"Curt!" Joan screamed to Captain Future (CHAP. XVII1)
RED SUN OF DANGER

By BRETT STERLING

From the archives of the mighty Ancients, Curt Newton brings
back forgotten Denebian science to balk agreed-maddened
schemer who seeks to |oose unspeskable terror on the
Universe!

CHAPTERI

Seven Againg aWorld

TO SEE your whole life-work smashed to
ruins by no fault of your own, to seethe great
dream of humanity which you had helped
fulfill destroyed now by trickery and greed--
yes, the taste of these things was bitter!

They put asicknessin Philip Carlin's

studious, spectacled face as his rocket-car
purred up the wide north ramp into the center
of Great New Y ork. They crushed hismind
with a black foreknowledge of disaster to
come.

Hedroveinto the great paved plazathat isthe
heart of Solar System civilization. Thetitanic
bulk of Government Tower loomed likea
thundercloud above the lights of the
metropolis. Far up there againgt the stars
glowed alighted window, like avigilant eye
looking watchfully out into the universe that
man had begun to conquer.

A Planet Patrol officer met Carlin. "Dr.
Carlin? 1 have been ordered to conduct you to
the President's office. Thisway, Sir."

Carlin glanced at the officer asthey walked
toward the mighty tower. Impulse made him
ask aquestion. "How old are you, Lieutenant?"
The Patrol officer looked surprised. "Thirty,
ar.

Carlin brooded over the answer amoment. "
SUppOse you've got your next seventy yearsal
planned?"

Thelieutenant grinned. "Oh, sure. Therésa
lot of things | want to do after | quit the Patrol,
someday. But I'velots of time."

Carlin's voice was heavy with foreboding.

"I'd do them now, if | wereyou. | wouldn't
count on those seventy yearstoo much."”
Thelieutenant's grin widened. "Y ou're joking,
aren't you? Everybody will live morethan a
century now, barring accident. Vitron has seen
to that.”

His cheerful words echoedironicaly in Philip
Carlin'smind as a soundless magnetic e evator



bore him upward.

"Vitron has seen to that!"

Vitron! Thewhole Solar System depended on
the magic drug these days, as much as on the
arr it breathed--the drug of long life!

For vitron was a super-vitamin, achemica
agent that combated the poisons which cause
the human body to age. It would give peoplea
century of life, and decades of useful youth. It
had at one stroke enormoudy expanded man's
prospective life-span.

But nine-tenths of the precious vitron came
from aworld far outside the System. Now that
supply was threatened!

If the System learned of that danger, there
would be apanic. But Danidl Crewe, the
System President, had imparted it only to the
scientistswho had discovered vitron and to the
others whom he had summoned to this urgent
conference tonight.

CARLIN wasthinking of those others now,
without hope. "What can they do, if the
Government is powerless? What can any of us
do?'

When he entered the tower-top room that was
the President's office he found that Zamok, the
solemn Martian biochemist, and Lin Sao, the
plump Venusian cytologist, were aready there.
So was Commander Halk Anders of the Planet
Patrol, a hard-faced, massve man in gray
uniform.

But the room was somehow dominated by the
fourth man, the worn, colorlesslittle Earthman
upon whose shoulders rested the vast weight of
adminigtering the government of the System's
worlds and moons. Daniel Crewe looked as
though that weight were crushing him, tonight.
"They're not hereyet?' Philip Carlin asked
hestantly.

"They're coming now," Commander Anders
sad curtly. "Hear that?"

A low, muffled dronewas audible from the
night sky somewhere above this tower-top
room. To Carlin, who was no spaceman, it was
indistinguishable from the sound of any other
rocket-ship. But Anderswas sure.

"That's Captain Future's ship,”" he said.
Crewe'stired eyeslighted alittle. "l was sure
they would come quickly.”

Carlin was unimpressed. Why did dl these
people regard Captain Future as though he



were something superhuman?

Who was Captain Future, anyway? The
greatest of space-adventurers, people said.
They told wild tales of his planeteering
explaits, of hisscientific achievements, of his
three non-human comrades who were called
the Futuremen, of his mysterious home up
there on Earth'swild, barren Moon.

But what did it dl boil down to? To the fact
that ayoung Earthman with three fregk-ish
companions had performed certain exploitsin
gpace which popular enthusiasm had magnified
beyond al reason. Just aslegend credited the
Futuremen with impossible scientific
atainments.

Of course, Carlin grudgingly admitted, these
so-called Futuremen did have one mgjor
scientific achievement to their credit. Thelr
invention of the vibration-drive, giving space-
ships speeds beyond that of light, was what
had made interstellar travel possible. 1t had
enabled the System peoples, in thelast ten
years, to explore and even to gart colonizing
the nearer star-systems.

People had to have a hero, Carlin thought
morosely. This brash young adventurer had
caught their fancy, had become the center of
nonsensical legends. But why did the President
and Commander, in aserious emergency like
this, place such dependence on a cheap popular
hero?

"| suppose none of usarewholly immuneto
mob hero-worship,” Carlin thought weerily.
The muffled drone above the tower reached a
crescendo and stopped. Quick footsteps
sounded on the stair leading down from the
little landing-deck atop the tower. A man came
quietly into the room.

"Got here as quickly aswe could, gr," hesad
to Danid Crewe. "Hello, Halk. | presume these
three gentlemen are the vitron scientists?"
With alittle shock, Philip Carlin partly

revised hiscynicd estimate. If this man was
Captain Future, he had about him little of the
flamboyant or siwashbuckling air Carlin had
expected.

Thiswasatal young Eathman, leenina
close-fitting drab zipper-suit. Except for an
atom-pistol unobtrusively holstered at his belt,
he had none of the attributes of a space-
adventurer.



Historch-red hair was uncovered. His tanned
and rather handsome face was grave. His codl
gray eyeslooked asthough they could light
eadily with humor, but their gaze was
searching.

Carlin's atention next centered upon thetrio
who were entering after Captain Future. Carlin
rose sharply, astonished. He'd expected three
clever, freskish automatons. He hadn't
expected these!

"Thisis Curt Newton," Danid Crewe was
saying quietly to the scientists, "and these are
the Futuremen--Simon Wright, Grag and
Otho."

Simon Wright, the one known to the System
astheBrain, hdd Carlin'sfascinated gaze as he
mumbled acknowledgement of introduction.
WRIGHT wastotaly divorced from human
form. His"body" wasasmall, square
transparent case, poised in mid-air on jetted
magnetic beams. Hisface was merely the sde
of the case on which were his protruding glass
lens-eyes and the curious resonator of his
mechanica speech-apparatus.

Carlin now remembered the story that people
told and that he heard skepticaly. If it were
true, ingde that box was aliving human brain.
Onceit had been the brain of Doctor Simon
Wright, brilliant, aged scientist of ageneration
ago, but when Wright was on the point of
death, so they said, hisliving brain had been
aurgically removed and placed in theingenious
serum-case which had ever since served him as
amechanica body.

If that story were true--but it must be true,
after dl, Carlin thought in stunned surprise, for
the Brain was speaking to the President, ina
metdlic, inflectionlessvoice.

"Yousadinyour tdaudio cdl that the vitron
supply isthreatened. What'swrong?”'

"Yes, whatsdl thisfuss about vitron?'
boomed the loud voice of Grag. "It can't be as
important as people make out. | never takeit."
Grag was a gigantic robot--a metal man,
seven feet high, having massveamsand legs
and a bulbous head with glowing, photoelectric
gyes. Carlin had dways bdieved hewas an
automaton, congtructed with unusual
cleverness.

But this robot was no automaton! His
blustering comment attested intelligence and



perceptions equdling ahuman's, apowerful
mind and persondlity seated in the robot's
complex mechanica brain.

Otho, third of the strangetrio of Future-men,
waswholly manlike. Y et the storiesinsgsted
that he too had been artificialy created, that he
was an android or synthetic man bornina
laboratory long ago.

His dender white figure had alitheness that
hinted agility and speed to match thetitan
srength of Grag. Anironica, reckless
persondity was mirrored in the android'sthin,
mobile face and danted green eyes.

"Of course you don't take vitron--only we
humanstakeit," he said tauntingly to Grag.
Grag appeded loudly to Captain Future.
"Chief, | thought you said Otho wasto stop
insulting me? Did you hear that crack?!

"Cut your rockets, both of you," Captain
Future said sharply.

They had sat down around the President'sbig
desk. All except the giant robot whom no
ordinary chair would bear, and the brain who
hovered silently beside Curt Newton and
watched with expressionless lens-eyes.

It was aweird council indeed to gather here
inatower of old New York! Carlin ill felt a
sense of unredlity as helooked at the Brain,
robot and android.

These strange Futuremen, this quiet-eyed
young Earthman--was it possible that they had
done the things with which legend credited
them? For thefirg time, Carlin's numbed mind
felt avague hope.

"You dl know how vita the vitron supply is,"
Crewe was saying. "Y ou ought to know, since
it was your joint laborsthat gave vitron to the
Sygem.”

Carlinredized thetruth of that. Zamok and
Lin Sao had discovered vitron in their
laboratories, but when the drug proved too
complex to synthesize on alarge scde, it was
he himsdlf who had devel oped vitron-plants
which had ahigh content of the substance and
could be grown wholesde.

Vitron-plants would grow only in powerful
solar radiation and high humidity. Inthe
System, Venus aone met those conditions, and
dry land there was limited. It was then that the
Futuremen's past explorations of nearby Star-
systems had revedled that the star Arkar had a



planet, Roo, which wasided for growing
vitron-plants. On Roo had been established the
colony which now grew the precious vitron for
the System.

"And you dl know," Crewe continued, "that
the System depends for nine-tenths of itsvitron
on distant Roo. Now that supply is threatened
by arebdlion of the Roo colony againgt the
System Government!™

Curt Newton's brows drew together.
"Rebellion on Roo? What would start it? What
grievance have the colonigts?

"It'sthe Roons," said the President. "They've
been attacking the colonigts, raiding their
plantations. And the raids are getting worse."
"The Roons?' echoed Otho, puzzled. "The
humanoid natives of Roo? | remember them, a
primitive people of thered jungles. But they
weren't hostile when wefirst explored Roo ten
years ago."

"They weren't hogtile to the colonists until a
few months ago,” Commander Halk Anders
sad harshly. "Then they suddenly began
attacking the colony. We bdlieve . someoneis
deliberately inciting them to hodtility!"

"We believeit, but we can't proveit," Crewe
said wesarily. "The attacks have enraged the
colonigts. They want to take summary
vengeance on the natives. But we can't permit
that--it would mean a massacre of the Roons.
It would be an evil beginning for our
interstellar expansion. We want to stop these
raids without daughtering the inhabitants of
Roo." He spread hishands helplesdy. "So the
agitatorsfor rebdlion claim that the System
Government won't protect the colony, and that
it should secede and declare its independence.”
Carlin looked troubled.

"Wethink someoneis using this schemeto set
up apuppet independent government on Roo
and get amonopoly on vitron. Then vitron,
which means hedlth and life, would be sold
only to those in the System who could pay
high priced”

"A neat profiteering scheme, and not anew
one," rasped the Brain. "Remember that fellow
Lu Suur who tried to corner vitron production
on Venus, years back?'

"Whatever became of Lu Suur, anyway?"

Curt Newton asked thoughtfully.

The President nodded. "We thought of that.



The fellow dropped out of sight after the Roo
project broke his attempt at monopoly. He
might be mixed up in this. Joan and Ezraare
checkingonhim.”

"I've been saying that the way to nip this
whole rebellion businessisto send abig Patrol
sguadron ,to Roo and crush the revolt before it
begins" Halk Anderscut in harshly.
WEARILY Crewe shook hishead. "Weve
argued that out. The colonigts are so inflamed
now that any show of force would be
interpreted as coercion by the Government,
and would bring the rebellion to ahead. It
would play into Harmer's hands."

"Harmer?' Captain Future's question came
sharply.

"Jed Harmer isthe leader of the independence
movement on Roo. Wethink he'sonly a
puppet of thered conspirators, whoever they
ae"

Curt Newton spoke thoughtfully. " Since your
reports indicate that those conspirators have
deliberately incited the Roonsto hodility, why
not send secret agents to Roo to expose that
fact?If the coloniststhere learned how they've
been tricked, they'd turn against the agitators
immediatdly.”

"We did send four of the Patrol's best secret
agentsto Roo," the President said. "All four of
them met death on the way there--
‘accidentdly’. Their identity and purpose had
been suspected.”

Newton shrugged. "Then the job must be
undertaken by agents who know Roo
thoroughly yet who will not be suspected.”

He looked around their faces. "I think thisisa
job the seven of us could do--us Futuremen
and these three stientists,” he said coolly.
Philip Carlin fdt an incredul ous amazement
diffen hisface. "Zamok and Linand | will go
to Roo with you as secret agents? But how--"
"Y ou three have a plausible reason to visit
Roo without being suspected,” Newton pointed
out. "Y ou're the discoverers and devel opers of
vitron, and what more logica than that you
should vist Roo again for further research? No
onewill dream that you'rethere as
Government agents”

"But what do we know about that kind of
work?" babbled Lin Sao.

"Y ou know Roo, and that'swhat will count



themogt,” retorted Captain Future. "Well, will
you go?'

Carlinfdt sunned. Thelast thing he had
expected was a proposal such asthis.
Hisfirst impulse wasto refuse. He a secret
agent? He, the botanist who knew nothing of
secret missions, of danger or conspiracies?
Carlin opened his mouth to regject the
proposal. Across the desk he met the gray eyes
of Captain Future, quietly watching him.
Hewas never after ableto explainit to
himself. But with incredulous horror, he heard
himsdlf saying, "I'll go, for one"

Zamok nodded in hissilent Martian way. And
Lin Sao, his plump face eager, added, "I, too!
Nobody will profiteer on vitron if | can stop
it

Daniel gazed at Captain Futurein distress.
"Curt, you Futuremen can't go to Roo," he
sad. "These three men might not be suspected,
but everybody knowsthat you four are the
Government's ace trouble-shooters. If you turn
up on Roo, the men behind this thing will
know your missoningantly.”

"Don't worry, | can dope out adisguise for
mysdlf and the chief that'll fool everybody,”
Otho boasted.

"Y es, but how about Simon and me?* Grag
demanded loudly. "Y ou can't disguise uswith
your make-up tricks."

Newton spoke to the President. "Don't worry,
gr--1 have aplan by which we Fu-turemen
can go to Roo without arousing suspicion.”
"But | il don't see--," Grag beganto
complan, puzzled.

"I'll explain on theway to Venus, Grag,” sad
Curt Newton.

"Venus?' repested Commander Anders, his
hard face betraying surprise.

Newton nodded. "The supply shipsfor Roo
take off from Venusopolis, don't they? Well,
that'swhere our trail begins.

He gaverapid ingructions to Carlin, Zamok
and Lin Sao. "Y ou three will go separately
from usto Roo, immediatdly. Takethefirst
ship and announce you've come for research on
certain vitron problems.”

Carlin nodded. "But what do we do when we
get there?'

"Just fake some research until we get into
touch with you," Captain Future said. ™Y ou'll



hear from us, never fear. And-- trust nobody."
Therest of their planswere swiftly laid.
Newton gave no hint of hisown intentions. But
when the Futuremen left, Daniel Crewe voiced
another anxiouswarning.

"Captain Future, you seven will be on your
own, there on Roo. We can't send you help, for
as| said, that would precipitate the rebellion.
And you'll find few there who aren't with the
rebels. It'll be you seven againg al Roo!"
Newton smiled understandingly. "1 know. But
we seven know Roo, and weve dl got a
personal stakeinthis. | think we have a
chance.”

Later Carlin stood at the window with thetwo
scientists and Commander and President,
watching asmall ship streak an arc of rocket-
fire toward the zenith above New Y ork. The
Futuremen were on their way to Venus-—-and
Roo.

Roo, world of Arkar! His dismayed thoughts
legped out to that far, dien world in whose
deadly and secret struggle he too was now
involved.

So digtant from the familiar Solar System,

and so strange, that foreign world. Its unearthly
red sunlight and crimson jungles, its ocher seas
and brazen sky, itsweird night-dragonsflitting
benesth the dark moon --they rosein Carlin's
Mmemory Now.

Y et, somehow, Philip Carlin did not fed as
appalled as he would have expected. Somehow
he felt abuoyant throb of excited confidence,
communicated to him by the strange quartet
who wereto be his comradesin this secret
struggle of seven againgt aworld.
CHAPTERII

Night on Venus

UNQUESTIONABLY, the great spaceport at
Venusopolisis an epitome of the aspirations
and limitations of man.

Here, in breathtaking beauty, the shimmering
traffic-tower risesinto the night, pointing likea
shining finger at the distant planets and thefar
more distant stars toward which the great
shipstake off with thunderous crash of rockets.
Watching those ships go out, one can believe
manisagod.

But leave the spaceport and walk through the
sordid huddle of shabby streetsaround it, and
you seethe god'sfeet of clay. Beyond thering



of mountainous warehouses that hold the ores
from Mercury and grain and frozen meet from
Saturn, the machinery from nearby Earth and
the precious vitron from faraway Arkar, lies
the zone known asthe "Bdt."

The Bdt isashabby dum battening upon
gpacemen, adventurers, merchants and less-
identifiable characterswho flow into Venus
through the spaceport.

It has seemed incongruous to more than one
observer that men who have known the beauty
and wonder of the starways should find
relaxation in the tawdry drinking-places and
amusements of this place.

But human nature changes dowly, too dowly
to match the swift, rising beat of a star-
conquering aivilization.

Rab Cain had some such thought as he
unobtrusively made hisway aong athronged,
mist-choked main avenue of the Belt.
"Anugly, tawdry place" he thought wryly.
"Still, it'slucky for meright now that there's
such adigtrict asthison Venus."

Cain gtiffened suddenly. Two planet Patrol
officers gpproaching dong thefoggy sreet.
Onewas aMartian, one asharp-eyed
Mercurian, and they were keenly eying passing
faces.

"If they ask to see my papers, I'm done!” Rab
Cain started to sweat.

Hetried to ook as inconspicuous, as law-
abiding, as possible. But that was not easy for
Rab Cain.

Hisface was not the face of alaw-abiding,
commonplace citizen. It was atough young
Earthman's face--the dark features subtly
hardened and worn by time, and with alivid
straight scar acrossthe left cheek which was
only too obvioudy an old atom-gun wound.
Cain fervently hoped thet the deadly little
atom-pistol he packed in hisjacket was not
bulging enough to betray its presence. Thetwo
Petrol officerswerelooking at him very
sharply asthey closedin.

Fortune favored him. A towering Saturnian
gpaceman further aong the street chose that
moment to come to blowswith aVenusian
whose girl he had been ogling. The smdll
uproar drew the Patrol men forward in arun.
Rab Cain uttered a bregath of relief.

"If they'd picked me up now, it would sure be



tough!" he muttered.

The streets were risky for him, he knew. But
just ahead glowed the Sign of his destination,
the Inn of a Thousand Strangers.

The resorts of the Bdlt ran to flowery names.
Basicdly, they were dl the same--shabby
rooms choked with green rial-smoke, half-
drunken patrons and the haunting wail of
Venusan musc.

They were not as bad as they |ooked.
Summing parties from the sea-garden suburbs
of Venusopolis might find them excitingly
suggestive of outlaws and " planet-jumpers'.
Therewere afew of these. But most of the
patrons were Smply space-weary men who
craved afew hoursfun.

Cain pushed hisway intothelnn of a
Thousand Strangers, avoided the noisy crowd
at the bar and took asmall table in a shadowy
corner.

No one noticed him in the chatter of loud
voices and throb of music.

Four Venusiansin the opposite corner picked
at their cross-strung guitars and sang
swampland songs in amuted undertone.

"Ah, let'shave some real spaceman'smusic
ingtead of that wailing," bellowed amerry,
half-drunken Jovian spaceman. "Play 'Wind
Between the Worlds!"

Caininserted asquare coin into the automatic
service-pump at the center of histable and
turned the selector to "whisky." A plastic
tumbler of brown liquid popped ouit.
Ashedrank, he kept his eyes on the door. Not
too steadily, but he watched it with a
furtiveness that made more than one casud
observer put him down as a planet-jumper
dodging the Petral.

"Thewind that blows between the worlds
Has carried me from home--"

They were bawling it out, adozen motley,
merry spacemen who had bought theillusion
of good cheer for abrief hour between
Voyages.

"It never now will let mego

Andtill I diel'll roam.”

CAIN gmiled mirthlesdy ashelowered his
glass. The song was peculiarly appropriatein
his own case, he thought.

He dtiffened to attention. He was looking at
the door, and agush of mist had just comein



the door, and someone had come with it.

It was not a Planet Patrol man. It wasatall,
brown-faced young Earthman whose torch-red
hair was bare, and whose gray eyeswere
keenly searching the smoke-fogged room.

But behind that tall Earthman were two
figureswhom everyoneinthelnn of a
Thousand Strangers recognized at once, even
though they had never seen them before.

Not human, those two figures. One, a
towering, stedly robot, gigantic, avesome, his
metal head swivelling, photodectric eyes
gaing.

The other, a poised, floating box that had
watchful lens-eyes.

"Thefuturemen!" dhrilled avoice,

incredulous. "That's Captain Future!™

Rab Cain hdf rose from hischair, hisdark
face frozen, his glass dropping from his hand.
The dlick of the plastic tumbler on thefloor
brought the eyes of Captain Future instantly
toward him.

Captain Future started across the room.

A hundred pairs of eyesfollowed him, the
gliding Brain, the clanking, towering Grag.
Thiswas an event dmost without precedent,
thiswas athing aman would tell of for years.
These people would have been less astounded
had the System President walked into the
tawdry establishment.

Captain Future was aname, alegend of the
sarways. He was even more than that, to nine
hundred and ninety-nine people out of a
thousand.

The distorted, magnified taes of the
Futuremen and their exploits on far worlds and
sars weretold as of an adventurer of another
age.

And now, suddenly, here they were--Captain
Future and two of hisfamous band, walking
into this commonplace tavern of Venusopolis!
Small wonder that the faces here watched him
with intense interest, incredul ous astonishment,
and in some cases with fear.

Fear! It was naked on Rab Cain's dark face
for dl to see asthe Futuremen came across the
room toward him.

Captain Future's gray eyes bored into Cain's
face. "You're Rab Cain? We want you."
Cainfound hisvoice.

"I've done nothing!" he said hoarsdly.



Captain Future's lipstightened. His voice was
awhiplash.

"Nothing that the Patrol can hold you for,
maybe. But I'm not the Patrol."

"Y ou've no authority to arrest me!” Cain
exclamed

"Authority?* boomed the huge robat, in
disgudt, "If thelittle rat wants authority, I'll
show him some."

Grag arted forward.

Captain Future shook his head. He did not
take his eyes off the cornered man in front of
him.

"Cain, you're coming with us"

As he spoke, Captain Future started to draw
the atom-pistal at his bdlt to enforce the
command.

Desperation, and raw terror, flashed into Rab
Can'ssullen eyes.

"Y ou're not taking me, even if you arethe
Futuremen!" heydled.

Now the frozen throng saw Rab Caindo a
mad, asuicidd thing. They saw him snatch out
an alom-pistal from ingde hisjacket.

He was crazed with panic to do such athing,
al knew. No man ever had matched blazing
atom-gunswith Captain Future and won. They
knew that the scared young Earthman was
good as dead aready.

Captain Future's hand moved with blurring
speed to bring up his own half-drawn weapon.
More than human seemed the swiftness of the
movement--

Then the unexpected, the totaly
unprecedented, happened! It issaid that even
the mogt skillful fighting-man will find some
day that the averages are againgt him, that in
time he must meke adip.

Captain Future's clean, swift draw suddenly
caught and dragged. Had his atom-pistol
caught on the holster? Nobody could see. It
was over too soon for that.

Rab Cain'satom-pistol flashed a streak of
blinding energy. The redhaired planeteer had
hisgun only half raised. A thin scorching blast
struck Captain Futures side!

THE redhaired planeteer uttered a choking cry,
and fell with hisweapon dropping from his
nerveless hand.

"Chief!" yelled Grag the roboat, legping
forward to the side of the fallen leader, anote



of awful anxiety in histones.

Rab Cain stood petrified, looking amost
supidly at the fallen man, asthough he could
not yet believe he had redlly donethis.

Nor was his astonishment greater than the
incredulous amazement that stunned the
watching crowd.

"Gods of space, he's dropped Captain
Future!” yelled awild voice.

Then--mad confusion. The Brain rushing
forward, and Grag legping up from hisfalen
leader with abooming, unhuman cry of rage.
Rab Cain jumped back, the gunin hishand
gpitting crashes of lightning. Hewasaming at
the big clugter of krypton-lightsin the celling.
The shattering of them clapped darkness on the
room.

Screams of women, hoarse, bawling ydls,

and over everything the heart-stopping,
booming roar of the maddened robot.
"Captain Future's been killed!"

Rab Cain plunged through the whirl of dark
figurestoward the door. He used the butt end
of hisgun to smack yelling, shadowy figures
out of hisway.

He burgt out into the misty, darkness of the
street. Then he was running at top speed
through the shrouding fog.

He thanked the stars for the fog which was
rolling in thicker from the svamplands ashe
ran. It blanketed the uproar behind" him, made
hisrunning figure hlf invisble

He headed toward the spaceport. He had to
get there, and get there fast before the Planet
Petrol could stop him.

CHAPTERIII

Secret Stratagem

VENUSOPOL IS lies upon along, wide ridge
between the swampland and the sea. The
Venusans, dwaysthe most aesthetic peoplein
the System, have preempted its shore for their
beautiful floating villas and "sea-garden’
suburbs. Mere commercia structures are
relegated to the swvampward side. Among those
structures stood one whose nature would have
been ingtantly recognized by any citizen of the
nine worlds. The gations of the far-flung
Planet Petrol are dwaysthe samein
appearance, from Mercury to Pluto. Thereis
awaysasguare, grim black two-storied
synthestone building, and behind it abig



landing-court for the cruisersthat maintain the
law in space.

The Patrol station in Venusopolis showed
lightsfrom one upper window tonight. In that
office, two people were working late. Both
were high-ranking members of the Pairol. One
was an old man, the other agirl.

Joan Randall did not wear the Patrol uniform.
Secret agents of the Patrol's famous Section
Four never do. Shewas wearing aplain white
Sk zipper-suit that made her dark young
beauty incongruousin this place.

Her brown eyesweretired as she looked up
from the mass of papers on the desk. "The
name of Lu Suur isnot on any of these
passenger-lists, Ezra”

"Y ou've covered every ship he could have
taken?' asked Ezra Gurney, white-haired
veteran marshd of the Peatrol.

It was significant he spoketo the girl asto
another man. The girl had served the grest
organization of law for ahandful of years--
the man for alifetime. Y et in Joan's soft
features was the same intent look asin Gur-
ney's weathered face.

"Lu Suur disgppeared from Venus eight years
ago," she pointed out. "He vanished right after
his attempt to create a vitron-monopoly here
had been balked. |'ve checked the passenger-
list of every ship that |eft here at that time. He
was not on any of them, but he probably used
an assumed name.”

She looked disconsolately out the open
window from whence camealilt of gay music
from the dance-palaces out in the sea-gardens.
Ezra Gurney was watching her with wise old
eyes. "Cap'n Futures ill home, isn't he?
Wouldn't wonder he/d be droppin' in a Earth,
one of these days."

Her brown eyes met his, without attempt at
evason. "Yes Ezra" shesad quietly. "That's
why I'd like to get back to Earth.”
Ezradropped his chaffing manner. Hisface
showed contrition. "I'm sorry, Joan. Didn't
mean to tease you. Y ou know how fond of you
| am."

Sheamiled. "I know, Ezra”

"And because| am," he continued with
sudden fedling, "1 wish you'd never met Curt
Newton."

Shelooked surprised and hurt. "Why do you



say that?'

"Becauseif you'd never met Cap'n Future,
you'd be married by now to some nice young
fellow and have areal home, instead of bein' a
number in Section Four of the Patrol, and,
edtin' your heart out for aman who'll never
marry and settle down like other men."

"Ezra, you'retalking nonsensel" shesaid

hotly. "Y ou must be out of your mind, to say
that--"

Joan stopped, ruefully. "I'm sorry, Ezra. |
know you meant it for my own good. But it's
just no good talking. There's never been
anyoneesefor mesincel met Curt. And |
know he loves me. Someday helll stop space-
roving, someday helll want ahome on Earth
like any other man."

"Hewould, if hewere like any other man,”
warned the old marsha. "But heisn't, Joan.

Y ou know aswell as| do what kind of an
upbringin' he had--an orphaned baby, raised
there on the wild Moon by aBrain, arobot and
an android. A boy who never even saw another
man until he was nearly aman himsdf! He's
different from the rest of us. Hell dwaysbe
different.”

"|sthat any way for one of hisoldest friends

to talk about Captain Future?' demanded the
grl.

Her voice seemed to echo back and forth in
the room, like aqueer reverberation from walls
andfloor.

"Captain Future--" it whispered.

IT WASN'T an echo! It came from the telaudio
loudspeaker down in the station office. Joan
jumped to her fedt.

At that moment a breathless Mercurian
lieutenant of the Patrol burst into the office.
"Marshd Gurney--Agent Randd|--aflash

just came in from one of our cruiser-card” he
cried. " Captain Future has been badly hurtina
gun-fight down inthe Bdlt!"

"Curt on Venus?' exclamed Joan
increduloudy. "It'simpossiblel”

"No doubt about it--he and two of the
Futuremen went into the Inn of a Thousand
Strangers after an Earthman named Rab Cain,”
rattled off the officer. "Cain shot it out, and
Captain Future was hurt. Cain got away."

Ezra Gurney exploded. "Expect usto believe
that a cheap crook could match atom-gunswith



Cap'n Future? It's crazy!"

"Ezra, comeon!" cried Joan, urgently.
AsaPatrol rocket-car whirled them westward
through the mist-shrouded streets of
Venusopoalis, Ezrawas still muttering angrily.
"Somefoal officer must have got excited an'
lost hishead to turnin areport like that. Cap'n
Futurelosan' agun-fight?'

So many times had he and Joan Randall
witnessed Curt Newton's phenomenal speed
and efficiency in combat, that the old veteran
could not conceive the possibility that the
famous planeteer could be outmatched in a
fight.

But Joan'sfirg smilar incredulity was giving
way to afrightening foreboding. Always, that
foreboding had been at the back of her mind.
Always she had recognized the grim fact that
even the most courageous and resourceful of
men could not forever chalenge risks without
someday losng.

"Go fagter!" she urged the officer driving.
"Use the screamer.”

The Mercurian at thewhed flung her a
startled look. They were dready tearing
through the misty streets at a dangerousrate,
the infra-red foglamps bardly illuminating the
way ahead.

Y et he floorboarded the cyc-pedal and
pressed a button that flung ashrill, dmost
supersonie note far ahead of the rushing
machine. That screaming vibration, never used
by the Patrol except in emergencies, deared
streets ahead of them like magic.

They toreinto the shabby dum of the Bdlt.
Far beyond it, the vague, glimmering spire of
the spaceport traffic-tower lifted above the
heavier ground-banks of fog. A big ship there
was risng ponderoudy out of themist on
flaming ked-jets, disgppearing in the sky.
Then the rocket-car's brakes skidded it
Sdewise asthey came upon acrowd jamming
the street ahead.

"Thisisthe placel" exclamed the Mercurian
lieutenant as they jumped out. "Make way,
there--Patrol business!”

"Captain Future dying! Future--dead!"

They rang in Joan'searslike aknel, those
hoarse phrases babbled by the excited crowd
through which they pushed. Her cold dread

deepened.



Ironicaly, the krypton sign of the Inn of a
Thousand Strangers beamed greeting above the
door. She went insde, hardly conscious of the
taut-faced Patrol officersaready here, their
urgent voices, the staring crowd around the
wall of the smoke-choked, shabby room.
She could see only thelittle group in the
center of thefloor. A lithe, red-haired man who
lay face upward. The giant figure of Grag
crouched over him, and poised abovethe
progtrate figure was the uncannily hovering
box of the Brain.

"Simon--Grag!" She ran toward them.

Big Grag whirled, hisglaring photodectric
eyesfixed on her and Ezrain amazement.
"Joan! Y ou and Ezrahere?'

Sheignored the question. "L et me see Curt!™
Newton lay limp and ungtirring, eyes closed.
Hisface was awaxy white. Then her heart
contracted, as she saw the gaping, blackened
wound in hisside, midway between shoulder
andwas.

Simon Wright'slens-eyes |ooked at her
unfathomably. " Steady now, Joan. He's badly
hurt but not dead.”

The room seemed to waltz dowly around her,
and shewas grateful for therigidity of Grag's
mighty arm supporting her.

"How did it hgppen?' Ezrawas mumbling,
hisfaded eyeswild and incredulous.

"The chief'satom-pistol caught in hisholster
and that fellow Cain got the jump on him--
then shot out the lights and esceped!” raged
Grag. "But well get him!™

A MARTIAN captain of the Patrol came
running across the room, hisred face
Swvedting.

"Just got acall from one of our men at the
spaceport,” he reported. "We weretoo late.
The man Rab Cain got away--took passagein
the Starfarer, the emigrant ship bound for
Arkar."

"Then order asquadron of cruisers out to
bring the Starfarer back!" roared Ezra.

"No, wait!" said the Brain urgently. "You
can't do that. Cain would plead self-defense.
Technically we had no right to arrest him. We
Futuremen will take care of him."

"But heson hisway to Arkar--trillions of
miles outsde the System!" objected Ezra
grenuoudy.



"Never fear, he can't go so far we can't find
him," retorted the Brain, hismetdlic voice
cold with menace. "That can come later. Weve
got Curtisto take care of now. Well take him
to the Comet--1 can treat hiswound better
there. Our ship's parked out at the edge of the
swampland. Get arocket-car."

The only thing clear in Joan's mind wasthe
gtill, waxy face of Captain Future asthey
carried him out through the mist and laid him
on thefloor of the car. Ezratook the whed,
and they started westward through the misty
dreets.

She looked up from Captain Future, to find
Grag and Simon werelooking at her strangely.
"Joan, theré's something to tell you," said the
Brain. "But firdt, | want to explain that we
didn't know you were herein Venusopo-lis.
Curt thought you had gone back to Earth with
your report by now."

"That'swhy hedidn't let me know you were
here?' she said. "It doesn't matter now.”

"It does matter," ingsted Simon. "Y ou see,
we couldn't explain things back therein the
cafe. Too many people were watching and we
had to play the part we had prepared, even
when you and Ezra unexpectedly appeared.
"Simon, what are you getting at?* Shelooked
at the Brain with sudden intentness.
"Thefactis" blurted out Grag, "that it was al
agtrategem on the chiefs part. He wasn't
redly hurt at dl."

"Curt not wounded?" she gasped. "But he--"
Her breath stopped. Curt Newton was Sitting
up inthefloor of thecar, lookingina
shamefaced fashion.

"I'm sorry we had to give you such a shock,
Joan," he said earnestly. "Y ou see--"

"It doesn't matter, you don't haveto explain!”
she cried. Happiness and relief choked her.
"Curt, just to know you'redl right--"
"That'swhat I'm trying to explain,” he
perssted in distress. "Y ou see, Joan, I'm not
Curtadl.”

To her amazement, he put his handsto his
face. Waxite plugs came deftly away, eagtic
flesh smoothed into new features, afdsewig
of curly red hair came off.

And it was Otho the android who was looking
at her with embarrassment!

"It was Otho, disguised as Curtis, all the



time," Smon explained. "The‘wound' in his
side was faked--he wore aray-proof vest. We
had to do this, Joan. We've got a big job ahead,
oneof the biggest.”

Hetold her, then, of the threat of rebellion on
distant Roo, of what it meant to the vitron
supply, and of the determination of the
Futuremen and the three scientists to go to Roo
as secret agents.

"Curt had to get to Roo in disguise without
being suspected,” Simon continued. "To make
sure nobody would dream he wasthere, we
staged thislittle dramatonight so thet everyone
will know Captain Future has been badly
wounded and islying helpless back herein the
Sysem.

"No onewill dream that Curt isreally out on
thismission. And when we Futuremen go to
Roo, well do so secretly. Evenif themen
we're after therelearn of our coming, they
won't think we can do much without Curt to
lead us.”

"But whereis Curt, now?" cried the
bewildered girl.

"He's dready on hisway to Roo," wasthe
answer. "Otho worked out an effective disguise
for him, too. Curtisis'Rab Cain'!"

CHAPTER IV

Inthe Abyss

LIKE agiant, slvery torpedo, the Starfarer lay
in its semi-sunken cradle, the streamlined
sweep of itshull broken only by the low hump
of the bridge and the massive drive-ring & the
tall. Porthole lights gleamed through the mig,
and light spilled through open space-doors
down the busy gangways.

It seemed incredible that thisinert mass of
metal could of its own power legp trillions of
milesto another sar. That waswhy the
departure of one of the big star-shipswas il
an event, to ageneration that was accustomed
to ordinary interplanetary voyages. Only inthe
last ten years had men begun to stride out to

foreign gars.
"Twenty minutesto take-off!" shouted
loudspeakers across the misty spaceport.

"Board at once--Door Two!*

Curt Newton, in hisdisguise asRab Cain,
raced across the foggy tarmac toward the
beckoning second door of the great bulk, after
paying emigrant's passage to Roo. Therewasa



little crowd of such emigrants ahead of him,
going up the gangway.

"Show your passage papers-—-and hurry!™
shouted asteward at the top of the gangway.
"Emigrants sdon just aheed.”

From the top of the gangway, Captain Future
looked back with a nervousness which was not
assumed. If Patrol cars dashed up now, before
the take-off, it would ruin his plan.

It was enough for him merely to travel to
disgtant Roo in disguised identity. The
congpirators there would sooner or later
investigate hisback trail. Their thoroughness
was proved by the "accidental” deaths of the
Patrol secret agentsfirst sent out.

It must look asthough he, Rab Cain, had shot
Captain Future and boarded the star-ship to
escape. Sincethey had not dared risk |eakage
of their scheme by telling the Planet Patrol, the
Petrol could ruin it now by seizing him before
the ship took off.

"Weve cut it pretty fine," Newton thought
tautly. "But Grag and Simon should be able to
delay aPeatrol darm from going out at once.”
"All emigrants, thisway!" asteward was
saying loudly. "Move forward--don't block the
corridor.”

The emigrants salon proved alarge square
room, with portholes at one side, and dozens of
recoil-chairs. Corridors branched off of it,
where there were many small cabins each
accommodating two passengers.

The emigrantsin this big room numbered
more than a hundred. Curt Newton's eyesran
quickly over them. About three-fourthswere
men--only afew courageous souls took
familieswith them to Roo. A mgority of the,
men were decent-looking representatives of
severa of the System planets, but there were a
number of tough-looking individuals.

An annunciator on the wall spoke
authoritatively. "Captain Kasro spegking! We
take off in ten minutes. Y ou must either bein
your bunks or strapped into recoil-chairs, in
five minutes. Do not leave your chairsor
bunks until further announcement.”

Newton found a recoil-chair and strapped
himsdf in. Inwardly he wasligening tensely
for aPatrol car's screamer.

"I'm John Gordon and thisismy wife," sad
the young Earthman on hisright. He stuck out



his hand. "Guesswe're to be fellow-
passengers.”

Captain Future liked the look of Gordon, a
wiry, pleasant-faced young fellow whose wife
wasapae, pretty girl. But he kept up his part.
"My name's Rab Cain," he muttered, looking
nervoudy at the door. "Wish wed hurry and
take off."

The hulking Jovian inthe chair on hisleft
guffawed derisively. Y ou won't be so eager
when we do take off! They say the acceleration
on these star-ships tears aman apart.”

"John, that isn't S0, isit?' murmured the pde
girl to her husband.

"Of course not," Gordon said, with an
indignant glance at the Jovian. "They only use
ordinary rocketsfor the take-off from Venus.
Then when we get outside the space-lanes they
dart the vibration-drive for high speed--but
they use a cushioning stasis of forceto reduce
the drag. The man at the Emigrant Bureau
explaneditdl tome”

Captain Future listened with awry smile. He
and the Futuremen had invented both the
vibration-drive and the stasis-cushion.

That seemed along time ago, he thought, but
it wasredly--only ten years. Y &, those ten
years had brought great things from the
invention he had given to the System.

NOW he was going starward again. But alone
thistime, in another identity, bound for aworld
of deadly intrigue and danger.

"One minute to take-off!" the annunciator

sad sharply.

A nervous stir ran over the emigrants. A
steward darted into the salon, inspected them
quickly, then entered his own recoil-chair.
Space-doors had shut, oxygenators were
throbbing.

The rockets et go with amuffled roar.
Hydro-springs screamed protest under their
chairsasthe Starfarer lurched skyward. The
rocketsfired steadily. Through the porthole,
Newton glimpsed the misty, shadowed sphere
of Venusdropping rapidly away.

A half-hour |ater, the rockets were cut off.
They were outside the space-lanes, ready for
thered gtart of theinterstellar lesp.
"Stasison!" warned the annunciator. "Keep
your chaird"

A paeglow of force bathed the salon. But it



wasforce, not light--a subtle stasis that now
gripped everything in the ship.

"| guessthisiswherethey turn on thedrive,”
John Gordon said uncertainly to hiswife. He
patted her hand. "It won't bother us.”

No rocketsroared, thistime. But Captain
Future heard the low hum of the vibration-
drive start amoment before the Starfarer
legped forward with incredible velocity
through space.

That sudden acceleration would have crushed
them likeflies, but for the cushion of the dasis.
The protecting aura of forcewaslike a
tangible, astic medium surrounding them,
pervading even their bodiesto prevent interna
inuries

Newton was used to the sickening drag and
shock. But he pretended apprehension and
nausea equal to those of hisfellow-passengers.
He heard ayelp of terror from aMercurian
opposite him, and awoman's choking cry.
The dragging sensation lessened. The eery
ydlow glow of the stasis dimmed, now they
hed built up thefirst high velocity.

"Take-off completed,” came the reassuring
announcement. "Y ou may leave your chairs
until the next accel eration-period.”

"L ook out the window therel" cried an
astounded Martian. "Look at space!”

The emigrants, noisy now with relief and il
alittle shaky, crowded around the porthole
windows, and cried out in wonder.

The Starfarer was plunging at anightmare

rate through adark and awesome abyss. There
was nothing but blackness and emptiness and
dars.

The passengers own Solar System, the
yelow spark of the Sun, wasamost invisble
inatwisted blur of distorted light-rays behind.
Ahead, the small red speck of Arkar could just
be seen, asremote and detached as the other
dars.

"The heavens declare the glory of God, and the
firmament showeth His handiwork," quoted
the awed John Gordon, watching with hiswife.
The girl shuddered. "It's so empty, so lonely,
out here."

Curt Newton knew how these peoplefdt. He
hed felt it many times himself. Never could
these cold vastnesses become commonplace to
him.



"It'ssofar!" Ruth Gordon was whispering,
looking toward Arkar's red spark. "Our own
Sun and Earth--trillions of milesaway."

"WEeIl come back," Gordon said stoutly. "In
ten yearswéll make afortune growing vitron
out there on Roo. Then wéll return.”

She amiled bravely up at him. Captain Future,
watching, felt aqueer envy of their happiness.
It made him think of Joan Randall. He had
not seen her before leaving on this dangerous
business. Now he wished it could have been
otherwise.

Newton brought his mind sharply back to his
immediate task. He must lose no timein
establishing the new character he meant to
assume.

Hating his chosen role, Curt Newton forced
himsdf to speak out loudly and offensively.
"Cursed if | couldn't useadrink, after that
take-off! Why the devil won't they let you
bring liquor aboard, anyway?"

Thebig, rough Jovian near him grinned
knowingly. "Y ou can bring it if you know how
to hideit, Earthman.”

The green-skinned man of Jupiter reached
into his jacket and brought out aflat bottle.
"Marsh brandy--have some."

Gordon frowned with disapprovd. "Ther€'s
grict rules againgt drinking on aspace-ship.”
"Rules?’ jeered Curt Newton. "I don't live by
rules. I'm leaving the blasted System to get
away from some of their rules.”

The Jovian guffawed. "Metoo, Earthman. I'm
Jok Korrin. Signed out to Roo as an emigrant.
Told'em | wasafarmer--ha, hal"

THE marsh-brandy stung Newton'sthroat but
he wiped hislips appreciatively as he handed
the bottle back. "Same here," he grunted. "I'm
hanged if I'm going to grub vitron-plantson
Roo."

A scrawny Saturnian with fishy eyesinadull
gray face, who had given hisname asLi Sharn,
heard this.

"Thereslots of planet-jumpers hiding out on
Roo, dready," he said gibingly to Newton.
Newton swaggered. "I'm no scared planet-
jumper,” he boasted. "Y ou'd be surprised if
you knew just why I'm on this cursed ship.”
Hisloud voice, the presence of the bottle, had
drawn adozen of the tougher-looking
emigrants around. Gordon and the other men



with wives had drawn away in distaste.
Captain Future noticed that, and felt that his
efforts were succeeding. He was, from the very
outset of the voyage, establishing the character
inwhich he desired to gppear on Roo.

"1 could tell you something about what I've
donethat you wouldn't believe," he boasted.
"But I'm not oneto brag.”

"Ligten to the Earthman,” jeered the
Saturnian, Li Sharn. ™Y ou'd think to hear him
talk he was the Fal con and John Had-don
rolled into one."

"Maybe not, but | did something neither of
those cursed space-pirates ever was able to
do," said Newton wisdly. "Only, I'm not
talking."

John Gordon pushed hisway into the group.
His clean-cut face was stern with suppressed
anger.

"Therearewomen inthissaon,” Gordon
snapped. "Y ou men can either control your
language or go to your cabins.”

Jok Kerrin turned on him wrathfully. "Who
do you think you are, Earthman? Go to your
own cabin, if you dont like the way wetak."
Gordon clenched hisfist and swung & the
Jovian. Newton grabbed hisarm. "Y ou can't hit
any friend of minel" Cgptain Future blustered.
"What's going on here?' demanded anew,
authoritative voice.

Thetdl, gimlet-eyed Venusian who spoke
wore the uniform and inggnia.of ship-captain.
Two other officerswerewith him, and an
excited steward.

Thewrangling group hadtily split up. The
steward was pointing at Curt Newton.
"That's the man, sir--the one called Rab
Can."

Captain Kasro advanced and stared into
Newton's scarred, disguised face. "Y ou're Rab
Cain?Y ou boarded this ship a Venus-opalis
just before take-of f?*

Captain Future knew what was coming. He
counterfeited mingled sullennessand
goprehension. "That's my name. What of it?'
"We just received a message about you from
Venusopolis, by undimensiona-wave," Kasro
sad. "Y ou're the man who gravely wounded
Captain Future in afight there just before our
take-off."

"Captain Future wounded by this man Cain?"



cried John Gordon increduloudly.

"Badly wounded--they say he'still living

but that's about dl," said Captain Kasro.
Newton saw the shock in the faces of the
decent immigrants.

"Any rat who would try to murder Captain
Future deservesto be lynched!" exclaimed
Gordon wrathfully.

CHAPTERV

World of Arkar

HOURLY Captain Future had expected the
news of the "shooting" to catch up to him.
Starships these days, even though traveling
faster than light, maintained instantaneous
communication by the undimensiond wave
that carried telaudio signalsin a short-cut
acrossdimensions.

But Curt Newton hadn't expected such fierce
indignation toward Rab Cain. It took him
aback, momentarily. Nevertheless, he had to
brazen out his part.

"| shot Captain Future in self-defense!™ he
sneered. "He drew his atom-gun on me--and |
protected mysdf.”

"If Captain Future drew aweapon on you, he
undoubtedly had good reason,” said the ship
captain in ablistering tone.

A chorus of agreement came from most of the
crowd around them. Newton bared snarling
teeth.

"Did the Planet Patrol say they wanted me?"
he demanded.

"N-no!" admitted Captain Kasro reluctantly.
"You see?' said Newton in triumph. "They
didn't put any charge against me because they
knew it was sdlf-defense. So you've got no
right to bully me."

Thecaptain bit hislip. "Technicaly, you're
correct. Just the same, Cain, | warn you that
werre watching you. Thefirst disorder you
causeonthisship, yougointothebrig." He
turned on his hedl and |eft the crowd. Curt
Newton looked around the black faces of the
emigrants, swaggering defiantly.

"Nobody can bluff Rab Cain," he boasted.
"Not Captain Future, even. Hetried it, and he
got his"

"Cain, | wouldn't bein your shoed" said John
Gordon, showing hisdidike. "The reason the
Patrol made no charge against you is
obvious--the Futuremen intend to take care of



you themsdves for wounding their leeder. And
heaven help you when those three catch up to
you someday."

Curt Newton grew boagtful. "I'm not afraid of
them.”

Gordon and most of the other emigrants
turned away from himin disgust. But some of
the tougher dement remained, eying Rab Cain
with new respect.

"You redly beat out Future himsdf inagun-
fight?" muttered Jok Kerrinincreduloudy. |
can hardly believe that Future couldn't handle
you."

"Maybe you think I'm soft?" rasped Curt
Newton, scowling. "Maybe you'd liketo try me
out, Jovian?'

"Takeit easy, Cain," advised the fishy-eyed
Saturnian, Li Sharn. "Nobody hereis hunting
trouble”

Newton saw that he had made an impression
as atough, quarrelsome character. That was
what he wanted, for his purpose wasto
penetrate the rebellious conspiracy on Roo as
quickly as possible. The best way to do that
wasto join the rebellious party, to work from
theinsde. With Rab Cain dready amarked
trouble-maker, his chances of that were better.
Time after time, in the hours that followed,

the emigrants had to return to the recoil-chairs
while the vibration-drive again went on. The
Starfarer was methodicaly building up speed.
Already it was streaking through the abyssten
timesfagter than light--ave ocity thought
impossible a century before, when there had
persisted afaulty conception of the relation of
velocity to mass.

Captain Future heard John Gordon reassure
hiswife. "Only four more days of acceleration-
periods. Then we get aweek's rest before they
dart decderating.”

"I'll be glad when were safely in Roo,”
murmured thegirl.

Li Sharn, the Saturnian, heard her and
laughed mirthlesdy. " Safety? Thereés no safety
on Roo, these days."

"What do you mean?' demanded Gordon.
"The Government emigration bureau told us
that Roo's natural conditions are good for
System people.”

"The Government paintsarosy pictureto get
emigrants,” retorted Li Sharn. "They got meto



emigrate to Roo, four years ago, but now it's so
dangerousI'mtrying to sell my holding. I've
been back to the System for that purpose.”
Captain Future saw dismay appear on the
faces of the ligening emigrants. "What's so
dangerous on Roo?" Gordon demanded.

"The Roons," answered the Saturnian. "The
natives of the red jungles are an un-human lot
of devilswho have turned hogtilein the last
year. They raid the plantations on the fringes

of the colony, burn and kill and destroy, and
then vanishinto thejun-gle.”

"But surdy,” put in adow-spoken, stocky
young Jovian emigrant, "surely the System
Government will stop dl that?"

LI SHARN looked a him cynicaly. "When
you get to Roo, you'l find out the Government
won't raise afinger to protect the colony. What
do those bureaucratsin Great New Y ork care
about our troubleswhen weretrillions of miles
away? Why, they won't even give usarmsto
defend oursdlves™

John Gordon spokefirmly. "I don't believeit.
The System Government isn't perfect, but it
has dways worked for the good of dl its
peoples”

Li Sharn shrugged. "Y oull change your mind
when you get to Roo."

Captain Future saw the emigrantswere
troubled after the Saturnian had strolled away.
Li Sharn had sown aseed of doulbt.

"And hedid it ddiberately," thought Curt
Newton. "Maybethis Saturnian isalead to the
conspiracy.”

Newton had suddenly realized the

conspirators on Roo might have agentson
these emigrant shipsto foster anti-Government
sentiment.

"Devilish dever," thought Captain Future.
"They start their propaganda before they reach
Roo.
He grolled after Li Sharn. "Y ou'velived on
Roo four years?' he said. "Maybe you can tell
mewheat | can find to do there?"

"The government officewill giveyou afree
land-grant for aplantation, and sdll you tools
and vitron-seeds at cogt,” Li Sharn answered.
"l don't want to sweet raising vitron!"
grumbled Newton. "I'm only on my way to
Roo because this ship wasthefirst craft out of
Venusopoliswhen | wasinahurry.”



But the Saturnian remained non committal.

"Y oull find something to do. There aredways
opportunities on aworld like Roo."

Curt was disappointed. But he till believed

Li Sharn was connected with the rebellion
party, and watched the Saturnian closdly inthe
next few days.

The accel eration-periods ceased, and the
Starfarer now moved silently in what seemed
no more than a crawl through these vast
gpaces. The oppressiveness of interstellar space
wastdling on the emigrants. They had been
excited and noisy thefirst few days, but that
had faded away.

These people, Captain Future knew, were
discovering the difference between intersielar
and interplanetary travel. There was nothing
out here but the vast gloom of darkness and the
pinpoint stars. Y ou didn't fed asthough you
weretraveling toward adegtination. You felt as
though your shipand dl onit werefdling
headlong through an infinite abyss.

Li Sharn increased the depression of the
emigrants by spreading his propaganda of fear,
until John Gordon flared up at the Saturnian,
on the fifteenth day. "Why do you keep
discouraging these people? Y ou've got most of
them worried Sck."

Li Sharn shrugged. "It'snot my fault that
thingsarelike that on Roo. It'sthe fault of the
System Government.”

"The System Government gave us our chance
to emigrateto Roo, and | don't want to hear
any more criticism of it," snapped Gordon.
Captain Future saw the chance. He strode
forward, scowling at Gordon. "Who saysLi
Sharn can't talk? Do you think you own this
ship?'

Gordon eyed him with cold antagonism.

"Cain, you stay out of this. Y ou'relucky that
you haven't been space-jettisoned by the
decent people on this ship."

Newton uttered an angry roar and swung at
John Gordon's chin. Gordon ducked back.
Next moment, they were exchanging blows.
An excited ring of emigrants formed around
them. Nine-tenths of them shouted for Gordon.
Curt Newton meant only to prolong the fight
until it was broken up. He didn't really want to
hurt Gordon, and purposaly missed most of his
vicious-looking swings. Gordon was a hard,



fast boxer. The young emigrant'sfist collided
with Newton'sjaw and sent him sprawling
back on the floor, half-dazed.

A ydl of jubilation went up from the throng

of onlookers. "That'sgiving it to therat,
Gordon!"

Captain Future, seething with assumed fury,
glared up a Gordon. "It'slucky | ain't got my
gunonme!” heydled.

"That'sthe only time space-scum like you are
ever dangerous, with atom-gung!” said Gordon,
turning away in contempt.

CURT NEWTON got up and found himsdlf
deserted. Sullenly he dunk out of the sdlon and
he stood rubbing his chin by a corridor
porthole. Li Sharn came up to him.

"It wasfoolish of you to mix into that, Cain,”
said the Saturnian. "I can take care of my own
arguments.”

"Y ou and your arguments weren't what got
megoing," Captain Future growled. "It was
Gordon sticking up for the Government.”

The Saturnian'sfishy eyes narrowed. "Y ou
don't like the System Government?”
Newton'sreply was ablistering oath. "The
cursed Government and its prying officids
broke up the best business| ever had. It wasn't
enough for them to get holy about what | was
doing, they had to send Captain Future to
pester me."

Li Sharn'svoice was casud. "Well, | suppose
| owe you something for your efforts. | may be
ableto get you some kind of ajob on Roo."
The Saturnian made no further promises.

But after he had gone on, Captain Future felt a
amall thrill of hope. He rubbed hischin
ruefully and grinned.

"I'm beginning to like that chap Gordon,” he
murmured.

"Decderation-period!" warned the
annunciators. "All into recoil-chaird"

They decderated with increasing frequency

in the next few days. For now Arkar, asmall,
flaring red sun, was becoming visbly larger.
On the twentieth day, Arkar filled a quarter of
the heavens ahead. The star, much larger than
our Sun, shone with ominous blood-like
gplendor. Even through the glare-proof
windows, its radiance blinded the excited,
watching emigrants. But they could make out
three planetsthat circled Arkar like gleaming



gpecksof light.
"Roo istheinnermogt planet,” Li Sharn told

Captain Future. "The other two planetsare
uninhebiteble.”

Newton nodded. "So I've heard," he said
dryly.

Hewasthinking of thetime, ten years before,
when he and the Futuremen had first explored
thissystem.

He looked back at the blur of space astern.
The Futuremen must be somewhere back there
now, secretly rushing on after the Starfarer in
their own smdl ship. And Philip Carlin and the
other two vitron-scientists must have aready
been on Roo for severa days, for they had
taken the first ship while Newton had been
preparing the scene on Venus.

Blood-red light beet fiercely through the
portholes as the Starfarer swvung in around
Arkar. The vibration-drive had been cut off
and the bow and lateral rockets exploded
frequently to check and guide their rush.

Roo loomed up big ahead, adull red ball.
Curt Newton's heart beat faster at Sght of it.
Vitron meant hedlth and life to nine worlds of
people, back acrossthe abyss. He mustn't fall
herel

The crimson planet was circled by asmdler,
dark sphere. It was alittle moon, and one
whose albedo was extraordinarily low, snceit
reflected dmost no light. Black Moon, the
Roonscalled it.

"So thisisRoo?" muttered one of the staring
emigrants. "It looks plenty wild."

Wild and forbidding, indeed, was the planet
spinning beneath them. Hardly bigger than
Earth, its surface was blanketed by dense
crimson jungles from horizon to horizon
except that part covered by mountain-ringed,
ocher-colored oceans in the south and the far
north.

"Recoil-chaird" cdled the annunciator.
"Everybody in ther recoil-chairsfor landing!"
The scream of parting atmosphere came from
outsde. The Starfarer was rushing down across
the jungles of thered world.

"I didn't know the place was aswild asthis,"
Newton growled to Li Sharn. "l wish to space
I'd never come."

"Youll get dong dl right here," assured the
Saturnian. " Stick to me when we leave the



ship, that'sdl.”

Newton's hopes bounded. But now the keel
rockets let go with a deafening roar, asthe big
ship settled further toward the planet.

Through the portholes, there cameinto view
far ahead alarge, roughly oblong expanse of
clear land, near the equator. It covered fifty
miles, likeagreat scar inthered jungle.
Captain Future glimpsed tilled fields, small,
isolated white plantation-houses. Soon awhole
cluster of such white cement Structures camein
view, atown of somesize,

"That's Rootown!" someone called. "That's
the colony center!”

THE Starfarer's bow tubes thundered and the
big ship hesitated in mid-air. Then, on roaring
ked-tubes, it sank dowly down through the
sunshine toward a scorched landing-field a the
eastern edge of Rootown.

The smdl shock of landing was followed by a
sharp ringing of bellsthrough the ship. There
was agrinding sound. Then apecu-iar Slence
clapped down. It took a moment to redlize that
it was caused by the shut-' ting off of the
throbbing oxygenators, for thefirst timein
three weeks.

"We're here, Ruth!" John Gordon's eyes were
shining. "Our new home, our new world!"
"Something's happening!" exclaimed Jok
Kerrin, the big Jovian. "What'sgoing on
there?"

Captain Future was dready at awindow. Out
on the landing field, men were running
excitedly toward the town. Rocket-cars were
racing in the same direction.

Li Sharn uttered an exclamation. "That means
trouble

They crowded to get out of the ship.

Weird and dien the new world seemed. The
soil under their feet, blackened by rocket-
blasts, was dull yellow. The grassthat patched
it was of the vivid red color of the distant
jungles

The scorching mid-afternoon brilliance of
monster Arkar stunned their eyes. Under its
glare, the white cement structures of the nearby
town stood out againgt the unearthly brazen
sky. Theair was hot, damp, heavy with scents.
A dim, rising roar of voices came from the
town. Men were dill running fromthe
spaceport in that direction.



Li Sharn called to an excited spaceport
attendant. "What's up?'

"Bigriot of somekind!" yelled the man. "It
looks like Harmer's secession party isgoing to
take over!"

Captain Future felt ashock of darm and
dismay. Riot and rebellion aready reaching a
climax on Roo? Jed Harmer'srebellious
followers saizing the rule of the planet? Then!
he had reached here too late!

CHAPTER VI

The Roons

DURING the night, before the Starfarer
arrived, Dr. Philip Carlin, botanigt, satina
mood of profound discouragement inan
isolated plantation-house near the edge of the
Roo colony.

This plantation lay miles south of Rootown,
50 near the jungle that the dank breath of that
night hidden forest came through the screened
windowsinamiasmic exhdation, freghted
with strange scents and spices and rot-smells,
bringing murmurs of birds and insects.

Carlin looked across the lighted room at
solemn Zamok and worried Lin Sao.

"So it boils down to the fact that we've been
here nearly aweek without accomplishing
anything," he muttered.

Lin Sao shrugged fat shoulders. "Weve had
to be careful. Scientists can't show too much
interegt in politics.”

"But we gtill don't know who's behind
Harmer's plot, or who or what isinciting the
Roonsto theseraids," said Carlin.

He looked gloomily around the room. They
had leased this plantation, with its thousand
acres of vitron shrubs, from an owner who was
only too glad to leave Roo. They had fitted up
the living-room as alaboratory, in linewith
their announced intention of carrying on
research to better the strain of vitron plants.
Thetables of apparatus, the ddicate
microscopes and electro-scanners and testers,
had dust on them. They gave Carlinasick,
sudden longing for his own shining laboratory
infaraway Great New Y ork.

He shook off the thought. After dl, Captain
Future had only asked them to establish an
isolated headquarters here in the Roo colony
and then wait for ingtructions. They had done
that.



Y et he wished they could greet Newton, when
he came, with somered information or help.
"That fellow KaThaar," Zamok was saying,
"the young Mercurian who's congtantly with
Jed Harmer. Have either of you learned
anything about him?'

Lin Sao frowned. "Ogtensibly, hes Harmer's
plantation overseer. But it'sdl sham. He
doesn't know avitron shrub from a feather-
tree. Helooks more like Harmer's bodyguard,
tome"

"Wait aminute--listen," said Philip Carlin,
gtaring a the windows. There had been a
sound--afaint something that did not fit the
pattern of wind and bird and insect noises.
"What'swrong?'

"l don't know." Carlin went to the door and
stepped out onto the veranda of the long, low
plantation house.

Night lay solid over Roo. Black Moon was
the merest shadowy ghost of adisk inthe
western ky. It illuminated thelong, low fields
of spiky vitron-shrubs beyond.

A digtant roaring sound, rising and faling on
the breeze, came from the west. The feather-
trees whispered to themselves. Then, two tiny
jets of whitefirelow in the western darkness
were followed by sharp, ripping sounds.
"Atom-gung!" cried Zamok. "That means--"
The siren came dashing across hiswords, a
faraway keening wail that rose like a shriek of
the damned.

It had but one meaning. Every plantation out
here on the fringes of the colony had such a
gren these days.

"Roonrad!" yeled Lin Seo. "That's Horth
Or's plantation they're attacking!"

"Bring out one of the card" shouted Carlin.
"Il get thegung™

He plunged back into the house and hastily
belted on one of the heavy atom-pistols that
aways hung close indde the door. Then he
grabbed two others and leaped back out.
Confusion had shattered the night. The Sirens
were going now to east, north and west,
plantation after plantation taking up and
passing on thewarning.

The low-dung rocket-car roared out of its
shed with ablagt of firefromitstubes, Lin Sao
inthe driver's seat. Carlin scrambled inwith
the Martian and tossed them the gun-belts.



Bucketing dong the mud road by thefaint
gplash of the headlamps, Carlin saw other car-
lights approaching at high speed. Every planter
here was obligated by mutual defenseto
respond in such emergencies.

"They'vefired the shedd" yelled Zamok.
YELLOW flame splashed the darkness a
mile ahead, licking up golden tongues

from ahaf-dozen points. They heard ghrill
cries, and then again the crash of atom-guns.
Carlin's heart dugged hisribs. What was he
doing here in a speeding rocket-car, clutching
the butt of aheavy atom-pistal in his sweating
pam, he who knew nothing of bettle or
conflict?

"Therethey arel" cried Lin Sao. "See'em?’
Carlin saw them. Red humanoid figures,
outlined againgt the legping flames of Horth
Or's bunkhouse and vitron-sheds, looking like
medieva devils asthey battered at the door of
the plantation-house.

An earsplitting crash beside him deafened
Carlin, and a scorching breeth hit his cheek.
Zamok wasfiring at the legping figures ahead.
Lin Sao had dewed the car around into the
zone of firelight. Carlin wasdimly aware of
the hellish scream of distant Sirens, of the roar
of other cars coming up the road, of the atom-
gun kicking vigoroudy in his hand.

He had triggered too hard and the weapon
kicked up like abolt of lightning above the
Roons outside the house. He piled out of the
car with histwo friends, as adozen planters
and workers hagtily disembarked from cars
now rushing up. Guns crashed desfeningly.
"Therethey go!" yelled the hoarse voice.

The Roons had turned. Carlin glimpsed
parrot-beaked red faces, smooth-muscled red
bodies clad in soft gray leather tunics, arms
raised with queer wooden weapons.

Roon darts pattered around them. The door of
the plantation-house opened and Horth Or and
another man appeared. The Jovian planter was
ydling and firing a the Roons.

The Roons had no intention of facing the
gathering forces. A weird sgnd-call dhrilled
among them, and they darted back into the
jungle

Carlin found himsdf running with the others

up to the blazing plantation. Horth Or met
them, his Jovian green face contorted with



rage.
"They killed two of my workers, the devild!
Caught us by surprise!”

A gtern-faced Venusian planter shouted to the
gathering throng of armed colonigts.

"Cut them off before they get back into the
deep jungle! Horth, you and half the men take
the |eft--the rest of uswill take theright.”
Carlin and histwo companions were swept
aong by the rush of vengeance-hungry men
toward the jungle. They spread out and started
to beat the undergrowth.

Everythingwastill awhirl in Carlin'smind.
Hisfeet tripped in loose earth, and crushed
Spiky little shrubs under hissoles.

"We're spoiling one of Horth Or'sfields of
vitron-seedlings,”" he thought, absurdly. "We
ought to have gone around.”

Crashing atom-guns et go some distance to
hisleft, but Horth Or was shooting in mere
blind rage. There was amovement of shadows
into the dark junglewall ahead, and nothing
more.

"Fan out," yelled their temporary leader.

They were at the edge of the jungle--not the
vast impenetrable forest that covered most of
Roo, but aregion of brush and scrub.

Alone, Carlin shoved through the damp,
undergrowth. Y elsripped the night to right
and left of him. A startled, demoniac screech
came down from the sky as unseen night-
dragonsflapped away. Carlin's heart was
pounding with excitement.

Something shadowy gtirred ahead, and Carlin
pressed trigger and speared awhite bolt of
energy into the dark brush.

Then hefdt foolish. " Shooting a shadowd! |
just don't know anything about this sort of
thing."

He moved forward. And in twenty steps, he
stumbled over the body of aman.

Carlin recoiled with alittle startled yelp, got
his pocket-flash out and turned its beam down.
What he saw made him fedl sick.

It was the body of a Roon warrior, crumpled
up. Thesde of his head was freshly scorched
and bleeding. Carlin knew then it was no
shadow he had fired at.

BUT the humanity of that petheticdly limp,
curled body! Hed thought of the Roons,
aways, as something lessthan human. Their



curious red skins, the parrot-beaked faces and
big, round eyes--these didn't keep thisman
now from seeming to Carlin ashuman as
himsdlf.

"Buck fever," Carlintold himsdf, trying to
laugh. "First time| ever killed anyone. An
inevitable nervous reection.”

It wouldn't work. He couldn't make himself
fed likeatough, rdentlessfighting-man.

He noticed the Roon's chest was heaving
dightly. Bending over, he examined the
tribesman. The Roon had been merely grazed
by hisgun-blast. Thefdlow was stunned, not
dead.

Carlinfet weak with relief. He swore shakily
to himsdlf. "I'm just not cut out for thiskind of
work."

Herased hishead to ydll to the others. Then
asudden thought kept him silent.

"Why," hethought excitedly, "thisfelow
would be valuable--to us"

Hisbrain raced. Captain Future had stressed
the paramount importance of finding out who
wasinciting the Roonsto theseraids. Why
not question a captured Roon?

Carlin heard Lin Sao blundering through the
brush nearby, and caled inalow voice. The
Venusan scientist came stumbling to him.
"Devilsof Venus-you'vekilled one of

them?'

"Not killed--stunned,” Carlin said swiftly.
"Ligten, Lin, | want to get this Roon back to
our plantation without the othersknowing. Tell
Zamok and bring our rocket-car. Hurry!"
Darkness and the fact that Horth Or and the
otherswere gill searching the brush, aided
them. Ten minutes |ater they loaded the
unconscious Roon into it. Carlin had bound the
tribesman'swrigts.

"Stay here so our absence won't be noticed,
Zamok," he whispered. "Then come back as
SOON asyou can get avay."

The Martian nodded understandingly.

Carlin drove thelow-dung car past the
smoldering ruins of the sheds. Two dead
workerslay there, with darts sticking in their
throats. Dawn was paling the sky asthey drove
rapidly homeward. Carlin wasfeding a
curious exhilaration that lifted him above
fatigue. For thefirgt time, the sedentary young
scientist understood the queer lure of danger.



Their plantation-house, half hidden by the
surrounding grove of pinkish feather-trees,
glimmered inthefull morning light of Arkar
when they pulled up beforeit. Lin Sao grunted
asthey carried the unconscious Roon into the
house. The tribesman was heavy.

They used insulated cable to bind their

captive tightly into achair in Carlin's bedroom.
Then the Venusian sterilized and bandaged the
scorched wound on the Roon's head.

The Roon awoke under these minigtrations. In
the parrot-beaked red face, black eyes flashed
aarm and he sought to jump up. Then, glaring
at them like atrapped jungle-cat, hetried to
break his bonds.

Carlin knew the dialect of the Roons. He had
learned it on Roo eight years before, when the
tribeswerefriendly. It was, like most
languages of humanoid races throughout the
universe, based on the language of those
ancient Denebian pioneers of space whose
descendants all human races were.

"We are not going to hurt you," hetold the
Roon earnestly. "We want you to tell us

The glarein the enormous black eyes of the
Roon warrior died down alittle, but he
regarded them with sullen defiance.

"What isyour name?' Carlin asked.

"l am Gag," said the Roon. "When | get free, |
will kill you. Y ou star-men must leave Roo.
We shdl keep attacking you until al of you
go."

"But why, Gaga," demanded the Earthman.
"Formerly, your tribeswere friendly. Now
suddenly you turn hostile and demand we
leave. Why?'

Gadsface becamelikered stone. "All star-
men must leave Roo. If you do not, disaster
will overtake our world."

Hewould not say more. Carlin looked
helplesdy at Lin Seo. "What do you make of
it?'

The Venusian scientist's plump face was
thoughtful. " Somehow, their superdtitions have
been aroused.”

They plied the Roon with questions, for

hours. But Gaawould not speak another word.
Heonly stared sonily at them.

It was hot afternoon by the time they wearily
desisted. At that moment cametheroar of a



rocket-car stopping outside. The car went on
again quickly. A moment later, Zamok burst
into the room.

THE e derly Martian was exhausted and
worried. "The devil ispopping!" he exclamed.
"Horth Or and alot of the other planters have
goneinto Rootown. They'rewild with rage a
thisnew raid, and swear they'll rouse thewhole
colony if Governor King doesn't teke action
thistime."

Carlinwasdismayed. "Thisisbad. Well go
into Rootown and seeif we can't quiet them
down alittle someway. Y ou come aong,
Zamok--Lin, | want you to stay and watch this
Roon."

The rocket-car took him and the Martian
northward along rude roads that ran between
endlessfields of spiky gray vitron-shrubs and
isolated plantation houses.

Rootown cameinto view aheed, alow and
unimpressive mass of white blocks. A few
rocket-fliers were buzzing above the town, and
the streetsthat led to its plaza were Streaming
with rocket-cars and excited people. Asthey
pulled up their machine and hurried toward the
plaza on foot, they could hear aroar of voices.
No one in Rootown was paying any attention
to the spaceport amile away where the weekly
liner from the System was berthing. Ordinarily,
acrowd would have been there to watch the
Safarer landing.

"ThereésHorth Or!" exclamed Carlin asthey
entered the plaza.

Horth Or stood on the hood of his rocket-car,
above the crowd. The Jovian planter's massive
face was dark with emotion under the brim of
his sun-helmet, as he pointed to two bodies
that lay in hiscar.

"Two of my workers, killed by those
murdering red devild" hewas shouting to the
crowd. "My sheds burned, my equipment
wrecked. How long do we have to put up with
theseraids?'

A roar of angry voices chorused agreement.
"It'stime we taught the Roons alesson!™
"There comes Walker King, the Governor,”
muttered Zamok to Carlin. "Hée'safool to show
himsalf here now. It will only provoke them
more."

Waker King wasathin, aging Earthman
whose short-sighted, worried eyes blinked



through his spectacles as he pushed through
the crowd. His graying hair was uncovered in
the red glare, and he had apparently come
hurriedly to the scene.

The furious Jovian planter saw him, and
pointed to his dead workers. "That's more
Roon work! What are we going to do about
it?'

King showed he was nervous.

"The Roons must have overpowered the
sentinds | posted in the southern jungles”" he
answered. "Well try -to devise a better system.
Y ou must be patient--"

An angry roar from the crowd drowned his
words. The roar changed to one of applause as
apudgy man made hisway through the throng.
"Harmer! Jed Harmer! Speak for the
colonigts, Harmer!"

Jed Harmer was a plump, benevolent-looking
Earthman of fifty. He wore the sun-helmet and
zipper-suit of aplanter, though hewas
innocent of any stainsof tail. Hisbland, round
face and mild eyes mirrored concern as he
climbed up beside Horth Or.

Close behind him came ayoung Mercurian.
Boyishin years, there was nothing youthful in
his lean face and contemptuous eyes.
"Harmer, and Ka Thaar!" groaned Zamok.
"Therés going to be ablow-off. Thiscrowd is
ripefor action.”

Philip Carlin looked around in desperation.

He sensed the imminence of immediate
rebellion, the thing he had feared.

"--and last night's outrage was no isolated
thing," Jed Harmer was saying to the crowd.
"It will happen again and again until we
organize and go into the jungle and wipe out
the Roon villages”

Helooked down at Walker King. "We
demand that you give us heavy atom-gunsand
other wegpons for such a punitive expedition.”
The Governor shook hishead. "'l can't do that.
It's utterly againgt the System Government's
policy to massacre the native inhabitants of
thisworld. But the Government will set up
better defenses.”

"To blazeswith the Government!" flared
Horth Or furioudy. "If it won't protect us, we
should secede and form our own independent
government.”

"Y es, independence for Roo!" yelled scores



of voicesingantly.

"Fellow-colonids, it isagrave thing to secede
from the System Government,” Jed Harmer
oratoricdly told the crowd. "But we must
protect our homes and families.”

"The rebellion's going to break and Captain
Future and hisfriends aren't here yet!" groaned
Carlin."lI'vegot to try to stop it.”

"KaThaar will stop you beforeyou cansay a
word!" warned Zamok.

But Philip Carlin was dready driding
desperately forward. Useless as the attempt
might be, he couldn't stand by and do nothing.
CHAPTERVII

Panet of Intrigue

AS SOON as he emerged with the other
emigrants from the Starfarer, Captain Future
redized he had arrived on Roo in the middle of
acriss.

There was amost no one at the spaceport to
greet the ship. Everyone was streaming
excitedly toward the white buildings of
Rootown, amile westward. One of the running
colonigts, to whom Li Sharn called aquestion,
shouted areply that inflamed the Saturnian.
"Jed Harmer's speaking to the colonists now.
There was another Roon raid last night, and the
whole colony is seething!™

Li Sharn's pae eyes glittered. He grabbed
Curt Newton's deeve. "Cain, come with me.
The rest of you people--you'd better come
aong, too. Thisconcernsal of you."

He was addressing the emigrants who were
bewildered by the turmoil into which they had
come.

Curt Newton followed the excited Saturnian
across the spaceport toward the town. John
Gordon and hiswife, and the other emigrants,
uncertainly followed. A few officidson hand
to check the passenger liststried to restrain
them, but were swept aside. They were running
now, unfamiliar sun-helmets bobbing.

Captain Future was dismayed. "If the rebellion
breaks now, nothing can stop this planet from
becoming adevil's playground!" Newton
thought, groaning inwardly-

No secret agents work would be of any avail
then to slem the torrent! Either the System
Government must admit the independence of
Roo, and permit afatal monopoly of vitron, or
useforceto quel therebels.



Li Sharn wastaking rapidly asthey ran.
"Stick closeto me, Cain. Thismay bethe
blow-off, though | hadn't figured it wastime
ye"

They had now entered the circular plaza. Here
were gathered savera thousand colonists.
They were ahardy-looking crowd, these men
and women. Many were Venusans, therace
most a homein the scorching sunlight and
damp heat of thisworld. But dso therewere
large numbers of Earthmen, the proverbia
pioneers and trail-blazers of the Solar System.
Newton's eyes lifted to the pudgy, pompous
Earthman whose oratory was arousing the
crowd--Jed Harmer. His eyesflicked to the
young man standing just behind and below
Harmer.

"Dangeroud” rang the thought in Captain
Futurés mind.

That coal, bored young Mercurian had
something in histight, dark face that Curt
Newton had seen in killers faces before.
"He'sKaThaar, one of our party'stop men,”
muttered Li Sharnin reply to hisquestion.
"The skinny man's Waker King, the
Governor."

Hewasreferring to the man now trying to
make himsdf heard againgt Harmer--a
gpectacled Earthman with uncovered gray hair.
"l admit that my plan of defense againgt the,
Roons hasfailed, but intimeI'll work out a
better defense-system,” King was saying.
"Intime, al our familieswill be murdered by
the Roond" Jed Harmer retorted, with fierce
agreement from the crowd. "Weve got to
smash the Roons.™

A shrill voice screeched through the red
afternoon sunlight.

"Y ou go into the jungles and you won't come
back! You'll die! Stay out of there! Leave Roo
to the Roond™

It was a strange figure who screeched that
warning from the crowd. A hunched, grizzled
Earthman who wore a battered sun-hel-ment
and ragged zipper-suit. His face was gaunt and
unshaven, with mad blue eyesthat glared a the
angry colonigts.

"Remember | warned you dl!" he dhrilled.
"Remember that Jonny warned you! The
Roonswill kegp coming and keep killing you,
until you al leave Roo!"



His shouts added fud to the anger of the
crowd.

Rough hands pushed the hunched, grizzled
figure out of the plaza

"They won't hurt him," said Li Sharn. "Even
the Roonswon't hurt Crazy Jonny."

"Crazy Jonny'sright, in onething,” Jed
Harmer shouted to the crowd, adroitly utilizing
the interruption. "The Roonswill kegp coming
and killing us unless we stop them. Secession
isthe only way we can protect ourselves.”
Captain Future saw acrisgsat hand.
Somehow, it must be averted. Desperately
glancing around, Captain Futures eyesfdl on
John Gordon and the other newly-arrived
emigrants from the Starfarer. Curt Newton
indantly saw apossihility.

He jumped up onto arocket-car.

"Me, | just got here but I'm for secession!” he
shouted. "And so are the rest of us new
emigrantd”

LI SHARN angrily plucked hisankle. "Get
down, Cain! Let Harmer runthigl”

A cheer from Jed Harmer's supporters had
greeted "Rab Cain's' declaration. But that
declaration was ingantly chalenged by John
Gordon, as Captain Future had well known it
would be.

"Thisman has no right to speek,” Gordon
cried, his clean-cut face flushed with anger.
"Hesacrimind!"

Curt Newton uttered aroar of pretended rage.
"You can't cal meacrimind, just because |
gunned down Captain Futurein far fight."
Excitement increased. "Isthat true?" aman
asked. "Did this Earthman shoot Captain
Future?'

"Yes" ragped Gordon. "On Venus, the night
we left. Future was badly hurt in thefight."
The news crested a sensation in the crowd.
Curt Newton had known it would. Hewas
counting on that sensation to divert the crowd's
attention.

His scheme worked. These people on Roo
were news-hungry. And here was a stunning
piece of news!

"Will you get down?' Li Sharn said furioudy
to"Rab Cain." "Y ou're spailing everything!"
Newton dropped back to the ground, but was
surrounded by a big section of curious persons.
"A two-by-four Earthman like that beet our



Future?' growled abig Neptunian. "I don't
bdieveit."

"If hedid, he ought to be shot!" flashed a
Venusangirl.

Newton glanced swiftly toward the center of
the plaza. Standing up there, Jed Harmer was
vainly trying to recapture the crowd's attention.
But Ka Thaar, the young Mercurian, was
glaring at Newton with amurderous hatred.
Curt Newton was puzzled. "What in space
makes him hate melikethat? Isit possble he's
seen through my disguise?"

Li Sharn had Newton by the arm.

"We're getting out of here," snarled the
Saurnian. "Comeon, Can."

They forced away out of the crowd. Li Sharn
led dong a street to ahangar in which rocket-
carswere stored, and brought out his own
mechine

Ashegot into the car, Captain Future looked
back toward the plaza. The crowd had broken
into groups, and Jed Harmer and the Mercurian
had disappeared. At least, Curt Newton
thought, he had succeeded in postponing a
dangerouscrisis.

Li Sharn drove westward aong amuddy road
that ran between gray vitron-fields. The
enormous red disk of Arkar, declining toward
the horizon, poured down merciless heat. Not
until they werewd | out of the town did the
Saturnian turn and speek.

"Y ou blundering idiot! Why the devil did you
sound off? Harmer had them al worked up.”
Captain Future scowled. "How was| to
know? 1 thought | was helping you."
"You'reafool!" snapped the Saturnian. He
looked at Newton sharply. "Y ou're too-hot-
headed. Why should we trust you?'

"Aw, don't talk dumb," scoffed Captain
Future. "Y ou didn't pick me up because you
liked my looks. I'd rather throw an atom-gun
for your bunch than earn aliving grubbing
vitron-plants. Give meagood cut and I'll play
your game.”

For awhile Li Sharn drovein slence.

"Y ou're not as dumb as| thought, Cain," the
Saturnian said at last. "Maybe we can use you.
But that's up to the chief, not me."

"Do you mean Jed Harmer?' queried Captain
Future. "Don't tell methat fat politicianisthe
redl head of your party?'



Li Sharn gavehimaleve glance. "Cain,
remember one thing--don't try to learn too
much. Got it?'

"Rab Cain" shrugged. "Sure. | don't care who
the redl bossis”

They drove on, and Li Sharn continued his
grumbling. "Theway you messed thingsupin
the plaza, | don't know whether or not Harmer
will tekeyouin."

More than ever now Curt Newton redlized
how desperate was the chance he was taking. If
the rebellious party didn't accept him, he
would be ruthlesdy silenced forever! Hisgaze
rested on the long rows of spiky gray shrubs,
baking in the glare of sunset. That vitron was
the real stake for which adeadly game of
intrigue and violence was being played in this
remote star-colony. Those gray shrubs meant
hedlth and long life to the System peoples--
but also they meant fabul ous riches to the man
who could monopolize them.

"My holdings begin here," grunted Li Sharn
asthey passed aboundary marker in thefields.
LI SHARN'S plantation was not alarge one.
Haf-milefields of vitron, badly weed-grown
and neglected, surrounded a squat, bare cement
house to which were attached warehouse and
bunksheds.

A couple of ydlow-faced Uranian workers
lalling lazily on the unswept verandarose to
greet their employer. Curt Newton followed
the Saturnian into adovenly living-room.
"WEelIl have dinner and then go over and see
Harmer," said Li Sharn. "Hisplantation isthe
next one north of here."

Asthe brief twilight of Roo darkened,

Captain Future lounged around the plantation.
The warehouse was empty of dried vitron. The
plantation was amere mask for Li Sharn'sred
activities.

He, the Saturnian, and the two Uranians
shared a carel esdy-cooked dinner which had
been cooked by a stringy, sullen Neptunian.
Then Newton followed Li Sharn out into the
darkness to the rocket-car.

"Keep your mouth shut and let me do the
talking with Harmer," warned Li Sharn asthey
started. "And keep clear of KaThaar. He's
dangerous.”

Night stretched over wild Roo in avevety
darkness gemmed with amillion sars. The



ghostly, glimmering sphere of Black Moon
wasrisng, asadlite so dim that one could
bardly digtinguish the outlines of its shadowed
surface.

Jed Harmer's plantation was only two miles
north of the Saturnian's. Their rocket-car
pulled up in front of asquare cement house set
amid agrove of grotesque labyrinth-trees,
whaose myriad limbsintertwined inextricably a
few yards above the ground.

A Venusian servant, who looked far too burly
to be amere houseman, let them into the place.
They found Jed Harmer bent over adesk of
papersin acomfortable room, explaining
something to Ka Thaar. Harmer scowled as he
looked up and saw "Rab Cain." "Why did you
bring that idiot here, Li?"

"Rab Cain wantsto work for our party,” Li
Sharn said. "He's been of good serviceto me,
"This afternoon he spoiled thingsin the

plazal" exploded Jed Harmer. "If he hadn't
interrupted, 1'd have had those peoplein open
rebdlion.”

"I'm sorry--I didn't know the score,”
mumbled Captain Future. "l wastrying to help
you."

"He's ahandy man with an atom-gun, Jed,”
sad Li Sharn meaningly. "Anybody who could
best Futureisgood.”

Harmer looked at "Rab Cain" curioudy. "Did
you redlly outdraw Captain Futurein afair
fight?'

"Surel did," boasted Curt Newton. "Hewas
bullying mein Venusopolisthat night, and
started to draw his atom-pistol, but | wastoo
fagt for him."

"Yourelying!"

Newton turned, startled. Ka Thaar was
looking acrossthe desk at him with an
expression that held the quintessence of hatred.
The young Mercurian'sthin, swarthy face was
dark, histawny eyesdlitted. "There never was
aday when a space-tramp like you could
outmatch Captain Futureinfair fight! You
played some cowardly trick on him if you did
beat him."

Newton let out an angry bellow. "That's not
so! Wheat the devil are you--afriend of
Futures?'

KaThaar roseto hisfeet, hisface seeming to



freeze. The youngster spoke in awhisper.
"Don't talk to mein that tone, Cain."

His hand hovered beside hisjacket, insde
which the outline of an atom-pistol wasplain.
Desath loomed menacingly, therein the lamp-
lighted room.

Jed Harmer hurriedly intervened. "Takeit
easy, Kal And you, Cain--you watch the way
youtak here"

"All right, but he can't bully me," grumbled
Newton. "I don't like Futureand | don't like his
friends, ether.”

Inwardly, he was puzzled by KaThaar's
bitterness. The Mercurian youngster was a
killer, an outlaw wanted in the System under
another name. Why should hetakethis
attitude?

"I'm not afriend of Captain Future's" Ka
Thaar said raspingly. "'l only saw him once, ten
years ago when | was aboy on Mercury. |
know that Future'saman. If achegp ruffian
like you managed to shoot him, it wasin the
back. We can't use men of your type. | advise
you to leave Roo."

"Now wait aminute, Ka," complained Jed
Harmer. "It's not yoursto decide. After dl, I'm
the leader of this movement.”

KaThaar looked at the pudgy politician and
laughed ironicdly. "Y oureredly beginning to
think you are, aren't you?"

CURT NEWTON did not misstheimplication.
Then Jed Harmer was only afigurehead of the
conspiracy, asthey had caculated?

But who, then, wasthe redl |eader of the plot?
KaThaar himsdlf? Captain Future did not
think so.

"Wewill need every loya supporter we can
get when the rebellion begins,” Harmer was
declaring. "Y ou, Rab Cain, can be useful to us.
Li Sharnwill hireyou asone of his plantation
workers. Y ou will comprehend our moverment
better when you have been with usalittle. We
are only seeking the good of the people of Roo.
The remote control of the System Government
isgtifling thisworld. We must st it free of
those shackles™

Captain Future perceived that Jed Harmer
was the type of hypocrite who can deceive
even himsdf.

"If youindgt ontaking himin, dl right," Ka
Thaar conceded sullenly. "But keep out of my



way, Can!"

"Arethereany ordersfor me?' Li Sharn
asked.

"WEell inform you in themorning,” said
Harmer non-committally. "Better get back to
your plantation, now."

Captain Future wasthinking fagt. If they
expected to have ordersfor Li Sharn by
morning, it meant they were to seethe
unknown leader of the conspiracy tonight.
"Heré'sachanceto learn the identity of the
man behind thisthing a once!" Newton
thought.

He left the house with Li Sharn. Asthey
drove back to the Saturnian's plantation,
Newton's brain was busy with a plan.

The plantation was dark. Newton retired to
the dusty bedroom assigned him, and stretched
out on the cot. After an hour, he silently arose.
From his space-bag he fished out atiny
instrument. He stuffed thisinto his pocket,
Slently opened the screen of hiswindow, and
stole across the dark veranda.

Captain Future moved straight acrossthe
garlit vitron fields toward Harmer's plantation.
He had soon covered the two miles and was
warily approaching the rear of the house.

He dipped from shadow to shadow through
the grotesque, twined labyrinth-trees, dert for
automatic darms. Light was gleaming from the
shuttered window of the room in which he had
met Harmer and Ka Thaar. They were till
there, then. Who wasin there with them?
Curt Newton did not approach the window.
He kndlt near it and affixed to the cement wall
the instrument he had brought. It was a super-
stethoscope, invauable for eavesdropping.
He dimly heard Harmer'svoice. "--But it
wasn't my fault!"

Suddenly the muzzle of an atom-pistol jabbed
Curt Newton's back. Startled, he turned his
head. Li Sharn stood behind him.

In the sarlight, the Saturnian'sface was
furious. "A sy then, after dl?* he growled.

"Y ou might have known I'd watch you &t firdt,
Can! Youfool!"

Captain Future knew the man was on the
point of pressng thetrigger, and knew too
with icy certainty that he could not possibly
move in time to escape instant degth.
CHAPTER VIII



Alien Mygery

PHILIP CARLIN remained stunned by dismay
in the plaza of Rootown after the crowd began
to break up. Though relieved that open
rebellion had been temporarily averted, the
young scientist was now prey to agrester
anxiety.

"Y ou heard, Zamok?' he gasped. "Captain
Future's been shot, badly hurt. That'swhy he
hasn't arrived on Roo!" "I can't believeit,” said
the elderly Martian.

"Y ou heard what that fellow Rab Cain said,”
Carlin reminded him.

Zamok'swrinkled red face wore afrown.
"Let'sfind out more about this"

They started across the plazato where the
group of emigrants from the Starfarer stood
bunched together.

Waker King, the Governor, had approached
them and was speaking earnestly to the
bewildered group of newcomers.

"Y ou people have had an unfortunate
introduction to Roo," King was saying. "But
don't let it worry you. Thingswill quiet down.
You'l be assigned temporary quarters herein
town until your land-grants can be surveyed
and your new homes constructed.”

"Will our land be out on the edge of the
colony?' asked a serious-faced young Jovian
emigrant.

Walker King rductantly admitted it. Y ou

see, we continualy clear more land from the
jungle, and of coursethat'swhat is granted.”
"But from what we heard, the Roonsraid the
outer plantations?' persisted the Jovian,
uneasinessin hisface.

"The Roonsll come and kill you, surel™
cackled ashrill voice from behind the group.
It was"Crazy" Jonny. The hunched, grizzled
madman was wagging his head wisdy ashe
surveyed the sartled emigrants.

"Y ou don't know what aRoon raid islike, do
you? Y oull find out, if you Stay on Roo. Better
leavel”

"Jonny, shut up and get out of here before |
have you locked up,” said the governor angrily.
He added to the emigrants, "Don't pay any
attention. Thefellow'sbeen out of hismind for
years”

He went to summon the officidswho would
assign them to temporary quarters. The



discouraged emigrants looked at each other.
Carlin gpproached John Gordon. "We're
research scientistss working here on vitron,"
Calinintroduced himsdf and Zamok. "Isit
true Rab Cain shot Captain Future?”

"I'm afraid it'strue,”" Gordon nodded. "Cain
admitted it when our ship's captain, got an
undimens ona-wave message. Therat must
have some basis for a sdlf-defense pleg, for the
Patrol sent no order to detain him."

Carlin's heart sank. When Gordon and the
other emigrants moved off to their new
quarters, heremained looking morosely at
Zamok.

"Zamok, what are we going to do?"'

"The Futuremen may come, anyway," Zamok
sad thoughtfully. "Though if hesbadly
wounded, they wouldn't leave him."
Carlinrdlied hiscourage.

"Weve got to go on, anyway. Weve il got
the Roon we captured last night. We still may
be ableto learn something from him."

"l hope s0," muttered the Martian. "L et's get
back to the plantation and find out."

Thered disk of Arkar had aready set, and
darkness was complete when they reached
their own plantation. Not alight showed from
the house.

"Why doesn't Lin Seo have alight?'
murmured Carlin uneasly. "Y ou don't suppose
anything has happened?’

He entered the house and found the living
room-laboratory in complete darkness. Before
he could find the switch, Carlin heard a heavy,
clanking sound beside him. Gigantic arms
encircled himin acrushing grip.

"Zamok, get back!" heyelled. "Someoneis-"
"Quiet!" rumbled adeep voice. "It'sdl right,
Ezra Turn onthelights.
Thekrypton-bulbsin the celling exploded
brilliance. Inthe daylight glare, Philip Carlin
looked around, stunned.

He was being held by an incredible metal
giant whose shining photoe ectric eyes|ooked
down a him from a seven-foot height.
Opposite him, alithe, white-skinned man, in
closefitting drab zipper-suit, held an atom-
pistol raised, covering them.

THE third person in the room, the man

who had just switched on the lights, was an
Earthman, iron-haired, elderly, with faded blue



eyesin aweatherbeaten face.

Carlin did not know him but he knew the
others.

"The Futuremen!™ he choked. "Thank God
you're here! Wewere afraid you wouldn't
come.”

Grag released him. " Sorry to sartle you,”
boomed the big robot. "But we couldn't be sure
who was coming, in the dark.”

"We got here less than an hour ago,” Otho
explained swiftly. "On the way here, wed
picked up the undimensiona code-message
you sent back to the System as planned, giving
the location of this place. Welanded the
Comet under cover of darknessin thetrees
behind the house."

Calinfdtarush of reief. His

discouragement vanished. They weren't going
to haveto fight this battle unaided, after al.
They were going to have the mightiest of

dlies

He gaped, asadim young Earthgirl, dark
haired and dark eyed, wearing asimple jacket
and space-dacks, came from the back of the
room.

"Thisis Joan Randdl, Patrol agent," Otho
said. "And that old buzzard thereisMarshdl
EzraGurney." Carlin knew her now. He had
heard of both her and Ezra.

Helooked around eagerly. "And Captain
Future? He's here?!

"With us?' retorted Otho. "Don't be foolish.
The chief cameon to Roo in disguise. Hell
meet us as soon as he can.”

Joan explained to the bewildered scientists.
"Curt had to comein as assumed identity if he
was to accomplish anything. He built up a
notorious new character for himsdlf. Heisnow
cdled Rab Can."

"Rab Cain?' The name burst from the lips of
Carlin and Zamok. "He got in on the Star-farer
thisafternoon." "

Hetold them rapidly of the scene at Roo-
town when Harmer's harangue to the rebellious
colonists had been interrupted by Rab Cain's
swaggering boasts.

"And he bragged he shot Captain Future!™
finished Carlin. "Then hewent off with Li
Shan.”

A flash sparked from Joan Randall's dark
eyes, and was mirrored in the danted green



eyes of Otho--avivid eectric excitement.
"Then Curt'sonthetrail!" she exclamed.
"That'swhy heisn't here now. But it's
dangerous, working under cover by himsdlf."
"WhereisLi Sharn's place?' Otho demanded
of Carlin.

The botanist told him. "And Jed Harmer's
plantation isonly amile or two north of it. Li
Sharn isknown as one of Harmer's party.”
"I'll goin there and find the chief, and see
what he wants usto do," Otho declared,
starting toward the door.

Grag interposed hismetd bulk. "No," the
robot boomed. "Y ou stay here. The chief said
we were to wait till he got word to us.”

Otho flared at the metd giant. "Can't you see
that the whole set-up's changed? That
mechanica brain of yours must have stripped a
Grag uttered ahowl of anger and strode
forward. "I'm apeaceful individud," he
announced loudly, "but therésalimit to the
insults I'll take from this synthetic rubberoid
imitation of aman."

Philip Carlin was startled by the bellowing
voice and unhuman wrath of the towering
robot. But Joan's quick smile reassured him.
"Will you cut out thisbickerin'?' old Ezra
was demanding. "All theway out herein the
Comet | had to listen to you two arguin’, and
I'mtired of it."

"1 il think | ought to find the chief," Otho
persisted.

"Yourejust huntin' trouble" grunted Ezra.
"Well see what Simon says about it."

"Simon Wright--the Brain?' echoed Carlin.
"He's heretoo?’

Joan nodded. "He's back with Lin Sao
guestioning that Roon you captured.”

They went to the back room. When they
entered, an astonishing spectacle met Carlin's
eyes. A spectacle that had brought beads of
perspiration to Lin Sao's plump face ashe
stood in a corner, watching.

Gaa, the captive Roon, still sat bound in the
chair. His parrot-beaked red face was tiff with
fear and hisblack, enormous eyes stared
fascinated by the Brain, hovering above himin
the meta box. He was aterrifying spectacle to
the barbaric tribesman, abox that spoke and
watched him with unwinking lens-eyes.



Fear and ave were plain in Gaasred face, a
fear which flared higher when Grag's
enormous metd figure came clanking into the
room.

"Why have you Roons been attacking the
colony?" asked the Brain's rasping voice.

"I haye dready told you," fdtered Gag, "You
star-men must leave Roo before disaster
comes."

"What dissster?

GAA hesitated, then answered. "The Old Ones
will comeback inwrath."

"The Old Ones?' Therewas asharp, dartled
qudlity in the way the Brain echoed it.

"What isit, Smon?" whispered Joan,
impressed by hisreaction.

Simon Wright did not answer her. He spoke
again to Gaa. "The Old Ones cannot come
back. They died amillion yearsago."

"No!" Gads voice rang with superdtitious
fervor. "They did not die. They aretoo mighty
for death. We have seen the omenswith our
own eyes! Y ou must go away before you wake
them and bring horror upon us. That iswhy we
must drive you from Roo."

The Brain svung toward the others. "There's
much behind this"" he said. "These tribesmen
have not turned hogtile for ordinary reasons.
Their superdtitions are involved--supertitions
based on one of the most ancient cosmic
myseriesinthe universe.”

They looked a him, puzzled yet veguely
adarmed. In the sllence, they could hear the
feather-trees outsde tirring in the breeze.
The Brain had turned back to their captive.
"Tel me, what are the omens you saw that
made your people think the Old Ones are
dirring?"

Gaa's parrot-beaked red face stiffened, and a
defiant look cameinto his black eyes.

"That | cannot tell. It isa secret of our
worship which you strangers may not know."
"More superdtition,” muttered old Ezra. "Now
| wonder--"

Therewas alolloping sound, and Carlin
turned sharply. A smal animal gdloped into
the room and flew toward Grag in terror.
Carlin had never seen such acresture. A gray,
bearlike little beast with sharp, beady eyesand
awide mouth set with enormous grinding
fangs. He vaguely recognized it as amoon-



pup, one of the haf-mythica species of
telepathic, non-breathing creatures native to
Eath'ssadlite

Grag picked up the trembling creature. "Eek's
scared to death. When Eek's scared it means
danger. Something's happened out there.”
Simon Wright looked sharply around.
"Where's Otho?"

It suddenly dawned on Philip Carlin that he
had not seen the android for the last ten
minutes. Neither, it now transpired, had any of
the others.

They searched the house, and then the little
gpace-ship hidden in the dark trees outside. But
the search reved ed nothing. Otho had
disappeared.

CHAPTERIX

Star-World Peril

EVER since he had heard that Captain Future
was dreedy playing hislone hand in disguise,
here on Roo, Otho had been chafing for action.
The fact that he had been forbidden to try to
join the leader had only increased Otho's
impatience.

The android was always the most restless of
individuas. Thelong trip to Roo in the Comet
had worn his patience thin. Asaways, he
wanted to get into action.

Otho saw his chance when the others went
into the back room. Here, thought the android,
was a golden opportunity to take French leave.
The thought was enough. Otho dipped out
into the darkness and started back through the
feather-trees toward the shed in which he had
previoudly noticed two rocket-cars.

Before he could reach the shed, two small
animals bounded out of the darkness and
clawed playfully a hislegs. It was Eek, Grag's
moon-pup mascot, and Oog, thefat little white
"meteor-mimic" who was Otho's own pet.
Otho tried to shoo them away but they
ingsted on following. He didn't want them.
Eek, especidly, might prove aserious em-
barassment to his plans. But how could he get
rid of Eek?

Then Otho grinned flectingly. "Therésone
sure way to shake Eek.”

Otho stopped and thought. He thought of
hundreds of Roon warriors silently
approaching the house, warriors who wanted to
kill everyone here.



Eek received that thought! The moon-pup had
ahighly developed sense of telepathy, but was
renowned for hislack of vaor. That
frightening telepathic impression completely
unnerved him and he bolted toward the house.
Chuckling, Otho ran on and ran the rocket-car
softly out of the shed. He did not cut off the
baffles until he was amile from the house.
Running without lights, Otho drove

northward dong a high-ridged, muddy
highway. The drift of stars and Black Moon
together afforded him hardly enough light by
which to steer.

"Lot of good amoon likethat is" he
complained to Oog, who had snuggled up in
the seat beside him. "A cursed desolate kind of
satellite, Roo has.”

Otho's spiritsrose as he raced acrossthe face
of darkened Roo. He began to plan. He
planned rpidly.

"The chief went with thisfelow Li Sharn,
Carlinsaid. Hell beat Li Sharn's place now. |
ought to be ableto dip in and find out what he
needs meto do. Maybe helll want meto kidnap
thisfdlow Harmer."

That prospect pleased Otho's action-loving
soul.

Otho cut the lights and pulled the car into a
fidd near Li Sharn'splantation. Then he
loosened the atom-pistol inits holster, and
started on foot across the dark fields.

Oog trotted at his hedls. But Otho knew his
devoted little pet would implicitly obey every
command.

Suddenly Otho stopped and bounded
backward.

"Devilsof gpacel” he exclamed, hishand
darting to hisatom-pistol.

A bunchy, obscene shadow had stirred from
behind avitron-shrub afew feet ahead of
him--amany-legged thing with huge, faceted,
phosphorescent eyes. It wastwo feet in
diameter.

Thething was a pardysis-spider, the most
dreaded and venomous of al poison-insectson
Roo. Itsbite did not kill. It did worse-- it
locked the victim's body inirremediable
pardyss, aliving degth.

"Better not shoot the little horror or my gun-
flash might be seen,”" Otho muttered. "Come
here, Oog--well go around it."



Helooked in vain for Oog, who had vanished.
But then abig lump of soil at hisfeet suddenly
writhed, changed, became Oog.

The meteor-mimic, frightened, had used his
perfect ability for camouflage to make himsdf
asincongpicuous as possible.

"Cursed if Roo doesn't have alot of nasty
things," Otho muttered asthey gavethe
creature awide berth. "Paraysis-spiders,
hunting-worms--it'sawful!"

He soon encountered an even moreterrible
denizen of the planet. The tree-bats, that had
been rushing wildly overhead, swooped
frantically low over the garlit fidd.

"What the devil!" swore Otho, Startled.
"Something's scared them.”

HIS keen ears caught the flap and thrash of
gredt, leathery wings overhead. Two
mongirous, reptilian flying shapes sailed
down. They had been pursuing the tree-bats --
but now had sighted Otho.

"Night-dragond” he yelped, his atom-pistol
jumping into hishand.

The two creatures were circling close
overhead, small red eyes glaring down a him,
great fangs and talons gleaming in the sarlight.
There were no more dreaded crestures on
Roo and Otho fully redlized hisdire pexil. Yet
if hefired hisweapon, the crash of it would
give away his presence.

In this extremiy, the resourceful android
turned swiftly to his mascot. Oog was
cowering, apparently too frozen by fear evento
attempt one of his marvelous camouflages.
"Spider, Oog!" Otho hissed to thelittle
animd. "Pardyss-spider!”

He pointed, as he spoke, back toward the
place where they had encountered the great
venomousinsect.

Oog understood and instantly acted. Hisfat
white body twisted, flowed with protean
rapidity into anew shape. He became, to dl
appearances, one of the many-legged
poisonous horrors.

The night-dragons were rushing downward.
But, Sghting the repulsive, many-legged shape
beside Otho, the huge creatures darted upward
again with squawking cries of darm. Eventhe
terrible night-dragons dreaded the giant
Spiderd

Asthe leathery wings receded into the



darkness, Otho patted his metamorphosed
mascot and Oog promptly resumed his natural
shape.

"Nicework, Oog," chuckled the android. "Il
bet those thingswon't stop in ahurry.”
Hewent on across the sarlighted vitron fields
toward Li Sharn's plantation house. It showed
no lights, nor any sign of life.

"All adeep,” muttered Otho. "But I'll bet the
chief isnt adeepif he'sinthere. I'll soon find
out. You stay here, Oog."

He started forward, then stopped.

A dark figure had gtedthily emerged from the
house. It moved swiftly off acrossthefidds.
"Who in blazesisthat, and why's he dipping
out?' Otho wondered, puzzled.

He was sarting to follow when a second
gedthy figure emerged from the house and
began to trail thefirs.

Otho swore. "What's going on here anyway?"
Hewent slently forward, traling thetraler.
The man ahead was too intent upon his quarry
to look back.

They approached a plantation which Otho
knew must be Jed Harmer's. The first shadowy
figure gpproached the house, and crouched
down near alighted, shuttered window. As he
stopped over, aray of sarlight momentarily
illumined hisface.

"1 might have known it!" muttered Otho. "But
who'sthe other?"

The man crouching by thewall of the house
was "Rab Cain"--Captain Future. He appeared
to be unaware of the fact he had been followed.
Histrailer was advancing now, an alom-pistol
gleaming in his hand. Otho saw this second
man come up behind Curt Newton, and saw
Newton turn hishead in surprise.

There was no need of wordsto tell the quick-
thinking android that Captain Future had been
surprised spying on Harmer and that the man
who had surprised him was about to shoot.
Otho could move faster than any other
individua in the System, when the necessity
arose. The necessity was urgent now. He
covered the distance to the two men in three
great legps, his atom-pistol raised.

--aspy, then?" he heard the second man.

"Y ou might have known I'd watch you, Cain!"
Otho came up behind the man and brought
the barrel of hisatom-pistol down on the



other'sskull.

The man sank limp and sllent. "Rab Cain”
whirled, sartled.

"Otho!" he whispered. "What in space areyou
doing here?'

"Isthat dl thethanks| get?' said the android
with agrin. "Who isthisfdlow, anyway?"

"Li Sharn," answered Captain Future,
frowning. "He must have watched medl the
way. Thismesses up everything for me." He
bit hislip. "You've got arocket-car? Take him
to it and wait for me. I've got to hear what's
goingoninthisplace”

OTHO dragged away Li Sharn'slimp form,
after hadtily telling thelocation of hiscar.
Captain Future again applied his super-
stethoscope to the wall of the house.

He distinguished Jed Harmer's voice again.
"--tell you, | could get the coloniststo declare
for secesson right now."

"No." It was KaThaar'slevel voice. "The
bossisright. They need more provocation
before they'll reach the pitch of outright
rebellion. Today showed that. But one more
big Roon attack will fix it. Y ou heard his
orders”

"All right, I'll hold off as he saysuntil one
more big Roon raid heats them up to the
boiling point,” Harmer grumbled. "Though |
gill think 1 could sway them into secession

"Y ou're too confident of your powers of
oratory,” glibed the young Mercurian. Captain
Future heard a chair scrape. "'I'm going to get
somedeep.”

Captain Future felt sharp disgppointment. He
had learned dmost nothing. From the
conversation it was evident the mysterious
leader of the conspiracy had already been here
and had gone.

Newton pocketed the super-stethoscope and
soon joined Otho at the rocket-car.

"Don't know whether it's good news or bad,
chief,” Otho greeted him. "Li Sharnisdead. |
hit him too hard in my hurry.”

"Thedevil!" exclamed Newton. "That
complicates things further. When did you and
Grag and Smon arrive on Roo?"

"Tonight. Welanded near Carlin's plantation.
He'd sent a code message giving usits
location.”



"Drivetherein ahurry,” Curt Newton told
him. "It'stimewe held acouncil of war."

The rocket-car flew along the londly roads,
with Li Sharn's body lurching in the back seet,
until Otho dghted the plantation lights
glimmering through the grove of feather-trees.
The occupants were watchful. Zamok harshly
challenged them asthey ascended the veranda.
"Everything'sdl right--it'sthechief and 1,"
answered Otho.

Grag's giant frame bulked in thelighted
doorway. "So you went after al?You
disobeyed orders. | hope the chief bawled you
out plenty."

Newton grinned. "I couldn't do that, for he
saved my neck by showing up when hedid."
Hewent insde. In the lighted room, Philip
Carlinand Lin Sao looked a himin
amazement.

Carlin could hardly believethat thiswasthe
same man he had talked with on that night in
Great New Y ork. Curt Newton'stdl, lithe
figure seemed somehow shorter and stockier--
thered hair was now black and close-cropped,
the frank, handsome face of Captain Future
was the scarred, tough face of Rab Cain.
Newton started to speak, then stopped and
gared at Joan Randall and Ezra Gurney. Then
he turned angrily to Otho.

"|--er--forgot to tell you, chief. Joan and
Ezracamedong,” Otho said hagtily. "You see,
they were on Venusthat night--"

Joan spoke quickly. "It's not their fault, Curt.
They didn't want to bring us. But anyway,
aren't you glad to see me?

Curt Newton fought to keep histemper.
"Joan, you knew | didn't want you mixed upin
thismess. Why did you ingst on coming?'
Shetossed her dark head. "After dl, Curt, I'm
aPatrol agent. | was sent to Venusto discover
the whereabouts of that VVenusian vitron
profiteer, Lu Suur. Histrail led to Roo. Sol
hed to follow."

"Did you receive any authority from the
Commander?' he demanded.

Her brown eyesfatered. "Well, no explicit
authority.”

Ezra Gurney uttered adisgusted snort. "Fine
thankswe get for comin’ al thisway to help
you."

Curt Newton exploded at him. "Y ou space-



struck oldidiot! Areyou trying to get Joan
killed?Y ou knew thiswas the most dangerous
mission I've ever undertaken.”

Philip Carlin had been astonished by Captain
Future's anger at the girl's presence. But now
he understood. There was an overpowering
anxiety for Joan's safety in Newton'svoice.
"Since you're here, Joan, seethat you follow
orders and stay out of trouble,” Curt Newton
finished.

Joan laughed at him. "That'swhat | like about
you, Curt," she said. "Y our tender galantry,
your courtly style of wooing are the things
which make me run after you half acrossthe
universe”

"Oh, cut your rockets," he said, with assumed
impatience. But ashe said it, awarmthin his
eyesanswered her impish amile.

THE scene wasinterrupted by the appearance
of the Brain. Smon Wright camegliding in
from the rear of the house.

Hislens-eyes met Curt Newton's gaze. "They
told you about the Roon captive?' he asked.
It was characterigtic that he offered no word
of greeting. There were those who said the
Brain had no emations. Captain Future knew
otherwise. But he had amost never known
Simon to display any emotion.

"Y es, and that may help us-and we're going
to need dl the help we can get," Newton said.
Hetold them briefly of hisfdlinginwith Li
Sharn, hisentry into Harmer's party, and then
the near-disaster brought about by Li Sharn's
suspicions.

"Fromwhat | heard tonight,” he went on,
"they figure that just one more big Roon attack
will excite the colonigtsto the point of
secesson.”

"It will," affirmed Philip Carlin soberly. "I've
been herelong enough to know how these
peoplefed. And you can hardly blame them.”
"The congpirators are counting on abig Roon
attack soon," Captain Future continued. "This
shows somehow they're responsible for these
attacks by the tribesmen. I've believed that
from thefirst. What does this Roon captive say
about the reason for the raids?’

Simon Wright answered in hismetalic voice.
"I'vefound out alittlefrom him. It's
superdtition that's driving the Roons to attack
the colony. A superdtitious dread connected



with the Old Ones."

"The Old Ones?' repeated Newton sharply,
hiseyes narrowing.

"Yes," said the Brain. "The Roons say there are
omens of thewaking of the Old Ones, that itis
the colonists coming that has stirred them up.
The colonists must go or the Old Oneswill
truly awake."

Captain Futuresface grew somber. "l never
dreamed that that was behind the Roons
hodtility."

Carlin asked ahedtant question. "Just who or
what are the Old Ones? I've been wondering."
"They're the name given by mogt of the
gaaxy'sracesto the Kangas."

Carlin looked blank, but Joan Randall was
gtartled by that name and so were Ezraand the
Futuremen.

"TheKanged"

CHAPTER X

Cosmic Shadow

CAPTAIN FUTURE gave arapid explanation
to the bewildered young botani<t.

"l don't supposeinterstellar archaeology is
your field. Y ou know, however, that amillion
years ago our human race had its fountainhead
on theworlds of the star Deneb, and that those
ancient Denebians conquered dl the gdaxy?
That we of the Solar System and dl other
human and humanoid racesin the universe, are
their remote descendants?' Philip Carlin
nodded uncertainly. "Everyone has heard of
the Denebians who were our remote
ancestors."

"According to archaeological researches,”
Newton continued swiftly, "before their time
the gadlaxy wasruled by agreat pre-human
race. We know almost nothing about them
except that they were apowerful, wholly dien,
dar-traveling race. They are generaly referred
to asthe Kangas, though the legends of many
star-peoples speak of them as the Dark Ones or
the Old Ones.

"The Kangasruled this galaxy morethan a
million years ago. It isthought that they were
not many in number. They exerted their sway
through a subject race of proto-zooan creatures
whom they had crested. But the star-
conquering men of ancient Deneb found
scientific meansto defeat the Kangas and thelr
cregtures. We learned about that when we



visited Deneb. The Kangas vanished, became
extinct.

"But the superdtitious dread of them il
haunts many worlds. It's present evenin the
distorted legends of the Solar System. And the
Roonsbdlieveit utterly. They have an ancient
dread of the Old Ones. Now something has
made them believe that the coming of the
colonigtsisthreatening to awake the Old Ones.
That'swhy they've turned hodtile."
Hefrowned. "I believe that Harmer and the
other congpirators here are inciting the Roons
by arousing their superstitious dread of the Old
Ones"

"But how?"' rasped the Brain. "Gaawould tell
nothing except that there had been omens of
the Old Ones awaking."

"Let me seethefdlow," Captain Future
asked. "We may be ableto get alittle more out
of him."

They went into the back room. Gaa till sat
bound in the chair, and his red face expressed
stony defiance till as he eyed them.

Curt Newton spoke fluently in the Roon
diadect to the captive tribesman. "Y ou fear the
waking of the Old Ones?’

Gaaanswered sullenly. "We have reason to
fear it. Long ago, we were amighty people
who conqguered the Old Ones by means of
magic Wands of Power. The Old Ones so
feared usthen that they hid from usin deep.
But my people now no longer have the secret
of our ancestors Wands of Power. If the Old
Ones wake now they will destroy us."

"This superdtitious legend of theirsisdirectly
based on tradition,” muttered Simon, in
English. "Y ou recognize the "Wands of
Power'?'

Captain Future nodded. "It's alegendary
description of the psycho-amplifiersthe
ancient Denebians used to conquer the
Kanges."

"Where do the Old Oneslie degping?’ he
asked Gaa.

Gaaslipstightened. "Wetdll that to no one.

If star-men like you knew, they would tamper
with the Crypt of the Old Ones and unloose
dissgter.”

Captain Future tried adifferent tack. "What
are the omens which you said convinced your
people the Old Ones are stirring?”



Gaawould not answer that, either. The Roon
amply sat glaring a them. They gaveit up and
went back into the bigger room.

Simon Wright summed up the mydery.
"ThereisaCrypt of the Old Ones. That much
iscertan. But whereisit?'

"Why do the tribes think that driving out the
colonigtswill placate the Old Ones?' Joan
Randd| asked keenly.

Curt Newton nodded. "Y ou've put your finger
on the crux of the thing. The Roons wouldn't
evolvethat ideaout of nothing. They've been
told that by someone, someone who wants
them to raid the colony.”

"And that someone isthe congpirators here,”
exclamed Otho. "Undoubtedly, the same
plotters deliberately caused the mysterious
‘omens.”

Philip Carlin felt admiration at the way the
keen minds of this strange group were cutting
to the mystery at the heart of the problem.
Captain Future paced the lamp illuminated
room, then spoke rapidly. "One more Roon
attack meansrebdlion in the colony. So the
Roons must be quieted, their fanatic fears
dlayed, a any cost.

"That means that some of us have got to go
into the Roon country and find this Crypt of
the Old Ones around which their superdtitions
center, and stop the ‘omens there.”

"Say, that'sajob for me!" exclaimed Otho.
"I'll make up as a Roon, and--"

"I've another job for you,” Newton
interrupted. He turned toward Philip Carlin.
"Doctor Carlin, you know the Roons and the
junglesfairly well from your former vist here.
Y ou and Grag should have a good chance of
successin this search. Will you try?!
CARLIN did not hesitate. He nodded quickly.
“I'll try."

"That jungle runsfrom hereto the Austrd
Ocean," Grag exclamed. "How are we going
to find this secret Crypt of the Old Onesin dl
thet?'

"It must be near Gadsvillage," Newton sad.
"Otherwise his people wouldn't have been able
to observe the 'omens at the Crypt, as hetold
=

"But where's Gaas village?' Grag demanded.
"None of usknow."

"Gaawill guide you thereif you tel himyou



want to talk peace with his people,” Newton
retorted. "Of course, Gaawill befiguring to
lead you there and then have his people seize
you. It will be up to you to turn the tables and
best him at hisown game.”

Carlin caught his bresth at the cam audecity

of the plan. But the others seemed to take it as
amatter of course.

"Shal | go with them?' asked the Brain.

Curt Newton shook his head. "1 want you to
dtay here and congtruct athing for methat will
help to dlay the Roons superdtitiousfears, in
case wefall to find the Crypt and stop the
‘'omens."

"Just what do you havein mind?' asked the
Brain keenly.

"Simon, you heard what Gaa said about the
magic Wands of Power his ancestors used to
conquer the Old Ones? We know that's a
legendary description of the psycho-amplifiers
the Denebians used againgt the Kangas.
"Remember, the Denebians gave usadetailed
description of themwhichistill in our file, If
we could show them we had one of those
Wands of Power, the Roonswould believe we
could protect them from the Old Ones and thus
we could quiet them down even if wefailed to
stop the ‘omens.”

"l undergtand,” said the Brain thoughtfully.

"Y ou want me to construct one of the
instruments to impressthe Roons. Yes, | can
do that."

"We must aso discover and seize the leader

of the congpirators behind thiswhole
business," Captain Future continued. He turned
to Joan Randall. "Joan, you said that you
learned on Venusthat thetrail of Lu Suur led
to Roo?'

Joan nodded. "Lu Suur came hereto Roo."
Newton pondered. "Lu Suur was abrainy,
dangerous man, from what I've heard. Only the
establishment of vitron growing on Roo broke
hisVenusian monopoly. He might have
decided to come to Roo and repeat his scheme
on abigger scde”

"Y ou mean Lu Suur may be the redl leader of
Harmer's secession conspiracy?' queried the
grl.

"Theresastrong possibility,” Newton said.
"Of course, held be using an assumed name.
Have you apicture of him, Joan?"



She nodded. "An old one we got on Venus.
Hereitis"

Lu Suur, in the photograph, wasamiddle-
aged Venudan of average stature, with deek,
dark hair and asmooth, handsome face. The
face was unremarkable except for theironica
intelligenceinthe eyes.

"l haven't seen any Venusian here who looks
likethat," said Philip Carlin.

"Otho, do you think he could pass himsdlf off
as an Earthman?' Captain Future asked
thoughtfully.

"Sure, it would be easy," said Otho.
"Venusians and Earthmen are both white-
skinned races. The only pigmentation
differenceisthat al Venusans are dark-haired,
and don't grow gray with age like Earthmen.”
"Then Lu Suur might have changed his
planetary nationality aswell ashis name after
he cameto Roo," Curt Newton pointed out.
Heturned to the girl. "Joan, | want you and
Ezrato go in to the Governor's office
tomorrow and check the records of dl
Venusians and Earthmen who cameto Roo at
thetime Lu Suur left Venus. Try andget on Lu
Suur'strail. Asfor me, I'm going to keep on
searching for that man in my own way, as'Rab
Cain', new member of the secession party.”
"But you can't go back to them now!" Joan
protested. "Li Sharn isdead. How areyou
going to explain that?"

Captain Future grinned. "l won't haveto
explanit. Li Sharn will be with me. From now
on, Otho, in disguise, isgoing to be Li Sharn."
Philip Carlin stared increduloudy. "Can he do
it? Make up enough like the Saturnian to pass
for him?'

"Can | doit?' Otho echoed loftily. "Listen, |
once made up as an undersea sea-man of
Neptune and got away with it. Y ou arelooking
at the greatest master of disguiseinthe
System, the man of athousand faces."
"That'sright,” Grag put in. "Otho's ways
showing up in acompletely new face. I. don't
blame the poor fellow--1 would too, if | had a
facelikehis"

Otho jumped. "Why, you miserable
automaton, | suppose you're goodlooking?
Ligten, folks, and I'll tell you something about
Grag. Every year regularly he getshisface
lifted--with awe ding-torch."



EZRA darted to laugh but Captain Future cut
inimpatiently. "More speed and less horseplay
from you two! Otho, I've got to get back with
you to Li Sharn's plantation before dawn.

Y ou'vean hour and ahaf."

To Carlin and the otherswho had never seen
Otho assume one of his disguises, the next
hour was arevelation. The android could twist
his mobile countenance of synthetic fleshinto
amost any dedired features. Skillfully placed
rubberoid pads completed the work. With
smooth gray pigment, Otho then stained his
body and face. A thin fringe of false hair went
onto hishairless skull.

He put on Li Sharn's clothing, after they had
buried the Saturnian back in the grove. When
he finally made his appearance, his cadaverous
face, fishy eyes and suspicious expresson
wereidentical with those of thelate
conspirator.

"Itll pass," Curt Newton approved. "I'll have
to coach you on his voice on theway over.
Wevenotimeto lose!"

At the door he turned, his eyes sweeping
them. "I'll get into communication with you
here assoon as | can. And Grag, you and
Carlin take no unnecessary chances. As soon
asyou find the Crypt of the Old Ones out
there, report back hereto Simon."

Pale red streaks of dawn wererifting the sky
as Captain Future and Otho drove up to Li
Sharn's seedy plantation. Hadtily, they ran the
rocket-car into one of the sheds behind the
cement house.

Curt Newton hoped that the machinewould
not be identified as one of Carlin's. Hemade a
mental resolveto get rid of it assoon as
possible, and would not have comeinit had it
not been for thelack of time.

All theway, he had coached Otho upon Li
Sharn's voice and mannerisms, and the layout
of the plantation.

"Here come the workers," muttered Newton a
few moments after they entered the house.
The two Uranians and the Neptunian who were
thelate Li Sharn's vitron workers had emerged
from abunkhouse and were lazily
approaching.

Otho eyed them with the fishy stare of the
Saturnian he impersonated, and spokein Li
Sharn'swhining voice.



"Time you were getting up, if you're going to
do anything out in thefidldstoday," he
complained.

The men stared at him, surprised. "Do we
redly haveto start vitron-grubbing?' grumbled
the Neptunian. "Y ou said we wouldn't have to
do field-work unless someone was around.”
Captain Future redlized that Otho had made a
dip--these man had not been hired as vitron-
grubbers, that being only ablind. And the
quick-thinking android redlized hismistake at
the sametime,

"Y ou've got to do something!" he snapped.
"Peoplewill get suspiciousif they seedl our
vitron-seedlings being choked out by weeds."
"Oh, dl right," grunted the man. "Doesthis
fdlow Cain help us?'

"I've got other thingsfor himto do," Otho
retorted.

After the men put on their sun-helmets and
went sulkily out into the baking vitron-fields,
Otho mopped his brow.

"Nearly blew our tubesthat time," he
muttered.

"You'll haveto do better than that with
Harmer and KaThaar,” Captain Future said.
"One of them should hunt you up today-- they
wereto give Li Sharn new ordersfrom the
leadler.”

Curt Newton was bone-weary from lack of
deep, but seized this opportunity to start a
thorough search of Li Sharn's plantation
buildings

"The rebellion party must have a store of
weapons hidden away somewherein
preparation for the outbreak,” he explained.
"They wouldn't keep them at Harmer's place.
Maybethey're here."

"If Oog were around, hed smdll them out no
meatter where they were hidden," Otho said.

It had been necessary for Otho to leave his
pet at Carlin's plantation, a decision which Oog
had thoroughly protested.

Their search found nothing but afew aom-
guns such as every plantation kept for defense
againgt Roon raids or prowling night-dragons.
"If they have a secret arsend, it's somewhere
else" Newton muttered. He stretched warily.
"I've got to catch some deep. Wake me before
those workers come back in."

Captain Future dept in the dusty bedroom.



Strangdly, his dreams were of the Old Ones.
He seemed once again at distant Deneb, that
remote star to which he and the Futuremen
years ago had ventured. Again he waslistening
to Khor the Denebian tdll of the alien Kangas
who reigned before men came. There was awe
in Khor's voice as he talked to the
Futuremen--

"--Futuremen aretaking ahand in thigd" That
voice was not in any dream. It came from the
next room and had awvakened Newton. He
jumped up, discovering that it was now
midday.

SUDDENLY he recognized the voice that had
awakened him. KaThaar'svoice! And Ka
Thaar was saying something about the
Futuremen!

Wasit discovery? Newton shoved his atom-
pistol into hisjacket for instant use before he
went out into the living-room.

KaThaar, sanding facing "Li Sharn,” turned
and looked at him with cold didike ashe
entered. The Mercurian youngster'sthin, dark
face was ominous.

"It'sthisfelow Cain'sfault that they've

come," he rasped.

"What's my fault?' demanded Curt Newton,
yawning.

"That the Futuremen are mixing into things
herel" snapped KaThaar. "1 told Harmer he
was afool to take you in. The Futuremen are
probably hereto track down the man who shot
their leader.”

Curt Newton felt dismayed and puzzled. How
could the conspirators have guessed that the
Futuremen were on Roo?

"What makes you think the Futuremen are
taking ahand?"' asked Otho skepticaly.

"A couple of hours ago, thismorning, two
secret agents of the Planet Petrol conferred
with Walker King, the Governor," answered
KaThaar. "They're not just two ordinary
agents-they're that girl Joan Randdl and the
old marshd, Gurney. Everyone knows that
they associate with the Futuremen.”

Captain Future began to understand. Joan and
Ezra, intheir search for Lu Suur'strail, had
been recognized.

Newton took an incredulous tone. "Those two
coming to Roo doesn't prove the Future-men
aregoing to follow," he asserted.



"That girl and old Gurney aretwo stormy
petrels, warning of the coming of the Future-
men," exclamed KaThaar. "I'm sure of it."
"So what if the Futuremen do come?" bluffed
Newton. "They're not invincible. I'm no more
afraid of them than | was of Future himsdif."
KaThaar looked at him with cold hatred.
"Cain, aman of your stripewouldn't have a
chance againgt Captain Future or hisbunch,
except by trickery."

"Rab Cain" sneered. But inwardly, hewas
wondering. Ka Thaar had evidently a quesr,
deep respect for Captain Future--but that
made the Mercurian none the less dangerous!
"Our ordersareto get the Randal girl and old
Gurney out of theway at once,"” KaThaar said
incisvely. "They'retoo closeto ahot trail for
comfort."

Captain Future stiffened. Did the conspirators
mean murder? If so, hed haveto fight it out
with KaThaar here and now.

To ascertain their intentions, he made a
suggestion to Ka Thaar. "Wl cut ‘em both
down with a couple of gun-blasts, eh?' he
asked, meaningly.

"No!" hissed KaThaar. "They're not to be
harmed, get that. Y ou use your gun on them
and I'll blast you down myself. Wereto grab
them and take them out to the VValey until after
the blow-off. Li Sharn knowswhereto go."
Otho nodded, pretending understanding. "Oh,
sure, That'sthe best place.”

Captain Future breathed alittle more easly.
He rapidly made up hismind. He didn't want
to expose hisimposture yet, for that would ruin
his chances of discovering the unknown head
of the congpiracy intime.

Therefore, he must go through with helping
kidnap Joan and Ezral They'd bein no danger,
with Otho and him among the kidnappers.
"We gtart now," KaThaar said, turning
toward the door. "Harmer's men will have the
Firebird waiting at the Rootown spaceport. We
must hurry."

A few minutes|ater, Curt Newton and Otho
were speeding with the Mercurian toward
Rootown on their strange mission.
CHAPTERXI

Inthe Red Jungles

FAR into the jungle, south of the colony, the
captive Roon tribesman led Philip Carlin and



Grag.

Gaa's hands were bound behind him. And big
Grag walked closaly beside him, while Carlin
had his atom-pistol holstered at his belt.

The Roon stopped suddenly in the dim trail
they werefollowing. "Now what's the matter?’
Grag demanded suspicioudy.

Gaalooked at therobot. "Thetrail forks here.
Wemust strike alittle westward, toward
Ydlow River."

They looked doubtfully at the red tribesman,
and then around the strange scene. Carlin took
off his sun-helmet, mopping his brow.
Theyoung Earthman botanist and the gigantic
robot stood with their captivein areddish
gloom. All around them towered the massve
trunks of great trees, supporting high overhead
awholefaery, crimson world of foliageand
flowers. A world of teeming life whose many
leafy levels reached a hundred feet above
them, filtering the mid-day radiance of glaring
Arkar.

For sx hours, Carlin and the robot had
followed their captive guide into thejungle.
Gaa had readily agreed to lead them to the
village of his people so that they might talk
peace.

"He has agreed too readily,” the Brain had
warned. "Curtis was right--the Roon intends
totrick you. You'll haveto take care.
Remember, your missonisonly to find the
Crypt of the Old Oneswhich isthe center of
the Roon superdtitions. It must be near their
chief village. If you discover it, reconnoiter it
without |etting yourselves be seen and then
come back here at once.”

"Don't worry, well find it," Grag had
promised confidently. "This Roon thinks he's
going to doublecross us, but he'sduefor a
double-doublecross.”

"l hope s0," said the Brain dubioudy. "But I'd
fed easer about it if | were going dong.”
"Areyou implying that I'm adope?" bristled
Grag. "Besides, the chief |eft you ajob here.
Judt trust thisto us."

So Carlin and Grag had started with Gaainto
the red forests. They had no sooner got out of
sght of the plantation, than Grag stopped.
Hefumbled inthe smdl haversack dung over
his shoulder. He had explained that it
contained his atom-pistol. But now, to Car-lin's



surprise, hedrew from it the little gray, beady-
eyed moon-pup that was his pet.

"I brought Eek dong,” rumbled Grag, fondly
perching the anima on hisshoulder. "I had to
hide him, or Smon wouldn't have let me bring
him."

Carlin looked doubtfully at the moon-pup,
squirming eagerly on the broad meta shoulder
of its master. "Maybeit's not agood ideg, at
that. He might make aracket just when we
need to be quiet.”

"Eek can't make any sounds," Grag informed
him. "Moon-dogs have no vocal apparatus, for
they evolved on the Moon where theresno air.
They don't even breathe. They havea
telepathic sense for communication.”

"Still, hewon't beany hep to us" Carlin said.
"Help?' Grag boomed. "Eek can bealot of
help! He's the greatest danger-barometer there
is. Eek can scent danger milesaway, by his
telepathic sense. When he acts badly scared,
look out for trouble.”

Carlin glanced curioudy a hisgiant

companion asthey went on. Until now,

despite hisawareness of Grag'sintelligence, he
had been unable entirely to accept the robot as
aliving persondity.

But he was now discovering, as other people
had discovered, that acquaintance with Grag
dispdled dl notionsasto hisbeing an
automaton. Grag'sways of thinking might be
gmpler than those of ordinary men. But the
robot possessed pride, loyalty, and that
perception of contrasts which isthe basis of the
sense of humor.

It was now mid-afternoon. Gaa had led them
into thejungle dong anetwork of dimtrails
made by "shufflers'. And twice, o far, they
had been forced to dart hastily into the brush to
avoid "shufflers’ coming aong thetrall. The
enormous sextupeda hairy crestures, el ephant-
high and dragging their short legsinthe
peculiar gait thet gave them their name, were
granivorous and harmless, but Carlin was not
glad to meet them.

Quickly Gaaled the way southwestward in

the new direction. The Roon had been oicaly
quiet al theway so far. Now therewas a hint
of expectation in hisbearing.

"Look a him, the false-hearted son of aliar,"
muttered Grag to Carlin, in their own



language. "Hejust can't wait to get within
shouting distance of hisvillage. Then hethinks
he'sgoing to raise ayell that will bring them

al out on our necks."

CARLIN was anxious. "Well haveto gag him
before that. But we may not know we're near
the place until we comeright onit.”

"Sure, well know," said Grag. He patted the
moon-pup riding his shoulder. "Eek will warn
us. When he sensesthe Roons, hell raisea
rumpus miles before we reach them. | told you
held be useful

Philip Carlin dmogt forgot their misson, in

the scientific fascination of what lay about
them. Thisjungle was a planetary botanist's
wonderland. The vast mgority of its plant
species had never been classified.

He had spent months here on Roo, years
before when its suitability for vitron
plantations was being tested. But he had been
too busy on the urgent vitron problem to spend
timein purely academic explorations. Now an
even more urgent mission precluded such
Sudies.

Grag suddenly stopped, his giant metal hand
aso hating Gaa. "Eek's getting nervous
dready,” he said doubtfully. "Y et it can't be
that were near the Roonsyet.”

Carlin looked skeptically at the moon-pup.
Eek had begun to shiver.

"Probably he's scared of some anima he
sensesintheforest,” suggested the botanist.
"Maybe, but--"

Grag never finished. At that moment, Gaa
wrenched suddenly from beside them and
garted running forward along the trail.

"Get him!" ydled Grag. "Don't use your
gun--we can catch him!”

Carlin had whipped out his atom-pistol, but
he refrained from firing ashe and Grag
plunged down thetrail after the escaping Roon.
Gaa, hisarms bound, could not run fast
enough to escape. Carlin wondered flesting-ly
why the Roon had made the hopel ess attempt.
Gaa looked back over his shoulder at them,
then dackened speed. But now they were
within reech of thefranticaly sumbling
tribesman. Grag's great hand reached
vengefully for him.

At thismoment Carlin fet the ground cavein
under his boots, and plunged downward. He



struck asoft dirt surfacein jarring fal, and
heard two other heavy bodies thud beside him.
Carlin picked himself up, feding dazed. He
was standing at the bottom of a conicd pit,
whose floor was the base of the cone. The pit
was ten feet across and its dirt sides doped
steeply upward more than twenty feet to a
smadl, ragged hole through which they had
fdlen.

Grag was picking himsdf up, and Eek, who
had clung to himin thefal, seemed frantic
now with terror. But Grag turned with aroar
on Gaa, who like themsealves had been unhurt
by hisfdl to the soft dirt floor.

"You dirty red son of perdition!" roared the
robot, grabbing their bound captive. "I'll twist
your head right off your shoulders.”

"Wait, Grag!" said Philip Carlin. "Don't hurt
him."

"Hurt him?" retorted the wrathful robot. "I'll
reduce him to aloms! Heled usright into this
hole"

"What isthis place? A pitfal built by your
tribe?' he asked Gaa.

Gaastood, coolly surveying them without a
trace of fear on his parrot-beaked red face.
"No, thisisahunting-worm's pit. | saw the
traces of achain of them aswe came adong the
trail, and knew there'd be another ahead.”

"A hunting worm?" roared Grag, looking
around. "Whereishe?'

Gaa nodded toward two six-foot round
tunnelsthat opened into opposite Sdes of the
conica pit, just above thefloor.

"Hewill come," said the Roon. "Hunting-
worms hollow out many such pits, ina
connected chain. They leave only athin mask
of dirt above, not sufficient to support an
animd'sweight. They go through their pits
regularly, looking for prey. When he comes, he
will kill and devour usal. Then you star-men
will never reech my villageto spy on my
people.”

"Y ou block-headed lummox, hell devour you,
too, in that case!" bellowed Grag.
Gaanodded. "Yes, | will die, too. But | am
not afraid of deeth.”

At another moment, Philip Carlin would have
admired the Roon'sloydty to his people.

But now he had too imminent a sense of
danger for such reflections.



"Weve got to get out of herel” he exclamed.
"I've heard stories of the Size and ferocity of
these hunting-worms."

Grag looked upward. "Blast meif | see how
we're going to climb out of thishole."

THE dirt of the pit Sdeswas soft. But the
inward dant of the high, steep wals madeit
impossibleto dig out steps,

"Thisiswhat | get for not paying attention to
Eek," Grag went on ruefully. "He wasn't scared
for nothing, | should have known."

"He's certainly plenty scared now,” Carlin
observed.

Eek wasin avery frenzy of fear, clawing a
Grag'slegs, dashing to thewdl, then running
back to the robot. Eek, it was easy to deduce,
wanted nothing more than to leave the pit.
"The hunting-wormiscoming,” Gaa

explained camly. "It will be here soon.”

Carlin reached indtinctively for hisatom-pistol.
Then he remembered, appalled, that he had had
itin his hand when he crashed into the pit. It
had been jarred from his grasp when hefell.
Hastily he searched the pit floor.

The wegpon was not there. It had fallen on
thetrail above.

"It'sdl right, I've got my gun," Grag said.
"Well make short work of the beast when it
comes.”

Grag reached into his haversack and drew out
his atom-pistol. Then he uttered an
exclamation of dismay.

"Devils of space, ook at thisgun! Eek's been
ait”

The hard metal of the atom-pistol barrel was
gnawed away. The gun would back-blagt if it
wasfired.

Grag uttered agroan. "l might have known
Eek would start chewing on it when hewasin
the haversack with it. He can't resst metdl. It's
my fault for putting himin there”

Carlin heard afant, faraway rustling. It
seemed to come from one of the tunnels that
opened into the pit.

His heart hammered. The fantagtic
predicament loomed now with abrutal horror.
It would be amessy way to die, hewas
thinking.

"We can't get out, and we have no wegpons,”
he said. "What can we do?'

"If the hunting-worms are as big as Gaa says,



| couldn't kill the beast with just my hands,”
Grag muttered. "The thing would be sureto
kill you and the Roon, in thisnarrow hole.”
Grag suddenly turned. "Therés achance, if
we can get your atom-gun. It must be lying
right up there beside the mouth of the pit."

The robot picked up Eek and showed him the
gnawed atom-pistal. Eek, evenin histerror,
cowered alittle, expecting reprimand.

"Y ou want anice gun to eat, Eek?' Grag said.
"All right, therés one up there on thetrall. You
bring it back and you can haveit."

"How can he understand when he can't speak
or hear?' said Carlin.

"He doesn't hear my words but he senses my
thought,” Grag explained hadtily. "Here you
go, Eek--get thegun and bring it."

With the words, Grag tossed the moon-pup
accurately up through the hole twenty-odd feet
above. They heard Eek fal with athump on
thetrall.

They heard dso, more loudly, the ominous
rugling from thetunnds Carlinfdt anicy

chill dong hisspine.

Eek reappeared above, peering down at them.
Carlin could have kissed the moon-pup. For in
hisjaws, Eek held Carlin's atom-pistal.

Grag hed up hisarms. " Jump, Eek! Grag will
catch you."

Eek very definitely did not want to jump.
Eek's hesitation showed held had quite enough
of thepit.

Grag cgjoled him. "Y ou jump, Eek, and I'll
giveyou anice big piece of copper to eat. All
the copper you want."

Eek seemed to be drooling mentaly over that
inducement, but still wasrestrained by an
overpowering terror of the pit.

Gaa uttered alow exclamation. Carlin turned
and froze as he saw, far back in one of the
tunnes, two cold, glittering, lashlessand
enormous eyes that advanced softly liketwin
paefires.

He could sense, rather than see, the enormous
looping, rippling white worm body behind
those monstrous eyes. He heard Grag yell.

Eek jumped! Grag grabbed him, snatched the
atom-pigtal from his jaws, and whirled with
incredible rapidity.

The blunt, enormous head of the hunting-
worm was swaying up asthefirst ten feet of



the monster body uncoiled from the tunndl.
Grag's gun blasted astreak of blazing energy
that severed the head and turned it into a
charred mass. The monster coils twitched
wildly far back into the tunnel, making the
whole pit vibrate.

"That wastoo close for comfort!" said Grag.
Then he picked up the quaking moon-pup.
"Eek, you were responsible for my gun being
useless but you redeemed yoursdlf. | wish Otho
had been hereto seeit.”

CARLIN gtared a Otho. "How are we going to
get out now?" he asked. He was shaken by the
close cdl, sickened by the stench from the
dead mongter's charred bodly.

"Cut our way out with the atom-pistal, of
course,” said Grag. " Stand back."

He turned the thin blast of the pistol on one
gdeof thedanting dirt wal. Usngit likea
giant knife of fire, he undercut the Sde so that
awholemass of dirt did downward, half
burying them.

"Go ahead," Grag told Carlin. "Y ou can climb
out now, with me boosting. When you get up
there, let down avinefor me--I can't climbin
that soft dirt.”

Carlin found himsdif, light as hewas, Snking

to thekneesin thediding yelow soil ashe
clambered upward. He was breathless when he
reached the surface,

He soon had cut amassive vine and lowered
itsend to Grag. First he hauled up the bound
Roon captive. Then Grag himself clambered
toilsomdy out, hauling hisweight up the tough
vinerope.

"Now shdl wefix thisfellow Gaafor his
trick?" Grag demanded, looking wrathfully at
the Roon.

"Ligen!" Carlin said suddenly.

Dusk had come during their struggle to

escape the pit. Arkar had sunk beneath the
horizon and shadows were running through the
jungle.

From southward there came adim pulsing of
persistent sound. It was too rhythmical to be
any natura sound of thejungle.

"That may be from the Roon villagel" Carlin
exclaimed. "No, don't hurt Gaa. But we'd better
gag him before we go any farther.”

Grag efficiently gagged their captive. Gaa's
black eyeswere glittering with fierce



excitement. He, too, had heard the dim pulse of
sound from the distance.

Roughly thrust on by Grag, he ssumbled with
them aong the dim trail. And now darkness
had come down on thejungle. Through ariftin
the trees ahead, they glimpsed the vast, vague
expanse of anight blanketed ocean, heaving
beneath the great drift of stars and the shadowy
risng sphere of Black Moon.

They cameto that point where the trees
ended. Instantly, Grag and Carlin shrank back,
dragging their captive back with them.

"Down behind these bush-orchidg" Grag
muttered. "Quick!™

Dropping behind the shelter of the shrubs, they
peered tensdly at the unearthly and astounding
spectacle ahead.

CHAPTERXII

Vdley of Dream FHowers

JOAN RANDALL and Ezra Gurney had
started for Rootown soon after Grag and Carlin
followed their captive guideinto the jungle.
They took the remaining rocket-car, leaving
the Brain with the other two scientists at the
plantation.

As she expertly steered the car dong the

rude road, Joan expressed doubt of the mission
with which Captain Future had entrusted them.
"Curt just wanted to get us out of the way,"
she said. "He doesn't think we can find Lu
Suur.”

Ezragrunted. "Prob'ly think I'm too old for real
action. Me, that held my own inthe old wild
dayson theinterplanetary frontier, long before
the Futuremen were heard of " Theflat white
roofs of Rootown glimmered through the mass
of pinkish feather-trees that lined the streets.
Over on the spaceport, the massive bulk of the
Stafarer wasrisng thunderoudy into the red
sunlight for the long return voyageto the
Sysem.

The ship, Joan knew, was |oaded now with
bales of dried vitron that would be processed
and digtributed in the System. The importance
of their misson here came hometo her with
increased force. Those cargoes that meant so
much to the life and hedlth of the System
peoples must not be halted by chicanery and
greed! There must be no rebellion!

They drove into Rootown's plaza and parked
the rocket-car in front of the unpretentious



cement building that held the System
Government's offices. Asthey approached the
building, they met acurious, noisy little
procession.

A gaunt, unshaven Earthman in battered sun-
helmet and tattered clothing was shuffling
southward through the town, followed by a
rag-tag of children who were shrieking
delightedly at hisheds.

"Crazy Jonny!" they wereydling joyoudy.
"Whereyou going, Crazy Jonny?"

The odd-looking man paid no attention to his
tormentors.

"It'sthe lunatic that Doctor Carlintold us
about,”" Joan said pityingly. Sheinterposed to
stop the children.

"Aren't you ashamed of yourselves?' shetold
them.

They scattered, ill derisively hooting the
tattered figure. Joan turned to find the madman
peering a her with aqueer, filmy Stare.
"Thanksfor driving away theimps," he
muttered. "They won't bother me much longer.
The Roonswill kill everybody here, pretty
soon."

"Nice, sweet character,” grunted Ezra Gurney
as Crazy Jonny shuffled on. "Anyplace el se but
out here on the frontier, he'd be rounded up
and taken care of ."

They went into the offices of the Governor. A
bored young Martian clerk informed them that
Walker King could see no visitors.

"l think helll seeus" said Joan, tossing a

metal disk onto the desk.

It was the emblem of Section Four, secret
service of the Planet Patrol, and bore her name
and number. Martian eyes bulged.

"I'll tell the Governor at oncel"

When they entered the inner office, Joan
studied Walker King. He was an elderly,
friendly man who obvioudy had found the
anxiety of hisofficid pogtiontoo criticd for
him. The jerkiness of hismovementstold a
story of overpowering worry.

"l never expected to see you two here on
Roo!" he exclaimed. "Does this mean that the
Futuremen are on the way?"

"Haven't you heard that Captain Future was
shot on Venus?' Joan answered. "Y ou don't
think the Futuremen would leave him?"
Waker King seemed disappointed. "l was



hoping the Government was sending the
Futuremen to help restore order. Y ou don't
know how upset and dangerousthings are right
now on Roo!"

"Wevegot ahazy idea," drawled Ezra
Gurney.

Joan leaned forward. "We'retrying tofind a
Venusan named Lu Suur.”

King appeared gartled. "Lu Suur? What
makes you think he's here?!

"Y ou know the man then?' Joan asked
quickly.

"I never met him but I've good reason to
remember hisname,” Walker King answered
bitterly. "I had avitron plantation on Venusten
years ago. Lu Suur's company swindled me."
Hesdghed. "I wish I'd stayed there. When the
System Government wanted to name a colonist
here as Governor afew years ago, my friends
petitioned for my appointment. | wish now
they'd never done so. This Roon trouble has
made the job anightmare.”

JOAN cut off hiscomplaints by showing him
the old photograph of Lu Suur. "Isthere
anybody in the colony who resemblesthis
picture?’

Water King shook hishead. "No onel've
seen.
"I'd like to see your records and pictures of dl
the men who arrived herein thefirst few years
of the colony," Joan requested.

She and Ezra spent the next few hours
carefully examining the records. But then-hunt
wasfutile. By now Walker King had grasped
theimplications of their search.

"Y ou don't think Lu Suur could be behind dl
our trouble here?' he asked anxioudy. "Can
this be the result of adeliberate plot? 1 thought
Jed Harmer and his party were smply making
politica capital of the Roon raids”

"They'll gart arebelionif they're not

sopped,” Ezrawarned him grimly. "They've
got the Roo colonists on the brink of secession.
One more Roon attack will decide them.”

"I know that, but what can | do to stop the
Roons?' King exclamed. "I've only got a
handful of Patrol officersto police here. I've
tried to use them as sentinels to give warning
of Roon raids, but it hasn't worked out.”
"Why haven't you sent scoutsinto the Roon
country to find out just what's stirred up the



tribesmen to these attacks?* Ezra asked.

King shook hishead hdplesdy. "That's
impossible. Nobody can go into those jungles
now without being killed by the Roons."

Joan remembered something Carlin had said.
"Doesn't Crazy Jonny, the madman we met
outsdethismorning, sill goin and out of the
jungles?'

"Oh, yes, Jonny gtill wanders everywhere, but
the Roonswouldn't hurt him," King said.
"They've adways had a superstitious regard for
him because of his madness”

"How long has he been mad?’ the girl asked
thoughtfully.

"For seven or eight years," wasthereply.
"Jonny was afine, upstanding planter in the
pioneer days here on Roo--had one of the first
vitron plantations. Then one night, asudden
attack by night-dragons shocked him out of his
sanity. He's been a hopel ess madman ever
snce, endlesdy wandering through the colony
andthejungles”

Joan frowned. "I'd like to question Crazy
Jonny. Do you know where we could find him
now?"'

King looked surprised. "Hisonly homeis ill
his old wrecked plantation-house, on the south
edge of town. People bring him food and
things. But | can't understand what you hopeto
learn from him."

"If he dtill goesin and out of thejungles, he
might be ableto tdll just what has stirred up the
Roonsto hodtility," Joan pointed ot.

Waker King looked dubious. "I doubt if he's
sane enough to answer your questions
intelligently, but of courseyou cantry.”

"In the meantime," said Joan as sheroseto go,
"you can help us by assembling every possble
scrap of information about the colonists who
came hereinthefirst two years. | il think Lu
Suur isherel”

When she and Ezra Gurney emerged from the
building into the hot red afternoon glare, the
old marshd plainly was puzzled.

"Why dl thisinterest in Crazy Jonny?' he
demanded.

"King said that the Roons venerate the
madman,” Joan explained. "Who better than
Crazy Jonny could gtir up the Roon's
supergtitions as someone has done?’
Ezrascratched hischin. "It don't make sense.



If thefdlow's crazy--"

"He could till be used asatool by someone
who isnot crazy," retorted Joan. " Come on--
we're going to find out.”

It took a couple of hours searching at the
edge of town before they findly found Crazy
Jonny's old plantation house. It wasa
crumbling cement structure half hiddeninan
unkempt grove of feather-trees which was
choked with high red weeds and wild bush-
orchids.

The door sagged open on broken hinges. Joan
stepped into the place. The afternoon sunlight
that filtered through dust-thick, cracked
windows, disclosed unswept, littered rooms.
There was arude palet in the corner of one.
But the madman was not in the house.

"Ten to one he's gone back into thejungle,”
growled Ezra. "When we saw him thismornin'
he was headin' southward, remember.”
Joan'sfine brows drew together. "Ezra, I'm
sure now Jonny istheinstrument the
congpirators are using to incite the Roons to
attack. Thetribesmen would kill anyonedse.
Someone has sent Crazy Jonny into thejungles
again today. We've got to overtake and stop
him!"

"With hisheaddtart if he'sin there, we won't
have much chance of findin' him," muttered
Ezra "But wecantry."

They turned to the door, then stopped
suddenly. Two men, holding atcom-pistols, now
stood in the open doorway.

THE foremost was alean, thin-faced young
Mercurian whom Joan instantly recognized
from description. Ka Thaar--Jed Har-mer's
lieutenant!

The other man was "Rab Cain"! Captain
Future himsdlf in disguise, sanding therewith
his wespon trained upon hersdlf and Ezral
"Please make no outcry,” Ka Thaar said
urgently, dmost anxioudy, to Joan. "'l don't
want to be forced to hurt you.”

"What doesthis mean?' Joan demanded.
KaThaar had a curious respect in his manner
as he answered. "Y ou will not be harmed,
ether of you. But you have been prying into
matters that must be kept secret, and so for the
time being you must be held in asafe place
under guard.”

Joan Randal's mind raced. Captain Future



was scowling at her asthough he had never
seen her or Ezrabefore. Evidently "Rab Cain'
had been ordered to assist in seizing them. She
redlized at once she must not disclose Curt
Newton'strueidentity. Ezrahad given nosgn
of recognizing "Cain". There was no danger to
ether of them, they knew, with Captain Future
himsalf among their abductors.

"We can't argue with two atom-pistols,” Joan
said in abitter voice to the young Mer-curian.
KaThaar looked relieved. "I'm glad you're
sensible. | give you my word you won't be
hurt. But you must comewith us™"

Captain Future approached the girl and the
old marshd, with asneer on hisdisguised,
scarred face.

"So you're the friends of Captain Future they
talk about?' he gibed. "How's he getting over
that blasting | gave him on Venus?'

"Cain, shut up and leave those people alone!™
KaThaar'stawny eyes had flared and there
was afrozen anger in histhin, dark young face.
Joan guessed that Captain Future had been
Seeking an opportunity to whisper to her, but
he could not do so now under the Mercurian's
eyes.

The compact atom-pistol in Joan's pocket and
Ezra's hol stered weapon were taken from them,
and then Ka Thaar motioned them outside.
Inthe red glare of setting Arkar, arocket-car
waited outside the crumbling house. At its
whedl was a cadaverous gray Saturnian. She
knew him to be Li Sharn--Otho.

They got in and the car raced away. It was
twilight by the time they reached the spaceport.
Ka Thaar pointed through the dusk to abig
rocket-flier waiting at the deserted, farther end
of thebig fied.

"Therésthe Firebird," he said, and Otho
drovetoward it.

Curt Newton had guessed by now that the
Firebird was Jed Harmer's craft. It waswaiting
unlighted, atorpedo-shaped craft that wasin
redity asmall space-ship with retractable -
wingsfor atmospheric use.

A haf-dozen of Harmer'smotley "plantation
workers' greeted them inside the little ship.
They were abruta-looking lot, all armed.
"Start at once," Ka Thaar ordered the Uranian
at the controls. "Weregoing tothe Vdley."
The Uranian sent the flier winging up rapidly



into the twilight. They banked over Rootown's
scattered lights and then darted off at high
gpeed through the gathering dusk.

Joan did not look at either Curt Newton or
Otho, not wishing to arouse the Mercurian's
suspicions. She must wait for a better chance
to speak to Captain Future.

Inahaf hour the Uranian pilot brought the
littleshipdowninalong glide. A narrow
valey, hardly more than acleft in the dense
jungle, opened below them.

Joan |ooked down and saw that the valley was
dotted with clumps of tal, paeflowers,
nodding in the sarlight. They looked like giant
orchids, inconceivably lovely. But they had
eyes, noses and mouths, and actualy seemed
to bresthe!

"Thisisthe Vdley of Dream Flowers" Ka
Thaar told her. ™Y ou will haveto remain here,
but will be quite safe.”

Valey of Dream FHowerd! It fitted the name,
thought the girl, thislonely place of unred,
beautiful blossoms buried degp in thewild
jungles of Roo.

"Careful, you idiot!" Ka Thaar snapped to the
pilot. "Y ou're bringing us right down on one of
those dlumps.”

The Uranian hadtily changed their course of
descent by ablast of the lateral rockets. The
Firebird swerved to avoid thetall clumps of
flowers, and landed in deep grass.

Joan and Ezra stepped silently out, with the
othersfollowing closdly. Inthe garlight, a
little stream chuckled down the center of the
valey. Not far away stood alarge hut outside
which they could glimpse an armed man
waiting.

"Thisway," said Ka Thaar, and Sarted
toward the hut. Joan noticed that he gave a
wide berth to dl thetal, nodding flowers.
Stumbling alittle, Joan brought her foot down
upon atiny seedling flower and its white bud.
Instantly such adrugging breeth of
overpowering perfume assailed her nogtrils
that her sensesredled.

Shefdt hersdf faling. Asshe staggered, a
larger blossom reached forth with an arm-like
peta and saized her about thewaist. To her
fading consciousness time seemed to drag out,
seconds became hours. Vaguely she saw the
disguised Otho whip out his atom pistol and



fire, destroying the stem of the plant that was
dragging her to ahorrible doom. Then Ka
Thaar leaped forward and snatched her to
safety.

Then her senses cleared. Ka Thaar spoketo
her in sharp warning.

"Never go near any of the flowers, or step on
even thetiniest of them!" hewarned. "These
flowers give out an exhdtation of narcotic
vaporswhich overcomes any living thing--a
natural defense againgt browsing animals. A
man, stupified by one of the flowers, canlie
sensdlesstill hedies. Eventhe Roons are afraid
to come here, and that's why we usethis
place”

CHAPTER XIII

Quest for the Crypt

WHEN they came nearer, the armed man who
gtood waiting in front of the hut greeted them.
Hewas astocky, stolid - looking Venusian,
who was obvioudy on guard here.

"Anything happened, Quord?' asked Ka
Thaar. The Venusian shook hishead. "Not a
thing. Even the night - dragons stay away."
They entered the hut, the Venusan turning on
asdf-powered krypton-lamp. The building
was aramshackle one hastily constructed of
logs, and was hdf filled with stacks of long
plastic cases.

"Atom-gunsand shells," commented Captain
Future, ingtantly identifying the cases. "So this
isyour arsend for therebelion, en?'

Ka Thaar nodded, then spoke earnestly to
Joan and Ezra. "Y ou two will haveto remain
here for some days. But as soon asthe
rebellion isover, you'l be released unharmed.”
Joan was convinced that the young Mer-
curian was sncere.

"Of courseyou redize that then you'll be
liablefor theforcible seizure of two Planet
Petrol officers” she said.

KaThaar was unfrightened. "By that time,
Roo will no longer be under thelaw of the
System Government, MissRandall." Heturned
to Captain Future. "Cain, you and Quord have
the men bring in somefood and bedding from
the Firebird."

As Curt Newton supervised the carrying out
of the order by the brutal-looking crew of the
little ship, he was hoping desperatdly for a
chance to speak surreptitioudy to Joan. She



and Ezra had discovered something important
or their abduction would not have been
ordered. But what wasit?

To Newton's dismay, he had no chance yet to
speak to the girl. For Ka Thaar was now
questioning Joan and Ezra

"Where are the Futuremen?" he demanded.
"Y ou ought to know," sheretorted. "It was
your friend Rab Cain here who shot down
Captain Futureon Venus."

"Canisno friend of mine, hessmply ahired
gunman our party isusing,” Ka Thaar said
glancing a Curt Newton with bitter didike.
"I'd hate to be him when Cap'n Future gets
better and he and the Futuremen come after
him," drawled EzraGurney.

"So the Futuremen are staying with their
leader on Venus?' said KaThaar. "Yes, |
suppose they would. Everyone knowstheir
loydty." Helighted aria cigarette and looked
at Joan through its curling green smoke. "You
know Captain Future pretty well, don't you?
Everybody tells of the adventures you and
Marshd Gurney have shared with him."
Therewas an oddly eager curiosity in his
question, something amost boyish that was
incongruousin thisthin-faced, deadly
younggter.

She could not keep her glance from straying
to "Rab Can", lounging sneeringly inthe
background.

"Y es, welve worked often with Captain
Future" she answered. "Y ou never met him."
"l saw him, once," KaThaar said
thoughtfully. "It wastwelve years ago on
Mercury, when | was just aboy. It waswhen
he and the Futuremen came back from their
first star-trip with the creation converters that
wereto replenish our world's dying
atmosphere. People almost mobbed the Future-
meninther crazy joy. | never forgot it.” He
laughed mirthlesdy. "Like every other boy on
Mercury, | took Captain Future as my hero. |
was going to be a spaceman just like him,
when | grew up.”

Joan felt strangely touched.

"Why don't you be like him, then?' she asked
him. "Drop thisintrigue you're mixed in.

Y ou're wrong to follow Jed Harmer."
KaThaar snhorted contemptuoudy. "Harmer?
| care nothing about him and the othersand



their schemes. But they hired my skill with an
atom-pistol when | cameto Roo. I've taken
their pay and | stick with them. It'stoo late for
me to turn honest now, anyway. The Peatrol
wants me back in the System, under another
name. | started out to be a spaceman like
Captain Future, but a brawl one night on
Saturn and atoo-ready atom-pistol in my hand
made me an outlaw, and o | wind up here
working againg Futuresfriends. Strange, isn't
it?'

Curt Newton had listened with deep interest.
He understood now that queer attitude of Ka
Thaar'swhich had puzzled him. A boyhood
hero-worship of the Futuremen il lingered in
the young outlaw's mind.

KaThaar turned. "I've got to go, for | and the
men have work to do. Y ou two will be quite
safe here aslong as you don't attempt to
escape. It'd be quite useless, anyway, for I'm
leaving Li Sharn and Cain here with Quord to
guard you."

Curt Newton protested. "Aw, don't leave me
herein thisforsaken hole? | signed up with
your bunch for action.”

NEWTON secretly wanted to go back with Ka
Thaar, hoping to be led to the mysterious
leader of the conspiracy. Joan and Ezrawould
be safe, for Otho would be with them. Otho, he
knew, could find out what Joan had learned.
But Ka Thaar overruled hisprotest. "You're
staying here, Cain! And you and Quord are
under Li Sharn'sorders.”

Captain Future was stymied. What was heto
do? Throw off the mask and overpower Ka
Thaar and the others here and now? No, the
risk in ashowdown here was too greet-- the
risk not only to hismission but aso to Joan's
safety. He could not afford to challenge Ka
Thaar and the whole crew.

"All right, I'll stay," Newton grumbled.
KaThaar sgnedto "Li Sharn" to accompany
him as he left the hut. Captain Future, edging
unobtrusively toward the door without
arousing Quord's notice, heard the Mercurian
gpesking in alow voice outside.

"Li, I'mleaving Cain here because | ill don't
entirely trust him. Those two prisoners must
not be hurt. Y ou and Quord watch him."

"I'll keep Rab Caininline" Otho promised.
"How soon isthe bresk coming?’



"You know that aswell asl," retorted Ka
Thaar. "We're going in the Firebird to set off
the last blaststomorrow night. By that time,
Crazy Jonny will have the Roonsdl primed for
the blow-off."

Curt Newton did not understand the
references any more than Otho, and Otho dared
not ask for explanations without betraying
himsdlf.

KaThaar and his crew entered the Firebird,
and it took off from the VValey of Dream
Flowerswith alow roar of tubes.

Otho re-entered the hut. Newton glanced
sgnificantly a Quord, and the android
understood his meaning. He addressed the
Venusan.

"KaThaar |eft ordersfor you to take alook
aong the Valey each night and day to make
sureno oneisspying onus,” Otho said.

"Y ou'd better start now."

The stocky Venusian was disgusted. "It'salot
of foolishness," he said. "There hasn't been
even an insect come here dl thetime I've been
guarding thearsend. And it'stricky avoiding
those flowersat night.”

Nevertheless, he stalked outside to carry out
the order. As soon as his steps receded, the
tension of the four comrades relaxed.

"Will somebody tell mejust what'sgoin’ on?'
Ezra Gurney demanded of Captain Future.
"Firgt you and Otho join Harmer'sbunch in
disguise. Then you help the rest of the bunch
run off with us?'

"We had to obey, Otho and |, or betray
oursalves," Newton declared. "Even so, our
plan's gonewrong. Otho and | areleft here,
while Harmer's secesson schemeisrushing
toward aclimax. Joan did you find Lu Suur's
tral?'

Joan told of her talk with Governor Walker
King and of itsfruitlessresult.

"But, Curt, we did learn something," Joan
went on. She described her encounter with
Crazy Jonny and her suspicion that the
madman was being used as an ingrument to
incitethe Roons. "Wetried to find Crazy
Jonny but he'sgoneinto the jungle again.”
Captain Future nodded thoughtfully. "I
believe you've got something, Joan. The
congpirators may be using this madman, who
can go in among the Roons unharmed, to



arousethem.”

"And because Joan and Ezragot too
interested in Crazy Jonny, the order went out
to get rid of them,”! exclaimed Otho.

"It dl addsup," said Captain Future. "And it
meansthat things are near acriss. Crazy
Jonny has been sent in to the Roons again. And
you heard what Ka Thaar said--that by
tomorrow night, Jonny would have the Roons
reedy for find action.”

"Then the madman ison hisway now to stir
up the Roonsto afina attack on the colony--
an attack that'll mean secesson,” cried Ezra.
Joan Randall paled. "Curt, we've got to stop
that somehow or our whole missonisfailure”
"Grag and Doctor Carlin ought to be near the
big Roon village by now," suggested Otho
hopefully. "Maybe they can hdt Crazy Jonny."
Curt Newton shook his head. "No, they don't
even know about Jonny. And their errand was
samply to find the Crypt of the Old Ones. That
madman is our job. But we don't even know
the location of the Roon village he'sgoing to.”
Otho's eyesflashed. "We don't know, but
there's somebody here who should know. That
Venusian Quord!"

Newton had amost forgotten the Venusian
guard whom they had temporarily got rid of so
they might talk.

"Quord must be one of Harmer's trusted men,
left hereto guard the arsend,” he muttered.
"He must have information that would help us.
WeEIl haveto squeezeit out of him. Themain
thing, the dlimportant thing right now, isto
keep Crazy Jonny from unloosing another
Roon attack. If we can learn enough to do that,
then we can turn and hunt down Lu Suur.”
"Listen! | hear Quord coming back now,"
whispered Otho.

CAPTAIN FUTURE gavedirectionsin afew
swift words. A moment later, the stocky
Venusan entered the hut. It proved absurdly
easy. Quord had not the least suspicion when
"Li Sharn" approached him. In aflash, Otho
had snatched the Venusian's atom-pistol from
his holster and was jamming it againgt the
man'sribs,

"Back againgt thewall, Quord," hissed Otho.
"Ezra, tiehimup."

Before Quord redlized what was happening,
he had been disarmed and bound hand and



foot. Then herecovered from his
bewilderment.

"Then you and Cain have turned traitor?' he
bellowed at Otho. "What are you--spies of the
Petrol?'

Captain Future let him think so. "Quord,
you're going to tell uswhat you know," he said
grimly. "Who isbehind Jed Harmer's plot?*
Quordslipstightened. "I'll tell you nothing.”
For hours, Curt Newton and Otho tried by
threats and reasoning to open the Venusian's
lips. Their effortswere unavailing. Morning
came and they had il learned nothing.
"Therest of you go out and leave him to me,”
Otho said darkly. "I know afew old Martian
torturesthat will make him talk."

"Y ou know better than that," snapped
Newton. He had a sudden thought. "But maybe
youreright, inaway."

"Y ou wouldnt redly torture the man?' Joan
sadincreduloudy.

"Not physicaly,” Curt Newton answered.
"But | have anidea. Cut his bonds, Otho."
Captain Future drew his atom-pistol and
covered Quord with it asthe Venusian was cut
loose. The captive stood up, rubbing hisarms.
Newton motioned toward the door. "Outside,”
he ordered. "Were going alittle way down the
valley."

A little fearfully and puzzledly, Quord

stepped out into the morning glare of the great
red sun. Newton followed him closdly, his
atom-pistol raised, the others coming after
them.

Quord moved down the Valey of Dream
Flowersthrough the hat, brilliant glare until a
clump of thetall, poisonous flowerswas just
ahead. The Venusian started to detour around
the flowers.

"No--walk right up to those flowers!" Curt
Newton barked.

Quord turned, protesting in horror. "But that
drugged perfume of the flowerswill get meif |
do'"

"Exactly," said Cgptain Futuregrimly. "And
you wouldnt liketo liefor an endless-seeming
period tortured by ghastly dreams, would
you?"

He had seen enough of the Valey of Dream
Howersto redize that Quord deeply dreaded
the torment of timeless nightmares experienced



by anyone who fell prey to the poisonous
breath of the great blooms.

His surmise proved correct. Quord, confronted
by thething he feared mog, logt Al his
defiance. Evenin the hot blaze of the glaring
red sun, he seemed to shiver.

"Don't make me do that," he said hoarsdly.
"The dream-flowers nearly got me once before,

and it washorrible. I'll--I'll tell you anything |
"Under what identity Lu Suur is
masguerading?”

"Lu Suur?' Quord looked blank. "1 never
heard of him."

"Y ou know who the man isthat's behind
Harmer and the whole secession congpiracy.
Whoisit?" snapped Newton.

"l don't know!" exclaimed the Venusan.
"Harmer and Ka Thaar never told that to any of
us”

Captain Future wasinclined to believe the
man spoke truth. 1t was not unreasonable to
suppose the secret had been closely kept.
Hetook another tack. "Y ou do know about
Crazy Jonny, though? Harmer and the rest
have been using him to incite the Roons,
haven't they?'

Quord nodded. "Y es. The Roons have always
had a superdtitious veneration for Crazy Jonny.
The tribesmen think he's sacred to the Old
Ones™

Joan uttered an exclamation. "Why should
they think that?"

"From what | heard, it's because Jonny years
ago lost hiswits when attacked by night-
dragons," wasthe answer. "The Roons believe
the night-dragons are the messengers of the
Old Ones. That'swhy they've reverenced
Jonny--they think the mark of the Old Onesis
onhim.”

"How do they use him?" asked Captain
Future.

"Crazy Jonny was somehow influenced by
them,” Quord continued. "They sent himto the
big Roon villagewhich lieswherethe Ydlow
River flowsinto the southern ocean, to tell the
Roons that there was danger of the Old Ones
awakening. He showed the Roons that the
Crypt of the Old Oneswas aready opening.”
"Whereisthis Crypt?' Captain Future
interrupted to demand.



THE Venusian shook his head. "'l don't know.
But | do know that Ka Thaar and his crew have
tampered with the Crypt so it would look as
though it isopening.”

"It must be near the Roon villageif the
tribesmen could seeit,” muttered Curt Newton.
"Go ahead, Quord."

"That'sabout dl | can tell you," Quord
declared. "Y ou seg, | was|eft hereto guard the
arsenal and--

At that moment, asudden inexplicable
dizziness siwept Captain Future. He staggered,
fighting that unexpected weakness.

And as he staggered, Quord snatched at the
atom-pistal in his hand!

"Look out, chief!" yelled Otho, whipping out
his own wegpon.

Quord was tearing the weapon away from
Newton, and Otho could not shoot because
Captain Future was between him and the
Venusan.

Newton rdlied hisdizzied facultiesto avert

the tragedy. Quord dready had the butt of the
gun and hisfinger wastightening on itstrigger.
Dazedly, Captain Future lunged forward,
twigting the Venusan'sarm around at the
moment he pulled trigger.
Therewasascorching blast dmost in
Newton's face, a scream of agony, and Newton
went redling backward. Quord had taken the
pistol-blast in hisown face and wasfdlingina
scorched, dead heap.

"Chief, are you hurt?" cried Otho, bending
over Newton. "What happened?

"l don't know--1 suddenly got dizzy," Curt
Newton muttered. "Maybe we were too near
the dresm-flowers."

"Dream-flowers nothing--it was the sun hit
you!" EzraGurney declared. "Y ou came out
without your helmet. I'll get it for you."

Sudden understanding cameto Captain

Future. When he had marched Quord out of the
hut, he had been so intent that he had not
stopped to put on his sun-helmet asthe others
had done. Thefierce, scorching blaze of
mongter Arkar was overpowering for any
unprotected Earthman. It hadn't bothered
Quord because Venusians were accustomed to
powerful actinic radiation on their own planet,
and did not need to wear sun-helmets on Roo.
Captain Future remembered something else,



too. "What afoal I've been! All thistime weve
been hunting Lu Suur, | had the clueto his
identity right in front of my eyed"

"Curt, you mean that you know now who Lu
Suur is?' cried Joan, astonished.

"I'msureof it. Thistouch of sunthat hit me
without bothering Quord has made me see
what | was blind to before," Newton declared.
"But Lu Suur isnot the most immediate
problem now. The most urgent necessity isto
prevent the Roonsfrom making afind big
attack on the colony, for if they do, secession
isinevitable. Crazy Jonny hasbeen sentin
thereto stir up the Roonsto afina pitch of
superditious fanaticiam.”

"And that fanaticism will boil over into attack
when Ka Thaar and his crew use some device
to makeit seem that the Crypt of the Old Ones
isopening, that the Old Ones are awaking!"
exclamed Joan.

Newton nodded grimly. "That's the setup, and
we've got to work fast to smash it. Which
means weve got to get to the Roon village.
The Crypt must be near there If the Roons can
seeit, asl said. KaThaar and the others will
be going there"

Ezralooked dubious. "Then weve got along
way to go through the jungle. Accordin’ to
Quord, the big Roon village lieswhere Y dlow
River flowsinto the Austral Ocean. That's
plenty far away."

"And we haven't got the Comet or any way to
cal Smonto bringit,” groaned Otho. "It'll be
atwo-days march on foot, in these jungles.”
"No, I've a better ideathan that,” contradicted
Captain Future. "Before we gart, though, we're
going to taketime to disable dl the atom-guns
stored in that arsena. Harmer's not going to
usethem.”

Hadtily, they sabotaged the cases of heavy
atom-guns by removing thetiny injector-tube
from each, and throwing it into the stream that
ran down the center of the Valley of Dream
Flowers.

When they started, Newton steered a course
through the jungle due west.

"But the Roon village must be dmost sraight
south!" Otho protested.

"Well make faster time by going thisway,"
Captain Future answered.

They had to follow the windings of "shuffler”



trailsthrough the thick crimson forest. The
trailsled them findly to the shores of Yéelow
River.

Thetawny flood, rolling turbidly through the
wild red jungles of Roo on itsway to the grest
southern ocean, was amajestic sight.
"Thisisour quickest way to the Roons,"
Newton declared. "A raft will take us down
this stream far faster than we can march inthe
jungle

Their alom-pistols quickly felled and stripped
tall feather-trees. These wererolled into aquiet
eddy and bound strongly with vines. *

Soon after midday, the raft was pushed out
into the current. Under the scorching blaze of
red Arkar, it bore them with dangerous rapidity
southward through the wild jungles of the
forbidding world.

CHAPTER XIV

Dragon Sacrifice

ON the preceding night, Philip Carlin and Grag
had remained frozen with astonishment asthey
gazed forth from their hiding place at the
amazing scene ahead.

They had dragged Gaa down with them into
the concealment of the bush-orchids. Though
his hands were bound and his mouth gagged,
their captive Roon guide made fierce effortsto
escape.

"It'sthe Roon village," whispered Carlin,
garing. "But what in the world are those
tribesmen doing?"

"It'saritud of somekind," muttered Grag.
"Hear that drum?"

Carlin's eyes swept the unearthly scene. They
were crouching at the very edge of thejungle.
Before them in the thin starlight lay a crescent-
shaped area of open ground.

The curved side of this bow-shaped plain was
bounded by the dark junglein which they
crouched. Its straight sde wasthe brink of a
long dliff beyond which glimmered the vas,
heaving expanse of the mysterious Austral
Ocean. Just to their right, there yawned a deep
canyoninwhich thewide Y dlow River flowed
out into the sea.

To their left dong the curve of the crescent

lay the big Roon village. The low, thatched
huts of the red tribesmen had been built back
under the trees, for concealment and shelter.
Out in the open in front of the village were



now gathered thousands of the Roons.

"But what are they doing?' whispered Philip
Carlin. "They look asthough they were
waiting."

The Roonswere dl facing southward, toward
the cliff-edge and the glimmering ocean over
which Black Moon wasrising.

A massve drum that hung in aframework in
front of the jungle village was being sounded
a regular intervals by two Roonswho beat
upon it with heavy clubs.

Boom--boom! The drum-bestsrolled out like
low thunder, echoing out over the cliff and the
restless, starlighted ocean.

Philip Carlin's bewildered gaze fastened upon
an even more puzzling feature. Near the mouth
of theriver, the diff jutted out in abold,
narrow promontory whose surface was a
hundred feet above the sea.

Upon this promontory, he made out the
shapes of saverd animas--asmadl "shuffler”
and two jungle-deer and other beasts he could
not identify. These animaswereliving, but
weretightly tied to stakes set in the rock.
Boom--boom! Black Moon wasrising higher
above the seg, its shadowed, mottled face
seeming to stare down at the weird scene.

"I don't know just what thisisall about but |
do know it's creepy,” muttered Grag. "Eek is
scared to desth.”

"Grag, ligen!"

Between the thundering notes of the drum,
Carlin'searshad caught afaraway rustling in
the sky.

It was the thresh of grest, flapping wings. He
looked upward.

"Night-dragond"

The Roons were hastily drawing back benesth
the shelter of thetrees at their village, from
which they continued to weatch intently.

Two great, flapping black shapes came
gliding swiftly down from the southern sky,
slhouetted againgt Black Moon. And there
were others of the dreaded creatures up there,
whedling and descending.

The sky seemed dive with threshing wings.
The drum boomed franticaly. And then Carlin
saw ahorde of the winged terrors swoop down
upon the anima s tethered on the top of the
little promontory.

Fangs and claws of the night-dragons flashed



asthey ripped and tore their helpless prey.
Grunts, squeals and screams came hideoudy
through the garlight.

"Grag, | believe were seeing a propitiatory
sacrificeto the Old Ones!" exclamed Carlin,
shekenly.

"What makes you think that?'

"I've heard that the Roons consider the night-
dragons to be the messengers of the Old Ones,"
said the botani<t. "It's clear that they make
regular offeringsto them, using that big drum
to cdl theflying reptiles.”

The drum had stopped. The night-dragons
wererisng lazily into the sarlight and
flapping away. Only fragments of flesh and
bones remained on the promontory.
Carlin'smind was racing. Captain Future had
sent him and Grag to learn the location of the
Crypt of the Old Ones. Herewas aclue.
"Isit possible that the Crypt were looking for
isinthat promontory above the ocean?' he
whispered. "If itis-"

A harsh, dhrill voice suddenly spoke loudly
behind them in the darkness.

"What are you doing here?'

They swung around, thunderstruck. A man
had come up thetrail through the jungle behind
them, and was standing over them.

IT WAS agaunt, unshaven Earthmanin
battered sun-helmet, hiseyes glaring strangely
at themin the shadows.

"Crazy Jonny!" exclaimed Carlin, supefied
by the madman's appearance.

"Carlin, the Roon's getting away!" cried Grag.
Gaa, their captive, ingtantly had seized his
opportunity. As histwo captors momentarily
forgot himin ther surprise a the madman's
appearance, Gaa scrambled up and ran out
through the sarlight.

He was running directly toward the distant
village. Though his hands were bound and he
was gagged, he was dready a hundred yards
away.

"I'll get him!" Grag cried, starting forward.
"Too late--they've seen him!" yelled Carlin.
"Wevegot to run for it!"

Y dlsof excitement had come from the Roons
of thevillage, and dozens of warriorswere
dashing out toward the sumbling Gaa.

Carlin grabbed the madman'sarm. "Back
aong thetrail quick, Grag! Come on, Jonny!"



Crazy Jonny tore away from hisgrasp. "L et
mego! | bring awarning to the Roond"
Perceiving that the mad Earthman would
struggle rather than accompany them, Carlin
abandoned the attempt and plunged back aong
thetrall with Grag.

Thejungle wasweird in the darkness. They
heard one loud explosion of ydls behind them,
and then an uncanny silence.

"They're coming after us, never fear,"

rumbled Grag furioudy as he ran with Eek
clinging scaredly to hisshoulder. "1 wishto
space | had my hands on that cursed Gaafor
one minute."

"Grag, we can't outdistance these tribesmen in
thejungle," panted Philip Carlin. "Weve got to
hide, or--listen!"”

Swift, sedthy rustlingswere al about them

in thejungle. The Roons could movelike
shadows in the dense forest. They were closing
around the two.

Carlin clutched hisatom-pigtal tightly ashe
ran, ready to fire a thefirst dart that whistled
toward them. But no darts were shot.
Catagtrophe camein adifferent form.
Pounding dong thedim trail, Grag suddenly
tripped and fell with aresounding crash that
sent Eek flying catapulted into the brush. At
amog the same moment, Carlin's ankles hit
the tough vine that had been siretched across
thetrail, and he fell acrossthe robot.

Before ether of them could rise, ydling
tribesmen piled upon them. Nets of tough vine
ropes, strong as stedl cables, wrapped around
them dingingly. Asthey floundered inthe
meshes, thicker and even stronger vine ropes
were quickly trussed around them in many
thicknesses.

Grag's furious bellow reverberated as the
robot strove to free himsdlf. Even hisgiant
strength could not snap the many tough bonds.
Carlin heard Gads excited voice, addressing
hisfelow tribesmen.

"You will haveto drag the meta one back to
thevillage. The other one can be carried.”
Doubt and fear werein the voice of one Roon
who answered. "But thismetal oneisno star-
man like the others. Maybe heis ademon?’
For amoment, Carlin had awild hope that
Grag's superhuman appearance would swing
superdtition to their aid. But Gaa shattered that



hope.

"The metal oneisof the star-men," Gaa
asserted firmly. "Heis not aman, but heand
the other forced me to guide them herefor an
evil purpose. They were searching for the
Crypt of the Old Ones!™

Exclamations of fanatic anger greeted that
information. The Roons roughly picked up
Carlin and started back with him to the village.
He could hear agroup of them dragging
Grag'smighty, trussed form dong thetrall
behind him. Grag kept up arunning fire of
furiousthrests, for his pride had been pricked
by Gad's statement.

"Not aman, am 1?Y ou bird-beaked son of
perdition, if | get my handson you, I'll choke
that insult back down your throat!"

A dense crowd of excited tribesmen swarmed
around them asthey were hauled into the
village and dropped roughly inside one of the
huts.

"Remain here and watch them closdy,” Gaa
snapped to the warriors who had brought them.
"The Sacred Oneisherel" exclamed aRoon,
in tones of awe.

Carlin, looking up from where he lay bound,
saw Crazy Jonny staring down at them. The
mad Earthman, whom the Roons surrounded at
arespectful distance, gave Carlin afaint new
hope.

"Jonny, can you get themto let usgo?' he
asked earnestly. "They'll ligento you."

THE madman shook his head. "Not even | can
save you now, for they know you have
committed the sin of seeking the Crypt of the
Old Ones." Hisvoicerose, shrill with insane
fervor. "Y ou were fools to come here
searching for the Crypt! Didn't | warn dl inthe
colony to keep out of the jungle? Didn't | warn
you dl to leave Roo before your presence
awoke the Old Ones?'

Carlin, hearing that mad voice, gave up dl
hope of ass stance from the crazed Earthman.
Jonny was asfanaticay superdtitious asthe
Roons.

Crazy Jonny had turned and now he was
loudly addressing al the awe-stricken Roon
people who had gathered in front of the
village

He pointed up into the southern sky. Y ou
have seen for yourselves that the Crypt of the



Old Ones aready has begun to open?’

A shiver of superhuman fear went through the
parrot-beaked red tribesmen. "We have seen.”
"I bring you find warning!" shrilled the
madman. "Warning that tomorrow night the
Crypt will open completely!”

A gasp of horror came from the Roons. Crazy
Jonny raved on. "Y ou will seeit happen with
your own eyes. And you will know then that
unlessyou act swiftly to drive the star-men
from Roo, the Old Ones will come back to this
world and will again establish their dark
domain of dread."

"But each night we are offering sacrifice to

the Old Ones" aRoon chieftain exclaimed.
"Will that not assuage thelr wrath?"

"Nothing will prevent their waking but the
driving of dl strangersfrom Roo!" declared
the insane Earthman. "Tomorrow night when
you see the great Crypt open, remember that.”
Crazy Jonny stalked away without further
gpeech, and disappeared into the dark jungle.
The Roons|ooked after him in fearful slence,
It was clear now to Philip Carlin that the
crazed Earthman had become obsessed with
superstition about the Old Ones, to the point
where he was urging the tribesmen to drive his
own fellow-colonists from Roo. How had that
obsession become planted in the madman's
mind?

The Roons out there were talking in awed
voices, and looking fearfully up into the
southern sky where Black Moon wasrisng
higher. Seeing that, and remembering the
madman'swords, Philip Carlin suddenly
experienced ablinding enlightenment.

"Grag, I'vegot it a last!" he gasped. "I know
now where the Crypt of the Old Onesis. Good
grief, we werefools not to seeit beforel”
"What do you mean? Whereisthe Crypt?"
demanded the bound robot.

"It'son Black Moon, the satellite of Roo!"
exclaimed the botanist.

"You're out of your mind!" exclamed Grag.
"But wait--maybeit's possible, at that.”
"It'sthe answer, I'm certain,” declared Carlin.
"We thought the Crypt must be near thisRoon
village because we knew the Roons were able
to observe the 'omens of its opening. We never
figured it might be on Black Moon, which they
can look up and seein the sky each night!"



Before Carlin could eaborate on his stunned
surmise, he wasinterrupted by the loud voice
of Gaa speaking to the tribesmen. He was
haranguing the fearful crowd, and presently
they spoke loud assent.

Gaacameinto the hut alittle later with
horrifying informetion for the two captives.

"Y ou are to be sacrificed tomorrow night to
the Old Ones," the Roon said. "Despite the
warning of the Sacred One, we still hope that
the Crypt will not open, that they will not
awake. Sinceit isyou star-men whose
presenceis tirring them to wakefulness, the
sacrifice of two of you may appease them.”
Calin felt the muscles around his heart
contract at the hideous prospect. "Y ou're going
to give usto the night-dragons, you mean?"
"Of dl the crazy nonsense | ever heard, this
stuff about the Old Onesisthe wackiest!"
roared Grag. "Don't you know that the Old
Ones, asyou call them, disappeared from the
universeamillion yearsago?'

Gaa nodded somberly. "Y es, they were
vanquished and destroyed on many worlds by
our ancestors of old. But here on Roo they
were not entirely destroyed. They merely
retrested into adeep like degth, from which
they planned some day to awake and re-
establish their ancient domain.”

"Y ou believe that the Crypt of the Old Ones
ison Black Moon, do you not?* Carlin asked
him.

Gaa nodded again. He pointed through the
doorway of the hut at the shadowed face of the
risng satellite

"Do you see that round white spot near the
center of the moon'sface? That isthe Crypt of
the Old Ones, where they deep.”

"How, then, can you believethat it is
opening?' Carlin argued. "Y ou can't seefrom
here"

"Yes, we can see," Gaa contradicted. "L ook,
and you will see dark cracks on the face of the
white Crypt. They appeared there only months
ago, and have widened severd times. They
mean the Crypt isopening.”

CARLIN, straining his neck to peer up-ward,
did faintly make out the horizontal dark cracks
across the face of that white patch on the
moon.

"The cracks arethere, al right,” he said to



Grag when Gaa had gone. " Some accidental
landdips, | suppose.”

"Landdips, nothing!" Grag retorted. "I'll bet a
planet against a meteor that those cracks were
made to appear, just to excite the Roons.
They're the'omens with which Harmer's bunch
haveincited the tribesmen.”

Carlinfdt theforce of the robot's reasoning.
Hefdt abitternessto think that they had
findly penetrated the mystery, too late.
Darknessfindly gave way to dawn. Thelong
hours of the hot day dragged by without
presenting the dightest chance of escape. They
were never unbound, and Roon warriors
watched over them every minute.

Grag broke the silence in the late afternoon
with atroubled comment. "Do you know, I'm
worried."

"l don't blameyou, in afix likethis" sad
Calindully.

"Oh, it'snot that I'm worrying about-- it's
Eek," said the robot. "The poor little fellow
must be lurking out there in the jungle, afraid
to cometo us. Suppose one of those hunting-
wormsgetshim?'

Carlin could not repress a hdf-hearted grin. It
seemed weird for hiscompanion, in thelr
present Situation, to worry about Eek.

Night came, and the Roon village stirred with
afever of fearful anticipation. The grest
dragon-drum began to throb in a muted
grumble as the shadowy face of Black Moon
rose out there above the ocean once more. It
was only alow, foreboding pulsing, not the
thunderous drumming thet called the night-
dragons. But Philip Carlin's skin crawled ashe
redlized what soon was coming.

There was a sudden uproar alittlelater at the
jungle edge of the village. He glimpsed Roon
warriors running, and heard the distant crash of
an atom-pistal.

"That was an atom-gun!” Grag exclamed
hopefully.

Then Gaaand asmall crowd came excitedly
dragging a prisoner into the hut.

"Another spy of you star-men whom we have
caught!" cried Gaafiercdy. "Therewill be
three sacrifices to the Old Ones tonight!”
CHAPTER XV

Saelite Secret

BOUNCING and dipping on the rushing flood,



the rude raft that bore Captain Future and his
three comrades was racing down the broad
current of the jungle-bordered river of mystery.
"Isthat critter fill followin' us?* asked Ezra,
looking anxioudy back into the yellow flood.
"Yes, | canjust seetheripplesof it--1 guessit
gtill hopes one of uswill fal overboard,”
replied Otho.

Just behind the raft, low ripplesin theyelow
river told of abig, swimming body that was
trailing them beneath the surface. They had
glimpsed it once or twice and had recognized it
asacyclopscrab, agiant, duggish crustacean
mongter that lived in seaand river.

Otho drew hisatom-pistal. "I'll try to kill it."
"No, letit done” Curt Newton said. "The
thingistoo big. You might only infuriateit.”
For hours, they had been trailed by the
duggish, unseen monger. The Ydlow River
was bearing them swiftly southward in their
quest for the Roon village and the mysterious
Crypt. Theriver now ran between shalow,
doping rock of acanyon.

Thered disk of Arkar was sinking behind the
horizon. In the gathering darkness, stars began
to appear. Newton estimated that they must
now be approaching the sea. That meant they
were near the Roon village, and the mysterious
Crypt of the Old Ones. "Weve got to reach the
Crypt, before they create more omensthere
and excite the Roonsto boiling-point,” he
muttered.

"Ligten!" said Otho suddenly. "Do you hear
thet?'

Darkness had fadlen. Theriver wasrunning
between doping rock walls. The lessening of
its turbulent roar enabled them to hear the
sound Otho mentioned.

"Boom--boom--"

A low, degp grumbling sound, it throbbed
faintly to their earsfrom somewhere aheed, in
aregular rhythm.

"Roon drums," Captain Future said. "Were
near their village and the sea. We daren't go
farther on the open river. Push to shorel™

They urged the clumsy raft toward the bank
and, once ashore, Curt Newton rapidly mapped
his plan of action in the darkness.

"The Roon villageis on the diff abovethe

sea. Well go downstream dong the river bank
and reconnoiter. It'll be lessrisky than going



through the jungle. Joan, you stay here. No, |
don't want any argument! Y ou're not going
dong.”

Joan Randall was gtill protesting asthe three
left her. Despite her indignation, she made no
moveto follow Newton. She knew that
Captain Future had only her own safety in
mind.

She sat down on the edge of the beached raft
inthe darkness. A few minuteslater arustling
in the shadowy bushes caused her to legp to
her feet and draw her atom pistol. Then she
laughed in nervousrdief. Out of the darkness
scuttled asmall anima which flung itself upon
her anklesin an ecstasy of joy.

"Why, it's Eek!" Joan exclaimed, astounded.
"Grag must have taken you with him. But
whereis Grag and Dr. Carlin?'

Eek got her thought, if not her words. The
moon-pup pawed her feet, then ran alittle way
up the bank, then came back and repesated. It
was obviousthat he was anxioudy trying to get
her to follow.

"He wants to take meto Grag," Joan thought.
She quickly made up her mind. "All right,
Eek--you lead theway and I'll follow."

Joan delayed only to scribble afew words of
explanation on a sheet from her pocket-pad.
She put the leaf in acleft stick on the raft,
where Newton would find it if he returned here
before she did.

"Now go ahead, Eek," shetold the moon-pup.
"Takemeto Grag."

Eek eagerly obeyed, starting up the bank. She
followed himinto thejungle. Eek led
southeastward through dim gametrails. The
distant pulse of drumming came louder.
Before long, they came suddenly to the end of
the jungle. Joan looked out in amazement at
the Roon village. Torcheswere dight among
the distant huts. She could see the big drum
that was being solemnly pounded by atdl
Roonwarrior.

Eek was now acting tremendoudy excited.
Joan understood now.

"Y ou mean Grag and Carlin arein the village
and introuble," Joan said. "What shall | do
She soon made up her mind. "I'll find out just
where they're being held, and go back for the
others



SHE darted dipping through the dark jungle at
the edge of the clearing, but Eek ruined her
plan. The Moon-pup figured that now that he
had brought Joan here, everything was clear
saling. Heran out of the jungle toward the
huts.

She motioned for the moon-pup to come
back, but the damage was aready done. A
Roon warrior had sighted the little animal, and
as heran back toward Joan, the warrior saw
her dso.

The Roon uttered ayell of darm. Ingtantly a
score of warriors were pouring through the
jungle. Redlizing her rashnesstoo late, Joan
turned to flee. Before she had gone ten yards,
dark forms rose around her.

She drew her atom-pistol, but brawny arms
seized her from behind. Then, asshewas
dragged out into the clearing, she recognized
Gadsfierceface.

"I know this girl--sheisanother of the star-
men who captured me, another of them who
has cometo spy on usl" Cried Gaa. "Bind her!"
They lashed Joan's arms and legs with tough
vineropes, dragged her to one of the huts, and
flung her down upon itsdirt floor. Nearby she
glimpsad Grag's mighty form and the prostrate
figure of Philip Carlin, both tightly bound.
"Therewill bethree sacrificesfor the Old
Onestonight!" exclaimed Gaa.

"Joan, how did you get here?' cried Grag.
"That precious moon-pup of yours showed
me the way here, got me discovered, and then
escaped,” she answered indignantly.

In afew further words, shetold them of the
quest for the Crypt which had brought her with
Newton and Ezra and Otho.

"But the Crypt isn't near here a all--it'son
Black Moon!" groaned Carlin.

She stared, incredulous.

"Then the chief and Otho and Ezrawill be
here soon to spy out this place?' Grag was
saying hopefully. "They'll get usout of this
jam--if we're not sacrificed before they get
herel"

Joan heard an ominous, gathering uproar of
fierce voices outside their hut, and her heart
sank.

"Grag, it looks asisthe sacrificeis now.”

A crowd of the tribesmen had now entered
the hut to drag the three captivesforth. Some



of the Roonslooked doubtfully a Grag's meta
figure

"Maybe the Messengers of the Old Oneswill
not be able to eat thisone," suggested one.
"Heisnot of flesh."

"If they cannot, wewill destroy him oursalves
after they go," shouted Gaa. " Thus the sacrifice
will dill be consummeated.”

Joan and Carlin and the big robot were
dragged out onto the little promontory that
jutted over the sea. She had aglimpse of the
deep waters that washed the base of the cliff,
far below.

The Roons|eft the three lying bound and
helpless, sde by side. Hadtily the tribesmen
returned toward the village. In afew moments,
the great drum that had been throbbing so long
now began athunderous summons.
"Boom--boom--boom--"

Joan felt an unredlity that amost robbed her

of fear. The weirdness of the scenewaslike
that of anightmare,

Calinfdtit too.

"Surdly thisisdl acrazy dream," she heard
him saying in adazed way. "I'll wake up back
inmy Great New Y ork rooms"

It was no dream! For over the now
thunderoudy loud booming of the dragon-
drum, their ears caught the flgp and thrash of
great wings up in the sky. Joan's veins seemed
to flow ice-water as she glimpsed adark,
hideous shape gliding down acrossthe
shadowed face of Black Moon.

"They're coming,”" she breathed.

Grag was making herculean efforts. Joan
thought he was making avain attempt to break
his bonds. But the robot had another idea.
"Brace yoursdlf, you two," Grag muitered as
he strained. "I'm going to try to roll on top of
you. Protect you from the dragons.”

Almost with the words, Grag's attempt
succeeded. Hisgiant metd figurerolled amost
crushingly on top of Carlin and Joan.

Next moment, the night around them seemed
aive with threshing wings and screeching,
demoniac cries. The night-dragonswere
swooping to dlamtheir victims.

Joan and Carlin, dmost crushed by the bound
robot's weight, heard the clash of teeth and
talons on Grag's metal body. But that giant
metal form protected the girl and the botanist



from the ravening horde.

"Hopethey keepit up,” rumbled Grag. "They
can claw at medl night without doing
anything more than breek their talons."

The night-dragons ondaught had become
furious as the winged horrorsfound that their
fangs and claws made no impression on the
metd body of Grag. They clawed and tore with
screeching rage at the robot.

Grag suddenly uttered an exultant cry. "That
didit! I washoping for it!"

He got to hisfeet, hisbonds dropping from
him. Joan understood. The claws and fangs of
the night-dragons had finally severed the
robot's bonds.

GRAG legped erect, bestriding Joan and Carlin
protectingly, and gtriking with his huge meta
hands at the flapping horde around them. He
gripped two of the dragons necks and twisted
them, flung them away and smashed another of
the swooping horrorswith hisfigt.

Until she died, Joan would not forget that
nightmare scene of epic combat--the giant
robot towering over her against the shadowy
sphere of Black Moon, bellowing as he fought
the swooping dragons--the screeching of the
attacking monsters--the thunder of the dragon-
drum.

The winged horde retreated momentarily

from the robot'sflailing arms. Grag seized the
chance to reach down and snap Joan and
Carlin's bonds.

"Weve got to get out of this cursed spot!” he
roared. "The dragons will get you two sooner
or later." He pointed down at the deep waters
surging far below. "That's our only escape.
Jump!”

Joan hesitated not amoment. With Carlin and
the robot, she leaped clear of the promontory
and hurtled toward the watersfar below. . . .
When Captain Future and histwo comrades
took leave of Joan, they pressed rapidly
southward aong theriver. They followed the
strand of beach at the foot of the doping
canyonwall.

Ezra Gurney suddenly pointed at asmooth
ripplein the brighter waters of theriver, alittle
way out from shore.

"That blasted cyclops-crabis ill followin'

us! The brute must have aone-track mind. |
don't likeit. It'sabad omen."



The canyon wall in whose shadow they
tramped became steadily higher and steeper as
they followed the long, circuitous route of the
river. They had traveled for less than an hour
when Curt Newton suddenly stopped.
"Ligentothat!" he exclamed.

The drum-throb they had been dimly hearing
for some time had abruptly become much
louder. It was now adeep, rolling thunder.
"We're getting near thevillage," Newton
declared. "WEell circle and approach it from the
Sseaward sde.”

They tramped on with quickened strides, and
the smooth ripple of the unseen crustacean
monster gtill kept pace with them out in the
river.

A hdf-hour later, they followed the beach
around awideturnin theriver. Now they
glimpsed ahead of them the vast bosom of the
southern ocean, heaving under the dim light of
Black Moon.

"Look up there!" cried Ezra, pointing wildly.
"Onthat diff--it's Grag!"

Curt Newton glanced upward and saw asight
he would never forget.

On apromontory jutting out a hundred feet
above the mouth of theriver, Grag's giant
metal form stood outlined againgt the face of
shadowy Black Moon. And Grag was
fighting--battling a horde of flgpping night-
dragonsthat screeched down on himin
ferocious attack.

"Comeon!" Captain Future cried. "Weve got
to get up and help him. Look! Theres Carlin!™
The booming of the drum was thunderous
above, and they knew the Roons were
somewhere close up there. But nothing
counted in this moment but the fierce loyalty
of the Futuremen to each other in time of
danger.

"Holy sun-imps, there's Joan up there with
them!" cried Otho. " She somehow found Grag
and Calin'"

"Cap'n Future, they're going to jump!™
exclamed Ezra

Up on the promontory, Joan and Philip Carlin
had risen beside Grag as he momentarily drove
away thewinged horde. Curt Newton ft a
frantic anxiety as he saw dl three of them legp
and hurtle downward, to disappear in the deep
waters benesth the promontory.



"That cyclops-crab isout in those waters"
Newton exclamed hoarsdly. "Itll get them!™
He dived into the dark water as he spoke, and
Otho followed. Asthey started to swim
outward, they saw the heads of Joan and Carlin
emerge above the surface and start moving
toward them.

Newton aso saw the ominous ripple of the
giant crustacean moving toward Joan's head.
Hetried to cry warning to her.

He knew he could not reach her in time. But
then an amazing thing happened. Therewasa
mad flurry in the waters where the cyclops
crab had been. The seathere foamed, and then
became dtill again.

Newton got hisarm around Joan and swam
with the exhausted girl toward the bank, while
Otho towed Carlin ashore.

"Joan, you're not hurt? How the devil did you
get up there when we left you at the raft?!

She explained bresthlesdy, and then
exclamed, "But Grag?"

"Here he comes," Otho declared. "Water don't
bother Grag, when he doesn't breathe.”

IT WAS true--Grag was striding up from the
watersto join them. The robot seemed for once
to be exhausted.

"Y ou were the one who drove off the
cyclops-crab?' Newton asked.

"Drove him off?" grunted the giant robot. "I
blamed near tore him in haf! | was sarting to
walk ashore when | looked up and saw the
beast swimming toward Joan, so | reached up
and grabbed him."

"Quiet!" Captain Future warned. "The Roons
up there mustn't hear us."

Fortune favored them in that the night-
dragons, still screeching in balked fury around
the promontory, prevented the Roons above
from gpproaching the cliff to look downward.
Curt Newton rapidly led the way back up the
beach dong theriver. Not until they were well
away from the Roon village did he stop.

"Now tell mewhat happened to you," he said
to Grag and Carlin. "Most important, did you
find the Crypt of the Old Ones?'

Grag nodded. "Wefound out whereitis."
"Good!" said Newton. "Weve got to get there
fedt."

"Chief, we can't get to the Crypt quickly,”
Grag replied. "It'son Black Moon."



Captain Future was stunned. "That's
impossble!”

"It'sthetruth!" Philip Carlin said. "That

round white area on the face of the moon isthe
Crypt! And the cracksin it arethe'omens
which have so excited the Roons.™

Newton was aghagt. "Then that's where Ka
Thaar and the rest are going tonight in the
Firebird--to Black Moon. And we can't
follow to stop him without the Comet--and it
will take at least anight and aday for usto
tramp back to the colony and our ship!”

The chill of defeat, amost of despair,
contracted his heart. There seemed no way
now to prevent the fruition of the coldblooded
plot.

"Itsmy fault," he said bitterly. "1 was so dead
sure that the Crypt of the Old Oneswas near
this place. It'stoo late to get back to the Comet
intime, but weve got to try. Come on.”

They went upstream aong the river bank for
some distance further, and then climbed the
doping rock wal to thejungle.

It took minutes of struggling through the
jungle before they found a" shuffler” trail that
led northward toward the colony. They started
with urgent haste on the long, desperate trek.
Before they had gonefar, Grag uttered a
joyful exclamation as Eek came scuttling out

of the brush in an ecstasy of regjoicing.
"Depend on Eek to find me sooner or later!™
he boasted.

"Hurry! exclamed Captain Future.

His voice was raw with desperation, and the
pace he set wasalmost frenzied. Yet in his
heart, Curt Newton had the freezing
knowledgethat dl their haste was redlly futile.
For as helooked up through the trees at Black
Moon, dowly rising toward the zenith, he
knew that Lu Suur's men must aready be there
or on their way thereto set off thefind

And that would rouse every Roon of the
planet'swild tribes to superdtitious, fanatic
attack on the colony, an attack that would
inevitably bring secesson and disaster.

And the Futuremen were two hundred
thousand miles from Black Moon, and adozen
hours march from the ship that could take
them therel

CHAPTER XVI



To the Dark Moon

IN ACCORDANCE with ingtructions, the
Brain had remained at the Carlin plantation
two mornings before, when Carlin and Grag
had goneinto thejunglesin their search and
Joan and Ezra had departed to confer with the
Governor.

Simon Wright had acceded to Newton's
request that he stay here and construct one of
the Wands of Power which might so impress
the tribesmen asto check their superdtitious
fearsif the other plan failed.

Heexplained hisintentionsto Zamok and Lin
Sao, who remained with him.

"We learned the details of those so-cdled
Wands of Power which the ancient Denebians
used againgt the Kangas, when we visited
Deneb years ago. The diagrams of the
ingrument areinthefilein our ship. By
congtructing an exact duplicate of one of those
ancient instruments, we can convincethe
Roonsthat we can protect them even if the Old
Onesawake. That will alay their superdtitious
fears”

"But you won't need it if the othersfind the
Crypt and stop the ‘omens,™ pointed out
Zamok.

"No, we won't need it then, but we Futuremen
arenot in the habit of leaving anything to
chance" replied the Brain.

Simon Wright glided out ahead of them
through the hot sunglare to the Comet, parked
in the conceal ment of the feather-trees. The
main cabin of the streamlined little ship wasin
effect acompact flying laboratory, whose
facilities had more than once been invaluable
to the Futuremen.

The Brain floated to a compact cabinet which
held alarge reference library reduced to micro-
film. It contained not only the scientific gudies
of other men, but also the notes of every
important experiment and voyage which the
Futuremen had ever conducted.

Using his magnetic tractor-beams as deftly as
arms and hands, the Brain searched an index
and then drew out amicro-film spool which he
placed in the projector. On asmal, square
screen, it flashed enlarged reproductions of
many pages of closdy written notes.

These were the notes of the Futuremen's early
star-voyage of exploration. He flashed pages



past until he came to the record of their
memorable vigt to distant Deneb. Herewas all
the information the Denebians had given them
about the ancient, dreaded Kangas.

"Ah, thisiswhat | wanted," murmured Smon
Wright, as another page cameinto view.

It was the complete diagram of ahighly
complex instrument of the ancient Denebian
scientist. The Brain sudied it carefully.

"Yes, | remember thewiring plan now," he
muttered. "We built the thing onceinthe
moon-laboratory as an experiment, and it
worked then. But it won't be an easy job
done”

He assembled tools and materials and then
gtarted work. Thetwo vitron-scientists were
biologigts, not physicigts, and they watched
with baffled incomprehension as he shaped and
fitted tiny coils, condensers and wiring.

The hot hours of the day passed asthe Brain
labored untiringly. Night hed fdlen by thetime
Simon finished histask. He showed them the
ingtrument he had built. It conssted of a
headset of flat, complex induction coils, which
were connected by amultiple cable to a cone-
tipped tungsten rod.

"And that thing isthe Wand of Power?' asked
Lin Seo.

"That's merely the legendary name given it by
the Roons" Simon answered. "The Denebians
who invented it called it apsycho-amplifier. Its
induction coils pick up the encephdic-dectric
currents of the human brain, amplify them
mechanicaly many times, and project the
powerful, concentrated eectric vibration from
thisrod."

"Y ou mean that thet thing amplifiesthought?'
Zamok asked incredoudy. "But how could it
be used as aweapon?"

"The Kangas of long ago had dien bodies but
giant minds," Simon informed him. "They used
menta attack astheir chief wegpon. To counter
their hypnotic attack, the Denebiansinvented
thisinstrument.” He put the contrivance away.
"If we haveto utilize thething to impressthe
Roons, we can useit on one of them. Then
they'll believe we can protect them from the
Old Ones."

Night was well advanced, and Black Moon
was near the zenith asthe Brain and the two
scientistsissued from the Comet.



"Wed better wait in the house," said Simon.
"Joan and Ezra should be back soon with their
report.”

But the night passed without the appearance
of the girl agent and the old marshd. When
morning came, Simon was unessy.

"Evenif they found aclueto Lu Suur'strail,
they should have returned to informus" he
murmured. "But they'll be here shortly."

Y et by the hot noontide of this second day,
Joan and Ezra il had not returned. The Brain
finaly voiced an anxious conviction.
"Something's happened to Ezraand Joan!
They would surely have returned or sent back
word to me, otherwise."

"What could happen to them in Rootown?"
Zamok asked doubtfully.

"I don't know, and | can't go into the town by
daylight to find out without being recognized
and giving away our presence on Roo,” said
Simon. "Will you go in and look for them?"
The Martian scientist acceded, and left
immediately. Not until soon after nightfal did
he return.

He confessed failure. 1 couldn't find them, or
any trace of them. | did manageto ascertain
that they had called on Governor Walker King
yesterday morning, but after they Ieft him they
disappeared.”

Simon Wright's foreboding degpened. "Then
something has happened to them. They must
have got too closeto Lu Suur'strail "

He made up hismind. " Curtis should betold
a once. Hewould never forgive usif Joan
were in danger and we didn't let him know."
"But he and Otho are disguised as Rab Cain
and Li Sharn," objected Lin Sao. "If you, one
of the Futuremen, are seen talking to them, it
would ruintheir plans.”

"l won't be seen,” the Brain assured. "Under
cover of darkness, | can get to them quickly.
Y ou two wait here."

TheBrain glided out of the houseinto the
darkness. Jetting a powerful but dmost
invisble magnetic beam from hisstrange,
square "body”, he swept swiftly up into the
night sky.

Hislenslike eyes sudied the terrain. Black
Moon had not yet risen but he knew his
bearings. He started hurtling speedily
northwestward through the upper darkness



toward Li Sharn's plantation. Itslocation was
clear in hismind from the previous
discussons.

He soon swept down toward the plantation. It
lay dark and glent in the garlight. Gliding
soundlessly around itswindows, Simon Wright
soon assured himself that the place was
deserted.

Poised in the darkness, he swiftly considered
the stuation. "Curt and Otho may be at
Harmer's place.”

Heknew whereit was. Rapidly, the Brain
glided through the darkness.

Soon he saw lights at Harmer's plantation.
The placewas ahive of activity. Outsidethe
grove of tressthat surrounded the house lay a
small, swift-looking rocket-cruiser with the
name Firebird on its bows.

Hurrying men were carrying smal, square
black cases aboard the cruiser. They were
superintended by alean young Mercurian
whom Simon knew must be Ka Thaar. Nearby
stood the plump, worried-looking Jed Harmer.
A man'svoice came sharply from the door of
the cruiser. "Hurry with those charges! Welve
litletimeasitis”

"It'syour own fault werelate, Lu Suur,” Ka
Thaar answered. "We were waiting for you as
you ordered.”

The Brain, hovering unseen abovethemin the
darkness, fdt athrill of excitement when he
heard that name. Lu Suur?

Heglided alittle lower, peering down at the
man who stood in the door of the lighted
Firebird, the man who was Lu Suur. It wasan
Earthman, to al gppearance. Simon had never
seen him before. But he thought he recognized
him from his comrade's descriptions.

"But that'simpossible!™ thought Simon Wright,
staggered. "He can't be Lu Suur?’

"| couldn't get away sooner without arousing
suspicion,” Lu Suur wasreplying angrily tothe
young Mercurian. "Y ou should have had
everything ready. Y ou disobeyed my orders.

Y ou should have killed the Randdl girl and old
Gurney & once!"

Ka Thaar's voice had adangerous edgeinit.
"Y ou said to get them out of theway. | didn't
SUppose you meant me to murder an old man
andagirl.”

Jed Harmer intervened diplomaticaly. "It'sdl



right--they’ll be safe enough out inthe Valley
of Dream Flowerswith Li Sharn and Cainto
guard them.”

"I'll worry about them later, but right now
we've got to get started for the Crypt if wereto
beintime" snapped Lu Suur.

"Thelast charges are aboard,” reported Ka
Thear.

"Come on, then!" exclaimed the other man,
turning and disgppearing into the ship.

KA THAAR and the other men entered the
cruiser, while Harmer stepped back.

The Brain, hovering up in the darkness, had
been feverishly wondering what he could do. It
was clear that Lu Suur and hisfollowers were
gtarting for the Crypt of the Old Onesto st off
thefind "omens™

Simon had no wegpon, nor would any single
wespon have been enough to overcomethe
powerful little band of Lu Suur. Neither could
the Brain enter the cruiser, with the othersin
its doorway.

The door of the Firebird closed. Thelittle
rocket-cruiser blasted fire fromits kedl tubes
and roseinto the air. Then it darted away into
the starry sky at an immense rate of speed. And
it headed straight toward the dim sphere of
Black Moon, just rising above the horizon.
"Isit possiblethe Crypt isthere?' Simon
Wright thought, increduloudy.

He jetted his driving-beams and flashed back
through the darkness at his highest speed,
returning toward Carlin's plantation.

The Brain had decided on the only hopeful
course of action. He explained it swiftly to
Zamok and Lin Sao, when he reached the
plantation.

"The conspiracy isrushing toward itscrisis
and welll haveto strike fast now! I'm going to
take the Comet and go for Curt and Otho. Do
you know wherethe Vadley of Dream Fowers
is?'

Lin Sao shook his head blankly.

"I've heard of such avdley filled with
poisonous, dangerous flowers" Zamok said.
It'ssaid to be in the jungle between here and
the Austral Ocean. But no one knowsjust
where"

"Thenwéll haveto search for it,” Simon
declared indomitably. "We must warn Curt and
Otho at once."



A few minutes later, the Comet rose out of its
concea ment and roared away above the
jungles at an dtitude of athousand yards.

The Brain was piloting the super-powered
little craft. Smon's square "body" rested on the
pilot-chair, histractor beams gripping the
gpace-gtick, hislens eyes peering ahead and
downward.

"WeIl sweep out in widening circles over the
jungle" herasped. "If wedon't find the Vdley
in ahaf-hour, wewill haveto forget the others
and to follow Lu Suur to the Crypt."

He and the two scientists peered downward
tensely as the Comet swept over the dark
junglein widening circles. Hordes of tree-bats
startled by the roar of rocket-tubes swept up
around them. Night-dragons flapped away
from the thundering little ship, in frantic flight.
But by the dim starlight, they could see no
such valey asthey sought. Simon Wright's
hopes were waning fast. The search wasan
amost impossible one. He dared waste no
moretimeinit.

"Look down there behind us" exclaimed Lin
Sa0. "A fireisspringing up.”

Simon swept the ship sharply around. A
pinpoint of red flame had appeared in the
jungle over which they had flown afew
moments before. It was Spreading out into an
irregular patch of fire.

"It'sathicket of reeds and brush burning,”
said Zamok. "Maybe a spark from our rocket
tubes--"

"No! That'sasgnd!" exclamed the Brain.

" See those gun-flashed!”

Thetiny, brilliant stresks of atom-gun blasts
had spurted in the dark jungle close by the
spreading flames. The flashes made a code.
He sent the Comet roaring downward without
hesitation, for he knew that code. The ship
landed between two giant trees. When they
opened the door, they had the wel come sight of
Captain Future and the other two Futuremen,
and Joan and Ezraand Carlin, running toward
them.

"Simon!" cried Curt Newton. "Thank space
you saw our signal! We heard and recognized
the rocket-tubes of the Comet, and set fireto
the reeds and brush in the hope you'd see. How
did you come here?"

The Brain's explanations were quickly made



asthey piled aboard.

"Lu Suur and Ka Thaar and their men areon
their way to the Crypt, Curt! They headed in
the direction of Black Moon."

Curt nodded. "That'swhere the Crypt is, and
that's where the showdown isgoing to be.
Weve got to overtake them before they create
more omens.”

NEWTON sprang for the pilot-chair. Now he
shouted for Otho to close the space-door, and
at the same moment jammed down the
cycpeda and yanked back the space-stick.
The Comet screamed up out of the jungle and
tore out through the atmosphere of Roo on
wings of flame and thunder. Straight toward
the rising sphere of Black Moon it shat,
accderating at anightmare rate.

Asthelittle ship tore out into space, Joan
Randall was excitedly questioning the Brain.
"Then you saw Lu Suur? Who was he? What
did helook like?

Curt Newton, hunched over the space-stick,
sad over hisshoulder: "Hewas an ederly-
looking Earthman, wasn't he? Gray-haired,
with awrinkled face and heavy spectacles?’
"Yes'" said Smon.

"But that's adescription of Walker King, the
Governor!" exclamed Joan increduloudly.
Newton nodded grimly. "Joan, Walker King
isLu Suur. | guessed it hours ago, and should
have known it from the firs."

Heexplained in rapid, jerky sentencesashis
haggard eyes searched the sphere of Black
Moon, expanding across the sky ahead.

"We figured, remember, that Snce no
Venusian remotely resembling Lu Suur was
known here, Lu Suur must be posing asan
Earthman. | should have surmised Walker
King was an imposter that first afternoon |
arrived, when King came out into the sunbaked
plazaand expostulated with Harmer.

"King wore no sun-helmet! No Earthman can
gtand the full glare of Arkar on his unprotected
head for more than afew minutes without
collapsing. Y ou saw it happen to me. But a
Venusian can stand that glare. | should have
known then King wasaVenusian; Lu Suur in
digguise,

"But | didn't seeit, until that touch of sun|

got in the Valey made me remember. Then|
redlized something ese. It must have been



King who informed Ka Thaar that you and
Ezrawerelooking for Crazy Jonny. He wasthe
only one who knew you were. King had to be
our man!"

"But the man's a System Government
officid!" protested Ezra. "Government
officidsdon't betray their trust and throw in
with traitors!"

"No regular Government man ever does,”
Newton rapped. "But Walker King was not a
regular Government officer. Hewas, ashetold
you, Smply acolonist here whose friends
petitioned his appointment as Governor when
New Y ork decided to appoint a colony man
who knew local conditions.”

"Of course, and it would be easy for Lu Suur
to make up as an Earthman when hefirst came
to Roo!" exclaimed Otho, "A chemicd

bleach to turn hishair gray, an astringent to
wrinkle his skin, and thick spectaclesfor his
eyesweredl he needed.”

"Then King isthe one who sent poor Crazy
Jonny in to the Roons with that mad story to
arouse their supergtitions?" questioned Joan.
Newton nodded somberly. "Jonny's dimmed
mind would be impressed and convinced by
the assertions of the Governor. It would be
easy. Weve faced no more dangerous
antagonist than thisman. When Lu Suur's
vitron monopoly on Venus was broken years
ago, he cameto Roo. And he camewith just
one purpose--to set up anew monopoly here
and absolutely control the vitron supply.

"Step by step, he'sfollowed a path to that
purpose. Harmer has been merely his
figurehead, Ka Thaar and the others hishired
gunmen. His has been the brain and will
behind the whole black scheme. When he had
worked himsdlf into the key position of
Governor, he could start to act. In that position,
he could do everything that would provoke
revolt even while he pretended to be trying to
repressit.”

Black Moon now loomed huge ahead of
them, its shadowed rocky hillsand plains
wesaring the round white centra plateau on
their breast like adazzling jewd.

Black yawned the ominous cracks and
chasmsin the plateau, the omens that had
touched frenzied fear in the tribes back on
Roo. And now their ship was rushing down



toward the mysterious satdllite.

CHAPTER XVII

Crypt of the Old Ones

SPITTING jets of yelow flame, the Comet
screamed down through the thin aimosphere of
Black Moon, and scudded low across the face
of the shadowy satdllite.

The planet Roo, like agiant ruddy moonin

the heavens above them, cast apink glow upon
the whole wild scene. Thisweird planet-glow
illuminated arid, lifeless plains and low rocky
hills, and was reflected brightly by the round
white plateau at the center of the moonscape.
The plateau was dozens of milesin diameter,
of awhite rock quite different in appearance
than the dark stone of the rest of the satdllite.
The yawning cracks across the face of the
white areawere clearly visblefrom hereas
deep chasms. Around the plateau lay low,
black rocky hills.

"That white plateau isthe legendary location

of the Crypt," Captain Future said. "Lu Suur's
ship, the Firebird, will be somewhere nearby.
Watchforit."

He steered their own rocketing craft around
therim of the white plateau. Their eyestensdy
searched the planet-lighted defilesand
shadowy gorges of the surrounding hills.

They were skirting the eastern rim of the

white area when Otho's sharp eyes detected
what they sought. The android uttered acry.
"Theresthe Firebird! Inthat little valley back
inthe eagtern hillgl"

Curt Newton ingtantly glimpsed the ship of
their enemies. The rocket-cruiser was parked
in the deep shadows, amilefrom the plateau in
thehills

"Stand by our gung!™ he shouted to Grag and
Otho. "If they try to escape, well have to shoot
them down."

"No, weve caught 'em by surprise,” yelled
Grag. "L ook there."

Two men were running franticaly acrossthe
valey toward the Firebird as the Comet roared
down and landed beside a crumbling rock
monolith. The Futuremen burst out of their
ship and Curt Newton fired hisatom-pistol ina
crashing blast that ripped up the ground beside
the two fleeing men.

"Stop and raise your hands or you get the next
blast in your backs!" he shouted.



The two turned wildly. More than by the
menace of the leveled atom-guns, they seemed
overwhelmed by the inhuman appearance of
Grag and the Brain as they advanced through
the pink planet-glow.

Newton recognized the men as two yellow
Uranianswho had belonged to Jed Harmer's
hirdings

"Otho, take their guns. Then watch them
whilewerush the ship."

But the Firebird, when they approached i,
proved to be deserted. Captain Future returned
to histwo captives. The two Uranians seemed
stunned by thefact that "Li Sharn” and "Rab
Can" were dlied with the Futuremen and their
comrades.

"Where are Lu Suur and Ka Thaar and the
rest?' snapped Newton.

The men maintained asullen silence. Captain
Future spoke to Grag. "Y ou can make them
talk, | know. Y ou have my permisson.”

"With pleasure,” exclaimed the robot. He
stalked forward.

The gght of the giant, menacing metd figure
approaching them broke the nerve of the
captives as Newton had thought it would.
"Wait, well tell you," babbled one of the
Uranians. He pointed westward. "Ka Thaar and
the others are over there by the edge of the
plateau, planting explosve chargesto blow the
whole plateau. They left our cruiser hereto
avoid risk of damaging it. Thosetrinite
charges are so powerful they didn't want to
take any chances."

Curt Newton swung toward hisfriends. "Then
we've got to hurry. Otho, tie those men up.
Joan, you stay herewith Zamok and Lin Sao to
guard them.”

"l won't stay!" Joan retorted. ™Y ou know |
can handle an atom-gun better than most men,
and you'll need every wegpon.”

Curt Newton turned to expostulate with her.
But thewords never left hislips. For ashe
turned, his eyes had falen upon the massive,
crumbling stone monolith besde which the
Comet had landed.

The monolith was no work of nature. It was
too squarely symmetrical in outline for that.
And upon its face were graven long rows of
ha f-crumbled hieroglyphics of curious shapes.
"Why, thet's ancient Denebian writing!"



exclaimed Captain Future, amazed.

"What if itis?' cried Otho. "Thisisnotimeto
be thinking of planetary archaeology. Were
ready to start, chief!"

NEWTON paid no attention to the protest. He
strode toward the monolith. The presence of
the ancient hieroglyphics on thislonely moon
had suddenly brought the whisper of aterrible
suspicion into hismind.

His eyestensely scanned the half-crumbled
inscription. Captain Future was one of the few
peoplein the universe who could read the
ancient Denebian writing -- he had learned to
do so0 a Deneb itself.

As he read, he was seized by an apprehension
closeto horror. And the Brain, who had glided
to hisside and was aso searching the writing
with hislens eyes, seemed frozen by an equd
emation.

"Good heavens!" exclamed Curt Newton,
thunderstruck. "We never guessed, we never
dreamed.”

"Curt, what isit?" cried Joan.

Newton's brow was damp despite the chill of
thethin air and his eyes had a dazed | ook.
"Thisinscription--it provesthat the belief of
the Roons about the Old Onesistrue!”

Joan and the others stared increduloudly.
"Curt, you can't mean that some of the ancient
Kangas areredly deeping in that Crypt?"
"The Kangas dl became extinct amillion
years ago," protested Ezra

"We aways thought they did,” Newton said
hoarsdly. "But the evidence of thisinscription
isincontrovertible. The ancient Denebians
placed it hereasawarning. Listen!”

Huskily, rapidly, hetrandated doud the half-
defaced inscription upon the monolith. Hislips
moved with words:

"--disturb not the white plain, for beneathiit...
crypt inwhich liethelast of the Kangas. We of
Deneb . . . fought and conquered them on
many worlds, but on thisworld aremnant of
them fled fromusand . . . buried themselvesin
hiding here, passing into suspended animation
by their power of self-hypnosis.

"These were the most powerful of the dark
ancient ones and we thought it wisest not to
attempt to destroy them lest we wake them and
be unable to overcome them. It was safest . . .
let them deep on, and place. . . warnings for



those of future ages.

"Heed the warnings! Disturb not the buried
dark ones! They will not wake until agesfrom
now this moon approaches so closeits planet
that it breaks up and thus uncoversthe crypt.
When . . . far future day comes, be on guard
then againgt the waking of the dark ones.
"Until then, seek not to unearth them! Let this
moon be deserted and shunned of men. Let the
dark ones deep on until the far future break-up
of thismoon, for by then . . . our race will be
powerful enough to bein no danger from
them.”

Captain Future's hoarse voice seemed to have
cast aspell of horror on the others. They stared
a himwildly inthe pink planet-glow.

"Then, if Lu Suur and the others blow the
plateau and uncover the Crypt, the Kangas
ingdeit will awvake?' cried Joan.

"Y es, and that means awful danger for dl
humans on Roo, perhapsfor dl the humansin
the universe" Curt Newton said thickly.
"Those mongtrous survivas of the dim padt,
those alien oneswhom even the mighty
Denebians of old could hardly conquer,
coming forth--"

He broke off, hisface glistening with
perspiration. "No timeto lose now! Lu Suur's
got to be stopped before he blows the plateau.”
Newton dived back into the Comet, came
bursting out in amoment. He was hadtily
shoving an object into hisblouse. Heran
forward.

"Comeon! And if we have to shoot, shoot to
kill' We can't take any chances now!"

In theterrible urgency that drove him, he
made no protest at Joan Randall accompanying
them. Heled the way in long, running strides
eastward through the low rock hillstoward the
plateau.

Grag and Otho kept pace with him despite his
fierce hagte, the Brain gliding besde them.
And Ezraand Joan and the bewildered,
stunned Philip Carlin were close behind.
Newton's soul was aturmoil of ancient and
awful fears, fearsthat had stalked the shadowy
history of the universe for ten thousand
centuries.

They ran through the rocky defiles, and
approached the last ridge between them and
the plateau.



"Up thisway!" Captain Future said hoarsdly.
"We should be able to spot Lu Suur and the
othersfrom that ridge.”

"Look out!" cried the Brain sharply, at that
moment.

FROM behind the crest of the ridge toward
which they had just started to climb, asmall,
sguare black object hurtled up into the air. It
curved up and outward and then started to fdll
directly toward them.

Newton ingtantly recognized theterrible
nature of the misde. It was a seded charge of
trinite, most powerful of explosives. It would
fdl directly among them, and the resulting
blast would obliterate them.

Captain Future took the only action possible.
The atom-pistal in his hand came up with
blurring speed, and from it astreak of white
firelanced upward.

"Down, dl!" Newton yelled at the same
moment hefired.

Hisam had been unerring, and the
concentrated atom-blast from his pistol hit the
trinite chargefaling toward them.

Next moment, aterrific blast exploded in the
ar above them. The tremendous wave of
compressed air from it smashed down at them
inastunning shock.

Curt Newton had thrown himself flat,
protecting Joan with his own body. But the
smashing shock smacked his head againgt the
ground with such force that consciousness
flowed out of him. As he fought fiercely to
retain hisreding senses his atom-pistol had
been snaiched from his hand. Redlization of
the fact spurred his stunned mind back to
clarity. He scrambled wildly to hisfeet.

Too latel Asthey had lain stunned, ahalf
dozen men had seized dl their weapons and
now confronted them with the threstening
muzzles of their own atom-guns.

"Devils of space!” raged Otho. "Lu Suur's
men!”

A voice caled down from theridge. "Bring
them up here, if they're dill living."

Curt Newton, appalled by the suddenness of
the disaster, perceived that none of his
comrades had been more than dazed. But
resistance to the menacing wegpons leveled at
them was hopeless.

The vicious-eyed, squat green Jovian who



covered Newton with his wegpon pointed up
thedopewithit. "March, Can! All of you!"
Grag was swearing bligeringly inhis

rumbling voice. Two atom-guns covered the
giant robot and the Brain. A movement at
resistance by any of them meant desth.
Newton felt abitter despair raging in hissoul.
But not yet had he given up hope of preventing
ultimate disaster. No matter what happened to
them, the ancient horror that dept on this moon
must not be awakened.

They reached the ridge. It was higher than the
plateau, and they could look out acrossthat
cracked, glaring white expanse. Four other
men were running from the plateau toward the
ridge.

But the eyes of Captain Future and his
comrades were riveted for the moment on the
man who faced them. A gray-haired, elderly-
looking Earthman, whose thick spectacles
glinted at them mockingly in the pink glow--
"Walker King!" hissed Otho. ™Y ou were

right, chief. HeisLu Suur!”

Lu Suur in turn seemed amazed as he looked
at Newton and Otho. "So you and Cain turned
traitor and helped these Futuremen, Li Sharn?”
he snapped. "Y ou'll wish you hadn't done that.”
The Venusian plotter's eyes flicked toward
Grag and the Brain. "Yes, | recognized you
two as two of the Futuremen assoon as| saw
you coming. And the girl and old Gurney." He
laughed. "Y ou've proved pitifully stupid
without Future himself to lead you. Y ou should
have known that we'd see your ship landing
and would expect you to come after us."

Lu Suur nodded toward a half-dozen smdll
black caseswhich lay on the ground near a
piece of eectrica gpparatuswith aprotruding
antenna,

"Lucky we had afew trinite chargeswe

hadn't planted yet, wasn't it? That one we
tossed should have blown you to tatters. But
you are quick withagun, Cain."

Before Curt Newton could speak, the four
men who had come running up from the white
plateau reached the ridge.

KaThaar wasthe leader of thefour. The
Mercurian youngster's thin face wore alook of
darmasheexclaimed to Lu Suur.

"What was that blast? We heard it just aswe
were planting the last charges, and were afraid



you'd used the detonator prematurely.”

KA THAAR'S voicetrailed off into Slence.
Theyoung Mercurian had now noticed the
captives. Histawny eyes seemed to distend in
amazement as helooked at the giant metal
figure of Grag and the hovering Brain.

"Two of the Futuremen!" heexclamedina
low voice.

"Y es, two of the famous Futuremen,” said Lu
Suur stiricdly. "Thaose living wondersyou
have always talked about. They look pretty
harmless now, don't they?'

Ka Tharr made no answer. Hewas staring at
the robot and Simon Wright, as though il
unableto believe hiseyesight.

Curt Newton spoke desperately. "Lu Suur,
what happensto usisimportant only to us.
But whatever you do, you must not detonate
the charges you've planted down in that
plateau.”

"And why not?" demanded Lu Suur
ironicaly. "Weve goneto consderable pains
to prepare them. The radio-detonator here will
set them off and blow this whole plateau open.
The sght of that will madden the Roonsto a
panic that will send them againgt the colony in
abig attack and that means the secession I've
had in mind for nineyears."

"I know dl that," Captain Future said. "And
I'm not trying to appeal to your conscience. I'm
gppedling entirely to your sdf-interest when |
tell you that you must not blow the plateau!™
Lu Suur looked at him narrowly. "Cain, what
areyoutrying tosay?'

"That the legends of the Roons are true, that
the Old Ones, the Kangas, actudly deepina
crypt benesth that plateau and will avake if
their crypt isuncovered by your blast,” cried
Newton.

Lu Suur burgt into laughter. "Cain, youre an
ingenious sort of traitor. Too bad you turned
out to be aPatrol spy. | could redly have used
aman of your cleverness.”

"It'strue!™ Curt Newton affirmed desperately.
"Y ou saw the inscribed monoalith back therein
the valey whereyou left your ship?”

"There are old carved monolithslike that dl
around the plateau, remnants of some crazy
forgotten race," said La Suur contemptuoudly.
"They'rewarnings,” Newton indsted.
"Warning written by the ancient Denebians of



the Kangas who lie beneeth the plateau.”
"And | suppose you can read ancient
Denebian?' mocked the other. "Thelieisn't
even clever.”

Newton, desperately trying to convince the
Venusian, put his hands up to hisface,
removed waxite plugs, pulled away false scar-
tissue. His hands came down to reveal hisown
normal clear, tanned face instead of the evil,
scarred countenance of Rab Cain.

"What doesthat prove?' snapped Lu Suur.
"AsaPatrol spy, you'd naturaly be
disguised--"

Hewasinterrupted. Ka Thaar was staring a
Newton, and there was awild expression on
the young Mercurian's face. He uttered acry.
"Captain Futurel"

CHAPTER XVIII

The Kangas

GRIMLY, Curt Newton had taken thisfind
desperate gamble to convince the arch-
conspirator of theredlity of dreadful peril. The
disclosure of hisidentity seemed dmost
sunning.

Intheir eyes, the Earthman whom they had
known as Rab Cain seemed suddenly mantled
with the fame that for years had blazed one
name across the universe like ameteor.
"Future!" hissed Lu Suur. All hisirony, his
satiric amusement was gone now. Naked
hatred glared in his eyes. " So you've been on
Roodl thistime?"

"Yes," said Newton. "And you know now that
| can read Denebian, that my warning about
the plateau isno trick!"

Lu Suur, glaring a him, seemed not to have
heard. "1 might have known," he whispered.
"The stories that you had been shot down and
lay wounded back in the System, the whole
set-up--it was clear enough, if only I'd seen
it

He shook his head. "Future, | underestimated
you. But now you are underestimating me
when you try to sop me with thislast crazy
grategem. Do you think I've spent dl these
years at Roo, playing apart | hated and
working toward secession and avitron
monopoly, to giveit up now because you
threaten me with childish superdtitions?’ His
voicetook on adeadly meaning. "I'm not
making the mistake alot of men have made, of



letting you liveaminute too long."

KaThaar had been staring at Curt Newton
during these moments. But now the young
Mercurian turned to Lu Suur. "But the danger
must bered," cried KaThaar. "If Captain
Future saysthe Kangas will awakeif we blow
the plateau, it must be so!™

"Y ou ought to know that it's only another
trick," snapped Lu Suur. "But then, you dways
were hypnotized by thisfdlow'sfame.

"But if you blow open the crypt, the Kangas
will awake!"" perssted Ka Thaar.

"They won't--al that ismerely Roon

legend," declared the Venusian. "Waich these
prisoners. I'll dedl with them in amoment but
it'stimewe st off the blast now."

With hopeless eyes, Captain Future saw Lu
Suur starting toward the radio-detonator which
would firethe charges buried in the plateau.

A hdf-dozen atom-guns covered Newton and
his comrades. Their own captured weapons lay
on the ground out. of reach. But Curt Newton
gathered himsdf for afina suicidal attempt to
stop the Venusian.

But Ka Thaar had suddenly swung around
toward Lu Suur. The Mercurian's cry was
sharp, imperdtive.

The Mercurian youngster had both his atom-
pigtolsin his hands and histawny eyeswere
flaming as he faced the others.

Lu Suur stopped and turned. "Don't be afool,
Ka You can't turn against me at this stage of
the game.”

KaThaar'sthin, dark face was set like metal.
"I've been loya to you when it wasamere
matter of inciting the Roonsand bringingon a
rebdlion. But thisin different. Thismeans
planetary disaster.”

Lu Suur'seyes becamelikeice behind his
spectacles.

"Drop those wegpons, Ka. Y ou haven't a
chance. We got eight atom-guns.”
KaThaar'stawny eyesflared brighter ashe
stood, dightly crouched, facing the men whose
atom-guns were trained on Captain Future and
his comrades.

"Eight guns?' mocked the Mercurian
youngster. "Then which of you eight wantsto
be thefirst to shoot it out with me?*

The brutdl faces of the motley crimindsgrew
livid with fear and rage. Y et none of them



dared turn his weagpon away from Newton and
otherstoward the Mercurian's thin, crouched
figure

KaThaar's dark face wasterrible as he
taunted them. "Eight of you, dl afraid of my
reputation as agunman? Eight, afraid to shoot
it out with one? By space, I'm glad that I'm
through withyou dl!"

Hetook aquick step sidewise, histigerish
eyesnever leaving the frozen line of men. His
foot moved out then to kick the atom-pistols on
the ground toward Curt Newton.

"Fick them up, Future," he said.

Then the spell broke. The burly, vicious-eyed
Jovianintherow of criminas uttered an oath
and swung his gun toward Ka Thaar.
ATOM-GUNS crashed like lightning and
living bolts of fire seemed to dance between
the men. Ka Thaar was standing, his atom-
pistolsjetting blinding death a the criminas
who werefiring at him asthey turned. The
Jovian was down, two other were faling--
Captain Future had dived to snatch up one of
the weapons on the ground. He came up with
it, working the trigger as herose, hisand the
Mercurian's deadly, unerring blasts scything
the men before them.

Grag was rushing forward, booming his
battle-cry. Otho and Ezraand Carlin were
beside him. A gun-blast seared Newton's
cheek as hisown blast cut down the Uranian
who had fired it.

Hedimly heard Joan's cry. "Curt--Lu Suur!"
The Venusan arch-plotter, near theradio-
detonator, had whipped out his weapon and
fired. KaThaar, rushing forward to intercept
Lu Suur, took that blast in hissde and
staggered to his knees.

Theraging Venusian was bending, fumbling
with the switches of the detonators. Captain
Future aimed and fired in one movemen.

But at the very moment the crashing blast |ft
his pistol and lanced toward Lu Suur, the
sound of it was swallowed by the reverberation
of atitanic exploson.

"Theblast!" yelled Curt Newton. "Get behind
theridge!"

The whole surface of the white plateau
seemed to be heaving skyward under the
explosion of scores of powerful trinite charges.
The moon was rocked by the reverberation,



the rocky ridge swaying sickeningly under
them as Curt Newton dragged the others down
with him behind the crest.

Chunks of rock were hurled high into the air
and crashed down around them. Debrisand
splinters of sonerained upon their prone
bodies. Clouds of dust choked them. Then the
shock died away.

Captain Future stumbled up, back to the top
of theridge. He looked downward, appal led.
A giant crater had been blown in the surface
of the plateal. It was till velled by shifting
clouds of dust, but its depth was greet.

"Lu Suur touched off the blast just before |
killed him! Newton choked. "And now--
look!"

Down in the dark, dust-shrouded depths of
the giant new crater, astrange bluelight had
suddenly comeinto being.

"The Kangas have awakened and are coming
out," Captain Future exclaimed hoarsdly.

He whipped around to them. " Joan--all of
you--hurry to the Comet and get away if |
fall"

He stooped and snatched up the unused trinite
chargesthat il lay on the ground beside Lu
Suur's dead form.

Then, cradling the little black casesin hisleft
arm, Newton ran down the side of the low
ridge and across the plateau toward the edge of
the great crater which had been torn by the
blast.

Asheran, Captain Future's free hand was
pulling out of hisjacket the instrument he had
shoved there when they |eft the Comet. It was
the psycho-amplifier, the ancient weapon of
the Denebians againg the Kangas.
Theinstrument he had ordered Simon to build
merely to impress the Roons, was now their
last hope!

Newton jammed the headset on asheran, its
flat induction coilsfitting closdly over his

skull, itstungsten rod dangling from the cable.
Hewaswithin twenty feet of the crater when
he stopped short, frozen.

"Awful!" he whispered. Hewas shaken by a
horror and afear that no man in the universe
hed felt for amillion years.

Up over the edge of the crater, from the
newly gouged depths, was coming afat, black,
obscenething. It was abig, semi-liquid, plastic



meass, that heaved itsdf painfully over therim
and was followed by another of itskind.

The Kangas! Hewas looking at crestures no
human eye had falen upon for ages. They
were looking back at him.

For they had eyes. It wasthe only
recognizable feeture of those insandly plagtic
black bodies--the two enormous, pupilless
eyesthat fixed solemnly upon Captain Future.
Newton had been desperately raising the rod
of hispsycho-amplifier, histhumb fumbling
for the switch-button inits grip. But he did not
complete hisgesture of aming therod a the
two horrors.

He couldn't complete that gesture! He was
frozen by the super-hypnotic command
projected at him by the two creatures before
him.

Hefdt asthough his brain was congeded to
ice. Theimpact of infinitely powerful and
infinitely dien mindswasholding himlikea
child in their power.

HE WAS n the power of the mighty beings
whose race had died out ten thousand centuries
before, the ancient kings of the universewho
had reigned before ever man was, the Old
Onesl

Curt Newton made frantic mental effort to
rasetherod of the psycho-amplifier in his
hand, to thumb its button. He couldn't doit.
Swest trickled down hisbrow. Hefelt hismind
cracking--

"Curt!" came a scream behind him. Joan had
followed him!

That scream distracted the attention of the
two Kangas, briefly. For just amoment, the
hypnotic grip of the two crestures upon his
mind relaxed asthey glanced at the girl.

In that fleeting moment, Newton was ableto
bring up therod in his hand to point at them
and to pressthe button inits grip.

Hefdt the subtle current of eectro-
encephalic vibrations streaming from the rod
toward the two Kangas. The powerful force of
his own mental command, amplified manifold
inintensty by the gpparatus he wore, was
being projected at histwo nightmare
antagonigis.

Terrible contest between two giant, ancient
minds and one man's mechanicaly amplified
will raged for afew momentsin awful slence.



Then the two Kangas began to retreat dowly
back down into the crater, at his unspoken
command. He followed, step by step.

Not hismere weak human will was driving
them, beating down their hypnotic attack. Only
the instrument of ancient Denebian science
which the Denebians of long ago had devised
to conquer these dark horrors, enabled him to
overcomethem inthisghastly dud.

The Kangas had retreated down over the edge
of the crater. Curt Newton was at the brink,
above them. His sensesreeled as he looked
down into the depths.

For down there in the dusty darkness he
glimpsed the curved upper surface of agiant
dome of metd. It wasthe crypt inwhich
Kangas had dept for amillion years, andin
which they had now awakened.

There was around opening in the top of that
metal dome. Dim blue light streamed upward
out of it. It revealed vaguely the interior of the
grest crypt--a horror of scores of obscene, fat,
black shapeswrithing amid unearthly
machines and objects. Others were aready
toilsomey climbing the Sdes of the crater after
thefirst two.

Captain Future felt the sudden combined
mental attack of the creatures below beat down
even hisatificidly amplified resstance. But

as he staggered wildly, hewasblindly tossing
into the crater the little sealed charges of trinite
he had hdd in hisleft arm.

He glimpsed the little casesfdling toward the
open crypt. He reeled backward. Then camea
titan shock and blast as the explosion turned
theinterior of the crater into an inferno.
Newton was hurled backward as by a giant
hand.

He regained complete awareness to find Joan
Randd| bending over him. Wildly, he
staggered up.

"The Kangas?' he cried hoarsdly.

"| think they are dead,” she choked. "I think
everything in that crater must be destroyed.”
Captain Future stumbled over shattered stone
to the brink of the crater. The whole crater had
been half collapsed by the explosion. It held a
mass of broken rock, twisted metal and
crushed black bodies.

The Kangas were dead, indeed. The last
representatives of the once-mightiest racein



the universe had awakened only to perish.
Newton and Joan, after minutes, stumbled
back acrossthe plateau to theridge. The others
were there. They had refused to flee. They
were, like Captain Future, too dazed as yet to
regjoice at the miracle that had saved an
unsuspecting universe from the return of the
most dreaded creatures ever to inhabit it.
Philip Carlin plucked Newton's deeve
urgently. "KaThaar isnearly gone. And he
wantsto seeyou.”

The Mercurian's youngster's thin face was
drained of color and hiseyeswere glazing as
he looked up at Captain Future.

"| tried to stop Lu Suur from setting off the
blast," he whispered. "But | couldn't. The
Kangas--?'

"Aredead," Newton told him. "There's no
more danger now. You saved usall, Ka-
saved usfrom adisaster that would have
brought our whole race into the shadows."
Therewas aqueer gleam in Ka Thaar'sfading
glance. "And | fought beside you, didn't 1?1
fought shoulder to shoulder with the
Futuremen! Years ago, | used to dream of
thet!"

The words dribbled into nothing as his head
rocked back and the emptiness of death came
quietly into hiseyes.

JOAN sobbed against Curt Newton's shoulder.
Helooked down at the dead youngster, moved
as he had not been for years.

At last, Smon Wright broke the silence.
"Curtis, what about the Roons? They will have
seen the blagting of the plateau asafind omen,
and they'll be bailing with superdtitious
excitement now."

Newton nodded wearily. "But we can soon
quiet them. All we need to doisto dig out the
crushed body of one of the Kangas and take it
back with usto show thetribes that the Old
Onesareredly dead."

Helooked up at the gresat pink disk of Roo.
"And the danger of rebelion will collapse,
with Lu Suur dead. Harmer can be sent back to
the System under arrest, and anew governor
gppointed.” He amiled. "And the peoplein the
System will get their vitron asfredy as before,
without ever knowing the price that was paid
to keep it that way."

Joan looked down at Ka Thaar. "Curt, shall



we bury him here? | think hed like that.”
Captain Future, gazing at the dead, strangely
happy young face, nodded dowly. "Yes, |
think hed likeit. Therés another thing | want
to do that, | think, would pleasehim." . . .

Two hours|ater, the Comet rose from the
desolate satellite and sped back up into the sky
toward the great pink planet. Itstrail of rocket-
fire faded swiftly, againgt the darkness, and the
last echo of itsrockets died away.

There was silence on the deserted moon,
except for the whisper of thethinwind. The
shattered plateau lay quiet beneath the stars.
But now, near it, there rose in the planet-glow
ahigh and massive cairn of rocks. Upon the
face of that londly tomb, the scorching blast of
an atom-~gun had deeply engraved a brief
legend.

KA THAAR OF MERCURY

A FUTUREMAN



