Monster of the Moon MONSTER OF THE MOON
by Ray Cunmi ngs

Betrothed to nortal, prom sed to the Moon Master, Cylvia Kane goes to her

| ast

dread rendezvous with the creature who had fled the world, cry ing--"1 go--but
I

will come back to claimny bride!"

THE smal | bungal ow whi ch was Cylvia Kane's honme stood dark and silent on the
declivity of the Canadian hillside. Trees of the |onely nei ghborhood arched
sonmberly over it. Fromhis seat at the controls of the little air-roller

with

Cylvia, his fiancee, beside him young John Deering gazed down, puzzled. It
was

now past m dnight--he and Cylvia had been to a theatrical performance in the
nearby city--but despite the | ateness of the hour there should have been
lights

in the house.

"Strange," he said. "Dark as a cellar switchtube, Cyl. Even if your servants
have all gone to bed, wouldn't you think they'd have left a light for us?"
Cylvia did not answer. She was a slim exceedingly beautiful, dark- haired
girl

of twenty--boyish with her flaring bobbed hair, her snug white bl ouse open at
her sl eek rounded throat; and her black and white striped trousers snug down
to

her small, shiny black shoes. Miute with wondernment, she stared down at her
horre.

Deering expertly landed the roller on the stage-rack near the house. Queer
The

door-slide at the back of the house was w de open

Cylvia gripped his arm "What's that, John? Look!"

A small, dark rectangular blob lay there on the rocky ground beside the path.
I't

was a suitcase belonging to one of the servants. Partly burst open, it lay as
t hough hastily di scarded by soneone in flight. Cylvia clung to the stalwart
Deering as they entered the dark house. Strange, this unnatural silence, this
dar kness.

The girl switched on the lights.

"Well," Deering muttered, "l ooks as though they had decanped.”

The little house showed no signs of disorder, but M. and Ms. Snmithers, and
t heir young daughter who was the serving nmaid, were gone. Had they been
frightened away? There were signs of hasty packing of essenti al

bel ongi ngs- -t he

bel ongi ngs in the discarded suitcase.

"John! Ch John, cone here! Read this!"

It was Cylvia's voice, calling fromthe living room Deering joined her
wher e

she was standing at the news ticker-tape. During their absence it had printed
a

few par agraphs--words strung on the narrow paper ribbon, printed by the

tel etype

mechani sm The white ribbon trenbled in Cylvia's hands as she held it spread
out

under the overhead tubelight.

"John, |ook! This news report--9:10 tonight."

Silently he scathed the Iong Iine of words:

M. Forrest (hservatory . . . Strange object seen outside Earth's



strat osphere

A tiny cylindrical object with a conet tail behind it was observed at
8: 50
this evening through the new reflecting electro-tel escope of the M. Forrest
oservatory. A brief glinpse, obscured al nost at once by intervening cl ouds.
Di stance possibly eight thousand mles. A descending object, dropping toward
Eastern Canada. A vehicle arriving fromlInterplanetary Space? M. Forrest
observer reports its aspects simlar to runored experinmental ship of the
m ssi ng
Ral ph Gof f, seven years ago....'
"WELL, " Deering murrured. Blankly he gazed at Cylvia; her obvious terror was
astoni shing. "Cylvia, what the devil--"
"That Ral ph Goff," she gapped. "You--you've heard of him John?"
Deeri ng had, of course. The thing had happened seven years ago, when Deering
had
been a | ad of seventeen. He had read, at that tinme, of Ralph Goff. A nan of
about forty; a crackpot, eccentric fellow who had gotten notoriety witing
vitriolic assaults on manki nd. He had been nore or less a hermt, hating his
fell ow man--a m sogynist, with weird ideas that he would like to start a
her m t
cult of others like hinmself. Deering renenbered how the press and newscasters
had jibed at Goff. And Goff had retorted that of all living creatures on
Eart h,
t he human race was the nost villainous, the nbost nurderous. Hi s theory was
t hat
animal s were superior in nmorals, in all ethics of conduct; even in | atent
intelligence.
"Sure | remenber him" Deering was murmuring. "But Cylvia--what's it to you?"
"Ch John, | knew him | was only thirteen then. He cane to see father--to get
father's financial backing in some wild schene to establish a colony of
ani mal s--to breed them train them to bring out their latent intelligence.
To
'give thema chance,' that's what he said. And then he said, 'Some day
ani mal s
win rule the world.
Bl ankly Deering stared at her. He recalled too, that there had been runors
t hat
Cof f, who had been a scientist, was working to di scover the secret of
spaceflight; that he was building a little spacerocket cylinder. And
nmysteriously both Hoff and his apparatus had di sappeared. |If he had
di scovered
the secret of spaceflight, quite evidently he had used it to |l eave this
Eart h,
whi ch he hated, rather than share his secret for the benefit of mankind.
"But Cylvia," Deering was nurmuring, "you're thinking now, if this Goff has
comne
back--that he mght |ook for you--come here--"
She nodded. "Oh John--1 can renmenber the way he | ooked at ne--mny terror of
hi m
He was--he was so--"
The frightened words died in her throat. In the heat of the sumrer night,
Deering had thrown open one of the wi ndow slides. The wi ndow here in the
si | ent
living roomwas a pallid rectangle fromthe noonlight outside. WAs there a
weird
shadow there, for a second blotting out the noonlight? Deering thought so;
t hought he saw the moving bl ur of sonething nonstrous . . . something
unhuman- - a
flat head with a great bird-1like beak.
But in that second it was gone. Cylvia gasped in terror, with a sucking



i nt ake

of breath. "Ch John--sonething--sonething stal king us--"

Certainly the stalwart, husky young Deering was no coward. But neverthel ess,
a

sudden chilling shudder was stabbing at him He was unarmed; no weapons were
here in the lonely little bungal ow

"Quiet!" he nurnured. He reached, snapped out the |ight and the room sprang
into

darkness, with just the pallid sheen fromthe wi ndow. He stood with his arm
around Cyl via as she shuddered against him And then he heard it--they both
heard, unm stakable, the sound of a weird croaking voice. And a queer

fl appi ng

beat--1ike giant w ngs?

At the wi ndow, Deering stared out into the pallid darkness. There was a small
rocky area under the trees beyond the window, with a little thirty-foot cliff
near by. Sonething was on top of the cliff--a round bl ob perhaps the size of a
man. Monlight was on it--nonstrous round thing, with a beak. Its eyes were
staring down at the house. Then in that instant, it |aunched itself awkardly
out

into the air. A giant bird? Its stubby wi ngs flapped. But they couldn't
support

it, merely checked its awkward flopping fall so that in another second or two
it

| anded with a plop on the rocks.

Sone weird nonstrous bird? The thing | eaped to its feet, for a second stared
at

t he house. Horror was within the stricken, peering young Deering as he
crouched

with Cylvia at the wi ndow. The ghastly thing out there at the edge of the
nmoonl i ght seened to have a dark cl oak partly enveloping it. And suddenly,
with

what seened an arm and hand, it wapped the cloak nore closely around itself,
and ran diagonally toward the house, ducking into a tree shadow, where it

vani shed.

"My God!" Deering nuttered. "Cylvia--we've got to get out of here.”

Qut the widow, and run--try and reach their little air-roller.... Deering had
some such instinctive idea. But too late! Dinly he was aware of a sound in

t he

dark room behind them Cylvia screamed. A nonstrous figure was here in the
dar k

living room Another was behind it--ghastly stal ki ng shapes which quite
evidently had come in through the rear door of the house. Deering had no tine
to

do nore than junp to his feet. Sonething whizzed through the air, crashed on
hi s

head so that all the world seemed to burst into roaring white light. He
seened

to hear Cylvia screaming as his senses faded...

DEERI NG at last canme to hinmself with the feeling that a long time had passed.
He

was lying on a mattress, in what seened a small cubby room Light came froma
smal |l bull's-eye wi ndow-strange, pallid light, nmellow vyellowred. Stars

bl azed

out there in a firmanent of black. He was on a spaceshi p! He could hear, and
feel, the dimthrob of its mechanisms; the sucking whirr of air-renewers and
ventilators and the hiss of rocket-streans.

Abruptly a door-slide behind himopened, and soundlessly slid closed as a
figure

cane into the cubby. Deering, with his head still roaring, tried to get up on
one el bow as he blankly peered. It was an upright thing sone six feet high



Man,

beast or bird? He could not guess. The round bl ob of body supported by its

t wo

jointed | egs was bl uefeathered, with squat, powerful-looking w ngs, folded
now

under the dark cloak which | oosely hung fromits spindly neck. There was a
face--a giant, rigid, beak, with little gl eam ng eyes above it.

It cane forward with little mncing, hopping steps. And then Deering saw that
it

had short, jointed arns dangling under the cloak. Breathless, tense with
horror,

Deering stared as the thing cane and bent over him Monstrous bird-face; but
somehow there was a weird intelligenee in the glowi ng eyes. Then the
foot -1 ong

beak opened. A caw ng voice said: "You--better now? You will not to die?"
Engl i sh! The travesty of human voice which a giant parrot m ght have! But
there

was certainly nore intelligence behind those staring eyes!

"You--you can tal k?" Deering gasped. Then with a rush of horrified nmenory he
t hought of Cylvia. "There was a girl with me? Dam you--what did you do with
her ?"

" She--all right. No you worry--no need." Was that indescribable face

grinni ng?

The pink skin crinkled under the little green, glow ng eyes. The ghastly
bill-npouth stayed open. "I amthe Lunite, Lahgg." One of the jointed arms
cane

up, with prehensile, parrot-like claws which tapped the feathered chest.
"Lahgg--i mportant one."

"You take nme to that girl, Cylvia," Deering said. "She is here on board?"
"Yes. But cannot--take you--for you stay here. The Great Mster-Man--he is on
board--tells ne, keep you here--"

Deering's mind was racing. A Lunite? They were on their way, then, to the
Moon?

Through the bull's-eye wi ndow now, from his changed position, he could see,
out

in the black firmanent, a great nellow crescent. The Earth! And a pallid,
streaming light fromthe other direction, which doubtless was the approaching
Moon. The Great Master-Man? Could that be the villainous Ral ph Goff?

" Sit down, Deering offered. This thing--this Lunite, Lahgg--weird
creature,

but Deering could not miss its intelligence. The caw ng, hi deous voice--that
was

the physical limtations of its birdlike vocal apparatus; and the |inping
Engl i sh--a | anguage newl y | ear ned.

LAHGG was willing to tal k--grotesque feathered shape squatting beside

Deeri ng.

And Deering listened, with an occasi onal question, piecing together the

br oken

phrases and with his own inmagination filling in the gaps. Upon the far side
of

t he Moon--that side always unseen by Earthmen--in a giant, cauldron-Iike
depression of the satellite, atnosphere was gathered. Like a great

i rregul ar-shaped sea, two hundred mles in length and width, and three or

f our

m | es deep. An area peopled by a single species--these weird Lunites. This
Lahgg

now descri bed hinself as one of the nost intelligent of his kind. Perhaps it
was

a boast--or perhaps they were a noronic bird-people, living free as birds in
t he



trees of their forest, for with the slighter gravity of the Mon their squat
wi ngs enabled themto fly awkwardly.

And into this, a human from Earth had cone, organi zing them teaching them
showi ng them better, nmore conplex ways to |ive.

"We--bird-animals," Lahgg was saying proudly. "Mich better than Earth

human- nen.

More smart. More--he say noral. Human- peopl e bad--"

Surely it was the misogyni st Ral ph Goff--he who had hated his fell ow nman--who
had taught Lahgg this. Deering stared at the weird, beaked face. The skin was
crinkled into little folds under the eyes, the great bill was grotesquely
parted. It was as though the creature were grinning--ironically grinning.
"Your Master brought you on this trip to Earth?" Deering pronpted.

"Yes. Qur world he rules--his little Enpire, see? Hm one hunman. No
enough- - so

this trip--we get girl, you understand?" Abruptly Lahgg stood up, bal ancing
on

his spindly brown legs. "I bring for you food."

"You take ne to that girl," Deering insisted. He tried to stand up, but he
was

still weak and di zzy and sank back

Surely that was an ironic grin on Lahgg's nonstrous face. "You do what Lahgg
says," he commanded. "You only a human--kill you if bad. You third human for

Lunite world. Master says--you slave. Very good for working--mch work to do
building life Iike human-people."

Deering stared as the weird Lunite creature slid the door-panel and was gone.
Unquesti onably the beaked, grotesque face was stanped with irony--a ghastly,
leering grin that stabbed Deering with a shudder....

The renmai nder of the brief spaceflight was a blur to John Deering. Perhaps he
was bei ng kept drugged by the villainous Goff; he never knew. He ate the
strange

food whi ch Lahgg brought; drank the liquids at intervals. Vaguely, once or
twice

am d the throb and hiss of the space-ship nechani sns, he coul d hear ot her
cackling, caw ng voices; once also the gruff voice of a man. And once he

t hought
that he heard Cylvia...
Roundi ng the Moon . . . Deering, at |ast recovered, stood at his bull's-eye

wi ndow gazi ng down at the gleanming pallid spread of Lunar surface now only a
few
t housand nmil es beneath the rocket-ship. Geat jagged spires with sunlight and

Earthlight on them . . Familiar surface at which now he was gazing asl ant.
There was the giant circul ar Tycho; and Copernicus..

Then, hours later, a new surface was spread down there. Still giant peaks,
ti pped with slanting sunlight. He could see that twilight and a crescent
purpl e

area of night stretched ahead.... Then, in the twilight, as the little

rocket-ship dropped | ower, the tunbled spread of a turgid atnosphere, 1ying
heavy in the vast noon-hollow, canme in view, and presently they were into it.
Then through it--down into a twilight region. Tense, Deering stared at the

[ ush,

weird forest that presently was spread a thousand feet under the dropping,
slanting ship. Grarled, fantastic giant trees of seem ngly porous vegetation
were tangled into a jungle nass. Geat blue and red vines interlaced

t hem - vi nes

wi th nonstrous air-pods and huge flowers of vivid hue.... Of in the distance
there was a thread of pallid river. Then it seened that Deering saw things
bobbing in the trees, or scurrying on the ground; the strange, wild Lunites,
staring up at the vehicle as it passed...

"You cone now -1 take you. We land. " Deering swng at the voice of Lahgg
behi nd



hi m

Arrival . . . Deering had been docile, while Lahgg bound his crossed wists
behi nd him Whether the Lunite was arned or not he had never been able to
determ ne; but it was obvious that any resistance would bring death--not only
to

him but to Cylvia. The little ship now seened a bustle of activity. Deering
saw

none of it. Lahgg herded himinto a dim tiny cross-corridor where stood an
outer pressure slide. Then the ship | anded. Through a bull's-eye beside him
Deering could see a dimvista of twilit forest. Weird scranbling bl obs of
creatures were out there. Then some ot her door of the ship had opened. For a
second he caught a tense, anguished glinpse of Cylvia--a squat,

cl oak- envel oped

man wal ki ng besi de her, |eading her away, with half a dozen of the grotesque
Luni tes hopping after them

"Now -we go," Lahgg said. "I take you to Master-Man's hone."

WORLD of the Moon. Deering had only a brief sight of it.... Alittle w nding
path through the fantastic |acery of brush; spindly giant trees, heavy with
pods

and nonster flowers . . . Figures of peering Lunites crowded himand his
guard;

bl obs of the birdlike fornms hopping in the brush for a better view. And they
were al so overhead, running on the rope-vines, hopping fromone linb to

anot her.

The forest was noisy with their cawing, jabbering cries in the weird, Lunite
ani mal | anguage. Staring up, Deering saw their dwellings--thatched nounds,
woven

of dried vines and |l eaves, prinmtive as huge birds' nests...

Then presently the gl ade opened into a patch of undul ating area of soil, with
a

little thread of river beyond it and the sullen heavy cl ouds cl ose overhead.
The

Master-Man's dwelling! It was a spraw ed, patched one-story buil ding,

seem ngly

of porous log-struts, walled with nonstrous dried | eaves bound wi th vines.

But

curiously it had a senmbl ance of hunman habitation--a peaked roof; w ndows,
each

shrouded with a huge dried leaf; a door, and a little front veranda set

pat hetical ly askew

Coff, the Enperor! Hater of nankind--so that there was nothing here which had
cone fromEarth. Yet strangely he seened to have wanted that this dwelling
shoul d be in human fashion.... And a little beyond it there were two or three
others, smaller, nowonly partially built. And Deering saw too where, at a
little distance past the huddl ed buildings, there was a field of soil where
human food was grow ng.

Flickering torchlight showed in the doorway for which Lahgg was headi ng, They
went through it, into a torch-lit roomof crude, Earth-style rustic
furniture,

draped with the nonster | eaves.

"So, John Deering. Welcome to Lunaria." It was a heavy, guttural voice froma
shadow of the room Deering whirled. "I am Ral ph Goff, once of Earth. Surely
you

have heard of ne?"

A madman? Mad scientific genius? Was he that? This fantastic little house,
even

the man's ironic drawing of the word Lunaria, suggested it. Deering was

st abbed

with a shudder as he stared at the strange figure before him Ralph Goff. A
man



of forty odd, with long, tangled, nutted black hair and a full black beard.
He

was heavy-set; w deshoul dered, deep-chested; no nore than five feet tall

with

thick, dangling, gorilla-like arms. Mnstrous gargoyl e shape. One shoul der
was

hi gher than the other, with a lunp behind it. Under the huge beard obviously
hi s

face was ugly. He wore no Earth-cl ot hes--di sdai nful of them so that now he
was

dressed in a robe of plaited dried vine-frabric [sic]. Like a toga it draped
hi s

m sshapen form A wi de belt was around his waist, with flash-weapons cli pped
to

it. Those weapons at |east were fromEarth. The synmbol of his power here.
"So?" he murnured again. "You stare, but you do not speak. Are you wtless,
John

Deeri ng?"

"What do you want of nme?" Deering demanded. "Were is Cylvia Kane? | want--"
"My slave who questions nme--and | so quickly has wants? How anusi ng! Cylvia
Kane

i s unharnmed. Why should | harm her--she whom | have picked to share ny little
enpire--my world?" H s burning, deep-set eyes clung to Deering. Madman of
course--but nmad, like so many others, only with his dreams--his lust to rule.
Queer, twisted nentality, this msogynist with his hatred of his fell ow
man- - hi s

contempt--his weird belief that animals, beasts and birds, are superior
Bel i efs, and | ust perhaps born of his owmn twisted little body--a conpl ex of
inferiority. Weird trick of fate that enabled himto | eave Earth, and stunble
here upon these Lunite creatures whom he could rule.

"My little enpire,"” he was saying. "You see its begi nning, Deering? Myself
and

nmy Queen--the beginning of nmy little human dynasty. Interesting, isn't it?
Who

woul d ever suppose, back on Earth, that the despised Ral ph Goff would rise to
such heights as this? Aworld of his own to rule. Thousands of his |oyal

subj ects, to be taught by himuntil they are superior to all the damable
Eart hmen who ever lived! Queer, isn't it? But it was ny destiny--"

H s hand was toying now with one of his jeweled little flash-guns. It nade

Deering's heart pound.... WAs he about to be killed out of hand?
THAT girl--Cylvia Kane," Deering began carefully. "If I could see her--"
"But why not? She is here. In a few nonments she will be given robes for the

cerenony. You shall watch it, Deering--you who think you |love her. |Is that
it?"

H s deep-set eyes gleaned; his lips snarled back as he ripped out the words.
And

then his voice ironically again was drawing, "My presentation of their queen
to

the Lunites--Ral ph Goff, their human enperor, and his human queen, You shal
see

t he cerenony, Deering.... You Lahgg--you take hi moutside now, where he can
wat ch. But guard himcarefully, Lahgg."

"Yes, Master." On Lahgg's nonstrous birdlike face again Deering saw t hat
strange

| eering | ook of irony.

Cof f cl apped his hands suddenly. "You, Meetal" he called. "Conme here!"

There was no answer. At the wi ndows, and at the door, other bird-figures were
crowdi ng now, caw ng, jabbering. Coff stared at them Then he called again:
"Meeta, cone herel™

A Lunite appeared. A ferale, doubtless, with puffed, snmaller feathered body



and

a top-knot of feathers above the flat upper curve of the head. A sudden wld
fury was upon Goff that he had been kept waiting. "The Human-Master calls and
you do not cone!" he rasped.

"But Master, | was--"

"Silence!" Goff's hand at his belt suddenly snapped out a | ength of stee

whi pcord. He lashed it through the air with a skilled stroke so that it
caught

the creature, Meeta, across the face. Her cawing cry was a scream of pain.
Coff rasped, "Is ny queen, the little human Cylvia, dressed and ready?"

"Yes, Master--alnost."

"Then go back to her, and next time when you are called, come quickly."

The little Lunite retreated. At the wi ndows the others were weirdly
muttering

but as CGoff gazed at them they bopped back into the outer darkness.

Smoul deri ng

rebel | i on.

"You, Lahgg," Coff rasped, "take our slave now so that he may see ny triunph.
You have an Earth-knife?"

"Yes, Master."

"If he gives you any trouble, | have taught you how the knife may be used to
stab into his chest?"

"Yes, Master."

Shuddering, Deering had no recourse but to let hinmself be I ed fromthe house.
| f

only he could get his hands free.... This Lahgg--all these weird
Moon-creaturi es--seenmed flinsy, fragile. If he could get |oose--perhaps get

t hat

kni fe which Lahgg was now gri ppi ng.

Preparations for the ceremony; ., . The little forest gl ade now was springi ng
into torchlight as the excited Lunites assenbl ed. Several hundred of them on
t he

sl ope of the glade, strung in a crescent facing the house of the Master

At a point in the lush forest glade some two hundred feet from Goff's
dwel |'i ng,

Lahgg paused. "We wait here," he said. "You watch--very inportant--human
queen

for us Lunites--"

Deering stood docile, but he was tense, alert. Another huge Lunite had
quietly

cone and was standing with himand Lahgg--another guard with a gl eam ng stee
Earth-knife in his taloned hand. Then suddenly a great cawi ng chorus of cries
wel  ed out through the torch-l1it forest. At the door of Goff's dwelling the
Mast er had appeared, with Cylvia beside him Deering stood with his heart
seeming to pound in his throat as he stared. Cylvia, her slim pink-white
little

body garbed now in a brief drape of red-blue dried fibre. Beautiful little
woodnynph. A garland of vivid flowers was set |ike a crown on her head. There
was terror on her pallid face.

Besi de Deering his Lunite guard stood cl ose, watchful. But now Lahgg had

vani shed. Coff was |eading Cylvia fromthe house, toward where a little
rustic

pl atform had been erected for a throne-dais. The awed crowd was silent,

wat chi ng. And then Deering saw Lahgg. He had appeared behind Goff and
Cylvia--Lahgg stealthily nmoving toward them The torchlight gleamed on his
face,

weirdly contorted nowwith his little eyes blazing. And the torchlight

gl eaned

on the naked knife-blade in his hand. Miurderous Lahgg! Wth a |l eap of horror
Deering realized it. Chastly, ironic cormentary on all living creatures--this



little Enpire, with work introduced into it, so that the Lunites were

snoul dering with rebellion and resentment. And here was one of them this
Lahgg,

taught by the human Goff so that Lahgg hinself now was lusting to rule. Lahgg
to

be the Master here--to dominate his fellow creatures in the fashion of

manki nd!

THE terrible thing happened so quickly that Deering for a nmonent was stricken
into confusion. Goff and Cylvia were nounting the dais. One of the Lunite
femal es, awkwardly attending Cylvia, suddenly incurred Goff's anger. He
struck

at her, brought fromher a cry of fear and pain. It was |ike a spark thrown
into

gunpowder. The crowdi ng Lunites abruptly were cawing with anger; mlling
forward. One of them with its great beak, pecked at Goff from behind. He
whirled; his hand flicked to his belt, came back with a little flash-gun. Its
bolt spat; the Lunite fell. A spark in gunpowder. Wthin a second the throng
of

bird-creatures was wildly mlling forward with cackling, angry cries. Lahgg
had

j unped, but now Goff saw him-saw his stabbing blade. Goff's little gun spat
agai n- - st abbed t hrough Lahgg who tunbl ed forward, spraw ed at Coff's feet....
All within a few seconds. Then Deering was aware that the guard beside him
had

dropped his torch and fled. The spluttering, still-lighted torch lay here on
t he

ground. Deering flung hinmself down, shifted backward. The torch flame burned
into his hands and wists--a noment of agonized burning flesh and then the
dried

vi ne-rope burned and came | oose.

Wth giant |eaps, here with the slight nmoon-gravity, Deering made for the
platform A wldly cawing group of Lunites got in front of him He | eaped
over

them-sailing, twenty foot bound--and | anded beside Cylvia; caught her up in
hi s

ar ns.
"Ch--Oh John--thank Cod--"
"The spaceship!" he gasped. "If we can get to it--"

HE set her down, and she ran with him giant sailing | eaps, hand in hand. The
little ship at the edge of the glade stood dark, nmonentarily deserted. At its
opened door they turned to | ook back. CGoff was still fighting. He had cli nmbed
to

the sunmt of a small rock around which the angry creatures were mlling,
trying

to leap up at him And suddenly his last little flash-gun was exhausted. He
flung it away; stood for a nmonment poised, with the torchlight painting him
And

Deering saw his face. Amazenent, disillusionnment stamped his features as he

faced the weck of his little enpire.... Everywhere the grotesque Lunites
wer e

running wild. They had fired Goff's flinsy dwelling; yellowred flanmes were
| eaping fromit. The other half-finished houses were burning.... Wird,
mlling

throng of Lunite creatures--they had tried man's life, and now they were
destroying it ... repudiating it....

Weck of an enpire. For that second Goff stared at it. Then, with a | ast
despairing cry, he hurled hinself down fromthe rock, and the raging
creatures

| eaped upon him-1like vultures, pecking, claw ng, pulling himapart...
"Ch John, hurry! Here they cone!"



A group of the Lunites surged now at the spaceship. Deering shoved Cylvia
inside--barely in time as the weird creatures hurled thenselves wildly at the
cl osed spaceshi p door.

Then with hissing rocket-streans, the small ship lifted, slanted upward.

The little spaceship slanted higher. A pall of snoke was settling down there
now

in the glade--turgid, black shroud to hide the ghastly scene of tragedy and
death.... And overhead, out beyond the Mon clouds, amd the stars, the huge
Earth hovered. Silently Cylvia and Deering stared up at it--great nellow disk
of

Earth, like a soft gentle beacon calling them hone.
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