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ABOUT THISAUTHOR AND BOOK

Raymond A. Palmer (1910-1977) was one of science fiction's most successful and controversia editors.
When as abudding young sciencefiction writer he was asked to take over the helm of the moribund
Amazing Stories in 1938, PAmer immediately propelled it to the number one ranking sciencefiction
magazinein terms of sdes. However, the magazine'sjuvenile dant (Pamer said he intended his magazine
to be the steppingstone between the comic book and more mature science fiction) and Palmer's later
publication of the so-cdled “ Shaver Mystery” (1945-9), aseries of lightly fictiondized storieswhich the
author, Richard S. Shaver, claimed represented his actual, persona encounters with powerful beingsin
vast caverns beneath the Earth's crust. These creaturesinterfered for good or ill (mostly ill) with thelives
of those on the surface viaa series of superscientific inventions (these were supposedly the descendents
of aonce mighty race that had ruled the stars but degenerated when the sun's rays changed millions of
years ago). The Shaver Mystery boosted Amazing's saes even further, thousands of people wrotein to
recount Smilar experiences, and the phenomenon reached such proportionsthat it drew the attention of
Life magazine, and other nationa publications. However, more serious science fiction readers and
authorsfelt the Shaver Mystery, besides being a hoax, was making them look like kooks and the genre
appear even more juvenile just asthey were beginning to be taken serioudy by afew mainstream critics
and anthologists. Soin 1949, in apaace coup led by Palmer's assistant, Howard Browne (who soon
took over the top editorial job on Amazing), Brown and a number of top sf authors bearded the
magazine's publisher in his den and convinced him that in the long run the company's reputation would be
tarnished if he dlowed the Shaver storiesto continue. Faced with having his editorid handstied for the
first time in adecade during which he had piloted Amazing to the top of the sales charts, Palmer resigned



to found Clark Publishing Company, which he then ran until hisdesthin 1977.

During hisyearsat Amazing and after, Palmer had continued to write sciencefiction, under hisown
name and adew of pseudonymsincluding A. R. Steber, Morris J. Sted, Henry Gade, Frank Patton and
others. Under whichever name he used, Palmer's storieswere highly popular with readers, asthe glowing
praise hegped on them in the letter columns attests. Y et, amazingly enough, until this ebook publication

of The Vengeance of Martin Brand, none of the stories and novels he wrote has ever been reprinted.
Thisisal the more difficult to understand, for the work Palmer produced, asthis classic 1942 space
operafrom Amazing shows, was unusualy sophigticated for itstime. Hereisthefirst of the adult space
operas. In this book, Pamer took a giant stride forward from his contemporaries, replacing the noble,
uncomplicated heroes of the first space exploration epics, with the tormented anti-hero. Meet “ Suicide”
Martin Brand, one of science fiction's most memorable characters. The half-crazed Brand, who likesto
play Wagner while rocketing toward a half-dozen enemy ships, atomic cannons blasting, is Earth's only
hope. The embittered former spy for the Interplanetary Patrol isthe only one who knows about the
Martian spaceships waiting in the hidden cavern on the Moon. To warn Earth Brand would have to
forsake vengeance on the man who betrayed him, survive two ultra-dangerous women, one who has
sworn to kill him and one who has sworn to arrest him deed or dive. Then, if he does survive, hell have
to fight hisway to the surface through haf the Martian army. But that'swhy the call him “ Suicide’” Martin
Brand. Worsg, if he does succeed in warning Earth, war will flare across three worlds, setting them
ablaze and killing billions! From its advanced flashback within aflashback technique, to the adult passons
and emotions of the characters, The Vengeance of Martin Brand is superior space operafar ahead of
itstimel

Jean Marie Stine

CHAPTERI

"It'sacrazy thing, Kathleen,” Hal Orson said in asavage whisper. “Worse dtill, it can only hurt you. He's
dead ... why open up old wounds? Y ou'll break your heart..."

"It'sdready broken,” Kathleen Dennissaid in atight, Strained voice. “It broke the day they took him
away, condemned asatraitor, and | believed it ... until you told me the truth.”

Orson stopped in the darkness and grasped her arm. “Kathy, please don't do it! Y ou don't know how
much trouble you can get into if you are caught at this mad scheme. Y ou couldn't possibly explain why
you did it—" Orson pulled her around until she faced him in the gloom of the tomb'sinterior. “ Just why
are you doing it?’ heingsted. “Why! For the life of mel can't understand...”

"Why did you agreeto come aong in thefirst place?” she whispered fiercely.

Hetried to see her face in the gloom, but it was only apale ova, and for an instant he thought he saw
something glistening, asthough there were tears on her cheeksreflecting little glints of light from some
unseen source. He lifted one hand and brushed hisfingers across her velvet skin. They came away wet.
He shook hishead inirritation.

"Because | was his best friend—or as good afriend ashed let anybody be. And because...” He fumbled
for words, but the wetness on hisfingers strangled them in histhroat. To say more would only hurt her
WOrse...

"Because you felt there was apossibility that | might beright,” shefinished for him. “That he might not
be..."



"Kathy,” he begged. “Don't say it. You'l bresk yoursdlf up..."

"Because I'm crying?’ she asked, defiantly. “Hal, discovering that heredly isdead can't hurt me half as
much asthe torture of not knowing. And aslong asthis doubt gnaws at me, I'll be ariver of pain
dammed forever from the sea. The dam will break if | don't relieve the pressure.”

"Thenlet melook!” he exclamed. “ There's no usein burning such aghestly pictureinto your mind..."

"Don't be afraid of that,” she said. “For eleven years|'ve burned apicture of him into my mind—ten
yearswhile | worshipped him from adistance, and once since | told him | loved him. No other picture
can replace that one. | can takeit, Hal, I'm no baby."

"You'recrying likeone,” he said and regretted the words ingtantly. “I'm sorry, Kathy. | didn't mean that.
I'mafool...” Hisvoice broke and he stopped speaking.

She reached out and touched her coal fingersto hisface. He stood till whilethey explored. Hedidn't
flinch when she found the wetness.

"Hal,” shesaid. “You're good. Too good to get into trouble because of me. Go now, Ha—I'll finish the
jobdone"

He hefted the crowbar in hisleft hand. “No!” he said roughly. “1'm going to take this tomb gpart, stone
for sone, and if he'sin there, I'm going to take the Capitol Building apart right afterward!” He strode on
the gloom of the marble monument to seek the hero whose real heroism had never even been told, whose
life had been forfeited by the cowardice of anation's government. Kathleen followed behind him,
clutching hisright hand with her l€ft.

They reached the rail around the sunken marble mausoleum and Orson halted. “ Over you go,” he
whispered. “I'll let you down and you can drop thelast foot or so. It'sonly eight feet...” He put down the
crowbar, and it clanged loudly against the floor.

Kathleen clambered over therail. He grasped both her wrists and lowered her gently, leaning over asfar
as he could. Then, with awhispered warning, he released his grip. He heard her soft sandds dap against
the floor, and knew that she hadn't lost her balance.

"Herel come,” he said, picking up the crowbar.

In an instant he stood beside her in the gloom and fumbled in his pocket for the black-light spectacles
necessary to give them vision. She put on apair, and as he donned his, she snapped on the black-light
flash. Without the glasses, nothing would have been visible at al in theimpenetrable darkness. An eerie
reddish-glow seemed to fill the chamber. He turned to look at her. She stood Hiffly, staring at the huge
marble coffin in the center of the circular floor. Evenin the weird light he could see that her face was
Sarkly white.

He clenched hisfigt so tightly that the nails bit into his palm, and turned amost savagdly toward the coffin.

She held the light while he placed the crowbar against the thin crack that marked thelid. The dab was
tremendoudy heavy, but by fractional inches he forced the thin edge of the bar beneath it until enough of
it was under the dab to give leverage. Hisfirst heave moved the dab not more than an inch. Hetried it
again, and once more he moved the dab atiny bit.

"Canyoudoit?’ Kathleen asked anxioudly.

"It'sacinch you done couldn't have,” he grunted.



"I'd have smashed it,” she said smply, “if it took medl night. | don't think anyone outside could hear
what went on in here. It's almost soundproof."

"I hope s0,” he said, inching the bar under the dab once more. “It looks as though well be making plenty
of noise before | get thisoff."

* * % %

Ten sweeting minutes later the dab had moved enough to show athin black line of theinterior of the
outer coffin. Orson thrust the crowbar into it with amighty heave. The musclesin his shoulders bunched
as he strained againgt the bar. Then thelid did aside asthough it were greased and fell with athunderous
crash to the floor. The echoes were deafening in the vaulted chamber, then silence came once more.

They waited dmost afull minute, listening for the sound of running footsteps, for an darm; but no further
sound came other than their hoarse breathing.

Kathleen thrust the light over the edge of the sarcophagus.
"The coffin!” she gasped. “It'sthere.”

"Of course,” he said, dmogt savagely. “It would be. And it's going to be adevil of ajob to openit. It's
metd, and it'll be bolted shut. | only hope the wrenches I've brought will fit..."

Hetried them one by one, then grunted as he found one that worked. He began loosening thefirst bolt...

* * % %

An hour later he sank back, his hands bleeding. “ There, that'sthe last one,” he gasped, “but I'll have to
rest amoment. | haven't got the strength left to lift that cover..."

Kathleen laid the flash on the floor and leaned over the coffin.
"Kathy!” said Orson sharply.
"Dont..."

But with one superhuman heave, she lifted the metd cover. It crashed aside, ringing as though a thousand
gongs had been clashed together. Orson clapped his hands over his ears, then took them off. He looked
a Kathleen, who was peering into the coffin.

Suddenly she screamed. Again and again she screamed, ear-piercing shrieksthat penetrated his
eardrumswith more intengty than had the noise of the metd coffin lid.

He leaped forward, grasped her in hisarms and pulled her away from the coffin.
"Kathy! Come away! Don't look any more..."

Her screams stopped and she whirled on him, sobbing shrilly. “Hal! He's ... he's not there. He's not
there! Don't you understand? ...He's alivel He'snot dead at dl; he'saivel The coffin's empty!"

"Oh God,” said Hal Orson, folding her trembling body in hisarms. “Oh God!"

As he stood there, holding the sobbing girl tightly, his mind went back to that memorable day when the
“luck of Suicide Martin Brand” had become dmost alegend with the Interplanetary Peatrol. They had
heard it al over histransmitter, which, in the hest of battle he had forgotten to turn off. They had heard



him screaming his defiance a his enemieswhile he plunged in for hissuicida attack againgt impossible
odds, accompanied by theroar of Wagner'simmortal Die Walkure dinning at them out of their
loudspeskers from the music tape he habitudly carried into battle with him...

CHAPTER I
"Come and get me, boysl—If you can!"

Martin Brand clenched one space-browned fist around the fighter's throttle and threw the ship into a
screaming, roaring bank that ended in aterrific dive straight down, parald with the breeth-taking
forty-thousand feet of cliff that was one side of the Liebnitz Mountains. With his other hand he pressed a
switch on the control pand—a switch that had al the earmarks of having been cruddly installed by one
who was not amechanic.

There was afaint hum, then from a speaker mounted over his head.

Brand grinned as the strains of Wagner'sinspired music dinned in his ears. He turned up the volume il
further, until the roar of the music drowned out the drone of his rockets.

"Now come on, you lousy ambushers!” he roared.

Behind the ship againg the rocky wall of the Liebnitz, abrilliant, soundless puff of light momentarily
erased the inky moon-shadows at the mountain'sfoot.

"Missed!” exclaimed Brand triumphantly. “ And you had me boxed!"

Suddenly, across his sights flashed a hurtling dot. Brand tripped his guns. Once again the bright light
puffed, thistime as one of Brand's shells exploded in the hull of the enemy ship.

"That'sit!” screamed Brand. “ The luck of ‘ Suicide’ Martin Brand! Back on Earth I'm alegend, but right
here, I'm adamn fool—afool even the devil won't kill."

There was something bitter in Brand's tone as he shouted aloud over the crash of the magnificent
Segfried music which wasfilling the control room of thetiny fighter rocket. There was bitter recklessness
inthethrust of his hand as he bore the throttle over hard and sent the flier zooming up againin a
heart-bursting maneuver.

Thefire of the remaining three pirates—the thought of the word pirate brought an angry flash to Brand's
eyes—converged on the Lunar floor over which he'd been, and then, suddenly, they were below him and
inlinewith his sights as he looped over at the top of hisupward rush.

Once again those brown fingers clenched, and thistime a spray of shells vomited outward toward his
enemies. Not just one lucky potshot, but a barrage with al six forward-guns.

Brilliance blinded him asthirty-six magnesum-atomics burst dl around the diving shipstrapped in his
sghts. When the light faded, he saw another ship dropping in amass of fragments toward the desolate
surface below. The other two were streaking desperately across the sea bottom, crater-hopping like
mad, to put distance between them and the demon fighter who had so recklesdy and amazingly escaped
the perfect “box” ambush they had laid for him along the dopes of the Liebnitz.

Without pausing, Brand lanced his ship after them. Gray lavaswept under the belly of hisflier with ablur
of motion. With agrim, set grin on hislips, he centered the crosshairs on the flames of the laggard's



rockets. Hisfingers pressed delicatdly. Six shdlls“ringed” the ship, blasting it into fragments that
showered down even as Brand'sflier tore through the expanding gas of the explosion.

It was then that the surviving ship madeitsfata mistake. At the range that now existed, the pirate might
have escaped had its pilot continued in astraight line. Instead he shot his ship outward into spacein an
attempt to flee the satdllite.

Brand's pursuing ship flared across the heavens. He ingtantly computed the angle of intersection, then
waited, squinting his eyes. The pirate ship sped up into range of hisguns...

Ten seconds later the fight was over. The wreck of the last pirate ship twisted madly asit hurtled down to
asoundless crash on the airless sea-bottom.

Brand dacked speed, bore his ship around, and then brought it to along, gliding landing near the
wreckage.

And ashe did so, arocket flared beyond the wrecked ship. A tiny one-man escape rocket looped over
acrater rim and streaked toward the horizon. Brand cursed.

"Damn! He got out before she crashed!"

There was no chance of taking-off in timeto catch the speedy little ship, so he switched on his
communicator and roared into it.

"Run! You rat! And when you get home, tell your boss I'll get him sooner or later. The next time hetries
to trgp me, tell him to bring out hiswhole damn fleet!"

There wasafant humin the receiver, and Brand snapped off hisrecorder, which was il blasting out the
music of hisfavorite selection.

A voice camefaintly from the speaker. Brand turned up the volumeto its peak. With acrackling of static,
but till quite clearly, the voice spoke.

"Y ou never could hang on to anything, Martin Brand,” came the voice, dripping with mockery. “Not even
agirl! And the next time we meet, you won't be so lucky. I'll bring you in and you can give the boss your
own messages.”

There was asudden snap and the hum faded from the speaker. The man in the escape rocket had cut off
hisradio.

But Martin Brand sat as though frozen, only the static of empty space bresking the slenceingde his
fighter. Only static until his voice cracked out in ahoarse whisper that, had it become flesh and blood,
would have been incarnate hate.

" Jeffry Killian!"

Again and again through Martin Brand's head echoed the words he had just heard. You could never
hang on to anything, Martin Brand. Not even a girl! And asthey repeated themselves over and over,
another voice whispered in hismind ... avoice as soft and musical as asummer breezein aforest; coal,
aluring, swest. It whispered in hismind and carried him back over ten long years

CHAPTER I



"l loveyou, Martin. Oh so very much...”

Martin Brand crushed the dim girl'sform to him as he kissed her yielding lips, passonately, tenderly,
adoringly.

"We're going to be so happy, Estdle,” he said. “Just walt till you see the home I've built for you. It'sthe
coziest thing on three planets...”

"l can hardly wait,” shesaid. “And I'll treasure everything init. Y ou've worked and fought so long and so
hardto get it..."

"Judt for you,” he putin.

"Just for me? she questioned coyly. “Y ou've only known me five months. Couldn't it just aswell have
been any other girl?"

He clutched her to him.

"No! I've known you ever since | was old enough to know there could be anything like you on Earth. I've
pictured you in my mind since amost the first time | rocketed a ship into space, araw kid in the
Interplanetary Petrol. | don't think there could have been alittle homeif you hadn't redlly existed.”

"You dear,” she said softly. “Youidedigtic darling.”

Hefished in his pocket, showed her the deed to their home to be, and for many momentsthey read it
together.

"I've got to go now,” he said then. “But I'll see you tomorrow morning at the spaceport. Then well walk
up to Commander Wilson and get tied up in glorious style. Great old man, Commander Wilson. Not a
man in the universe I'd rather rocket with. He gave me officid ordersto let him do the officiating."

"It'll be wonderful,” she breathed.
Again hekissed her, and | eft.

* * % %

"Commander wantsto seeyou,” said Brand's roommate when he reached his quarters. “ Probably wants
to make sure you've got thering.”

Brand grinned. He put hisfingersinto hiswatch pocket, removed atiny box and flipped it at the
rocketeer.

"From now on, Hdl, it'syour worry. Y ou're best man, you know. And if | haven't aring when
Commander Wilson cdlsfor it, therell be one member of the Orson family who'll rocket no more!™

"Take more than a Brand to stop an Orson,” the rocketeer tossed at Brand's back which was retreating
through the doorway.

Brand knocked at Commander Wilson's door and waited. A gruff voice answered and he went in. He
closed the door behind him, saluted sharply.

"Lieutenant Brand reporting as ordered, sir,” he said,

Commander Wilson's space-tanned face appeared rather red in the glow of the desk light before him.



"Never mind the formality, son,” he said. “Sit down. I've got some thingsto say to you."

He fussed around at some papers on his desk for amoment, while Brand seated himsalf and waited.
"Damned nuisance!” fumed the commander. “Just when | wanted avacation.”

Brand |eaned forward, startled.

"We haven't been ordered out?’ he questioned anxioudly.

"Not immediately. But weleavein four days. Y oull have avery short honeymoon, lad. Three days."
Brand looked disappointed, then he stiffened.

"Wecan arrangeit, ar. If thisthing'swhat | think it is, it's more important. We can continue the
honeymoon later. After dl, well have along timeto be married.”

Wilson chuckled.

"That's youth for you—think the honeymaoon will never end. Wéll, | hope it doesn't, lad, because...” the
commander sobered, “ maybe the next ten years are going to be tough ones.”

"The Martians?'

"Yes. The latest report comes from Luna. It seemsaparty of Martian scientists have obtained permission
from the L unarian government to conduct archeological explorations on the dark sde. Archeology my
foot! The dirty snakes are scouting the territory for military purposes.”

"Y ou mean you think Senator Beadey isright? That Marsintendsto invade Earth?'
Commander Wilson grunted.

"I'masoldier,” hesaid. “1 can see amillion reasons why Mars should want to invade us, and how they
could do it. Those damned pacifists keep prating about 41 million miles of space being abulwark of
natural defense. Bulwark, my hat! It'sjust amatter of coasting. What they redlly need is abase of
operations near us ... and that base isthe moon."

"What are our orders?’ asked Brand.

"Unofficid,” said Wilson. * Senator Beadey and the President aren't adeep. We'reto * scout’ beyond
interplanetary limits and keep our eyes open, but damn it, that isn't enough! Sooner or later we're going
to have to indtitute a secret-service unit which will work entirely on its own risk—abody that can fight it
out freelance and be prepared to take therap if caught...”

"Count mein on that, Commander,” said Brand swiftly. “1..."

"Not achance.” Wilson shook his head. “That'll befor single men only. It'stoo much of asuicidejob.
For ingtance, if the Lunarians nabbed one of these operatives, hed probably beliableto life
imprisonment, or even shot as aspy, and our government would have to deny him atogether. In fact,
hed forfet his citizenship when he went into the service."

"Y ou talk asthough this service were aready in existence.”

"Not yet. But let'stalk about that wedding tomorrow. Has she picked out aring...?"



* * % %

A confused babble of voices drifted across the take-off platform of the Space Petrol landing field.
Brilliantly uniformed racketeers sood chatting with lovely girls, and behind them loomed the tremendous
mass of the blasting pit's metal and concrete walls. The morning sun was shining brightly, and beneeth an
arbor of flowers ssood Commander Wilson, waiting. Before him stood adouble line of officers of the
Space Patrol, wearing their dress swords. At the far end of the line sood Martin Brand and Hal Orson.
Brand wasfidgeting nervoudy, peering often toward the gates of the landing field, which yawned to the
highway outside. It was here the limousine that would bring Estelle Carter and her bridesmaids was
scheduled to appesr.

"Thisthing'stwisted,” said Orson. “Isn't it supposed to be the groom who traditionally keepsthe bride
waiting?"
"She'sworth waiting for, Hal. But if she doesn't come soon, I'll need afresh collar...”

Ten minutes passed, and Commander Wilson moved back into the shade of the arbor. Orson's face took
on asober look, and every few minutes he fumbled in hisjacket pocket wherein reposed the ring for
which he wasresponsible.

The purr of an atomic motor came from the road beyond the fence, and Brand stood erect. The line of
officers snapped to attention; white gloves went to sword hiltsin readiness.

A messenger's cycle swept in through the gate in aswirl of dust. Itsrider dismounted, propped up his
machine and strode forward.

"Lieutenant Martin Brand?’ he asked.

Brand stepped forward.

"Here"

Brand took the message the boy handed him, while Orson tossed the lad acoin.

"Something wrong, Martin?’ asked Orson while Brand scanned the message he had removed from the
envelope.

Brand's face went white as the words bit into his brain.

Congratulate us. Estelle and | will be married by the time you read this. No hard feelings. The best
man won. Jeffry Killian.

He didn't hear Orson's repeated question. He stood there, a blood-red haze before his eyes, aroar in his
head. Sowly hisfingers curled into awhite-knuckled fist, crushing the paper into abal. Then they
relaxed and the paper fdll to the ground.

Unseeing, unhearing, oblivious of the tense silence that hung over the landing field, he strode through the
gate toward hiscar.

He didn't hear the curse that Hal Orson let loose as he picked up and read the message. Hal Orson was
too enraged to notice the pink cheeks which he caused to appear on some of the girl attendants, and
tensed jaws on the part of their escorts. The curse was echoed by Commander Wilson in modified form
as he read the sheet from Orson's hand.



"The skunk! The no-good, rotten rat!"
As he strode through the gate, whispered words formed on Brand'slips.

"She ditched me!" he said. “Ditched mefor adare-devil spaceracer. Eloped! And she only went out
with him once..."

His hand whipped inside his jacket, tore out the deed to the little house. He ripped it into fragments and
threw it to thewinds. And then he laughed, harshly and loudly.

* k% k% %

Therewas aheavy slencein theroom. Ha Orson fumbled amlesdy with thetelevison set, asavariety
of scenesfaded in and out on the screen.

"We take-off at noon tomorrow,” he said abstractly. “Be good to get into space again. I've got abelyfull
of thisinaction...”

Brand sat on the bed, looking dazed. He remained silent. Orson looked at him, shook his head, frowned,
then returned his attention to the televisor. More scenes flashed on. A newscaster's face appeared. His
voice droned...

Martian war spread to another front on the red world today, when the Syrtis armies attacked tiny
Malvian defenses without warning. Tank columns followed initial attack by rocket-bombers and
smashed through Malvian defenses at three vital points...

The announcer's voice went on and his features were replaced at times by mapsillustrating the areas
under discussion. Then he launched into an account of loca news.

Early this morning the wrecked racing-rocket of the famed interplanetary-racer, Jeffry Killian,
was found on the Maine coast, half submerged. A young woman, tentatively identified as Miss
Estelle Carter of New York, was taken from the crackup in serious condition...

Orson turned dowly to face Martin Brand, who wasrising to hisfeet, a stricken expression on hisface as
he faced the televisor screen. On the screen now was aview of the wreck, agrimly shattered object
washed by foamy seas as the wind roared in agale from the Atlantic. The announcer's voice continued...

...and has been removed to the Community Hospital at Boston. The body of Jeffry Killian has not
been located as yet, and it is believed that it may be lost in the sea, thrown clear of the wreckage.

Hal Orson snapped off the television and tossed Brand his coat.

"Come on Martin, we'd better get started. I'll rocket you up therein my speedster.”

Brand's face was pae, and his browned hand was trembling as he caught the coat.

"Thanks, Hal,” he said. “But don't spare the fireworks. I've got to get to her before ... before..."
"Wewill,” promised Orson. “Well betherein ahaf-hour."

* k * %

"Sheian't badly injured physicdly,” said the doctor, * bruises and contusions, abroken arm, and head
injuries. We had to operate on her head as soon as we got her here—pressure on the brain. Would have
killed her in another two hours. Unfortunately, abone chip on theinside of the skull had penetrated a



portion of the brain, causing damage to an extent which we can't predict at the moment. It may be..."
"How's she now?’ asked Brand tensely. “Can | see her?!

The doctor shrugged.

"Y es, you can see her, but it isn't exactly—well, pretty. Y ou see, she'sviolently insane.”

Brand went white.

"Youmean...?"

"Perhaps. Theré's not much hope that shélll regain her sanity. There's been some sort of menta shock
as0. Perhapsthe sight of her ... companion drowning while she was powerlessto help him.”

"l want to see her,” said Brand, tight-lipped.

The doctor led the way down the corridor to asmall room. Brand entered first. He halted as he saw the
figure on the bed.

"She's strapped down!” he exclaimed.

Onthe bed lay Estelle Carter, her legs and arms strapped to the bed, aleather strap across her breast.
Her head was heavily bandaged and one arm wasin a cast. Her eyes were open, and they stared directly
into Brand's with an intense glare that stopped hislipswith shock.

"Look at thetin soldier boy!” shejeered. “1 hateyou! | hate you! | hate everybody! Y ou've got starsin
your eyes..."

In startling change she recoiled, fearful, eyes dilated.

"Stard” she shrieked. “They'rein your eyes, and they're getting bigger. The whole sky isfull of them.
Running races, that's what they are. Racersl And cowardstoo! They aren't redlly racing—they're running
away. Ooohhhh-hh!"

Her voice ended in ahigh-treble scream, filled with utter terror combined with horrible hate. She tossed
convulsvely on the bed.

"Thefool! Hethought I loved him. He got adeed to anasty little shack ... Get away from me. Y ou've got
racersinyour eyed"

Martin Brand recoiled. Then he moaned and a shudder shook his big shoulders. Abruptly he whedled,
ran from the room, colliding with Hal Orson whaose face was white and tense.

Outside, sobstore from Brand's throat, while Orson gripped hisarm tightly and held it.

* * % %

Commander Wilson extended his hand and shook that of Martin Brand, soberly but with fedling.

"Welcometo the Specid Service,” he said. “From now on you are afree agent. Y ou will receive your
ingtructions from me only, and your areawill be 24B-Luna. Y our identity has been established as Robert
Waes, palitical crimina. No one connects Robert Wales with Martin Brand, the ace of the Interplanetary
Patrol. As Robert Wales you have no rights as a citizen, athough none can deny that you are ill an
Earthman. All of your actionswill be those of arenegade. But your job isto smash the plot that is



brewing on Luna. Mars must not be alowed to establish afifth-column there, nor to invade. Until the
‘powersthat be' redize our danger, we must work in the dark. If you get into trouble, your government

will deny you."

Brand nodded.

"I know. It'sdl right. | have nothing to lose.” Hisvoice was dull.
Commander Wilson poured a brandy from his private stock.

"Drink this,” he said. “ And snap out of it, son. Y ou've got ajob to do. And you've done anoble thing by
setting asde dl of your savings asafund for Estelle. Shélll be taken care of. But don't let it make you
bitter, lad. There are other women..."

"Not inthisservice!” snapped Brand. “Remember what you told me once before?!
"Sure, but—"

"That'sthe way it suitsme,” said Brand. “And asfar asmy job is concerned, the Martianswill wish I'd
never been born."

"I'm sure they will,” said Wilson, atroubled look in hiseyes, “but don't be reckless. A dead agent isof no
useto us, you know."

A flinty grin crossed Brand's face.

"l don't die easlly, Commander,” he said, “But neither will | live long enough to be asucker again!”

CHAPTER VI

Martin Brand stared unseeingly across the wastes of the lunar plain which stretched back toward the
towering heights of the Liebnitz from which he had just come. Still ringing through his brain were those
words he had spoken ten long years before. They had been the basis for the Martin Brand the solar
system now knew as* Suicide’ Martin Brand, the luckiest man aive—and the most daring.

Ten years ago, hislife had been blasted into aterrible bitterness. Now, when he thought the wound
hedled by time, avoice had come out of the ether from a crater-hopping little escape ship, tearing it wide
open once more. A voice that he hated, a voice he had thought he'd never hear again.

"Heisn't dead!” Brand's voice rang with hate and shock in thetiny confines of hislittle pursuit ship.
"Jeffry Killian is till alive! He didn't drown when his ship cracked up..."

Thefull 9gnificance of it jolted homein hismind.

"Therat cracked her up, thought she was dead, and ran out on her like acoward. And she knew! She
wasinsane, but she till remembered held run out on her! And later—he must have known—hesaring that
shewasinsane, he never came back. Let her shift for hersdf..."

Martin Brand's face writhed in an old hate, now reborn to full growth in aterrible manner.
"I'll get you, Killian!” heswore. "I'll get you, if | have to tear the whole Moon apart!"

Benesth the savage pressure of hisfingers, the pursuit rocket roared up from the age-old dust of the lunar



plain, shot over the wrecks of the ships he had shot down, and out into space toward Earth.

* * % %

Three dayslater, Martin Brand, dressed in the rough garb of a prospector, peered from the porthole of
the limping freighter which was sttling down past the high rim of the crater that exactly centered the sde
of the Moon eterndly hidden from Earth. He watched with interest as darkness settled around the ship.
The gloom became deeper as the ship sank into the bowels of this pockmarked world.

As he watched, the admonishing words of Commander Wilson rang in hismemory. It's a tough hunch
you're playing, my boy. If it really was Jeffry Killian you saw, then something is going on inside
Luna that's no good at all. No good at all! Whatever you encounter will be strictly your own
funeral if it blows up in your face. Good luck, son. Somehow, soon, we've got to smash that
Martian infiltration, or it's curtains for Earth.

Yes, it would be gtrictly his funerd—because now he wasn't Martin Brand! He was Robert Wales, and
Robert Wales was an outlaw on Earth. HE'd lost his citizenship because of seditious acts. Oh, yes, the
rest of the solar system would accept him without much question. Hiswasn't auniversa crimina act. In
fact, much of the solar system would secretly approve of an Earthman who was aseditionist ... Mars
especidly, and perhaps Venus. On Luna he would use still another name (he'd selected Edgar Barnes)
because L unawas anxious about Mars, and curried favor from Earth. And too, she was abit irritated
because Earth paliticians stuck bull-headedly to their isolationist policy. Lunaaso resented being a
“buffer” between Earth and Mars without getting credit for it.

If Lunadiscovered that Edgar Barnes was Robert Wales she might deport him, certainly not to Earth, but
very likely to Venus. So Martin Brand intended to play hisdua role with al the cunning—and uncanny
luck—that was his.

The freighter was dropping now into an illuminated area. Light came from below, and suddenly with the
shock that it dways brings to persons making afirst descent into the hollow world, the bresth-taking
spectacle of the cavern'simmengty opened out beneath him. Therewas acity there. A modern Luna
City, built, precarioudy it seemed, on aterrific dope. How it could have remained there was an incredible

mystery.

Brand shifted his body, and the mystery was amystery no longer; for heamost fell, with anew shift of
balance from anew center of gravity. The precipitous dope on which the city stood became aflat plain,
and the black hole of the crater through which the ship now emerged shifted from itsformer vertical
appearance to alow-danting shaft that bore off at an angle.

A moment later he adjusted himself to the sudden changein direction, found the new “down” and
regained his equilibrium. And when he had accomplished it, the ship shuddered with the contact of its
faulty landing in the rocket cradles at the city spaceport.

Ashewaked down the gangplank, reding dightly with the unaccustomed light gravity in spite of his
leaded shoes, Brand wanted to laugh aloud. He stopped himself as he heard severad otherslaughing
boisteroudly, then he saw them peering around with afoolish look on their faces. There had been nothing
to laugh at. Brand grinned faintly &t their discomfiture, redlizing the cause of the unseemly mirth ... oxygen.
The atmosphere of thisinner-lunar world was artificia and richer in pure oxygen than that of Earth. Its
too swift stimulation often caused this reaction when firgt breathed into lungs unaccustomed toit.

Brand stopped grinning as he saw agirl standing just outside the gate of the spaceport looking at him with
what he was certain was startled recognition. But she was a perfect stranger to him, and he frowned. Her
face now, as she saw him looking at her, went cold and emotionless and casudl.



Brand walked over toward her, seemed about to pass without further notice, then whirled upon her.
"Do | know you?’ he asked abruptly.

It seemed to him that she drew in her breath just abit too sharply. “No,” shesaid in alow voice, staring
draight a him. “Y ou dont.”

"Wrong reaction,” he said flatly. *'Y ou're supposed to say: ‘ Can't you think up amore origina approach
than that—go fry your hide.” 1 know | don't know you. But I'd swear you know me."

She continued to look at him levelly.

"What isyour name?’ she asked. “If you're well-known enough, | might have heard of you."
"Edgar Barnes,” he answered. “ Prospector.”

"No,” shesaid. “I don't know you."

Sheturned and walked away.

Brand watched her retreating back amoment, noting the lilting sway of her body, the grace of each step,
the proud carriage of her head. He saw too therich red-gold of her hair, and remembered that her eyes
had been agtartling deep blue. He had noticed dso that her lips had been anything but forbidding, even
tightly drawn asthey had been in what he could not certainly identify as deception.

Had sherecognized him, or hadn't she? Was she conceding aninitia betrayd of such recognition, or
had she, like himsdlf, been surprised at the laughter caused by the oxygen in the air? But he hadn't
laughed; why look a him?

He shrugged, turned and strode through the city Streets.

* * % %

Ahead of him he saw abrilliantly lighted cafe. Its neon lights proclaimed it asthe“ Star Club.” Parked in
front of it were deek agro-cabs and severd fast, low-dung compression flyers.

Brand nodded to himself.

"Theréswherel'll find some of the big boys. Perfect front for intrigue.”

Heturned in at the entrance and was hated by adoorman.

"You can't goindressed like that."

Brand grinned.

"Cdll the manager,” he sad, “unless you'd rather take this ten-spot yourself. I've got alittle to unload...”

The doorman snatched the bill Brand handed him, grinned back, and said, “ Sure. The boss|l understand
when | give himthesign. And thanks..."

Brand followed awaiter to asmall table to one side, seated himself and ordered adrink. Then he sat
quietly, listening to the haunting strains of the Lunarian stringed orchestrawhich was wailing its odd
cadencesfor the dancing of the couples swaying voluptuoudy on the dance floor.

Lunarian dances were the ultimate in sensuous expression. Brand snorted, and downed hisdrink inagulp



when it came. The waiter lifted his eyebrows, and Brand ordered another, loudly.
Severa men nearby looked at him, studied him amoment.

One of them got up and sauntered over. He was dressed in evening attire, and immaculately groomed,
but there was a queer tightness of his suit around the chest, and Brand's eyes narrowed dightly asthe
fellow sat down opposite him. There was a shoulder holster under hisarm, and asteamgun init. There
was no mistaking that tell-tale tightness, for Brand.

"Progpector?’ queried his guest.
"Of sorts.” Brand shrugged. “ Just landed. Thought I'd try my hand &t the caves.”

"Bad business, those caves,” said the stranger affably. “ Takes agood man to browse around in ‘em.
Never progpected mysdlf, but I've hunted lu-bats in those caves. Incidentaly, my name's Ormandy. Saw
you down that drink, which isexactly how | fed a the moment. Mind if | join you in the next?'

"Why should 1? Maybe you can give me some dope on the caves—that's worth sharing adrink.”
The waliter arrived, and strangely enough he had the other man'sdrink on histray.

"They know me here,” explained Ormandy. “When | St down &t atable, any table, they stick my drink in
front of me"

"Not abad thing,” grinned Brand, “savestime.”

Helifted hisglass, then held it rigidly in hisfingersfor amoment. There, behind Ormandy, acrossthe
room, was the girl Brand had accosted at the spaceport. There was no mistaking the red sheen of that
lovely hair. And once more she was staring at him. Thistime there was no recognition, just astudied
atention that held him motionlesswith surprise for an ingtant.

"What'sup?’ queried Ormandy. “See alu-bat?"

Heturned to stare in the direction Brand was looking, and raised his eyebrows.
"Say,” hesaidin approval. “Don't blame you for looking. She's gtrictly inner-world!™
Brand recovered himsdf hadtily.

"Yeah,” he agreed, tossing hisdrink over his shoulder into a potted palm asthe girl looked away.
Ormandy's head was il turned. Brand smacked hislips and put his glass down.

Ormandy drank his, then leaned on the table.

"Y ou haven't introduced yoursdlf,” he said. “Not curious, but | ought to have ahandle to hang on you.
Any onéll do."

Brand grinned.
"Ed Barnes” hesaid. “Just an ordinary name, but it's done methislong, | guessyou can useit too."

"Y'know,” said Ormandy. “For aminute | thought you were somebody else, but | guessit'sthat deep
coat of space-tan you've got. Either you've been prospecting the airless asteroids, or been rocketing
around space for aspell.”



"Both,” said Brand. “In fact, thisisthefirst air outsde of atank I've bresthed in along time, except on
the freighter that brought me here. | shipped on from a space station out of New Y ork, intended to go to
Earth, but decided againgt it. I've dways wanted to try the Luna caves.”

Ormandy reached carelessy into hisvest. When his hand came out, he pamed asmall seampistol. The
tiny opening in the barrel was all that was visible to Brand as he stared at the hand. He didn't move a
muscle

Across the room a nattily-dressed American space-lieutenant lifted his voice in apopular space song
which the orchestrawas playing at the moment. His voice rang out clearly, but dightly tipsily in the quiet
that seemed to have fallen over the room.

"Let metdl you of agirl

| met anong the ars.
Her eyesareblueasRigd;
Her lipsasred as Mars."

"Ten yearsago,” said Ormandy softly, “1 stood in line a awedding ceremony, my sword at the ready. |
was prepared to add my weapon to the arch through which ayoung couple wereto walk in afew
moments. But the wedding never came off. It ssemsthat the man who wasto form haf of that team was
being jilted..."

Brand's face tightened just atrifle and he looked hard at the man across the table from him, but said
nothing. Instead, queerly, the song's second verse registered in his ears, and he listened to it as he studied
Ormandy's eyes.

"Nowhere in an the system
You'll find a girl like she;
And you can bet your ray gun
That she's the one for me!"
Ormandy's voice went on:

"That man wasjust alieutenant in the space-patrol then. | was aso one, but | had other interests. They
had something to do with asituation that was only beginning then. | didn't know at the time that the man
who was being jilted would be so bitter about it that he'd become athorn in my side later on. Of course
theinterestswhich | planned were then in their infancy. Today they are quite well advanced...”

"Her hair islike the ghostweed
That driftson Venus' sea.
From top to toe afigure

As perfect as can be."

"It would be ashameto let any possible harm come to them now. So that iswhy you are looking into the
muzzle of avery efficient little sseamgun right now, Mr. Martin Brand. * Suicide Martin Brand, | believeis
the popular designation, which, a the moment, is quite appropriate indeed.”



"Perhaps,” agreed Brand. “1've gotten to depend on my luck so much that | often stick my head into the
lion'smouth like this. Someday it's going to make me careless.”

"Like now?’ questioned Ormandy softly.
"Maybe. But how'd you spot me?” Ormandy frowned.
"Recognized you, of course,” he snapped.

"That'salie,” sad Brand. “In thefirst place you've never seen me before, and in the second place you
never were a any wedding. Every one of the boysin that line, with or without swords, were my friends.
All except the one who ran off with my girl, cracked up with her, and ran off likearat, leaving her toa
lifeof insanity. And thirdly, | don't look like Martin Brand &t dl. I'm amess of plastic.”

Ormandy looked a him amoment, then he laughed contemptuoudly.

"You're smart, Brand and aliar. But so what? Right now you're going to walk out of here with me, climb
into the black aero-cab directly in front, and St tight. The driver knows me quite well. In fact, you might
say he'safriend. Hell never remember having taken afare anywhere tonight, especialy a prospector
named Ed Barnes, whom nobody'll ever see again. Not when his body dropsinto Black Hole."

"Black Hole?"
"That's the crater that goes nowhere that anybody's ever been able to discover-and came back dive."
"Oh, | see"

Brand's eyes strayed a split second over Ormandy's shoulder, and saw with surprise that the girl was
gone. Her drink stood on the table at which she'd been seated. 1t was untouched.

"Get up,” ordered Ormandy. “The drinks are on me, just walk out.”

Brand got up. He nodded casually to the doorman as he walked past. Ormandy was afew paces behind.
Outside, Brand waited.

"That cab,” indicated Ormandy.

Brand glanced around carefully. In adoorway to one side of the brilliantly lit marquee of the Star Club he
saw aglint of red. Therewasadight hiss, atiny white lance of light came from the doorway, and ended
in the temple of his captor. Ormandy sighed, did gently to the walk, and dropped the steam-gun from his
nerveless pam.

Brand stooped, scooped it up, whipped open the door of the aero-cab, and trained the weapon on the
dartled driver.

"Start going places,” he snapped. “Fast!"

Heleaped in, turned to see the figure of the mysterious girl in the doorway. He saw her return a steamgun
to her bodice, then disappear into the Star Club's side door once more. On the walk before the cafe the
body of Ormandy lay like an ink-blot. For the instant no one was in sight, then the doorman came running
out, and severd pedestrians began to converge on the corpse. Then the scene vanished from view asthe
aero-cab lifted, shot into the darkness over the city.



CHAPTERYV

The girl sitting in the easy chair in the solarium was staring blankly at the landscape that soread out before
her beyond the wide-flung windows admitting the morning sun and air.

Behind her an ornate radio played softly, rendering the symphonic tone poem, Rakastava, of Sbdius. Its
notes were muted, low, distant. They were soothing, restful. And the girl who sat so till seemed lost in
them. Her eyes werefixed on nothing, her body relaxed. Y et, beneath the cam exterior there was a
strange tension that betrayed itsdf in tiny, tense wrinkles around her eyes, on the bridge of her nose, and
especidly in the nervous twitching of the fingers of one hand.

Moving softly, furtively around the room, an gproned girl dusted furniture with dmost fearful
industriousness. Often she glanced quickly a the quiet figure in the easy chair, then snatched her attention
away again to return to her work.

Someone gppeared in the doorway. The maid glanced up.

"Good morning,” said the newcomer, drawing a brilliant robe around her figure, waiting expectantly for
an answer. None came from the girl in the chair, but the maid rushed forward on tiptoe, one startled
finger to her lipsin an unmistakable gesture.

"Quiet!" she hissed. “Do you want to make her violent again?”'

"Oh, shush, Olga,” said the visitor, pushing back alock of graying hair from her more than middle-aged
face. “Sheisn't going to be violent. She'sno more crazy than | amor...” shefixed astern glance on
Olgasfear-ridden face, “...or you.” Olgareddened, and returned flustered to her silent pursuit of dust
that didn't exist. Under her bresth she mumbled.

"Crazy? Miss Pennyfeather, you're insane! "

If Miss Pennyfeather heard, she gave no indication. Instead she walked over to the girl in the easy chair
and sat down on the window ledge directly before her, craning her neck to bring her gaze directly into
linewith the girl's blank stare. For along moment she peered.

"Good morning, Estelle” shesaid.

There was no answer. Miss Pennyfeather looked irritated. Sheinched hersalf moredirectly in line with
Estelle Carter's gaze, rising to a half-sitting position that gave her the appearance of a poised scarecrow.

There was no evidence that Estelle saw her visitor. Miss Pennyfeather became moreirritated. She
reached out ahand to il the fingers of the girl's hand, then sat back again, and ajudicious|ook crossed
her face.

"It'sthat music,” she decided. “It'stoo spiritless. We must have something with fire, something to wake
us.” She got up, walked over to the radio and snapped a switch.

"Thisisbetter! The Ride of the Valkyries, from Die Walkure, by Richard Wagner!” Sheread thetitle
with gusto. “Thiswill brighten usup!”

She inserted the record, snapped anew switch. Then she turned up the volume dightly and returned to
her seat on the window ledge. She tossed adefiant stare a Olga, who had been standing disapprovingly
in one position while Miss Pennyfeather launched her campaign for “ brightening things up.”

"Go about your work, Olga,” she said sharply. “That radio issmply filthy with dust.” She rubbed her



fingerson her skirt with distaste.

Olgafrowned and returned to the chair on which she had been working, but she cast an exploratory
glance a the radio and squinted.

The gtrains of the Wagnerian music began swelling through the room, building up to crashing chords.
Miss Pennyfeather sat patiently waiting for her “brightening up” effortsto take effect on her victim.

"Those stars keep racing around,” said Estelle abstractedly. “And | hate racers.”
Miss Pennyfeether lifted her eyebrows.

"Stars?’ she asked. “Where do you see stars racing?”

Egelles eyesfocused on her vistor'sface, asif she were seeing her for thefirst time.

"l don't seethem,” shesaid. "He's agtar. A gar racer. He's won so many medds. But he dways runs
away. Hesacoward, and | hate him.”

"Don't you love anybody?’ asked Miss Pennyfeather.
"No. Men are such fools."

"Hasn't anybody ever loved you?"

Egdlelaughed.

"Certainly ... but | didn't love him. He wanted to buy alittle house and tie me downin it. Hewas so
old-fashioned. He knew how to kiss, and that'sal | wanted..."

The girl's gaiety vanished suddenly, and she leaned forward in her chair. An anxious look came over her
features.

"l hear hisvoicel” she exclamed.
Miss Pennyfesther frowned.

"The only men here are Doctor Allen and Doctor Degkin,” she said, “and you couldn't hear any voices
outside anyway. Themusicis getting too loud.”

Egdlerdaxed again, and her fingers resumed the twitching motion.
Behind them Olga neared the radio. She peered at it closely.

"Filthy with dust!” she whispered. She began polishing it with her cloth, an ecstatic look in her eyes. Her
fingers accidentaly touched the volume control, turning it over to full strength...

With startling suddenness the music roared out deafeningly. The climactic chords of the tremendous
selection shook thewalls.

Egtelle Carter legped from her chair. Her shrill scream rocketed through the air, even above the blasting
radio. Her face was amask of shock and surprise and terror. She ran back and forth, as though seeking
an escape, her hands clasped over her ears, and she screamed again and again.

"Martinl Martin!"



Miss Pennyfegther looked as though sheld been struck by lightning, Olga crumpled to the floor next to
theradio, crying in hysteria

Esdle shrieked once more, then fdl to thefloor in afaint.

Miss Pennyfegther legped into action. With terror in her face, she rushed through the doorway, colliding
with the form of Doctor Deakin. She recovered, and rushed on down the hall, passed Doctor Allen with
averted eyes, and turned into her room.

"Turn off that radio!” shouted Doctor Allen, reaching the solarium. * Good God, there's no telling what
this shock will do to Miss Carter!”

The blasting thunder of the music was cut off abruptly, and only the sobs of the maid filled the room.

"Get Olgaout of here, Deakin,” directed Doctor Allen. “I'll take care of Miss Carter. I'm afraid this might
be serious. It'senough to kill her, or cure her..."

Severd dayslater the two men faced each other in their office.
"What'sthe verdict, Allen?’
Doctor Allen leaned back in his chair.

"Cured! Completely cured! That shock absolutely counteracted the one which deranged her mind in the
accident. She'lsassaneasyou or |, and she knowsit. She has afine mind, or she couldn't have taken the
revelations of the past few days without suffering a breakdown. It's quite ashock to redize that you've
been insane for ten years.”

"You're going to release her?"

"Certainly. Fortunatdly she has quite asum till in her fund, that is being turned over to her. | have no
doubt but what shelll find a place for hersdf without difficulty. She'saclever girl—even brilliant. I've been
amazed at the extent of her knowledge and her intelligence rat—"

"You don't fear arelapse?’
Allen shook his head.

"No,” hesaid dowly, “I don't. There's something pretty solid in her mind. Perhaps the combination of
those two shocks has accomplished something that might not otherwise have been possible. She'sas cold
and analytical asamathematics machine. If anything, she'stoo sane. Her emotions are under a powerful
mentd control. What shereally needsisthe outsde world. | might even hopethat shed fal inlove,
athough the way she's congtituted now, 1'd hardly think that was possible. Anyway, she's leaving us
today."

"Where's she going?'
"Says she has hopes of abusiness contact with afellow named Jeffry Killian."
"Jeffry Killian! Why that's the man she cracked up with. He's dead—drowned in the wreck!"

"Eh!” exclamed Doctor Allen, sartled. “ Eh!™



He settled back in hischair, apuzzled look on hisface, then, after amoment, it cleared.

"That'stoo bad,” he said, “but maybe it has its compensations. After al, sorrow isakin to love—it'san
emotion. And that's what she needs. Once emotion returnsto her, shell be a pretty fine woman. | think
I'll just et her go, and find out about Killian for hersaf. She can certainly take the shock, and it might
soften her nervous system up ahbit.”

"It might...” said his companion dubioudy. “Perhapsit might."

CHAPTER VI

Martin Brand poked the steamgun into the aero-cab driver's back with avicious jab.

"Was the guy back there your boss?"

"No. I'mjust ataxi driver.’

"Youlie! | know al about this set-up, and I'm here to break it. | intend to break everything.”
Thedriver turned half around.

"What set-up?’ heasked. “I ain't in no set-up..."

"Keep on driving, and face front,” ordered Brand grimly, “and make for the Black Hole. Weve got a
little dete there.”

He saw the red neck of the driver go pale.
"What you going to do?’ he quavered.
"Kill you,” said Brand laconicdly.

He saw the driver's knuckles go white on the steering whed, but the face remained rigidly toward the
front. The aero-cab drove on through the darkness beyond the city, through the artificia atmosphere of
the great cavern. Pockmarked everywhere were great black areas that betokened uninhabited areas, and
bright spotsthat indicated cities. To one Side, the Sde facing the sun, severa bright spotsindicated
cratersthat extended straight through the crust, smilar to the giant one which provided the main accessto
the moon'sinterior down which Brand had comein the freighter.

Dimly, across the black void above them, paths of light indicated the sun's beams. In the windless
interior, no dust floated, and dust motes did not break up the beams and make them the brilliant shafts
they arein Earth caves.

Only opposite the crater through which the beams entered did the sun's rays add any appreciable light to
this stygian inner-world. There, brilliant white spots out-glowed the artificid light of cities, but were easily
confused with the cities.

Brand knew had they been further out from the surface he could have seen the huge Black Hole that was
their destination. It might be on the near up-curving horizon in dmost any direction, and Brand felt with
certainty that the driver of the aero-cab was not going toward it. He'd seen him cautioudy, with extreme
downess, so as not to make it noticeable, change his course severa times. And Brand knew thiswasjust
ameans of determining if he, Brand, knew where the Black Hole was.



With an inner smile playing about hislips Brand waited, eyes and ears open, on the dert.

Thedriver indicated a black areajust ahead.

"Thereisthe beginning of the Black Hole crater,” he said. “What do you intend to do with me now?"
"Go directly over it,” Brand said, “and then drop down into it dowly."

The man complied, and the little vessal dropped dowly down in adirect verticd.

Brand seemed to be intently watching the crater walls, shrouded in blackness, but in redlity his attention
was fixed on the driver. He saw the dow tensing of the tiny musclesin thefingers of hisright hand asthey
drew near to a certain outcropping of rock that formed arather wide ledge. Here was adim glow, and
Brand saw that even a space ship could land on the ledge with room to spare. But their aero-cab was
severd hundred yards out from it, and descending very dowly.

Suddenly, Brand acted. He leaped forward, raised the steam-gun, brought it down on the driver's head
just asthe man's right hand shot out toward a button on the dash. The driver uttered alittle moan,
dumped over the whed. The aero-cab began awhistling dive down into the crater darkness.

Brand wrestled the inert body away from the control seat and took over. In amoment he had halted the
downward dive, bore the ship off in adanting zoom away from the danger of crashing the wals, then
hung for amoment, getting his bearings.

Above him was the landing ledge he had seen before. Certain that he hadn't lost the clue it had given him,
Brand began to drop the ship dowly again. Into pitch darkness they went. Brand kept one ear cocked to
the stentorous breething of the driver, who was till unconscious. Any changeinit would indicate
returning CoNsCiOUSNESS.

Abruptly the aero-cab bumped solid rock. Brand turned off the motors. A quick flash of thelights, on
dim, showed that he had reached the floor of this particular pit. It was certainly not the Black Hole. Indl,
it was perhaps three miles deep, and smal in diameter at the base. He placed asmall packagein the
man's pocket, searched him for weapons, found none, and after amoment of thought |eft asmall
flashlight. It was awesk, two-cdlled affair, and its beam would penetrate the gloom only afew feet. He
dragged the unconscious man from the cab.

Then Brand stepped back into the aero-cab and started up the shaft of the crater toward the ledge
above.

* * % %

He drove the ship silently down toward the far end of the great ledge landed in pitch darkness close to
the crater wall, under adight overhang of rock. There he turned off the motors and left the ship.

Sowly, he made hisway through the inky blackness on foot, carefully feding hisway aong the rocky
wall, extending an exploratory foot forward before taking each step. He proceeded in this manner for
nearly an hour.

The dim light on the ledge grew stronger, and suddenly Brand discovered the reason for it. Here and
there, in patches on the rock wall, adully luminous paint had been splashed. His hunch had been right.
Thedriver of the aero-cab had been intent on flashing on dl the lights of his cab thereby attracting
attention, and being rescued from his plight. He had firmly believed that Brand intended to kill him, and
had tried to save hislife—and in so doing had betrayed the hiding place of the men Brand was seeking.



Hereinthis pit, somewhere aong this ledge, there must be an opening big enough to admit space ships.
An opening big enough to be used as a base for the fifth-column activities Brand sought to uncover and
destroy.

Perhaps now, at |ast, he would come to grips with the master crimind, the Martian geniuswho was
building up the secret springboard for an dl-out offensve againgt Earth. The offensive that Earth
authorities and Earth people alike scoffed at, because they denied the possibility of an invasion across
41,000,000 to 134,000,000 miles of space.

He went on, now able to see dimly in the phosphorescent glow of the luminous-paint splotches. Heno
longer had to fed hisway, he held his steam-gun in readiness prepared for any surprise.

Here, hefdt sure, judging from the covert actions of the aero-cab driver, he could expect to find sentries.
At least he knew held find someone to whom abright light would have meant gpprehensive action.

Alert, he went on, his soles grinding softly in the sandy pumice of the ledge-floor. Before him he saw a
black areain the cliff wal. It was a cavern opening, and on both sides of it were groups of heavy
boulders. Behind them saveral men could have hidden very easly.

Brand dropped down and crawled along on his belly, taking advantage of every possible conceal ment.
There was no noise but to Brand the scuff of his own body in the sand solid amost thunderous.

It was with surprise that be stopped his progress and becamerigidly immobile at the sight of adark figure
seated with hisback against arock. The man was smoking a cigarette, and thetip of it glowed red ashe
dragged on it. Hisface wasilluminated, and Brand's pul se |egped.

A Martian...

Hed found the opening. There was no doubt that thiswas the hiding place of apart of the fifth-column
Marswas establishing on Luna. This man was aguard. Across hiskneeswas along atcom-rifle, one that
could easily shoot down an aero-cab at adistance of several miles. Brand knew the weapon, a deadly
invention of Earth, which had been stolen by spies and duplicated in Martian factories. It had been used
to potent advantage in the Martian invasion of Callisto. It had telescopic sights that were so perfect, and
had so great arange that even the astronomers marveled at them.

The Martian seemed certain that his duty was an unnecessary one. That an intruder would find thisledge
or attempt to land on it was preposterous to him. Brand glanced out into the void of the interior of Luna,
and saw that any ship without lightswould be perfectly invisble againgt the black curtain. That is, unlessit
chanced to cross a spot of light that betokened acity on the other side, or blundered into one of the
shafts of sunlight that lanced amost invisibly across the cavern. It was obvious that the guard had not
seen the aero-cab descend. Nor could he see light from the crater bottom, because it would be
necessary for him to go directly to the ledge termination and peer over.

Sowly Brand crept forward, hisgun in hand. The guard smoked his cigarette down, flicked it away into
the darkness, then he climbed dowly to hisfeet. His eleven feet of height towered over Brand, who froze
motionless again. The guard relaxed the hold on hisrifle, stretched his great shoulders and yawned.

Brand rose dowly to hisfeet and advanced. A pebble crunched beneath hisfest.

The guard whirled. His gun came up with amazing swiftness, the muzzle pointing directly at Brand's bodly.
Startled by the dexterity of the fellow's movements, Brand had time to do no more than pressthe trigger
of his steam-gun. A white lance legped out, striking the Martian in the abdomen. The Martian doubled
over in agony, but retained hisfooting, bringing his gun once moreinto line.



Brand shot again, swiftly, surely, and the steam lance ended itstrail of death directly between the guard's
eyes. Like an empty sack of brittle burlap which refused to flatten out, the Martian's fragile body
collgpsed. He lay motionless on the pumice, dark blood 0ozing from the wound in his head.

"Hewasn't S0 off-guard at that,” muttered Brand. “ And it wasn't so good for him. It cost him hislife. If |
could have sneaked by..."

But then he laughed.

"What am | fedling sorry for? These fellowsintend to murder millionson Earth, if we givethemthe
chance."

He stepped over to the body, searched it. He found nothing but a pack of cigarettes, which he pocketed,
some matches, a second steam-gun in aholster, and abelt of ammunition. He picked up the atom-gun,
hefted itslong length, then retraced his steps toward his ship some hundred yards, and cached hisloot
dong theline of thediff-wall.

He returned and lifting the Martian's body, he carried it to the edge of the ledge and hurled it over.

Then, dl traces of his actities having been removed, he made hisway into the black opening of the cave.
As he rounded a bend, a source of illumination became visible, and he saw that ahead therewas a
broadening of the tunnd, plus saverd branching tunnelsthat led off at angles. Obvioudy, thiswasa
complex system of caves and tunnels—an ided hiding place for Martian agents and Lunarian
fifth-columnigs

Brand crept forward, following the illumination, his nerves tense with caution. He progressed severd
hundred yards before the illumination became bright enough for him to follow without feding for his
footing. He could now see the rock underfoot, and he redlized that thiswas no artificid illumination, but a
natural glow that emanated from the rock itsdlf.

So far he had seen no signs of the human occupancy that he sought, and his brows furrowed in
puzzlement. Why bury themsalves so deeply? Obvioudy, farther ahead, there was ahuge cave, lighted
with phosphorescence, but peering at the tunnel floor, Brand could see no traces of any passage through
the sand and scattered pumice. In fact, his own footprints showed clearly and digtinctly.

Brand halted. Something was wrong about this. If the enemy used thistunnel as ahideout, they either
carefully obliterated their trail, or entered by another route. Perhaps the right way through was one of
those diverging tunndls behind him?.... But they had not been illuminated. The light had drawn him here.

Brand went ahead more dowly, came into the main cavern, alarge place, perhaps severa milesin
diameter. One glance was enough to tell him it was entirely empty. There was no possible placein this
huge lava bubble where anything aslarge asarat could have hidden.

"Wrong trail!” exclamed Brand in annoyance. His voice echoed and re-echoed from the walls of the
cave with startling repetition. Brand clenched hislips shut in tight darm, as those sounds might echo for
milesthrough these tunndls.

When silence descended again, Brand took alast look. He saw atiny black opening in the wall severa
hundred feet away, and walked toward it cautioudy. It led into pitch darkness.

Was thisthe way? Was he on theright trail at that?

He stepped insde, walked on into gloom that grew blacker, until with aturning of the passage it became
complete. Once more he was forced to fed hisway dong. After atime, the sound of hisfootsteps



ceased abruptly to echo back to him, and became amost soundless. He halted. He had emerged into a
space more vast than any he had yet been in. That was obvious. About him was the atmosphere, the
fedling, of sheer immensity, of empty distance.

Therewere no tunnel wallsto guide him, he redlized that another step might plunge him into a bottomless
pit. Very obvioudy thiswas not the hiding place of the people he was seeking. Better retrace his steps...

A rustle out of the darkness brought him around in sudden dert, his gun ready. Looming over him,
swooping down with incredible speed, was a shadowy monster, giant-winged, reptile-bodied. 1t glowed
with apaleviolet radiance dl its own, giving the gppearance of aghostly and very huge bat. Brand
recognized it ingtantly, dthough thiswas hisfirst sght of such a creature. Thiswas the dreaded |u-bat of
Lunas caves attacking him!

Desperately, he raised his steamgun, trained it on the body, depressed the trigger and held it there. The
white lance leaped out, played over the luminous violet of the body, but apparently nothing was
happening. The monster didn't veer in its downward course. Brand could hear the whistle of wind asit
planed down at him now. He kept the steam-gun pouring out itslance.

Suddenly, with devastating effect, the white lance took effect. With atremendous roar, and ablinding
flash of light, the lu-bat exploded. Brilliantly flaring fragments of it scattered and fell like meteors, or
dtar-shells on a battle-front, into atremendous crater.

Brand saw that he was within yards of the edge of this vast depression in the moon'sinner surface. He
as0 saw that there was gpparently no other Side, even in the brilliant white light that came from the
flaming fragments of the lu-bat. Undoubtedly his steam-gun'sintensaly hot ray had caused achemica
combustion in the gaseous interior of the lu-bat, releasing the radioactive dements of itsmake-up in
flaming pyrotechnics.

But the other things that Brand saw in the brilliant light made the immensity of the depths before him
inconsequentid. He realized that he stood now on the rim of the famed Black Hole of Luna, the crater
that had no bottom and had never been safely explored. Floating there under aledge, conceadled from
above, but starkly revealed in the brilliant white light that was dying now asthe lu-bat disappeared miles
below il faling, was a giant space battleship. Behind it was another—and behind that athird. Brand
could see no more, because darkness became complete. But registered on his dazed retinawas the
unmistakable identity of these super-warships. They were Martian!

Now abrilliant light bathed Brand in itsrays and a voice behind him said:
"Up with the hands, Migter! And drop that gun.”

Brand turned dowly, dropped his steam-gun to the pumice at hisfeet. Hetried to see beyond the bright
flashlight trained on him, but couldn't.

"That'sthefirst time I've ever seen alu-bat knocked down with asteamgun,” said the voice. “Usudly it
takes a heavy atom-rifle to get ‘em. Never been tried with a steam-gun before, asfar as| know. It would
betoo slly to try, or would have been up to now. It seems, handled right, they do a pretty fancy job."

Brand was sllent, waiting for his captor to make amove.
"Who areyou?’" asked the man behind the flashlight.
"Robert Wales,” said Brand.



"What are you doing here?'

"lan't that arather Slly question to ask?” Brand put in. “Judging from what | saw anchored out there...”
he waved a hand in the direction of the Martian battleships he'd seen huddled against the crater wall “...I
have afaint hunch my business hereis of the same nature asyours."

"Judging from what you saw anchored out there,” said his captor, “you haven't any business of any
nature that you're going to be doing.” The man with the flashlight moved around behind Brand, and in the
light, Brand saw a pathway |eading toward an opening other than the one by which he had reached the
Black Hole,

"Walk that way, ahead of me,” directed the voice behind the flashlight. “Well have alittle busness
discussion with some people| know..."

Brand began moving. They moved for severa hundred yards, then came to adoor built into thetunnd. A
guard peered forth, then the door opened.

"What you got there, Joe?’ asked the guard, eyeing Brand.

"A guy | found out in the Black Hole, snooping around. He just shot down alu-bat with asteam-gun.
Y ou should have seen the fireworks. Most amazing damn thing | ever saw. Lit up thewhole crater.”

"Lititup?'
"Yeah, for miles”
"Then...

"Sure. I'm taking him to Jeff. He's seen too much, and besides, he ain't alu-bat hunter. No lu-bat hunter
ever went after those babies with asteam-gun.”

"I'll say,” grunted the guard. “But then, nobody ever shot one down with asteam-gun either, until now!”
Therewas frank admiration in the soldier'sface.

CHAPTERVII

Brand's captor ordered him ahead, and they advanced into awarm, lighted series of caverns. Down
severa branches, Brand saw many men, most of them in the uniform of the space-navy of Mars. Hislips
tightened at the sght.

"Commander Wilson,” he muttered under his breath, “thisisn't any sabotage, any fifth-column ... it'sa
full-scaleinvasion, practicaly ready to go!"

"What'sthat you said?’ asked the guard sharply.
"| said thissa pretty fancy setup.”
"Y eg, fancier than you think ... turn right, in that next room."

Brand obeyed the sudden order, entered a small room where two more guards stood, riflesin hand, rigid
at attention. There was adistinct military pose to their bearing—but they were Earthmen.

Brand's captor saluted.



"Sewell, reporting to Commander Killian with acaptive,” he said.
Brand whirled on the man.
"Killian!" heexdamed. “ Commander Killian!"

"Of course. HE'sin charge here. About-face, and march in. Y ou'll be glad to see him, no doubt, if he'san
old friend of yours—and in the same business!” The fellow who called himsdaf Sewdll grinned mockingly.

One of the guards opened the door, and Brand stepped through, hisjaw tense, histeeth biting together
s0 hard hisjaw hurt. In hismind one raging thought flamed. Jeffry Killian was the man he sought. Jeffry
Killian was the mastermind, the arch criminal, the power behind the treachery on Luna!

He faced the man who sat behind an ornate desk, dressed in aplain khaki uniform without insignia of any
kind.

"Cometo ddiver your message to the boss?’ queried Jeffry Killian softly.

"No!” said Brand savagely. “I've cometo kill you! And the only thing that'll prevent meisfor you to kill
mefirg."

Jeffry Killian rose to hisfeet. Hisface was cold now.

"That can be arranged,” he snapped. “I promise you that you will die, but first, | have afew things | want
to talk over with you."

"Tak away!” blazed Brand, reding under the wave of hate that was washing over him now. “I've got
some talking to do myself. Some things I've been saving up to say for ten years...” he choked. “You
scummy, cowardly, yellow rat!™

Killian stepped out from behind the desk, signaled covertly, and Brand found both his arms grasped by
the two guards. Then Killian lashed out with afig, flush to Brand'sface.

Brand reeled under the blow. Another smashing punch sent him to his knees. He clambered back up
again, eyesblazing, lipstight, but silent. At thelook in hiseyes, Killian stepped back, shrugged.

"That'll teach you to keep your mouth shut,” he said.

Heturned to Sewell.

"What's your report?’

"I found him on the edge of the Black Hole. He was attacked by alu-bat. Shot it down with asteamgun.”
"Steam-gun!”

"Yes. Kept it trained on the body, and something must've happened inside. It blew up and burned with
the brightest light you ever saw. Lit up the whole crater for miles around. This gave him agood look at
what we got hid out there. So | stepped in and stuck him up. He said his name was Robert Waes. Also
sad hisbusinesswasthe same asours.”

Killian laughed grimly.

"Sureitis. HEsaspy, but for the other side. Y ou can go now, Sewell. And good work. I'll seethat you
get acaptaincy out of this."



"Thank you, Sir,” said Sewell, and saluting, turned and went out.
Killian eyed Brand a moment.

"Just how'd you find me?’ he asked.

Brand laughed. “By the gtink!"

Killian tensed, then smiled.

"Pretty crude, Boy Scout,” he sneered. “ About the answer 1'd expect from aman of your intelligence.

Y ou never were good at anything that took any specia ability outside of sheer luck. But you can bet your
bottom dollar that your luck's run out now! Y ou aren't going to get out of thiswith your skin. And
besides, isn't that what you've dways claimed you wanted? Bellyaching dl over the solar system about
pulling Degth'stal?‘ Suicide Martin Brand! That'salaugh. And al because of awoman. How aguy with
aslittle baance asthat ever got old enough to vote, is beyond me."

Killian sat down again.
"By theway, whatever happened to Estelle?"
Brand's face went white.

"Y ou know damn well what happened to her! Y ou cracked her up, showing off those insane racing stunts
of yours. Then when you thought you'd killed her, you thought of me, and ran like ayellow cur. Later you
must have found out sheld gone insane, so you never did come back. Big enough to take agirl, but not to
stay when she needed you. That's where you showed your true colors. Daredevil racer, en? Y ou go so
fast because you're afraid of your own shadow!"

"I'd never have done anything to you. If you were what Estelle wanted, that would have satisfied me. |
know now it was she who sent that telegram, not you. Even you couldn't have had the colossal ego to
cal yoursdf aman, much lessthe best one. But at that, | guess Estelle got the kind of aman she
deserved..."

Brand stopped, bit hislip. Even now the hurt of ten years ago bit deep.

Killian seemed curioudy unmoved by thistirade. Instead a sneering smile played around his mouth.
Brand frowned. There was something here that he couldn't understand.

"What are you going to do with me?’ he asked dowly.

"Kill you, of course,” said Killian. “But not right away. I've got afew thingsin mind..."

"What about those ships out there?’ Brand asked bluntly, waving ahand in the direction from which heid
come.

Killian laughed.

"A little hell for Earth,” he sneered. “No harmintelling you. Infact, | think I'll enjoy telling you. And when
| say a‘little hdl, I mean just that. What you saw isjust asample. Weve spent ten years preparing and
we're just about ready. Even the Lunarians don't suspect asingle thing, outside of the usua song they've
been singing to deaf-and-dumb Earth congressmen for years, about taking the rap as buffer sate
between Earth and Marsin case of an invasion. Invasion! Thisisn't goingto beaninvasion, it'sgoing to
beapicnic!”



Brand'sface was pale. For thefirgt timein ten years he called upon hisluck in rea earnest. For thefirst
timeintenyearshe didn't want to die.

"Just one chance...” he murmured. The dmost inaudible pleawas aprayer.

"What?’ asked Killian sharply. “What'd you say?'

Brand stared a him, hislipstight, and said nothing.

Killian flushed. Then heroseto hisfest.

"Takehim out, boys” hesaid. “Lock him up inthecdl, and I'll take care of him later.”

The two guardsmen marched Brand between them, out of the door and down the tunnel. They took
severd turns, during which Brand saw many more soldiers, both Earthmen and Martian. Here and there
he saw aLunarian, dso in Martian uniform. It turned his ssomach. Thiswas ahotbed of traitors, but the
seriousness of it dl wasjust beginning to strike home.

Theingde of the moon was the invasion base that Commander Wilson had feared it might become. It
was not apossibility, but an actua, existing, and extremely powerful base, ready for action.

Lunawouldn't be invaded from space, which was constantly watched by the L una space fleet and the
Lunarian army, but from her own bowels—treacheroudy, swiftly, completely. Lunawouldn't havea
chance, and Earth would then be helpless. She couldn't defend al of her great areafrom attack which
could be directed at any particular spot in afew hours' notice.

"Just one chance!” prayed Brand. “1've got to get away!” Hiswhisper wasinaudible thistime.

* k% k% %

In afew moments the guards hated him before abarred door, opened it, thrust him inside. They locked it
and one of them took up station outside, while the other returned.

Brand found himsdlf in arather large cave, which led back into darkness for quite some distance, and he
explored it thoroughly. Therewas an end to it, but no other exit. His prison was indeed an effective one.

He sat down and his thoughts raced, but the more he thought, the more hopel ess things became. Jeffry
Killian held dl the cards, and through him, Mars held awinning hand. There was no telling when the blow
would fdl, but it ssemed certain that it would be soon.

"Got to make abresk for it,” he muttered. “ As soon as they take me out of here ... even suicide is better
than letting this happen!”

Hisface became grim. Heredlized that at last the luck of  Suicide’ Martin Brand had become just that ...
luck. Only thistime it wasthe other kind.

CHAPTERVIII

Outsde the prison door came the sound of ashort, sharp scuffle, a heavy thudding blow, and the sound
of afdling bodly.

Brand legped to hisfest, listening intently.



The key grated in the lock, and the door swung open. A shadowy figure entered, came toward him.
"Martin?’ camethelow cdl, meodious, haunting, familiar.

Brand froze, hisblood congedled in hisveins.

"Martin?’ camethevoice again, “ Are you here? Please answer me, Martin."

Brand stumbled forward, his voice a hoarse croak of amazement, of wonder, of stunned surprise.
"Edelle!” he gagped. “Oh, my God, Estdlle! It isnt..."

Now her soft handswerein his, and soft lips pressed swiftly, hurriedly, anxioudy against hisown.

"Itis!” shewhispered. “I've come back to you. Thank God, Martin, that | found you in time. I've been
eating my heart out, wanting to tell you what afoal I've been, and how horribly sorry."

"Egdlel” he choked out, redling beneath the shock of it dl. “You ... youredl right? Y ou arent...?"
"No,” she said softly. “I'm not insane any more.”

Her handstugged a him.

"Come quickly,” she begged. “We've got to get out of here, before Jeffry finds out..."

The alowed himsdf to be led out of the prison, past the unconscious body of the guard.

"Jeffry?” he mumbled. “Does he know ... but how ... | don't understand...”

"Never mind dl that now!” pleaded Estelle Carter. “I'll explain later. Right now we've got to get away.
Got to! Come... thisway. | know away out."

Her warm hand in Martin Brand's sent a strange shock to al his nerve centers. He was dazed, groping
about in hismind for an explanation to this miracle that had come to him out of the dark.

"Edele” hewhispered, fill unbelieving. “1 don't understand...”
"Never mind,” shesaid tensdy. “ Y ou've got to get away. Jeffry will certainly kill you."

They cameto adark opening in the basdt wall. She dipped into it and Brand followed. They groped
through inky darknessfor nearly a half-hour, then ahollow booming echoed out of the distance from
behind them.

"Theadarm,” gasped Estelle. “ They've discovered your escape! Oh, quickly! Weve got to get out of this
tunnd..."

She switched on asmdl flashlight and in its light, began a stumbling run down the uneven floor. Behind
them, the dull booming of the darm like a huge drum, or abell that has cracked, throbbed incessantly.
Added to it were faint shouts, hollow and eerie because of the enclosed spaces.

Suddenly, the tunnel opened on anarrow ledge, and beyond the light of the flash, Brand could seethe
abrupt blackness and the awful gulf that indicated the Black Hole. Out there, handing in the darkness
were those three—or more—giant Martian battleships, waiting to surge up and out into spacein
destructive attack on Earth.

* * % %



Estdleflicked off the flashlight's beam and | eft them in total darkness once more. Out here the booming
of the dlarm shrank to amost soundless proportions, swallowed in the vastness of the emptiness around
them.

"Where arewe going?’ Brand asked.

"There are saverd small cruisersfrom the battleships anchored aong the ledge, further down. If you can
reach one of them, you can escape. They'll never find you in the crater.”

Brand stopped dead in histracks. He reached out in the darkness and clutched Estlle'sarm, drawing
her closer to him.

"What'sdl thisemphasison me?’ he demanded. “If | do any escaping, you're going aong.”
Hefdt, rather than saw, her head shake.

"No, Martin, please. | must stay. Nobody will know it was | who helped you escape...”
Brand gasped.

"They know you're here?

"Yes” shesad dowly. “I redizeit'shard to understand, but it'stoo long astory to tell you now. | came
here, looking for Jeffry. | remembered, even &fter ten years...” she hesitated and he felt her shudder,
“...ten yearsin that mad house, where to contact certain persons, and | got word to him. Then, |
cane—"

He stiffened and his voice grew cold.
"Y ou came back to him!” he exclamed roughly.

She stepped close, abruptly, and her warm body pressed againgt his and her arms went around his neck.
Her breath was hot and sweet in hisface.

"No!” shesaidfiercely. “Please, no! Don't believe that. But he left meto die, ran away like acoward.
Hell pay for that! That'swhy | cameto him. Hethinks| love him, but hell know very soon thet | don't!™

Egdleslips met Brand's and pressed fiercely, passonately. Almost without conscious valition, he
responded, clutching her in hisarmstightly, then he pushed her awvay.

"My God!” he said hoarsaly. “What's happened to you? Y ou can't do that! Y ou come with me. Welll get
him another way. When | get back to Commander Wilson with the news I've got to tell him, therell be
action, pronto. Well bottle up thisinvasion flegt, and smash ‘em..."

She stood straight before him.

"No,” shesad firmly. “I'm not going with you. Y ou can believe what you want about me. | know |
treated you shamefully, and | know | deserved to lose your love. But whether or not | ever win it back
again, | am going to pay off Jeffry Killian for what he did to me. Y ou, nor anyone dseis going to stop
me. Another few minutes, and they'll realize we aren't in the caves, and they'll come out here. If they find
us.."

She whirled and he heard her making her way aong the rocky wall. Dazed by the cold fury and
deliberate intent in her voice, Brand followed, hugging the rough basalt to avoid pitching into the Black
Hol€e's depths.



Something insde him felt like alump of ice. It was dmost asense of fesr—fear of thiswoman he had
once loved, who had come to him now with such intense bitterness that he was gppalled. Surging through
him, aso, was a hot emotion that he fought hel plessy to thrust down. It made him spesk to her now...

"Egelle...” he choked.

She stopped. Hisarms closed around her convulsively...
"Edele” hesad hoarsdy. “Isit redly you? Areyou dl right?
For an ingant she was dtill in hisarms, then she spoke.

"Don't beafool,” shesaid coldly. “After what | did to you, are you going to let my appea sway your
reason? If, after thisisall over, | can proveto you by other meansthat | deserve you, maybe...” her
voice softened an instant, then hardened again. “How can you be so stupid asto think | might not betray
you once more? Perhaps | have other motives, not good for you at al, in helping you to escape. Perhaps
| intend only to do harm to Jeffry Killian by releasing you, smply because it wouldn't be agood thing for
him for you to get away. | tdll you, | hate him, and | intend to pay him off!"

He gasped, but he had no answer to this amazing series of satements. Slowly he withdrew hisarms from
around her.

"Maybeyou'reright,” he said with a curiousinflection in histone. What she had just said somehow went
againg hisgrain. It made him fed like a puppet, a helpless bystander, and placed her beforehim asa
force that would sway him asit willed. Suddenly, he rebelled.

"Yes,” hesaid. “Maybe you areright. Since thejob I'm doing hereis bigger than either of us, and
certainly bigger than your persona vengeance, I'm going to take you at your word. Besides, | think my
score againgt Killian isbigger than yours, and | say he'smine! | sworel'd get him, and | will. Show me
those cruisers.”

* * % %

Brand fought down the dmost overpowering desire to believe what he wanted to believe about this
amazingly warm and human, yet terrifyingly chilling woman before him. But they were there, those
emotions, and they brought back that curious exdtation that he lways felt when going into baitle. Only
thistime it wasn't the bitter exaltation of the past ten years paced by the maddening thunder of Wagner's
music. Thethunder wasin hisblood, in asudden uncontrollable begting of hisheart. All a once he
grinned inthe dark...

Up from the immensity beside them shot a bright spark, leaving atrail of lesser sparks behind it that died
asthey drifted. Abruptly abrilliant light burst forth, and aglarefilled the whole crater, lighting the walls
about them with eye-blinding brilliance.

"Run!” Estelle burgt out. “ They've shot up aflare from the battleship!”

From the tunnel behind them came shouits, but as Brand turned, no onewasin sight. They ran. Plainly
revealed before them, anchored to wooden docks fastened to the sheer crater wall, were severa small
cruisers.

They reached them as agroup of men burst from the tunndl. Estelle was ahead, and out of their sight. But
they saw Brand, and a barrage of white lances |egped out at him from their steam-guns. The range was
too far, and they fell short.



Brand's boots rang on the planks of the dock, and he ran toward Estelle. He reached out for her.
"Now,” he panted. “Y ou're getting in with me and were off..."

She dipped out of hisgrasp. In her hand appeared atiny steam-gun.

"No!” shesad coldly. “Getinand go."

He eyed her a second.

"Y ou won't shoot,” he decided with agrin. He leaped forward...

A lance of white legped out, and the planks at hisfeet curled and crackled in flame and splinters.
Amazed, helurched to ahalt, drew back.

"Get inl" she screamed. “Beforeit'stoo latel™

The shouts of the men from the tunnel were close now. Brand hesitated one single furious second, then
plunged into one of the cruisers and dammed the cowl shut. Out of the corner of his eye he saw her lesp
into another.

But he had no timeto be surprised at this new maneuver. He shot the cruiser into the emptiness beyond
the dock. Lances from steam-guns were piercing the darkness around the cruiser now, while above the
flarefaded and died. Behind him, the cruiser piloted by Estelle bore a him. 1ts bow gun flamed fire, and a
blast of energy seared past him.

"Damn!" he swore in shock and surprised anger. She was shooting at him!

With wild rage in his heart, he dammed the throttle down to the floor, and whipped the tiny cruiser into
the black depths beyond the great battleship and in an instant he waslost in pitch blackness that was
broken only by the faint flash of seam-gunsfar behind on the ledge. He had gotten away, clean!

Burning anger seethed through him as he set the automatic blacklight pilot in operation. That would
prevent him from crashing againgt a crater wall, even though it was hundreds of milesto the other side.
Asthe cruiser rushed on in the blackness, his thoughts calmed. With curious certainty, he redized that the
blast from Estelle's bow guns had been deliberately close, yet far enough harmlesdy to misshim. He
redlized that if Estelle had wished, she could have blasted him completely. She had missed intentionaly.

And now, shewas back there, probably docking again, to report failure in sopping him. Then sheld
carry out the cold words she had spoken to him, return to Jeffry Killian to carry her vengeance to the
chilling conclusion that Martin Brand knew suddenly she would. In spite of the memory of her loveliness,
the recollection of the soft warmth and alure of her body, Brand shuddered.

"My God,” he whispered. “What's happened to her?"

* k * %

Brand turned off the motors of the cruiser and drifted silently dong in the utter blackness of the Black
Hole. Vainly hiseyestried to pierce the gloom, tried to see either alight indicating an exit to the surface,
or adistant rock wall that might glow with phosphorescence and alow him to follow it to an opening
back into Lunasinterior.

Right now he was somewherein Lunas crust, which ranged from five hundred to amere two hundred
milesin thickness. A sense of dizziness swept over him momentarily as he discovered that he couldn't



determine which was up and which was down. In fact, he floated amlesdy in emptiness so complete that
he had absolutely no sense of direction, if such athing as direction had ever existed.

Suddenly he knew the reason for the legends and terror attached to being lost in the famed Black
Hole—for heredlized now that he was lost. Out in empty space, no matter how vast it seemed, there
were dways stars—millions of them, al recognizable in their formations, so that direction was merely a
matter of astar map. Here, in utter blackness, space lost itsimmengty, and became ablack shell that
pressed hard against one. Beyond it was nothing—not even in imagination.

In spite of himself, an eerie sensation of terror crept over Brand. His hands remained calm, and his
thoughts crept deliberately over his problem, but the hair on his neck rose in unexplained terror. The
Black Hole was demondtrating its most terrible festure—its ability to immersethoselost withiniits
immengtiesin terrifying mind-chilling panic.

"Steady, Martin,” hetold himsdf. “Thewall of thisthing isright behind you, back where the docks are.”

Even as his voice sounded muffled in the cockpit of thetiny cruiser, Brand knew that “behind” wasjust
another word. He didn't know which direction had been behind. Now it was just the other way from
ahead.

He shot back the cowl of the cruiser, and breathed the heady atmosphere of Lunasinterior. It seemed
curioudy rare here, and he grinned suddenly.

"That'sit!” heexclamed.

For amoment he drove the ship at high speed, having once more closed the cowl, then he shut off the
motor, opened the cowl, and breathed deeply. The air wasrarer than before! “Up!” he said exultantly.
“Who'slog!"

Carefully he noted the cdlibrations on the meters on the control board, then swung the ship around in a
one hundred-eighty degree arc. Again he opened up the motor and blasted through the blackness.

A haf-hour later the motor-jets ceased firing.

CHAPTER X

The enormity of the catastrophe that had happened dawned on him with arush. The cruiser il hurtled
along at high speed, but it would gradualy dow down, then it would drift toward the nearest crater wall
and land there. From then on it would be amatter of making hisway on foot.

Onfoot! Inthe Black Hole!

He looked hopefully at the fuel indicator, pounded it with hisfist, but the needle remained Sationary a
the empty mark.

"I hope they're as carel ess with those battleships!” he growled angrily.

He settled back in the seet, helplessto do anything but scowl at the dimly illuminated instrument pand.
Hetook menta stock of his situation. He had no wegpons on his person, but he did have a gun mounted
in the bow, which was too heavy to detach and carry.

He fumbled about the interior of the cruiser, but it wastiny, and obvioudy never intended for fighting



purposes. There were no other weapons. Furthermore, there was no food, nor water.

He had no flashlight, and to walk anywhere in thisgiant crater without alight would beasuicida
undertaking.

For severa hours he drifted aimlesdly, fretting at the inaction. His speed, according to theindicator, had
dropped to amere eight miles per hour. He might drift endlessly at that rate, depending on hisdirectionin
relation to the walls of the Black Hole.

As he debated on this possibility, he was hurled forward in his seat asthe cruiser crashed into solid rock.
Even at this dow speed, the shock was abrupt, athough not enough to injure him. After the noise of the
crash was gone, the silence enveloped him. The lights on the cruiser had gone out. The only indication of
lifewas his own bresthing, which boomed loudly in hisown ears.

Brand leaned forward in the darkness, fumbled at the instrument pandl. He swore vehemently severa
times, but findly he came up with adashlight, which hed wrested whole from the pandl. With it came a
handful of wiretorn from itsbowels, and severa batteries.

It took fully fifteen minutes to connect them up, and the result was adim glow that spread radiance only a
few feet in each direction. It was enough of aglow for him to see that he had crashed on abarren rock
surface. Judging from the weight of his body, which was about twenty-five moon pounds, hewas at the
moment perched precariously on the steep perpendicular wall of the Black Hole. In relation to the moon
itsdlf, hewas actudly standing at right anglesto the perpendicular. Gravity was apeculiar thing onthis
hollow world!

* k % %

Then he climbed out of the cruiser and walked to its bow. He considered it amoment then began walking
dowly forward in the direction the bow indicated he had been traveling when the cruiser had struck. That
way would be*down” toward the interior of the moon. To wak was adifficult task as dueto the light
gravity, he often found himsdf twisting helpledy intheair.

Behind him, in the darkness, Brand heard afaint rustling, a swish of moving air, and he turned
awkwardly. There was arushing sound, growing in the dark like the nearing approach of some huge
body, and the skin crawled on his scalp. The dim light he carried only served to accentuate the darkness
beyond itsrange, and he could see nothing.

In desperation he tore the wires loose from their connections, and the light went out. Ashe did so, the
cause of the rushing wind became obvious. Swooping down, amost upon him, was the dreaded,
faintly-glowing body of alu-bat!

Before he could dodge its attack, acurioudly light but strong body crashed into him, and crud talons dug
into hisflesh. A pair of powerful tentacles wrapped themselves around him, and with adizzying rush he
felt himsdf carried aoft at terrific speed.

For amoment, the pain of the talons clutching him and the shock of the attack had dazed him, but when
he recovered his senses, he redized that he was being carried to some unknown destination at
express-train pace. He had no doubt as to what this destination was—the nest of the lu-bat! The
purpose—food for young lu-bats!

He became aware that he till clutched the wires from his makeshift light in his hand, but thelight itself and
the batteries were gone. He was about to drop the wire aso, when athought struck him. He had agrim
look of determination as he squirmed around and peered up at the scrawny neck of the lu-bat which was



bobbing up and down asit flew through the increasingly heavy lunarian aimosphere.
"You'll never get meto that nest!” he vowed softly. “Because where | go, corpse or not, you'll go too!"

With apainful effort, he dung the loose end of the wire around the lu-bat's neck, and tied a secure, but
loosdaly looped, knot in it. Then he removed the empty steam-gun holster from hisbdlt, inserted it in the
coil of thewire, and twisted it dowly until it began to tighten around the neck of the lu-bet like a
tourniquet.

Then, hands on the holster, hewaited. If he killed the creature now it would mean dashing himsdlf to
death when they crashed to the surface. If he waited, he could apply the pressure, and it would be a
battle to the death. If he won...

Hisjaw tightened.

"Theluck of ‘Suicide Martin Brand will have to be better than it ever hasbefore,” he whispered softly to
himsdf.

The giddy swaying of the |u-bat's motion was beginning to make Brand very sick, and the pain of the
creature's talons was becoming intense. He could fed blood running down one side, asthe crud claws
pierced his skin. He used one hand to tear at the tentacles holding him, and they tightened, but the talons
loosened, releasing him altogether asthe lu-bat became aware of his efforts and concentrated on
wrapping him moretightly in the tentacles.

Brand gasped for breath and desisted his efforts. If this was any indication, the lu-bat was going to have
al the better of the strangling contest which would begin the moment he tightened that tourniquet.

Below hisfeet, Brand saw afaint glowing spot, and he peered intently. The rush of wind in hiseyes
prevented accurate observation, but suddenly heidentified it.

"A dity!” heexdamed.

The tentacles around his body tightened convulsively. His explosive utterance had darmed the lu-bat.
Blackness washed over hisvison in awave that was not the blackness of the Black Hole.

When he could see again, the dim spot of light was gone. It was only when he relocated it off to the side
afew minuteslater that he redized the lu-bat had changed its course. All a once Brand noticed a
difference in the darkness. There was a sharp line where pitch black ended, and adightly lesser degree
of black began.

The edge of the Black Hole!
Hewas out of the“pit of lost men."
Hewas being carried by the bat through the atmosphere of inner Lunaitself!

Then he noticed that the black rim was diding upward abit, and coming nearer. The lu-bat wasn't
emerging from the pit, but merely heading toward what was possibly itslair somewhere dong the inner
edge of that rim. Asthey drew nearer, Brand tightened his grip on the steam-gun holster, and readied
himsdlf for aquick series of twists that would tighten the innocuous, but deadly strand of wire around the
beast's throat.

The lu-bat dackened speed and hovered an ingtant over aledge. Brand saw the darker opening of a
gmall cavethat did smoothly downward. Thiswas undoubtedly the bat'slair, and perhaps an impossible



place out of which to climb. In quick determination, Brand twisted frantically on the tourniquet. It was
now or never!

Thewireloop sank out of sight into the leathery neck of the lu-bat, and afearsome squawk became a
screaming gurgle. Instantly, Brand found himself the center of acyclone of pain and swirling action.

Thetentaclestightened convulsively around him, and hefelt arib crack with agonizing torture. His head
seemed to be swelling and about to burst. The air rushed out of hislungs as though he were being
smashed benesth asteam roller. The talons of the lu-bat sank into his shoulder and cut deeply.

Almost in afaint, Brand continued to twist, then stopped, conscious despite the whirlwind of tossing and
floundering around, that too much twisting might snap the wire and alow the pressure to be released.

He hung on, managed to dip one end of the holster beneath the loop of the knot in the wireitself. Thishe
did so it wouldn't spin around and loosen the tourniquet when unconsciousness would cause himto lose
hisgrip.

Hefdt the huge beast smash into the ground ... one leg went numb with the blow. One hand wastorn
from his grip on the holster, and ground againgt arocky surface that shredded his skin.

Tremendous shocks buffeted him as the lu-bat flopped around. Then he felt himself hurled fifty feet
through the air, and despite the low gravity, he landed with astunning, bone-breaking crash at the base of
thewall that marked the inner edge of the ledge. Hefet hisbody dipping dowly over the edge of the
lu-bat's nest, and glimpsed below him the yawning mouths and the staring eyes of adozen small |u-bats,
who were [unging about in excitement and anticipation of the feast that awaited them.

Franticdly, with hislast conscious effort, Brand clawed hisfingersinto the creviced rock and tried to
drag hisbody back from its precarious position. The tremendous thrashing of the dying parent lu-bat
rased adinin hisearsthat kept him from the brink of unconsciousness for the moment, but then he found
himsdlf going limp, and hisfingers released their grip. He dipped down...

A tremendous blow from the lu-bat's wing smashed into him, and the lu-bat flopped down past him into
itslair. Brand was dmost unaware of the tremendous commotion that resulted below him asdl went
black and sound was blotted out by terrible silence.

* k * %

Martin Brand found himsdf lying in abed and suddenly became aware of his surroundingsin avery
unsatisfactory manner to him. He discovered that it was distinctly no pleasure to awake and find every
limb aching and his head fedling as though a dozen imps were pounding on his skull with red hot
hammers.

But there was one thing that was certainly not painful. Instead, it was strangdly soft, cool and caressing. It
ran soothingly across hisforehead in agentle way that reminded him of awoman'sfingers ... woman's

fingers?

Looking down into his eyes were the cool blue ones of the mystery girl. The girl who had killed aman to
savehislife—for noreason a al.

He closed hiseyes.

"No,” hewhispered to himsdlf. “I'm lying in a hole with baby |u-bats picking my bones clean. | can't bein
abed, with her nurang me. Itjustisntlogicd.”



"Butit'strue,” came her cdm voice, soft and meodious. “You arein bed. | am stroking your forehead,
and the lu-bats aren't picking your bones ... because | got to you before you fell to them.”

The opened hiseyesagain.

"Theluck of Suici...” heshut hislipstightly, suddenly. Then he went on, covering up hisnear dip. “The
luck of Satan himsdlf must bewith me.”

"Yes, Martin Brand,” she said, “your luck is still holding out. No, need to look startled, or darmed. |
know who you are, and why you are here."

Brand lifted himsalf on one elbow and groaned. “Damn!” he said fedingly. “I'm dl busted up.”
He sank back again, and continued what he had been about to say:
"Y ou know an awful lot. Too much, in fact. just who are you, anyway?'

"My name,” shesaid, “is Kathleen Dennis. My number is 28, and my sector is24A, Luna. Y ou have two
broken ribs. We arein my ship somewhere near the Liebnitz mountains and asmall crater near the Black
Hole. And you are going to stay right where you are until you are able to get back to work."

He stared at her.
"That'sjust dandy! And who says s0?'
"Specia Services”

"Doyoumeantotel me," he asked wonderingly, “that you, awoman, arein the Speciad Service working
on the same problem | am?"

She nodded. “Isthat so unusual? Don't you think | can handle thejob?"

"Sofar,” hesadwryly. “I'min no position to deny that. And I'm rather relieved to know you killed
Ormandy, because he had me on the spot. | had you ticketed for alot different set-up...” he stopped and
his eyes narrowed dightly “...maybeit isadifferent set-up!”

"Y ou mean you don't believe my story?'
Helooked at her steadily.

"Persondly, I'd like to, but actudly, I'd be afool to. Y ou may be one of the gang. Just the same, your
ordersdon't go with me. I'm getting up right now, and doing alittle sending over your radio.”

Brand tossed back the covers, grimacing with the pains his motions caused, and tried to get hisfeet
(which he discovered were bare) out onto the floor. He was clad in brilliant blue pagjamas, certainly not at
al intended for the male sex.

"Y ou've certainly taken someliberties” he said with some confusion, “or isthe orderly out on an
errand?’

"Thereisno orderly,” she said, “and you aren't getting up, nor are you sending anything over any radio.”
She put her hands gently on his shoulders and pressed him back on the pillows.

"Ohyes, | an!” hesaid angrily. “It'samatter of vital importance. And if you don't let me get up, I'll fix
you, but good!"



She crossed thetiny cabin, took his clothes from alocker, and walked to the door.

"You can havethese” shesaid, “ after you fed better. Asfor your ‘vita’ message, I've already taken care
of that. | radioed the home base of the presence of armed enemy shipsin the Black Hole. Heis sending
inapatrol cruiser in afew hours.

"A patrol cruiser!” gasped Brand, Sitting up in spite of the pain. “ Good God, girl. Thet crater isfull of
battleships! The minute acruiser shows up, it'll be blasted wide open. It'll never come back out of the
Black Hole!"

Shelooked at him curioudy.

"Doyou redly believethat?’ she asked. “| told headquarters base you were babbling about battleships,
but he was convinced you were ddlirious. Such ships could not possibly have gotten into Luna. They'd
have to passthefleet, and they could not have come down the entrance crater on Dark Side. Thereisno
other crater through which they could enter.”

"What about the one you just told me about?’ he asked. “If you came out near the Liebnitz right from a
crater that opens near the Black Hole, the answer is obvious.”

Shegmiled swedtly.

"Too smdl,” shesaid. “It'sknown only to the Specid Service, and it's through that the patrol ship will go
with barely enough room. That's the main reason a patrol isbeing sent. The other issimply to check on
your belief, however wrong, that there are armed forcesin the Black Hole."

She moved into the doorway .
"Where are you going with my clothes?” he demanded, scrambling painfully half out of bed.

"Somewhere where you won't be tempted to put them on and leave this ship,” she said. “And too, | have
work to do. | have to guide the patrol to the crater entrance. They don't know whereit is."

She shut the door, and as he stared, he heard the lock turn.

"Damn!” hesaid loudly.

* * % %

With a groan, he heaved himsalf erect, crossed to the door and rattled the knob.

"You crazy littlefool!” he shouted. “ That patrol ship will never comeout! Let meout of here! I'll radio
Commander Wilson mysdf!"

There was no answer, and as he stood there, the ship lurched, and took off dowly. He reeled back to the
bunk, sat down, and hung on until the ship leveled off. Then he got up again, crossed to the lockers and
opened each onein turn. Thefirgt was bare; the other held aregulation space suit. He grunted, then with
great effort, he climbed into it. When he had completed his job of makeshift clothing, he removed the
smdl crowbar from the belt of the space suit. He crossed to the door and inserted it between door and
jamb. Then, sweating with the pain the effort caused, he pressed until the lock sprang open and the door
swvung inward.

He gripped the steam-gun from the hol ster in the space suit and walked unsteadily down the tiny corridor
toward the control room. Here he found the girl seated at the controls. She was looking out of the



observation window. There was another ship out there, apatrol cruiser. Brand recognized its deek lines.
He stood behind the girl, leveled his gun.

"Okay, Kathleen,” he said, his voice muffled in the space suit, “you can open up the radio key and send a
little message to that patrol.”

She whirled around, faced him. She took one amazed glance at the space suit, then she smiled.

"| forgot the suit,” she confessed.

"I'd have comein the pgamas,” he said grimly, *or without, if necessary. That patrol has got to stop!”
Her eyes narrowed.

"Why?

"Becauseit'ssuicide!” he said angrily. He opened the face plate on the suit.

"Open that key,” he demanded. “I'm in no mood to fool around.”

Sheturned and pressed the key. Then she spoke into the transmitter. “ Twenty-eight calling Space Patrol
N-twenty-seven.”

Thereply cameindantly.
" Space Patrol N-twenty-seven. Ready for message.”
Brand leaned over, grasped the microphone in his free band.

"Cancel that order to investigate,” he said. “It'ssuicide. There are at least three heavy battle cruisers
anchored ingde, and they'll blast you to atomsin two seconds.”

"What?' came a tartled gasp from the patrol ship. “Battle cruisers.... hey, wait aminute. I'll haveto call
Captain Craig.” There was amoment's pause, then the voice of the operator camein again.

"Who areyou?’ asked the puzzled voice. “Isthisthe ship dongsde?”

"Yes” sadthegirl. “I'mright here. At the moment | have a steam-gun in my back. My patient has
refused to believe | have orders from headquarters.”

"l believe ‘em,” sngpped Brand. “ That's what's bothering me. | know what you fellows are going into,
and I'vegot to stop it."

A new voicecutin.
"Captain Craig cdling,” thevoice sad. “What's the trouble, twenty-eight?"

"Captain,” said Brand urgently. “ Thisis Martin Brand. I've discovered at least three of Mars' biggest
battleships anchored in the Black Hole. If you go in there, you'll be blasted out of existence...”

"What did you say your namewas?’ asked Captain Craig's voice with a peculiar noteto it.
"Martin Brand,” snapped Brand. “I am a Specia Service operative, acting under Commander Wilson."

"Commander Wilson, eh? Whoever you are,” said theradio, “land at once and prepare for boarding.”



Theradio went dead.

Brand stared down at Kathleen in surprise. Her hand was on the key.

"What'd you do that for?’ he asked. “ And what does he mean ‘whoever | am'?”
Her face was white, and there was something in her eyes akin to terror.

"Martin,” she said tensely. “ Commander Wilson died four days ago of a heart attack! So, when Captain
Craig questioned your identity, he had good reason. Another thing: Didn't you know that a public funerd
was held for you when you became Robert Waesin actudity aweek ago? Commander Wilson deemed
it the wisest course, because he knew things were about to break. So when you said Martin Brand..."

Brand's senseswhirled dizzily around him.
"You mean...?7" he gasped.

"Yes. | lied to youwhen | said | radioed about the battleships. | did radio, but could only report
sugpicious activity in thislocdity. If this Specid Service thing were to become known to the Senate...”

"Then Craig intendsto arrest me?’ questioned Brand harshly.

"Yes. And when he does, helll arrest you as Robert Wales. Y ou'll be exiled to Venus, perhaps, but that's
better than being shot asa spy-"

Kathleen's voice was trembling strangely.
"I only wanted to save you from the terrible Situation you arein...”
A moment Brand stared at her curioudy. Then he amiled.

"I'mnotinajam,” hesaid. “ Commander Wilson foresaw that something might happen to him, so he
placed acomplete record on file, to be opened in an emergency concerning Robert Wales, which will
completely exonerate me and reveadl me asa Specid Service agent. It will even provethat my origina
conviction, under the name of Robert Wales, was a put-up job to conceal my true mission, and give me
access to the plots and counterplots of the fifth-columnigts.”

Kathleen roseto her feet and faced him, her face even whiter than before. “No, Martin,” she sad,
“you're wrong. There are no such papers. A week ago the Bureau of Records of the Specia Service was
completely wrecked by an explosion, and every document was burned in the resulting fire. | am the only
other living being who knows you are Martin Brand, and | couldn't proveit. | can't even prove you are
Robert Wales..."

For dong moment Brand stared at her in stunned surprise. Then, thetiny cruiser rocked as a shell
exploded across her bow.

"Wevegot to land!” Kathleen cried. “ They're shooting awarning over our bow!"
Abruptly Brand pushed her aside, did into the control seet, ignoring the agony in his chest.
"Where'sthat crater opening?’ he asked savagdy. “ Straight ahead?'

"Yes” shesad, "Now! We're over it now!" Her eyeswerefixed on the observation window. “But
Martin, please don't! They'll shoot usdown...”



Below them Martin Brand saw the smal, dark opening of the crater. With amotion that hurled the girl
into acorner in ahegp, and pressed him savagely back into his seat with pain grinding in his chest, he sent
the cruiser hurtling down into the black depths. The brilliance of sunlight was replaced by pitch darkness.
It was lighted momentarily by the brilliant flash of amagnesum-atomic exploding against thewall beyond
him asthe patrol ship took a desperate shot a him in acrippling attempt. The light showed Brand what
he needed, and for the next six seconds he drove the cruiser down anarrow, danting shaft with death at
each ebow. Then and only then did heturn on the lights.

A scream came from behind him.
"Martin! We're going to crash! ... Thistunnel turns at right angles two miles down!"

Looming up amile ahead was the wall of rock that seemed to be the end of the tunnel. Rockets roared
and flamefilled the crater shaft as Martin gave the decel erators everything the ship had. Blacknessredled
inon him, but he hung on grimly, ignoring the pain in his chest thet threatened to engulf himin
UNCONSCIOUSNESS.,

Even through the walls of the ship the scream of the bow rocketswas audible ... and it wasthe last thing
Brand heard before he sighed helplesdy and eased down into afeathery oblivion—that and hisown
tortured voice whispering in agony: “ Damn those broken ribs..."

CHAPTER X

It was adream. It couldn't be anything else ... waking in abed, feding acool hand on hisforehead,
opening his eyesto stare up into the degp blue ones of the girl with the red hair—that had al happened
before.

"How do you fed now?” Kathleen asked.
Helooked up at her, and puckered his brows.

"| fed pretty good,” he admitted. “But al thisisalittle cockeyed. It's happened before, and that isn't
logicd. Thistime I'm only dreaming. I'll wake up, and find mysdlf lying in the bottom of acrater..."

He sat up, discovered that hisribswere still sore, but was conscious that al the agonizing pain was gone.
"Hey! | am awake! And thisisnt aship. It's..."

"Itsahospital in Luna City,” said Kathleen. “| flew you here after ducking the patrol in the crater shaft.
They went on to the Black Holeto investigate. | found some papersin your clothes saying you were
Edgar Barnes, prospector, and | told them I'd picked you up after you had been attacked by lu-bats."

"How long ago wasthat?’ asked Brand urgently.
"Oh, | brought you here over aweek ago. Y ou've been in a pretty bad way."

"l don't mean that!” exploded Brand impatiently. “How long ago since the patrol ship went into the Black
Hole?'

"They went inimmediady after we euded them. But no onein Lunaknowsit."

"Any report Snce?"



"I don't know. | had to hide my ship in acrater. Besides, the radio got smashed when we hit the wall."
"Hitthewdl!"

"Yes, but not hard. Y ou had the ship nearly stopped when we reached the turn in the crater shaft.”

"Y ou took over from there, hid from the patrol, and took me here, concealing my identity?"

"Wes"

"Do you know what you've done? Y ou've aided a crimina to escape. Y ou've placed yoursdf ina
Stuation asimpossible to explain as my own. I'm anobody now. I'm dead and buried. Even my
mock-persondity is non-existent. | am an assumed name which can't hold up aminute under inspection,
with the strange angle that when the fraud is discovered, there's no real name to tack onto me. I'm the
living example of anonentity!"

"Yes” shesad. “I know what I've done.”
"Why areyou doing it?" he asked bluntly.
Shelooked a him along moment, then she spoke dowly.

"Firgt, becauseit's part of my work. | have ajob to do, which isjust as necessary for meto carry
through, asyoursisfor you. Now, with the Stuation theway it is, thewholething isleft up to me. The
second, and | guess, the best explanation isbecause | love you.”

Brand sat bolt upright in bed. “What!"
Her eyes met his steadily.

"For ten years|'ve admired you—no, longer! | think | loved you, in aworshiping, little-girl way even
before your intended marriage. | was happy when | thought you had found your happiness, and | cried
when shejilted you. I've cried many times since then—every time | heard another story of * Suicide
Martin Brand and his reckless exploits on the space lanes. Everybody called you alucky fool, afighting
daredevil who aways seemed to bear acharmed life, who awayswon what he fought for. But | knew
therea drive behind you. | knew the unhappinessthat filled you, the hurt you were trying to hide, the
acheyou weretrying to kill, and the memories you were trying to forget.

"| joined the Service smply because | loved you, and | wanted to find you, and follow you, and meet you
... and try to take the place of that, that..."

She paused and her eyesfdl findly. But she went on:

"Oncel amost met you. It wasin abar. Y ou were too drunk to notice anybody, and | was Sitting
nearby. | heard you say something that proved al | knew about what really goes oninside you. Y ou said,
to no onein particular, because you were done: ‘1 wanted awoman, awoman who could ride the stars
with mein alittle cottage on the sea shore.” When you said that, Martin, | discovered | wanted to be that
woman..."

Her voice ceased, and her eyeslifted again, looked at his.

For along moment there was silence while he looked at her, while he fought for something to say. Then it
was she who spoke.

"I know I'm making afool out of mysdlf, but what I've said had to be said now, because | think it will be



thelast chance | will ever haveto say it. I'm going now, and | won't see you again. Y ou had better go
too. Y our work isended. Y ou must leave here, because even if no one on Earth will believe who you
are, there are people here who know, and they will seethat you are removed.”

"You crazy littlefool,” said Brand chokingly. “Y ou crazy little fool. Somebody ought to spank you.” He
swung hislegs out of the bed and stood up. “Call an orderly. | want my clothes. I'm getting out of here
right now, and I'm damned if I'm going to run away. Commander Wilsonistill my boss, and he gave me
ajobtodo. 'mgoingtodoit, if I can!”

She stood staring a him. “Please,” she pleaded. *'Y ou must go away. Y ou can't do anything. Evenif you
found out the truth, you couldn't make any Earth officid believeit..."

"Then I'll do it mysdlf!” said Brand. “1 know thetruth! That Black Holeisfilled with Martian battleships,
and they'll be coming out soon to blast at Earth. Theniitll betoo late. And why do you, who are
supposed to be on the same mission | am, keep ingsting on letting that happen, | can't understand. If you
say you know me so well, and arein love with me, which isthe wildest thing | ever heard of, then why
don't you help me, instead of hindering me?"

Her face burned red. Then she spoke, and her voice was level.

"I'll send an orderly. Put your clothes on and meet mein the lobby. We're going to the Black Hole ...
together! And if you can show me those battleships...”

Shewhirled and amost ran from the room while Brand stared after her in amazement and bewilderment.
In afew minutesthe orderly came, and Brand asked for his clothes.

"I'mleaving,” he sad. “Please have my hill made out..."

"It'sbeen paid,” said the orderly.

Brand flushed.

"Then get my clothes” he barked. “I'minahurry.”

Ten minuteslater he walked down the hallway, rather unsteadily, but with growing strength ashe
regained asurety of step. He went down in the elevator, walked into the lobby. He glanced around, but
Saw no one.

Suddenly he noticed two men advancing toward him. One was dressed in the uniform of the Lunar
Palice. The other was the taxi-driver Brand had marooned in the crater-bottom near the Black Hole.

"You'reunder arrest,” said the Lunarian officer.

Brand's eyes narrowed and he tensed himsdlf. He eyed the taxi driver who now was dressed in civilian
clothes and stood looking a him with a strange calmnessin his manner, apeculiar glint in hiseyes.

"What for?’" asked Brand.

"For theft, for attack with intent to do grest bodily harm, for kidnapping, and if that isn't enough ... for
murder,” said the officer. * Put out your hands.”

Therewas a pair of handcuffsin one hand, and a steam-gun in his other. It wasleveled sraight at Brand's



heart.

AsBrand put out his hands reluctantly, there came adight hissing. Thelight globein the celling shattered,
and the room was plunged into darkness. Brand hurled himself ingtantly to one sde. A brilliant lance of
white pierced the spot where hisbody had been. Brand stumbled over achair, picked it up and hurled it
savagely at the spot where the officer had been standing. There was athud, amuffled curse, and the
sound of afdling body, but Brand wasn't waiting to hear more. He plunged toward the door, which was
dimly lighted from the street lights outside.

Without bothering to open it, he shielded his head in hisarms and hurled hisbody straight through thethin
plastic-glass. It shattered with a crash, and he fdl to the sidewak outsde. Parked at the curb was ataxi,
which Brand hurled himsdf into. With one savage blow he knocked the driver unconscious, then dumped
him over theside.

From somewhere down the street awhite flash came. The glass of the windshield shattered and frosted
weirdly under the effect of theintensely hot steam bolt from a steamgun. But Brand had the taxi under
way now, and it hummed into the air, flashed around the corner of abuilding, and roared upward into the
darkness of inner Luna.

Behind him afast ship, not acab, was climbing in pursuit. Brand redlized it was apoliceflier, obvioudy
the vehicle of the officer who had comein to arrest him, with afellow officer init. Apparently the
encounter with Brand on hisfeet, when they had expected to arrest him in hisbed, had caught them a bit
unaware.

The ship behind was by far faster than the cab, but Brand had gotten agood start. Now, against the pitch
black of the inner world's eternd midnight sky, Brand knew it would be adifficult job for them to spot
him. He made sure every light was out, then sent the cab hurtling on atangent. Three times he changed
directions, then zoomed down close to the rocky surface and dowed so that his motor roar became a
dull humming. He searched the black vault above him with keen eyes.

The pursuing ship was nowherein sght.

"Those Lunar policeare no fools,” he said. “ They've probably doused their lights too, and are waiting for
meto come up again.”

Brand studied the faint lighted spots that indicated Lunar citiesfar above on the other side of the hollow
ball and tried to determine his whereabouts. Finally he nodded grimly, then sent the taxi humming toward
the north of Luna City. If he hadn't forgotten, it was near there he would find afamiliar crater...

A hdf-hour later he was sure his directions were right. He rose higher in the air, and increased his speed.
Ahead loomed the black spot that wasthe crater. Abruptly a brilliant beam of light bathed the shipinits
rays. Behind him the police ship bore down on him.

"Right!” gagped Brand. “He wasn't so dumb. That guy'sared policeman!”

Therewas admiration in his voice, even as he shot the taxi down at the limit of its speed, straight for the
edge of the crater. He looped over it fast, dropped down like a plummet. Then he leveled off and landed
on the now familiar ledge. He whirled the whed of the cab, faced it on an angle toward the farther edge
of the crater, stepped out, and shot the motor button al the way down. He dropped to the ledgein a
heap asthetaxi roared upward and away. It raced out of the crater like ameteor, its exhausts visible
now with the tremendous speed.

He dropped behind a boulder and waited. The police ship roared over the edge of the crater, spun



violently to avoid collision, then looped to follow the hurtling, driverlesstaxi. Both ships bore away on a
graight line at tremendous speed, and Brand chuckled.

"Hethought | intended to drive him againgt the wall with that maneuver. Now hell follow until he gets
m”

From behind Brand there came a shout, and he turned to see armed men pouring from the tunnd at the
base of the ledge. They had seen him land, and were after him!

Brand roseto hisfeet, ran back into the shadows adong the crater wall and raced dong. Around him

bolts from steam-guns were hitting. He ducked low, unable to fire back. He had no steam-gun thistime.
It hadn't been with his clothes. A sudden memory staggered him in his stride and he stopped in histracks,
retraced his steps severd yards, anxioudy scanned the base of the crater wall where it met the floor of
the ledge. His pursuers, amazed at thisinexplicable maneuver, dowed down; severa dropped behind
boulders.

Then Brand saw it ... the atomic rifle he had taken from the Martian guard held killed thefirst time he
landed on thisledge!

He saized it, dropped flat on his somach, and sighted at the advancing men. Brilliant explosions rocked
theledge. Severa men went down like stricken sheep. Brand fired quickly, methodicdly, and ina
moment the ledge before him seemed deserted. All of his attackers who had not been killed, had hidden
themsdves as effectively as possble.

Brand laid down athundering barrage of shots that blanked out the ledge in waves of smoke and dust,
then he legped to hisfeet and ran back the way he had originaly been heading. In the black shadows he
amodt ran into the aero-taxi where he had hidden it. With athrill of thankfulness he climbed into it, did
into the driver's seat, and sent the craft humming into the darkness of the crater, hidden from view of the
men on the ledge by the smoke that <till hung thickly around the scene of the exploded atomic shells.

A moment later he was over the edge and speeding forward toward the Black Hole.

"Now to find out about that patrol ship,” hesaid grimly.

CHAPTER Xl

It was obvious that the system of caves through which he had traveled origindly to reach the Black Hole
was located between the crater he had just lft, and the Black Hole itself. Therefore, the Martians would
be anchored directly below him and perhaps only four or five miles down.

That hunch proved to be correct. AsBrand alowed his aero-cab to drift dowly down in theinky
blackness, the bulk of atremendous vessel |loomed up suddenly, so close that he grazed the giant hull.

Brand stopped the cab short, hung motionless under the belly of the greet, deadly fish of space. He could
seeitsbulk dimly, stretching for athousand yardsin each direction. Somewhere off to hisleft would be
the wooden docks where the small cruisers were located. If properly fueled, one of those shipswould be
much better than the unarmed aero-cab. Against the giant battleships, they would be asimpotent asa
mosquito, of course, but Brand had no intention of attempting anything so futile.

He moved the aero-cab dowly aong under the belly of the monster ship, noting the huge bomb racks
with their gaping openings. Those bombs were hydrogen atomic bombs, just aswere the bulletsin his
atomic rifle. They must never be loosed on Earth!



He sent the aero-cab toward the wooden docks, and reached them in pitch darkness. With some
unavoidable bumping around, he managed to make the cab fast and climbed onto the dock. He couldn't
see whether there were any cruiserstied up there or not.

"Cantrisk alight,” he muttered.

He dropped to his bands and knees and crawled aong the docks, so as not to stumble off into space. At
each mooring post, he felt for a cable that would indicate a cruiser moored there.

Findly he found one. The gangplank was down, and in amoment he had opened the lock and stepped
insgde. This ship was considerably larger than the one he had escaped in before. It was at |east aten-man
cruiser, and when he had closed the lock, he fumbled for the light switch and snapped it on.

Lying on thefloor at his feet was the body of aMartian guard, his face seared away by a steam-gun blast
and hisbody lying in apool of blood!

"My God!” exclamed Brand in stunned surprise, unable to fathom the meaning of this discovery.

Swiftly Brand snapped off the lights and stood ill. Was there anybody e se on this ship? He listened
intently, but heard no sound. Softly he made hisway forward. This cruiser would have aradio—and it
was the radio he wanted to find. He reached the control room door and opened it softly. It was dark
insde. He closed the door behind him, then groped forward.

Behind him aflashlight beam lanced out, caught him full in the back. His own shadow loomed gigantically
againg the control board ahead of him.

"Don't move,” said achill femininevoice. “Raseyour amsinto theair dowly!"
"Egelel” he gasped, and whirled around.

"Martin!” For an ingtant the voice held unutterable shock, and she stood as though parayzed. He couldn't
see her face digtinctly behind the brightness of the flashlight, but for an infinitesmd fraction of a second,
he thought he saw annoyance mirrored in her tight lips.

Then abruptly she snapped out the flashlight and wasin hisarms, her lips pressed againgt his passionately,
devouringly. She was sobbing.

"Oh Martin, Martin, I'm so glad you've come back. I'min terrible trouble...”
Brand stood there, holding her in hisarmstightly, astrange tumult in his breast.
"Egele” hechoked. “I..."

The soft shaking of her shoulders and hungry pressure of her lips stirred him as nothing had ever stirred
him before. But even in the confusion of it al, he remembered the near-miss of her guns as she had tried
to shoot him down as he escaped into the Black Hole.

She must have sensed the doubt in his half-yielding lips, and reading hismind, she said, “Y ou thought |
was shooting at you?’ she questioned tearfully. "I wasn't, Martin. | only wanted to make it look as
though | wastrying to get you. So that Jeffry Killian would trust me when | came back to him..."

His hands were on her shoulders, holding her at arm'slength.

"Cameback?’ he asked. “Y ou mean you wanted him to believe you were afriend, and your red
intention was revenge?"



"Yes,” shesad dowly. “1 hate him ... more than | loveyou, if that's possible. | wanted to kill him; torture
him dowly firg, then kill him just asdowly. But I...” she paused.

Brand tried to see her featuresin the dark and failed.
"What did you say?’ he whispered hoarsely.

"l wanted to kill him...” she began.

"No, no! You said something de...”

Shelifted his hands from her shoulders, pressed closeto him, and thistime her lipskissed his cheeks, his
lips, hisnose, and findly buried themselves at his neck.

"l said ‘“asmuch as| loveyou',” shewhispered. “And | do, Martin! Oh, | do! So very much..."
A fiery exatation was suddenly surging through Brand's veins, and there was exultation in hisvoice.

"Thank God, Estelle, I've gotten you back at last! 1've been going mad for ten years, with hunger for you,
with memories..."

Hekissed her lips tenderly, then he stood erect and gripped her armstensdly.
"You said you werein trouble! What kind of trouble? Who killed that Martian soldier in the corridor?”
"I did. I had to. He was guarding the cruiser—they've put aguard on everything now, Snce your escape.”

"But why?" asked Brand. “What was so urgent on this ship that made you kill aman to get into it? Were
you running away?'

"No. | wanted to send aradio message, and thisisthe only way | could do it without Jeffrey finding out
where it came from, or who sent it."

"A message to whom?"

"To Commander Wilson. | knew he was your superior officer, and | had to know if you had escaped,
and what you were doing. There's so much that has been going on while you were gone! Martin, they're
amost ready! The attack will come any day now!"

"Edtele,” said Brand soberly. “I'm afraid thereisn't much | can do about it. I'm in trouble too, and there's
no way out. Y ou see, Commander Wilson isdead. Officialy, sois Martin Brand. In my identity as
Robert Wales, | am apoalitica criminal, and al record of my work asa Specia Service agent is
destroyed. I'm nobody, Estelle, except a namel ess prospector wanted for murder by the Lunar police.
I've got ajob to do, and no oneto help me doit. I've got to work entirely alone.”

"What are you going to do?’ she gasped.

"Just what you intended to do,” said Brand. “1'm going to use that radio. But first, you must tell me
something. Has there been any action down here? Has an Earth Patrol ship investigated? And if so, what
happened to it?'

She shook her head.

"No. I'm sure of it. There has been no disturbance. But | do know that several more battleships have
arrived, and many transports. They are strung in along line straight down from this anchorage. They have



aufficient force to invade Earth and subjugate it. The moon will be asimple matter. One battleship and
onetrangport can take over the Lunar cities at will. The battleship will anchor at the center of the moon,
command al the cities at long range, and blast those that refuse to surrender.

"The Martianswill take over dl the space ports, and fifth-columnistswill aid in thiswork. Jeff said there
were two hundred thousand fifth columnists waiting for the battleship to emerge and destroy the main
entry shaft. That will bethe signd for the fifth-column attack.”

"But that'ssuicidd!” said Brand. “How will they get the battleships out of the moon to attack Earth, with
the main entry shaft gone? That's the only crater shaft large enough to admit such ships.”

"They camein a Copernicus,” said Esedle.
"Copernicus! Impossible! That crater has a solid bottom."

"No it hasn't. Martian engineers have been working on it for two years, congtructing a huge shaft at an
angle, soitisn't visblefrom above. Naturaly no one ever visitsthat hellish hole.”

"That'sbad,” said Brand. “Not even the Earth patrol will detect the Martians until they actudly attack.
Patrol ships don't cover the area between Earth and Luna."

"They'll win, Martin,” said Estelle. “They'll win!"
There was a strange note in her voice and her trembling, strangely, had stopped.

"Maybenot!” said Brand grittily. “Give methat flashlight. I'm going to try to pick up that patrol ship. I'm
aureit's fill searching somewherein the Black Hole. I'll have to get him, or nobody. Theradio in this
cruiser won't penetrate the Lunar crust, and can't reach the Earth.”

Estelle gave him the flashlight, and he turned it on. He turned to the radio, and seated himsdlf. He
snapped on the switches, waited while the tubes warmed up, then pressed the sending switch.

"How do you know the wavelength?” asked Estelle curioudly. Brand ignored her question for the
moment. Instead he began calling tensaly into the microphone.

"Robert Waes caling Patrol Ship N-twenty-seven. Calling Patrol Ship N-twenty-seven. Robert Wales
caling Patrol Ship N-twenty-seven. Please comein, N-twenty-seven. Urgent. Please comein...”

"N-twenty-seven, answering Robert Waes,” avoice suddenly crackled from the receiver. “Who the hell
areyou, and where areyou?'

"Never mindwho | am,” said Brand. “Where are you?"

"Nicework, if you can get it,” said the voice from the ether. “Hold on aminutesI'll call Captain Craig.
Hell tak to you.”

"There is an Earth Patrol ship inthe Black Hole!” gasped Estelle.

"Sure...” Brand turned to her with a curious look. “What's so odd about that? It was sent in here to
investigate and it never came out, o it's4till here”

"But who sent it?” asked Egtelle. “ Certainly you wouldn't—it would be suicide, if they did find the
battleships. Why, in one second they could be blasted to bitd"

"l know, and | didn't send it. Kathleen..."



"Captain Craig cdling Robert Waes,” came afamiliar voice from theradio. “What is your message?'

"Ligten, Captain,” said Brand urgently. “ Radio Earth and tell them to send atask force to blockade
Copernicus crater, and to investigate escape shaft at its bottom. Martian battleships are planning to
emergefromit to attack Earth. This attack may be soon..."

"I recognize your voice!” said Captain Craig in sharp interruption. “ So you're using your real name
now, en? Before it was Martin Brand. | checked on that again, you lousy traitor. Martin Brand is dead
and buried, asofficid ashell. And you are an exile from Earth because of seditious acts. Come again,
Wales. If you think an Earth task force will be lured into any Copernicustrap, you're mistaken. I'll call
Earth dl right, and the whole Peatrol will be out after your hide."

"Captain,” sad Brand angrily, “you areafool! Do you think it'slogica that anybody could hopeto gain
from the destruction of any single Earth unit?1 tell you, the danger isurgent. Solong asyou arein the
Black Holeright now, you have the opportunity to check. If | show you afleet of Martian battleships, will
you believe me?'

"I've got eyes,” said Captain Craig, “and from the sound of you, you're pretty closeto us. What did you
do to MissDennis?” Therewas ahard, cold, furious notein the patrol captain's voice.

"| Ieft her in Luna City, where she took meto the hospital...."

"You skunk!" Captain Craig's voice blasted from the receiver. “ So you're Edgar Barnestoo! | picked
that up on theradio just afew hours ago. Killed an Earth citizen, kidnapped ataxi-driver, marooned him
inacrater, and left him to die. Only he didn't die. He got out, and came to the police with enough to hang
you..."

"Listen, you stupid ape,” said Brand lowly. “I'll give myself up to you right now, if you want to come and
get me, but when you pick me up, you'll also see those battleships. Thisisthe only way | can carry out
my work. Commander Wilson had me covered, but an explosion and fire destroyed any evidence | had
to prove my identity. Y ou can believe what you wish—Martin Brand, Edgar Barnes, or Robert Wales.
Now if you'll point your ship wherever you are, in the direction of Luna City, and keep your eyes open,
you'll see something very soon. Assoon asyou seeit, I'll be coming at you from that source, to come
aboard. After that, therest isup to you.”

There was amoment's hesitation from the receiver, then the voice of the captain came again.

"Whoever you are,” he said dowly, “you sure sound sincere. Okay, buddy. Show me something, and I'll
radio Earth so fast it'll Sngethe hair off every Martian on Lunal”

"Attaboy, Captain,” said Martin Brand thankfully. “ And one more thing, whatever you do, don't come
too close. Y ou can't beat what'slying here, and | would liketo get out alive, if possible. I've got afriend
here, who...” Brand turned to smile triumphantly up at Estelle and broke off in mid-sentence. “ She's

gone!” he gasped.
"Who'sgone?’ asked Captain Craig's voice.

"Never mind,” yelled Brand. “Watch in the direction of Luna City for fireworks, right down in the Black
Hole. I've got to stop that girl ... she's gone after Jeffry Killian...” He snapped off the key and whirled
toward the doorway. He plunged down the corridor recklesdy, stumbled over the corpse of the Martian
guard, and reached the gangplank.

As he stepped down to the dock, a brilliant searchlight beam winked on, and caught him full inits



brilliance.
"Put up your hands!” came a shout. “Don't move another step!” Brand halted, baffled and angry.

Severa Martian soldiers came out of the darkness and gripped hisarms. They marched him along
toward the caverns he had once escaped from. Their faceswere grim.

"Y ou didn't know when you were well off!” said one.

"Yes,” said the other. “When Miss Carter gets hold of you, you'll be worse off than before. She'sredly
doing ajob running this show! An order from her is as good as one from the Commander, himself. | gotta
hunchit'll be Mr. and Mrs. Jeffry Killian, governors of America, or something like that, when we smash
the Earth in acouple of days. Smart, that dame...”

Brand'sblood ran cold in hisveins.
"What'sthat you say?’ hefdtered.
The Martian laughed hoarsdly.

"Say, did you think you had a chance with that baby? She'sice. | don't know how she doesit. Maybeit's
because she was crazy once. She sureisn't now! Why the other day..."

"Look out!" screamed the other guard. “Lu-bats!"

The sweeping rush of wind that betokened the dive of one of the monsters of the Black Hole screamed
down at them on the narrow ledge. One of the guardslifted his atomic rifle and began firing blindly.

"Therés more than one!” screamed the guard again. “Thererethree, at least. WEIl never get ‘emintime.
WEe'redone..."

"Steam-gung!” shouted Brand. “ Train your steam-guns on the carcass, you fools! They can be blown up
that way!"

"That'sright,” shouted one of hisformer captors, now shrinking back againgt the cavern wall, trying to
pull his steam-gun out of its holster. “Y ou pulled that trick before, didn't you..."

Brand snatched the pistol from hisgrasp, trained it doft, and pressed the trigger. The other guard was
doing the same. The scream of the wind from the diving lu-batswas ashriek in their cars now, asthey
came down to the attack. They had undoubtedly been attracted by the searchlight, whose beams till
bathed the docks and the pathway.

Suddenly the lu-bat Brand had concentrated on blew up with aterrific roar and a blinding flash of flame
that communicated itself to one of itstwo companions, and it too went off with athunderous blast.

But the other lu-bat came on, seemingly oblivious of the holocaust of brilliance around it that now lit up
the crater for ten miles around. Desperately Brand added the fire of his steam-gun to that of the other
guard, and suddenly the combined beamstook effect. A third flaming carcass came plunging down like a
meteor, to flash past into the depths, only afew yards from them.

A hoarse scream of agony came from the guard with the seam-gun, and alarge flaming fragment crashed
down squarely on him. He screamed horribly once, then plunged off the ledge into the depths, a seared

corpse.
Brand whirled, half-blinded by the light, and raced down the pathway toward the docks. An aomic rifle



bullet exploded just behind him, sending acloud of rock splintersinto his back that struck with numbing
force. Brand whirled, flicked up his sseam-gun, caught the Martian soldier squarely in the chest. He went
down, dead before he hit the rocky trail.

At the other end of the dock, a small cruiser darted out toward one of the battleships and Brand cursed.
"Whothehdl..."

Then it dawned on him and he went white.

"Edelel” he choked. “ She'sin that ship..."

He stumbled on down to the cruiser, and clambered into it. He shut the door, and made hisway to the
control room. Just as he reached it, he saw Estelle's ship reach the sde of the monster warcraft, saw it
dip into an air-lock that opened to receive her.

Brand snapped open the radio key, waited impatiently while the tubes warmed up, but as he waited, he
dammed home the motor levers and drew the ship away from the dock. He cursed when the ship
stopped with ajolt. Hed forgotten to cast off the mooring cable.

Hisfinger pressed down savagely, and as the cruiser leaped away, haf the dock tumbled into the abyss
of the crater behind him, and he grinned. Perhaps that hadn't been a half-bad mistake, at that. Now any
pursuers couldn't reach the other cruisersto take off after him.

He sent the cruiser hurtling at right angles away from the huge battleship. Now that the lu-bat carcasses
had disappeared into the depths, their brilliant flames extinguished helost himsdlf in the blackness that had
resulted.

Pressing theradio key, he called anxioudy into it.
"Martin Brand caling Captain Craig, Patrol Ship, N-Twenty-seven...”

"l hear you!” came the excited voice from the receiver. “And boy, | see you too! We're only adozen
miles away, straight out. Get off the air, Brand, or Waes, or whoever you are, I'm radioing
Earth—headquarters!”

"Go ahead!” ydled Brand. “ And start running. If those battleships oot you, it'll be curtains. Full speed
away! Quick!"

He snapped off the radio and sent the cruiser flashing along the crater wall. When he reached a spot
where a sort of indentation offered concealment, he edged into it. Then he stopped the ship and waited.
Heligtened intently to the radio, heard Craig's voice calling urgently into histranamitter.

"Patrol Ship N-twenty-seven, calling heedquarters,” he barked. “ N-twenty-seven cdling Earth ... Come
in, Earth headquarters...”

Suddenly abrilliant beam of light cut through the Black Hole as a searchlight on one of the
battl eships—the one Egtelle had boarded—flashed on. A moment it flicked through the void like agiant
sword, then suddenly it caught atiny mote, lost it once, then held it fast.

"Damn!” said Brand, clenching hisfigts. “ They've spotted the N-twenty-seven!™

A flash came from the battleship, and Brand could follow the course of it aong the searchlight beam, saw
it end at thetiny fleeing mote. There was abrilliant burst of flame, and the voice of Captain Craig inthe



receiver cut off aoruptly.

And asits echoes died, Brand redized the truth—the message had not gotten through. Earth had not yet
replied to its patrol ship'scall!

Martin Brand sat in stunned silence for severd long moments. Now, when held been just on the verge of
the success of hismission, failure had blanked him out as completely as he had ever been. The luck of
“Suicide’ Martin Brand had cometo an end.

The Earth was entirely unaware of the danger that threatened it. Etelle had tricked him. She had played
up to him, fooled him with caresses. He thought almost subconscioudly, with strange agony, of thered
hair and the blue eyes of Kathleen Dennis, and a strange pang struck into his breast. A great anger was
beginning to grow insde him, and it expressed itsdlf in words now; wordsfull of bitterness and hate that
echoed through the silence of the control room.

"She wasn't sane! No sane person could have acted that superbly. Her mind might have regained its
functions, but dl the good in her, if there ever was any, had been killed. Shewas..."

He found no word to describe her.
Suddenly theradio receiver crackled and avoice came over it.

"Egele Carter, caling Martin Brand,” came the soft tones, but soft only in the sense that they were not
loudly spoken.

Inasort of stupefied surprise, Brand clicked open the switch and answered. “What can | do for you
now?’ hesaid sarcagtically.

"I, too, remembered the wavelength,” her soft voice cameto him mockingly. “And | am Stting in the
control room, speaking over the private radio of the Commander of the Martian Invasion Fleet enroute to
Earth. In afew hours, | will take off to blast the Lunar entrance and take control of the inner world. The
rest of the fleet will proceed, under my orders, through Copernicusto Earth, to destroy the defenses.
Earth will have to surrender in amatter of hours.

"Then, becauseit was| who did it, | will be ableto dictate my own terms. | shdl rule the Earth asthe
representative of the Martian government. | shal be truly an empress of the world, asthere never has
been before.”

"You'remad!” said Brand.

"No,” shesaid in the samelevel tones. “Mad once, but not now. Today | am the sanest person dlive. |
am, | redizeit now, the ultimate example of sanity. All people have someinsanity in their make-up. | have
none. Everything but absol ute logic has been erased from my brain. | am not hindered by emotion,
athough I understand fully what it is, and can smulateit if necessary. Y ou should know that.

"If you had been as| am, you would not have been tricked by your emotions. Y ou would have seen
through my empty kisses, because, in the light of cold reason, they had no foundation. But you let your
body rule your reason. Y ou responded, and forgot to think..."

"Y ou're possessed by the devil!” croaked Brand.
"l am asane, logical, steady-minded human being. Perhaps, the only onewho has ever lived."

"What ... how did you do what you have done?’ he asked.



"Remember the Martian you found dead in the ship in which you now st?'
"Y%"

"I told him that he could rule Earth with me, so he killed Jeffry Killian for me, while | watched. It was
very interesting to see him die, knowing that he was paying for what he did to me ten years ago. Perhaps
that isthe only emotion thet | ill retain to adight degree, the ability to hate. But when it is satisfied by
revenge, itisavery pleasurable emotion.”

Brand listened with horror to this cold recital, but it was not finished. She went on:

"I had persuaded Jeffry Killian to commission me as hisfirst lieutenant, and now, with him dead, | was
able to take command without question. So under the ruse of going out to the flagship to take over
command, | led my Martian friend to the cruiser, and told him the truth. Then | shot himin theface. He
was avery surprised Martian.

"| told the truth when | said | was calling Commander Wilson. | wanted to know where you were. Y ou
have proved a pastime for me more than once, and | would have been very interested in making you
become atraitor for love of me. But thisway is better. | don't intend to bother you again. You areina
Stuation that is perfect. Even | could not have figured out a better predicament. It will be interesting to
watch what happensto you."

But Martin Brand was no longer listening to the mocking voice. Lurking in the depths of hismind wasa
response to this jumble of words he'd heard.

He sent the cruiser out into the Black Hole, dl lights doused, and drove it back toward the giant
battleship.

Thevoice of Estelle Carter went on.
"Areyou ligening, Martin Brand?'
"Yes” hesadgrimly.

"Good. | am curiousto know who Kathleen is? Could it be that the heart-broken, bitter, savage soldier
of spacefound anew love after dl?If you did, then it must have been aweak love indeed, to wilt that
moment | threw mysdf into your armg!”

Brand did not answer. Instead he was intent on agiant black bulk looming up ahead of him. He dipped
the cruiser down, proceeding dowly and silently in the darkness.

"| see you do not answer me,” mocked Estdlle. “ Y ou are afraid that | will find her and do something to
her. That isslly. If sheredly lovesyou, and you her, | would not think of destroying the beauty of that
love, and thetrids and tribulations it will have to endure because of the intolerable Situation that existsfor
youl.

"Certainly you can never make her happy. Y ou can never marry her. Y ou can only face the redity of
being nobody at dl. Y ou haven't even aname you can cal your own. As Martin Brand you are dead. As
Robert Waesyou are atraitor and seditionist, with no rights of citizenship on any world, therefore no
right to marry. As Edgar Barnes, you are amurderer, and as such, will be executed if caught, according
to Lunar law.”

The mocking voice went on. Brand's jaw tightened as he listened, and he finally maneuvered the cruiser
benesth the tremendous belly. Findly he had the ship hanging motionless, then he spoke.



"Listen, ESelle” he said quietly. “I've been letting you talk on, listening to you gloat over me. It'sbeen
very interesting to me. | can, of course, only judge you on an emotiond basis, sncel am not as‘san€’ as
you are. To me, your present condition is something to pity, and if | fedl anything at all about you now, it
isalarge measure of sympathy.

"l am sure you are not responsible for your actions, and athough for amoment | felt that | hated you,
now | only pity you. | must destroy you because your warped mind isthe most dangerous thing that has
ever faced Earth's peace and happiness, and threatened it with permanent destruction.

"Marsmay conquer Earth, but wars come and go, and freedom iswon again. But if you were to come
into power, with your mad mentdity, then indeed a sad thing would happen to theworld | love.

"That iswhy | am going to destroy you now!"

For amoment there was slence, then Estell€'s voice came to him coldly, with short-clipped words
coming from her lipslike venom from the fangs of asnake.

"It isyou who are mad now, Martin Brand! Y ou speak wildly of destroying. Y ou can destroy nothing!

Y ou st therein atiny ten-man cruiser, hiding like arat in some holein thewall. Y ou have at your disposal
onesmall cannon, which fires an atomic shell capable of smashing only asmal destroyer. What can you
do to me herein the mightiest battleship in al the solar sygem?You..."

Martin Brand interrupted.

"That atomic cannon you spesak of is pointing at the moment straight into the bomb rack of your mighty
ship. It will send that atomic shell you speak of straight into the magazine of your battleship. And when it
explodes..."

"Youliel” dhrieked Estdle Carter. “You lie! Y ou are nowhere near."

"Beforeyou die,” said Brand, “thereis onething you can think of. What isthat emotion in your voice
now?1'd cal it fear. Fear isaterriblething, Etelle, and because| pity you, | don't intend to let you suffer
any longer. My finger ison thetrigger..."

Martin Brand pressed the trigger, and with the other hand sent the tiny ten-man cruiser peding off ina
tremendous swooping dive straight out and down into the Black Hol€e's depths. Behind him a great
mushrooming flame grew and grew until it seemed that it would catch up to him and destroy him too. But
it tossed him on, like a feather before agale, and his senses redled with the awful sensation of adive
amost more than human tissue can stand.

Even through the redling of hismind, he heard the thunder of the holocaust he had set off behind him. All
was flame and light and smoke and bursting sound in the Black Hole. And added to it was a new thunder
that was not that of rending metal, but of shattering rock.

He brought the buffeted cruiser to asteadier pace, and looked back when his sight had cleared enough
to see what had happened behind him.

Like adow motion movie, the wholewal of the crater wastoppling over, engulfing al the cataclysmic
holocaust of shattered ships as though it had been but a match-flame in the darkness. And many minutes
later the whole mass came to rest on the side of the crater and once more darknessfell over the scene.

The Martian armada was no more.

And then, Martin Brand, desperate dare-devil of space, bowed his head in his hands and cried.



CHAPTER XII

Thelights of Luna City were bright before him, severd hours|ater, as he brought the cruiser dowly
forward. In his mind were crowding the memories of the past hours, and he gave no thought to hisown
gtuation. Nor did he do more than glanceidly at the smal ship that bore down on him now from above
and behind. It was only when hisradio crackled, and avoice came through the receiver, that he stirred,
and the grim immobility of hisfeatures changed.

"Lunar patrol ship A-forty calling cruiser below—Iand a Luna City spaceport and no tricks. Well blast
you if you makeamove!”

Brand drove the ship dowly toward the spaceport and brought it down. The patrol ship landed behind
him, and he stepped out to meet the two figures who climbed from it. One of them wasfamiliar, cladin
the trim uniform of an Earth Patrol agent, red hair gleaming under smart military cap, and blue eyes
expressonlessin her white face: Kathleen Dennis.

The officer spoke.

"Robert Wales, dias Edgar Barnes, | arrest you for murder, for attempted sabotage, and for conspiring
to destroy the peace of Lunaand Earth.”

Martin Brand scarcely heard the charges. He was staring at Kathleen Dennis, a the hurt in her eyes, at
the disgust on her face, and a the siff unyielding posture of her trimly uniformed figure.

"Why are you looking at melikethat?’ he said.
"You traitor!" shesadinalow voice.

Brand redled in shock, then stepped forward.
"What do you mean?’ he asked.

"Captain Craig radioed the whole story to Luna Headquarters just before hisradio blanked out, just
before you shot him down with that Martian cruiser you smuggled into the Black Hole!"

"He was shot down by the Martiang!” Brand burst out. “1 blew up the magazine of the flagship, and the
whole fleet was buried benesth adidein the Black Hole..."

"That'll be enough!” interrupted the Lunar officer. “Come aong, Robert Wales. Y ou are under arrest,
and | promise you, thistime you won't just be exiled. It's execution for you!™

"But | tell you it'strue. That'swhat Captain Craig wastrying to radio to Earth headquarters—that he had
seen those battleshipsin the Black Hole. They were ready to attack. Estelle Carter, completely mad, was
incommand..."

Kathleen's eyes opened wide.

"l seeit al now,” shesaid. “1 heard that she wasreleased as cured...” Sheturned to the Lunar officer.
“This man was exiled from Earth for sedition. He has attempted the same thing here. He has claimed to
be Martin Brand, whom you know is dead. It was Martin Brand's old sweetheart he just mentioned.
Somewhere be got hold of that, and tried to useit to his own advantage. Heisatraitor, and | leave him
inyour hands™"



"Well take care of him,” promised the Lunarian grimly. “Hewon't be exiled again!”

Kathleen turned to Martin Brand. In her eyes he saw alight that he himsdlf had in hisown eyesten years
ago.

"I haveajobtodo,” shesad, “and | intend to do it!” Then sheturned and stalked swiftly avay. Martin
Brand found hiswristsencircled by apair of handcuffs.

The stared down at them and awhisper escaped hislips.
"Theluck of ‘Suicide Martin Brand!” he murmured. “It's run out at last.”

Helooked at her disappearing back. “It'sdl right, Kathleen. Y ou'll get over it. But maybe someday youll
know that | had ajob to do too, and | did it just asyou think you are doing yours now in condemning a
dangeroustraitor!

CHAPTER XI11

It was dlent in the tomb. Hal Orson, still deep in thought, became aware that Kathleen's sobs had died
away asshedtirred restlessy in hisarms.

"I'mal right now, Hal.” He released her dmost automaticaly. Shelooked up at hisintent facein the glow
of the black light lamp.

"What isit, Hal?'

"So—they lied to us,” he said, abaffled notein hisvoice. “But why?’ He sat down on the marble dab
whereit lay beside the empty coffin of aMartin Brand who was believed dead by three worlds. Why
was it empty? Wasiit because...

"Heisn't dead,” said Kathleen in awhisper. “That's why they lied. There would be no other reason for it.
If he had been executed on Lunaas amurderer and a spy, there would have been no reason to lie about
Martin Brand's body."

Orson nodded. “I get dl that. We of the Service knew Martin wasn't in that tomb to begin with, that his
desth had been faked. Thiswould avoid any possibility of Lunaslinking Robert Waleswith Martin
Brand, and therefore with Earth palitics, and thus uncover the secret of the Specid Servicesand itswork
on Luna. But why didn't they leaveit that way? All of us, would have understood anything but this..."

"Itsample,” said Kathleen. “ Thisway, with everybody in the Service believing that Martin's body had
actually been recovered from Lunaand put into the tomb it was supposed to occupy, no legend would
be built up about it. No possibility of thefact that it really was empty could get out. It wasjust alogica
precaution.”

Orson roseto hisfeet. “Then where is he? He was usdless to the Service for any further work, thered be
no reason to keep away from me! | was his best friend..."

"I know why,” said Kathleen calmly. “It's because he wasn't usdess. It's because he's fill working for the
Servicel | know it, assure asl'm awoman.”

"How?'

"Intuition and because you can't love aman for eeven yearsas| have, without getting so close mentally



that you can sense whether he'saive or dead. | know hesdive; | can ... fed him."

Orson laid ahand on her arm, gently. “Kathleen, youre aclever girl. Y ou must be able to see the other
possibility—that what you fed might just be wishful thinking. Love does strange things to the mind,
ometimes..."

Shewhirled and pointed to the coffin. “Isthat wishful thinking?” she demanded. “What sStrangethingis
happening to your mind that makes you see an empty coffin when it'sredly not empty—"

"Scorefor you,” said Orson. “I'm not seeing things—that coffin's empty. And there's only one reason for
that! What that reason is, we're going to find out—" He stopped suddenly and groaned. “Kathy! Weve
got to get out of here and work fast. Tomorrow, when al this havoc is discovered, ther€lll be hell to pay!
If we're asked, where will we say we were tonight?*

"Thiswasn't your ides,” shesaid camly. “Wewerein my gpartment.”

"You say athing likethat, and I'll beat the tar out of you! Y ou won't throw your reputation to the dogsto
shield me. I'm no baby, either, Kathy, and don't forget it!"

"I'm not going to let you get into trouble over me!™

"I'm not going to try to keep out of trouble. Tomorrow I'm going to make trouble!”

"What are you thinking of 7’ she said sharply. “Whatever it is, | forbid it!"

Hegrinned &t her. “ Go ahead and forbid. Y ou don't scare me at al. There's nothing you can do.”
Sheregarded him slently amoment. “ Oh isn't there?"

"No, thereisn't. And now, we're getting out of here...”

Heled theway out into the night.

* k% k% %

"I'm sorry, Mr. Orson, but the first available time on Senator Beadey's gppointment list is three weeks
from today. Y ou can't possibly see him before then.”

"Will you pick up that phone,” urged Orson, “and smply say Martin Brand can't wait three weeks?'

The secretary looked at Orson, then shrugged. “Maybe after a cryptic remark like that, helll never want
to seeyou, but if youingg..."

"lingg.”

The secretary lifted the phone and spoke rapidly into it. Then his eye brows lifted and he put the receiver
down. “I'll takeyou in,” he said. “ Senator Beadey said held see you immediately. Whoever Martin Brand
is—" The secretary stopped short. “Not the Martin Brand in therifled tomb!” he exclaimed. “Miger, if
you're using this as agag to see the senator, I'd advise you to start running now, because you'll bein red
trouble!”

Orson grinned. “Wouldn't you like to know!"

The secretary flushed and led Orson to adoor. He opened it and let Orson through it. Then he backed
out, shut the door behind him. Orson faced the man at the desk, alarge man with bristling eyebrows and



square jaw.
"Sit down,” said the senator.
Orson sat down in the chair opposite the desk and remained quiet while the senator eyed him.

"You know,” said Senator Beadey, “there's no name more unusud for announcing yourself than that of a
famous deceased hero. | should say that unless you have avery good reason | may be forced to ask you
quite afew questions.”

"When I've asked you the ones | want to ask,” said Orson, “I'll be glad to answer any you wish to ask.
Firdt, I've read the papers, and | know what they say."

"What do they say?’ asked Beadey, folding his hands across his expansive scomach.

"They say that the body of Martin Brand has been stolen from its mausoleum,” said Orson. “Only it
waant!"

Senator Beadey dumped down atrifle morein his chair, and his voice remained degp and cam. “ Y ou
werewith her, then?’ he asked.

Orson gtiffened with surprise In hischair. “With her...?"
"Yes. And you know, as she does, that the coffin never had abody init,” Beasey concluded.

Orson looked at the senator ruefully. “ Guessthereé's not much | can tell you, then,” he said, * but how you
know, beats me. Whered you get your information?"

"Fingerprints. Y ou and the girl left them al over the place. Herswere easy to classify, and the
identification was placed on my desk an hour ago. 1've been expecting your classfication to arrive any
minute. But you said something about wanting to ask me some questions before | questioned you. I'd be
glad to answer them.”

"Youwould?'
Senator Beadey smiled. “ Of course. Did you think I'd refuse?’

Orson shrugged. “I don't know what to think. I haven't known what to think ever since | found the coffin
empty. Y ou see, Martin Brand was my best friend. I've always mourned him as dead, and it's been
something of a shock to find that he wasn't. | don't understand it, Sir, and least of dl do | understand his
not contacting me. That'sthefirst question, Sir: whereis Martin Brand?"!

"On Venus—where Kathleen will bein afew days, unlesswe stop her."

Orson legped to hisfeet. “ Kathleen—on Venus! But that'simpossible, gr. | just |eft her afew hours
ago.” Beadey unfolded hishands, picked up apiece of paper from his desk and handed it to Orson. “I
presume you are the person for whom thiswasintended,” he said. “Wefound it in her wastebasket.”

Orson snatched the paper. It was unsigned but it was unmistakably in Kathleen's handwriting. It read:
Thereis only one place he could be, and I am going there. Say out of it.

Senator Beadey spoke. “I assumeit was her idea, judging from that note.”

"But it doesn't say Venus,” said Orson. “How do you assume that's what she meant? And I'minit as
much assheis”



"Issheinlovewith him?'

"With a broken heart?’” emphasized Orson.

"And areyou inlove with her?*

Orson gtared at the senator. “In love with her-?'Y ou mean you think that'swhy | helped her?!
"Isit?!

Orson looked thoughtful. “1f Martin were dead, maybe | might think of it. But now that he'sdive..."
"l see. Well, lad, let's have the rest of those questions.”

"Why has the government resorted to this—this flummery?'

"The government hasn't resorted to it. | handled the whole thing—at the request of the President. You, |
presume, are amember of Special Services?'

"l joined when Martin waskilled."

"Then you know why it was done, and why only the President and | know there was no body to be
golen,” said Beadey. “Now well have to resort to some more—flummery—and pretend to find the
body, apprehend the grave robbers, and restore Mr. Brand to his mythical resting place.”

"Y ou're being quite frank,” said Orson. “Why?'

"Because you arethe grave robber,” said Beadey quietly. “I'm afraid that with the evidence, including
your own confession, nobody'd listen to a crazy story that the tomb was empty—especialy when wefind
the body whereyou hid it."

Orson sat quietly for amoment, considering the senator. “1 see,” he said findly. “It'san excellent bit of
flummery. But | have one more question...”

"Ait.”
"Can| goto Venustoo?'

There was along silencein the room, and finally the senator seemed to have made adecision. He leaned
forward and pressed a button on his desk.

"Just as soon as you've been executed,” he said.

CHAPTER XIV

Kathleen sat Sipping acocktail in the bar of the Venus de Milo cafe in Venus City. She remembered the
weird experience of flying her own private ship into the milky aimosphere of Venus, dmost sixty milesin
depth, where vighility was till as much astwenty miles, and coming out finaly from the stratosphereinto
the perpetua rosy dawn light that is Venus day. She gill marveled at the pink orb of the sun, avague
rosy spot in the milk-white.

Sheremembered, too, the glimpse she had caught of the Patrol ship dipping quietly out of the milk and
honey twenty miles behind her. She was dmost sure they had been following her, and yet she had cleared



the spaceport without the dightest trouble. Sheld gambled on that—the Specid Service wouldn't have
risked publicity by trying to stop her officially—they'd stop her some other way. So sheld | eft the tarmac
as soon as her papers had cleared. That had been several days ago.

Now, gtting in the Venus de Milo, she felt sure they'd never recognize her. Her coppery hair was jet
black, her eyeswere danted back, pulled into that position by invisible strips of tape that were concedled
by her hairdo. Her fingers were joined by tiny webs that extended half-way out to the first knuckles, and
the tiny moonsin her fingernailswere a brilliant green in color. Her complexion wasfaintly green dso, as
though her blood had been tinted beneath the skin, asindeed it had. This effect was achieved by anew
chlorophyll dye that turned the red corpuscles green without impairing their oxygen-carrying abilities. This
effect would last for severa days before arenewed injection of dye was necessary.

From al outward appearances, Kathleen was aVenusian, her disguise so perfect that not even a
Venusian could detect any difference. She knew, however, that amember of Specia Serviceswould
have little trouble spotting her. She was counting on the necessity for secrecy about the Specid Service
to protect her until she had discovered what she wanted to know.

Seated around atablein a corner of the cafe were four Venusians, conversing rapidly in low tones.
Kathleen had been watching them ever since they camein, just as she had watched them thefirst day.
Now they seemed to be aware of her. Severd times she caught them glancing in her direction, and
conversang with faint frovnsimmediately theresfter.

Finally one of them got up and sauntered toward her. Kathleen watched him come, observing his
reflection in the big mirror behind the bar. There was something oddly familiar about him, but try as she
would, she could not place him. He was aVenusian, that was gpparent, for aMartian could not possibly
pose asaVenus an—she started—or he could be an Earthman in disguise. As he seated himsdlf beside
her, shewas suddenly sure of it. Inwardly shefdt an exultation; it meant she was on theright track. She
knew now that the four werefifth columnists.

"You're new here, aren't you?’ the man asked, his voice strangely husky and familiar. Therewasa
haunting timbreto it that wandered through her memory as though searching for something.

"l don't believe | know you,” she said, regarding hisreflection in the glass, then spping her drink casualy.

He grinned at her. “ That can be remedied,” he said, “besidesit'sashamefor so lovely agirl to be
drinking done"

"l don't make friends easily with sirangers,” she said, turning to look a him. As her eyes met his, that
haunting sensation of familiarity heightened, and atremor shot through her body. Suddenly she found
hersdlf breathing more swiftly, and for no redl reason shefdt afraid. Of what? Not of aVenusian spy, or
aMartian fifth columnist—or of her life... What then?

He haf-turned on his stoal. “ Then perhaps we'd better remain strangers,” he said. “I don't judge people
by their names—and actualy names mean nothing, so, if you'd prefer...” He did off the stool with apolite
nod.

"Wait,” shesaid.
He stood looking at her.

"Now that you're here, you might aswell have adrink with me."

Why?



Kathleen stared at him in surprise. Suddenly shefelt asurge of anger risein her throat. He waslooking at
the dow flood of green suffusing her white throat, and strangely there was alook of scornin hiseyes.

"What kind of aman areyou?’ sheflared.

"Generdly | liketo bedone,” hesad. “I'm avery bad judge of fema e character—and perhaps|'ve
judged wrong again. If you'll pardon me...” He bowed dightly, stiffly, and made hisway back to histhree
companions.

Kathleen tossed off her drink with an angry gesture, then climbed down from her stool and marched over
to the table. Shefaced the Venusian squarely. “My name,” she said stiffly, “isKay deNees. And | liketo
be aonetoo.” Sheturned and walked gtiffly from the cafe. As she passed alarge mirror near the
doorway, she saw the Venusian staring at her retreating back. In his eyeswas a peculiar expression and
helooked puzzled, asthough he were trying to remember something aso. Kathleen frowned. Shefelt
more sure than ever now that somewhere before she had seen this Venusian—and he hadn't been a
Venusian then. Who was he? As she walked dowly down the street outside, she searched her memory
diligently but without success.

So occupied was she with her thoughts that she was unaware of the swift gpproach of adark figure until
strong arms lifted her off her feet and hustled her toward awaiting car. She screamed shrilly oncethen a
belated hand clapped over her mouth. She prompitly bit the hand and screamed again. As she was thrust
into the waiting car and seized by two Earthmen, she saw the door to the cafe burst open. The man who
had accosted her at the bar dashed out and stood watching as the car drove away in aburst of speed.

For amoment Kathleen was slent, studying the faces of her captors. “For Special Services men, you
aren't very efficient,” she observed. “Y ou let me scream my head off. If Commander Wilson were dlive,
you'd be doing guard duty as buck privates back in Kansas City."

Suddenly she dumped down in the seat and began to cry. “Now I'll never find him,” she said, her voice
muffled by her sobs. “Why couldn't you let me done?"

One of the men handed her a handkerchief. “Y ou'd have been dead by tomorrow morning if we hadn't
snatched you, Miss Dennis. Y ou just don't know what you were getting into. That mob had you spotted,
and our man reported this morning they were going to check you today. If you didn't measure up you'd
be eliminated as a precautionary measure. And, who are you trying to find? ... Say! Don't tell meyou're
looking for the guy who stole Martin Brand's body? I you are, you're behind the times. They found the
body the day after you left Earth, and the man who stole it has been executed. If you ask me, the dirty
grave-robber got off easy..."

The Specia Services man stopped speaking in darm and stared at Kathleen'swhite face. “Joe,” he said
to hiscompanion, “sheredly did love the guy. She'sfainted!”

His companion began to chafe Kathleen'swrigts. “Yeah,” he said sympathetically. “Aint it ashame, some
people never get any breaks? Imagine agirl taking chances with her life thisway looking for the body of
her dead lover. She must have known it wasjust plain suicide...”

* * % %

Severd hourslater Kathleen sat saring at the plain furnishings of an officein the Federa Building. Her
mind refused to consider the horrible news she had heard, and her eyes were dry. So when the door
opened and aman entered, she paid him scarce attention.

"How do you fedl now?’” the newcomer asked.



"All right, | suppose,” said Kathleen dully. Then sheturned to look at her visitor and stiffened in shock.
The man facing her was one of the four V enusians she had been spying upon at the Venus de Milo cafe.

"Yes” hesad. “I thought you'd recognize me. Actualy, however, I'm Don Coleridge, amember of
Specid Services. I've been on the insde with the fifth column for saverad months now. So, when you
showed up, | knew the score.”

"What are you doing here, then?’ she asked, wonderingly. “Won't this spail everything for you?”

"I don't think they'll find out. But | had to do something—don't you redlize you were under suspicion?
When the decision was madeto kill you, | had to act to save your life. So | notified my superior officer
and had you arrested. That way, we hope, suspicion will be thrown off you.”

Kathleen shrugged. “What good will it do now? I'm uselessto everybody."

"Not a al. You'll find out about that in afew minutes. I'm going to leave now, but my purposein coming
here wasto proveto you that | am on your side. Next time we mest, you'll know that, but you won't give
any sgn. From now on, you're working with me."

"Working with you?'

The disguised Venusian nodded and toward the door. “ The superior officer will give you the details.
Meanwhile, best of luck. And remember, I'll be handling the affair from the other end so you needn't be
frightened. When you see me again, | will be Lieutenant Forsythe.” He bowed himself out and closed the
door.

Aningtant later the door opened again. A man stepped in backward and closed the door before he
turned.

"Hal!” shrieked Kathleen. “Ha Orson!"
"Not so loud,” said Orson in consternation. “Nobody here knows I'm Hal Orson.”

Kathleen rushed forward and threw hersdlf into hisarms. “ They told me you'd been executed,” she
gasped. “Oh Hdl, I've been going through hell thinking about it."

"I know,” he said, disengaging himsdlf gently, “but it had to be that way!"

Kathleen stood looking at him for an instant, then her eyes clouded and she sat down and cried quietly
for afew moments. Orson stood looking down at her silently until she had finished.

"Ready for work now?"
Shelooked up at him and nodded. “What kind of work?'

Orson sat down beside her. “ That Venusian who wasjust in to seeyou,” he explained, “is one of our
men. He's gotten pretty high in the enemy intelligence circleand thisis dl his plan. He saved your life by
pulling thisfake arrest; now he'sarranging to ‘rescue’ you."

"Rescue me?!

"Yes. Tonight you'll be placed in acdl inthe Federd Building jail and about midnight agroup of
Venusianswill raid the place to free you. They'll encounter little resistance, a cardless guard, and a great
dedl of overconfidence on our part. They'll succeed in rescuing you. After that, you'll be, we hope,
another member of the SSin the enemy circle”



"But what good will | be?" asked Kathleen.

Orson grinned at her. “What you've got is exactly what we need now. Y ou have no idea how effectivea
beautiful woman will bein prying secrets from these Venusians. They go for apretty face and figure like
nobody's business. | think you know how to handle yourself to best advantage there."

Kathleen frowned. “I'm not so sure. I've had alittle experience with one of those fellows aready. He
gave me the most beautiful brush-off I've ever gotten. If you ask me, there are some Venusianswho
could make amarble Venus shiver in asteam bath."

"Hewas only the fellow picked to ‘fed you out’ asit were, and decide if you were spying on them or
not. He had no intentions of making up to you."

Kathleen looked dubious. “He wasn't acting apart. That fellow redly isalonewaolf. | played coy for just
one sentence and he froze me off like...” Kathleen knit her eyebrows. “I've seen that man somewhere
before, but | can't placehim at al.”

"Um,” said Orson. “I don't likethat..."

Kathleen looked at him quickly. “Never mind,” she said. “1t makes no difference. I'm sure he doesn't
know me. The way he acted proved it. Therell be no danger.”

Orson laughed drily. “No danger! Kathy, you're in the most dangerous game in the Solar System now,
and there's no doubt about it. Were dl playing with the biggest potential explosion ever imagined—and if
we don't manage to touch it off whereit's harmless, it'll be the end for more than we few SS men. Kathy,
if we don't sop these fellows, it's curtains for Earth. What we've learned about what the Martians have
ontapfor usis... wel, frightening. Weve got to know when and where the first blow will fal, because
thefirst blow will likely bethelast. That'swhat you and | and Coleridge will betrying to find out."

"I'll do my best,” said Kathleen.
Orson flashed a convincing smile and rose to go. “I know you will, Kathy. And Kathy..."
IIYS?I

"I don't know where, but | know for sure that Martin ison Venusright now, alive and well. Headquarters
lost dl track of him becauise he requested to be entirely on his own, and we won't hear from him until he
has something positive to report, if by any chance you run acrosshim...”

Kathleen went white.

"...don't do anything to give ether of you away,” finished Orson. “Don't let on by the dightest sign that
you know who heis, or let him know about you—until it'sall over. Of course, | don't think you'll meet
him—the chances are extremely remote—but if you do..."

"You dont think I'd risk hislife again, do you, Ha?" Kathleen said in Strained tones. “1'd diefirst!”
"I hope you don't,” said Orson, wheeling abruptly and striding from the room.

Thelong hours until midnight dragged interminably for Kathleen, lying on her bunk inthe cdll, trying
desperately to get some deep but failing utterly to compose her mind.

"Martin,” she whispered into the darkness. “Oh Martin, if only | can find you—see you just once more.”
She lay there, thinking, her eyesfull of tears, but her heart full of hope. Outside, in the corridor, the sound



of footsteps aroused her. They stopped at her door, and she heard the sound of akey grating in the lock.
"Come on out, Miss deNees,” said asoft voice. “We're taking you out of here.”

She recognized the voice asthat of Don Coleridge. As she stepped through the cell doorway, she saw
thejaller sanding with hisarms dightly devated, kegping a ca culating and careful eye on the two men

who stood beside him. One of two masked Venusians had a steam-gun trained on the jailer. Kathleen

decided this one was Don Coleridge.

"Thank you,” shesaid. “I don't know why you're doing this, but | appreciateit.”

"We can make mistakes too, sometimes,” he said. “ But come on, we've got to step lively. Thisisthe
quiet period around here, but it'l be tough if thisfellow managesto spread the darm. Well just haveto
slencehimfor awhile...”

Swiftly he chopped down with hisgun at the neck of thejailer, and with amoan the fellow dropped to
the floor. The rescuers shoved him into the cell and locked the door, then motioned Kathleen to follow
them down the corridor. They went down a side corridor and emerged finally in adriveway where acab
stood waiting. They got into it and the driver drew the car away from the curb without aword.

For severa minutes no one spoke, then Don Coleridge removed his mask and placed it in his pocket.
His companion did the same. “ That was dmost too easy,” he said.

Coleridge grunted. “It was, Farrow, but | guess we were lucky. Or, | should say, you were lucky, Miss
deNees. Do you redlize that you'd have been in the toughest spot imaginable if the Earthmen could have
pinned anything concrete on you?” Kathleen said nothing.

"Okay,” acknowledged Coleridge. “At least you're smart. But, you can you trust us, if youwill. Asa
matter of fact, you have no other choice now. if you aren't on our side, you'll be in amuch worse fix than
if wed left you there—but we figured anybody they were mad at, ought to be afriend of ours.”

Kathleen shrugged. “1'm on nobody's side but my own. It'sjust that | hate Earthmen's guts—that's al.”

Coleridge regarded her calculatingly for amoment. “Maybe you'd likeajob,” he said. “Maybe you'd like
to do something they wouldn't enjoy.”

"What'sinit?" asked Kathleen. Farrow laughed. “Money,” he said. “Isn't that what you want?"

Kahleen read theinflection in hisvoice right, and turned to sare into his eyes. “Money isn't everything,”
shesad. “But it'salmogt everything when you haven't got it. Can you think of agood substitute?”

The sudden glint that came into Farrow's eyes told Kathleen she was on the right track. He said nothing,
however, and she sank back into her seat, satisfied that she had discovered at least one weak spot in the
enemy armor.

The cab left the city. Once on the highway outside the resdentia area, it crept off onto asideroad.
There, in the dark, atransfer was made to an aero-cab, which took off immediately on a course directly
over the Venusian jungles.

Kathleen glanced at Coleridge and he interpreted her ook correctly.

"Venus City isno placefor any of us, from now on. We can't afford to take any chances. Y ou'd be
picked up in aminute back there. And we can't be sure how smart that jailer was, or how much hell



remember of us"

"Should havekilled him,” said Farrow.

"Y ou'retoo bloodthirsty,” said Coleridge.
"Not bloodthirsty; just practicd—and smart.”

Coleridge looked at Farrow quizzicdly, but said nothing more. Kathleen felt a sudden misgiving and she
tried to sudy Farrow without seeming to be too interested in him.

* * % %

Severd hourslater the aero-cab set down in atiny clearing in the forest, and the three made their way
into atiny hut. Insde, Coleridge touched arustic table that was securely fastened to the floor. The entire
floor began to sink dowly into the ground; they were on acleverly conceded eevator.

At the bottom they stepped off. Thefloor returned to itsorigind leve, and asit did so, alight came on.
Kathleen saw they were at the end of adim tunnd that led ashort way into the earth before it turned.
They followed the tunnd and entered alarge, brilliantly lighted room. It was plainly furnished. Behind a
large desk sat a saturnine-faced Martian.

"Herethey are, Sir,” said Farrow, sauting.

Coleridge froze in histracksfor abrief ingtant, then saluted aso and stood facing the Martian. Kathleen
gave Coleridge one swift glance, then faced the Martian. Something had gone wrong here—definitely
wrong.

"You may go, Farrow,” said the Martian.

Farrow saluted again. He whirled on his hed, and waked back the way they had come. As he passed
Coleridge and Kathleen he grinned knowingly and one derisive whispered word reached their ears.

Coleridgetried to bluff it out. “ThisisMiss Kay deNees,” he said. “ She was picked up by Earth Secret
Service men, so we decided we couldn't risk them keeping her. Asit turned out, Sir, sheis perfectly
willing to work with us, and in my opinion we can put her to good use."

The Martian smiled. “I'm sure we can. Asamatter of fact, we have already put her to excellent use. You
Earthmen can't keep your heads in the presence of a pretty woman. If you could, perhaps wed never be
ableto detect aspy in our mids."

Coleridge had gone white, but Kathleen's eyes widened in astonishment and she whirled on Coleridge.
“An Earthman!” she exclaimed. “Isthistrue?’ Her astonishment turned to fury. “So, you tricked me! You
Earthmen are dl the same. Rescue me, will you! Now you've redly gotten meinto trouble. Whatever's
going on here, it strikes me as pretty dangerous, but if it'swhat | think itis, I'm al for it'—if thet filthy,
rotten mind of yours hasn't got me ajungle grave!”

The Martian regarded her with amusement. “1 can see, Miss deNees, why your superiors thought you
could achieve successin amission againgt us,” hesaid. “Y ou are clever, and avery good actress.
Unfortunately for you, however, we have some clever men on our sde. Mr. Farrow very neatly
uncovered the whole plot. Asamatter of fact, he even has aseries of interesting microphotos of your
consultation with your companion in espionagein the Federd building back in Venus City. When he



showed them to me, | accepted his suggestion that we appear to fal for the plan, and bring about your
rescue. That way, wed bag both of you with a minimum amount of trouble—with actual SS assstance as
amaiter of fact.”

The Martian pressed a buzzer and an orderly entered. “ Send me Captain Lutain and ask Lieutenant
Farrow to come back in, please.”

In amoment Farrow and L utain entered. Kathleen recognized the captain at once as the man who had
accosted her at the Venus de Milo.

"Gentlemen,” said the Martian, “we have here two spies. | am detailing one of them to each of you.
Farrow, you will take the gentleman, and when you have taken him deep into the jungle, kill him and bury
him in the quicksand. Lutain, you will do the lovely, if detestable, Miss deNees the same service.”

Captain Lutain spoke up. “If you would be so kind,” he said, “1'd rather you'd spare me the task, Sir.
Were she an Earthwoman, I'd have no compunctions, but since sheisaVenusian, I'd rather not.”

The Martian laughed. “ She's not aVenusian, but no matter. Asamatter of fact, on second thought, |
want to confer with you. Mission E is due to get underway on secret orders which may come within
forty-eight hours. I'll gppoint another man.”

Farrow sauted and spoke. “Sir, there will be no need. | can take care of both spies. | started this matter,
and I'd like the honor of finishing it."

The Martian'seyeslit in approva. “ Y oure agood man, Farrow, but you must use dispatch. Asa
member of Mission E, it will be necessary that you return before the orders come.”

Farrow's eyeslighted with aferd glow. “I'll be here sir! | wouldn't missbeingin onthebig...”
"That will do, Farrow. Y ou had best be about your assignment if you want to be sure of that."

Farrow smiled gloatingly and produced his steam pitol. “All right, you two,” he said, “wak ahead of me
down the corridor. | know aquicksand deposit only afew hours away..."

Kathleen, her heart in her throat, turned to walk down the corridor ahead of the prodding steam-gun.
She saw Captain Lutain staring at her again with that same puzzled ook in his eyes. Hetook one
impulsive step forward, then hated, shaking his head.

The Martian misinterpreted his motion. “Farrow can take care of it, Captain,” he said with awave of his
hand. “Besides, | want to check afew thingswith you right now."

Kathleen squared her shoulders and marched into the gloomy corridor, avague remembrance hammering
a her memory for recollection, but there was no response—once more she failed to place the strange
fedling she had when she looked at the Venusian captain.

CHAPTER XV
The orderly standing before Commander Hal Orson's desk in the Federal Building at Venus City sauted.
"What isit?’ asked Orson.

"Therésagentleman, aVenusan, hereto seeyou, Sr. Heindggsthat it is extremey important, and he
refusesto give hisname.”



Orson nodded. “All right. Send him in, but stay on guard with your steam-gun ready. Weve had enough
trouble with Venusians here dready.”

The orderly wheded and went out, returning in amoment with aVenusan dressed in plain clothes.

The Venusian halted in histracks, alook of stunned astonishment on hisface as he saw Orson. “My
God!” hesad. “Ha!"

"That will bed|!” said Orson sharply. “Orderly, please withdraw, but remain on cal.” The orderly
withdrew.

Orson faced the Venusian. “Now,” he said. “Who the devil are you?'

The Venusan grinned. “What's the matter, Hal?'Y ou seem mighty coy about your name, dl of asudden.
Back on Earth, inthe SS, you used it without any qualms—don't tell me you've got in trouble, too, and
had to give up being yoursdf? And since when can't aman address hisformer bunkmate by hisfirst
name?'

"Martin!” exclamed Orson. "Martin Brand!"

With one bound he was out from behind the desk and flung hisarms around the tall figure. Then he
grasped Martin's hand and pumped it up and down. “You old rascal!” he almost sobbed. “Y ou son of a
gun! Damn your conscienceess hide...” He broke off, unable to continue.

"What are you doing here?” asked Brand, returning his handclasp with equa vehemence. “I hardly
expected my old pa to bein command in Venus City."

"I'm not your old pal,” said Orson. “I was executed for grave-robbing back on Earth, and now I'm just
as much anonentity asyou are. I'm commander here because | know too much to be anywhere else. |
know almost as much as you do about this affair.”

"Grave-robbing?’ asked Brand with a puzzled look. “What on Earth would you be doing robbing
graves?'

Orson swallowed uncomfortably. “ That'salong story, Martin, and..."

"Thenit'll keep,” said Brand. “What I've got to tell you is much more important, and | haven't much time.
Hdl, thisis serious, the most serious thing that can happen; and we've only one way out: The Martiansare
sending in abig battleship, but it's the fastest thing in space, and there's not one chance in amillion of
intercepting it, or even of destroying it if we could intercept it—without knowing exactly what its course
to Earth would be."

Orson looked puzzled. “One battleship? Y ou mean they're attacking Earth with one ship?1 can't see how
that could make agreat deal of difference evenif they get through. It just can't get them anywhere...”

"This can! Hal, that ship isnothing but a generator ship—and the biggest thing you ever saw. It'ssole
purpose isto generate an impulse, from one Earth diameter out, that will cover the whole globe. That
impulse will detonate hydrogen-bombs concealed in every gredt city, in every important areaon Earth!
These bombs have been hidden during the past five years by Venusian freighters, traders, and importers.
Oncethat generator ship gets within eight thousand miles of Earth, our power to resist will be ended! The
Martianswill be ableto comein at will and take over."

Orson, hisface gray, went back behind his desk and sat down heavily. “What will we do?’ he asked.
“What can we do?'



"I've been assigned to that detonator ship,” said Brand. “1'm one of the most trusted men in thewhole
plan. Don't ask me how | did it. Takeit from me, if it's humanly possible, that ship will not reach the
Earth, or anywhere near it. I've made al my plans, and it'saone-man job. Even if | succeed, that would
only remedy the matter temporarily. Another ship isnearly ready to go, and I've just learned whereit is.
Y ou've got to finish things up here. Y ou've got to destroy that ship, and round up the fifth column on
Venus. I'vegot alist and location of al the big shots here—" Brand tossed a notebook down on the
desk, “-and if you ever acted with ahigh hand, now isthetime. Call in the Space Patrol flegt, and radio
for the War Fleet. Declare war on Venusif they won't cooperate. But get those fellows and that second
ship!"

Orson picked up the notebook and stuffed it in his pocket. “I'll tear Venus apart,” he said savagely. “I'll
get every last one of them, and no other detonator ship will leave Venus, you can bank on that; But,
Martin, what about Kathleen—and Coleridge?

Martin Brand stared blankly a Orson. “Kathleen?’ he asked. “What about her? And who's Coleridge?!
"You ... don't know?’ faltered Orson.

A peculiar expression crossed Brand'sface. “I don't know athing,” he said. “ Out with it, man. What's on
your mind?'

"Y ou mean you, amember of the fifth column group, didn't know that we had another SS man in the
group? HisVenusan nameis Forsythe..."

Brand's face went pasty. “Forsythe...” he whispered. “ Did you say Forsythe?"
Orson didn't answer. He saw in Brand's face that there was no need.

"So that's what bothered mewhen | saw her walk away from me...” said Brand in stunned tones. “How
could | have failed to recognize the swing of those proud shoulders...?” Hisvoice failed and he stood as
though gtricken with voca paralysis.

"Martin,” said Orson. “What'swrong...?"

Sowly Martin Brand drew in his bregth, then he Sighed in agreat shuddering gust. Hisface took on a set
of utter pain and despair. “ She's ... been executed,” he said in dmost unrecognizable tones. “ Forsythe
was detected by Lieutenant Farrow. Farrow knew al about him, and carried out a plan to trap Forsythe
and the new operative he was bringing in. | never suspected who it was. | didn't recognize her, even
when | was picked to question her before the fake arrest you fellows pulled. She fooled me both
ways—I thought shewasjust aVenusiantrollop..."

Hewhirled on Orson. “Why'd she come here?’ he asked. “Nobody back on Earth would have sent her
where | was. It would have been too dangerous to me, now that | was the key man here. How could she
have come?’

"Itwasdl heridea,” said Orson hoarsdly. “All dong she kept ingsting you weren't dead, and finaly she
made up her mind to find out.

" She told me she was going to open your coffin and find out if you wereredly there. Therewasno
talking her out of it, s0 | did the next best thing; | went with her. Naturally your body wasn't in the coffin.

"Shefigured Venus was the only place you could have gone, and that you were still working for the SS
or you'd have contacted me or her. So, without telling me, shetook her own private ship to Venus.



"I went to Senator Bead ey and made a clean breast of the whole matte—which was hardly necessary;
they had both of usticketed dready, from our fingerprintsin the tomb. It wound up with me going to
Venus on thisjob, afake story about your body being recovered, and my own execution so | could
come here without suspicion.

"That'sthewhole story...” Orson stopped speaking.

Brand's face had become stony. “ Kathy was dwaysthat way,” he said emotionlesdy. “ She had three
grikes againgt her the minute shefell inlove with me. I'm degth to everybody | come near, but thisll be
thelast time. Thistimeit's‘ Suicide’ Martin Brand for sure—because that's what blowing up the
detonator ship will be, for me. Without Kathy, | don't want to go any further..."

He thrust out his hand and Orson took it wordlesdly. “So long, Hal. Get those babies for me, will you?
Y ou can be surel'll take care of my end of the job. Kathy never shirked her duty when she saw it, the
least | can doisfinish her job off the way shewould have."

Orson swallowed hard as he said, “ Goodbye, Martin. Don't worry about my end of it. Venuswill be
scoured clean of these vermin within twenty-four hours, and if | can get hold of that fellow Farrow, I'll
skin himinch by inch and layer by layer.”

"That's part of my job,” said Brand. “Hell be on the big ship with me. Only thing I'll regret isdirtying up
gpace with hisatoms.”

One long instant both men looked at each other levelly, then Brand spun on his hed and amost ran from
the room.

Hal Orson swore mightily and snatched up his desk phone.

CHAPTER XVI

The ceasdless drip of water from the dark green leaves of the lush vegetation in the Venusian jungle
formed awhispering background for the dosh-dosh of Kathleen's feet through the mud as she sumbled
along ahead of Don Coleridge. Behind Coleridge came Farrow, his handsome face still sardonic and
gloating. During the two hours he had urged them aong the muddy trail there had been no chance for
escape. Farrow was as dert asafox, and hisfinger was congtantly on the trigger of his steam-gun.

Now hisvoice barked out. “ Stop. Thisiswhere we get off."
Kathleen halted, but did not turn around. She stood hopelesdy, looking at the leafy jungle al around her.
Coleridge, however, turned on Farrow heavily.

"Y ou'd better get me the first shot, Farrow,” he said. “Because I'm going to kill you if you don't. Once
these fingers wrap your neck, it'll take more than a steam-gun to get me loose.”

Farrow laughed. “Heroics, en?” he sneered. “ Tdl you what I'll do—I'll give you afighting chance. I'll toss
my other steam-gun at your feet. If you can pick it up and fire it before you're dead, you might even hit
me, who knows?"

"Y ou haven't that much sporting blood in you!” exploded Coleridge.

"No?’ asked Farrow. “Wadll, gart jumping, friend. Her€'sthe gun!” With aswift motion he drew his



second steam-gun from its holster and tossed it toward Coleridge. He waited until Coleridge's fingers had
closed on the gun.

Coleridge sretched himsdlf out full length in the mud. Like lightning he snatched the gun. Without trying to
get up, heleveled it and pressed the trigger. Nothing happened.

Farrow laughed contemptuoudly. “Only an Earthman would be idiot enough even to consider the
possibility that anyone would risk hislife on that sort of sporting dedl.” With a sneer he pressed the
trigger of his steam-gun and Coleridge shuddered once, then lay till.

Kathleen, who had faced the two when the conversation had begun, looked at Farrow calmly, repressing
ashudder with every ounce of her sdf contral.

"Do you need to shoot me?’ she asked.

Farrow lifted his eyebrows. “ That's an odd question,” he said. “Why do you put it that way?"
"Because maybe you've made a mistake."

"l never make mistakes."

"Y ou've ascertained postively that | wasworking with him?” she asked.

He looked at her amoment. “1 seewhat you mean. Well, doesit make any difference?’

"Not any more,” she sad bitterly. “It might have, back at the cafe Venus de Milo."

"Just what difference might it have made?’ Therewasadight frown on hisface.

She shrugged. “| waswatching you...” Shelet her voicetrail off.

Farrow stared at her thoughtfully for amoment. “ That'strue,” he said, apeculiar light in hiseyes. “You
werelooking at meagrest ded.” Hewas il an ingtant longer, then he said bluntly. “Why?*

Shelooked at the ground and answered, “Why does awoman look at aman?’
"Maybein this case because shewas aspy,” he suggested.

"That'swhy | said it didn't make any difference now,” she said. “Go ahead; get it over with. | can see
you'l follow your ordersregardless.”

Hisjaw tightened abit and aflush of anger began to creep up from his neck. “I'm not exactly the flunky
you think | am,” he snapped. “1 don't follow orders, | give them.”

Kathleen felt adow surge of hoperise within her. “In this case you are following them,” she said. “Y our
boss, the Martian, ordered you to kill me. Neither he nor you know whether I'm aspy or not, but that
seems to make no difference. Coleridge butted into my life, and now I'm going to pay for it...” She
looked at the body on the ground and her eyes blazed for amoment, then they dulled again and the
hopeless tone crept back into her voice. “Besides, it'stoo late...”

Farrow began walking dowly toward her, astrange light in his eyes. His gaze was devouring her figure,
gppraising her again and again. He jammed the steam-gun into her ssomach and held it there, hisfinger on
thetrigger.

"Nobody's giving me orders,” he said. “I do things because | want to, and when | want to do athing, |



doit. That fat Martian back there means nothing to me—except that my position now assures me of at
least agovernorship back on Earth when we take over—and that'll be very soon now. Asamatter of
fact, I'll be one of the few top Venusians on Earth. Not even the old Earth Romanswill be ableto hold a
candleto the spot I'll bein.”

"If you're trying to torture me, you can forget about it,” she blazed at him. “What difference doesit make
to me whether your position on Earth is better than an Emperor's? Go ahead and kill me. Follow out your
ordersand get it over with."

"I don't follow orders,” he repeated. 1 givethem.” He pressed the gun more firmly against her and
moved closer. “ For instance, kissme!"

She looked up a him. She tossed her hair back with a defiant gesture. “Why not?’ shesaid. “1 was
thinking of it back & the Venus de Milo—when it might have meant something...”

She flung her arams around his neck and placed her lips againgt his. She kissed him passionately once,
then dropped her arms and looked down. Her face flushed, and she held her breath tightly to make it
grow even more 0. “Now go ahead and kill me,” she said.

For reply he laughed. “I'm giving the orders, not you. Here, help me toss this body into the quicksand.”
He sheathed his gun and waited.

Kathleen looked at him, then looked at the crumpled body of Don Coleridge. “It'll be apleasure,” she
sad.

When they had dragged the body off the trail and shoved it into the quicksand bog just beyond its edge,
they stood watching the body sink dowly out of sight. Farrow looked at Kathleen along moment.

"Onething I'm sure of,” hesaid.

"What'sthat?'

"You aren't aspy, but you are my kind of woman."

"l don't know how you're going to manageit,” she said, “but if you do, you won't regret it."

Helicked hislips. “I'll manageit,” he said, “and cometo think of it, you will mekealovely Empress!”

* * % %

The ponderous power of the giant, atom-propelled Martian warship shoved her through the void like a
giant fist, amed directly at the Earth. Behind lay Venus, agiant white bal in space, dready severd million
miles astern.

Martin Brand stared back at it through the portholes of the belly deck and shook his head. He bit hislip
savagdy and turned away from the white planet dmost angrily. Hisface was grim and drawn. With an
effort he thrust down the vision of a proud Irish face surrounded by a cloud of turbulent red hair, and
currently superimposed over it the dant eyes and pale green complexion of aVenusan girl.

"Shedid her job,” he whispered. “Now it's up to meto do mine."

He made hisway dowly toward midship and finally came to the bomb section. Here, on networks of
sted rails, rested the atomic bomb armament of the ship, ready to be launched in rocket warheads. There
were hundreds of them here, capable of devastating the cities of awhole planet, once they could be



launched from arange where accurate aim was possible. These would be the bombs with which thisand
other, but smaller, Martian shipswould finish up operations on remaining Earth centers of resistance,
once the giant detonator generators located in the bow of the ship sent out the fatal impulse that world
make raging atomic infernos of hundreds of strategic areas on Earth.

When that impulse went out, the death blow to Earth's resistance would have been dealt. No matter how
many Martian battleships, converging on Earth after the big blast, were destroyed by Earth's mighty
space navy, it would be meaningless, with no further bases of supply for that navy. Once out of fud, they
would be drifting hulks at the mercy of the enemy. And Mars, right now, was on the other side of the sun,
too far away for successful counter-attack.

Brand looked at the atomic arsena before him, gazed caculatingly at the bomb bays through which the
rockets would dart when launched, and nodded grimly. Before him rose the vision of a battleship amost
asbig asthisone, ingde the Black Hole on Luna. Once more he heard Estelle Carter'svoiceringing in its
madnessin hisears as he crept closer to the belly of her ship. Helived again the gigantic flash that
marked the detonation of her bombs, exploded by his atomic barrage from the loneriflein hisstolen
cruiser. These big shipswere amazingly vulnerable, provided they could be approached. Out in space
thiswasimpossible, but in the Black Hole it had been easy—just asit would be comparatively easy to do
it here. He would merdly launch himself into spacein the auxiliary cruiser, and fireingantly he cleared the
ship and could bring the bomb baysinto line. He would have at most aminute or two, before the
automatic radar-operated guns would blow his cruiser to bits.

Either way, it wasthe end for Martin Brand. He didn't intend to take any chances on being hit before he
could explode those bombs. Given three minutes, he might stand a chance to get away, but he didn't
intend to take those three minutes.

Carefully he considered his chances. On this giant battleship were less than fifty men. Almost dl of the
great ship was robot-controlled. In space warfare, little wasrisked in the way of manpower. Also, in
automatic operation there was amost no chance of such failure as might occur from the human e ement.
Accordingly, Brand could make hisway about the giant ship with little chance of meeting another of the
crew. Since the take-off, he had observed carefully just what and where each man's duties were. He was
satisfied that he knew the time schedule of every man in this section of the ship.

He glanced at hiswatch. In one hour he would make the attempt.
Ashethought of it, hefdt cold.

* k * %

"All right, you can come out now.” Farrow released the catch on the ventilated container and lifted the
cover. With one hand he helped Kathleen clamber out of her hiding place in the storage hold of the ship.
Then he stepped back and stared at her as she straightened her rumpled clothes and brushed out her hair
as best she could with her fingers.

"Y ou look beautiful eveninthe morning,” he observed. “If you look that good coming out of a packing
box, you redly ought to be a sensation coming out of swan'sdown and silk."

"Where arewe?’ asked Kathleen, advancing toward him and nestling against his shoulder.
"Out in gpace.”
"I know that,” she pouted. She dipped her arms around his neck and kissed him.



He pushed her away. “I'd better answer your question first,” hesaid. “That is, if you'reredly interested.”

She shrugged. “It doesn't make much difference. But | would like to know how long I'm going to be
cooped up here."

"WEell belanding on Luna, which will be surrendered to usjust as soon asthey redize what's happened
to Earth, in about two Earth days. And when we land, you'll come off this ship like you came on—in that
box. Once you're off, you'll be afree woman, and I'll pick you up when I've finished my work. After
that—"

"Y our assgnment to an Earth areaas governor!” she exclaimed. “What areado you think you'll get?’

"I've expressed a preference for the United States area,” he said. “And, quite frankly, they could hardly
givemeless. | rank second only to Captain Lutain."

"Whao'she?” asked Kathleen petulantly. “Why should you rank second to anybody?*

Farrow reached out and pulled her to him. “Maybe you've got something there,” he said admiringly.
“Why should 1?1 think something may be done about that, but don't worry about it. Right now, how
about continuing that kiss where you left off? Weve got about an hour before I've got to be back at my
dation."

"Nobody will bother us here?"
He grinned. “Nobody."

Kathleen glanced around the storage hold. “1sn't there anything to drink in this place?’ she complained.
“Ought to be something here."

Farrow lifted his eyebrows. “ Say, baby, maybethereis at that. Asamatter of fact, the Martian hasa
stock of the best brought along with him wherever he goes. Maybeit's here.”

Hewalked up and down the storage racks, and finally exclaimed in pleasure. “Hereitisl” Heripped
open acarton and produced a bottle. Kathleen cameto hisside, took it and kissed him. “ Better take
another one,” she suggested, “we might need it.”

As Farrow turned to get another bottle, sheraised her own above his head and brought it down with all
her might. Without a sound Lieutenant Farrow did to thefloor.

Working swiftly, Kathleen tore his clothesinto strips and bound him tightly. When she had finished, she
surveyed her work with satisfaction. He would not escape from those bonds unless somebody released
him. They had been gpplied with true SS efficiency.

Picking up Farrow's two steam-guns, Kathleen turned and made her way toward the door of the storage
hull.

CHAPTER XVII

Martin Brand made afind instrument adjustment in the eectronics systemsroom, whichwasin his
charge. He hoped that the dight reduction in power output he had made would dow up the action of the
radar-operated guns. Thiswould give him perhaps three or four minutes more of valuabletime, in case he
encountered difficulty in lining up his gunswith the bomb bay openings. On this heavily armored ship, ahit



on the outer hull would be worse than usdesswith such asmdl rifle. Only adirect hit on the bombs
would do thetrick.

Now, hislips pressed tightly together, Brand made hisway down decks toward the launching leve for
thetiny cruisersthe battleship carried. In afew more minutes he would step into one of them, pressthe
button that set the launching mechanism into operation, and would be hurled into space. Once he was
out, aquick burst of the rockets, and a speedy dive and loop ought to bring him up with his bow gun
pointing directly at histarget. He knew he would get time for only one pass at the bomb bays, or at the
outside, one more desperate loop a six gravities. He hoped he could hold his senseslong enough, in that
event, to pressthefiring lever at the proper ingtant.

"I'll get *emthefirst time!” he muttered.

He made hisway without incident past the two operations decks. On deck three heamost raninto a
Venusian. He sduted sharply and went on. The man aso sduted and went on hisway.

He reached the launching deck without seeing anyone ese. Quickly he approached the bulkhead door
beyond which the cruiserslay. As he neared it, there came a hoarse shout down the long corridor that led
to the storage deck. There came the bright flash of asteam-gun and ahorrid scream of aman in agony.
Two more bright flashesilluminated the corridor, and then came the sound of running fet.

Brand raced desperately for the bulkhead door. He had to get through it and get it closed before those
running feet, whatever they meant, came into sight. He cursed the luck that had caused such an
unexpected commotion. He had no time to wonder what it was, but steam-gun in hand he was racing
directly toward those bright flashes.

All & once aracing figure hurled itself into view at thefar end of the corridor. Suddenly it did to a halt,
dropped to one knee, and leveled a steam-gun. Unable to halt his headlong dash in time to aim hisown
weapon, Brand dovefor the floor.

A szzling white beam crackled over his prosirate body, and hot metd flew from thewall just behind him.
Instantly Brand was on his knees, aming his sseam-gun at the figure down the corridor. The newcomer
was now erect, taking careful am at him. Brand's eyes widened and he dropped hisgun in stark
adonishmern.

"Kathleen!" he bellowed, and again hurled hisbody away from her bolt. Once more she missed and he
yedled again. “Kathy! Kathy! It'sme—Martin Brand! Don't shoot!"

The figure down the corridor stood stock till for an ingtant, then dumped to the floor.

Brand leaped to hisfeet and raced to her sde. With one single motion he swept her into hisarms and
raced back to the bulkhead door leading to the cruisers. He kicked it open, legped through, and laid
Kathleen down on the floor. He shut the door, bolted it securdly, and then picked Kathleen up again. He
carried her to the nearet cruiser, locked in itslaunching ways, and thrust her insde. In an instant he had
released the locking mechanism and clambered inside himself.

It took only afew secondsto thrust Kathleen into a shock seat and strap her in. Then heraced for the
pilot sest.

Heignored the straps, using only the support bar to hold him fast. Frantically he pressed the starting
button, and as soon asthe force of the launching acceleration told him the ship was moving toward the
exit port, which was opening dowly, he jabbed the rocket lever forward.



Red flamefilled the cruiser compartment, and the ship legped forward like alive thing. It roared out of
the exit port before it was even wholly opened, and Brand redled under a savage shock asthe ship
smashed the doors outward. But he exulted, because if hefailed at hisfirst passit would beimpossibleto
open the bulkhead door. Thered be no firing at him from the other shipsin their cradles.

He hurled the ship into a steep dive, and brought it up tightly in an inside loop. Streaks of whitefilled the
blackness of space. They were the stars passing before his eyesin dizzy passage. The battleship was
nowherein sight, and he strained his eyesto pick it up as he continued around the killing loop. Blackness
threatened to sweep over hisvison before it suddenly loomed over him. Then, al a once, hewas
bearing directly for it, and there in the forepart of the hull were the black openings of the rocket-bomb

bays.

Brand pressed thefiring studs of the cruiser's bow atomic rifles, and locked them into position. For an
agonizing three seconds he bore straight for the openings, then he looped over again, a maximum speed.
The blackness before his eyes swept over him like atide, but al a once it seemed to recede for an
ingant under an intolerable brilliance. Then it surged up again and thistime overwhdmed him. Asit did
90, hisleaden hand pulled the steering lever into neutrd...

* * % %

Thetaste in his mouth was sdty and he wondered vaguely why. Then he realized his nose was bleeding
profusely. All at once someone swabbed at his face with alarge piece of cotton.

"Sissy!” he heard avoice say.

He kept hiseyes closed, trying to remember something. Then it cameto him dowly, likeamoviein dow
moation ... Kathy'sface, racing toward him; white bolts of her sleam-gun darting at him; whirling action;
her body heavy in hisarms; the roar of the cruiser rockets, red flame; black space; spinning sars; an
ugly, growing black tide over hiseyes; abrilliant white flash; blackness, into which her face grew above
him ... Heredlized that he was opening his eyes. Her face remained beforehim ... aVenusian face,
dant-eyed, tear-streaked, nose bloody.

"It'sanew face,” hesaid. “It fooled me, but | should have known that walk..."
"So that's what you were looking a7
He nodded. “Y ou won't ever be able to hide that gait,” he grinned. “It's as Irish as the Sweepstakes.”

"Y ou fooled metoo. How | failed to recognize the uppity sdf-pity of Martin Brand, though, I'll never
know..."

"It'snot pity,” he retorted, struggling erect to discover himsdf on the floor beside the pilot seat of the
cruiser. “'Y ou women seem to have a penchant for showing aman theflat of your back.”

"Y ou're not looking a my back now,” she said.

Helooked at her along moment. “And I'm never going to,” he said, * but where are we? What
happened?’

"Y ou blew the battleship up, just like you did the Martian fleet ingde the Black Hole."

"So you admit, findly, that | did blow it up?’ he demanded. “But let me at that radio—we've got to get a
pickup before we get clean out of the solar system.”



She pushed him back firmly. “No you don't! I'vetried to get you where I've got you for eeven years, and
now that were alone with no chance of being interrupted, I'm not going to let you radio to anybody. We
don't need any help. I've got this ship pointed in an orbit that will bring usto Earth's atmosphere in about
forty-eight hours."

"Forty-eight hours? How far are we from Earth?"
"About three thousand miles.”
"But that's only two hours away,” he said, struggling once more to get up. She pushed him back again.

"Martin Brand, that may be your idea of how to trave, but it's going to take forty-eight hoursif | haveto
back thisship up to do it. And besides..."

"Begdeswhat?'
"If you don't wipe that blood off your face, I'm going to kiss you anyways."

Helooked up at her and grinned. “ Go ahead,” he said. “ And while you're doing that, I'll try to imagine
that's green lipstick on your face, Sssy!"

A minute later he pulled away franticaly, gasping. “1've got to breathe!” he panted. “How many G'sdo
you think aguy can teke...?"

"I'll tell you—forty-eight hours from now,” she said swestly. “Draw a deep breath—here | come again.”
Outsde the portholes, the green earth rotated dowly benegth the drifting ship.
THE END
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