" she retorted, flushing. "But there's part of the mysery,



Ham. Oscar's mind is a vegetable mind!" She paused, puffing her cigarette as he packed his pipe.

"Do you suppose,” she asked suddenly, "thet the presence of Oscar and his crew represents a
menace to human occup-ancy of Venus? | know they're dark-side creatures, but what if mines are
discovered here? What if there turns out to be a fidd for commercid exploitation? Humans can't live
indefinitdy away from sunlight, 1 know, but there might be a need for temporary colonies here, and what
then?'

"Wdl, what then?' rgjoined Ham.

"Yes what then? Is there room on the same planet for two intdligent races? Won't there be a conflict
of interests sooner or later?'

"What of it?" he grunted. "Those things are primitive, Pat. They live in caves, without culture, without
weapons. They're no danger to man.”

"But they're magnificently intdligent. How do you know that these we've seen aren't just a barbaric
tribe and that somewhere on the vastness of the dark sde there isn't a vegetable dvilization? You know
avilizetion isn't the persond prerogative of mankind, because look a the mighty decadent

culture on Mars and the dead remnants on Titan. Man has Smply happened to have the strongest
brand of it, d least so far.”

"That's true enough, Pet," he agreed. "But if Oscar's felows aren't any more pugnacious than they
were toward that murderous triops, then they aren't much of a menace."

She shuddered. "I can't understand thet at dl. | wonder if—" She paused, frowning.

"If what?'

"|—don't know. | had an idea—a rather horrible idea" She looked up suddenly. "Ham, tomorrow I'm
going to find out exactly how intdligent Oscar redly is. Exactly how in-tdligent—if | can.”

There were certain difficulties, however. When Ham and Pat approached the ice ridge, plodding
across the fantadtic terrain, they found themselvesin utter perplexity as to which of the row of caves was
the one before which they had stood in conversation with Oscar. In the glittering reflections from thar
lamps each opening appeared exactly like every other, and the cregtures a their mouths stared at them
with lidded eyesin which there was no readable expression.

"Wdl," sad Pat in puzzlement, "well just have to try. You there, are you Oscar?"

The dicking voice sounded: "Yes."

“| don't believeit," objected Ham. "He was over more to the right. Hey! Are you Oscar?'

Ancther voice dicked: "Yes"

"You can't both be Oscar!"

Pat's choice responded: "We are dl Oscar.”

"Oh, never mind," cut in Pat, forestaling Ham's protests. "Apparently what one knows they dl know,
S0 it doesn't make any difference which we choose. Oscar, you said yes-terday you were intdligent. Are
you more inteligent than | am?'

"Yes. Much moreintdligent.”

"Reh!" snickered Ham. "Take that, Pat!"

She sniffed. "W, that puts im miles above you. Yankee! Oscar, do you ever lie?'

Opaque lips dropped over tranducent ones. "Lie" repeated the dill voice. "Lie. No. There is no

"Wdl, do you—" She broke off suddenly &t the sound of

adull pop. "What's that? Ohl Look, Ham, one of his pods burgt!" She drew back.

A sharply pungent odor assailed them, reminiscent of that dangerous hour in the canyon, but not
strong enough this time to set Ham choking or send the girl reding into uncon-sciousness. Sharp, acrid,
and yet not entirdly unpleasant.

"What's thet for, Oscar?'

"It is so we—" The voice cut short.

"Reproduce?’ suggested Pat.

"Yes Reproduce. The wind carries our spores to each other. We live where the wind is not steady."



"But yesterday you said fissure was your method.”

"Yes. The spores lodge againgt our bodies and thereisa—" Agan the voice died.
"A fertilization?' suggested the girl.

“No."

"Wdl, a—I know! Anirritation!" ay...

"Thet causes a tumorous growth?

"Yes. When the growth is complete, we split.”

"Ugh!" snorted Ham. "A tumor!"

"Shut up!" snapped the girl. "That's dl a baby is—a nor-md tumor.”

"A norma— Widl, I'm glad I'm not a biologist! Or awoman!”

"Som |," said Pat demurdly. "Oscar, how much do you know?'

"Everything."

"Do you know where my people come from?"

"From beyond the light."

"Yes, but before that?"

“No."

"We come from another planet,” said the girl impressively. At Oscar's sllence she sad: "Do you know
what aplanet is?' "Yes"

"But did you know before | said the word?"

"Yes Long before.”

"But how? Do you know what machinery is? Do you know what weapons are? Do you know how to
meke them?' "Yes"

"Then—why don't you?'

"Thereis no need.”

"No need!" she gasped. "With light—even with fire—you could keep the triopses—trioptes, |
mean—away. You could keep them from edting you!"

"Thereisno need.”

She turned helplesdy to Ham.

"Thething'slying," he suggested.

"l—don' think s0," she murmured. "It's something else—something we don't understand. Oscar, how
do you know dl those things?'

"Inteligence

At the next cave another pod popped sullenly.

"But how? Tdl me how you discover facts.”

"From any fact," clicked the creature on the ice, "inteli-gence can build a picture of the—" There was
dlence. "Universs?' she suggested.

"Yes The universe. | start with one fact and | reason from it. | build a picture of the universe. | gart
with another fact. | reason from it. | find that the universe | picture is the same as thefirg. | know that the
pictureistrue.

Both ligteners stared in awe at the creature. "Say!" gulped

Ham. "If that's true we could find out anything from Oscar!

Oscar, can you tdl us secrets that we don't know?' "No."

"Why not?'

"You mud firg have the words to give me. | cannot tdl you that for which you have no words."

"It's true!" whispered Peat. "But Oscar, | have the words time and space and energy and meatter and
law and cause. Tdl me the ultimate law of the univers=?"

“Itisthe law of—" Silence.

"Congarvation of energy or matter? Gravitation?' "No."

"Of-of God?"



"No."

"Of—ife?’

"No. Lifeisof no importance.”

"Of—what? | can't think of another word.”

"Therés a chance," sad Ham tensdy, "that there is no word!"

"Yes" clicked Oscar. "It isthe law of chance. Those other words are different sdes of the law of
chance.”

"Good Heaven!" bresthed Pet. "Oscar, do you know what

| meen by stars, suns, congdlations, planets, nebulae, and atoms, protons, and eectrons?”

s

"But—how? Have you ever seen the stars that are above these eternd clouds? Or the Sun there
beyond the barrier?’

"No. Reason is enough, because there is only one possible way in which the universe could exist. Only
whet is possibleis red; whet is not red isdso not possble™

"That—that seems to mean something,” murmured Pat. "I dont see exactly what. But Oscar,
why—why don't you use your knowledge to protect yoursalves from your enemies?’

"Thereis no need. There isno need to do anything. In a hundred years we shdl be—" Silence.

"Sofe?’

"Yes—no."

"What?' A horrible thought struck her. "Do you mean—extinct?'

"Yes"

"But—oh, Oscar! Don't you want to live? Don't your peo-ple want to survive?'

"Want," dhrilled Oscar. "Want—want—want. That word means nothing.”

"It means—it means desire, need.”

"Dedre means nothing. Need—need. No. My people do not need to survive"

"Oh," sad Pat fantly. "Then why do you reproduce?’

Asif in answer, a burding pod sent its pungent dust over them. "Because we mud," clicked Oscar.
"When the spores drike us, we mug.”

"l—see" murmured Pat dowly. "Ham, | think I've got it. | think | understand. Let's get back to the
ship."

Without farewd | she turned away and he followed her thoughtfully. A strange listlessness oppressed
him.

They had one dight mishap. A stone flung by some dtray trioptes sheltered behind the ridge shattered
the left lamp in Pat's hdmet. It seemed hardly to disturb the girl; she glanced briefly asde and plodded
on. But dl the way back, in the gloom to their left now illumined only by his own lamps, hoots and shrieks
and mocking laughter pursued them.

Within the rocket Pat swung her specimen bag wearily to the table and sat down without removing her
heavy outer

arment. Nor did Ham; despite the oppressive warmth of it, le, too, dropped ligledy to a seat on the
bunk.

"I'mtired," said the girl, "but not too tired to redize what hat mystery out there means.”

"“Then let's hear it."

"Ham," she said, "what's the big difference between plant and animd life?"

"Why—plants derive their sustenance directly from soil nd air. Animas need plants or other animds as
food."

"Thet isnt entirdy true, Ham. Some plants are paragitic, mnd prey on other life. Think of the Hotlands,
or think, even, )f some terrestriad plants—the fungi, the pitcher plant, the Dionaea that trap flies™

"Wdl, animads move, then, and plants don't."

"That's not true, ether. Look a microbes; they're plants, )ut they swim about in search of food.”

"Then what is the difference?'

"Sometimesiit's hard to say," she murmured, "but | think [ see it now. It'sthis Animds have desire and



plants necessity. Do you understand?”

"Not a damn bit."

"Liden, then. A plant—even a moving one—acts the way t does because it must, because it's made
0. An animd acts ,ecause it wants to, or because it's made o thet it wants to."

"Whét's the difference?'

"There is a difference. An animd has will, a plant hasn't. Do you see now? Oscar has dl the
megnificent intdligence of a

but he hasn't the will of a worm. He has reactions, but no desire. When the wind is warm he comes
out and feeds, when it's cold he crawls back into the cave meted by his body seat. But that isn't will; it's
just areaction. He has no desired”

Ham stared, roused out of his lasstude. "Il be damned if t isn't truel” he cried. "That's why he—or
they—never ask luedtions. It takes desire or will to ask a question! And that's why they have no
avilization and never will havel"

"That and other reasons” said Pat. "Think of this Oscar sas no sex, and in spite of your Yankee
pride, sex has been a)ig factor in building dvilization. It's the basis of the family, ind anong Oscar's
people there is no such thing as parent and hild. He splits, each haf of him is an adult, probably with Al
the knowledge and memory of the origind.

"There's no need for love, no place for it, in fact, and

therefore no cdl to fight for mate and family, and no reason to make life easier than it dready is, and
no cause to apply hisintdligence to develop art or science or—or anything!” She paused. "And did you
ever hear of the Mdthusan law, Ham?'

"Not that | remember.”

"Wdl, the law of Mdthus says that population presses on the food supply. Increase the food and the
population in-creases in proportion. Man evolved under that law; for a century or so it's been
suspended, but our race grew to be human under it."

"Sugpended! It sounds sort of like repeding the law of gravi-tation or amending the law of inverse
quares.”

"No, no,” she sad. "It was suspended by the deveopment of machinery in the nineteenth and
twentieth centuries, which shot the food supply so far ahead, that population hasn't caught up. But it will
and the Mdthusian law will rule again."

"And what's that got to do with Oscar?

"This Ham: He never evolved under that law. Other fac-tors kept his numbers below the limit of the
food supply, and so his species developed free of the need to druggle for food. He's so perfectly
adapted to his environment that he needs nothing more. To him a avilization would be superfluoud”

"But—then what of the triops?"

"Yes, the triops. You see, Ham, just as | argued days ago, the triops is a newcomer, pushed over
from the twilight zone. When those devils arrived, Oscar's people were dready evolved, and they
couldn't change to meet the new conditions, or couldn't change quickly enough. So—they're doomed.

"As Oscar says, they'll be extinct soon—and—and they don't even care” She shuddered. "All they
do, dl they can do, is St before their caves and think. Probably they think god-like thoughts, but they
can't summon even a mouse-like will. That's whet a vegetable intdligence is; that's whet it has to be!™

"I think—I think you're right,”” he muttered. "In away it's horrible, it it?'

"Yes" Despite her heavy garments she shivered. "Yes;, it's horrible. Those vast, magnificent minds and
no way for them to work. It's like a powerful gasoline motor with its drive shaft broken, and no matter
how wdl it runs it can't turn the wheds. Ham, do you know what I'm going to namethem? The
Lotophagi Veneris—the Lotus Eaterst Content to gt and dream away exisence while lesser
minds—ours and the trioptes—battle for their planet.”

"It's a good name, Pat." As she rose he asked in surprises "Your specimens? Arent you going to
prepare them?'

"Oh, tomorrow." She flung hersdlf, parka and al, on her bunk.

"But they'll spoil! And your hemet light—! ought to fix it." ""Tomorrow," she repeated wesrily, and his



own languor kept him from further argument.

When the nauseous odor of decay awakened him some hours later Pat was adeep, dill garbed in the
heavy auit. He flung bag and specimens from the door, and then dipped the parka from her body. She
hardly stirred as he tucked her gently into her bunk.

Pat never missed the specimen bag a dl, and, somehow, the next day, if one could cdl that endless
night a day, found them trudging over the blegk plateau with the girl's hdmet lamp 4ill unrepaired. Again
a thar left, the wildly mocking laughter of the night dwellers followed them, drifting esrily down on the
underwind, and twice far-flung stones chipped dlittering ice from neighboring spires. They plodded
ligledy and dlently, asif in a sort of fascination, but their minds seemed srangely clear.

Pat addressed the firg Lotus Eater they saw. "We're back, Oscar,” she said with a fant rebirth of her
usud flippancy. "How'd you spend the night?"

"I thought," clicked the thing.

"What'd you think about?"

"I thought about—" The voice ceased.

A pod popped, and the curioudy pleasant pungent odor was in ther nodtrils.

" About—us?'

“No."

" About—the world?'

“No."

"About— What's the use?' she ended wearily. "We could keep that up forever, and perhaps never hit
on the right question.”

"If thereisa right quetion,” added Ham. "How do you know there are words to fit it? How do you
even know

that it's the kind of thought our minds are capable of concalving? There mugt be thoughts that are
beyond our grasp.”

Off to ther left a pod burst with adull pop. Ham saw the dust move like a shadow across their beams
as the underwind caught it, and he saw Pat draw a deep draft of the pungent air as it whirled around her.
Queer how pleasant the amdl was, especidly dnce it was the same guff which in higher concentration
hed nearly cost their lives. He fdt vagudly worried as that thought struck him, but could assign no rea-son
for worry.

He redized suddenly that both of them were standing in complete slence before the Lotus Eater. They
had come to ask questions, hadn't they?

"Oscar,” he sad, "what's the meaning of life?' "No meaning. There is no meaning.”

"Then why fight for it s0?"

"We do not fight for it. Lifeis unimportant.”

"And when you're gone, the world goes on just the same? Is that it?'

"When we are gone it will make no difference to any except the trioptes who eat us”

"Who eat you," echoed Ham.

There was something about that thought that did penetrate the fog of indifference that blanketed his
mind. He peered at Pat, who stood passvely and slently beside him, and in the glow of her hdmet lamp
he could see her clear gray eyes behind her goggles, saring sraight ahead in what was apparently
abgtraction or deep thought. And beyond the ridge sounded suddenly the ydls and wild laughter of the
dwelersin the dark.

"Pat," be said.

There was no answer.

"Pa!" he repeated, rasng a ligless hand to her arm. "We have to go back." To his right a pod
popped. "We have to go back," he repeated.

A sudden shower of stones came glancing over the ridge. One struck hishdmet, and his forward lamp
burg with a dull exploson. Another struck his am with a ginging pain, though it seemed surprisngly
unimportant.



"We have to go back," he reiterated doggedly.

Pat spoke a last without moving. "What's the use?' she asked dully.

He frowned over that. What was the use? To go back to the twilight zone? A picture of Erotia rose in
hismind, and then avison of that honeymoon they had planned on the Earth, and then a whole series of
terrestrid scenes—New York, a tree-girt campus, the sunny farm of his boyhood. But they dl seemed
vay far away and unredl.

A vidlent blow that stung his shoulder recaled him, and he saw a sone bound from Pat's hdmet. Only
two of her lamps glowed now, the rear and the right, and he redized vagudy that on his own hedmet
shone only the rear and the left. Shadowy figures were sittering and gibbering dong the crest of the
ridge now left dark by the bresking of thair lights, and stones were whizzing and spattering around them.

He made a supreme effort and seized her arm. "Welve got to go back!" he muttered.

"Why? Why should we?'

"Because well be killed if we gay.”

"Yes | know that, but—"

He ceased to ligen and jerked savagely at Pat's arm. She spun around and staggered after him as he
turned doggedly toward the rocket.

Shill hoots sounded as their rear lamps swept the ridge, and as he dragged the gil with infinite
downess, the dhrieks spread out to the right and left. He knew what that meant; the demons were dirding
them to get in front of them where their shattered forward lamps cast no protecting light.

Pat followed liglesdy, meking no effort of her own. It was smply the drag of his am that impelled
her, and it was becoming an intolerable effort to move even himsdf. And there directly before him, flitting
shadows that howled and hooted, were the devils that sought their lives.

Ham twisted his head 0 that his right lamp swept the area. Shrieks sounded as they found shdlter in
the shadows of peaks and ridges, but Ham, waking with his head side-wise, tripped and tumbled.

Pat wouldn't rise when he tugged a her. "Therés no need of it," she murmured, but made no
res stance when he lifted her.

An idea stirred vagudy; he bundled her into his ams so that ,her right lamp shot its beam forward,
and S0 he stag

gered a lagt to the circle of light about the rocket, opened

the door, and dumped her on the floor within.

He had one find impresson. He saw the laughing shadows

that were the trioptes skipping and skittering across the dark-ness toward the ridge where Oscar and
his people waited in placid acceptance of their destiny.

The rocket was roaring dong a two hundred thousand feet, because numberless observations and
photographs from space had shown that not even the vast peaks of the Moun-tains of Eternity project
forty miles above the planet's sur-face. Bdow them the clouds glistened white before and black behind,
for they were jugt entering the twilight zone. At that haght one could even see the mighty curvature of the

planet.

"Half cue ball, hdlf eight ball," said Ham, staring down.

"Hereafter we stick to the cue-bal half."

"It was the spores,” proceeded Pat, ignoring him. "We

knew they were narcotic before, but we couldn't be expected to guess that they'd carry a drug as
subtle as that—to sted away your will and undermine your strength. Oscar's people are the Lotus Eaters
and the Lotus, dl in one. But I'm-somehow—I'm sorry for them. Those colossa, magnificent, usdess
minds of thard" She paused. "Ham, what woke you up to what was happening? What snapped you out
of it?'

"Oh, it was aremark of Oscar's, something about his being only a square medl for atriops.”

"Wdl?'

"Wadl, did you know weve used up dl our food? That

remark reminded methat | hadn't eaten for two days"Proteus Idand



THE BROWN MAORI in the bow of the outrigger stared hard a Augtin Idand dowly svimming
nearer; then he twigted to fix his anxious brown eyes on Carver. Taboo!" he excamed. "Taboo!
Aussitan taboo!"

Carver regarded him without change of expression. He lifted his gaze to the idand. With an ar of
sullen brooding the Maori returned to his stroke. The second Polynesian threw the zoologist a pleading
look.

"Taboo," he said. "Aussitan taboo!"

The white man studied him briefly, but said nothing. The soft brown eyesfdl and the two bent to ther
work. But as Caver stared esgerly shoreward there was a mute, dgnificant exchange between the
netives.

The proa did over green combers toward the foam-skirted idand, then began to sheer off as if
reluctant to approach. Carver's jaw squared. "Malloa! Put in, you chocolate pig. Put in, do you hear?'

He looked again at the land. Audtin Idand was not tradi-tiondly sacred, but these natives had a fear of
it for some reason. It was not the concern of a zoologist to discover why. The idand was uninhabited and
hed been charted only re-cently. He noted the fern forests ahead, like those of New Zedand, the Kauri
pine and dammar—dark wood hills a curve of white beach, and between them a moving dot—an
apteryx mantelli, thought Carver----a kiwi.

The proa worked cautioudy shoreward.

"Taboo," Maloa kept whispering. "Him plenty bunyip!”

"Hope there is" the white man grunted. "I'd hate to go back to Jameson and the others a Macquarie
without at least one little bunyip, or anyway a ghost of afary.” He grinned. "Bunyip Carveris. Not bad,
eh? Look good in naturd-history books with pictures.”

On the approaching beach the kiwi scuttled for the forest —if it was a kiwi after all. 1t looked queer,
somehow, and

Carver Jquinted after it. Of course, it had to be an apteryx; these idands of the New Zedand group
were too deficient in fauna for it to be anything else. One variety of dog, one sort of rat, and two species
of bat—that covered the mammdian life of New Zedland.

Of course, there were the imported cats, pigs and rabbits that ran wild on the North and Middle
Idands, but not here. Not on the Aucklands, not on Macquarie, least of dl here on Audin, out in the
londy sea between Macquarie and the desolate Bdleny Idands, far down on the edge of Antarctica. No;
the scuttling dot must have been a kiwi.

The craft grounded. Kolu, in the bow, legped like a brown flash to the beach and drew the proa
above the gentle inwash of the waves. Carver stood up and stepped out, then paused sharply a a moan
from Madloain the stern.

"Sed" he gulped. "The trees, wahi! The bunyip treed”

Carver followed his pointing figure. The trees—what about them? There they were beyond the beach
as they had fringed the sands of Macquarie and of the Aucklands. Then he frown-ed. He was no
botanigt; that was Haburton's field, back with Jameson and the Fortune a Macquarie Idand. He was a
zo-ologis, aware only generdly of the variations of flora. Y et he frowned.

The trees were vagudly queer. In the distance they had re-sembled the giant ferns and towering kauri
pine that one would expect. Yet here, close a hand, they had a different aspect—not a markedly
different one, itistrue, but none the less, a strangeness. The kauri pines were not exactly kauri, nor were
the tree ferns quite the same Cryptogamia tha flourished on the Aucklands and Macquarie. Of course,
those idands were many miles away to the north, and cer-tain locd variations might be expected. All the
same

"Mutants," he muttered, frowning. "Tends to substantiate Darwin's isolation theories. I'll have to take a
couple of speci-mens back to Halburton.”

"Wahi," sad Kolu nervoudy, "we go back now?'

"Now!" exploded Carver. "We just got here! Do you think we came dl the way from Macquarie for
one look? We stay here aday or two, s0 | have a chance to take alook at this place's animd life. What's



the matter, anyway?'
"The trees, wahi!" walled Mdloa. "Bunyip!—the waking trees, the taking treed!"

"Bahl Waking and talking, eh?' He seized a stone from the pebbled beach and sent it spinning into
the nearest mass of dusky green. "Let's hear 'em say afew cuss words, then."

The stone tore through leaves and creepers, and the gentle crash died into motionless silence. Or not
entirdy motionless, for a moment something dark and tiny fluttered there, and then soared hriefly into
black slhouette againgt the sky. It was amdl as a sparrow, but batlike, with membranous wings. Yet
Carver stared at it amazed, for it trailled a tweve-inch tail, thin as a pencil, but certainly an appendage no
normd bat ought to possess.

For amoment or two the creature fluttered awkwardly in the sunlight, its strange tall lashing, and then
it swooped again into the dusk of the forest whence hismissle had frightened it. There was only an echo
of itswild, il cry remaining, something that sounded like "Wheer! Whe-e-e-r!"

"What the devil!" said Carver. "There are two species of Chiropterain New Zedand and neighboring
idands, and that was neither of them! No bat has atall like that!"

Kolu and Madloa were walling in chorus. The creature had been too smdl to induce outright panic, but
it had flashed againg the sky with a sniser appearance of abnormdlity. It was a mongrosty, an
aberration, and the minds of Polynes-ians were not such as to face unknown strangeness without fear.
Nor for that matter, reflected Carver, were the minds of whites, he shrugged away a queer feding of
apprehension. It would be sheer supidity to permit the fears of Kolu and Maloa to influence a perfectly
sane zoologig.

"Shut up!" he snapped. "WEell have to trap that fdlow, or one of his cousins. I'll want a specimen of
histribe. Rhimolo-phidae, I'll bet a trade dollar, but a brand-new species. Well net one tonight.”

The voices of the two brown idanders rose in terror. Carver cut in sharply on the protests and
exposulations and frag-mentary descriptions of the horrors of bunyips, waking and taking trees, and the
bat-winged spirits of evil.

"Come on," he sad gruffly. "Turn out the duff in the proa. Il look adong the beach for a sream of
fresh water. Maw-son reported water on the north sde of theidand.”

Maloa and Kolu were muttering as he turned away. Be-fore him the beach stretched white in the late
afternoon sun; at hisleft rolled the blue Pacific and at hisright dumbered

the strange, dark, dusky quarter; he noted curioudy the dl but infinite variety of the vegetable forms,
maveding that there was scarcely a tree or shrub that he could identify with any variety common on
Macquarie or the Aucklands, or far-away New Zedland. But, of course, he mused, he was no botanist.

Anyway, remote idands often produced their own particular varieties of flora and fauna Tha was
part of Darwin's origind evolution theory, this idea of isolation. Look a Mauritius and its dodo, and the
Gdapagos turtles, or for that matter, the kiwi of New Zedand, or the gigantic, extinct moa. And yet—he
frowned over the thought—one never found an idand that was entirdly covered by its own unigue forms
of plant life. Windblown seeds of ocean-borne debris dways caused an interchange of vegetation among
idands, birds carrie” seeds dinging to their feathers, and even the occasiond .man vigtors aided in the
exchange.

Besides, a careful observer like Mawson in 1911 would certainly have reported the peculiarities of
Audin Idand. He hadn't; nor, for that matter, had the whaers, who touched here at intervas as they
headed into the antarctic, brought back any reports. Of course, whaers had become very rare of late
years, it might have been a decade or more since one had made anchorage at Audtin. Yet what change
could have occurred in ten or fifteen years?

Carver came suddenly upon a narrow tidd arm into which dropped a tinkling trickle of water from a
granite ledge-at the verge of the jungle. He stooped, moistened his finger, and tasted it. It was brackish
but drinkable, and therefore quite satisfactory. He could hardly expect to find a larger stream on Audtin,
gnce the watershed was too smal on an idand only seven miles by three. With his eyes he followed the
course of the brook upward into the tangle of fern forest, and aflash of movement arrested his eyes. For
amoment he gazed in com-plete incredulity, knowing that he couldn't possibly be seeing —what he was
Seding!



The creature had gpparently been drinking at the brink of the stream, for Carver glimpsed it fird in
kneding podtion. That was part of the surprise—the fact tha it was kneding—for no anima save man
ever assumes that attitude, and this being, whatever it might be, was not human.

Wild, ydlow eyes glared back a him, and the thing rose toan erect posture. It was a biped, a amdl
travesty of man, sanding no more than twenty inches in height. Little clawed fingers clutched a hanging
creepers. Carver had a shocked glimpse of a body covered in patches with ragged gray fur, of an agile
tail, of needle-sharp teeth in alittle red mouth. But mogtly he saw only mdevolent ydlow eyes and a face
that was not human, yet had a hideous suggestion of humanity gone wild, a sunning miniature synthess of
manlike and fe-line characterigtics.

Carver had spent much timein the wastelands of the planet. His reaction was dmogt in the nature of a
reflex, without thought or valition; his blue-barreled gun legped and flashed as if it moved of itsdf. This
automatism was a vauable qudity in the wilder portions of the earth; more than once he had saved his
life by shooting firg when startled, and reflecting afterward. But the quickness of the reaction did not lend
itsdf to accuracy.

Hisbullet tore alesf at the very cheek of the creature. Thething snarled, and then, with a find flash of
ydlow flame from itswild eyes, leaped headlong into the tangle of foliage and vanished.

Carver whidled. "What in Heaven's name,”" he muttered aoud, "was that?' But he had amdl time for
reflection; long shadows and an orange tint to the afternoon light warned that darkness—sudden,
twilightless darkness—was near. He turned back aong the curving beach toward the outrigger.

A low cord spit hid the craft and the two Maoris, and the ridge jutted like a bar squarely across the
face of the descend-ing sun. Carver squinted againg the light and trudged thought-fully onward—to
freeze into sudden immohility at the sound of a terrified scream from the direction of the proal

He broke into a run. It was no more than a hundred yards to the cora ridge, but so swiftly did the sun
drop in these latitudes that dusk seemed to race him to the crest. Shadows sKittered aong the beach as
he legped to the top and stared franticdly toward the spot where his craft had been beached.

Something was there. A box—part of the provisons from the proa. But the proa itsef—was gone!

Then he saw it, dready a haf-dozen cable-lengths out in the bay. Maloa was crouching in the stern,
Kolu was partly hidden by the sal, as the craft moved swiftly and seadily out toward the darkness
gathering in the north.

Hisfirg impulse was to shout, and shout he did. Then he redized that they were beyond earshot, and
vary ddiberately, he fired his revolver three times. Twice he shot into the air, but snce Madloa cast not
even a glance backward, the third bullet he sent carefully in the direction of the fleaing pair. Whether or
not it took effect he could not tell, but the proa

only did more swiftly into the black distance.

He stared in hot rage after the deserters until even the

white sal had vanished; then he ceased to swear, sat gumly on the sngle box they had unloaded, and
fdl to wondering what had frightened them. But that was something he never

discovered.

Full darkness settled. In the sky appeared the strange con

gdlations of the heaven's under-hemisphere; southeast glowed

the glorious Southern Cross, and south the mystic Clouds of Magdlan. But Carver had no eyes for
these beautties; he was

dready long familiar with the aspect of the Southern Skies.

He mused over his Situation. It was irriteting rather than

desperate, for he was armed, and even had he not been, there was no dangerous animd life on these
tiny idands south of

the Aucklands, nor, excepting man, on New Zedand itsdf. But not even man lived in the Aucklands,
or on Macquarie,

or here on remote Audtin.

Madloa and Kolu had been terificdly frightened, beyond

doubt; but it took very little to rouse the superditious fears of a Polynesian. A strange species of bat



was enough, or even akiwi passng in the shadows of the brush, or merdy their own fancies, simulated
by whatever wild taes had ringed

londy Audtin Idand with taboos.

And as for rescue, that too was certain. Mdloa and Kolu

might recover ther courage and return for him. If they didn't, they gill might make for Macquarie
Idand and the Fortune expedition. Even if they did what he supposed they naturaly would do—head for
the Aucklands, and then to their home on the Chathams--till Jameson would begin to worry in

three or four days, and theréd be a search made.

There was no danger, he told himsdf—nothing to worry

about. Best thing to do was smply to go about his work. Luckily, the box on which he sat was the
one that contained his cyanide jar for insect pecimens, nets, traps, and snares. He could proceed just as
planned, except that he'd have to devote some of histime to hunting and preparing food.

Carver lighted his pipe, set about building a fire of the plentiful driftwood, and prepared for the night.
He ddivered himsdf of a few choice epithets decriptive of the two Maoris as he redized tha his
comfortable degping bag was gone with the proa, but the fire would serve againg the chill of the high
Southern latitude. He puffed his pipe reflectively to its end, lay down near his driftwood blaze, and
prepared to deep.

When, seven hours and fifty minutes later, the edge of the sun dented the eastern horizon, he was
ready to admit that the night was something other than a success. He was hard-ened to the tiny,
persstent fleas that skipped out of the sand, and his skin had long been toughened to the bloodthirsty
night insects of the idands. Y et he had made a decided fall-ure at the attempt to deep.

Why? It surdy couldn't be nervousness over the fact of strange surroundings and londliness. Alen
Carver had spent too many nightsin wild and solitary places for that. Yet the night sounds had kept him
in a perpetual state of half-wakeful apprehension, and at least a dozen times he had started to full
consciousness in a sweet of nervousness. Why?

He knew why. It was the night sounds themsdves. Not their loudness nor ther menace, but
their—wel, thar variety. He knew what darkness ought to bring forth in the way of noises, he knew
every bird cdl and bat squeak indigenous to these idands. But the noises of night here on Audtin Idand
had refused to conform to his pattern of knowledge. They were strange, undassfied, and far more varied
then they should have been; and yet, even through the wildest cry, he fancied a digurbing note of
familiarity.

Carver shrugged. In the clear daylight his memories of the night seemed like foolish and perverse
notions, quite inexcus-able in the mind of one as accustomed to londy places as himsdf. He heaved his
powerful form erect, stretched, and gazed toward the matted tangle of plant life under the tree ferns.

He was hungry, and somewhere in there was breskfast, either fruit or bird. Those represented the
entire range of choice, Since he was not a present hungry enough to con-sider any of the other possible
variaions—rat, bat, or dog. That covered the fauna of these idands.

Did it, indeed? He frowned as sudden remembrance struck

him. What of the wild, yellow-eyed imp that had snarled at him from the brookside? He had forgotten
thet in the excite-ment of the desertion of Kolu and Mdloa That was certainly .neither bat, rat, nor dog.
What was it?

Sill frowning, he fdt his gun, glandng to assure himsdf of its readiness. The two Maoris might have
been frightened away by an imaginary menace, but the thing by the brook was something he could not
ascribe to superdtition. He had seen that. He frowned more deeply as he recdled the taled bat of earlier
inthe preceding evening. That was no native fancy either.

He strode toward the fern forest. Suppose Audin Idand did harbor a few mutants, fresks, and
individud species. What of it? So much the better; it judified the Fortune ex-pedition. It might contribute
to the fame of one Alan Carver, zoologi, if he were the fird to report this strange, insular animal world.
And yet—it was queer that Mawson had said nothing of it, nor had the whalers.

At the edge of the forest he stopped short. Suddenly he perceived what was responsible for its aspect
of queerness. He saw what Madloa had meant when he gestured toward the trees. He gazed



increduloudy, peering from tree to tree. It was true. There were no related species. There were no two
trees dike. Not two dike. Each was individud in legf, bark, sem. There were no two the same. No two
trees were alikel

But that was impossble. Botanist, or not, he knew the im-posshility of it. It was dl the more
impossble on the remote idet where inbreeding must of necessity take place. The living forms might differ
from those of other idands, but not from each other —at least, not in such incredible profuson. The
number of species mug be limited by the very intengty of competition on an idand. Must be!

Caver stepped back a hdf-dozen paces, surveying the forest wall. It was true. There were ferns
innumerable; there were pines; there were deciduous trees—but there were, in the hundred-yard Stretch
he could scan accurately, no two alike! No two, even, with enough smilaity to be assgned to the same
species, perhaps not even to the same genus.

He stood frozen in uncomprehending bewilderment. What was the meaning of it? What was the origin
of this unnaturd plentitude of species and genera? How could any one of thenumberless forms reproduce
unless there were somewhere others of its kind to fertilize it? It was true, of course, that blossoms on the
same tree could cross-fertilize each other, but where, then, were the offgoring? It is a fundamenta aspect
of nature that from acorns spring oaks, and from kauri cones spring kauri pines.

In utter perplexity, he turned dong the beach, edging away from the wash of the waves into which he
hed dmost backed. The solid wall of forest was immohile save where the sea breeze ruffled its leaves,
but dl that Carver saw was the unbeievable variety of those leaves. Nowhere—nowhere—was there a
sngle tree that resembled any he had seen before.

There were compound leaves, and digitate, pamate, cor-date, acuminate, bipinnate, and engform
ones. There were specimens, of every variety he could name, and even a zoologist can name a number if
he has worked with a botanist like Halburton. But there were no specimens that looked as if they might
be related, however digantly, to any one of the others. It was as if, on Audin Idand, the walls between
the genera had dissolved, and only the grand divisons remained.

Carver had covered nearly a mile dong the beach before the pangs of hunger recdled his origind
misson to his mind. He had to have food of some sort, animd or vegetable. With a feding of didtinct
relief, he eyed the beach birds quarrding raucoudy up and down the sand; at least, they were perfectly
normd representatives of the genus Larus. But they made, a best, but tough and aily fare, and his glance
returned again to the mysterious woodlands.

He saw now atrail or path, or perhaps just a chance thinning of the vegetation aong a subsoil ridge of
rock, thet led into the green shades, danting toward the forested hill a the western end of the idand.
They offered the first con-venient means of penetration he had encountered, and in a moment he was
dipping through the dusky ade, watching sharply for either fruit or bird.

He saw fruit in plenty. Many of the trees bore globes and ovoids of various Szes, but the difficulty, so
far as Carver was concerned, was that he saw none he could recognize as edible. He dared not chance
hbiting into some poisonous variety, and Heaven done knew what wild and deaedly dkaloids this queer
idand might produce.

Birds fluttered and cdled in the branches, but for the

moment he saw none large enough to warrant a bullet. And besides, another queer fact had caught his
atention; he noticed that the farther he proceeded from the sea, the more bizarre became the infinite
forms of the trees of the forest. Along the beach he had been able a least to assgn an individud growth
to itsfamily, if not its genus, but here even those didtinctions began to vanish.

He knew why. "The costal growths are crossed with strays from other idands” he muttered. "But in
here they've run wild. The whole idand's run wild."

The movement of a dark mass againg the leaf-sprinkled sky caught his attention. A bird? If it were, it
was amuch larger one than the incongiderable passerine songsters that fluttered about him. He raised his
revolver carefully, and fired.

The weird forest echoed to the report. A body large as a duck crashed with a long, strange cry,
thrashed briefly among the grasses of the forest floor, and was dill. Carver hurried forward to stare in
perplexity & hisvictim.



It was not a bird. It was a dimbing creature of some sort, amed with vicioudy sharp claws and
wicked, needle-pointed white teeth in a triangular little red mouth. It resembled quite closdy a amdl
dog—if one could imagine a tree-climbing dog—and for a moment Carver frozein surprise a the thought
that he had inadvertently shot somebody's mongrd terrier, or at least some specimen of Canis.

But the creature was no dog. Even disregarding its plunge from the treetops, Carver could see that.
The retractile claws, five on the forefeet, four on the hind, were evidence enough, but stronger ill was
the evidence of those needle teeth. This was one of the Fdidac. He could see further proof in the
yd-low, ditted eyes that glared a him in moribund hate, to lose their fire now in death. This was no dog,
but a cat!

His mind flashed to that other gpparition on the bank of the stream. That had borne a wild aspect of
fdine nature, too. What was the meaning of it? Cats that looked like monkeys, cats that looked like
dogs

He had logt his hunger. After a moment he picked up the furry body and set off toward the beach.
The zoologist had superseded the man; this dangling bit of disntegrating protoplasm was no longer food,
but a rare specimen. He had to get to the beach to do what he could to preserve it. It would be named
after him— Fdlls Carveri—doubtless.

A sound behind him brought him to an abrupt hdt. He peered cautioudy back through the
branch-roofed tunnd. He was baing trailed. Something, bestid or human, lurked back there in the forest
shadows. He saw it—or them—dimly, as formless as darker shades in the shifting array that marked the
wind-gtirred |leaves.

For the firg time, the successve mysteries began to induce a sense of menace. He increased his pace.
The shadows did and skittered behind him, and, lest he ascribe the thing to fancy, alow cry of some sort,
a subdued howl, rose in the dusk of the forest a his|eft, and was answered at hisright.

He dared not run, knowing that the appearance of fear too often brought a charge from both beasts
and primitive humans. He moved as quickly as he could without the effect of flight from danger, and a
last saw the beach. There in the opening he would at least diginguish his pursuers, if they chose to attack.

But they didn't. He backed away from the wal of vege-tation, but no forms followed him. Yet they
were there. All the way back to the box and the remains of his fire, he knew that just within the cover of
the leaves lurked wild forms

The stuaion began to prey on his mind. He couldnt amply remain on the beach indefinitdy, waiting
for an attack. Sooner or later, hed have to deep, and then— Better to provoke the attack at once, see
what sort of creatures he faced, and try to drive them off or exterminate them. He had, after al, plenty of
ammunition.

He raised his gun, amed at the skittering shadow, and fired. There was a howl that was indubitably
bedtid; beforeit had quivered into silence, others answered. Then Carver started vidlently backward as
the bushes quivered to the passage of bodies and he saw what sort of beings had lurked there.

A line of perhaps a dozen forms legped from the fringe of underbrush to the sand. For the space of a
bresth they were motionless, and Carver knew that he was in the grip of a zoologigt's nightmare, for no
other explanation was at dl adequate.

The pack was vagudy doglike; but by no means did its members resemble the indigenous hunting
dogs of New Zea-land, nor the dingoes of Audrdia Nor, for that matter, did they resemble any other
dogsin his experience, nor, if the truth be told, any dogs a al, except perhapsin ther lupine

method of attack, ther subdued yedps thar davering mouths, and the arangement of ther
teeth—what Carver could see of that arrangement.

But the fact that bore home to him now was another sunning repetition of dl his observations of
Audin Idand—they did not resemble each other! Indeed, it occurred to Carver with the devadtating
force of ablow that, so far on this mad idand, he had seen no two living creatures, animd or vegetable,
that appeared to belong to related species!

The nondescript pack inched forward. He saw the wildest extremes among the creatures—beings
with long hind legs and short fordimbs, a creature with harless, thorn-scarred skin and a face like the
half-human visage of a werewadlf; a tiny, rat-sized thing that yelped with a ill, yapping voice; and a



mighty, barrel-chested creature whose body seemed dmost designed for erect posture, and who loped
onits hinder limbs with its forepaws touching the ground at inter-vas like the knuckles of an orangutan.
That particular being was a horrible, yellow-fanged monstrosity, and Carver chose it for hisfirgt bullet.

The thing dropped without a sound; the dug had plit its skull. As the report echoed back and forth
between the hills on the east and west extremities of Augtin, the pack answered with a threatening chorus
of hays, howls, growls, and shrieks. They shrank back momentarily from their companion's body, then
came menacingly forward.

Agan Carver fired. A red-eyed, hopping creature yelped and crumpled. The line hated nervoudy,
divided now by two dead forms. Ther cries were no more than a muffled growl-ing as they eyed him
with red and yelowish orbs.

He started suddenly as a different sound rose, a cry whose nature he could not determine, though it
seemed to come from a point where the forested hank rose sharply in a little diff. It was as if some
watcher urged on the nondescript pack, for they gathered courage again to advance. And it was a this
moment that a vidoudy flung stone caught the man pain-fully on the shoulder.

He staggered, then scanned the line of brush. A missile meant humankind. The mad idand harbored
something more than aberrant beasts.

A second cry sounded, and another stone hummed pasthis ear. But thistime he had caught the flash of
movement a the top of the diff, and he fired ingtantly.

There was a scream. A human figure redled from the cover of foliage, swayed, and pitched headlong
into the brush at the base, ten feet below. The pack of creatures broke howling, as if their courage had
vanished before this evidence of power. They fled like shadows into the forest.

But something about the figure that had fdlen from the diff struck Carver as sirange. He frowned,
waiting a moment to assure himsdf that the nondescript pack had fled, and that no other menace lurked
inthe brush; then he darted toward the place where his assailant had falen.

The figure was human, beyond doubt—or was it? Here on this mad idand where species seemed to
take any form, Car-ver hesitated to make even that assumption. He bent over hisfdlen foe, who lay face
down, then turned the body over. He stared.

It was a girl. Her face, dill as the features of the Buddha of Nikko, was young and lovdy as a
Venetian bronze figurine, with delicate features that even in unconsciousness had a wildness apparent in
them. Her eyes, closed though they were, betrayed a dight, dryadlike dant.

The girfl was white, though her skin was sun-darkened dmost to a golden hue. Carver was certain of
her color, nevertheless, for at the edges of her Sngle garment—an un-tanned hide of leopard-like fur,
dready diffening and crack-ing—her skin showed whiter.

Had he killed her? Curioudy perturbed, he sought for the wound, and found it, at lagt, in a scarcely
bleeding graze above her right knee. His shot had merdly spun her off balance; it was the ten-foot fal
from the diff that had done the damage, of which the visble evidence was a reddening bruise on her left
temple. But she was living. He svung her hadlily into hisarms and bore her across the beach, away from
the brush in which her motley pack was doubtless il lurking.

He shook his nearly empty canteen, then tilted her head to pour water between her lips. Ingantly her
eyes flickered open, and for a moment she stared quite uncomprehendingly into Carver's eyes, not twelve
inches from her own. Then her eyes widened, not so much in terror as in artled bewilderment; she
twigted violently from hisarms, tried twice to rise, and

twicefdl back as her legs refused to support her. At last she lay quite passive, keeping her fascinated
gaze on hisface.

But Carver recelved a shock as wdl. As her lidslifted, he started at the Sght of the eyes behind them.
They were unex-pected, despite the hint given by their ever-so-faint Orientd cast, for they finned upon
hm in a tawny hue. They were amber, dmogt golden, and wild as the eyes of a votary of Pan. She
watched the zoologigt with the intentness of a cap-tive bird, but not with a bird's timidity, for he saw her
hand fumbling for the pointed stick or wooden knife in the thong about her waist.

He proffered the canteen, and she shrank away from his extended hand. He shook the container, and
a the sound of gurgling liquid, she took it gingerly, tilted a trickle into her hand, and then, to Carver's



aurprise, smdled it, her dainty nodtrils flaring as widdy as her diminutive, uptilted nose per-mitted. After a
moment she drank from her cupped pam, poured another trickle, and drank that. It did not occur to her,
gpparently, to drink from the canteen.

Her mind cleared. She saw the two motionless bodies of the dain creatures, and murmured a low
sound of sorrow. When she moved asif to rise, her gashed knee pained her, and she turned her strange
eyes on Carver with a renewed expression of fear. She indicated the red streak of the injury.

"C'mon?" she said with a questioning inflection.

Carver redized that the sound resembled English words through accident only. "Where to?' He
grinned.

She shook a puzzled head. "Bu-r-r-o-o-om!" she said. "Zee-e-e-e!"

He understood that. It was her attempt to imitate the sound of his shot and the hum of the bullet. He
tapped the re-volver. "Magic!" he sad waningly. "Bad medicine. Better be good girl, see?' It was
obvious that she didn't understand. " Thumbi?" hetried. "You Maori?'

No result save along look from danting, golden eyes.

"Wdl," he grunted. "Sprechen sie Deutsch, then? Or Ka-naka? Or—what the devil! That's dl |
knew—Latinum intelli-gisne?

“C'mon?" shesad fantly, her eyes on the gun. She rubbed the scratch on her leg and the bruise on
her temple, apparently ascribing both to the weapon.

"All right,” Carver acceded grimly. He reflected that itcould do no harm to impress the girl with his
powers. "Il come on. Watch thid"

He levdled his wegpon at the fird target he sasw—a dead branch that jutted from a drifted log at the
end of the cord pit. It was thick as his am, but it must have been thoroughly rotted, for instead of
gripping a bit of bark as he expected, the heavy dug shattered the entire branch.

"O-0-oh!" gasped the girl, dlgoping her hands over her ears. Her eyes flickered sdewise a him; then
she scrambled wildly to her feet. She wasin sheer panic.

"No, you don't!" he snapped. He caught her arm. "Y ou dtay right herel”

For a moment he was amazed a the lithe strength of her. Her free am flashed upward with the
wooden dagger, and he caught that wrigt as wdl. Her muscles were like tempered sted wires. She
twiged franticaly; then, with sudden yidding, stood quietly in his grasp, as if she thought, "What use to
gruggle with a god?"

He released her. "St down!" he growled.

She obeyed his gesture rather than his voice. She sat on the sand before him, gazing up with a trace of
fear but more of warinessin her honey-hued eyes.

"Where are your people?’ he asked sharply, pointing a her and then waving in an indusve gesture a
the forest.

She stared without comprehension, and he varied his sym-bolism. ™Y our home, then?' he pantomimed
the act of degp-ing.

The result was the same, smply a troubled look from her glorious eyes.

"Now what the devil!" he muttered. "Y ou have a name, haven't you? A name? Look!" He tapped his
chest. "Alan. Get it? Alan. Alan."

That she understood ingantly. "Alan,” she repeated duti-fully, looking up at him.

But when he attempted to make her assgn a name to her-sdf, he faled utterly. The only effect of his
efforts was a degp-ening of the perplexity in her features. He reverted, a ladt, to the effort to make her
indicate in some fashion the place of her home and people, varying his gestures in every way he could
devise. And at lagt she seemed to comprehend.

She rose doubitfully to her feet and uttered a strange, low, mournful cry. It was answered indantly
from the brush, and

Carver diffened as he saw the emergence of that same motley pack of nondescript beings. They must
have been watching, lurking just beyond view. Agan they circled the two dan members as they
advanced.

Carver whipped out his revolver. His movement was fol-lowed by awall of anguish from the girl, who



flung hersdf be-fore him, arms outspread as if to shidd the wild pack from the menace of the weapon.
She faced him fearfully, yet defi-antly, and there was puzzled questioning in her face as well. It was as if
she accused the man of ordering her to summon her companions only to threaten them with degth.

He stared. "O.K.," he sad at lagt. "What's a couple of rare specimens on an idand that's covered with
'em? Send 'em away."

She obeyed his gesture of command. The weird pack dunk dlently from view, and the girl backed
hestantly away as if to follow them, but hdted abruptly at Carver's word. Her atti-tude was a curious
one, partly fear, but more largly com-posed, it seemed, of a sort of fascination, asif she did not quite
understand the zoologist's nature.

This was a feding he shared to a certain extent, for there was certainly something myserious in
encountering awhite girl on this mad Audin Idand. It was as if there were one specimen, and only one,
of every speciesin the world here on this tiny idet, and she were the representative of humeanity. But ill
he frowned perplexedly into her wild, amber eyes.

It occurred to him again that on the part of Audin he had traversed he had seen no two crestures
dike Was this girl, too, a mutant, a variant of some species other than human, who had through mere
chance adopted a perfect human form? As, for instance, the doglike cat whose body dill lay on the sand
where he had flung it. Was she, perhaps, the sole rep-resentative of the human form on the idand, Eve
before Adam, in the garden? There had been a woman before Adam, he mused.

"Well cdl you Lilith" he sad thoughtfully. The name fitted her wild, perfect features and her
flame-hued eyes. Lilith, the mysterious being whom Adam found before him in Paradise, before Eve was
created. "Lilith," he repeated. "Alan—Lilith. See?’

She echoed the sounds and the gesture. Without question she accepted the name he had given her,
and that she under-stood the sound as a name was evident by her response to it. For when he uttered it a
few minutes later, her amber eyes flashed indantly to his face and remained in a Slent question.

Carver laughed and resumed his puzzled thoughts. Reflec-tively, he produced his pipe and packed it,
then struck a match and lighted it. He was startled by alow cry from the gifl Lilith, and looked up to see
her extended hand. For a mo-ment he falled to perceive what it was she sought, and then her fingers
closed around the hissing stem of the match! She had tried to seize the flame as one takes a fluttering bit
of cloth.

She screamed in pain and fright. At once the pack of non-descripts appeared a the edge of the
forest, voicing thelr howls of anger, and Carver whirled again to meet them. But again Lilith, recovering
from the surprise of the burn, hdted the pack with her voice, and sent them dinking away into the
shadows. She sucked her scorched fingers and turned widened eyes to his face. He redized with a start
of dishdlief that the girl did not comprehend firel

There was a bottle of dcohal in the box of equipment; he produced it and, taking Lilith's hand, bound
a moistened strip of handkerchief about her two blistered fingers, though he knew wel enough that
acohol was a poor remedy for bums. He applied the disnfectant to the bullet graze on her knee;, she
moaned softly at the ging, then amiled as it lessened, while her strange amber eyes followed fixedly the
puffs of smoke from his pipe, and her nogtrils quivered to the pungent tobacco odor.

"Now what," queried Carver, amoking reflectively, "am | going to do with you?"

Lilith had gpparently no suggestion. She smply continued her wide-eyed regard.

"At leadt," he resumed, "you ought to know what's good to eat on this crazy idand. You do eat, don't
you?' He panto-mimed the act.

The girfl understood ingantly. She rose, stepped to the spot where the body of the doglike cat lay, and
seemed for an in-gtant to Jiff its scent. Then she removed the wooden knife from her girdle, placed one
bare foot upon the body, and hacked and tore a strip of flesh from it. She extended the bloody chunk to
him, and was obvioudy surprised a his ges-ture of refusd.

After a moment she withdrew it, glanced again at his face, and set her own andl white teeth in the
mesat. Carver noted with interest how daintily she managed even tha difficult ma-neuver, so that her soft
lips were not stained by the dightest drop of blood.

But his own hunger was unappeased. He frowned over the problem of conveying his meaning, but at



last hit upon a means. "Lilith" he said sharply. Her eyes flashed at once to him. He indicated the meat she
held, then waved at the mys-terious line of trees. "Fruit," he said. "Tree meat. See?' He went through the
motions of egting.

Agan the girl understood ingantly. It was odd, he mused, how readily she comprehended some
things while others equdly smple seemed utterly beyond her. Queer, as every-thing on Audin Idand
was queer. Was Lilith, after dl, en-tirdy human? He followed her to the tree ling, seding a Sddong look
a her wild, flame-colored eyes, and her feartures, beautiful, but untamed, dryadlike, dfin—wild.

She scrambled up the crumbling embankment and seemed to vanish magicaly into the shadows. For a
moment Carver fdt a surge of darm as he clambered desperately after her; she could dude him here as
eedly asif she were indeed a shadow hersdf. True, he had no mord right to restrain her, save the hardly
tenable one given by her attack; but he did not want to lose her—not yet. Or perhaps not at dl.

“Lilith"" he shouted as he topped the diff.

She appeared dmog at his elbow. Above them twined a curious vine like a cregping conifer of some
kind, bearing white-greenish fruits the sze and shape of a pullet's egg. Lilith seized one, haved it with
aglefingers, and raised a por-tion to her nogtrils. She sniffed carefully, daintily, then flung the fruit away.

"Pah bo!" she said, wrinkling her nose distastefully.

She found another sort of quearly unprepossessing fruit composed of five finger-like protuberances
from afibrous disk, so that the whole bore the appearance of a large, mad-formed hand. This she sniffed
as carefully as she had the other, then amiled sidewise up a him.

"Bo!" she said, extending it.

Carver hesitated. After dll, it was not much more than an hour ago that the girl had been trying to kill
him. Wasiit notentirdly possible that she was now pursuing the same end, of-fering him a poisonous fruit?

She shook the unpleasantly bulbous object. "Bol" she re-peated, and then, exactly as if she
understood his hesitancy, she broke off one of the fingers and thrugt it into her own mouth. She smiled a
him.

"Good enough, Lilith." He grinned, taking the remainder.

It was much pleasanter to the tongue than to the eye. The pulp had a tart sweetness that was vagudy
familiar to him, but he could not quite identify the taste. Nevertheless, en-couraged by Lilith's example, he
ate until his hunger was ap-peased.

The encounter with Lilith and her wild pack had wiped out thoughts of his misson. Striding back
toward the beach he frowned, remembering that he was here as Alan Carver, zool-ogist, and in no other
role. Y et—where could he begin? He was here to dassfy and to take specimens, but what was he to do
on a mad idand where every cresture was of an unknown variety? There was no posshility of
cassfication here, be-cause there were no classes. There was only one of every-thing—or so it
appeared.

Rather than set @bout a task futile on the very face of it, Carver turned his thoughts another way.
Somewhere on Aus-tin was the secret of this riotous disorder, and it seemed better to seek the ultimate
key than to fritter away histime at the endless task of dassfying. He would explore the idand. Some
drange volcanic gas, he mused vagudly, or some queer radio-active deposit—anaogous to Morgan's
expariments with X-rays on germ plasm. Or—or something else. There must be some answer.

"Come on, Lilith," he ordered, and set off toward the west, where the hill seemed to be higher than the
opposing eminence a the idand's eastern extremity.

The girl followed with her accustomed obedience, with her honey-hued eyes fastened on Carver in
that curious mixture of fear, wonder, and—perhaps—a dawning light of worship.

The zoologist was not too preoccupied with the accumulation of mysteries to glance occasondly at
the wild beauty of her face, and once he caught himsdf trying to picture her in avilized attire—her
mahogany hair confined under one of the current tiny hats, her lithe body sheathed in finer textile than the
dried and cracking skin she wore, her feet in dainty

leather, and her anklesin chiffon. He scowled and thrust the visudization away, but whether because it
seemed too anom-aous or too attractive he did not trouble to andyze.

He turned up the dope. Audtin was heavily wooded, like the Aucklands, but progress was easy, for it



was through a forest, not a jungle A mad forest, true enough, but dill comparativey clear of
underbrush.

A shadow flickered, then another. But the firg was only a queen's pigeon, erecting its glorious feather
crest, and the second only an owl parrot. The birds on Audin were normd; they were smply the
ordinary feathered life of the southern seas. Why? Because they were mobile they traveled, or were
blown by storms, from idand to idand.

It was mid-afternoon before Carver reached the peak, where a solemn outcropping of black basalt
rose treeless, like a forester's watchtower. He clambered up its eroded sides and stood with Lilith beside
him, gazing out across the centra va-ley of Audin Idand to the hill a the eastern point, risng until its
peak nearly matched their own.

Between sprawled the wild forest, in whose depths blue-green shadows shifted in the breeze like
squdls visble here and there on the surface of acam lake. Some sort of soaring bird cirdled below, and
far away, in the very center of the va-ley, was the sparkle of water. That, he knew, mus be therivulet he
hed aready visted. But nowhere—nowhere at dl —was there any sgn of human occupation to account
for the presence of Lilith—no smoke, no clearing, nothing.

The girl touched hisarm timidly, and gestured toward the opposite hill.

"Pah bo!" she said tremuloudy. It mugt have been quite ob-vious to her that he falled to understand,
for she amplified the phrase. "R-r-r-r|" she growled, drawing her perfect lips into an imitation of a snarl.
"Pah bo, lay shot." She pointed again toward the east.

Was she trying to tdl him that some fierce beasts dwelt in that region? Carver could not interpret her
symbolism in any other way, and the phrase she had used was the same she had gpplied to the poisonous
fruit.

He narrowed his eyes as he gazed intently toward the east-ern eminence, then started. There was
something, not on the opposing hill, but down near the flash of water midway be-tween.

At his side hung the prism binoculars he used for identify-ing birds. He swung the ingrument to his
eyes. What he saw, dill not dearly enough for certainty, was a mound or struc-ture, vine-grown and
irregular. But it might be the roofless walls of a ruined cottage.

The sun was diding westward. Too late in the day now for exploration, but tomorrow would do. He
marked the place of the mound in his memory, then scrambled down.

As darkness approached, Lilith began to evince a curious reluctance to move eastward, hanging back,
sometimes drag-ging timidy a his am. Twice she said "No, no!" and Carver wondered whether the
word was part of her vocabulary or whether she had acquired it from him. Heaven knew, he re-flected
amusadly, that he had used the word often enough, as one might use it to a child.

He was hungry again, despite the occasond fruits Lilith had plucked for him. On the beach he shot a
meagnificent Cyg-nus Atratus, a black Audraian swan, and carried it with its head dragging, while Lilith,
awed by the shot, followed him now without objection.

He strode dong the beach to his box; not that that stretch was any more desirable than the next, but if
Kolu and Madloa were to return, or were to guide a rescue expedition from the Fortune, tha was the
spot they'd seek fird.

He gathered driftwood, and, just as darkness fel, lighted afire.

He grinned at Lilith's start of panic and her low "O-o-oh!" of sheer terror as the blaze of the maich
caught and spread. She remembered her scorched fingers, doubtless, and she cir-cled warily around the
flames, to crouch behind him where he sat plucking and deaning the grest bird.

She was obvioudy quite uncomprehending as he pierced the fom with a spit and set about roagting it,
but he amiled a the manner in which her sendtive nodrils twitched at the com-bined odor of burning
wood and cooking mest.

When it was done, he cut her a portion of the flesh, rich and fa like roast goose, and he amiled agan
a her bewilderment. She ate it, but very gingerly, puzzled dike by the heet and the dtered taste; beyond
question she would have preferred it raw and bleeding. When she had finished, she scrubbed the grease
veay daintily from her fingerswith wet sand a atidd pool.

Carver was puzzing again over what to do with her. He didn't want to lose her, yet he could hardly



day awake dl night to guard her. There were the ropes that had lashed his case of supplies; he could, he
supposed, tie her wrists and an-kles;, but somehow the idea gppedled to him not at dl. She was too
naive, too trugting, too awe-struck and worshipful. And besides, savage or not, she was a white girl over
whom he had no conceivable rightful authority.

At last he shrugged and grinned across the dying fire at Lilith, who had lost some of her fear of the
legping flames. "It's up to you," he remarked amiably. "I'd like you to stick around, but | won't ingg on
it

She answered his amile with her own quick, flashing one, and the gleam of eyes exactly the color of
the flames they mirrored, but she said nothing. Carver sprawled in the sand; it was cool enough to dull the
adtivities of the troublesome sand fleas, and after awnhile he dept.

His rest was decidedly intermittent. The wild chorus of night sounds disturbed him again with its
strangeness, and he woke to see Lilith garing fixedly into the fire's dying embers. Some time later he
awakened again; now the fire was quite extinct, but Lilith was standing. While he watched her slently,
she turned toward the forest. His heart sank; she was leaving.

But she paused. She bent over something dark—the body of one of the creatures he had shot. The
big one, it was, he saw her gruggle to lift it, and, finding the weight too grest, drag it laborioudy to the
cord spit and rall it into the sea.

Sowly she returned; she gathered the amdler body into her arms and repeated the act, sanding
motionless for long min-utes over the black water. When she returned once more she faced the risng
moon for a moment, and he saw her eyes glistening with tears. He knew he had witnessed a burid.

He watched her in sllence. She dropped to the sand near the black smear of ashes; but she seemed in
no need of deep. She stared so fixedly and so gpprehengvey toward the east that Carver fdt a sense of
foreboding. He was about to raise himsdf to stting position when Lilith, as if arriving at a deci-sion after
long pondering, suddenly sprang to her feet and darted across the sand to the trees.

Startled, he stared into the shadows, and out of them drifted that same odd cdl he had heard before.
He drained his ears, and was certain he heard a faint ydping among thetrees. She had summoned her
pack. Carver drew hisrevolver quigtly from its holster and hdf rose on hisarm.

Lilith reappeared. Behind her, darker shadows againg the shadowy growths, lurked wild forms, and
Carver's hand tight-ened on the grip of his revolver.

But there was no attack. The girl uttered alow command of some sort, the dinking shadows vanished,
and she returned done to her place on the sand.

The zoologist could see her face, silver-pale in the moon-light, as she glanced at him, but he lay Hill in
apparent dum-ber, and Lilith, after a moment, seemed ready to imitate him. The apprehension had
vanished from her features, she was camer, more confident. Carver redized why, suddenly; she had set
her pack to guard againg whatever danger threatened from the east.

Dawn roused him. Lilith was dill degping, curled like a child on the sand, and for some time he stood
gazing down at her. She was very beautiful, and now, with her tawny eyes closed, she seemed much less
myserious, she seemed no island nymph or dryad, but Smply a lovely, savage, primitive girl. Yet he
knew—or he was beginning to suspect—the mad truth about Audin Idand. If the truth were what he
feared, then he might as wel fdl in love with a sphinx, or amermaid, or afemae centaur, as with Lilith.

He stedled himsdlf. "Lilith!" he called gruffly.

She awoke with a gart of terror. For a moment she faced him with sheer panic in her eyes, then she
remembered, gasped, and amiled tremuloudy. Her amile made it very hard for im to remember what it
was that he feared in her, for she looked beautifully and gppedingly humen save for her wild,
flame-colored eyes, and even what he fancied he saw in those might be but his own imagining.

She followed him toward the trees. There was no Sgn of her bestid bodyguards, though Carver
suspected their near-ness. He breakfasted again on fruits chosen by Lilith, selected unerringly, from the
amod infinite variety, by her delicate nodtrils. Carver mused interestedly that smdll seemed to be the one
means of identifying genera on thisinsane idand.

Smdl is chemicd in nature. Chemicd differences meant glandular ones, and glandular differences, in
the last andyss, probably accounted for racid ones. Very likdy the differences between a cat, say, and a



dog was, in the ultimete sense, a

glandular difference. He scowled at the thought and stared narrowly at Lilith; but, peer as he might,
she seemed neither more nor less than an unusudly lovely little savage—except for her eyes.

He was moving toward the eastern part of the idand, in-tending to follow the brook to the ste of the
ruined cabin, if it was a ruined cabin. Agan he noted the girl's nervousness as they approached the
stream that nearly bisected this part of the vdley. Certainly, unless her fears were sheer superdtition, there
was something dangerous there. He examined his gun again, then strode on.

At the bank of the brook Lilith began to present difficulties She snatched his am and tugged him
back, walling, "No, no, no!" in frightened repetition.

When he glanced at her in impatient questioning, she could only repeat her phrase of yesterday. "Lay
shot," she said, anxioudy and fearfully. "Lay shot!"

"Humph!" he growled. "A cannon's the only bird | ever heard of that could—" He turned to follow the
watercourse into the forest.

Lilith hung back. She could not bring hersdf to follow him there. For an ingant he paused, looking
back at her dim love-liness, then turned and strode on. Better that she remained where she was. Better if
he never saw her again, for she was too beautiful for close proximity. Yet Heaven knew, he mused, that
she looked human enough.

But Lilith rebelled. Once she was certain that he was de-termined to go on, she gave a frightened cry.
"Alan!" she cdled. "Al-an'™

He turned, astonished that she remembered his name, and found her darting to his sde. She was
pdlid, horribly fright-ened, but she would not let im go done.

Y et there was nothing to indicate that this region of the island was more dangerous than the rest.
There was the same mad profusion of varieties of vegetation, the same undassifi-able leaves, fruits, and
flowers. Only—or he imagined this—there were fewer birds.

One thing dowed ther progress. At times the eastern bank of the rivulet seemed more open than their
sde, but Lilith steadfastly refused to permit him to cross. When he tried it, she dung so desperately and
S0 vidently to his arms that he at lagt yidded, and plowed his way through the underbrush onhis own
bank. It was asif the watercourse were adividing line, a frontier or—he frowned—a border.

By noon they had reached a point which Carver knew mugt be close indeed to the spot he sought. He
peered through the tunnd that arched over the course of the brook, and there ahead, so overgrown that it
blended perfectly with the forest wall, he saw it.

It was a cabin, or the remains of one. The log walls dill stood, but the roof, doubtless of thatch, hed
long ago disnte-grated. But what struck Carver fird was the certainty, evident in design, in window
openings, in doorway, that this was no native hut. It had been a white man's cabin of perhaps three
rooms.

It stood on the eastern bank; but by now the brook had nar-rowed to a mere rill, gurgling from pool
to tiny rapids. He sprang across, disregarding Lilith's anguished cry. But a a glimpse of her face he did
pause. Her magnificent honey-hued eyes were wide with fear, while her lips were set in a tense little line
of grimmest determination. She looked as an ancient martyr must have looked marching out to face the
lions, as she stepped ddiberately across to his side. It was a-mogst as if she said, "If you are bound to
die, then | will die be-side you."

Y et within the crumbling wals there was nothing to inspire fear. There was no animd life at dl, except
atiny, ratlike be-ing that skittered out between the logs at their approach. Car-ver stared around him a
the grassy and fern-grown interior, at the remnants of decaying furniture and the fdlen debris. It had been
years snce this place had known human occupants, a decade at the very leest.

His foot struck something. He glanced down to see a hu-man skull and a human femur in the grass.
And then other bones, though none of them were in a naturad postion. Ther former owner must have
died there where the ruined cot sagged, and been dragged here by—well, by whatever it was that had
feasted on human carrion.

He glanced sdewise at Lilith, but she was smply saring af-frightedly toward the east. She had not
noticed the bones, or if she had, they had meant nothing to her. Carver poked gin-gerly among them for



some clue to the identity of the re-mains, but there was nothing save a corroded belt buckle.

That, of course, was alittle it had been aman, and most probably a white man.

Mogt of the debris was inches deep in the accumulation of loam. He kicked among the fragments of
what mugt once have been a cupboard, and again his foot struck something hard and round—no skull
thistime, but an ordinary jar.

He picked it up. It was seded, and there was something in it. The cap was hopdesdy stuck by the
corrosion of years, Carver smashed the glass againg a log. What he picked from the fragments was a
notebook, yellow-edged and brittle with time. He swore oftly as a dozen leaves disntegrated in his
hands, but what remained seemed stronger. He hunched down on the log and scanned the
al-but-obliterated ink.

There was a date and a name. The name was Ambrose Calan, and the date was October 25th,
1921. He frowned. In 1921 he had been—Iet's see, he mused; fifteen years ago—he had been in grade
school. Yet the name Ambrose Cdlan had a familiar ring to it.

He read more of the faded, written lines, then stared thoughtfully into space. That was the man, then.
He remem-bered the Cdlan expedition because as a youngster he had been interested in far places,
exploration, and adventure, as what youngster isn't? Professor Ambrose Cdlan of Northern; he began to
remember that Morgan had based some of his work with atificdd species—synthetic evolution—on
Cdlan's observations.

But Morgan had only succeeded in creating afew new species of fruit fly, of Drosophila, by exposng
germ plasm to hard X-rays. Nothing like this—this madhouse of Audin Island. He sole a look at the
tense and fearful Lilith, and shud-dered, for she seemed so lovely—and so human. He turned his eyes to
the crumbling pages and read on, for here at last he was close to the secret.

He was startled by Lilith's sudden wail of terror. "Lay shot!" she cried. "Alan, lay shot!™

He followed her gesture, but saw nothing. Her eyes were doubtless sharper than his yet—There! In
the deep afternoon shadows of the forest something moved. For an indat he saw it clearly—a
mdevolent pygmy like the cat-eyed horror he had glimpsed drinking from the stream. Like it? No, the
same it must be the same, for here on Audtin no cresture re-sembled another, nor ever could, save by
the wildest of chances.

The creature vanished before he could draw his weapon, but in the shadows lurked other figures,
other eyes that seemed dight with nonhuman intelligence. He fired, and a cu-rious squawling cry came
back, and it seemed to him that the forms receded for atime. But they came again, and he saw without
surprise the nightmare horde of crestures.

He stuffed the notebook in his pocket and saized Lilithswrig, for she stood asif paralyzed by horror.
He backed away out of the doorless entrance, over the narrow brook. The gil seemed dazed,
half-hypnotized by the glimpses of the things that followed them. Her eyes were wide with fear, and she
sumbled after im unseeing. He sent another shot into the shadows.

That seemed to rouse Lilith. "Lay shot!" she whimpered, then gathered her sdf-control. She uttered
her curious cdll, and somewhere it was answered, and yet further off, answered again.

Her pack was gathering for her defense, and Carver fdt a surge of gpprehension for his own position.
Might he not be caught between two enemies?

He never forgot that retreat down the course of the little stream. Only ddirium itsdf could duplicate
the wild battles he witnessed, the unearthly screaming, the death grips of crea-tures not quite naturd,
things that fought with the mad frenzy of freaks and outcasts. He and Lilith must have been dan
im-mediately save for the intervention of her pack; they dunk out of the shadows with low, bestia noises,
arding Carver cau-tioudy, but betraying no scrap of caution againg—the other things.

He saw or sensed something that had dmost escaped him before. Despite their forms, whatever ther
appearance hap-pened to be, Lilith's pack was doglike. Not in looks, certainly; it was far deegper than
that. In nature, in character; that wasiit.

And their enemies, wild creatures of nightmare though they were, had something feline about them.
Not in appearance, ho more than the others, but in character and actions. Ther method of fighting, for
ingance—a| but slent, with deadly claw and needle teeth, none of the fencing of canine nature, but with



the legp and taons of feine But ther aspect, ther —ther catness was more submerged by ther
outward ap

pearance, for they ranged from the semi-humen form of the litle demon of the brook to
ophidian-headed things as heavy and lithe as a panther. And they fought with a ferocity and intdligence
that was itsdf abnormal.

Carver's gun helped. He fired when he had any visble tar-get, which was none too often; but his
occasond hits seemed to indill respect into his adversaries.

Lilith, wegponless save for stones and her wooden knife, Smply huddled a his Sde as they backed
dowly toward the beach. Ther progress was meddeningly dow, and Carver be-gan to note
goprehendvely that the shadows were dretching toward the east, as if to welcome the night that was
diding around from that half of the world. Night meant—destruc-tion.

If they could attain the beach, and if Lilith's pack could hold the others at bay until Carver could build
afire they might survive. But the creatures that were dlied with Lilith were being overcome. They were
hopelesdy outnumbered. They were being dain more rapidly with each one that fel, as ice mets more
awiftly asits 9ze decreases.

Carver sumbled backward into orange-tinted sunlight. The beach! The sun was dready touching the
cord spit, and dark-ness was a matter of minutes—brief minutes.

Out of the brush came the remnants of Lilith's pack, a hadf-dozen nondescripts, snarling, bloody,
panting, and exhausted. For the moment they were free of their attackers, since the catlike fiends chose
to lurk among the shadows. Carver backed farther away, feding a sense of doom as his own shadow
lengthened in the brief ingant of twilight thet divided day from night in these latitudes. And then swift
darkness came just as he dragged Lilith to the ridge of the cord spit.

He saw the charge impending. Weird shadows detached themsdves from the deeper shadows of the
trees. Below, one of the nondescripts whined softly. Across the sand, clear for an ingant againg the
white ground cora of the beach, the fig-ure of the smdl devil with the haf-human posture showed, and a
maevolent sputtering snarl sounded. It was exactly asif the creature had legped forward like a leader to
exhort his troops to charge.

Carver chose that figure as his target. His gun flashed; the snarl became a squawl of agony, and the
charge came. Lilith's pack crouched; but Carver knew that this was theend. He fired. The flickering
shadows came on. The magazine emptied; there was no time now to reload. So he reversed the wespon,
clubbed it. He fdt Lilith grow tense beside him.

And then the charge hdted. In unison, asif a command, the shadows were mationless, slent save for
the low snarling of the dying creature on the sand. When they moved again, it was away—toward the
trees!

Carver gulped. A fant shimmering light on the wdl of the forest caught his eye, and he spun. It was
true! Down the beach, down there where he had |eft his box of supplies, a fire burned, and rigid againgt
the light, fadng toward them in the darkness, were human figures. The unknown peril of fire had
frightened off the attack.

He stared. There in the sea, dark againg the fant glow of the west, was a familiar outline. The
Fortune! The men there were his associates; they had heard his shots and lighted the fire as a guide.

“Lilith"" he choked. "Look there. Come on!"

But the gil held back. The remnant of her pack dunk be-hind the shelter of the ridge of cord, away
from the dread fire. It was no longer the fire that frightened Lilith, but the black figures around it, and
Alan Carver found himsdf sud-denly face to face with the hardest decision of hislife

He could leave her here. He knew she would not follow, knew it from the tragic light in her
honey-hued eyes. And be-yond dl doubt that was the best thing to do; for he could not marry her.
Nobody could ever mary her, and she was too lovdy to take among men who might love he—as
Carver did. But he shuddered a little as a picture flashed in his mind. Children! What sort of children
would Lilith bear? No man could dare chance the possibility that Lilith, too, was touched by the curse of
Audin Idand.

He turned sadly away—a step, two steps, toward the fire. Then he turned.



"Come, Lilith," he said gently, and added mournfully, "other people have married, lived, and died
without children. | suppose we can, too."

The Fortune did over the green swdls, northward toward New Zedand. Carver grinned as he
sprawled in a deck chair. Halburton was dill gazing rluctantly at the line of blue that was Audtin Idand.

"Buck up, Vance" Carver chuckled. "You couldn't dassfy thet florain a hundred years, and if you
could, what'd be the good- of it? There's just one of each, anyway."

"I'd give two toes and a finger to try," said Haburton. "You had the better part of three days there,
and might have had more if you- hadn't winged Maloa. They'd have gone home to the Chathams sure, if
your shot hadn't got hisarm. That's the only reason they made for Macquarie.”

"And lucky for me they did. Y our fire scared off the cats.” "The cats, eh? Would you mind going over
the thing again, Alan? It's so crazy that | haven't got it dl yet.”

"Sure. Just pay atention to teacher and youll catch on" He grinned. "Frankly, at fird | hadn't a
dimmeing of an idea mysdf. The whole idand seemed insane. No two living things dikel Just one of
each genus, and dl unknown genera at thet. | didnt get a sngle due until after 1 met Lilith. Then |
no-ticed that she differentiated by smdl. She told good fruits from poisonous ones by the smell, and she
even identified that firg cat-thing | shot by smel. Sheld eat that because it was an enemy, but she
wouldn't touch the dog-things | shot from her pack.”

"So what?' asked Halburton, frowning.

"Wdl, andl is a chemicd sense. It's much more fundamen-td than outward form, because the
chemicd functioning of an organism depends on its glands. | began to suspect right then tha the
fundamentd nature of dl the living things on Audtin Idand was just the same as anywhere ese. It wasn't
the nature that was changed, but just the form. See?'

"Not a bit."

"You will. You know what chromosomes are, of course. They're the carriers of heredity, or rather,
according to Weiss-man, they carry the genes that carry the determinants that carry heredity. A human
being has forty-eight chromosomes, of which he gets twenty-four from each parent.”

"S0," said Haburton, "has a tomato.”

"Yes but a tomato's forty-eight chromosomes carry a dif-ferent heredity, else one could cross a
humen being with a to-mato. But to return to the subject, dl variaionsin individuas come about from the
manner in which chance shuffles these forty-eight chromosomes with their load of determinants. That puts
apretty definite limit on the possible varigtions.

"For ingtance, eye color has been located on one of thegenes on the third pair of chromosomes.
Asauming that this gene contains twice as many brown-eye determinants as blue-eye ones, the chances
are two to one that the child of whatever man or woman owns that particular chromosome will be
brown-eyed—if his mate has no marked bias either way. See?'

"I know dl that. Get dong to Ambrose Cdlan and his note-book."

"Coming to it. Now remember that these determinants carry all heredity, and that includes shape, Sze,
intdligence, character, coloring—everything. People—or plants and ani-mas—can vary in the vast
number of ways in which it is pos-sible to combine forty-eight chromosomes with their cargo of genes
and determinants. But that number is not infinite. There are limits, limits to Size, to coloring, to intdligence.
No-body ever saw a human race with sky-blue hair, for ingance."

"Nobody'd ever want to!" grunted Halburton.

"And" proceeded Carver, "tha is because there are no blue-har determinants in humen
chromosomes. But—and here comes Cdlan's idea—suppose we could increase the number of
chromosomes in a given ovum. What then? In hu-mans or tomatoes, if, instead of forty-eight, there were
four hundred eighty, the possible range of variation would be ten times as great as it is now.

"In sze, for indtance, ingtead of the present possible varia-tion of about two and a hdlf feet, they might
vary twenty-five feet! And in shape—a man might resemble amogt anything! Thet is, dmogt anything
within the range of the mammdian orders. And in intelligence—" He paused thoughtfully.

"But how,” cut in Haburton, "did Cdlan propose to ac-complish the feat of insating extra



chromosomes? Chromo-somes themselves are microscopic; genes are baredly visble under the highest
megnification, and nobody ever saw a de-terminant.”

"l don't know how," said Carver gravey. "Part of his notes crumbled to dust, and the description of
his method must have gone with those pages. Morgan uses hard radiations, but his object and his results
are both different. He doesn't change the number of chromosomes.”

He hestated. "I think Callan used a combination of radiation and injection,” he resumed. "I don't
know. All I know isthat he stayed on Audtin four or five years, and that he came

with only his wife. That part of his notes is clear enough. He began tregting the vegetation near his
shack, and some cats and dogs he had brought. Then he discovered that the thing was spreading like a
disease"

"Soreading?' echoed Halburton.

"Of course. Every tree he treated strewed multi-chromo-somed pollen to the wind, and as for the
cats— Anyway, the aberrant pollen fertilized norma seeds, and the result was an-other freak, a seed
with the norma number of chromosomes from one parent and ten times as many from the other. The
varidions were endless. You know how swiftly kauri and tree ferns grow, and these had a possible
speed of growth ten times as great.

"The freaks overran the idand, smothering out the normd growths. And Cdlan's radiations, and
perhaps his injections, too, affected Audin Idand's indigenous life—the rats, the bats. They began to
produce mutants. He came in 1918, and by the time he redlized his own tragedy, Audtin was an island of
freaks where no child resembled its parents save by the merest chance.”

"His own tragedy? What do you mean?

"Wdl, Cdlan was a biologigt, not an expert in radiation. 1 don't know exactly what happened.
Exposure to X-rays for long periods produces burns, ulcers, mdignancies Maybe Cdlan didn't take
proper precautions to shidd his device, or maybe he was usng a radiation of peculiarly irritating qudity.
Anyway, hiswife sickened firg an ulcer that turned cancer-ous.

"He had a radio—a wirdess, rather, in 1921—and he sum-moned his doop from the Chathams. It
sank off that cora spit, and Cdlan, growing desperate, succeeded somehow in bresking his wirdess. He
was no eectrician, you see.

"Those were troubled days, after the close of the War. With Cdlan's doop sunk, no one knew exactly
what had be-come of him, and after a while he was forgotten. When his wife died, he buried her; but
when he died there was no one to bury him. The descendants of what had been his cats took care of him,
and that was thet."

"Yeah? What about Lilith?'

"Yes" sad Carver soberly. "What about her? When | be-gan to suspect the secret of Audin Idand,
thet worried me. Was Lilith redlly quite human? Was she, too, infected by thetaint of variation, so that her
children might vary as widdy as the offgoring of the—cats? She spoke not a word of any language |
knew—or | thought so, anyway—and | Smply couldn't fit her in. But Cdlan's diary and notes did it for
me"

"How?"

"She's the daughter of the captain of Calan's doop, whom he rescued when it was wrecked on the
cord point. She was five years old then, which makes her dmog twenty now. As for language—well,
perhaps | should have recognized the few hdting words she recadled. Cm on, for ingance, was comment
—that is, 'how? And pah bo was Smply pas bon, not good. That's what she said about the poisonous
fruit. And lay shot was les chats, for somehow she remembered, or sensed, that the creatures from the
eastern end were cats.

"About her, for fifteen years, centered the dog creatures, who despite their form were, after dl, dogs
by nature, and loyd to their mistress. And between the two groups was eter-nal warfare.”

"But are you sure Lilith escaped the taint?'

"Her name's Ludienne™ mused Carver, "but | think | prefer Lilith." He amiled at the dim figure clad in
apar of Jame-son's trousers and his own shirt, ganding there in the stern looking back a Audtin. "Yes,
I'm sure. When she was cast on the idand, Cdlan had aready destroyed the device that had dain hiswife



and was about to kill him. He wrecked his equip-ment completely, knowing that in the course of time the
fresks he had created were doomed.”

"Doomed?"

"Yes The normd drains, hardened by evolution, are stronger. They're dready appearing around the
edges of the idand, and some day Audtin will betray no more peculiarities than any other remote idet.
Nature dways reclams her own.”

Sanley G. Weinbaum: A Persond Recollection

| FIRST MET Stanley Grauman Weinbaum in April, 1935.

A newspaper story was responsible. On April 5, my eight-eenth birthday, the Milwaukee Journal
published a somewhat gaudy festure atice headed MILWAUKEE YOUTH WRITES HORROR
TALES, SELLS 'EM. A few days later, the Milwaukee youth—me—was invited to atend a meeting of
the Fictioneers.

The Fictioners was an informa organizetion of profes-sona writers, meeting biweekly &t the homes of
members as a sort of literary mutua-aid society. Rules for the gather-ing were smple no guest speakers,
no women, no acohal, no reading of manuscripts. But members did discuss their stories and story
problems in open forum, seeking criticiam, correction and contributions from their colleagues. 1t worked
then and dill does—with the mae-chauvinigt attitude long-since abandoned, the Fictioneers continue as a
working writ-ers group today.

Naturdly | was excited by the invitation. In that primitive era we were brainwashed into beieving
adults were some-how more mature and sophigticated than the average teen-ager. And though | had
been Hling Stories to Weird Tales for nine months and had corresponded with H. P. Lovecraft, Clark
Ashton Smith and August Derleth for the past two years, | had never met a red live author in the flesh.
Once, in Chicago, I'd met half an author—Otto Binder, who collabo-rated with his brother Earl under
the pseudonym Eando (E&O) Binder. But a roomful of whole authors? The mind boggled at the
prospect.

And when | actudly encountered the Fictioneers | was overwhemed to discover severd
science-fiction writers within their ranks: Raymond A. Pamer, later the editor of Amazing and Fantastic
Adventures; Roger Sherman Hoar, who wrote under the name of Raph Milne Farley; Arthur Tofte,
who is dill writing. And Stanley Weinbaum.

| was s0 busy ingpecting the Fictioneers | overlooked the possihility that they might be ingpecting me.
God knows what they saw, but it resulted in an invitation to become a regular member and mingle as an
equd with ederly men in their thirties or even forties.

Sanley Weinbaum was, a tha time, thirty-two years old. Dark-haired, personable, with a ready
amile and a soft Louisville-acquired drawl, he was very much my idea of what a professond writer
should be.

Wenbaum had magjored in chemicd engineering a the Universty of Wisconsin. Years later | became
afriend of his former classmate, Jack Lippert, who reminisced fondly of Stan's companionship during
their sudent days. But aside from the scientific background it afforded him, Weinbaum made little use of
his educationd mgor. For severd years fol-lowing his marriage, | believe, he managed moation-picture
theaters. Here he apparently became hooked, as | had, on films Seeing the stories flickering across the
screen dimulated a desire to create stories of his own.

Another gimulus—for Weinbaum, mysdf, the rest of the Fictioneers, and approximately 20,000,000
other writers and would-be writers & the time—was the Depression. Dur-ing this period, pulp magazines
flourished—usudly at the ex-pense of their contributors. With a few notable exceptions, rates were
pegged a 1¢ a word for the average scrivener. There were some 2¢ and 3¢ markets, but these were
more than counterbalanced by the %20 or even Vs markets, many of which paid only on publication or at
gunpoint. So writing for aliving was rather a grim business, and it was under these conditions that Stanley
Weinbaum and the rest of the Fiction-eers met by night and plotted to make aliving.



Weinbaum had written and sold severd novd-length ro-mances, which were seridized for daly
publication by a newspaper syndicate. He then branched out into science fiction as a fidd more
compatible with his tdent. In less than a year his work had won him recognition in science-fiction
cir-cles—which were then about the circumference of a dime. Nevertheless, Weinbaum's abilities far
surpassed the limitartions of the field. And like mysdlf, he had come to the atten-tion of the Fictioneers.

As a co-conspirator now, | quickly became part of the group. In this capacity | was privileged to be
present when

Weinbaum outlined story ideas—and to comment, criticize or contribute changes to them. It would be
an easy ego-trip, to-day, to imply or even assart that something | said in those 1933 sessions helped
shape the find form of "Proteus Idand,” "The Mad Moon," or "Shifting Seas" But | was a teen-age
novice a the time, and the truth of the matter isthat | merdy listened. Listened, and learned.

| wasn't areporter; | made no attempt to memorize any-thing that was said. The why of it was more
important than the what. As aresult there are no verbatim quotes forthcom-ing.

But | do know that Stanley Weinbaum told his tales dmost as wel in person asin print. He had a true
goryteller's pres-ence and dramatic ddivery, and he seemed to enjoy the reac-tions of his audience.
Actudly, his plots were usudly wel worked out in advance;, dl that might be needed was some
refinement or embdlishment of detall. Asde from Rdph Milne Farley, no one in the group was
competent to assess the scientific content of his work. As a result, Weinbaum's questions usudly
concerned characterizations—ways to build credibility in his nonhumans as well as his humans. His weird
animds were ddightfully described; once he hit on a consstent mati-vation for ther activities, they came
diveingantly.

Weinbaum, as | recall, seemed much more fond of his ex-trarterrestrials than he was of his earthlings,
and rightly so. Only in his longer works did he attempt full-scde portraits of romanticized humen
characters; in his short stories there's surdy no hero or heroine hdf as memorable as his diens. And
ligening to his fantastic crestions evolve was an object lesson in the art of inducing empathy.

This of course, was Stanley Weinbaum's greatest contribu-tion to science fiction. He introduced
empathy to the fidd. In an era of rigng racid, rdigious and nationdidic discord soon to culminae in a
globd war, Weinbaum somehow found the courage and the credtivity to present—without plea or
preschment—the case for brotherhood. And not just the brotherhood of man, but the kinship common to
dl living things. There was nothing overt about it and surdly nothing mawkish; if anything, Weinbaum
made his point humoroudy. But once it was made and understood, science fiction would never be the
same agan. In empathy he had found the weapon to destroy the Bug-Eyed Mongter, once and for al.

All this| admired, and much more.

Somehow, in spite of the vast fourteen-year guif between our ages, Stan and | immediatdy established
afriendship which extended beyond the fraternity of the biweekly mest-ings.

To begin with, we discovered mutud interests. We were both devotees of James Branch Cabdll.
Cabdl, chigly known for his novd Jurgen, which had created a scandd because of its dleged prurient
content way back in 1920, had since fdlen into disfavor. But he was the author of many fantases, and
Stan and | had read them dl. We welcomed the opportunity to compare notes and reactions, and soon
we were megting on aweekly basis for generd discussions and vigting.

Stan and hiswife Marge lived less than two miles away from me in a pleasant upper flat on Oakland
Avenue, s0 get-ting together was no problem. And as we did so, | learned that he had a secret
ambition—he wanted to write for Weird Tales!

Thus far the formula for acceptance had euded him, and he asked for my suggestions. After the effect
of this flattery had faded and | returned to consciousness, | recommended that he try something new.
Stan's brilliantly origind science fiction often sparkled with humorous touches. Why not inject -such humor
into a fantasy story, a la Cabell? There had been precious little humor in Weird Tales during the firg
dozen or S0 years of its existence, but editor Farnsworth Wright had a Rahedlasian wit and perhaps now
was the time for alight touch.

San agreed, but there were certain obstacles to overcome fird. He had just entered into a
collaborative venture with Raph Milne Farley. The two of them were aso mesting weekly for



science-fiction story conferences. On several occa-sions | sat in on these sessions, but there was no
opportunity to discuss other projects.

In addition, Stan had to continue producing work under both his own byline and that of a new nom de
plume, John Jesse!

As a further complication, he was dready being pushed in the direction of the dicks, as the then
numerous fema e-and-family-oriented magazines were caled. These publications paid astronomica rates
by Depression standards. Collier's, for example, offered $1,000 every week for a short-short story

or just about double the price some sciencefiction magazines would pay for an entire
fifty-thousand-word novd.

So writing for Weird Tales would be a labor of love and a matter of persona satisfaction rather than
professond ad-vancement. But Stan assured me he was going to sl ayarn there yet, come what may.

What came was throat irritation—a medica consultation—a tondllectomy—and a recuperation
period marred by recur-rent hoarseness and coughing spells. When | saw him during this time he no
longer chain-smoked, and instead of restlessy pacing the floor as he developed a gory-line he was
content to St quietly in the living room and talk about future projects.

| dill remember the husky voice, vibrant with excitement, reciting the plots of severd intended novels.
Stan was begintning to redize that the sciencefiction markets of 1935 had se-vere redrictions. held
broken taboos regarding style and concept, but there seemed to be little opportunity to tamper with
content. Stan was a lover of fantasy and a born romantic —now hed hit upon a way to combine the
fantagtic with ro-mance.

Romance was to be the chief ingredient of Three Who Danced, the story of three teen-age girls
atending their high school senior prom in asmal midwestern town on a bitterly cold winter night. At this
time Edward, Prince of Wales, was perhaps the world's most publicized and popular bachdlor, the
dream prince of every femdein a day when no woman had yet ad Libbed. It was Stan's notion that the
Prince, traveling across the country by train on a good-will vist, finds himsdf stranded overnight by a
snowstorm in thislittle town on the night of the dance. For lack of other amusement he is per-suaded by
his impromptu hogt, the loca mayor, to attend the senior prom. Here he dances in turn with the three
girls—and by so doing, irrevocably dters each oné's life

He watzes with the belle of the bdl, the prom queen, and this so expands her dready-inflated ego that
she decides to run off and seek a Hollywood career. Her grandiose self-delu-sons lead to ineviteble
tragedy.

The second girl, a wdlflower and ugly duckling, chosen by the Prince as a dancing-partner in a
moment of perceptive pity, finds popularity and self-confidence. She becomes ful-filled and successful as
aresult of her three-minute whirl in hisarms.

The Prince's third partner, engaged to alocd hoy and with prospects of a happy marriage, fals medly
in love with Itd-ward. Her schoolgirl infatuation prompts her to break the en-gagement and follow the
Prince, thinking he returns her affection. When she learns otherwise, shé's completely crushed and
contemplates suicide, but he quietly resolves the problem and restores her to her predestined role in life.

The second novel, which may or may not have been cdled Faaainc, assuredly had a heroine by that
name. It was inspired by a poem—was it Swinburnes?2—in which God and the Devil throw dice for
humen souls.

Stan's tory would open with just such a Stuation as its prologue. The two antagonists—the Power of
Light and the Power of Darkness—engage in an eternd argument as to who holds dominion over
mankind. It is the Devil's contention that he controls the destinies of those on earth—heaven can wait, Ind
If he only had an equd opportunity to compete, held Ittin the alegiance of human beings every time.

To tle the dispute once and for dl, they agree on awager. Sdecting asoul at random at its moment
aof birth, they will engagein an dl-out contest to winit for their own.

The soul sdlected is that of Faustine, a gifl born to an average family in average circumstances. B,
thanks to the wager, she hersdf is far from average. Both God and the Devil vigt upon her everything
they can possbly concelve as an nonce on her future, each driving to outdo the other.

If God grants her beauty, the Devil embdlishes it with tears. God offers her intdligence the Devil



confers cun-ning. God gives her courage; the Devil makes her reckless.

Duing childhood and adolescence the psychic struggle continues—both powers atempting to
influence Faudtine's ac-tions and outlook—getting her in and out of scrapes, seting trips and snares and
temptations and opportunities for re-demption.

Thetime comes when Faudtine is ready for marriage. God and the Devil each send a auitor, redizing
that hisinfluence and her choice will findly determine her salvation or damna-tion. The Devil's choice is a
handsome dergyman. God's choice, of course, isan athelst scientist.

And then...

And then, Stanley Weinbaum's hedlth declined. There were Consultations and trestments, enforced
rest periods. He no longer attended Fictioneer meetings, | saw him less frequently & home, then not a
dl.

Jugt before year's end he was dead, of throat cancer, a the age of thirty-three.

He never wrote the novels, never even had a chance to write a story for Weird Tales. One can only
speculate as to what might have happened had he been spared to continue his credtive career in the
dicks—and in maindream literature.

Asit is, we mug be content with his lagting legacy to the fidd of science fiction, where in the crudly
short span of a year and a hdf his imaginativdy intdligent innovations helped reshape the form and
direction of the genre.

To those who were privileged to know him, Stanley Wein-baum left another bequest—the perssting
memory of a charming, witty, gentle and gracious friend.

ROBERT BLOCH



