FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

To People

Who Want to Write
but can’t get started

Do you have the constant urge to write but the fear that a beginner hasn't 2
chance? Then listen to what the former editor of Liberty said on this subject:

“There is more room for netwcomers in the writing field day than
erer before. Some of the greatest of writing men and women have
passed fram the scene in vecent years, Who will be the new Robert W,
Chambers, Edgar Wallace, Rudyard Kipling? Fame, viches and the

happiness of achievement await the wew men and women of poucer.

Wins Writing Success
Though Crippled
with Arthritis

"Bhes [ obecame qlmost eripplod
with  arthrilis, NJIA. fraining
proved tis vafue, J began acting o
focal corres pondent for fua papers.
Then, [ staried o publication af my
autt, ‘The Berkecper' Became 2
realify and & swecess, Were T oply-
stcally afde, [ oawvondd erawl te phe
fap af Hie honse and showl the woerils
of the N.F.A. Trasning” —Elnes
Carrcll, Route 3, Bex §40, Lan-
sing, Mich,

Sells 78 Articles as Result
of N.LA, Training

“Refore eneaffing tn N 1A T had
werer aeriffen o single line for pub-
fieatfon, Since baking the course,
herve sold 70 erticles, £ bave soveral
recudar markets far all Hie moterial
I hate time to strite, Tien fiction
starics are in the mading and will
g fo the Mirrar (N T and Caun.
tre Genltemgr. Al crednd govs b
NI A s competent froining '
Suzam L, Brown, R.D. 1, Walden,
N ¥,

r

Writing Aptitude Test — FREE!

THE Newspaper Institute of America offers 2 FREE Writing Aptitude
Test. Its object is to discover new recruits fot the army of mea and
women who add to their jocome by fiction and article writiag.

The Writing Aptitude T'est is a simple hut expert analysis of your latent
ability, your powers of observation, imagination, dramatic instinct, etc.
Not all applicants pass this test. Those who do are qualified to take the
famous N.I.A. course based on the practical training given by big metco-
politan dailies,

This is the New York Copy Desk Method which teaches you to write
by writing! You develop your sedividral style in-
stead of tr}'inﬁ 1o copy that of others. Although
vou work at home, on your own time, you are
constantly guided by experienced writers. You
“cover” actual assignments such as metropolitan
rcporters get.

It is really fascinating work. Each week you see
new progress. In 2 marter of mooths you can
acquice the coveted “professional” wouch. Thea
you're ready for market with grearly improved
chances of making sales.

VETERANS:

This course
approved

Mail the Coupon Now tt"
But the first step is to take the Writing Aptitude ’
Test. It requires but a few minutes and custs VBtﬁl'aflS
nothing. So mail the coupon now! Make the first
move towards the most enjoyable and proftable Trai"in
occupation—writing for publicasion! Newspaper g

Institute of America,1 Park Ave., New York 16,
N- Y. (Founded 1925)

NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE O AMERICA

ONE PARK AVE., MW VORK 16 N ¥,

Serl me, without o= nr ohlization. venr Wieiting Aptitude
Test and further information aboul writing ior proot.

Aidibress
{7 Uheck here if voop ave eligibde ypeder the o0 [ Wb of fighis,
(Al correspordence confidental XMoo galeaman wilb call an verr © A1 H ARG
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Cyril Gansdt just happened to be

around that night when the earthquake
released the sirange being who called
himself Mik*). Bur Mik'1 thought thart
Cyril had helped him. so he gave him—
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ERE were fleecy white clouds
in the sky, and they scudded
along like little lambs.

A warm breeze was blowing, rustling
the leaves of a large oak tree which
stood tall and stately on the slope of
a small hill. The Moon was shining
brightly, and its rays, filtering through
the leaves of the tree threw mottled
patterns of silver on the grass.

The hill made 2 pretty picture in the
moonlight, thought Cyril Gansdt,
Ph.D., as he sat with his back to the
tree, arms clasped loosely around his
knees. It was a nice little hill—an inno-
cent little hill—not at all the kind of
hill one would suspect of hiding a great
secret, especially on a beautiful night
like this.

But that secret, hidden beneath tons
of earth for untold centuries, was soon
{o be‘divulged. For in a few moments,
the hill would cease to be.

Cyril loved the night, much mare so

than the day. And he loved to sit
against that oak tree and look up over
the hill at the Moon. It was such a
beautiful Moon, smiling down upon the
Earth, a prize among the treasures of
the sky,
. Cyril would have given half his life
to travel to the Moon, and though he
hated the hypocrisy of the thought, he
sometimes told himself he would gladly
sell his soul to the devil for such an ex-
perience.

The Man in the Moon always in-
trigued Cyril. He often wondered if
there was such a being—then he
chided himself for wondering about
such an impossible thing. And yet, the
Man in the Moon always smiled when
Cyril looked up at him—as if he knew
a great secret and took pleasure in the
fact that he alone knew it.

The night was always so peaceful
around that hill. That was why Cyril
always came there. After a trying day
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at the University of Florence, in sunny
Ttaly, the soft cool breezes that played
around the little hill were a restorant
to his worn nerves. Not that Cyril de-
tested lecturing, especially to Astron-
omy classes, it just seemed that the day
was long, because he looked forward
so much to the night,

Somewhere overhead came the soft
song of a nightbird. Cyril leaned back
against the tree and sighed. He was
content.

Deep within the hill—so littie in com-
parison to the mountains that lifted
sleepy peaks skyward at the horizon’s
end, titanic forces were stirring. They
yawned, and the yawn was a dull rum-
bling roar. Cyril suddenly felt a tremor
in the earth beneath him. Then the
forces became a thundering voice whose
vibrations shook the very ground.

The clouds still resembled little white
lambs, and the Moon continued to
shine. But the wind had died away as
if expectant of some terrible thing to
come, And then that something came.

The hill rose, hopped, and then
erupted. Huge pieces of rock and earth
slid down on all sides. The lone oak
tree at its base swayed, and Cyril clam-
bered to his feet in fright and dashed
to safety. Behind him the tree suddenly
crashed to the ground.

The hill was no longer a hill, it was
a nearly level mound. And the forlorn
remains of the tree lay buried in scat-
tered heaps of dirt and rock. The des-
olate roots pointed to the heavens, and
the wind was blowing again.

The Moon shone brightly into a large
hole which the tree had covered. Cyril
stared at that hole, and suddenly be-
gan to tremble.

FROM the shadowy depths came a

strange being. The strangest being
Cyril had ever seen. It remotely re-
sembled some huge ungainly bat-—and
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yet Cyril instinctively knew it was not a
bat. - It had wings that were leathery,
as all bats have, and its mouth hid
shatp little teeth. But though it looked
ungainly, it was not. Tt skipped grace-
fully over the heaps of rock and dirt,
and spreading its wings, flew over the
remains of the oak iree, to land not
twenty feet from where Cyril was
standing—not knowing whether to run,
cross himself, or faint.

Cyril was a very broadminded per-
son, though he had never actually be-
lieved in the supernatural sciences.
And yet, at that moment, his senses
told him that this creature could not
possibly be any preduct of the material
world he knew so well. Just as he be-
gan to experience the first vague evi-
dences of fear, it saw him.

“Qh! So it was you who freed me!”

Cyril knew the words had not been
spoken in the way he and his kind
spoke, but nevertheless he heard them.
The voice came from nowhete in par-
ticular, and yet seemed to come from
all directions. How the creature did it
Cyril could not tell,

“Well, it was you—wasn’t it?” The
being tucked ope leathery wing be-
neath its head and gazed at Cyril ques-
tioningly.

“I-~1 don't know—who are youl!”
Cyril stepped back and prepared to
run.

“Me? Why my name’s Mik-1, I'm an
angel.”

“An angel!l” Courage flowed back
into Cyril’s veins, “You—you're crazy,
an angel has wings, and—"

“Well, 1 have wings.”

Cyril had to admit that it did, but
he was not daunted.

“But angels are beautiful-—and you,
yow're—"’

“Who says they are?”

“Why, why everyone!”

“Have you ever seen one before?”
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“Ne, but—"

- “Has anyone you know ever seen
one?” '

“NO—”

“Well then, how do you know they're
beautiful?” -

Cyri! was stumped. He didn’t know
just what to say. It was so preposter-
ous—that this creature had the au-
dacity to claim that it was an angel!
And, yet. . ..

“Come, let’s not dabble over person-
azlities. I’'m indebted to you, you know,
for freeing me from that dreadful tomb.
You did a nice job of it, I must say.”

“But I—" :

“Tut, now, don't try to deny it. It
was a marvelous job. Lucifer himself
couldn’t have done better.” The angel
spread his wings and inhaled the crisp
night air. “Ah, but it’s good to taste
an atmosphere again—not that I need
it of course, but good just the same.”

“This is too ridiculous!” stormed
Cyril, his indignation getting the better
of his astonishment.

“What is?”

“You!'l)

The angel shrugged and sighed. “And
to think I once laughed at Puck for
calling you mortals fools!” He leaned
against the torn tree roots and gazed
at Cyril in disapproval. “But I must
not forget that I owe you a debt of
gratitucue. Come now,.I must do some-
thing for yon in return, What'll it be?”

“Leave me alone and get out of here.
You’ve spoiled enough of my night as it
is.”” Cyril felt that he should be angry,
and was almost succeeding in making
himself believe he was.

“Is that any way to talk when I
offer you something in return for your
services?” The angel’s voice took on an
offended note. Cyril suddenly felt
ashamed of himself and hung his head.

“Oh, that’s all right,” soothed the
angel, noting Cyril's penitence, “per-
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haps I have been a bit hasty, but come
now, what can I give you? Isn’t there
anything you want?”

CYRIL thought swiftly. The whole
thing was obviously a joke, but he
might as well humor the thing, what-
ever it was, along, What had he to lose?
He thought hard for something to ask
for, but for the first time in his life,
. couldn’t find anything he especially
wanted. He was about to give the
whole thing up in disgust when he sud-
denly recalled an old saying which ran:
“Give him the Earth and he’d wish
for the Moon.” Cyril looked up at the
bat-like being and got an idea.

“Very well, if you mean what you
say, then give me the Moon!” He
puffed his chest up in triumph. That
would call the creature’s bluff,

“The Moon. Yes—hmm. You ate an
ambitious mortal aren’t you!”

“Well,” retorted Cyril, beginning to
feel angry again as he saw his bluff
working, “you said I could have any-
thing I wanted!”

“Oh, you can have it if you want
it, but you really don’t know what
you're getting into. Are you sure there’s
nothing else you might want instead?”

“No! It’s the Moon or nothing!”
Cyril folded his arms impatiently and
glared across at the angel,

“Yery well, since you want it, it’s
yours—but don’t say I didn't warn
you!"” He spread his wings wide as if
to wash any blame from his conscience.
Cyril began to feel uneasy.

“Now that I've got it, how am 1
going to get there?”

“Qh, that’s no trick at all. I’ll take
you. But here, you better put this on,
itll save you a lot of trouble out in
space.” He drew a small diamond
shaped ring from some hidden source
about him, and handed it to Cyril.
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“Slip it on, you'll need it.”

Cyril took the proffered ring and
examined it suspiciously. There was
a curious jewel set in the center of a
metal casement. It emanated a soft
blue radiance, but outside of that,
seemed perfectly harmless. He slipped
it on and immediately felt a tingling
sensation shoot up his arm and over
him. He almost pulled it off, in appre-
hension, but then the tingling stopped.

Cyril had never felt so good in all
his life. He didn’t notice the wind, and
he could hold his breath as long as he
wanted to, He tried taking a deep
breath to see how great his powers
were, but nothing happened. True, his
chest expanded all right, but that was
all. Then it dawned oh him that he
really wasn’t breathing. For a moment
he became frightened, but the angel re-
assured him,

“It’s quite alright. That’s why I gave
it to you. There's no zir in space, or on
the Moon, you know, and too, it’s
dreadfully cold up there. But you won’t
notice it as Jong as you keep the ring
on. Of course you'll have to have a
new one every half an eon, but that’s
too far away to worry about now. I
always said Otto deserved a vacation
for thinking that one up!”

“Who’s Otto?’ demanded Cyril, new
respect for the angel in his voice.

“Oh, yow'll meet him in due time.
He’lli probably welcome you with open
arms, which is more than Lucifer will
do. But that’s your lookout, not mine.
Well, are you ready to go?”

Cyril was ready all right-—ready to
make tracks home. But he knew that if
he did that he would profess himself a
coward, and Cyril was not a coward.

There were a lot of things he would
have liked to ask the angel beforehand
—the whole business was too myste-
rious. But the angel was impatient, so
Cyril decided to take the gamble. After
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all, he’d always wanted a chance to go
to the Moon, hadn’t he? Cyril wasn’t
so sure, now that the moment was at
hand, that he did.

T HE angel pulled his wings together,

and Cyril climbed on his back. His
heart was in his mouth as they rose
into the air—higher, and higher, He
was almost afraid to look down, and
when he found the courage to do so,
was astounded to find the Farth no
larger than a good-sized medicine ball.
The Moon on the other had grew im-
mense.

Space was cold and dark, but Cyril
didn’t notice it. In fact he was quite
warm. It was a weird void they jour-
neyed through, soundless, oppressive.
And the immensity of the Moon kept
creeping closer, Cyril could make out
the myriad towering peaks that
stretched towards the heavens. He
could see the desolate waste that was
the Sea of Serenity. And then Cyril
saw something that made him gasp.

A gigantic face peered at him from
the side of a huge mountain. A face so
immense its size staggered him. But it
was not a human face, it was a face of
stone. And as they drew close to the
desolate surface, Cyril made out a fig-
ure clinging to the side of that moun-
tain. It was the figure of a man.

He was straddled on the pinnacle
surface of a stone ear, a massive steel
chisel in one hand, and an enormous
sledge in the other. He swung the ham-
mer in powerful strokes against the
chise! and flakes of stone flew in all
directions, floating leisurely downward
in the stight gravity.

He resembled some herculean wrest-
ler, and the massive hammer, though
its weight was minimized in the Moon’s
feeble attraction, was like a toy in his
hand. His hair was the brightest red
Cyril had ever seen, and his eyes were
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a sparkling blue. He stopped his labors
as they approached and stared up at
them in surprise. Then:

“Well speak of the devil! Ho there!
Mik-1! And where have you been keep-
ing yourself these past centuries? By
the wrath of Lucifer but Pm glad to
see you!”

The angel alighted softly on the
scarred surface of the Moon, and Cyril
slid from his back to sway uncertainly
in the light gravity. The angel spread
a leathery wing skyward to where the
giant sat on the great stone ear, and
waved a greeting.

“Hello there, Otto! Come down, I've
got someone I want you to meet, He’s
come to relieve you of your duties,
though he doesn’t as yet know it!”

“What’s that?” bellowed Otto from
atop the mountain, though he really
said nothing at all. To Cyril, the voices
seemed to come from somewhere in his
brain—as if he didn’t need ears to hear
them. “What did you say about some-
one relieving me? Wait—I'll be right
down!”

Caching his sledge and chisel against
a bulwark of stone, the giant suddenly
leaped into space and floated slowly,
like a bloated sack of feathers, to the
ground., He landed almost directly in
front of Cyril.

Well now, let me get a good look
at you Mik-1. It’s been many years
since you've visited the Moon. Tell me,
where’ve you been keeping yourseli?”

Mik-l tucked a wing beneath his
head and glanced aside at Cyril.

“To tell you the truth, Otto, I've
spent the last few centuries beneath a
couple tons of dirt and rock on Earth.
I was chasing one of Lucifer's imps
when I got caught in a landslide. And
I’d be there yet if this mortal here
hadn’t freed me. I don’t know how he
did it and can’t say that I care, but,
owing him a debt of gratitude, I offered
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him anything he wanted;” he sighed
before continuing. “And the poor fool
asked for the Moon.”

“The Moon!” roared Otto in sur-
prise. “He can bloody well have it if
he wants it—but does he know—r”
Mik-1 shook his head. Otto looked at
Cyril, and Cyril looked at Otto.

“Will somebody please tell me what
this is all .about?” pleaded Cyril in
complete dismay. “I don’t understand
this at all.”

'[\/I IK-L shifted his wings, kicked up
¥4 alittle sand, and gazed sorrow-
fully at Cyril.

“I suppose I might as well break the
news to you now as ever. You see, the
Moon isn’t exactly a healthy place for
mortals. At least not since Lucifer has
been in exile here.” He kicked up some
more sand and continued. “You see, a
few hundred centuries ago—before you
and your kind were in existence, we
angels had a little trouble amongst us.
A minority were discontent and tried
to change our living conditions, and
these few, with Lucifer at their head
were exiled into the exterior darkness
of the Moon. And they’'ve been here
ever since.

“As immortals they couldn’t be pun-
ished in any other way, and so, with
his wings clipped, Lucifer, along with
his rebel band was put up here to serve
his punishment. Of course, we had to
consult Father Time with the matter,
and he set the sentence at a hundred
eons.

“A keeper had to be appointed, and
as none of us wanted the job, Otto
here was created for the task. After a
few centuries or so, he showed such
good sense and intelligence that we de-
cided it wouldn’t be a bad idea to have
a whole race like him inhabiting the
Earth. So. . .. Anyway, Otto’s job has
been to see that Lucifer keeps to his
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own side of the Maon—and when he
doesn’t, to call for reinforcements.

“It’s regretable that Lucifer won’t
take his punishment peacefully. He
usually makes a break once a year, and
at that time, Otto has his hands full,
When these atiempts are made, a few
imps usually manage to slip by our
guard in the confusion and escape to
Earth. Then we have to spend some
time rounding them up and bringing
them back here.

“These breaks are usually made
around the end of the Earth year—
Halloween I believe you call it, when
goblins and such are supposed to flit
around the atmosphere. I'll admit that
those imps can be rather annoying at
times. So there you have the story. Now
you see what you have to contend
with.”

Cyril stood there with open mouth.
He was positively stunned, and though
he would have liked to say something,
he couldn’t, Otto kicked up a flurry of
sand and clapped Cyril on the back.

“I don’t mind saying that I'm glad
someone else is to finally take over this
business. I’ve had enough trouble these
past centuries, and I need a vacation.
Of course, my time has been used up
by other things too—for example my
stone head.” He turned towards the
towering human image of rock, and
gazed at it fondly.

“I've been working on that for many
years. | had hoped to complete it soon,
and would have done so long ago if it
hadn’t had those blasted meteors to
contend with, Every time I think I've
carved some detail to perfection, a slab
of junk from space is sure to smack
into it and spoil my work. Then T've
got to do it all over again.” He sighed
and shook his head.

“Of course, now that you're here to
take over my duties, I won’t be able to
finish it—but how I am going to enjoy
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that vacation!”

“Well,” said Mik-l, ruffling his wings
about him, “if you’re ready Otto, lets
get going. I’ve got some business of my
own to attend to, but I'll drop you off
at Earth first.”

“Wait!” croaked Cyril, “you’re not
going to leave me alone here — are
you?r”

“Why not?” queried the angel in
surprise, “you wanted the Moon, didn’t
you? Now that you've got it, there’s no
sense in us hanging around.”

“But I don’t want it—I’ve changed
my mind!” Cyril suddenly became
angry. “Besides, you played a dirty
trick on me by not telling me about this
place before you got me up here, and
I won’t have it—it’s all your fauit!”

“A fine thing!” roared Otto in dis-
gust, “a fine thing! Just because you're
afraid to face the music, I'm to get
gvpped out of a rest I earned a couple
thousand years ago! It seems to me
that Pm the one who should do the
hollering around here! By Lucifer—
you're not going to get away with it—
you picked your bed, now lay in it!”

Mik-1 tucked -a wing unconcernedly
under his head and surveyed the two
of them.

“This is a pretty predicament, 1
must say, I confess that I don’t know
just what to do. Otto deserves his rest
—and after all, you did ask for the
Moon—I gave you a fair chance to
back out.”

“But you're forgetting a lot of im-
portant things,” protested Cyril des-
perately, calling his every wit into play.

“Am I?” asked the angel in surprise,
“what!”

“For one thing,” argued Cyril, “you
forget that I'm only a human—and hu-
mans don’t live for centuries like you
do. Too, if you left me alone up here,
Lucifer would probably kill me and
then he’d escape to Earth and you’d

have to spend the next hundred years
or so trying to catch him. And in the
meantime he’d be spreading terror on
us mortals—damn it} It’s not fair!”
“Hmm,” muttered Mik-l, shifting his
wings thoughtfully, “I hadn’t thought
of that angle, now that you mention it.
There’s something in what you say. 1
suppose Otto and I would get the long
end of the job anyway. Well? What do
you say Otto—is it worth the risk?”

THE Moon Keeper sighed and
shrigged his shoulders in resigna-
tion. “I knew there’d be a catch in it
somewhere. I suppose he’s right—-we’'d
only have more trouble on cur hands
after while. I guess we’d better let him
go back—and I'll have to stay until
Lucifer’s sentence is up.” He sighed
again, and then brightened. “At any
rate I'll be able to finish my face!”

Cyril wanted to shout for joy, and
might have if something had not hap-
pened just at that moment. The Lunar
terrain began to tremble beneath his
feet. And far off at the edge of the
eternal twilight belt, Cyril made out
shadowy wraiths gathering like storm
clouds in a threatening sky. Otto let
out a bellow.

“It's Lucifer! He’s up to his old
tricks again, I might have expected
something like this just when I'm not
prepared] Mik-l—you better get this
mortal out of here before it’s too late.
Put him on a2 moonbeam and then get

‘back—T'll need your help!”

Cyril wasn’t aware that his teeth
were chattering. He wasn’t even aware
of climbing on the angel’s back and
being suddenly whisked skyward. All
he knew was that something terrible
was about to take place on the Moon—
something he didn’t want any part of.

Away from the desolate surface they
flew, towards a silver shaft of light that
spanned across space towards Earth,
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Mik-1 siddled up to the silver shaft and
motioned Cyril to get off his back.

“But you can’t leave me out here!”
protested Cyril in fright, “PIl falit”

“Ne you won’t,” Mik-l said im-
patiently, “you’ll just slide down it—
like you would a barber pole.”

“But there’s nothing there—it’s just
a shaft of light, how can I hang on to
nothing!”

The angel shifted his wings in agita-
tion. “How trying you mortals can be
some times. Do as I say, you won’t
fall, it’s solid enough all right. Why
shouldn’t it be? It’s a beam—and
beams are solid masses that support
weight. Come now, I’ve got to get back
to Otto—you’re wasting time.”

Much against his will, Cyril left the
protection of the angel’s back and
clutched at the misty looking moon-
beam. To his surprise and thankful-
ness, he didn’t fall through as he had
half suspected. It was actually solid.

“Well, good-bye, and good luck,”
waved Mik-1, moving away from Cyril
and the beam of silver light, “maybe
Il see you again sometime!” With
that he was gone, and though Cyril felt
no sensation to assert it as fact, he
knew he was falling.

Down-—down—down he slid, his
arms entwined around the moonbeam
in a grip of death. But he couldn'’t stop
himself from sliding, and when he
dared to look towards Earth, he found
himself rapidly approaching the very
spot from which he had taken off on
that mad journey. Cyril thought he
would be crushed to a pulp when he
reached the ground, but he wasn’t. As
lightly as a feather his feet touched

the Earth, and he uttered a prayer of
thanksgiving.

Stark and empty stood the ominous
hole from which Cyril had first seen
the angel appear. The twisted roots of
the old oak lifted torn arms skyward.
And Cyril was so happy to be back he
almost sang, He inhaled deeply of the
night air, but nothing happened. Then
he remembered the ring he still had on
his finger.

Cyril wanted to be as free as was
humanly possible from the memory of
what had happened that night, and it
was with little hesitation that he tore
the ring from his finger and threw it
into the hole by the tree. Immediately
he felt the cool night air upon his face,
and his lungs took in great gulps of it.

It was wonderful to feel the wind
again, and Cyril wouldn’t have traded
all the Moons in the Universe for that
feeling. He glanced towards the heav-
ens, but a mist overcast the Lunar sur-
face. Cyril could guess what that mist
might be. But he preferred not to.

With a tune echoing softly from his
lips, Cyril headed Homeward, and his
gait was long and free.

A meadowlark warbled in a distant
field, and its song was a herald of dawn.
Little white clouds scudded along over-
head, and they resembled little lambs
seeking a haven in the night. The wind
hummed merrily and it rustled the
grass into waves like a rippling sea.

At the door to his cottage, Cyril
paused and glanced heavenward. The
mist had passed from the sky, and
though he couldn’t be sure, as he stood
there and watched, it seemed as if the
Man in the Moon was smiling. . ..
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