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MEET THE FUTUREMEN!

In this department, which isaregular festure of
CAPTAIN FUTURE, we acquaint you further with the
companions of CAPTAIN FUTURE whom you have met
in our complete book-length novel. Here you are told the
off-the-record stories of their lives and anecdotes plucked
from their careers. Follow this department closdly, for it
contains many interesting and fascinating factsto



supplement those you read in our featured novels.
THE FUTUREMEN: No. 1 - The Meta Robot

RAG therobot isthe largest and strongest of

Captain Future's three strange comrades. Heis
probably the strongest being in the whole Solar
System.

G

Hetowers over seven feet in height, amassive, man-
likefigure of gleaming "inert" metdl.

Thismetd, being imperviousto most forcesand
wespons, has protected Grag from destruction many
times. Y et old scars show where his body-plates have
been broken and rewelded in the past.

IMBUED WITH INTELLIGENCE

Grag was built in the cavern-laboratory on the moon
by Roger Newton, Captain Future's father, and Simon
Wright, the Brain, according to an intricate design.
The robot was not designed to be merely an automa-
ton, but to have an intdligence and individudity of his
own.

His creators endowed him with abrain conssting of
metal neurones roughly corresponding to the neurone-
pattern of ahuman brain, though more smple. The
thought-impulses set up insde thismeta brain are elec-
trical. Electrical and magnetic "nerves' control the
robot's great limbs.

ATOMIC POWER

Grag's source of energy isatomic power. A com-
pact, super-powerful plant islocated degp within his
metal torso for safety. A smdl amount of metd fud in-
serted into this power-plant inside his body is sufficient
to keep his strength for many months.

The metd robot can hear better than any human be-
ing, because bis microphonic ears are super-sengtive.
They enable him to hear sounds which are above or
bel ow the range of human audibility, and Captain Fu-
ture has sometimes made use of thisfact to communi-
cate through Grag with planetary creatureswho talk in
tones beyond the range of human hearing.

Grag has an immense and unshakable loydlty to
Captain Future, which ishis chief emotion.

The robot tended Curt Newton through hisinfancy,
and because Curt needed congtant watching then, Grag
thinksthat his master till needs watching over.

THE BRAIN'SHANDS

Toward Simon Wright, Grag feel s respect and some
awe. For he knowsthat Simon hel ped create him.
Also he has long been accustomed to acting asthe
Brain's hands, performing experiments and researches
under the Brain's direction.

But toward Otho, the android, Grag is deeply jeal-



ous. For the robot's great desireisto be thought of as
human or near-human. Grag has dways been angry
when anyone hasreferred to him asamachine, or au-
tomaton. Hefed sthat heisjust like other humans, ex-
cept that hisbody is made of meta instead of flesh.
But Otho, who was aso created by Captain Future's
father and the Brain, likesto taunt the big robot on that
point. Long ago Otho found out that the great, smple-
minded robot was most sengtive about his unhuman
appearance, and ever since then Otho has gibed about
it.

CAMARADERIE

Grag invariably becomesfurious a these taunts. Y et
the bickering between these two comrades of Captain
Futureis at bottom one of mischievous camaraderie.
Each of them has saved the life of the other, more than
once, in atight spot.

Grag has been able to extricate his comrades from
more than one perilous Situation, through his great
strength or through his specia capabilities. One of the
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most valuable of the robot's abilitiesisthat he requires
no breathing apparatus.

This has enabled him to go where neither Captain
Future nor Otho could venture.

Onetime on Venus, when Curt and Otho and Smon
Wright were dl trapped in deadly peril, and could not
be reached in any other way, Grag had walked days un-
der an ocean, over the sea-floor, to reach theidand
where they were imprisoned. The robot was nearly lost
many timesin that periloustraverse, in constant danger
of snking into the ooze at the bottom of the sea, but he
findly madeit and brought help to histrapped com-
rades.

CAST ADRIFT

Another time, Grag was cast adrift in space when
outlaws destroyed thelittle space-flier in which he was
trying to reach his master on Saturn.

The great robot floated in space for many days,
helplessand yet il living, needing no food or aair,
and findly was picked up by Curt Newton. Only the
robot could have survived such an experience.
Thereisagreat weld-scar down the back of Grag's
metal back, which tellsatae of an adventure that nei-
ther he nor his master will ever forget.

Captain Future had penetrated into one of the cav-
ernsof Uranus chasmed abysses, with Grag. The out-
laws Curt was after blew up the tunnel entrance to that



cave.
Captain Future would have been crushed benegth
falling rock had not Grag, with his superhuman
grength, held up the masses of faling sone until his
master could jump clear. Grag himself was crushed be-
neeth the rock, but Captain Future dug him out later,
and the great weld-scar on his back is his memento of
the adventure.

NO SENSE OF HUMOR

Grag has no sense of humor, as humans know it. He

is puzzled sometimes by Curt'sjokes or the dy drollery
of Otho. And that makes him uneasy, for the robot's
great ambition isto be human in everything.

His happiest moments have been when Captain Fu-
ture hastold him, "Grag, you are more human than
most humans| know."

Huge, incrediblein strength, his great meta head
towering high, his photodectric eyes gleaming and his
mighty metal amsraised, Grag isaterriblefigureto
evildoers when he goesinto battle at the Side of Captain
Future and Otho.

And woe betide the person whom Grag suspects of
trying to harm his master!

3

THE FUTUREMEN: No. 2 - The Synthetic Man
THO, the android or synthetic man, isthe only

being of hiskind inthe Solar System. Heisa

man who was never born, but was artificidly

mede!

@)

In hisnatura form no one would mistake him for a
human being. For the android'sarms and legs have a
rubbery, bondesslook. Hisatificialy created fleshis
pure white, not pink like human flesh. Otho's dead-
white face has no eyebrows or eyelashes, and thereis
no hair whatever upon hiswell-shaped white head. Ina
beltlike harness he carries his ray-pistols, make-up
pouch and other belongings.

Otho's face was carefully molded by his maker, Cap-
tain Futuresfather, before thefind "setting” of his
flesh. The man-made features are regular, yet thereis
something unusua about Otho's expression.
Likeacat's eyes, hisjade-green orbs can seein dark-
ness. And thereisaqueer, dien humor, agay, mocking
deviltry in the cool way in which they stare.

THE WORLD'SFASTEST BEING

When Roger Newton and the Brain planned Otho's
Crestion, they modeled the synthetic man after the hu-
man body, but smplified the pattern. Otho has no ap-
pendix or other such superfluous organswhichinthe
human body are atrophied and usdless. The android's



physical make-up is streamlined for efficiency. To
more than one Earthman, he has seemed amost diabol-
ic - for hisironic, twisted menta outlook occasiondly
leadsto strange results.

The skeleton around which the synthetic man's

flesh was molded is compaosed, not of rigid bones, but
of artificid bonesthat are many times stronger and so
flexible that they can be bent double without bresking.
Thisfact, and the greeat strength of hisartificid muscle-
tissues, gives Otho hiswonderful agility and speed. The
fact that heisa superman has dienated him from nor-
mal beings, and at times, through sheer londliness, the
android will assume ahuman disguise and vigt Earth
incognito.

The android can run fagter, jump higher, and move
more quickly in an emergency than dmost any other
creature in the System. It was Otho who taught Captain
Future speed and sKill in the days when Curt Newton
was a boy upon the moon.

It was he who taught Curt the method of super ju-jit-
su which he had evolved, and which enableshim to
overpower an ordinary man in atwinkling. But, though
Captain Futureis capable of faster action than any oth-
er human in the System, he can't quite match the unhu-
man Otho.

Otho's body requires both air and food to maintain

its metabolism. He must breathe - but hislungs are ca-
pable of breathing air that is so poisonousit would kill
the average human.

While he can eat ordinary human food, the android
prefersto take his nutrition in the e ementary form of
gmplechemical dements. It savestime, and Othoisd-
waysin ahurry about something.

POWERS OF DISGUISE

Most famous of Otho's accomplishmentsis his pow-

er of disguise. By softening and re-setting his synthetic
flesh, and changing the stature and posture of hisflexi-
ble-skel etoned body, Otho can make himsdlf up to be
an exact double of anyonein the System, no matter
what planetary race he belongsto.

Otho's power of assuming disguises has been of vita
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aid to Captain Future many times. Perhaps Otho's gresat-
et feat of make-up was disguising himself as one of the
Mind Men of Saturn.

That strange race who inhabit alegendary land hid-
den far in the endless Great Plains of Saturn are mere
immobile and featureless bdls of flesh outwardly,



though they possess minds of incal culable power and
can use menta force as a powerful weapon.

Otho, by hiswizardry of make-up, succeeded in the
incrediblefeat of passing himsdf off as one of the
Mind Men for awhole day, in a desperate emergency.
The unhuman Otho loves danger for its own sake.
Heis soon bored when thereisalack of excitement.
For the android has neither the superhuman patience of
Grag, the robot, nor the cold, austere detachment of the
Brain.

LOYALTY TO CAPTAIN FUTURE

Otho would go through fire and water for Captain
Future. To him, asto the other two Futuremen, the
chief purpose of lifeisloyadty to the young wizard of
science whom they three reared from ahdplessinfant.
But while hewould carry out any misson that Curt
Newton ordered, Otho will generdly, through sheer
boredom and recklessnesstry to stir up alittle excite-
ment on the way, and that often gets him into trouble.
Once, while on amission for Captain Future, Otho
went too far off his course to pursue afleeing enemy,
and got himself wrecked and marooned on an asteroid
with a poisonous atimosphere. A human would have
been asphyxiated there, but Otho'simperviouslungs
breathed the lethal air without great harm. But he had
tramped thelittle world for amonth before Grag findly
found him. Otho had passed the time by constructing an
underground hide-out which later proved invalugble.
The unhuman android's queer, mocking humor is

one of hisstrongest characteristics. He never tries
chaffing the Brain - Otho hastoo vast arespect for that
brooding, icy-minded being. But Grag isthe grest butt
of hisgibes. Helong ago found out that Grag has no
sense of humor, and he has been deviling the grest,
smple-minded robot ever since.

OTHO'SFEUD WITH GRAG

The chief subject of histauntsis Grag's unhuman-

ness. The big, naive robot wouldlike more than any-
thing e se to be thought human. Nothing so pleases
Grag astheideathat heisamost as human as other
people.

But Otho deniesthat Grag is human with dy, decep-
tive casuaness, he keeps pointing out that humans
breathe, and eat, and have flesh instead of metal bodies,
and that Grag has none of these abilities. Thisinvari-
ably excites the indignation of the robot, and makes
him deny vociferoudy that Otho is human, ether.

And that aways provokes an argument, for Otho

loses histemper easily. Grag's customary retort isthat
humans can't remold their bodies and faces as Otho
does, and that therefore Otho isn't human. The two have



disputed the question dl over the System from Mercury
to Pluto - usudly they get so bitter about it that Captain
Future or the Brain hasto interfere.

Y et neither Grag nor Otho are as seriousin their
quarrdling as they seem. They may be shouting at the
tops of their voices, but let any danger suddenly come
up, and robot and android will instantly stop their dis-
pute and work side by side in perfect co-operation.
Each knows that the other has specid abilitieswhich
cannot be matched, and that are often needed in the
dangerous adventuresinto which Captain Future leads
them.

SEEKSEXCITEMENT AND DANGER

It iswhen they are outward bound in space with per-

il and new scenes ahead that Otho is happiest. On the
other hand, when they spend along period in Captain
Future'slaboratory-home on the moon, Otho findsit
boring. While Curt and the Brain are engaged in thelr
abstruse scientific researches, and while Grag busies
himsdlf inthe smpler work of the cavern-dwelling,
Otho will saunter discontentedly among the lunar
cratersin his space-suit, and look up disconsolately at
the starry spaces and wish something would happen.
High-tempered and impatient, fierce and gay by

turns, excitement-craving and utterly fearless and abso-
Iutely loya, Otho the android is one of the most strik-
ing of the three Futuremen who companion Captain Fu-
turein his perilous quests through solar spaces.

One very human attribute of the android isthat he

can dream, and in hisdreams heis aways on Earth, for
which he has afierceloydty, outwardly he can scorn or
mock anything in the Universe - but insde hisshell of
imperviousirony isamind more sensitive and some-
times more unhappy than any Earthman could possess.
5
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IMON WRIGHT, known by repute to all the peo-
ples of the System asthe Brain, isthe oldest and
perhaps the strangest of the Futuremen. His

queer history goes back many yearsin the past.

S

In that past time, he was anorma man, Doctor Si-
mon Wright of agreat Earth univergity. Acclaimed as
the greatest biologist who had ever lived, Smon had as
hisgod the cregtion of intdligent life by artificid

means. He worked on it for decades, with al the bril-
liant power of hisintellect.

Simon was dready old when he discerned at the uni-
vergty ayoung student who gave greet promise of abi-
ologica career. Thisyoung man was named Roger
Newton - hewasto be the father of Captain Future.



The aging Simon Wright took the young student as

his assstant, then as his colleague in the researchesto
cregte artificia life. Newton had aready made some
brilliant discoveries. The old scientist and the young
one now prepared to attack this supreme problem.
Then tragedy struck the elderly scientist. Smon

Wright discovered he wasthe victim of an allment that
would definitely cause his death within afew months-
ablight contracted by atoo reckless experiment with
microscopic creatures. Hewould die, and hismind
would perish without ever completing his great attempt
to cregtelife.

THE BRAIN ISREBORN

Simon Wright decided that even though his body

must die, hismind, hisbrain, must not die. He proposed
to Roger Newton that his brain be transferred into a
gpecid serum-casein whichiit could live and think and
work.

Newton recoiled fromtheideaat firs. "To liveasa
brain in abox, without any body? It would be too un-
canny!"

"No, Roger," the dying scientist told him. "I have

lived afull lifedready, asanorma man. My only in-
terest now isin kegping up my work, my researches.
And | could do that, asaliving brain, without being
hampered by this dying body of mine. | would be happy
Sol

Roger Newton findly saw theforce of the old scien-
tist's reasoning, and agreed to perform the remarkable
operation.

All thebiologica genius of both men went into the
preparation of the casein which Smon'sbrain was
henceforth to live. It was made of trangparent, inde-
gructible meta, so that the interior mechanisms could
be inspected at a glance.

Init were placed tiny, compact atomic pumpswhich
would pump the serum that would nourish the isolated
brain and carry away fatigue-poisons. Repurifierswere
ingtdled to keep the serum aways pure. An atomic
hesting apparatus with thermogtatic control automati-
caly would maintain aconstant body temperature in-
Sdethe case.

When all was ready, Roger Newton performed the
operation. Working rapidly, helifted Smon'sbrain
from his skull and placed it in the serum-case. Quickly,
he connected to its optic nerves the eectric connections
of the artificid lens-eyesin thefront of the case, and to
other nerves the connections from the microphone-ears
and the resonator by which the Brain speaks.

Ever snce, Simon Wright haslived asthe Brain, in

the serum-case. He has many limitations, of course. He



can speak, through the power-operated resonator whose
control is connected to one of his motor-nerve centers.
Anather motor-nerve control allows him to turn his
eyesin any direction, and focus them. But he cannot do
6
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anything ese. He can't move himsdlf about - Grag, or
Otho, or Captain Future himsdf hasto carry the serum-
case by its attached handle.

But mentaly, Simon is completely free. Hecan

read, or study, or observe, or think, without ever need-
ing rest or deep. He never needsfood. The only re-
freshment he ever takesisacertain simulating vibra-
tion, which he has played upon him.

THE MASTER OF THETRIO

When Simon wishes to make records, he dictates
them into aspecia recording-device. And when he
wishesto conduct one of his many scientific experi-
ments, he uses Grag or Otho to carry out the physica
work. Usudly it is Grag who is his hel per, for the greet
robot can be trusted upon to obey orderswith implicit
fiddity, whereas Otho will often get restlessand try to
hurry thingsaong.

Both Grag and Otho regard their fellow-Futureman,
the Brain, with profound respect. For it was Smon and
Roger Newton who created the robot and the android,
in the lunar laboratory to which they and Newton's
bride had fled for refuge. Neither Grag nor Otho ever
try chaffing the Brain - they know that he can silence
them with afew well-chosen wordsin his cold, rasping
metdlic voice.

In fact, though he was once a human man, Simon of -
ten seems more unhuman than either Grag or Otho.
That is because to the Brain, the pursuit of knowledge
isamost the most important end of existence. Heis
proneto lose himsdf in scientific abstractions and
overlook the practica necessities of the Situation, until
awakened to redlization by Captain Future.

All Simon's human fedlings, indeed, seem wrapped

up in Captain Future. To him, Curt Newton isnot only
the daring interplanetary adventurer famed dl over the
System, heis aso the child whom the three Futuremen
reared to manhood. No father could watch over Curt
more anxioudy than doesthe Brain, yet Simon would
scoff at theideathat he could be sentimental about any-
thing.

CAPTAIN FUTURESMENTOR

Simon'sgreat aid to Captain Future and the other
Futuremenisin his encyclopedic scientific memory and



wonderful ability in research. Only the young wizard of
science whom he himself taught has ever excdled him
in scientific ability. For many decadesthe Brain has
been learning and has forgotten nothing - and thereis
hardly afact known to human science which he cannot
recal accurately and ingtantly from memory.

Simon has had some strange adventures during the
course of some of the Futuremen's exploits. Once, on
an asteroid whose people wereinimica to Captain Fu-
ture, these hostile asteroidans raided Curt's camp when
only Simon wasthere. The asteroidans found the Brain,
but did not redize hewasaliving individud. They
thought him only asmall scientific gpparatus of some
kind, and Simon had the wit to keep silent and not en-
lighten them. They took the Brain back withthem asa
puzzling curio, and, for many weeks, Smon's serum-
case rested on ashdf in adingy shop, no one dreaming
hewasdive. Finaly Captain Future found him and res-
cued him from the strange Stuation.

Another time, on Venus, the Brain was vitaly help-

ful to Curt in a precarious Stuation. Curt needed the aid
of aremote tribe of theignorant svamp-men, but could
not prevail on them to follow him. These swamp-men
worshipped asmal idol of an octopus-god. Captain Fu-
ture secretly put the Brain's caseinsde theidol, and
then Simon spoke to the people and ordered them to
obey the red-haired Earthman, which they hadtily did.
Simon ismost often to be found in the eaborate |ab-
oratory in the Comet, his square case resting on the spe-
cid pedestd which Curt desgned for him, hisstrange
eyes perusing a scientific micro-film book or observing
the course of an experiment which Grag patiently con-
ducts under hisdirection. And more than one ambitious
interplanetary criminal has cometo grief because of the
scientific magic wielded by the Brainin that

laboratory! For the Brain's great powers are one of the
Chief reasonswhy Curt Newton and his band of Fu-
turemen are feared by evil-doers from Mercury to Plu-
to.

7

THE FUTUREMEN: No. 4 - Marsha Ezra Gurney
TRICTLY spesking, EzraGurney is not one of

Curt Newton's famous Futuremen - the famous

trio composed of Otho the android; Grag, the

robot; and Smon Wright, the Living Brain. Gurney is
technically amember of the Planet Police, that far-
flung organization which maintains order throughout

the Solar System.

S

But actudly, EzraGurney, like Joan Randdl, isd-
ways listed in Police Headquarters as on "specid de-



tached service," for he and Joan dways hold them-
selvesin readinessto aid Captain Future and hisband
whenever occasion requires.

Ezraisavauable addition to Curt Newton'sloyad

band. For the veteran of the Police, in hislong years of
service, came to know the System'’s space-lanes and
ships and the ways of its evildoers better than anyone
except the Futuremen themselves. He was one of the
first officersin the Patrol, the space-branch of Police.
For four decades Ezra sailed in space as an officer

of the Patrol. When hefirg joined it, the laws of the
System Government were unknown on al the worlds.
The planetary boom towns opened up by interplanetary
travel were sinks of violence and crime, Spacewasin-
fested with swarms of space pirates who made mer-
chant traffic between the worlds a precarious business.
Ezra Gurney helped smash the great bands of the pi-
rates, winning promotion from cruiser-captain to
squadron-commander in the process. Hewasin the
thick of theterrific fighting that broke the fleet of Ju J-
mos, the Uranian corsair. He was squadron-commander
when the asteroid base of the notorious Rok Olor, the
Martian, was destroyed forever. And it was Ezra Gur-
ney who brought to an end the greatest of dl the old pi-
rates, an exploit which will be described presently.

That last exploit, which ended the activities of the

great organized pirate bands on abig scale, caused Ezra
Gurney to ask for transference from space-duty to fron-
tier-duty. He was promoted to the rank of marshal, sec-
ond highest in the Police, and sent to maintain the law
in KhaKhau, wild new radium-mining boom town
deep in the great mountains of northern Uranus.
GURNEY VS. ZORzZO

KhaKhau wasfamous at that time as the wildest
placein the System, thronged with interplanetary crimi-
nals, the scene of incessant bloodshed and robbery. One
Zorzo, abruta, cunning Jovian crimind, wasthe undis-
puted tyrant of the evil place.

"| keep agraveyard here especially for Planet Po-
licemen - and there's plenty of gravesinit,” was Zor-
zo's boast.

Ezra Gurney knew that. And he acted with the grim
ruthlessness characteristic of him. He gave Zorzo no
time to set traps for him, but landed secretly and strode
into Zorzo's "' Paace of Happiness' unexpectedly.

"Hear you've been planning agravefor me,"

drawled the veteran Police officer. "I'm ready to fill it.
All you got to do is best meto it with your atom-pistol

- if you've got the nerve."

Thus challenged, without timeto cal hismen or use

his cunning Zorzo was forced to draw. He was too



dow, and, after that, Ezra Gurney'sword was law in
KhaKhau.

THE LAW OF THE PLANET POLICE

Y et, soon after, Ezra characteristically applied for
transfer on the ground that Kha Khalu was too tame.
From one boom town to another, from one savage
world to another, Ezra Gurney carried the law of the
Police. He came to be known as the most famous mar-
8
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ghal in the System, and was offered the highest rank in
the Police, the post of commander.

"Think I'm goin' to St in ashiny office on Earth and
watch other men go out and have fun?' he demanded.
"Give somebody el se the commandership - | don't want
it

EzraGurney was dready agray, grim veteran of the
service, when he first met Curt Newton and the Future-
men.

That was when Captain Future and his three unhu-
man comrades were firgt bursting dramaticaly upon the
System, blazing a crusade against the most dangerous
interplanetary criminas.

Curt Newton and Ezra Gurney were drawn to each
other at first meeting. The brilliant red-haired youth and
the grim, aging veteran had two thingsin common - un-
relenting courage and unrdenting hate of evil. They
came to know each other well.

GURNEY JOINS THE FUTUREMEN

It was the famous " Space Emperor” case on Jupiter,
that amazing plot which amost smashed the System
law onits greatest world, which brought Curt and Ezra
into work together. Since then, Ezra has participated in
most of Curt's exploits.

Besde his deep affection for Curt, Ezraadmiresthe
Wizard of Science tremendoudy asafighting-man. He
swears by Curt's ability as a space-fighter. But he some-
times getsimpatient with Curt's deep scientific re-
searches. Ezraisafighting-man, not ascientist, and in-
clinesto think science can be anuisance.

"Didn't goinfor al these researches and |aborato-
riesin my day," hewill grumble. "We just unhitched
our atom-guns and hunted ‘em out and blazed away."
Heknows, quitewell, that only the unparaleed sci-
entific ability of Curt and the Futuremen has brought
retribution to the super-scientific criminals Captain Fu-
ture quelled. But helikesto pretend hethinksit al a
wagte of time.

THE COUP THAT GURNEY WON - AND LOST



Ezracantel great yarns of hisunrivaed experi-
encesin the old wild days, though the crusty veteran
seldom thaws enough to tell them to strangers. But
thereis one story of his past that Ezra never told to any-
one but Curt Newton.

That isthe story of how he destroyed the third of

those great space-pirates of past years. That pirate lead-
er, known as The Falcon, was considered the deadliest
corsair in space. He was known to be an Earthman, but
that was al. After one squadron-leader after another of
the Patrol had met defeet trying to destroy him, Ezra
Gurney was sent out againgt him.

The sagaof EzraGurney'sfight againg the Falconis
gill told in the System wherever space-men meet. Ezra
brought the Fal con to bay off Saturn, and destroyed him
in one of the mogt terrific cruiser-action battles ever
seen. Immediately after, Ezrarequested to be trans-
ferred from space-duty. Everyone wondered why, but
he never told the reason to anyone but Curt.

No onein the System but Curt knows that the Fal-

con was Ezra's own younger brother, gonewild in their
early space-days and drifting into piracy as hisbrother
entered the Patrol. And no one but Curt can quite ap-
preciate the grim, blesk strain in the crusty old veteran's
make-up, and the reason for it.
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OAN RANDALL, like Marsha EzraGurney, is

not strictly one of the Futuremen. For the Future-

men, Captain Futurestrio of unhuman friends, are
composed of the Brain, Grag the robot, and Otho the
android. Y et Joan has been involved in many of Cap-
tain Future's cases, as an agent of the Planet Police, and
has come to be identified with the Futuremen through-
out the System.

J

Perhaps there should be inserted here a prefatory

word of explanation concerning the Planet Police. Ev-
eryone knows, of course, that the jurisdiction of the
Planet Police extendsto every planet, asteroid, moon
and other celestid body in the Solar System. When the
Solar System Government was first organized, provi-
sonwas madein its Congtitution for such apolice or-
ganization to enforceitslaws.

Headquarters of the Planet Police are on Earth. It

has main planetary offices on every world, and besides
these nine main offices, it maintainsapost in every

city, town or village of any importancein thewhole
Sysem.

THE FRONTIER POLICE

Therearefour chief divisons, or Sections asthey



are called, of the Planet Police. Section Oneisthe one
covering dl police activitiesand postsin ordinary civi-
lized regions of the nine planets. The Planet Police offi-
cersyou see striding aong the streets of New Y ork, or
Venusopoalis, or Syrtison Mars, or Tartarus on far Plu-
to, all belong to Section One. Their duties are essential-
ly local law enforcement.

Section Two isknown asthe"Frontier Police.” This
takesin law-enforcement in wild, uncivilized planetary
regionswhere thereis no structure of loca government.
Boom towns like Jungletown on Jupiter and Karieson
Saturn are ruled by officers of Section Two of the Plan-
et Police.

Such officers must be picked with great care, for

they are legidature, judge, jury and policedl in one.
Their verdictsarefina. And since al such boom towns
and uncivilized regions swarm with hard-bitten charac-
ters, thejobisno sinecure.

THE SPACE PATROL

Section Three of the Police organization is by far

the least known of all. It isthe Secret Service of the
Planet Police. The number of its men and women oper-
ativesis unknown. They embrace natives of every
world, many of them people of importance, who serve
in thismost thankless and difficult branch of the ser-
vice. Joan Randdl istechnicdly still amember of Sec-
tion Three.

Section Four isfar and away the most famous and
glamorous branch of the Planet Police. Itisthe
renowned Space Patrol whose armed cruisers keep the
law of the Solar Systern Government from Pluto to
Mercury. The men who staff those ships are some of
the finest space-men in the System.

They have agreat tradition of the glories of their
service, of countless battles againgt pirates, rebels and
banditsin space. To become an officer in thisservice
requires aten-year course in the famous Patrol Acade-
my, acoursein every branch of space-navigation, pilot-
ing and gunnery.

Technicdly, the correct name of Section Four is

"The Space Patrol of the Planet Police." But popular
usage has shortened thisto "Planet Patrol."

Thereisan old rivary between the officers of the

Patrol and the Rocketeers. The Rocketeers, the ace
civilian pilots of the System, areinclined to sniff scorn-
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fully at the Patrol men asa"lot of mechanica caculat-
ing-machineswho couldn't fly amilewithout adide-



rule and do everything in space by the book." The Pa-
trol officers, inturn, generdly refer to the Rocketeers
as "that crazy bunch of space-struck racing and test pi-
lots, who never heard of discipline.”

As has been noted, Joan Randdll technically belongs

to Section Three of the Planet Police. Joan entered that
dangerous secret service division asthe result of family
tradition. Her father had been a captain in the Patral,
and had been killed in an encounter with the famous
Falcon, the greatest space-pirate of the old days.

Joan lived her childhood on nearly every worldin

the System, because of the congtant shifts of her father's
post in the service. Thus she learned an extraordinary
number of the different planetary languages and gained
awide knowledge of planetary customs.

Steeped in the tradition of the Planet Police, and
possessing excellent capabilities, it was natura for Joan
to enter the service. The one branch of it opento a
woman was, of course, Section Three, So she went into
the secret service and spent the next few yearsin dan-
gerous assgnments that took her from one end of the
System to the other. On one case she would be imper-
sonating arich young woman of fashion, on another she
would play the part of adancing girl inaroaring Mar-
tian boom town. And so on.

RANDALL JOINS THE FUTUREMEN

It was on Jupiter that Joan first met Captain Future.
Posing there asanurse, in an effort to help solve the
hideous Space Emperor mystery which had unloosed an
atavism blight on the hapless Jovians, Joan gave valu-
able help to Curt Newton and the Futuremen. Together,
they defeated the menace.

Captain Future remembered the girl well, and soon

met her again when Joan an Kansu Kane were kid-
napped by Doctor Zarro's Legion of Doom. Her aid in
the Futuremen's struggle on distant Pluto was again
timdly.

So Joan, with Ezra Gurney, was detached from her
regular section for specia service. She and Ezrahad
proved they could work so well with Captain Future
that they were assigned to cooperate with the wizard of
science and the Futuremen whenever required.

Curt Newton likesto chaff Joan by pretending that
sheismerdy athrill-hunter who is more trouble than
hep.

"Y ou only joined the Police for excitement,” he ac-
cuses her. "And you got put on specia service with us
Futuremen smply because you thought you'd be able to
dabble in more trouble that way."

Joan has a standard retort for that.

"That'swhat | get for running after you al over



gpace, and helping you," she complains. "If you werent
such an unromantic idiot, you wouldn't make agirl
chaseyou dl the way from Mercury to Pluto.”

Beneath her jesting complaints, Joan's fedingsto-
ward the famous planeteer are very red. And she sus-
pectsthat Curt Newton reciprocates, but can't get him
to admit it, which sometimes exasperates her.

But she knowsthat Captain Future fedls that he can-
not let any other cong deration interfere with his chosen
career of championing the cause of law and order in the
System. Until theré's no further need for him to blast
the spaceways, helll have no time for romance. And un-
til then, Joan Randall is glad to be one of the few co-
workersof Curt and hisfamous Futuremen.
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O account of the Futuremen would be com-

plete without a description of their famous

space ship, the Comet.NThis craft isthe fastest ship in space. It can go
where no other vessdl would dare go, and contains
within its compact interior full equipment for dmost

any emergency. Itis, in fact, theflying laboratory of
Captain Future and his comrades.

The Comet was built on the Moon by Curt Newton
and the Futuremen. Into it, they put al their unpard-
Idled scientific knowledge and skill. Asaresult, no ship
in the System can outriva the Comet.

The hull isof an odd shape, like that of an eongated
tear drop. This streamlined design was adopted because
it combats air-resistance perfectly. Of course, thereis
no air-resistance in empty space. But streamlined con-
gruction makesfor efficiency when cleaving through
the atmosphere of a planet.

The hull ismade with triple-seded walls, eech wall
composed of asecret adloy devised by Curt and the
Brain for specia lightness and strength. The space be-
tween the wallsis packed with asuper-insulation. Thus
the Comet can resist temperatures that would destroy an
ordinary ship. Of course, when it venturesinto extreme
hest like that of the solar corona, it hasto be protected
by its"hao" of screening radiation.

The power-plant of the Comet consists of nine cy-
clotrons of unusua design. The cyclotrons are the heart
of any space ship. They convert powdered minerd fuel
into raving energy, by atomic disintegration. The pro-
cessis started by a switch which releases a powerful
flash of force from a condenser into the cycs. After
that, it is saf-continuous, asmal fraction of the gener-
ated power being congtantly "fed back™ into the cycsto
keep up the process of atomic disintegration.
Themainflood of terrific alomic energy flows



through the control valvesinto the various rocket-tubes
of the ship, asdirected by the pilot. If theenergy is
blasted out of thetail rocket-tubes, it hurlsthe ship
sraight forward. If directed into the bow or braking
tubes, it dows down the craft. If turned into the |atera
tubes dong the aide of the ship, or the top tubesin the
upper side or the kedl tubesin the lower, it pushesthe
ship up or down or to one side.

THE SPACE-STICK

The Comet owesits unrivaled speed to the fact that
itsmassive cyclotrons are of such radical design that
they can produce an unprecedented output of atomic
power. These cycs are one of the greatest inventive
achievements of Captain Future.

The control of the Comet isessentially much like

that of any space ship. The pilot Stsin hischair, the
main control pand in front of him. Above, easily in
view, isthe broad space window. Between the pilot's
kneesis the space-stick and under hisfeet are two ped-
as

The space-stick isimportant. It isadeviceto control
the flow of the atomic power into the various rocket-
tubes at will, without the necessity of opening or clos-
ing theindividua throttle of each tube. Such individud
throttles are on the control pand for delicate maneuver-
ing and specid uses, but the space-tick isin use most
of thetime.

When the space-dtick isin upright postion, dl the
power of the cyclotronsis directed out of the tail-tubes,
flinging the ship straight aheed. But when you pull the
space-stick back toward you, it cuts some of the power
into the rear ked tubes, with the result that the ship
zooms upward in space. Similarly, when you push the
12
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gpace-gtick forward, some of the power iscut into the
rear top rocket-tubes, which sends the ship diving
downward. Thefarther forward you push the stick, the
more power goes into the top tubes, and the steeper is
your dive. Moving the stick sSideward cuts power into
theright or left latera tubes and turns your ship to right
or |eft.

Under the pilot'sright foot isthe"cyc-pedd.” This
controlsthe amount of energy produced by the cy-
clotrons by regulating the flow of powdered minera
fud into the cycs. When you want their full output, you
push the cyc-peda to the floor. When you want to cut
the power off, you let the cyc-peda come clear back.
Thus, when you get warning of ameteor close ahead



and want to zoom up sharply, you do two things smul-
taneoudly - you pull the space-stick sharply back, so
that the power flowsto thetail and rear kedl rocket-
tubes, and you push in hard on the cyc-pedal.

The pilot has beneath hisleft foot the brake-blast

peda. When thisis pushed inward, it instantly directs
the atomic energy of the cyclotronsinto the bow or
brake-tubes which project from the ship's bow for afew
13

THE FUTUREMEN: No. 6 - The Comet

inches, just benesth the fore window. Pushing in on the
brake-blast peda automaticaly cutsout al other tubes.
To make aquick stop, you ssimply jam both brake-blast
and cyc-pedalsto the floor, which pours al the power
of the cycsinto ablast ahead.

These standard principles of space ship control are
used by Captain Future and his companionsin the
Comet. They aredl such consummate pilots, however,
that they often ignore the convenience of the space-
gtick and use the individual rocket-throttles, to cut a
course ascloseaspossible.

INSTRUMENTS OF SPACE NAVIGATION

The control pand of any space ship isabewildering
sght. But that of the Comet would baffle any ordinary
pilot, even if he were of Rocketeer rating. All the ordi-
nary insruments of space navigation are on the
Comet's panel - the meteorometers that warn of dis-
tance and direction of nearby meteors, the gravitome-
tersthat indicate the pull of all bodiesin space, the
ether-drift indicators and main cyc-switch and auxiliary
televisor screen and microphone. But aso, the Comet
has onits pand avariety of unusud instruments.
There'sthe amosphere-tester, an ingenious device

of Captain Future which automatically takesin and ana-
lyzes asample of any air, and shows the percentage of
dl dementsin it. Theresthe comet-camouflage switch.
When turned on, it actuates a mechanism which gectsa
cloud of shining ionsfrom al rocket-tubes, concedling
the Comet and making it look likeasmall real comet
with long, glowing tail.

There'sthe el ectroscope, one of the Brain's pet in-
sruments, and which has done sterling service in track-
ing criminalsin space. It'sadevice that can detect are-
cent rocket-trail of aship in space, by thefaint trail of
ions aways|eft in arocket-discharge.

Thetwo space chairsthat flank the pilot'schair in

the control room of the Comet are so mounted that their
occupants can handle the two proton guns of heavy cal-
iber which project through the walls of the ship. These
wegpons fire aflash of energy of unequaled range and
intengity.



The main cabin of the Comet isnot built for com-

fort. Two folding bunksin one corner are the only
deeping provisons. For neither the Brain nor Grag re-
quire any deep, and Otho doesn't need much. Food and
other perishable articles are carried in acold-storage
compartment sealed off from the rest of the cabin, and
open to the bitter cold of space.

Everything in the cabin is subordinated to scientific
requirements. In one corner isthe powerful main televi-
sor set, the compact atomic motor generators which can
furnish auxiliary power for any undertaking, and the
locker of atomic tools of al descriptions.

In an opposite corner isthe compact astronomica
observatory of the ship. Thereisabattery of eectro-
telescopes and el ectrospectroscopes of high power.
Theseingruments have thair light-gathering lenses
mounted outside the hull of the ship, and are control-
lable from inside so that they can be directed at any ce-
lestid object.

Light that fallson the lensesistransformed into
eectricity by aunique photodectric cell, led in through
acableinsde, and amplified and transformed back into
avadly magnified image. Adjacent to theseingruments
isafileof spectraof every planet, star and other body
of importance, and there isaso a collection of atmo-
sphere samples from every world and moon in the Sys-
tem.

The chemical laboratory of the Comet is a concen-
trated mass of apparatus whose application has enabled
the scientific wizard and his companionsto perform
those alchemical feats which have astounded the Sys-
tem. Beside it isthe reference library, composed of ev-
ery important reference and scientific book, reduced to
micro-film form.

Thereisaso abotanica cabinet, with specimens of
rare plants and vegetable drugs from faraway planets; a
surgical and biologica corner with afolding operating-
table and instruments that have often worked strange
magic. There are other cabinets of ingrumentsand
specimens and materialstoo numerousto list.

QUEEN OF THE SPACEWAY S

In one sde of the ship istheair-lock entrance. Itis
automatic. When the outer door is opened, theinner
door automaticaly closes, if itisnot aready closed. In-
ddethelittle lock-chamber isacabinet containing
Space-auits, impdlers, and Smilar equipment.

The Comet has many other unique features. Its rock-
et-tubes, for instance, have special check-vaveswhich
make it possible for them to operate efficiently under
water. Thusthe Comet can be used asasubmarinein
case of emergency. Its cyclotrons are so designed that



they useinfinitely less powdered minerd fud thanis
usual, and the mineral tanks beneath the deck which
hold the supply are sufficient for extraordinarily long
continuous operation.

The Comet has been in almost every corner of the
Solar System. Strange beingsin unknown depths of re-
mote worlds have seen the tear-drop ship plunging
across the sky, and people of the greatest civilized
citieson the nine worlds have cried out in excitement
asthey glimpsed it zooming toward the sars. For, dl
over the System, the Comet is known and recognized,
and those who see it know aways that the Futuremen
are out on the space-trail.
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OWN from the black vault of space, asmall
gpace-ship cautioudy sank upon blazing ked
rocket-tubes toward the barren airless surface

of the Moon. It was aship that would look ludicroudy
clumsy and obsolete now, but it wasthe last word in
design a that time.

D

It landed in Tycho crater, avadt circular plain of

rock glaring in the Sun, surrounded by titanic, jagged
peaks. From the ship emerged aman and awoman in
Space-suits. The man carried asguare, transparent case
of metal.

"Thislookslike agood place," the man said eagerly.
"Therock is soft, and it won't be hard to excavate an ar-
tificd cavern.”

His serious, studious face was dive with keen inter-
est and anticipation as he looked around. But the face
of hisyoung wife paled insde her helmet as her wide
gray eyestook in the savage, wild scene.

"It ssems aterrible placeto live, Roger," she mur-
mured to him over the connecting phone. "A terrible
placefor our child to be born.”

A voice came from the square case carried by the
mean, ametalic, dien voice. "Y ou will become accus-
tomed toit, Elaine" it encouraged. "And we can work
herein complete conceal ment and safety.”

THE FLIGHT

The man was Roger Newton, the girl was hisyoung
wife, and the voice from the square case had come from
Simon Wright, the Brain. It had been Newton, with his
scientific genius, who had on Earth not long before re-
moved Simon Wright'sliving brain from his aged, dy-
ing body and implanted it in that serum-case.

They three, fleeing from enemies who coveted New-
ton's scientific secrets, had fled here to the uninhabited,
arless satellite of Earth to work in peace upon New-



ton'sgreat ambition of creating artificid life. They had
brought with themin their ship every tool, instrument
and device that they would need to makelife possible
here.

Among these tools were severa powerful atom-

blasts. With these, Roger Newton went to work on the
soft Moon-rock of the crater floor. The terrific energy
of the blasts ate away the rock like butter, and withina
comparatively short time, he had hollowed out agrest
circular chamber under the surface of the crater. His
next work wasto fuse certain lunar minerasinto liquid
glassite which he cast into a great round window that
he set in the ceiling of the underground room.

He had left asmall passage down into the strange
chamber. In this passage heindtalled an efficient air-
lock. Then he set up in the chamber a powerful appara
tusfor chemica converson of lunar minerd dements
into the ements of air and water.

SUB-LUNAR LIFE

Until then, they had lived in the spaceship. Now

they moved into the sub-lunar dwelling. Newton toiled
to bring al the equipment crammed in the ship down
into their new home. He excavated adjoining cavernsto
serve as deeping rooms, supply rooms, and the like.
The big main chamber wasto be their |aboratory, and
init he and the Brain arranged the complex scientific
equipment they had brought.

In this unique dwelling beneath the surface of the
Moon, the scientific genius of Roger Newton and the
Brain created Grag, the robot, and Otho, the android.
And inthiswild place was born to Roger Newton and
hiswife the infant son whose name was one day to be
blazoned across the whole Solar System - Curtis New-
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ton.

It was here in the Moon-laboratory, after thetragic
death of his parents, that Curt Newton spent his strange
boyhood and youth under the tutorship of thisthree un-
human guardians. To him, the place was home, and he
knew and loved every corner of it as he knew and loved
the wild, sun-scorched lunar wastes around it.

A CITADEL OF SCIENCE

When he had reached manhood and had attained the
full stature of his scientific genius, Curt enlarged and
improved the Moon-laboratory. He made it into that
marvellous citadd of sciencethat isnow so famous
throughout the System, but which few visitors have
ever entered.



Captain Future's Moon-L aboratory isthe only
dwelling of any kind upon the Moon, and the Future-
men are the only inhabitants. Few othersin the whole
System could or would live on that wild, airlessworld,
but the four greatest planeteersof dl timeregard it asa
cherished home.

The Moon-Laboratory is built upon acircular plan.
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Theinner circleisthelarge main |aboratory origindly
excavated by Curt'sfather. Its grest glasste ceiling win-
dow givesamarvelousview of the starry sky, and of
the bulky green globe of Earth that aways hangs dmost
directly overhead. When the lunar "day" dawns, anin-
genious photoel ectric cell comesinto action which
turns on adevice that makesthe big window glare-
proof againgt the unsoftened blaze of the Sun.

Itisin thisgreat main room that the Futuremen are
mogt often to be found a home, for itisdikether
workshop and favorite lounging quarters. Thework ta:
ble of Captain Future, upon which so many miraculous
scientific achievements have been accomplished, isdi-
rectly beneath the window.

Ranged around the walls of the room are the bewil-
dering masses of scientific equipment - massvetele-
scopes and spectroscopes that are connected photoel ec-
trically with lenses on the lunar surface, racks of atomic
tools, chemical, eectrica and other equipment.

In aconcentric circle around the main laboratory are
the separate chambersthat open off it. Starting at the
entrance and working clockwise around the circle,
these separate chambers are asfollows:

Fird, the frozen storage room in which perishable
specimens are preserved, the room being refrigerated
by an efficient atomic device. The next room isthe
compact kitchen, used only by Curt and Otho since nei-
ther Grag nor the Brain eat ordinary food.

FRESH OXYGEN

The room beyond this containsthe air generator that
assures a ceasaless supply of fresh oxygen derived by
chemica converson of minera oxides. It dso contains
the atomic heater which automaticaly warmsthe air
when the lunar "night" has come and the temperature
ingdethe dwelling beginstofal.

The next room is Captain Future's own degping

room, an dmost austere chamber that containsonly his
bunk, clothing, and afew treasured mementoes of his
dead parents.

The room beyond Curt's is the private laboratory of
the Brain. It issoundproofed, and into it the Brain will
often retirefor long periodsin which he will rest utterly



motionless, brooding in strange reverie. Here are Si-
mon's data on pet experiments, and here too is kept the
smadl gpparatus which emits stimulating vibrationsthat
arethe Brain'soccasond “food.”

Next isthe reference library, which contains tens of
thousands of scientific reference worksin every plane-
tary field, reduced to microfilm.

Thereis next alarge supply room, and then the
chamber that the Futuremen cal the "trophy room."
That is perhaps the mogt interesting part of the whole
Moon-laboratory. In that room, Captain Future keeps
the most dangerous and most vauable objectsand in-
sruments that he has acquired in the course of hiscru-
sading adventures on other worlds.

There are powers here, such as the atavism-appara-
tus of the Space Emperor, the "illuson-machine’ of the
famous Doctor Zarro, and the legendary Water of Life
from Saturn, which are beyond dl price.

Thisroom of secretsis guarded by aninvulnerable
metd door that isaways securely locked.

Beyond the trophy room is Otho's chamber. Then
comes the underground passage that |eads to the under-
ground hangar of the Comet, the space-ship of the Fu-
turemen. Thishangar is so equipped that when the
Comet beginsto rise from itsfloor, the doors overhead
automatically fold back to dlow the ship to emerge.
When it re-enters the hangar, the doors automaticaly
close and at the sametime afresh air-supply is auto-
maticaly pumped into the hangar.

The doors themsdlves are camouflaged on their up-

per surface to resemble lunar rock.

GRAG NEVER SLEEPS

Beyond this passage is Grag'sroom. Thereisnot
much redl reason for Grag to have adegping-room,
since he never deeps. But the fact that Otho had aroom
made him jealous, and he demanded one aso. Thetwo
pets, Oog and Eek, usudly areto be found deeping
there.

Thereis, next to this, aspecia seded laboratory in
which any condition of gravitation, atmosphere pres-
sure and atmosphere content can be reproduced. This
enables Captain Future to test out an instrument or ex-
periment under the theoretica conditions of any planet.
Beyond thisis another large supply-room, and then

the cyc-room which contains agreat battery of power-
ful cyclotrons and motor-generators capable of ddiver-
ing dmogt unlimited power. And, findly, thereisthe
gair leading up through an air-lock to the lunar surface.
Such are the wonders of the Moon-laboratory,

citade of the Futuremen and home of the greatest of
planeteers.
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RAG, the robot, was angry. He stood in one of

the big supply-rooms of the M oon-laboratory,

looking indignantly up a aredheaded boy who

peered down impishly from atop a pile of metal cases.
G

"Come down, Curtis- havel not told you it istime

for Simon Wright to give you your lesson?' boomed the
angry robot.

"I'mtired of lessons," announced fourteen-year old
Curtis Newton with exasperating camness. "Every day,
one lesson after another. | want to go outside and ex-
plore

"If you won't come down, I'll come up &fter you."

Grag menaced.

He started clambering up the pile of cases. But the
huge weight of hisgreat metal figure brought the stack
down, and the robot fell to the floor amid a shower of
boxes with areverberating clangor.

OTHO ISFAST

Y oung Curt Newton rocked with laughter atop his
perch. But into the supply-room, like aflying white
shadow, came the lithe figure of Otho, the android. He
surveyed big Grag's predicament with disdain.

"Of course, you couldn't catch him," Otho snapped.
"Wachme"

Curt Newton saw what was coming. The boy darted
across the stacks of casesto escape. But, fast as be was,
Otho wastoo fast for him and hewasignominioudy
hauled down and marched into the |aboratory.

Smon Wright, the Brain, turned his glittering lens-
eyestoward the boy.

"It ispast timefor your lesson in planetary botany,
Curtis," hereproved.

"Hewould not come," boomed Grag indignantly.

"He wanted to go outsde.”

Curt hung hisred head. "It'sfun to explore the
cratersand plains," he muttered, half-ashamedly. "I'd
liketo go out by mysdf.”

Then the boy cried eagerly, "And | want to go far-

ther, to the Earth, to Mars, to Venus, to dl the planets
you've taught me about! | want to know al space, not to
live here on the dead Moon dl my life. | want to meet
other men!”

"Y ou shdl meet other men, when the time comes”
promised the Brain. ™Y ou shall see every one of these
worlds of which we have been teaching you. But it is
not yet time. Grag and Otho and | have reared you here,
since your parents were killed here years ago, and have
educated you in preparation. In afew years, your edu-



cation will be complete, you will reach manhood, and
then you can meet other men. But until then, itistoo
dangerous. Y our dead father had many enemies.”
Therewas alittle silence, the red-haired boy staring
puzzledly into the lens-eyes of the Brain. Then Smon
gpoke again.

"Wewill begin your lesson on planetary botany. De-
fine the phylaand subphylaof plant lifeon Venus"

In hisclear high voice young Curt Newton began
reciting. "Phylum One - decalciate plants-"
SUPER-EDUCATION

For minutes he spoke, systematicaly catal oguing the
floraof Venus. Only super-education could have pro-
duced that knowledge - the education that for fourteen
years had been carried on by the three unhuman beings
who had made themsel ves the guardians of Curt New-
ton.

Y et when Curt had finished thelong catdogue, the
Brain's rasping voice spoke no word of commendation.
"Y ou made four mistakes," the Brain declared. "Y ou
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must restudy your Venusian botany until you discover
them for yoursdlf."

Silently, Curt took the book and retired with it into

his own smal chamber &t the side of the Moon-labora-
tory. He sat down and dutifully tried to locate his er-
rors. But he could not concentrate today. His thoughts
kept wandering to what lay outside the laboratory, the
londly, luring surface of the Moon. He loved that, the
wild lunar landscape where no one lived, the stupen-
dous peaks and blazing sunlight and deep shadows. He
was dways happiest when outside therein his space-
it exploring.

LURE OF THE OUTSIDE

Helaid down the book. His gray eyes were snapping
with excitement and resolution. He was not going to
study Venusian botany any longer today. He was going
to do what he had long wanted to do - go outside, al by
himsdf!

Silently, Curt dipped out of hislittle chamber. The
Brain was reading absorbedly and did not see him.
Otho and Grag could be heard arguing loudly back in
the supply room asthey restacked the fallen cases.
Curt'ssmdl, lithe figure flew up the stairsinto the
airlock chamber. He got into his space-suit and screwed
on the glassite helmet, then touched the stud that
opened the outer door of the lock.

He emerged on the rock surface of Tycho crater,



into blinding sunlight. Then he hurried inlong strides
acrossthe crater, toward the cunningly concealed un-
derground shelter nearby.

ROCKET FLYERS

In that camouflaged hangar rested the two small,

swift rocket-flierswhich Grag and Otho had built. Curt
knew their operation thoroughly from Otho'singtruc-
tions. The boy entered one, switched on the compact
cyclotrons. The craft rose rapidly up above the lunar
surface.

Curt steered up in astegp dant to cross Tycho's stu-
pendous ring of peaks and then headed northeastward.
Over thewild, lifdesslunar plainsand mountainshe
flew at high speed, through the blazing sunlight. In the
black vault overhead loomed the great green bulk of
Earth.

A high-pitched, ringing laugh of utter happiness

broke from the boy'slips as he flew on. For thefirst
time he was adventuring by himsdlf, and he tasted his
freedom like ayoung eagle spreading itswings for the
initid flight. Thewild pulse of long-repressed adven-
ture throbbed strongly in hisveins.

Heflew over the southern foothills of the looming
Riphaean Mountains and then glimpsed along, torpe-
do-like meta shapeontheplan.

"A ship!" young Curt Newton exclaimed wondering-
ly to himsdf.

MEN LIKE HIMSELF

Near the ship alittle knot of figures wearing space-
suits and glassite helmets were engaged in hurried ac-
tivity.

"Why, they're men!" Curt told himsdlf excitedly.

"Men like mysdlf - thefird I've ever seen!”

Immense excitement gripped him. He had never
known anyone but Grag and Otho and the Brain, had
never seen or talked with men like himself. They had
seen him, were pointing up at hisrushing littleflier.

He swooped down toward them, without the dight-
et thought of danger. At ladt, the boy thought eagerly,
hewasto have hisfirst meeting with other menlike
himsdf!

He landed near the ship and strode eagerly toward
the men, hisgrey eyesshining in anticipation. There
were eight of the men. They had been digging ores out
of the lunar rock, to be used asfud in the cyclotrons of
their ship. The ship itsdf wasasmall twelve-man cruis-
er that looked like aprivate yacht, but the men werea
hard-bitten, evil-faced lot.

Their leader was a burly, beady-eyed giant who kept
his hand on the hilt of his atom-pistol as he watched
Curt Newton agpproach. Curt heard the giant's voice



gpeaking to his men on the universal space-suit phone.
"It'sonly aboy, men. But wherein the devil'sname
did aboy come from in this cursed M oon-desert?"
"Maybe helives here somewhere," suggested one of
the men.

"Maybeyoureafool!" retorted the giant. "Nobody
lives on the Moon - nobody ever vidtsit unlessthey
run out of fuel aswedid."

SAVAGE FACES

Curt Newton had stopped afew feet from the men
and was looking at them eagerly. Thefirst men he had
ever seen! Hefdt alittle disappointed as he surveyed
their bruta faces. Somehow, he had not expected them
to look so coarse, so savage.

"Who areyou, lad, and what are you doing here?"
rapped the giant leader suspicioudy. " Spying on us?'
"Spying onyou?" Curt repested bewilderedly. "Why
should | spy on you? Are you running away from some-
one?'

One of the group snickered. "Well, Earth isn't exact-
ly ahedlthy place when you've mutinied and murdered

"Shut up, you!" roared the giant. His savage eyes
swept Curt'ssmdl figure. "Whered you come from,
boy - and who are you?'

"I'm Curtis Newton and | live here - over in Tycho
crater,”" he answered frankly.

The big man's eyes ditted and he stepped forward

and grabbed Curt'swrist. "You live here? Don't lieto
me, you little space-rat!”

Curt'swrigt hurt and his surprise and amazement at
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being so received by the fellow-men he had been eager
to see made him react swiftly.

JU-JTSU

He ducked and spun around with alightning move-
ment and thrust of shoulder muscles that Otho had
taught. The super-ju-jitsu trick sent the giant flying
back to sprawl on his back ten feet away.

Curt could have escaped, then. But he was till too
gartled and bewildered by the unfriendly reception to
think of himsalf. He was grabbed by the other men be-
fore he could retrest.

The giant leader waslivid with fury. ™Y ou cocky

brat, I'll -"

"Boss, wait!" cried one of hismen excitedly. "This

boy said his name was Newton, didn't he? And he looks
just like that famous scientist who disappeared fifteen
years ago in space. His name was Newton, too."
"Wheat of it?" roared the furious giant.



"The Newton who disappeared had scientific secrets
supposed to be worth billiond" cried the other. "If this
bratishisson-"

"By heaven!" sworethe giant, hiseyeslighting with
avarice. He demanded of Curt, "Where'sthisplacein
Tycho crater you live a?"

Curt had had timeto get over hisamazement. The
boy had never seen men before. But he knew instinc-
tively that these men were evil.

CURT SENSESPERIL

He sensed peril to the Brain and Grag and Otho, if

he told these men where the M oon-laboratory lay. He
decided swiftly to tel nothing. With cdm gray eyes, he
dared at his captors through his helmet.

"Won't tell, en?" said the big leader. Hislipstwisted
inan ugly smile. "I've made tougher menthana
gripling kid talk. Hold him tight, men - thiswon't take
long."

He reached and turned the tap on the oxygen-tank of
Curt's space-suit, shutting off the flow of air into the
boy's suit.

"When you want bad enough to bregthe, you can

gart talking," he told the boy complacently.

Curt made no answer. The boy, held by adozen
hands, knew an attempt to break free was useless.
Heremained sllent, looking with level eyesinto the
brutal, helmeted faces of his captors.

His head began to spin dizzily asthear indde his
helmet became hot and foul. Therewasaroaringin his
ears-

Y et Curt Newton's purpling face did not change a
lineinitsexpression, hisglazing eyes il stared leve-
ly at his captors. Even though his body was sagging
limp, the boy's stony face moved no muscle.

Themen holding him stirred uneesly, their brutal
pleasurein crudty changing gradudly to an uneasy
wonder.

"Thekid an't human!" muttered one of them. "He's
dyin' - and he kegpslooking at usthe same way -"

A SOUL OF STEEL

Curt Newton fdt that he was, indeed, dying. He
could only dimly see, theroar in his ears was deafen-
ing. But he would not show weskness or cry out, even
now. Therigid training of the Brain and the robot and
the android had put stedl into his soul.

Then dimly, Curt heard a startled cry from one of

his captors. He felt himsdlf released, saw the men claw-
ing out their atom-pistols and whirling franticaly to
mest two charging figures.

Thetwo were Grag and Otho. Theandroid in his
gpace-suit and the robot, who needed none held heavy



metal barsraised doft and their eyeswere blazing with
deadly purpose.

The bars crashed down on one glassite helmet after
another as Otho moved with incredible speed and Grag
daked like an avenging metd giant.

Men, suddenly suffocated by the shattering of their
helmets, fdl clawing at their throats.

Curt Newton saw this much - and then for the first
timein hislifelost consciousness. When he cameto, he
found himsdf supported in Grag's mighty metd arms.
The robot had turned on his oxygen supply.

Beyond him and Otho, the boy saw the till figures

of themen.

"They are dead,” came Otho'sfierce, hissing voice.

"It istoo bad there were no more of them to kill."

"Y ou have been very bad," Grag boomed to Curt.
"Had not Simon Wright used the view-scopeto locate
you, when we missed you, you might now be dead. You
go back now to Simon for punishment.”

A very slent and chastened boy entered the Moon-
|aboratory with histwo guardians.

"| am ready to be punished, Smon," hesaidina
subdued voice.

"Therewill be no punishment,” the Brain said
metdlicaly. "Sit down, Curtis"

THE REVELATION

Agtonished, the boy seated himsdlf. "Thetime has
come," said the Brain dowly, "when you must betold
who you are and how you came here on thislonely
Moon with usthree."

"Those men said something about a Newton who

had discovered grest scientific secretsl” Curt interrupt-
ed eagerly. "Wasthat my father?"

"That was your father,” answered Simon solemnly.

"He and your mother died long ago - soon after you
were born. Listen, and you shall hear how they died.”
The metdlic voice rasped on, tdling the story of

that long-dead day when Roger Newton and hisyoung
wife had met their desths at the hands of covetous men.
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And asthe tale went on, young Curt Newton's boy-
ish face became strained and strange.

"Soyou see," concluded the Brain. "that there are
many evil men in the System who till would kill you
for the secretsin thislaboratory. That iswhy we have
not let you go forth yet among other men. Y ou are not
yet able to cope with the deadly enemies you would
The boy dowly nodded his red head. "I understand,
Simon. But | still want to go, out there among the other



worlds. | can go someday, can't |7

"Yes, lad," answered the Brain thoughtfully. "' Some-
day you can go, someday you will know al those
worlds. And | think that al the world will know you
someday -"

That wasthefirst meeting with other men of the boy
whom the System was one day to know as Captain Fu-
ture.
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PON theicy surface of the Arctic planet Pluto,

there gleamed abig glassite domelike abubble

of warm light. Thiswasthe smal Earthman
trading-town that was the one outpost of Earth on the
frontier planet. For thiswasin thewild, early years be-
fore the bigger domed cities to come had yet been built.
U

Acrossthe blizzard-swept ice-fidlds of the bitter
planet, asmal group of native Plutonians trudged to-
ward the Earthman trading town.

These natives of Pluto, towering men whose bodies
were completely covered with long black hair and
whose eyes were huge-pupiled ones of odd expression,
hauled with them severd dedges piled high with the
fursthey regularly brought to exchange with the Earth-
man traders.

THE YOUNG EARTHMEN

With the Plutonians marched an oddly dissmilar
figure - ayoung Earthman, hardly more than ayouth.
Hewore aheavy felt cold-suit that could not keep

out dl the bitter chill of the screaming wind and snow.
Y et hisyouthful, handsome face and clear gray eyes
werevivid with excited interest.

"What do you get in exchangefor the furs, Oraq?"

he asked the towering Plutonian leader beside him,
gpesking the latter'stongue fluently.

Orag answered gloomily. "We get little enough,

these days. Thefirst Earthman traderswerefair, but
now they cheat us."

Curt Newton - for the Earth youth was he - looked
incredulous. "Y ou must be wrong, Orag. Earthmen
wouldn't cheet you."

FIRST TOVISIT PLUTO

Curt Newton was eighteen years old. And thiswas
hisfirg vigt to Pluto.

Thiswasthe last stop upon avoyage that had taken
him and histhree stranger tutors and guardians out
through the whole System. This exhaustive tour of the
System had been designed by the Brain as the conclu-
sion of Curt's unparalleled education.

Unparaleled had been Curt's education, indeed! For



eighteen years, he had lived upon Earth's Moon where
he had been born.

There histhree guardians - Simon Wright, the

Brain, Otho, the android, and Grag, the robot - had
reared him and given him atraining in scientific wiz-
ardry and in physical and menta skill which no other
tutors could have given.

The growing youth had chafed to leave the Moon, to
seetherest of the great System that pioneering Earth-
men had explored and colonized. But not until now had
the Brain deemed him ready.

PLANET TO PLANET

Now, for months, they had been making their way
from planet to planet in their smal space-ship. Y oung
Curt Newton had learned the secrets of Martian deserts,
the depths of Jovian jungles, the greet plains of Saturn
and the sky-storming mountains of Uranus, dl at first
hand.

They had been for weeks here on Pluto. They had
been dwdling with the Plutonian natives, in their
strange ice-city of Qulun, north of the Avernus Sea.
Curt had dready evinced his unique knack of making
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friendswith non-terrestria planetary peoples.

He had become acomrade of the smple, primitive
Plutonians - sailing the sormy ocean with them, hunt-
ing the korlats and other greet fur-bearing beasts, and
now he came with them to trade their furswith the
Earthmen.

Thelittle party reached the double-doored entrance

of the small domed trading-town and entered. The inte-
rior waswarm and light. Great atomic generators that
throbbed in a guarded building poured forth aflood of
power to heat and illuminate this domed enclosure.
Orag, the Plutonian tribesman, grunted in discom-

fort. "It istoo hot in here. Let ustrade the fursand
leave before we grow sck.”

But young Curt Newton had thrown back the felt
helmet from his red head and was breathing in the
warm ar with relief.

"Thereiswhere we trade the furs," Orag said, point-
ing to the biggest of the metalloy buildings crowded in-
Sdethedome.

THE TRADING POST

The building had a cavernousinterior, piled with

great bundles of vauable Plutonian furs and with cases



of cheap trade-goods. There were afew other Plutoni-
ans hanging about, and a crowd of rough Earthman
hunters and trappers who stared at Curt as he entered
with the Plutonians.

"Hrsgt timel ever saw an Earth younggter trail with

the Hairies" remarked aburly Earthman. "L ook, he can
eventak their lingo."

Curt Newton felt uncomfortable. He didn't know
much about Earthmen. Hed had small contact with
them during hiseighteen years.

The two proprietors of the trading post had come
forward - agross-faced, stocky man of middle age and
athin-lipped older man. They looked gppraisingly at
the bundles of furs Orag's men had hauled in.
"Wetrade," Orag mumbled, speaking hisfew words
of the Earth language with difficulty. "Wewant knives,
spearheads.”

The older man nodded and brought out six cheap

gted knives and as many spearheads, which helaid
down.

Oraqg'sfacefédll. "Not enough,” the Plutonian articu-
lated.

"It'sdl you'l get," retorted the thin-lipped trader
camly.

Curt Newton burst forth. He had been watching in-
dignantly. "Why, that's robbery!" he declared. "Those
furs are worth a thousand times what you're offering.
Take them someplace else, Orag.”

LORDS OF POWER

The menintheroom burst into aguffaw. And the
thin-lipped older trader told Curt sourly, "Y ou must be
new to Pluto, boy. There are no other traderson this
planet. Wilson and Kincaid - that's me and my partner
- have the only trading post here. For we have the only
atomic power plant here, to keep apost going with hest
and light."

"That's right, sonny," smirked Kincaid, hisgross-

faced partner. "That'swhy these Hairies call usthe
Lords of Power."

Curt looked incredulous. "But the Planet Patrol of

the System Government -"

Kincaid chuckled. " Sonny, the Patrol's got enough to
handle these daysin the inner planets without coming
away out here. The only law out hereisthe law of the
Lords of Power, and don't you forget it."
Curt'seyesflashed. "I'll seethat System law comes
herel" heflamed. "I'll seethat the Government hears of
your cheating, thieving monopoly!"

Thethin lips of Wilson, the older partner, became
thinner and he looked dangeroudy at the redhaired
youth.



"Boy, you've got thingsto learn,” he said calmly.

"Y ou've got to learn who the Lords of Power are." And
Wilson spoke to the burly men behind Curt in sharp
command. "Teach him who we are, men.”

Curt tried to spin around, but astunning blow from a
clenched fist caught him before he completed the
movement. He reded and felt another blow plit his
lips, and his head rang with the shock.

Hewas only dimly aware then of further smashing
blows, of fdling strengthlessly to the floor, of heavy
boots kicking him. He dipped into amerciful uncon-
sciousness.

THE QUEST FOR JUSTICE

When he awoke, sore and bruised and cold, he

found himself being carried over theice-fidds by
Orag's Plutonians. Orag helped him as he ungteadily
tried to stand erect.

"They beat you and threw you out of the dome!"

raged Orag. "They held us off with their atom-guns,
and would have dain uswhere we stood if wetried to
sop them.”

The Plutonian added fiercdly, "We shal gather dl

the tribes and attack these evil Lords of Power, and de-
droy them.”

"No!" Curt said through puffed lips. "It'sfor meto
seethat justice is done, Orag. Take me back now to
your aity.”

When they reached the ice-city of Qulun, and Otho
and Grag and the Brain learned what had occurred, the
android and robot exploded with rage. Hands had been
laid upon their beloved ward and pupil!

"WEell go back there and blast them!" snarled Otho.
"Well make these so-caled Lords of Power sorry they
ever saw you beforethey die”

"No!" Curt Newton contradicted. Hisyoung eyes
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had astrange, cold new light. "Well mete out justice to
them - not mere vengeance. Well force Wilson and
Kincaid to go back to Earth and surrender themselves
to thejustice of the Government.”

"But how can we do that?' Grag objected. "They!ll
never leave Pluto of their own accord.”

THE SONIC-SILENT BEAM

"| think they will," Curt declared. "The atomic gen-
erators are dl that make their domed trading-town hab-
itable. And we can 'kill' those generators, by using the
inhibiting damping-ray that you showed me how to pro-
duce. That, and the Brain's 'sonic-silent’ beam, will
force them out.”

"The'sonic-slent' beam?" cried Otho. "Say, | begin



to understand your plan now! Y ou'refiguring to useit
to-"

"Yes," Curt nodded. "That's what we're going to do.”
Curt's youthful, bruised face suddenly changed from
itscoldly grim expression. A look of dismay appeared
in his eyes as he met the oddly intent gaze of the Brain.
"| forgot mysdf for amoment,” Curt said uncertain-
ly. "l wasgiving you orders. | didn't mean to do that."
The Brain broke along silence. "Curtis, you need

not apologize. We shdl do asyou suggest.”

THE DAWN OF MANHOQOD

That moment, al four of them knew, marked a
changeforever inthar reations. It meant that Curt
Newton was no longer their pupil, their ward. It meant
that he had suddenly become their leader - that new,
grim purpose had suddenly brought manhood.

That night, the big atomic generatorsin the domed
trading-town suddenly went dead. The puzzled engi-
neers, after working for atimein vain, summoned Wil-
son and Kincaid.

"We can't understand it," they told the two sdif-

styled Lords of Power. "The generators should work,
but they just don't."

"Y ou mean, you don't know your business!" raged
Kincaid. Y ou get them working, beforewe dl freeze."
But though the engineers|abored franticdly, the

great cyclotronsremained dead. Thetoiling men never
dreamed of thelittle ship that was hovering far up in
the dusky sky, playing upon the dometheinvisblein-
hibiting force that "killed" dl aomic activity.

CHILL INTHEAIR

Theair in the dome began to grow cold asthe pow-
erful atomic heaters ceased functioning. It had been
dark for hours except for make-shift lights. More and
more chill grew the air, frost gathering on the dome.
The shivering Earthmen watched anxioudy asthe
swegting engineers labored at their fruitless task under
the lashing words of their employers.

Then Kincaid and Wilson and al their men sudden-

ly started. A clear voice had suddenly spoken loudly
from the air around them.

"Go to Earth and surrender yourselvesto System
law!" it commanded.

"Who said that?" snarled Kincaid, drawing his atom-
pistol.

"It'snobody - it just came out of the air!” gasped a
man.

Again the voice spoke, from the empty air around
them, repesting its command. It was loud, louder than
any ordinary voice.

The men could not dream that it was the "sonic-



slent” beam of the Brain that produced the effect - a
beam of sound vibrations pitched below the limits of
audibility but focused so as to become suddenly audible
vibrations at a selected distance from the transmitter.
Over and over it repeated its eerie command. The
darkness and increasing cold and the grim voice from
empty air began to crack nerves.

"We can' fix these cycs," the engineersfindly con-
fessed.

"Let'sget out 0 herel™ begged one of the men.

"WEell freezeif wedon't. An' that voice meanstrouble.”
"It'sjust atrick," hissed Kincaid. "But well go.

WEell head for Uranus and wait there awhile, and come
back with new generators.”

THE UNSEEN VOICE

They hadtily loaded their grest bales of valuablefurs
into their space-ship, and took off for Uranus. They es-
tablished a camp among the Black Mountains of that
planet's equatorid region, near the Canyon of the End-
lessRiver. But on their second day there, the unseen
voice spoke again.

"Go to Earth and surrender yoursalvesto System

lan!"

For two days, the voice spoke, hour after hour, re-
peseting that relentless command. The raging Wilson
and Kincaid searched furioudy for its source without
success. In desperation, they turned their atom-guns at
random on the migt-hidden cliffs overhead. The only re-
ault wasto start an avadanche from which they and their
ship barely escaped.

The Lords of Power and their men flew to Saturn.
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They made new camp near the Vdley of the Slicae
near the southern pole of that world. But again the
voice remorsalessy prodded them. There seemed no
source of it. Curt and his comrades were projecting the
"sonic-glent” beam from miles away.

The Silicae came crawling upon the camp of Wilson
and Kincaid, attracted by their indiscriminate firing at
nothing. The great gray inorganic mongters made them
hagtily remove camp northward. But in their new camp
by the Wandering Lakes, deadly puff-ballsfrom the
Fungus Forest came upon the wind. And the grim, cold
voicewas il with them.

NO ESCAPE!

Morethan alittle fearful, the Lords of Power es-

sayed another attempt to escape their maddening tor-
mentors. They fled to Jupiter and endeavored to hidein
the vast fern-jungles south of the Fire Sea. But though
they had pitched their camp in the ancient Jovian ruins



which were shunned by dl Jovians asthe Place of the
Dead, the cold voice reached them.

"Go to Earth and surrender yoursalvesto System

lan!™

In panic, the followers of Wilson and Kincaid de-
serted them, stumbling away through the fern-junglesin
mad flight from the unknown. And at last utterly bro-
ken in nerve, Wilson and Kincaid steered toward Earth.
Curt Newton's ship followed at a distance, still prod-
ding thefugitiveswith the "sonic-glent” beam asthey
landed near Government Tower.

"Surrender yoursavesto System law!™ camethein-
exorable order.

At that abewildered Planet Police chief and equaly
bewildered System President listened as two broken,
haunted-looking men babbled a confession of having
defrauded Plutonian natives by meansof anillegd
monopoaly.

Later that night, the System President sat in his of-

fice high in Government Tower reflecting on the
strange occurrence. Histhin, aging face expressed sud-
den startled wonder as he heard a space-ship landing on
the truncated top of the tower. No ship but his own ever
landed there.

FOUR STRANGE FIGURES

Heroseto hisfeet to cdl officers. Then hefroze. In
his office door had appeared four figuresthat seemed
unredl. They wereatall Earth youngster, with red hair
and clear, purposeful gray eyes; alithe, green-eyed an-
droid; agiant meta robot; and aBrain broodingin a
square transparent serum-case, watching with lens-like
atificid eyes

"It was we who drove Wilson and Kincaid to con-
fess" Curt Newton told the President quietly. "And |
wanted to tell you this: thefursin their ship were stolen
by fraud from the native Plutonians. The vaue of those
furs, in needed goods, should be given to the Plutoni-
as”

The President stared, and then asthe four strange
visitantsturned to leave, he asked adazed question.
"Who - who are you?'

The redheaded youngster turned, for amoment.

"Just someone who didn't want to see the whole future
of Pluto's people wrecked for profits.”

Then aquick, humorous amilelit hisgray eyesand

he added, "If you want anameto call me by, why, you
can cal me Cgptain Future!”

It was thus that Curt Newton became Captain Fu-
turel
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HENEVER men of the System talk of Cap-

tain Futurés brilliant exploits, someone

sooner or later issureto say:W"Well, after al. Captain Future met his match once.
The Chameleon beat him.”

The whole System knows that as the one mgjor de-
feat on the record of the Futuremen. But the System
does not know dl the story of that famous occasion
when Captain Future was bested by the Chameleon.
AN INTERPLANETARY ROBBER

The Chame eon was the most daring and notorious
interplanetary robber in the System. He was not one of
the space-pirates who infested the wild moons of the
outer worlds. He preferred almost always to work
alone, and his depredations were carried out with a
smoothness and skill and lack of bloodshed far re-
moved from theviciousraids of the brutal corsairs.
Hewasnot akiller - hewas athief of genius.

It was the Chameleon who single-handed held up a
gpace-liner, by gaining mastery of its control-room and
then forcing the passengersto deposit their vauablesin
alife-rocket in which helater vanished.

It was the Chameleon who stole the fire-emerald

eyes of the Venusian svampmen's god, though that idol
was at the center of acage of ferocious marsh-tigers.

It was the Chameleon who impersonated an Earth
officia cometo Marsto collect the Government rev-
enues, and walked coolly off with the immense sum.
THE CHAMELEON LAUGHS

The Chame eon seemed to laugh at the attempts of

the Planet Patrol to catch him. Always, when they were
hottest on histrail, hislittle, swift black cruiser would
vanish as though space had swallowed it up.

It always vanished in a certain section - Sector 16 -

of the asteroida zone. The implication was clear that
the Chameleon's base was somewherein that sector, but
the Patrol searched for it in vain. So great becamethe
Chame eon's reputation, that merchant-ships plying
through the zone made long detours to avoid that sec-
tor.

It was this development which caused Halk Anders,
commander of the Patrol, to swallow his pride and ask
for Captain Futures help in catching the arch-thief of
the System.

"He's got us stumped!” swore the commander. "And
ships are having to make that long detour around Sector
16, just because of one criminal. Were becoming the
laughing-stock of the System.”

A SUBTLETRAP

Captain Future, who wanted to get back to hisMoon
home, was not interested in chasing dippery thieves
and said so.



"It'syour job, Hak," he grinned. "Y ou'll haveto
search Sector 16 until you find out where the fellow has
his hidden base."

" tell you, we've been over every inch of that sector
ahundred timesl" exclaimed the frustirated commander.
"There's some dangerous meteor-svarmsin it, and
there's Mazzatarraand Ferronia, a couple of smal, air-
less asteroids. But there's no place where a man could
have abase. Y et the Chameleon has one there, some-
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where"

Curt Newton became more interested. "Thefelow
must be clever. But why waste more time hunting for
his base. Why not make him walk right into your
ams?'

"Y ou mean, set atrap for him?' asked Halk Anders.
"It wouldn't work. We've tried it, and the Chameleon's
too smart for that.”

"Y ou haven't set asubtle enough trap," Captain Fu-
turetold him. "The Chame eon would be clever enough
to investigate before making hisplay. I'll set atrap for
him that he can back-trail without having his suspicions
aroused - and helll comewakingintoit.”
PROSPECTOR'S LUCK

A ghort time later, the telenews headlined the sensa-
tional discovery of an Earth prospector on Mercury.
The prospector, John Willison, had found adozen sun-
stones, the most vauable gem in the System, near the
edge of the Hot Side.

Captain Future was the lucky prospector, of course.
He had gone to Mercury and, well-disguised, had actu-
aly unearthed the rare sun-stones from a deposit which
the Futuremen had long known abouit.

AsWillison, the lucky, newly-rich prospector, Curt
cameto Earth. He was televised by the news-services,
showing hisjewelsto the System, bragging of his good
fortune, playing his part to the hilt.

"Aren't you worried over the safety of your jewels,

Mr. Willison?" theinterviewer asked him amilingly.
"Not me!" Curt answered boastfully. "I'm an old

hand on the interplanetary frontier, and | know how to
look after what's mine. I've sold one of the stones, and
the rest are safe with me, from any thief.”

Curt had redlly sold one of the jewes. With the

money thus derived, he set up asanewly-rich million-
arein an eaborate mansion near New Y ork. Otho, in



appropriate disguise, was his butler. The trap was now
ready, and they waited for the Chameleon to enter it.
AT LAST -AVISITOR!

Weeks passed, but nothing happened. Curt was not
impatient. He had known the Chameleon was clever,
and he guessed that the notorious thief was carefully
checking thetrail of those jewels before acting.

Then one night, Otho came gravely into the library

and told Curt, " A caller to seeyou, Mr. Willison. Itisa
Mr. Norman Thaine."

Under hisbreath, Otho hissed, "It'shim! The X-Ray
alarm at the door showed that he's carrying an atom-pis-
tal."

"All right, show himin," Curt said loudly to his

"butler.”

Mr. Norman Thaine was awell-dressed, studious
looking young Earthman of quite ordinary appearance.
He cameto the point at once.

"Mr. Willison, like everyone e se I've heard of your
sun-gones. I'm very much interested in them.”

"What do you mean - interested?’ barked the dis-
guised Captain Future, pretending to scowl suspicious-
ly.

"Let meexplain." said Norman Thaine earnesily. |

am ajewel-collector. | can afford to pay agood price
for your stones, since a space-ship invention of minea
few years ago made mefairly wedthy. Y ou can check
my references, if youwish. I'd like to seethe jewels.”
Curt looked over the documents Thaine handed him.
They seemed authentic. Y et he was certain that this
man was the Chameleon.

A SURPRISEATTACK

He neverthel ess went to a secret cupboard and took
from it the little casket in which were the el even blaz-
ing yelow sun-stones.

"Therethey are, Mr. Thaine," he drawled. "Bealties,
aren't they? Y ou sure you can afford to buy one?
"Yes, of course" said Thaine. As he stepped for-
ward, his hand went into his jacket-pocket.

"No you don't, Chameleon!" exclamed Curt, and
plunged forward before the man could draw the gunin
his pocket.

Captain Future's surprise attack caught the other be-
fore he could resst. Curt's swift ju-jitsu ondaught had
the man overpowered in amoment.

Ten minutes|ater, Commander Halk Anders of the
Petrol camein answer to Curt'scall.

"Therésyour Chameeon, Halk," grinned Curt,
pointing to the prisoner.

"Y ou must be crazy!" said Norman Thaine. "I'm not
the Chameeon.”



"Thenwhy," Curt asked him dryly, "were you reach-
ing for the atom-pistal in your pocket?"

"l wasn't reaching for that - | was reaching to show
you the money in my pocket, to convinceyou | could
buy one of the jewels." Thaineretorted. "'l carried the
gun, for protection of my money."

"He did have abig sum of money in that pocket,”
Otho reported.

"Sure stolen money," grunted Halk Anders. "He's

the Chamdeon dl right.”

"But I'm not!" Thaineingsted. "Those identity-pa-
pers-"

"All forged, without doubt," the Commander snort-
ed. "Captain Future, you've done the Patrol abig ser-
vice getting thisfdlow. I'm glad that | cantdll those
scary shipping companies now that it's safeto go
through Sector 16, since the Chameleon's caught now.”
THAINE PROVESHISIDENTITY!

The telenews blazoned the news to the whole Sys-
tem in the following hour. The Chameleon captured at
last - by Captain Future!
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People remarked, "Well, he was dick enough to fool
the Patrol along while, but the Futuremen were adif-
ferent matter.”

But, up in headquarters of the Patrol in Government
Tower, Commander Anders was not fedling astri-
umphant as he had felt at firg.

"| can't understand this!" the commander told Cap-
tain Future. "We checked that fellow's papers, just asa
matter of routine - never doubting they were forged.
But they're not forged. Apparently, thisman hasa
solidly-established identity as Norman Thaine, Earth
inventor ."

"Of course, I'm Norman Thaine!" inssted the pris-
oner. "Thisisal nonsense about me being the
Chamdeon.”

Curt was unconvinced. "Y ou're the Chameleon, and
we both know it," he asserted. "And I'm going to prove
it

But, in the following days, Curt found that he could
not shake the identity of Norman Thaine. Thainewas
identified by severd people, in particular, by the pres-
dent of the space-ship factory to whom he had sold an
invention afew years before.

"Y et heisthe Chameeon, beyond doubt!" Captain
Future declared. "'l seeit dl now. HE's been clever
enough to establish two or three different identities,
through the past years, in preparation for just such asit-
uation asthis”



RELEASE!

"But we can't prove he'sthe Chameleon,” Halk An-
derssaid helplesdy. "None of the Chameleon'sformer
victims can positively identify him. Y et hesnot using
make-up or disguise - gpparently the only disguise he
usesis cunning aterations of expression, and posture.
We can't prove he's the Chameleon, or even that hein-
tended to rob you of the sun-stonesthat night. And he
can prove hesNorman Thaine.”

"And he's hired alawyer who's demanding hisre-
lease under the habeas corpus clause of interplanetary
law,” putinan officid.

"WElIl haveto rdease him, then," groaned Halk An-
ders. "By law, we can't hold him longer when we have
no proof of hisquilt."

"But we know he'sthe Chameleon!” Curt Newton
exclamed.

"Sure we do, but well haveto let him go anyway,

and admit to the System that we didn't catch him after
al," Hak said unhappily.

Norman Thaine was brought into the Commander's
office, and handed hisrelease. Not by aniota, did he
display any exultetion.

"I'm going to charge you dl with fase arrest,” he de-
clared indignantly.

THE DOOMED SPACE-LINER

Curt Newton knew that even as he spoke, the mas-
ter-thief was laughing to himsdlf behind that indignant
mask.

"Get out of here, before | lose control of mysalf!”

Halk Andersblazed at Thaine. "'If therewas just one
shadow of proof -"

At that moment, there came an interruption. The
captain of the Mars station of the Patrol appeared, in
the televisor-screen nearby.

"Cdling GHQ!" hewas exclaming. Then asHak
Anders snapped aswitch, the officer continued hastily,
"Just picked up SOS from the liner Starmaid! She was
running through Sector 16 of the asteroid zone when an
uncharted meteor-swarm caught her."

"The devil!" groaned Halk Anders. "I told the ship-
ping companies not to start going through Sector |6
again until it had been freshly charted!"

"The Starmaid was hard hit, gir,” the other reported
tautly. " She telaudioed information that the ship was
completely crippled, that its passengers and crew were
abandoning her in the life-rockets, but that they had
only four life-rockets - the rest were smashed. Crowd-
edinlikethat, they haven't air enough for more than
twenty hours."

"Good God!" muttered the Commander, appalled.



"They're doomed, then. We can't get arelief cruiser
from Mars station to that sector in lessthan ninety
hours."

"lsn't there any habitable 'toid in that sector where
they can land?' asked the Martian officer tensdly. "l
could advise them -"

"Y ou know there isn't - nothing but those meteors
and acouple of airless asteroids,” groaned Anders.
"Not a placein that whole sector with air enough to
keep them divethat long -"

THE SECRET BASE

He stopped suddenly, as he saw that Captain Future
was looking at Norman Thaine, quietly and steedily.
"Y ou have asecret base in that sector, Chameleon,”
Curt was saying. "Thered be air enough there to keep
those people dive. They could get to it - if you told us
wherethe baseis.”

"How can | tel you that?' Thaineretorted. "I'm not
the Chameleon - | don't know where hisbaseis."
"Theréell be women and children in those life-rock-
ets" Curt went on quietly. "Women and children who
will die of suffocation twenty hours from now, unless
they reach aplacewith air.”

Swest stood out on Norman Thaine's forehead. His
face took on agray palor, and he clenched hisfigts.
When he spoke, hisvoice was hoarse. "All right,
Captain Future. Tl those life-rocketsto makefor the
asteroid Ferronia. There's a crater-peak near its north-
ern pole. Down inthat crater they'll find an airlock, and
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beneath it ismy cavern-base. It has oxygen-generators
enough to keep them dl dive until help comes.”

When Halk Anders had repeated that information to
be relayed by telaudio to the life-rockets, Captain Fu-
ture looked fixedly, at their prisoner.

"Youredlize, of course" Curt said to Norman

Thaine, "that you have just convicted yourself of being
the Chameleon”?'

The Chameeon laughed harshly. "Sure, | know.

And just when | wasfreeto walk out of here. I'm the
prizeidiot of dl time, en?'

PLUTO PRISON FOR LIFE!

Anderssaid, movedly, "l wish | could tell you that
thiswould cance out your record, Chameleon. But it
won't - the courtswill have to send you out to Pluto
Prison for lifein spite of what you did.”

"Wdll, | was bound to go there sooner or later,"
shrugged the Chameleon.

Curt told the Commander. "I'll watch him whileyou
cal the guards back to take him, Halk."



Looking at Curt alittle puzzledly, Halk Anderswent
out. Left alone, with the prisoner, Curt sat quietly bal-
ancing his proton-pistol on hisknee. He spoke casudly.
"Thelittle rocket-flier | came herein tonight isup

on the landing-deck atop this Tower, Chameeon," he
remarked.

"What about it? I'm not going anywhere, said the
Chameleon half-bitterly.

"l don't know," drawled Captain Future. "A smart,
active fdlow like you might be able to duck out of this
office before | had time to shoot, and make it to the top-
deck and get away inthat flier."

A STRAIGHT SPACE-TRAIL

The Chameleon becamerigid, staring at Captain Fu-
ture.

Curt spoke on casudly, looking absently he calling.

"A fdlow as smart asthat,” he said, "ought to be

smart enough to stop al this business of robbery and
blaze agtraight space-trail from now on."

The Chameleon's eyes shone. "Thanks. Captain Fu-
ture," he whispered.

"Thanksfor what?' Curt repeated. "I don't know

what you're talking about. | -"

He grinned, then. For the Chameleon was aready
gone, like ashadow. Curt waited amoment, then fired a
crashing blast from hisgun into ablank wall. He heard
arocket-flier roaring away, overhead.

Hak Andersand other Patrol officers came running
inamoment later. They found Curt Newton the picture
of chagrin.

"Hetricked me and got away!" Curt swore. "Hewas
gone before| evenfiredin hisdirection!"

CAPTAIN FUTURE CAN TAKEIT!

A few minutes later, when the Commander was
aonewith Curt, he favored Captain Future with an un-
derstanding grin.

"I knew why you sent me out on that fool's errand,
Future. And I'm glad you did. A fellow who did what
the Chameleon did tonight deservesto have afew rules
broken for him."

Curt nodded. "Somehow, | think we've heard the last
of the Chameleon, Halk. | don't think helll ever bother
the Patrol again.”

Hak Anders pointed out, "Y ou redize thisisgoing

to make you look awful foolish? I'll have to admit that
the Chameleon tricked Captain Future to get away."
Curt shrugged. "Go ahead and admit it, Halk. | can
takeit."

The Chameeon never resumed depredations again.
But he has never been forgotten by the System.



For he was, as everybody knows, the one outlaw

who was smart enough to beat Captain Future!
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NE of the most astounding episodesin the ca-

reer of the Futuremen began with the puzzling

case of the Space Queen.OThe Space Queen, abig, fast liner in the outer planet
trade, was on its way from Saturn to Earth when it hap-
pened. The ship wastweve million milesinsde the or-
bit of Jupiter when itsingtruments warned that another
craft was cutting acrossits course.

The other ship soon cameinto view. And the offi-
cersof theliner exclamed in astonishment asthey rec-
ognized that small, teardrop-shaped craft.

That ship was known to every rocketeer in the Sys-
tem.

"It's Captain Future's ship, the Comet! And hessg-
naing usto dow down."

"Do so a once," ordered the captain promptly.

THE RADIUM CASES

Astheliner dackened speed, the smaller ship came
amost close enough to touch it. Acrossthe gulf be-
tween the two craft came hurtling three figures, only
two of whom wore space-suits.

They entered the Space Queen through itsairlock

and were greeted by a somewhat anxious captain and
officers. Thethree vistorswereatal red-haired young
Earthman, alithe, rubbery-looking man, and ahuge
metal robot. Everyone recognized the famoustrio in-
Santly.

"What's up, Captain Future?' asked the liner captain
worriedly.

"Y ou have acargo of radium aboard?' asked the
red-haired young Earthman crisply.

The captain nodded. "Y es, ten million dollars worth

of the pure dement.”

A THIEVING PLOT

"Therésaplot afoot to sted it from, you," the other
told him rgpidly. "It would involve the wrecking of
your ship. I'm going to take that radium aboard the
Comet. I'll deliver it later to Earth.”

Any other man in the System would have been met

by aburst of laughter had he made that suggestion. But
confidencein theintegrity of the Futuremen was uni-
versa and absolute. The captain did not hesitate a mo-
ment.

"Very wdl, I'll help you transfer the radium cases.

And thanks alot for stepping in to help us, Captain Fu-
ture!”

The small lead cases were soon transferred to the lit-
tleteardrop ship. With afind flash of itssgnds, it



drove away into the void. Vastly relieved, the captain
ordered the Space Queen to proceed to Earth.

Upon arriva at Earth, the officer reported to his
company officials what had happened. They took the
sameview of it as he had done.

"We're lucky the Futuremen took ahand in thething

- otherwise we might have lost radium and ship, too!
They'll probably bring the radium in beforelong.”

A NEW METHOD OF PIRACY?

A few dayslater, aspace-freighter cameinto Mars
with atae of asmilar experience. The Futuremen had
halted it in space, and had taken from it a shipment of
platinum whose safety Captain Future had declared to
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be imperiled. In rapid succession hdf adozen other
ships reported that the Futuremen had taken smilar
vauable cargoes from them.

The officias of the shipping companies and the Sys-
tem Government speculated as to what was going on. It
was believed that some big plot to rob interplanetary
shipping by acunning new method of piracy had been
hatched, and that the Futuremen had intervened to baf-
flethe plotters.

"They can't get ahead of Captain Future,”" remarked
severd officids, stisfied. "He got wind somehow of
what was being planned, and is acting to prevent it.
Look at the valuable cargoes he's saving.”

But as days went by, a certain doubt began to arise.
The Futuremen were till operating in apuzzling way,
out among the planets. Curt Newton and hisfollowers
were relieving one ship after another of vauable ship-
ments, but not one of those shipments of precious ores
and metals had yet been delivered to their destinations.
That was brought to the attention of the System
President.

"Oh, it'sdl right - Futurewill bring the stuff in

when hehastime" hesad.

"Nobody doubts that, but the delay is embarrassing
severa companies,” pointed out his secretary. "Won't
you cdl him about it?"

The President acceded. He put through atelevisor
cal-signa tuned to the secret wave which few people
knew. He was calling the |aboratory-home of the Fu-
turemen, on Earth's Moon.

A SHOCK FOR CAPTAIN FUTURE

Captain Future answered. And Curt Newton listened



with increasing bewilderment to what the President
sad.

"I don't know what you're talking about!" Curt ex-
clamed. "I never took any shipments off those ships.
Grag and Otho and Simon and | have been right here on
the Moon for weeks, working out anew invention.”
"But that'simpossible!" said the President. "Those
ship officersal saw and talked with you, when they
turned over the shipmentsto you."

In the televisor-screen. Curt's keen face showed
dam.

"There's something wrong. I'm coming to Earth at
once."

When Curt and the three Futuremen reached the of -
fice of the president, the famous planeteer listened
closdly tothe officid'srecitd.

Then he asked, "Cal in any of those ship officers

who are on Earth now."

The captain of the Space Queen was one of them.

"Y ou say you turned over that radium shipment to
me?' Curt asked him sharply. "Areyou quite sureit
was me?'

"Of course I'm sure," replied the captain. ™'Y ou were
as closeto me as you are now - you and your two pals
there." He pointed toward Grag and Otho.

"Why, you're cra-" Grag started to gjaculate, but

Curt slenced him. Hetold the captain and other offi-
cers, "That'sall | wanted to know. Just aroutine ac-
knowledgement for the Government.”

A CRIMINAL IMPERSONATOR

Satified by that explanation, the ship officerswith-
drew. Captain Future looked steadily at the President.
"It's clear now what isgoing on," he declared.
"Someone isimpersonating me. Someonewho isusing
my name, and the confidence of the Systlemin me, to
perpetrate robbery on avast scale.”

The President was dumbfounded. "But those ship-
officersal sworeit was you and your Futuremen they
met! They saw Grag and Otho, aswell asyourself. And
thereisn't another robot in the System like Grag!"

"l know that, and | can't understand it,” Curt admit-
ted. "But it's certain that 1've got acrimina double, and
that he and other pirates are impersonating me and the
Futuremen.”

"Good Lord, hesill taking millionsaway from

ships and isolated planetary towns by thistrick!" ex-
claimed the President, aghast. He reached for the televi-
sor. "Well broadcast warning to the whole System of
what'sgoing on.”

"No, don't do that!" Curt intervened quickly. "It
would throw al the companiesinto apanic. They'd



storm your office, demanding that their shipmentsbe
recovered. The criminas behind thiswould know that
we had dready fathomed their plot.

"Also," Captain Future added grimly, "it would

make things plenty hot for me. A lot of people wouldn't
believe that we Futuremen could have doubles so per-
fect asto deceive everyone. A lot of people would think
that we had actually robbed al those ships of their car-
goes”

"Holy sun-imps, | never thought of that!" Otho ex-
claimed. " Say, our reputations are ruined forever unless
we catch these doubles of ours™

"More than that, our usefulnessin the System will

be permanently impaired,” Curt warned. "Unlesswe
capture and expose these plotters, therell awaysbea
lurking doubt asto our innocence.”

THE FIRST FAINT CLUE

Their problem was complicated by the time factor.
Already, the shipping companies were murmuring com-
plaints because the Futuremen had not yet delivered the
vauable cargoes they had taken. Those murmurs would
S0ON grow into open expressions of doubt.

Curt Newton attacked the mystery with characteris-

tic concentration. Hisfirst quest wasto ascertain the
identity of the crimina masguerading as himsaf.

"Only plastic surgery of the most advanced type
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could make that crimind into such an exact double of
myself," he pointed out. "But even super-surgery hasits
limitations. It can't dter height, weight or certain skull-
messurements. Therefore, the criminal selected to be
my double would haveto coincide with mein those
measurements.”

That gave thefirg faint clue. They went through the
voluminous crimind records of the Planet Petrol, each
card of which gave data concerning one of the System'’s
criminas. They searched the Earthman section.

The photo-e ectric scanning-machine, once it was

set, went rapidly through the cards and threw out sever-
a scores of them which gave the descriptions of crimi-
nals who were of Captain Future's exact height.
Another scanning of these cards threw out afew

dozen crimind descriptions, corresponding to Curt in
weight. Continuing this cross-check againgt other und-
terable factors of skull-measurement, the cards werefi-
nally narrowed down to one.

THE FATAL CARD

"Garis Crain, Earthman, aged 26," read Captain Fu-
ture. "Black hair, brown eyes, scar on left cheek. Con-
victed first for robbery of aVenusian kulgawarehouse



-" Heread off thelong list of crimes, ending with, "-
escaped Syrtis Prison on Mars, June eleventh, two
thousand - unapprehended.”

"Ten to one, thisGaris Crainismy double," Curt

sad keenly. "Ligten to thisfinal notation, dated only a
year ago."

Heread, "'Crain believed to have been leader of pi-
rate band which raided the mining town of Noomat, on
southern Saturn, August fourteenth. Pirates were pur-
sued to the Zone, but escaped.' "

"Well, how doesdl that help us?* Otho demanded
Kkepticdly.

"It provesthat Crain has been operating from within
the Asteroid Zone," Curt affirmed. "Y ou know where
his base would be there."

"Pirates Planet, of course,” said the Brain.

Captain Future nodded. "No doubt of it. That old
thieves agteroid is gtill ahangout for the mid-System
outlaw bands." He went on puzzledly, "But who could
have made Crain into such an exact double of mysdlf?
Remember, it would take super-skill in plastic surgery.
There aren't ahundred surgeonsin the System who
could useinstruments well enough to do that, and who
would know how to effect re-coloration of hair and
eyes”

At once, they brought out the file cards on the sur-
geons of the System and scanned it.

"Crain may have kidnapped a surgeon for the pur-
pose" Curt was saying. "If oneismissing -"
CRIME'SBRAIN TRUST

They soon discovered that the only surgeon of suffi-
ciently high skill who was presently missing was one
Thua Quar of Venusopoalis.

"Listento thigl" Curt read. ""Thua Quar disappeared
four years ago, after being sought by the Venus section
of the policefor having used his plagtic surgica skill to
giveanew faceto acrimind fugitive. Rumors of the
System underworld name Thua Quar as one of the
Four."

"The Four?" repeated the President perplexedly.
"Who are the Four?'

Curt'seyes were gleaming. "They're a quartet we Fu-
turemen have been after for acouple of yearsl They
are, actudly, abrain trust of crime. We believe they've
been behind some of the biggest crimind coupsinre-
cent times. The vague information we've picked up is
that they consigt of four master scientists, an Earthman,
aVenusan, aMartian and a Saturnian, who maintain a
secret conaulting servicefor criminas.

"Any pirate or crimina who needs a pecid scientif-

ic weapon for his purposes, goesto the Four. They usu-



aly can furnish what is needed, and they take a big per-
centage of the proceeds of the coup. They take none of
the risks themselves, and so have never been caught.
I'm sure that the Four are behind Crain'simpersonation
of mysdf.”

"Say, you don't think the Four have their base some-
where on Pirates Planet?' Otho cried. "Maybe that's
why we've never been ableto find it."

"It looks as though their base might be there," Curt
admitted. "But it's sure to be cunningly hidden. Our

best chance of finding it isthrough Crain. Caich him
and well have ared lead to the Four."

"But how the devil are we going to catch these dou-
bles of ours?' Grag wanted to know.

Captain Future grinned alittle. "Were going to let

them catch themsalves, as we've done with lots of oth-
es. Ligen, herésmy idea. . ."

ON THE TRAIL OF THE FOUR

A few dayslater, adumpy little freighter took off

from New Y ork spaceport. It waslisted as the Willings,
bound for Jupiter with asmall but vauable cargo of re-
fined platinum and tantalum.

Thelittle old freighter plugged dowly out past the

orbit of Mars. Actudly, it was not afreighter at dl. It
wasthe swift little Comet, ingenioudy disguised by a
fake superstructure of light metd plates built around it
to makeit look bigger and dumpier. Itsonly crew were
the Futuremen.

They were not far beyond the orbit of Marswhen

what Curt Newton had hoped for happened. A small
ship cameracing up toward them from the right quarter.
It was an exact replica of their own Comet and it
flashed an urgent Ssgndl.

"Captain Future, requesting you to stand by for usto
come aboard!" came from the televisor, in avoice un-
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cannily like Curt'sown voice.

"Okay, Captain Future!" Curt answered in a deep-
ened voice. "Were standing by!"

The fake Comet drove aongside the disguised real
Comet. From the pretenders ship came three figures,
two of them in space-suits. The third was a great robot
exactly resembling Grag.

Grag himsdlf was speechless.

"Thereisn't another inteligent metd man likemein

the System!™ he protested. "But that one looks like me!™
"The nerve of those crooks!" Otho wasraging.

"L ook, one of them isadead ringer for me!™

"Beready now," Captain Future ordered. "Here they
come.”



The three pretenders came into the airlock of the
disguised Comet. And as soon as the three doubles
wereingde, the Futuremen grabbed them.

FACING THEMSELVES

It was as Smple asthat. Theimposters hadn't a
chanceto fight, because they had not been expecting
the necessity. They found themsalves facing a brace of
deadly proton-guns, and stood speechless.

The Futuremen were speechless too, for the mo-
ment. These three were uncannily exact replicas of Curt
and Otho and Grag. For adramatic moment, the real
Futuremen and the impostors faced each other. And no
outsider could have told which was which.

Then Grag uttered atriumphant cry.

"I knew there wasn't another robot like mein the
System! Look, Chief!"

And Grag advanced upon the pseudo-Grag and tore
a hismeta body. Thefake Grag wasrevededto bea
huge, vicious-faced Jovian crimind disguised in amet-
a space-suit made to resemble Grag's meta body.
Captain Future spoke crisply to hisown glaring dou-
ble.

"A neat trick you've been using, Crain. Yes, | know
who you are - Garis Crain, pirate and criminal, wanted
by the Petrol for adozen offenses.”

Crain'sface, aface so amazingly like Curt's own, be-
came desperate and hunted in expression.

"It was the Four who made you into my double,
wasn't 1t?" Curt pressed. "And their baseison Pirates
Planet somewhere, isn't it? Wdll, you're going to take us
there. Y ou know the secret pirate wave-code and you
can navigate us safely through the svarms.”

Crain assumed an attitude of sullen defiance. "'l
won'tdoit."

"Oh, yes, youwill," Curt said relentlesdy. "Because

if you don't, well be wrecked in the swarms. And you
don't want to die. You'd alot rather go to Interplanetary
Prison, than die”

The Futuremen securely bound their prisoners. They
disabled the fake Comet and left it drifting. They
shucked away the disguise from the real Comet, and
gtarted into the Zone toward Pllas.

Curt steered right toward the dangerous meteor-
swarms around Pallas. And when disaster seemed im-
minent what he had foreseen happened. Crain's nerve
broke. The criminal hastily babbled the secret wave-
code by means of which they could steer their way
through the dangerous swarms.

PIRATES PLANET

Thusthe Comet came to Pirates Planet. It descended
toward the night side, and poised above the dark blot of



Red Lake. Milesto the west, the lights of the pirate
city, Freetown, threw aglow into the sky.

"Now take usto the hidden base of the Four," or-
dered Curt.

"Captain Future, | don't darel” Crain cried. "You
don't know what the Four arelike. They're devils! It
was they who thought up thiswholeimposture, and
picked mysalf and two othersto play it because we
werethe right height and so on. If you try to meddle
with them, they'll kill you - and then kill mefor bring-
ing you herel"

Curt again gpplied pressure. "Crain, unlessyou take
usto the Four, do you know what I'll do?I'll drop you
over therein Freetown. The pirates over there don't
know about your impersonation of me. Y ou'd not be
fool enough to tell them or anyone. So when you drop
inon them, they'll think you're really Captain Future.
Y ou know how those outlaws hate me. Y ou can guess
what they'll do to you, thinking that you're me!™
Crain's ghastly face showed that he knew only too
well what the bloodthirsty corsairswould do if they
thought they had captured Captain Future.

"All right," he choked. "I'll take you to the base of

the Four. But you'll never comeout of it dive.”

He directed Curt to steer the Comet toward arocky
hill on the eastern shore of Red Lake.

"Thewholehill ishollowed out," he explained.

"The secret laboratories of the Four areinsde of it."
"Good - welll land right by it," Curt declared. "The
Four will think our ship isthe fake Comet returning.
And they'll think that Grag and Otho and | are Crain
and the other doubles coming back from the trip!"
The audacity of the plan wastypicd of Captain Fu-
ture. And it held good chance of success. His hopes
were high as he landed the Comet in the darkness be-
sdetherocky hill.

Crain shakily gave them directions. But before leav-
ing the ship, Curt rapidly prepared three heavy little
metd chestswhich he and Grag and Otho took with
them. Simon remained to guard the prisoners.

"Why do we haveto carry thesethings?' grumbled
Grag.

"We're supposed to be bringing back platinum and
tantalum, aren't we?" Curt countered. "Besides, they
may be ussful in other ways.”
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CRIMINALS HIDE-OUT

Otho was chuckling as they made their way toward a
cunningly disguised opening in the sde of the hollow
hill.



"The Four will get an awful shock whenthey find

out the doubles are the real Futuremen.”

They entered the cavernous opening in the hillside.

A passage led through solid rock to asquare rock
chamber in which was a heavy door.

Curt touched the éectrobell beside the door inthe
signal he had extorted from Crain. His hand rested on
his proton-pistol asthey waited.

"Be ready to jump them the minute we have dl four
together," he muttered to the others.

At that moment, atrap-door opened beneath them.
They plummeted down through avertical shaft into a
space benegath. Curt struck a stone floor with a stunning
shock. . . .

Curt woketo find himsdf tightly bound. Otho was
bound aso, sitting beside him, and Grag was secured
by aheavy chain.

They werein ahbig, brightly it |aboratory some-
whereingde the hollow hill. Four men faced them - a
crafty looking, iron-haired Earthman, a suave young
Venusian, an ancient, wrinkled-faced Martian, and a
Saurnian dwarf with afreakishly huge head.

"The Four!" he muttered.

"Y es, we are the Four, Captain Future," coolly an-
swered the crafty Earthman. "We have anticipated that
sooner or later you would cal upon us."

Helaughed a Curt's expression of surprise. "We
knew of your reputation for resourceful ness and audaci-
ty. We believed that sooner or later you might be able
to locate our base here, and that if you did, you would
attempt to enter by passing yoursdlf off asyour own
doubles! So we took the precaution of inspecting Crain
and the other doubleswith X-Ray scanners, each time
before we | et them enter. The scanners would show
whether the robot wasredlly arobot, or amanindis-
guise”

"Devils of space, so that'swhat gave us away!"

hissed Otho.

"It was not hard to disarm and bind you three while
you lay stunned by your fal below," continued the
Earthman. "l suppose you redize your helplessness.
What did you do with Crain and the others?"

Curt pretended to be crushed. "They're out in our
ship." he muttered. "l suppose you're going to murder
Us?"

"After we have extracted as much vauable informa:
tion as possible from you - certainly.”

THE MY STERIOUS CHESTS

"Can't we make abargain?' Curt asked desperately.
"Those chests we brought redlly have afortunein plat-
inum in them. We wanted to carry out our whole



schemejust asthough we were redlly Crain and the oth-
ers, 0 there wouldn't be any dip-ups. Won't you take
the platinum and let usgo?"

The Earthman pondered. "Bring in the chests," he
ordered.

Theyoung Venusian member of the Four did so, one
by one. Curt saw that there was suspicion on the face of
the Earthman.

"Before we open the chests, use the X-Ray scanner
onthem," hedirected.

The dwarfed Saturnian brought the instrument and
peered through it at the chests.

"Nothing in the chests but bars of metd," he report-

ed.

"So you weretelling the truth?' the leeder of the

Four remarked to Curt. "Y our devotion to realism was,
carried too far, my dear Captain Future. Y ou lose not
only the platinum, but your lives, d<0."

He bent and unlocked one of the chests, and raised
itslid. Whoosh! A cloud of invisible gasthat had been
stored in the chest of bars at high pressure suddenly
burst out of it.

The Earthman fdl in histracks asthe gas reached
hisnodrils. Almogt in the same ingtant, the other three
of the Four and also Captain Future and Otho lost con-
sciousness as the potent gas expanded.

INVISIBLE "SLEEP-GAS'

Curt awoke, to find Grag bending over him. He
scrambled to hisfeet.

"The Four are safe?'

"Sure, I've got ‘em nicely trussed up,” Grag boomed.
"Chief, | sure was surprised when that gas knocked ev-
erybody out. Everybody but me, that is. It couldn't &f-
fect me, sincel don't bresthe."

"Yes, | figured onthat.” Curt grinned. "Y ou seg, |
hoped we'd be able to nab the Four without trouble. But
| thought that it was better to have a card up our deeve
in case Crain had tricked us and given usawrong elec-
trobell signal that would betray us. So when | put some
metal barsin those chests, | aso pumped the chestsfull
of theinvisible Uranian 'degp-gas " from that tank of it
we carry for making 'deep-bombs.' "

"I knew that the gas would get Otho and me, aswell
asthe Four, if it were ever released,” Curt added. "But
it wouldn't affect you, and | counted on your being able
to set things aright in the hour or so that we'd be uncon-
scious.”

"You didn't count invain, Chief," boasted Grag
proudly. “Though it took me nearly thewholetimeto
cut that chain away from around me, by starting one of
their atlomic blagtersand using itsflame.”



"Anyone could have done that, if he happened to be
acreature too dumb to breathe," snapped Otho to the
robot. "Come on and help me carry these four precious
rascas out to the ship. They're going to keep Crain
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company out in Interplanetary Prison.”

That iswhy, out in the great prison on Pluto's moon
Cerberus, alife sentenceis being served by a man who
isan uncanny double of Curt Newton. And hislifeis
not easy there. Too many of hisfellow prisoners persst
in believing that heisthe hated Captain Future!
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HE tdl red-haired man who stood in the center

of the moon-laboratory stood back for amoment

and surveyed the robot's body. In the laboratory

itsdlf, the humming of atomic motors could be heard,
supplying light and hest, purifying the air, making the
rockbound retregt livable.

T

But looking out through the plastex windows, he

could see the barren airless landscape of Earth's satel-
lite, covered with dark and gloomy shadows that of -
fered dmost perfect hiding placesfor the dangerous
metal-eating moon-wolves. There, dl was cold, silent,
amogt asempty of life and as dangerous as spaceitself.
Soon therewould be five of them on the Moon, but

at the moment there were only four - Roger Newton,
the red-haired man himsdf; hiswife, hisinfant son,
Curtis, and Simon Wright, agrizzled old scientist who
had been Roger'sfriend for years.

Simon was aling, and already could see degth ap-
proaching, but he had as yet no suspicion of the strange
fate that would eventudly be his- to liveasaBrain
without a body, to exist, and yet to be free of dmost dl
human cares.

Now hewas gill human, with the thoughts and emo-
tionsof aman.

He wasthe most brilliant scientist that Earth had
produced in generations, and at the moment the most
excited one. For today was to see the climax of years of
careful work.

A METAL BODY ISBUILT

Roger Newton moved toward a speaking tube.

"Well, Smon," he said, "it'stime for our robot to be
born."

A moment later Simon entered the laboratory. The
huge room wasfull of strange insruments and nove
forms of apparatus, most of them constructed by Roger



and Simon themselves, implements unknown anywhere
else onthe solar planets or their satellites.

But none was more wonderful than the metal body

of the robot, and the matchless mechanism of hy-
drophilic colloid metd that wasto be hisbrain.

The body lay upon a sturdy table, asuggestion of la-
tent power in the motionless limbs that had been con-
structed so carefully of specialy treated steel. No other
robot possessed abody likeit, but none the lessit had
taken the scientigts little enough time to fabricate.

It was the making of the brain that had delayed the
birth of Grag. The plansfor it had first been drawn up
ten years before by Simon. It had taken along timefor
them to come to fruition, but now the task was done,
with hundreds of thousands of brain paths carefully
traced in thefindly divided metal, each path so tiny and
delicate asto beinvisble, and yet possessed of suffi-
cient strength to control the motions of the mighty mon-
ger that would soon cometo life.

The brain had been placed in atemporary case of
strong stedl. Now Simon, with more caution than if he
had been handling a new born babe, lifted it out and in-
serted it into the cavity prepared for it within the robot's
head.

Here it would be protected by the strongest metal

yet known - magnasted, beside which ordinary stedl
had the strength of wet paper. There was one more task
to do, the connecting of numerous brain endings with
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the metd spind cord.

CONNECTING THE BRAIN

Simon's skilled hands worked quickly, while Roger
Newton handled the bank of eectrical instruments that
sent apulsing current through the newly made joints.

It was necessary to fuse each joint thoroughly and at
the sametime avoid overheating. In ahaf hour Smon
was finished, and stepped back to examine his handi-
work.

The robot was ready. Simon and Roger exchanged
glances, and Roger pushed a switch toward hiselderly
colleague.

"You bring himto life, Smon," hesaid. "Hesredly
your baby."

He could see the veins throbbing in Smon'stemple
asthe dderly scientist's hand moved toward the switch.
Emotion was athing that had for years seemed utterly



diento Smon's nature, but now afeding of excite-
ment, amost of fear, seemed to pervade his every fiber.
What if somewhere he had made atiny mistake, if

the robot did not cometo life, or if he cameto life, and
failed to possess the qudities for which Smon had
toiled so painfully? Simon's fingers pressed down on
thetiny knob of pladtic.

The robot's photo-electric eyes suddenly glowed
withlight.

"Stand up," ordered Simon, and Grag arose as readi-
ly asif he had been following ordersfor years.

"| obey. Madter," he said in adeep mechanical

voice.

Therewasagleam of triumphin Smon'seyes.

Y ears of effort had been crowned with success. The
robot was dive, and acting exactly as he should act.
PERIL IN THE LUCENITEPIT

It required severd days before he and Roger redized
that something waswrong. Neither scientist could put
hisfinger on the thing that aroused his uneasiness, but
they both felt it. Grag obeyed orders well - perhaps
even too well. But it seemed absurd to find areason for
complant inthat.

Then there came the day when Roger Newton dis-
covered therare minera in one of the moon craters. S-
mon, working in the laboratory, heard his excited voice
through the audiophone the two scientists lways wore
when one or both of them worked afield from the main
home.

"Come quickly, Simon, I've discovered alarge de-
posit of lucenitel™

Pausing only to dip on aspace helmet and to bark a
curt order to Grag to follow, Simon hastened out of the
laboratory. He found Roger gazing in triumph at ade-
posit of pinkish-gray mineral that Soread over a patch
of severa square yards.

Within the patch, Roger had been digging, and d-
though he was now a dozen feet beneath the surface,
the end of the lucenite was not yet in sight.

"Hereitis, Smon, enough to supply usfor years!

Now well no longer have to import rare metals from
Eath!"

Simon's eyes showed his pleasure. "Itll save usvau-
abletime," he said. And then he looked around quickly.
A dight noise, transmitted through the ground, had
reached hisears.

A pack of moon-wolveswas approaching. The giant,
long-fanged beests, their grayish metdlic bodies gleam-
ing, had scented food. They preferred to eat metd, but
in case of need would devour anything living that came
their way. And neither Roger nor Smon had remem-



bered to bring weapons.

Smon'slipstightened. "Y ou run for it, Roger," he

sad. "I'll try to hold them off."

Roger shook his head as he hefted the pick he had
been working with.

Simon perssted, "Y ou've got your wifeto livefor -
and Curt. I'm an old man. I'm going soon, anyhow."
"WEell run together - if Grag can hold them off,” de-
cided Newton.

GRAG'SFIRST TRIAL

Together they stared at the giant robot, who was re-
garding the gpproaching and snarling beasts with great
interest. "Weve made him strong enough,” admitted Si-
mon. "If only he has enough intelligence -"

Roger spoke directly to the robot. "Grag, we are re-
turning to the laboratory. Do not let the moon-wolves
follow us. Do you understand?”

"Yes, Madter," boomed Grag. "I shal obey."

They watched Grag move dowly toward the ap-
proaching mongters. Then, without further delay, they
turned and ran.

They were not followed. Evidently Grag was not
finding it as difficult asthey had feared to fight off the
moon-wolves. Smon dashed into the moon-laboratory
and immediately made for the cupboard where severa
atom-guns were stored.

They were weapons of especidly large caliber, and
projected beams that would drill through a moon-wolf
aseadly asan ordinary beam would drill through a
man. They had been constructed especidly for that pur-
pose.

Each holding apair of the guns, Smon and Roger
retraced their steps. Asthey came within sight of the
snarling beasts, Roger stared in bewilderment.
"Whereishe?'

Grag was nowhere to be seen. Nevertheless, the
beasts had remained in the same spot where the men
had |eft them, and were quarreling over something that
lay on the ground.

"It's Grag's brain-case," suddenly cried Smon
hoarsdy. "The magnasted hasressted their teeth! But
37

THE FUTUREMEN: No. 12 - The Birth of Grag
they've eaten therest of him!"

He plunged toward the animaswith a shout of rage,
both guns, blasting. A pair of moon-wolvesfdl, but an-
other trio came leaping toward him. One howled sound-
lesdy whiledill intheair, then fell motionlessasan
atom-ray blasted him. The others came on.

Roger fired quickly, and the leading beast fdll just as
histeeth closed over Smon'sleg. The other moon-wolf



hesitated, turned to run, and snarled onelast timein de-
fiance at the deadly beam which penetrated his body.
Of the entire pack, only one of the creatures suc-
ceeded in gaining the nearby shadows safely.

THE MY STERY OF GRAG'SDEFEAT

Simon'sleg wastorn and bleeding, but he evidently

felt no pain. He picked up Grag's brain-case, hisown
face white. Asthey wereto discover later, Grag'sbrain
wasfunctioning inddeit aswell asever. But of Grag's
enormously powerful body there was not atrace. The
bessts, intheir lust for meta, had devoured it all.
"Hedidn't put up astruggle!” exclaimed Roger in
amazement.

"Hejudt let them eat hisbody.” Smon'sface was
working with emation. "Roger, I've made aterrible mis-
take. Thisrobot isworthless. | may aswdll throw this
brain away and start al over again ... except that | won't
livelong enough to complete another one."

"All you need do ismake adight change," suggest-

ed Roger.

"It'l require more than that. | made the mistake,

Roger, of distrusting our robot, and therefore made him
too obedient. It'simpossible to go over each of those
brain-paths again, and ater that. HEll belikethisas
long ashelives”

Roger was slent. Then he spoke asif to himsdif.

"All we need do issupply him with afew reflexesthat
will take the place of aningtinct of sdf-preservation. If
we succeed in that, hell continueto obey usjust ashe's
done- and helll resst thewill of any onedse”

Simon scowled. "It isn't so easy to supply only the
reflexeswe want, and nothing e

"Y ou are forgetting the lucenite," replied Roger.

There was a startled look on Smon'sface. "The
lucenite! Of course! We canimmersethebrainina
suitable solution, subject it to lucenite radiations, and
only thoseionswill penetrate that are sufficiently hy-
drophilic! And then, if we send afew telepathic cur-
rents through the solution -"

"It won't tekelong.”

"A matter of weeks. Towork," said Simon grimly.

"My timeisshort."

THE NEW GRAG

Rebuilding Grag's body took just aslong atime as
making the dterationsin hisbrain. Then, once more S-
mon pressed the life-giving switch, once more the inan-
imate metal became aliving robot. Observing Grag ca
sudly, the two scientists could detect no changein him.
Had the treatment of hisbrain produced any effect?

It was aday later that they had the answer. SSimon
barked out an order, received no reply, and looked



around. Grag had disappeared. He was not in the moon-
laboratory, and no one had seen him go.
"Heisdifferent,” observed Simon. "In his previous
exigtence he never went away without recelving aspe-
cificorder to do s0."

"I wonder where heis," said Roger.

"Somepl ace where those moon-wolves can get at

him, | suppose. Did he take an atom-gun aong?'

All the atom-gunswere dlill in the laboratory. Simon
and Roger exchanged gloomy glances. If the samething
happened thistime that had happened before, they
would know that the robot was not worth saving.

The hours passed dowly, and within the [aboratory
there grew afedling of tensenessand of irritation. Grag
had not only left without recelving ordersto leave, but
he had done worse than that. By omitting to perform
the tasks that the two scientists had counted on his per-
forming, he had disarranged the |aboratory's work.

It was more than six hours before Grag returned.

When he came, he was dragging the dead bodies of half
adozen moon-wolves behind him.

"Where have you been?' asked Simon coldly.

"Out killing these beasts," boomed Grag. "'l heard

you talking, Master, and | realized they were pests. So |
figured I'd go hunting and get rid of abunch of them.
Just to make things safer around here.”

Roger smiled. Grag might be atrifle difficult to con-

trol in the future, but there was no doubt about hisintel-
ligence.

"Didit takeyou dl thistimeto kill ahaf dozen?

asked Simon.

"1 killed about fifty," growled the robot. "I just didn't
want to take the trouble to bring them al back. First it
was easy, because they scented me, and came running.
After atime, when the others saw what happened to the
first batch, | had to go look for them.”

"How did you find them in the shadows?' demanded
Roger.

"That was easy. Magter," boasted Grag. "They're
telepathic, and | could sense the mind-currents coming
fromthem.”

GRAG LEARNSTO BOAST

Roger nodded. The moon-wolveswere dightly tele-
pathic, and Grag, asaresult of hisown brain being sub-
jected to telepathic currents, was more sensitive to their
presence than a human being would have been.

"You're sure you killed about fifty?" asked Simon,

his manner Hill cold.

"Well, maybeit wasonly thirty," admitted Grag, un-
abashed. "But | could have killed fifty if they had been
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there. | could have killed a hundred, athousand. It was
easy, Madter. | didn't need an atom-gun, | just pulled
them apart.”

Heflexed his metdlic muscles, while the two scien-
tists Stared.

"You don't redize, Magter, just how strong | am.
Why, there was never anybody like me. I'll show you
what | cando-"

"Don't bother," interrupted Simon, smiling in spite

of himsdf.

"Whatever you say, Magter. But it was acinch,
pulling them apart. | can tear gpart anything that exigts.
| can take a space ship, and throw it off the Moon.
Why, with my atomic motors-"

"Get into the laboratory,” commanded Simon. "Pre-
pare that colloid solution for the android we're creat-
ing."

"Yes, Magter," said Grag humbly, and obeyed.

Roger laughed. But Simon scowled. "He's going to
beinsufferable.”

"Atfirg. But hell sraighten out. After dl, hesonly
acouple of daysold," reminded Roger Newton. "I think
we're going to enjoy Grag.”

"I hopeyou'reright, Because if youre not -" But the
implied threat was never carried out. As Roger had pre-
dicted, Grag did improve. But never again did hedis-
play the touching confidence in others that he had
shown in hisfirg incarnation.

Hewasdwaysto remain dightly vain, sdfish,

proud of his strength, eager to show it off - in aword,
he was away's to remain more human. He would get
adong.
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APTAIN FUTURE 4till isn't sure whether or

not it really happened. Grag swearsthat it was

al adream. Otho believesthat they weredl
temporarily out of their minds. But the Brainingsts
that the whole crazy adventure was scientifically poss-
ble.

C

It happened to the Futuremen on their way back

from that long star-quest to the cosmic cloud near the
gaaxy's center. The Comet was droning back toward
the System at tremendous speed when Otho came into
the control-room to report.

"We're nearly out of fuel, Chief," hetold Curt.

"Well have to stop somewhere for copper soon."
FUEL SHORTAGE

The atomic generators which powered the Comet's



vibration-drive used powdered copper fud. During this
long voyage through the galaxy, they had been forced
to stop at severd dar-systemsto replenish the fudl.
Captain Future frowned. "The nearest sar isalong
way out of our course. | hateto lose time going there
for copper.”

The ship wastraversing arather empty region of the
gaaxy, and the nearest star with planets was severd
light-yearsontheir l€ft.

"Maybe theré's adark star somewhere nearer than
that," suggested Simon Wright. "Take alook around
with the spectro-telescope, Grag.”

Grag went to the instrument and for some minutes
carefully swept space with it. He suddenly uttered a sat-
isfied exclamation.

"We'rein luck! Theresa'rogue planet' only afew
billion miles away from us, and dmost in our course.”
ROGUE PLANET

A "rogue planet” was the name given to wandering
planets of the void not attached to any star-system. The
Futuremen had encountered many such solitary, wan-
dering worlds which unguessable cosmic disasters had
torn loose from their parent suns and set raving aone.
Curt at once shifted the course of the Comet toward
the unseen "rogue" world. It soon bulked up ahead of
them in the blaze of the galaxy's sars, a planet of medi-
um size. It had aimosphere, and there was an odd pearly
glow of light about it.

They landed in that soft, dawn-like glow upon a

rolling, grassy plain. Ther instruments showed that the
atmosphere was oxygenated and had awarmth as sur-
prising asthe sourcelesslight.

"Queer looking planet,” Curt commented, puzzledly.
"Wdl, welve no time for exploring. Well just scout
around until we find some copper and then get on our
way."

They emerged into the soft, warm air. They needed

no space-suits, but Curt carried an instrument capable
of locating copper deposits by means of a principle of
atomic resonance.

The ingrument showed nothing. He looked around

at the slent landscape and then pointed to some low
hillswestward.

"Well try those hills. If there's copper there, theres-
onator will locateit.
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WISH FULFILLMENT

The Futuremen started forward, striding acrossthe
grassy plain in the soft glow.

"I was hoping wed find something edible here - I'm
tired of synthetic rations," complained Otho. "I could
go for ajuicy Jovian marsh-gpple right now."

The words were no sooner out of his mouth, than an
incredible thing happened. Therewasaswirl of mist
close by them, and suddenly a squat, many-branched
tree came magicaly into existence.

It was an unmistakable Jovian marsh-appletree.

And it was |oaded with pae, heavy fruit.

"Imps of Space!" yelled Otho, recailing. "Do you
others seeit too?'

"It wasn't there a minute ago - it just appeared out

of nothing!" stammered Grag.

Curt-Newton had swiftly drawn his proton-pistol.
Hewaslooking around in sharp alarm.

"That treecan't bered!" heexclamed. "It'sanillu-
sion of our minds. That meansthat were being some-
how hypnoticaly attacked."

"Hang it, the thing looks real enough,” Otho protest-
ed. He stepped forward, jerked one of the big marsh-ap-
plesoff atwig, and sank histeeth into it. He looked up,
stupefied. "Itisred! Andit'sgood.”

He reached to pick another of thefruits. But, ashe
made the motion, the tree abruptly dissolved into mist
and was gone.

"It'sgone again!" Grag shouted. "Chief, what doesit
mean?'

The Brain spoke sharply. "There's some fantastic
power at work on thisworld. | think we'd better leave
hereat once."

CAPTAIN FUTURE PROVES STUBBORN

But Captain Future's stubborn streak was aroused. "l
gl think it wasjust atrick of illuson. And were going
to get copper here before we go."

"That marsh-gpplewasnoilluson - it wasrea and
solid,” Otho ingsted.

"Say, maybethisisaWishing World, of some

kind?' Grag suggested eagerly. "Maybe dl you haveto
do iswish for something here and you get it?"

"Don't be childish,” Curt said acidly.

"I'm going to try it, anyway," Grag perssted. "'l wish

- 1 wish | had adiamond asbig asmy fist."

With bresthtaking rapidity, abrilliant, blazing some-
thing appeared on the ground at their feet. It was a pure
white diamond, and it was aslarge as Grag's huge meta
fig.

"Holy space-imps!" ydled Otho. "It redly works!

Y ou can wish for anything hereand get it."



He rubbed his hands together. "Heréswhere | get
mysdlf alot of things| dwayswanted. Firg, though,
I'm thirsty. | wish | had some water."

Theword "water" had no sooner Ieft hislips, than

dl four of them found themselves struggling in adeep
lake. Grag went down through the blue waterslike a
stone. The Brain darted up into the air, while Curt and
Otho swam rapidly toward the nearest shore.

Asthey emerged dripping from the miraculoudy-
formed lake, Grag came striding up out of the waters.
The robot could not drown, and he had walked aong
the bottom as they swam.

Grag sputtered furioudy. "Next time you wish for
anything, Otho, you specify how much of it you want!"
THE STRANGER

Curt asked the Brain, stunned: "What do you make

of it, Smon?| Hill bdieveit'sdl illuson.”

"If S0, it'saremarkably convincing one," rasped the
Brain.

"Say, look - there's somebody coming!™ exclaimed
Otho.

They dl svung around, drawing their weapons. A

tall, dark, pleasant-faced young man in an ordinary zip-
per-suit was approaching them.

"Watchit!" Curt rasped. "If weve been undergoing
some kind of hypnotic attack, thisfellow may bere-
soonsble”

The stranger stopped, looking a them with interest.
He spoke, inthe interstellar lingua francawhoseroot is
the ancient Denebian tongue.

"Y ou'revigtorsfrom outsde?' he said to Curt.
"Welcometo our world. My nameisPtar.”

"Will you tell uswhat kind of crazy world thisis?"
exploded Captain Future. "We landed here to get cop-
per for fudl, and we've been wondering whether or not
wevedl lost our minds.”

Ptar laughed. "I'll tell you dl about it. But you must
come along to my peoples city. We have plenty of cop-
per there."

Curt hesitated, then agreed. If thiswere afantastic
dream, it didn't matter whether or not he went. And if
thiswerered, he wanted to learn what was at the bot-
tomof it.

THE SCIENCE OF PTAR

"You see," sad Ptar asthey started westward toward
thelow hills, "thisisavery peculiar planet. If you want
anything, and concentrate your mind on it, you can cre-
aeit.”

"But how?" asked Curt exasperatedly.

Ptar shrugged. "We don't understand the scientific
basisof it oursalves. It seems obvious that matter and



energy do not follow the same natura laws here asin
the rest of theuniverse.”

He stopped, and said casually, "It'stoo far to walk to
my city. We'd better haveacar.”

Instantly, beside Ptar appeared alow-dung rocket-
car of shining metal. Ptar motioned them to enter, and
took the driver's seat himself.
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Asthe car scudded westward over theplainat a

rapid rate, Curt first pinched himsdlf and then ham-
mered the metal sde of the vehicle. He bruised hisfist
agang itsvery red solidity.

"l can't understand it," he gasped. "There'sa people
on Neptune's moon, back in our own System, who can
perform someweird fests of crestion; but they redly
cregte only insubstantial phantoms. Thiscar isred!"
"Wadl, it'smade life easy for my people,” Ptar said
practically. "l suppose that's the reason we're' not very
advanced scientifically. We have no need of science,
when we can get whatever we need by just wanting it."
A big glassitejug of Venusian brandy appeared sud-
denly in Otho'slap.

"None of that, Otho!" exclaimed Curt. "Y ou can

wish that Stuff right back out of existence - thingsare
upsetting enough, without you starting to drink."

Otho looked guilty, and the jug of brandy swirled

into mist and vanished asrapidly asit had appeared.
"Can | hdpitif my mind wanders?' demanded the
android.

The speeding car approached acity. It waslikea
great blue jewd, its sgpphire domes resting upon the
plain like shimmering iridescent bubbles.

Men and women thronged its Streets. Children

played in blossoming gardens. There was anoisy bustle
of activity around big markets.

Ptar drove the rocket-car into the center of the sap-
phire city and there stopped it. He asked Curt, asthey
got out of thevehide

"How do you like our city?"

"It's beautiful,” Captain Future declared. "One of the
loveliest places|'ve seenin the universe.”

Ptar shook his head doubtfully. "I'm not completely
satisfied with the city. To tel the truth, I'm not satisfied
with mysdf. | guess!'ll just do away withit al.”

And, incredibly, the whole thronged, busy city, with

dl itsbuildingsand crowds, shivered into swirling mist
and was gone. At the same moment, with aclear, mock-
ing laugh, Ptar himsdf vanished.

The dazed Futuremen found themsdaves sanding in

the middle of the empty, grassy plain.



"That settlesit!" shouted Grag. "We are dreaming. |
knew it dl thetime."

"llluson - dl of itilluson, of somekind," muttered

the Brain.

"It wasn't illusion - that rocket-car and that man

were solid and redl asourselves!” inssted Captain Fu-
ture, staggered.

Heturned. "We're getting off thisworld, pronto. We
can get copper somewhere else. | know when I've had
enough!”

SYNTHETIC OBSTACLES

They started back toward the Comet, in atrot. Be-
fore they had gone more than afew steps, awall of mist
swirled up in front of them.

The mist suddenly became a huge, towering moun-
tain-range whose precipitous s opes loomed thousands
of feet above them. The mighty escarpment ran north
and south for miles, and was between them and the
Comet.

"Who wished for those mountains?' bellowed Grag
furioudy. "Wasit you, Otho?'

"Good Lord, no!" stammered the startled android.
"None of usdid. There'sapower on this planet that
has been playing with us ever snce we landed herel™
Captain Future gritted. "Come on - well haveto climb
over thisrange."

The looming barrier wasred enough, asthey la

bored and swested to scaleitslofty dopes. They gained
the ridge, and scrambled down the other sde until they
again stood upon the leve plan.

But now adeep, broad river ran between them and
their distant ship. It had not been there before.
"Nothing to do but swimit," Curt rasped. "Simon,

you can fly over and Grag can wak it. Come on, Otho."
He and Otho, poised on the bank and dived into the
river. Beforethey hit the water, the river ingantaneous-
ly" swirled into mist and vanished.

Curt and the android found themsdlves colliding

with the hard earth.

Otho scrambled up, sputtering with rage. "Jokes, is

it! If I get my hands on whoever's behind al this-"
"Hey, look out!" yelled Grag wildly.

A herd of enormous reptilian monsters was bearing
down on them from the north. The ground quaked to
the rumbling tread of the scaled mongtrosities.

They whipped out their wespons. Before they could
fire, the menacing creatures melted into mist and were
gone.

"Therésthe Comet!" Curt cried. "Run for it!"

PTAR EXPLAINS

They reached and tumbled into the ship. Then they



froze. Inthe cabin, Stting and smiling pleasantly at
them, was Ptar.

"Now I know we'redl out of our heads!" Otho
groaned.

Curt's proton-gun covered the pleasant-faced young
stranger. "I don't know whether you're real or not, but
I'm going to find out!" Captain Future gritted.

"Wait amoment, please" said Ptar unruffledly. "I

owe you an explanation, before you leave my world. |
giveit to you, because you have afforded me a brief
welcome relaxation by thislittlejest | have been play-
ing onyou.

"This planet has no other inhabitant than asingle In-
telligence. 1, that Intelligence, am spesking to you. | am
amind, vast and ancient beyond your imagining. Long
ago, | freed mysdlf of physica body and took this
whole uninhabited planet as my body. "1 control every
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atom and eectron of thisworld, just asyou control
your fingers. | can thusingantly by effort of will shift
electrons and atoms here into new combinations, into
new substances and shapes, and can dissolve them as
swiftly.

"When you landed here, | amused myself by mysti-
fying you. Now that you are departing, | shall recom-
pense you for the relaxation you have afforded me, by
giving you not only this explanation but aso the copper
which you need.”

As he spoke the last words, Ptar's figure shifted into
swirling migs. The misgsamogt ingtantly resolidified

in different form.

Where Ptar had stood, there was now a nest pile of
copper ingots.

"Let'sget out of here," begged Otho shakily. "'l can't
take much more of this."

REFUELED AND HEADED HOME

The Comet was soon arrowing up into space. Not
until theincredible planet wasfar out of sight behind,
did Captain Future dazedly examine the mass of copper
ingots.

"It's pure copper, asfar as| can make out,” he de-
clared. "Weéll see whether it worksin the cycs”

He used two of theingots asfuel for the cyclotrons.
The generators throbbed cheerfully loud.

"It workd" exclamed Curt unbdievingly. "And

weve far more of it than we need to get back to the
Sygem.”

When they had reached home, Curt and the Brain
utilized every scientific instrument in the M oon-labora
tory to test the remaining copper ingots. Thetests



showed only that the ingots were of absolutely pure but
ordinary copper.

"l giveup,” Curt sad findly. "Either that impossble
explanation was true, or €l se we landed somewhere and
mined and smelted copper and then forgot all about it. |
don't know which solution isthe more fantastic.”

Grag ill maintainsthat it was dl adream. But ev-

ery now and then, the big robot secretly takes out that
pile of copper ingots and sits saring fixedly at them for
along time. He has a snesking ideathat if he wishes
hard enough, he can turn them into diamonds.
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IMON Wright was dying, and he knew it. Helay

in his cot in the monadtic little bedroom adjoin-

ing hisbeloved laboratory, and calmly estimated

how many hours of life remained to him.

S

Hisslvery head was raised upon the pillow, and his
austere, wrinkled face was unperturbed as he looked
down at histhin, angular body and wasted hands. Y et
the gpproach of death did not find the old scientist
wholly without regret.

"I I'd only been ableto livelong enough to help

Roger finish our experiments,” he thought. "It'sapity
that aman spends alifetimelearning how to do his
work, and then hasto die before he can use his knowl-
edge”

The door opened, and astawart, red-haired young
man whose spectacled face was pale and worried came
into the little room.

"How are you now, Simon?" asked Roger Newton
anxioudy. "That last gimulant | gaveyou -"

"Wore off in an hour," Simon Wright answered

camly. "It'sno use, Roger. You can't patch up ama-
chine that's worn out with use. And that's what my body
is- aworn-out machine."

He shrugged weakly and continued. "There's no rea-
sonto fed badly about it. I've had along and fairly use-
ful life. Now my time has come."

"But it's such awaste of geniusfor you to die when
your knowledge could benefit humanity so much,”

burst out Roger Newton.

"Natureiswasteful,” murmured the old scienti<t.
"It'sher way."

ROGER NEWTON HAS AN INSPIRATION
Newton was slent for afew minutes. A queer emo-
tion seemed to possess him. His spectacled face had a
breathlesslook on it when hefindly spoke.

""Simon, maybe your mind could continueto live &f-

ter your body dies.”



He rushed on. "Remember all the advancesweve
made in tissue-culture recently? | solated living hearts
and other organs have been kept dive indefinitdy in
serum-cases. Even brains have been kept dive so.”
Startled understanding showed in Simon Wright's

old eyes.

"Y ou're proposing to remove my brain into a serum-
case and keep it divethere?' he said after apause. "But
what good would that do? | wouldn't be able to hear or
see or do anything ese but think."

"No, listen,” continued the younger scientist earnest-

ly. "I've dways believed that it should be possibleto
connect artificia organs of speech, hearing and sight to
anisolated human brainliving in serum. | tried it witha
rabbit's brain and was successful. And though the hu-
man brain ismuch more complex, | il believeit could
be done."

Simon Wright brooded in silence upon the astound-

ing proposa. Despite his deep wish to continue hisre-
searches, he felt arevulsion from the prospect that had
been proposed to him.

Hewas anorma man. But he would not be one any
longer, if he underwent this change. He would be some-
thing more, or less, than aman.
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WRIGHT'SDUTY TO SCIENCE

"Think, Simon, of the work you could do, the years

of research ahead of you," urged Roger Newton. "It's
your duty to humanity to keep your vast scientific skill
and knowledge dive."

"I wouldn't be able to do anything mysdf," muttered

the old man, voicing the doubt that was deepest in his
mind. "I'd have no hands, no body."

"I'd be your hands," Newton declared eagerly. "To-
gether we could go on with our work, instead of leaving
it haf-finished asit must remainif you die"

That argument persuaded Simon Wright. He hed

long ago outlived most human emotions, but the flame
of scientific passon till burned bright within him.

"All right, Roger," hesad findly. "I'mwilling to try

it. But you will haveto prepare the serum-case quickly,
for | havenotlongtolive”

The next few dayswere ones of frenziedly urgent
preparation by the younger scientist. Only his powerful
dimulants were kegping the dying old scientist dive.



Newton prepared the square serum-case of transpar-
ent metal. At its center was a shock-proofed chamber
molded to receive ahuman brain. A maze of artificia
arteries|ed to this chamber to supply theliving brain
with acongtant flow of serum which would furnishits
cdlsnutritional eements and carry away fatigue-poi-
ons.

The serum was congtantly circulated by a series of
tiny, ingenious pumpsinside the case. These forced the
serum ceasdlesdly through purifying filters. The com-
pact atomic motors of the pumpswould run amost in-
definitely without attention.

Two "ears' that wereredly sengtive microphones
were fixed to the Sdes of the serum-case. From them,
electric wiresran to the brain-chamber. Similarly,
Roger Newton mounted on the front of the case two
photoel ectric eyes with artificid retinas. They were
fixed upon the ends of movable metd stalks so that the
direction of gaze could be changed. Wiresran also from
these to the centrd brain-chamber.

The speech-gpparatus was the most difficult. The
production of intelligible speech by completely artifi-
cia means had been achieved in the so-cdlled "voder,"
far back in 1939. But to build such adeviceinto small
space and articulate its controls stretched al Roger
Newton's superb abilities.

AIDED BY WRIGHT'SGENIUS

The younger scientist could not have done dl this,
aone. It was the constant advice and aid of the dying
Simon Wright that made possible completion of the
serum-case, after four days and nights of tail.

Roger Newton stumbled to the sde of hisdying
friend on that fourth night. "It'sdl ready, Smon - buit |
can't doit tonight," he husked. "My hands are too un-
steedy for the operation. | must deep first."

Simon spoke as calmly as though of another person.

"I will be dead before morning, if my sdf-diagnosisis
correct. You must do it now."

"l can't - | won't!" cried Newton. "It would be mur-
Heflung out of the room. But in ahaf-hour, here-
turned. His sdlf-control had come back.

"Y ou areright, Smon. It must be now."

Roger Newton's young wife served as his ass stant

as he prepared for the gppalling task of lifting aman's
living brain from his skull and trandferring it undam-
aged to the serum-case.

Simon Wright lay upon the table in the laboratory

and looked up at their pale faces with affection.

"If youfail, thisisgoodbye," he murmured. Then

the anaesthetic hissed into his nogtrils and he knew



nothing more.

THE BRAIN AWAKES

He awakened dowly. Hisfirg sensation was of acu-
rious lightness and buoyancy. Then he heard sounds,
oddly echoing.

"Simon, can you hear me? Can you hear?' Hetried

to open hiseyes. Light blinded him. Hisvision seemed
to focus queerly.

Then he saw Roger and Elaine Newton bending over
him. Therewas awein their faces.

Simon redlized the truth. The transformation had

been accomplished. Hewas now abrainlivingin an ar-
tificid case. That accounted for hisunusud feding of
lightness and buoyancy. He no longer had adying,
weakened body dragging a hismind.

He attempted to speak. The effort of will actuated

the controls of the little voder-devicein his case. He
heard his voice asametdlic, ragping monotone. "'l -
hear, Roger. Hard - form words - correctly -"

And then, with afeding of triumph, "My mind -

clear, strong, now - we can go on with our - work."
Hetested his new senses. He could hear with greater
clarity than ever before. His eyes had perfect vision.
Weekswent by, and Simon Wright felt more at
homein his strange new body. The absence of pain and
weakness gave him aclarity of mind he had never a-
tained before. He did not even need deep.

His case rested usualy on the laboratory table.

There, he elther advised and superintended Roger New-
toninther joint researches, or studied volumes from
their extensve scientific library.

They often asked him anxious questions. "Do you

fed dl right, Smon? Y ou're not sorry you madethe
change?"

"No, I'm not sorry inthelesst," hereplied truthfully.
"I'm happy in the knowledge that | can continue my
work."

That wastrue. But in Smon Wright's mind there

was one doubt, one foreboding, that he never men-
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tioned. It was the shadowing redization that he was un-
ableto do anything himsdf.

He had never lived alife of physcd action. But this
redlization that he would be unable to perform any
physical act, no matter how dire the emergency, wasthe
oneflaw in his contentment. It bred in him agnawing
inferiority complex that he could not conquer.
CAPTAIN FUTURE ISBORN

Months passed. In the Moon-laboratory beneath Ty-
cho crater, where they had taken refuge from Victor



Corvo and the others who had sought to rob their scien-
tific secrets, Elaine Newton's son was born.

The Brain looked down from histable at Grag and
Otho playing with the crowing, red-haired infant. Se-
cretly, he wished that he could join them. He, too,
loved little Curtis Newton. But he could do nothing but
look on. "If | weren't only o utterly helpless,” he
thought, brooding over hisinferiority. "I never thought
it would make any difference. But it does."

Grag and Otho went out to excavate certain metalic
oresfrom avein they had opened in thewall of Tycho
crater, some miles away. Roger Newton and the Brain
were planning a spaceship of new design, and were
gathering materialsfor the purpose.

An hour later, the airlock door of the Moon-labora-
tory suddenly burst open. Four men in space-suits, car-
rying heavy atom-guns, strode into the room. The Brain
looked up startledly from the table upon which he had
been studying aformula. He ingtantly recognized,
through the glassite helmet, the dark, hawklike face of
theintruders leader.

"Victor Corvo!" cried Smon. "Roger, cal Grag and
Otho."

Newton sprang toward the telaudio transmitter on

the table. He never completed the movement.

A COWARDLY MURDER

Corvo's atom-gun blasted two crackling bolts of

fiery energy. One cut down Roger Newton, killing him
ingtantly. The other bolt drove into the Sde of his
youthful wife as she sprang forward.

Simon Wright raved in his metdlic voice, possessed

by wild fury. The men behind Corvo stared at the Brain
in uneasy wonder.

"What isthat thing?' one of them demanded.

Corvo laughed. "It's SSmon Wright, the old scientist

- or what'sleft of him. | heard about it. Newton put his
braininthat case. That'sdl heis- aharmlessbrainina
box."

Hisvoicerosein triumph. "I told you wed findly

track Newton down. Now start going through this
place. | want every scrap of paper, every formulaand
diagraminit. Newton and Wright worked out secrets
worth billions. Were going to take them dl, - and well
take that Brain with us, to explain anything we can't un-
derstand.”

Smon Wright writhed mentally in anguish. Roger
Newton and his wife were dead. And now Corvo and
his band were going to take dl the dead man's scientific
work and turniit to criminal purposes.

He must prevent that. But how could he? He was

just what Corvo had taunted him with being, ahelpless



brainin abox. He could do nothing. If only Grag and
Otho were herel!

Simon Wright had a sudden wild idea. He was rest-
ing on the table only afew inches away from the telau-
dio transmitter which they used for communication

with Otho and Grag when the two went out. He had no
hands with which to turn on the transmitter. But maybe
there was away.

He glanced a Victor Corvo and his men. Ignoring

the whimpering baby and the two till figures on the
floor, the criminal s were searching through thefilesand
record-cabinets with feverish haste.

Simon made an effort of will, and extended his eye-
stalkstoward the telaudio transmitter's switch-panel.
Hisright eye touched the switch-button. It pressed, and
therewas aclick. Theinstrument wason. The Brain at
once spoke loudly, asthough to Victor Corvo. "You are
going to diefor killing Roger Newton, Corvo."

Corvo turned, and laughed. "A bodilessbrain,
threstening mel™

"Y ou are adead man now," Simon Wright said cold-
ly. "Vengeanceis coming - terrible vengeance.”

From the airlock, two figures burst into the Moon-
[aboratory. Otho's space-suit receiver had picked up the
telaudio cdl, and he and Grag had come. They stood,
incredible personifications of unhuman rage asthey

saw the bodies upon the floor.

"Grag! Otho! Kill!'" yelled the Brain.

With abooming roar, Grag legpt forward. And the
raging android was close behind the mighty robot.
Corvo and hismen tried to raise their guns, but were
battered down by Grag's huge metal fists and Otho's
whirling blows. Thefour criminaslay dead in lessthan
aminute.

They found then that Elaine Newton was not quite
gone. She whispered aword, and Grag put the whim-
pering baby beside her. Then shelooked up with fading
eyes.

"Simon!" she whispered. "Y ou prevented them from
killing Curtistoo, as they would have done."

She choked, then went on. "'l leave him to the care

of you three. Y ou arethe only ones| can trust to rear
him safely. Keep him here upon the Moon, until he
growsto manhood.”

"Wewill," promised the Brain, wrung by tragic

orief.

And with confidence and content in her eyes, Elaine
Newton died.
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THE BRAIN BECOMES CHIEF



Grag and Otho turned ingdtinctively to Simon Wright,
asthough to aleader. He conquered his agonized grief
and spoke to them.

"Wewill dowhat Elaine asked,” said the Brain.
"Together, we can protect little Curtis from hisfather's
enemieswho il live. And together, we can givehim
an education such as no man ever has had."

And as he spoke, Smon Wright realized that that
feding of inferiority that had so shadowed his new ex-
istence during the last months was now goneforever.
He had been unable to prevent the most saddening
tragedy of hislife. But he had revenged that tragedy.
He had proved to himsdlf that he was not utterly help-
less, that he was no merethinking brain.

Later, he promised himsdf, he would work until he

hed devised for himsalf ameans of using magnetic
beams aslimbsto give him free powers of movement
and action. But even without that, he would never again
be haunted by that secret doubt of himself.

a7
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IMON WRIGHT emitted aloud cal. "Grag, here,
quickly!" he cried.SIn response, the giant robot ran asrapidly ashis
metal legswould take him. Indl hisbrief span of life,
he had never seen such excitement in the Moon-Labo-
ratory. The aging scienti<, his eyes shining, waswarm-
ing abubbling fluorescent mass of serum with aburner
held in one hand, while with the other he measured a
ydlowish liquid into agraduate.

Besde him, hisface flushed aswith fever, Roger
Newton was vigoroudy bending back and forth the life-
less rubbery arms of what appeared to be a great white
doll that swam uncertainly in ahuge tank in the center
of thelaboratory.

"Sart thethermodtat,” yelled Smon Wright.

SERUM ISINJECTED

Grag hastened to obey. Moments later, when the

tank had risen once more to the proper temperature, and
the serum had been injected into the white doll's unre-
ggting a'ms, the two men rel axed.

Simon Wright dropped wearily into achair.

"That was close," he sghed. "Too close for com-

fort."

"A hdf year'swork dmost thrown away," agreed
Roger Newton. He gestured toward the robot. "Grag's
body was much lesstrouble. | sometimeswonder why
we decided to make this android of colloid, instead of
med.”

"Becauseit wasachdlengeto our skill," replied Si-
mon thoughtfully. "The search for the proper sort of
plastic alone required months. ... Remember how we



made the mistake of attempting to use protein-like con-
densation products?!

"Only to discover eventudly that asimple hydro-sil-
licane polymer was easier to make and more satisfacto-
ry.”

BRAIN PROVES TROUBLESOME

"And then the brain." Simon Wright shook his heed
ruefully. "1t took us another month to redize that ater-
rifically complicated system of synthetic cerebrd paths,
such as Grag has, not only wasn't necessary - it would-
n't do. A plastic android requires amuch less differenti-
ated mass of combined carbon-silicon condensation
product. The cerebra paths must be formed after life
has begun, and not before.”

Grag interposed. "Does that mean, Madter, that this
new thing will be born with no more sense than ababy
- likelittle Curt?' heinquired.

NO PROPHETS HERE!

No more sensethan "little Curt." Y earslater, the

robot wasto recall thisremark, and think of it in won-
der. Neither he nor any of the others dreamed of the
Curt Newton of the future - the tall, sturdy keen-eyed
figure that would be the terror of criminasthroughout
the System, the brilliant scientist whose mind would
absorb dl that the Brain could impart, and even surpass
histeacher in the magnificence of hisachievements.
"Little Curt" indeed!

"That'sright,” answered Simon Wright. "Hell be
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born without knowledge of any kind."

"Helll make anice pet,”" boomed the great robot.

Roger Newton smiled, and left the laboratory. Grag,

it seemed, had delusions.

In the part of the Moon-home set asidefor the dally
routine of living, Roger Newton found hisyoung wife.
She was staring out of one of the glassite windows at
the bleak lunar landscape. In the distance, amoon-wolf
was snarling soundlesdy a some unseen rival cowering
inacrater.

MOONSCAPE ISFANTASTIC

No land on Earth, no matter how wild and craggy,
could possess the fascinating horror of the fantastic
hills and mountains of the Moon. It was a horror that,
for strangers, wasto persst even long after the Future-
men had built their improved |aboratory, and come to



regard the forbidding spot astheir permanent home. For
ayoung girl, accustomed to the comforts of Earth civi-
lization, and forced to flee for life from powerful and
evil enemies, its desolation was dmost unendurable.
As Roger Newton joined her, the moon-wolf sprang
with bared teeth into the crater. The girl shuddered.
"Now they're tearing each other apart, as happens
every day. Oh, Roger, it'sso frightening.”

"l know." The scientist stroked her hair. "Weve

been here tor more than ayear now, and after the novel-
ty wore off, it can't have been pleasant for you. The
loneliness, the lack of amusements, the lack of compan-
ionship. ... Simon and | are o busy in the laboratory
that for most of the day we might just aswell not be
here. But it's necessary to stay on the Moon, dear. We
have no choice."

"I'm not complaining, Roger."

SEEK FOR COMPANIONS

"Asameatter of fact,” went on her husband thought-
fully, "I'vefdt theloneliness here dmost as much as
you have. Simon, of course, isso wrapped up inthe
work that it matterslittleto him whereheis. But | had
hoped, when he created Grag, that he might seem al-
most like acompanion.”

She shook her head.

"His appearance istoo frightening. No matter how
human heisingde, | can't accustom mysdf to him."

"| think you'll find the android looks human enough.
And| believethat youll likehim."

A few dayslater, Otho wasfinaly born. In contrast

to the dramatic and dmost terrifying awakening of the
robot, Otho's entry into the world was placid, and a-
most unimpressive. At the proper time, Simon Wright's
skillful hand injected atrace of piniferaone, ahormon-
a extract from the pined gland, into the serum that cir-
culated through the doll's body.

DOLL BEGINSTO MOVE

Some hourslater, Grag, who was observing, noticed
the white doll's arms and legs begin to kick spasmodi-
caly.

"He'saive, Master,” boomed the robot. Roger New-
ton and Simon Wright hurried toward the android. They
lifted hishead out of the thermogtat into the artificia

air of the Moon-Laboratory. Otho gasped deeply for
breath. The next moment hisarms and legs flew about
in agpasm of excitement.

Otho was dready aswdl-grown physicaly ashe
would ever be, and it was only his mental powers that
needed to develop. It was necessary for him to learn
how to use hisarms and legs, how to adjust himsdlf to
his environment. He picked this up with a speed that



amazed the huge robot.

OTHO STANDS ERECT

The day after he was born, he stood up unsteadily.
"Say, he's doing better aready than | expected,” ex-
claimed the robot.

"Naturdly,” said Smon Wright dryly, "Othois
physicaly mature, and isgrowing mentaly at therate
of ayear aday."

"By dl the Moon-devils" gasped Grag. "How long
will it take him to grow up?'

"Hewon't maintain the same pacefor long. But |

think that the end of amonth should see him amature
android."

The next day, Otho exhibited hisddight inthedis-
covery of hisown agility, bouncing around the labora:
tory like agreat rubber ball until Grag finaly secured
him and put him out of harm'sway. The day after found
him mixing haf adozen chemicasand cregting an ex-
plosion that blew away a section of the laboratory. The
day after that found him holding out some of hisown
food to the robot and snatching it away in dlight as
Grag pretended to reach for it.

SHOWS LOVE OF MISCHIEF

"Why, the green-eyed little devil istrying to tease

me," declared Grag.

Roger and Smon Wright smiled. Roger'swife

laughed as Otho impishly snatched at one of her own
hats and, putting it on his own head, strutted proudly
about.

"Helikesto dressup,” she exclamed. "From now

on, none of our clotheswill be safe around here!™

"l don't think we need worry," asserted Roger. "Oth-
osintdligent. And it won't take him long to learn disci-
pline"

He wasright. The android was mischievous, but en-
tirely without malice, and he learned quickly what sort
of actionswere permitted him and which were forbid-
den. By the end of the month following hisbirth, Otho
was as quick and dert mentally asthe average man, de-
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spite the great gapsin hisknowledge. And when those
werefilled, predicted Simon, he would be a better [abo-
ratory assstant than Grag or any human being could
possibly be.

OTHO'SFIRST BIG JOKE

It was then that there occurred the incident that Grag
was ever after to think of asthe "great double-cross.”
It began one day when the robot returned to the lab-
oratory after ashort trip over the surface of the Moon,
where he had been digging at adeposit of ore Simon



had discovered. The grizzled figure of Smon Wright
gregted him.

"Y ou've been gone along time, Grag. What have

you brought back?"

Grag stared in bewilderment. "Why, nothing, Mas-

ter. Y ou asked me to loosen the ore so that -"

"| ordered you to bring it with you!" The voice that
dhrieked & Grag was shrill with indignation. "Y ou
supid, clumsy meta imitation of aman, you havent the
brains of amoon-pup!”

"But | distinctly remember -" Grag began again
hepledy.

"Don't tell mewhat | said, you imitation junk-hesp.

Y ou go right back and bring aton of that ore with you.”
"Yes Magter."

"Just amoment,” came the stern order. "'I'm taking

no more chances with that feeble brain of yours. I'm go-
ing to write everything down so that even you can't
make amistake."

ORDERS ARE CANCELED

Thefigure of Smon Wright disappeared into the

next room. A moment later Grag heard other footsteps.
"I'mwaiting - oh, | thought you were Simon, Magter."
"What'swrong, Grag?'

"Simon says he ordered meto get aton of that ore.
Now | haveto go back for it."

"Nonsense. | digtinctly heard himtell you to do

nothing but dig it up. And you can't go back becausel
have something else for you to do."

"But he said -" began the robot.

"Never mind what he said," roared the figure of

Roger Newton. "I'm the one that's giving you orders. |
want you to take off your right arm and dissolveitinan
acid mixture.

"What?"

TRUE SIMON WRIGHT APPEARS

It was at this moment that Simon Wright stepped

into the room. Grag turned toward him pathetically.
"Hewants meto dissolve my right amin acid,” he
complained. "But you told me to go back after that ore.
What am | supposed to do?'

"Quite aproblem, isn't it?' observed Simon Wright.
And just then Roger Newton, accompanied by hiswife,
stepped into the room.

The dazed robot's eyes shifted from one Roger New-
ton to the other. The newcomer caught Simon Wright's
glance, and smiled.

"So, Otho, you il retain your childhood passion

for digguises?

The fase Roger Newton grinned in ddlight. Y ou
should have heard the way | fooled him, Master - first



as Simon, then as yourself. He didn't know what to do."
GRAG SEESBIG LIGHT

A light of understanding was dawning in the robot's
photoelectric eyes.

"Why, it's that rubbery son of atest tube," he roared.
"That messof colloid, that white-faced imitation of a
men!”

"Imitation yoursdlf," returned Otho. "Y ou're nothing
but a collection of rusty rivets, arefugee from ascrap
yard. Y ou have amuddled brain to go with your metal
body. You're-"

Otho's flow of insultswas cut short as Grag roared
and lunged a him. But dmost asthe robot'sfingers
reached him, the android had dipped aside and flashed
into the next room. With abellow of rage, Grag fol-
lowed.

Roger Newton's wife was laughing so hard that tears
were gtarting from her eyes.

STAY FRIENDS DESPITE JOKES

Suddenly she stopped short.

"But suppose Grag caticheshim?'

"Hell give Otho awaloping that hewell deserves.

But hewon't harm him."

Simon Wright nodded. "They insult each other like
deadly enemies, but in actuality, theresagreat dedl of
affection between them. They're going to be the best
comradesin theworld."

"I'm s0 pleased.” Sheamiled. "1 don't think I'm going
to belonely from now on. Now that Otho's here, even
Grag seems more human. And when they start to insult
each other - it's as good as being back on Earth watch-
ing ashow."

"| thought Otho would please you. I'm glad, for your
sake, if for nothing € se, that we decided to make him
differently from Grag. And | think," he added, "that
none of uswill ever regret making either of them.”

Y earslater, Simon Wright was to remember those
prophetic words.
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T WAS one of the countless asteroids that whirl be-
tween the orbits of Mars and Jupiter. It wasonly a
tiny worldlet, but it was green and forest-covered

and parklike, with athin amosphere and gleaming little
streams and | akes.

I

Flame-birds darted in shining trails above the

forests. Asteroid-rats scurried beneath the flat fronds of
the trees. The hum of insects, the sigh of the breeze
through the foliage and flowers, these were the only
soundsto break the silence. For this asteroid had but



one human inhabitant.

He was an old man, this hermit of space - an Earth-
man, and something of afanatic. For inthe midst of an
expanding scientific civilization, he was a bitter oppo-
nent of scientific progress. An eccentric rebel who had
cometo thislondy little asteroid, deliberately maroon-
ing himsdlf here without tools or instruments, building
his own cabin, cultivating hisown food, and living
completdy out of the rush of Solar civilization.
FUTUREMEN VISIT HERMIT

The Futuremen were the only visitorsto the hermit's
little world. They had first chanced upon it in running
down certain pirates. Since then, they had stopped here
more than once,

Oddly enough, Curt Newton liked the old man. He
the supreme wizard of modern Solar science, recog-
nized a certain strain of bitter truth in the old Earth-
man's condemnation of that science.
"He'sacorrective," Captain Future answered when
the others wonderingly asked the reason for hisliking.
"Whenever | get too vain about what we modern men
are doing with science, | like to hear the old boy point
out just how much we haven't done."

It was on the hermit'slittle asteroid that Otho finaly
found what he had been looking for - a pet that would
outshine Grag's mascot.

OTHO SEEKSPET

Ever since Grag had adopted the moon-pup Eek asa
pet, Otho had been secretly alittle jealous. He had re-
solved to outdo Grag.

"I'm so blasted tired of hearing Grag drool about that
confounded moon-pup's abilities, that I'm going to fix
him for good," Otho told Curt Newton. "I meanto grab
mysdf somekind of alittle critter that will make Eek's
lifemiserablefor him."

"What are you going to do - get another moon-

pup?' Newton asked.

"No, I'll find somekind of animd that will not only

be smarter than Eek but will dso be able to thrash the
lifeout of Eek. Grag will gowild, then!"

On the asteroid of the hermit, Otho on this particular
morning noticed asmal beast gamboling near the
Comet. It was short-legged, and fat and white, with a
round head whose two incongruoudy big, solemn eyes
gaveit anirresstibly comic gppearance.

Otho started toward it with casud interest. Spotting
his approach, thelittle anima suddenly underwent an
astounding transformation.
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Onthetiny agteroid of a hermit, the famous android
discovers his moon-mimic, Oog, which after much
goading, stages a Battle Of The Ageswith Grag's Eek!
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A STRANGE CREATURE

Thefat, doughy-looking white body and head

seemed to flow and twist and change color at the same
time. In asecond, thelittle beast had changed itself into
aperfect replicaof an ordinary asteroid-rabbit.

"What the devil! Am | seeing things?' yedlled Otho.

He started toward the asteroid-rabbit. It hopped

away among some gray stones. Again, its body changed
with protean rapidity. Now it had become a perfect sm-
ulacrum of agray stone.

Otho ydled for the others. When Captain Future

came with the hermit, the android pointed excitedly at
thething.

"Hrg it wasalittle fat white animd, then it changed
into an asteroid-rabbit, now it'sastone! | must be going
crazy."

The old eccentric stepped forward and uttered a

ghrill whistle. The gray stone suddenly changed back
into alittle white animd, looking solemnly up at them.
"It'sameteor-mimic,” said the hermit. "Theré'sa

few of them on this asteroid and they've got tame be-
cause | never hurt them. And arethey pests! They fool
me adozen times aday with their tricks."
METEOR-MIMICS ARE RARE

Captain Future was interested. "'1've heard of meteor-
mimics, but thisisthefirst I've seen. They'rearare
species, living only on afew of the smdler asteroids.”
"How the devil doesthe critter accomplish those
changes?' Otho wanted to know.

"They're one of the Strangest species of System life
known," Curt Newton said. "These meteor-mimics have
al their vital organsin acompact core at the center of
their bodies. Therest of the body is merely a mass of
loosdly organized cdllswhose structure the creature can
amogt ingtantly shift by an effort of will. Undoubtedly,
they evolved this perfect camouflage-capacity asa
method of defense.”

Otho'senthusasm kindled. " Say, thisisjust the

mascot I've been looking for! Onethat will be ableto
give Eek thelicking of hislife.

Captain Future grinned. "It's certainly appropriate as
apet for adisguise-expert like yoursdf. But I'm not so
sureit can thrash Eek.”

"Of courseit can - when it can changeitsdlf into

any kind of creatureit desires!” Otho pointed out. He
chortled. "1s Grag going to get the shock of hislife!
Thiswill kill him."



HERMIT COMPLAINS OF PESTS

The hermit made no objection to giving up the mete-
or-mimic. "Wish you could teke them dl," he growled.
"Every timel turn around the little pests fool me by
looking like something else.”

Nor wasit hard for Otho to make friendswith the
little animal. Oog, as he decided on the spot to name his
pet, wasthe friendliest beast dive. In ten minutes, he
was snuggling contentedly in Otho'sarm.

Asthey went to the ship to rgjoin Grag and Simon
Wright, Otho could not contain hisdation.

"For dl these months, I've been listening to Grag's
boasting about that miserable moon-pup. Walt till he
sees Oog clean up the floor with Eek.”

"Eek has got wicked teeth and claws," Captain Fu-
ture reminded Otho. "I wouldn't be too sure about how
this scrap will turn out.”

"Oog can grow teeth and claws better than Eek's,”
Otho retorted. "What's more, Eek isthe biggest coward
aive, scared of hisown shadow. Hewon't have a
chance."

When they rgjoined the othersin the Comet, Grag
gtared scornfully at Otho's new acquisition.

"That heap of dough for apet?' scoffed Grag.

"Why, it'sthe stupidest-looking beast | ever saw in my
life"

"Stupid, isit?' said Otho. "Just watch this”

OOG PLAYSA TRICK

He put Oog down beside amass of books on Si-
mon's desk, and then clapped his hands sharply to star-
tle the meteor-mimic. Ingtantly, Oog changed into an-
other book, perfectly camouflaging himsdif.

Otho stroked him to reassure him, and he changed
back to hisnormal shape. The android looked proudly
a Grag.

"It'sdisgusting!” Grag said emphaticdly. "It gives
methe cregpsto seeit twist and changelike that. | hope
you're not redlly going to take it along with us.”

"Not only isit going dong with me," Otho replied,

"but I want to warn you to keep Eek out of itsway. I'd
sort of hate to see it make a punching-bag out of that
poor, dim-witted little moon-pup.”

Grag rose to the challenge as expected. "That thing
make a punching-bag of Eek?" he boomed angrily.
"Why, you're space-struck! Eek would tear that bag of
dough wide open.”

"Well soon see," Otho affirmed. "Bring out your lit-

tle pest, if you want to watch him take athrashing.”
THEY PREPARE FOR WAR

Grag wrathfully agreed. He went into the cyc-room
and soon stalked back with the moon-pup in his grasp.



Eek was chewing ascrap of slver and looking very
contented with the world. Then the moon-pup’s beady
eyesfell on Oog, and he stared fixedly.

They put the two small animals down on the floor,
while Captain Future watched, grinning.

"Goinand mop him up, Oog," hissed Otho.

"Change yoursdlf into a moon-snake and squeeze him
to death, or make like a Jovian junglecat and scare him
right out of hisskin."

Grag was smilarly admonishing his mascot. He
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spoke aoud, though it was his thought that he hoped
the telepathic moon-pup was getting.

"Show that disgugting little cresture who's boss on
thisship, Eek! Give him the begting of hislife

They watched intently as Oog and Eek dowly ap-
proached each other. At last, Otho felt on the verge of
hisambition. A moment more would see the end of
Grag's boastings.

FRIENDLY WARRIORS

Then the totally unexpected happened. Oog sniffed

at Eek infriendly fashion. Eek, inturn, eyed the mete-
or-mimic without hostility. They rubbed against each
other affectionately. Findly they lay down together as
if they werethe best friendsin the world.

"That's not theidea, Oog!" exclaimed Otho, dis-
mayed. "Y ou're supposed to be tough. Get up and tear
intohim."

Grag indignantly remondirated with Eek in the same
vein. But it was dl without effect The two just would
not fight.

The truth was that Oog wastoo friendly a creature

to start afight without reason. And Eek was a con-
firmed pacifigt, who regarded dl fighting with distaste.
All the urging of Grag and Otho, in the weeksthat
followed, could not incite abattle. To the disgust of
both masters, Oog and Eek |oved each other like broth-
es.

"Eek istoo big-hearted to pick on Oog," said Grag
later. "But hell turn on him some day, and that'll be the
end of poor Oog. Better get rid of him, Otho. It'snot as
though the critter was any use."

"No use?" cried Otho. "l supposeit wasn't Oog that
saved al our neckson Venuslast month?!

0O0G SAVESFUTUREMEN

He was referring to an episode in which Oog's
dtrange ability of shape-shifting had given sterling ser-
vicea acritica juncture.

The Futuremen had been imprisoned deep in the
marshes of Venus by the hirdlings of acertain inter-



planetary crimina whom they weretrailing. They had
been entirdy without weapons.

But Oog was with them. By dint of much patient ef-
fort, Otho had finally succeeded in getting Oog to
change himsdlf into the perfect smulacrum of ahigh-
powered atomic bomb. With the fake bomb that was
Oog, they had bluffed their way out of their imprison-
ment.

"That wasjust afluke," Grag retorted disdainfully.
"And it doesn't make up for the nuisance of having Oog
around. Every time| go to pick up anything, it'sapt to
changeinto Oog."

"Eek isthereal pest onthisship," declared Otho.
"Chewing up every bit of meta he can get histeeth in-
to. Everytime| think of dl theingtruments and appara-
tushe'sruined, | get sore.”

A CEASELESSDEBATE

The argument went on endlesdy in the months that
followed. Again and again, the two masterstried to get
their two petsinto ascrap, but always without success.
It was not that either wanted the other's mascot redl-
ly hurt. Each smply wanted to see his own pet give the
other a harmless thrashing, so asto be able to crow
about it.

"Y ou might aswell give up egging themon,” Cap-

tain Future advised findly. "The more you try to stir up
bad-blood between them, the more they love each oth-
a”

It was true. Eek and Oog had become the very Da
mon and Pythias of the outfit. They dept curled up to-
gether in the same comer. They sought each other out
on al occasions. They might have been long-lost broth-
es.

Otho tried dl hisingenuity in Sratagemsto breakup
this beautiful friendship. He and Grag by now had bet
half their possessions on who would win afight of the
pets, but they couldn't get the fight started.

Then, at last, what they had been vainly trying for
happened by pure accident. Oog and Eek, at long last,
fell one day to fighting.

It wasthefirst and last time that the two pets ever
scrapped, and it was a scrap that had atotally unexpect-
ed outcome.

Otho, Grag and Captain Future were working in the
main room of the Moon-laboratory, that day. Otho was
using an atomic welder to fasten copper barsinto the
mechanism they were congtructing.

Oog, playing around Otho's feet, amused himsdlf by
changing himself abruptly into a perfect replicaof abig
copper bar.

By ill fortune, at this particular moment, Eek came



ambling into the room. He looked around. His beady
eyesfixed onthe big bar of copper on thefloor.

Now if there was one metal that Eek loved to devour
most of al, it was copper. He dmost drooled ashe
gprang forward and fastened his sharp teeth in that lus-
cious metd bar.

Next moment the Futuremen heard a startled yelp of
pain and rage and ascuffle under their feet. They
looked down.

Oog, who had changed back with the speed of light
to hisown doughy white shape, was standing stiff-
legged and glaring at Eek. Then, growling, the meteor-
mimic advanced toward the moon-pup.

"By space, they'reat it at last!" Otho exclaimed ex-
citedly. "Heréswhere we finally see Eek get his beat-
ing!"

"Stand up to him, Eek!" boomed Grag. "Knock the
daylight out of him."
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OOG OPENSATTACK

Next moment, Oog had jumped. Hisfat white body
and the gray, agile one of Eek whirled over and over.
Then Eek's strong paws, paws equipped with dia
mond-hard talons that could dig metd out of pure rock,
came into play. With arake of those powerful paws he
sent Oog flying againg thewall.

Grag cheered deafeningly. "That's the stuff, Eek!"

Oog shook himsdlf, then came determinedly back to-
ward his opponent. Eek waswaiting, his pawsraised
for another blow.

Oog paused suddenly. His body twisted, flowed,
changed shape and color. Suddenly, he was an exact
replicaof Eek himsdf.

It was as though two Eeks faced each other on the
floor, advancing toward each other and then locking in
battle.

"Holy space-imps!” exclamed Otho, Sartled. "He
figured Eek's paws were too strong for him, so he made
himsdf just like Eek. But which of them iswhich?"
Therewas no posshility of distinguishing between
thered and the fake Eek asthey scrambled around on
thefloor intheir struggle.

But soon it became evident that one Eek was giving
the other aterrible whipping. In afew moments, one of
the two identical antagonists deserted the struggle and
retreated out of the room at top speed, with the other in
pursuit.

"That was Oog doing the chasing!" Otho claimed, as
he and the others started after them.

"You'recrazy - it was Eek! Oog was running for his



lifel" retorted Grag.

GENTLEMEN, THE WINNAH!

The two pets had disappeared. They searched
through one after another of the Moon-laboratory's
branching chambers and corridors.

It was not until an hour later, in the underground
hangar of the Comet, that they found Oog and Eek. Oog
wore his own proper shape, now.

He and Eek, apparently little the worse for wesr,
were curled up together in acorner - adeep!

"The devil! They got over their scrapping and made
friendsagain!" exclamed Otho.

"But which one of them wasit that won?" asked
Captain Futuredyly.

"0Oog, of course - didn't you see?' Otho countered.
"If you had decent eyes, you'd know it was Eek!"
stormed Grag.

They made attempts to start the scrap going again.
But it wasin vain. Oog and Eek were as good friends as
ever, once more. They camly refused to beincited to
more béttle.

Who had been victor, Grag's pet or Otho's? No one
would ever know. But the argument has gone on ever
snce.
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ILD and forbidding in the harsh glare of un-

softened sunlight, stretched the lifeless sur-

face of the Moon. This savage landscape

was without vegetation, water or air. It was arumpled
expanse of giant mountain ranges, crud craters, and
vast rock plains seamed by deep, narrow canyons.

w

At the shadowy bottom of one of those canyons,
Captain Future, Otho and the Brain were intent on the
task of unearthing amass of gleaming meta ore. Curt
Newton and the android wore their spacesuits. The
Brain, who needed no such protection, hovered beside
them.

Curt findly didodged the mass of ore, and then
straightened, leaning on his stedlite bar. He looked
down the canyon.

"Where did Grag wander off to?' he demanded.
"Depend on that crazy robot to stray away when
there's heavy work to do," complained Otho.

A MOON-HOUND PACK

They started down the canyon in search of Grag.
Then, asthey squeezed through anarrow part of the
chasm, they saw a giant figure approaching them. It
was the massive, meta robot.

Grag hdld asmall gray animd that was struggling



and squirming in his grasp. It was amoon-pup, ayoung
individud of the fierce moon-houndsthat are the
Moon's strange, non-breathing species of life.

"Look, | picked up a maverick moon-pup!” Grag ex-
clamed. "I'm going to tame it and make a pet of it."
Captain Future interrupted sharply. "Where there's
one of those creatures, there's more of them! We'd bet-
ter get out of - ligten!™

There was no sound, of course, outside the short-
range telaudio instruments by which they conversed.
But Curt Newton had fdt afaint vibration, arushing
murmur, from the rock benesth hisfet.
"Moon-hounds - a pack!" yelled Otho. "L ook

therel”

IMPENETRABLE CREATURES

Down the canyon toward them was coming araging
horde of gray, terrible beasts - wolflike quadrupeds
with enormousfangsand talons. Their small eyes
glared red as they charged.

Moon-hounds could not be harmed by ordinary
wegpons. Their flesh was siliceous, its curious bodily
metabolism maintained by their use of raw rock and
meta eements asfood. Atom-gunswould not hurt
them.

"Back up the canyon, quick!" yelled Curt. "If those
beasts get us down, we're donefor!”

Curt and the three Futuremen rapidly retrested along
the chasm, firing avolley of brilliant atomic boltsto
discourage their pursuers. But the moon-hounds, find-
ing that the bolts of force did not harm them, rushed
forward boldly.

Curt and his comrades squeezed back through the
narrow part of the chasm. Asthey did so, Captain Fu-
ture delayed a second to thrust something into aniche
of the dliff. Then he darted hagtily on.

CAPTURED PUP

Next moment, a soundless explosion rocked the
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chasm around them. Its force tore away great masses of
shattered rock that crashed down from the precipitous
sdes and completely blocked the narrow chasm. The
block formed an impassible barrier between the moon-
hounds and the Futuremen.

"That wastoo blamed close," panted Curt Newton.

"If I hadn't brought aong a couple of atomic blasting-
cartridges to help us dig the ore, the pack would have



been on our necks.”

"Andit wasdl Grag'sfault, for picking up that mis-
erable moon-pup,” accused Otho.

"Youd better leave thelittle beast here, Grag," ad-
vised Captain Future. "Y ou can't make a pet of it. No-
body's ever tamed a moon-hound yet."

"Il tamethisone," Gragindsted. "It likesmea-

ready. Y ou can seethat.”

NEVER BEEN TAMED

Thelittle gray moon-pup, squirming franticdly in

his grasp, chose that moment to get his head free. The
animd ingtantly tried to sink its powerful, jewe-hard
teeth into Grag's metd arm, actualy scarring the sed-
ite

"Y es, we can see how muchit likesyou," jeered

Otho. "Its affection is pogtively touching.”

"It will learn better," Grag affirmed. "Let mekeepit,
chief. | dwayswanted apet.”

Curt Newton understood. Grag, mighty man of met-
d, knew himsdf to beirrevocably different from ordi-
nary humanity. That knowledge had nursed acertainin-
feriority complex in the mind of theintelligent robot.
Hefdt adim apprehension that ordinary human people
looked down on him because of hisdifference from
them.

Grag craved to be looked up to, by somebody or
something. That was why the robot o eagerly wanted
this moon-pup as a pet. Curt understood this, and so
againg his better judgment he gave a conditiond per-
misson.

"All right, Grag, you can keep it, though | don't be-
lieveyoull ever tameit,” heanswered. "But if it Sarts
making any troublefor us, itll haveto go."

STRANGE METABOLISM

When they returned to the moon-laboratory, Grag
secured the moon-pup to thewall by means of alight
Sedite collar and chain.

Thelittle gray anima was only two feet long. Its

sguat body was supported by four short legs whose
paws ended in powerful, chisdl-like digging-talons. Be-
low its sharp little snout, were jaws set with equally
powerful grinder-teeth. Its small black eyeswere bright
with hodtility asit faced the Futuremen.

Curt Newton inspected it with considerable interest.
He had never been able to make so close an examina-
tion of anindividua of the moon-hound species, one of
the strangest forms of lifein the System.

Once, long ago, the Moon had had an atmosphere
and many formsof life had flourished onit. Then asthe
satdlite dowly logt itsair by molecular dispersion,
mogt of itslife had perished. But afew species had



managed to adapt themsalves even to the airless condi-
tions.

The moon-hounds were such a species. They needed
no air because they did not breathe. Their bodieswere
of srangeinorganic flesh, in which slicon replaced
carbon asthe basic dement. They ingested the eements
they required to replenish their tissues, directly from
the raw rock and ore they dug out and pulverized in
thelr grinding teeth. Thisweird metabolism of their
bodies was aided by photosynthetic processes.

A METAL JAG

"I'm going to call it Eek," Grag announced. He ex-
tended his hand coaxingly to the moon-pup. "Here,
Eek!"

Eek, the moon-pup, responded by showing his teeth
menacingly at the outstretched hand.

"It can't hear you, Grag," Captain Future said.
"Moon-hounds have no auditory or voca organs, Snce
sound isimpossible on the Moon."

"Il tameit, anyway," Gragindgted. "Firg, I'll give

it something to eat.”

He brought some bits of metal-bearing rock and
proffered them to Eek. The moon-pup, watching them
suspicioudy with its beedly little eyes, champed the
rock to dust between itsteeth and swallowed it.

Grag tried it with ascrap of pure copper. Eek de-
voured that with amazing speed. He brought it more
copper, which was greedily bolted.

"Copper and other pure metdss, to them, must be like
candy to ahuman being,” Curt commented.
"Youvegivenit too much - it'ssick," Simon Wright
told Grag.

Eek had begun to wobble on hislegs. His head
swayed to and fro and aglazed look came into his eyes.
"Sick, nothing - thelittle pest isdrunk,” Otho said
disgustedly.

Captain Future broke into ashout of laughter. "Oth-
o'sright. So much pure copper stimulated its
metabolism too fast.”

Eek was staggering. Thelittle moon-pup tried to

take astep and fell down on hisface. He stumbled up
again and stood, his head wagging foolishly.

"Boy, has he got a bender on!" exclaimed Otho.

EEK UNDERSTANDS

Grag was dismayed. "It'snot hisfault,”" he defended.

" just gave him too much a onetime. I'll cut down on
hisfood."

Two days|ater, the Futuremen returned to the
maoon-laboratory to find that Grag's cut in the moon-
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pup'srations had had its sequdl.

Eek had, in their absence, eaten up hisown stedlite
chain, had then devoured al the copper parts of one of
Otho's best atom-pistols, and was now staggering
around the room in ahigh state of intoxication.

Otho stormed that the moon-pup had to go at once.
But Grag inssted that he would soon be able to tame
and train the cresture.

The next day, Grag's bellowing shout brought Curt

and the other two Futuremen on the run from the under-
ground hangar in which they were a work refitting the
Comet.

"What'swrong?"' Curt demanded sharply of the

robot asthey burst into the moon-laboratory.
"It'sEek," said Grag, proudly. "I've learned how to
tak tohim."

"You'redreaming!" scoffed Otho. "How can you

talk to abeast that can't possibly hear a sound?”

"| talk to him telepathicaly,” Grag declared. "He

can hear my thoughts. I've made friendswith him that
way. Watch, and I'll tell him to come hereto me."

Eek was chewing on abit of rock in afar part of the
room. Grag stared silently at the moon-pup. In amo-
ment, Eek turned his head. Then he cametrotting over
to Grag and looked up inquiringly.

"Yousee?' Grag sad. "l just gave him amenta
command to cometo me, and hedid.”

A DESTRUCTIVE PET

Captain Future wasinterested. " Then the moon-
hounds must communicate with each other telepathical-
ly. I never thought of that, but it's quite logica, when
you think of it, that they'd evolve such afaculty ona
soundlessworld.”

Grag's discovery enabled him to complete the tam-

ing of Eek in short order. The little moon-pup appeared
able to sense Grag's mental commands, even at acom-
paratively great distance. And Grag wasinordinately
proud of hisaccomplishments, and of Eek's devotion to
him.

Unfortunately, Eek till retained hisworst vice, that

of eating up any scrap of meta upon which he could
fasten histeeth. He preferred silver and copper, but
would take anything that was metdlic. Time after time,
he wreaked havoc by his uncontrollable appetite.

What was even more unfortunate, Eek aways

seemed to choose Otho's wegpons, instruments and var-
ious other metal possessionsfor his depredations. The
android reached a higher pitch of indignation with each
new foray.

"Gragisdoingit!" Otho accused. "He's putting the
ideainto that moon-pup's head to gnaw at my belong-



ings"

"I've done nothing of the kind," Grag declared.

"Y ou're aways picking on Eek."

Their arguments raged incessantly. And finaly, Eek
capped the climax.

EEK'SLAST CHANCE

The Futuremen had to make arush trip to Venus,

and during their absence, Grag left hispet locked ina
storeroom with an ample supply of ore-bearing rock for
food. But gpparently, it had not been ample enough for
Eek.

When they returned, they discovered that during

their absence Eek had gnawed through the cement wall
of theroom, got into the main laboratory, and egten
most of the copper parts of their biggest cyclotron.
When they entered, the moon-pup was found sprawled
beside the ruined cyc in an unpardleed sate of intoxi-
caion.

"That sttlesit,” Captain Future declared with finali-

ty. "Eek hasgot to go."

Grag made a desperate appeal .

"Give him one more chance, chief. | can bregk him

of thishabit, in alittle moretime."

Curt rdlented alittle.

"Grag, I'll give you one more month. If by that time,
Eek hasn't reformed, he's definitely leaving.”

"I'll work every minute at that month, training him,”
Grag sad earnestly.

HALL OF ENEMIES

But chance, and the machinations of a certain pow-
erful interplanetary criminal, destined otherwise.

The crimina in question was Cole Romer, the
Earthman whaose amazing plot to bluff the System into
areign of terror broke that very day. Thecdl for the
Futuremen'sad came within the next two hours.

When they answered that urgent cal for help, Grag
took Eek with them in the Comet. But in the days of ex-
treme hardship, danger and struggle that followed, he
had no chance to give Eek any attention.

The course of that struggle of the Futuremen with

Cole Romer has been described € sewhere. The climax
of that great duel came on one of the moons of Pluto,
where Cole Romer's forces captured the Futuremen.
Romer maintained upon that moon what he called
hisHall of Enemies. It wasaroom of hisstronghold in
which were severd dozens of hermeticaly-sealed glas-
site cases. In each case sat one of Cole Romer's cap-
tives - pardyzed in strange suspended animation by a
subtle gaswhich froze the metabolism of every living
cdl, holding themin living degth.

Into this dreaded Hall of Enemies, Cole Romer



brought the captured Futuremen and Joan Randall.
Each of them wasthrust into one of the glassite cases.
Each case was hermetically sedled, and then the freez-
ing-gas was released in each.

A LIVING CORPSE

Curt Newton, Joan, Simon and Otho, became so
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many living statues. Sitting there in the prisoning case,
Captain Future was unable to move amuscle. Even his
breathing was hdted, his whole body's metabolism par-
alyzed. He could only stare straight ahead, like the oth-
ers. And the most horrible feature was that, he was till
fully conscious

Cole Romer laughed as he left them.

"It'sworse than death, isn't it, Future?' he taunted.
"Youwill gt like that, unchanging, for yearsand

years."

The misery of their fate was enough to bring mad-
nessto alesser man. Never, indl his hazardous career,
had Captain Future been caught in a predicament that
seemed so hopeless.

He could not even turn his head. He could only stare
fixedly acrossthe shadowy, slent Hall of Enemies
whose only other occupants were the other frozen, con-
scious captives, each in hisown sealed case.

Nor was there hope from outsde. Romer'sforces
ruled this moon. Grag had been disabled and left for
deed by the crimind's men. He lay on thefloor, his
electrica "nerves' severed by an atom-blagt.
Hourswent by in which Captain Future fought of f
madness. Then, he saw asmall, gray cresture creep
fearfully into the shadowy Hall.

SKEPTICAL MOON-DOG

It was Eek. The moon-pup, lonely for Grag, had fol-
lowed them to this place. Eek now pawed distressedly
at the unconscious robot.

Captain Future had awild idea. "That moon-pup! It
might help -"

Curt only had one power |eft - the power of thought.
He used it now.

He knew that Grag could give Eek telepathic orders.
Hetried it now himsdlf, projecting a concentrated
thought at the moon-pup.

"Here, Eek!" he thought. "Come herel”

The moon-pup turned and looked at him. Then it
came doubtfully over to the glassite case in which Cap-
tain Future szt rigidly frozen.

Curt hurled another thought at the strange little crea
ture. "Thereisdlver inthewall of thiscase, Eek. Sil-
verl"



Now if there was one metal that Eek loved even bet-
ter than copper asfood, it was slver. The beady eyes of
the moon-pup glistened, and he advanced and sank his
teeth into the corner of the glassite case.

He retreated a moment later, and spat out amouthful

of broken chips of glassite. Helooked up at Captain Fu-
ture reproachfully.

Curt redoubled histelepathic effort. " ou did not

bite deep enough to get the Silver, Eek!" he thought.
"Bite degper! You will find luscioussilver, dl you can
edt!"

A little distrugtfully now, Eek again advanced and
started chewing on the corner of the case. Hisjewd-
hard teeth gnawed into the glassite.

Again, after afew moments, he turned away. And
thistime he turned his back on Captain Future, with the
injured air of one who had been deceived.

TO THE RESCUE

But histeeth had penetrated the thick glassitewall

of the case, thistime! The freezing-gas Sarted to escape
sngingly through the tiny aperture. And asit escaped,
and was replaced by air, Captain Future felt life come
back into his pardyzed limbs.

In aminute more, he was breaking out of the case

and freeing the others. Swiftly, they repaired Grag's
severed nerves and brought the robot back to life.

By the timetheir captors received the larm, the Fu-
turemen had freed dl the other prisonersin the Hall of
Enemies. And the battle that followed sedled the doom
of Cole Romer.

Not until after that climactic struggle, did Curt New-
ton havetimeto relate to Grag how Eek had freed
them. And Grag seemed to swell with pride when he
heard.

APPLAUSE FOR EEK

"Didn't | tell you Eek was smart?* Grag cried. "You
won't make me give him up now, will you, chief?'

Curt shook hishead. "Grag, Eek isapest. HEsa

thief, adrunk, and agood bit of acoward. But, for what
he did today, Eek gets my okay for life."

Otho groaned. "Do you mean that I'll have to put up
with that miserablelittle critter from now on?Life

won't beworth living."

"Otho ismerely jeal ous because he doesn't have a

pet like Eek," Grag commented loftily.

Otho swore. "When | get myself amascat, it'll be
onethat hasafew brains - and one that will be ableto
best Eek into apulp!™

How Otho carried out that promise, and how the ad-
vent of his mascot Oog brought complications, is anoth-
er story. That lay in the future. For the present, Grag



was at last completely happy. Eek had judtified himsdlf.
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