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THREE TIMES in the haf-century history of magazine science fiction a new writer has burst into the
fidd like a nova, capturing the imagination of the readers a once, dtering the nature of science fiction and
converting every other writer into an imitator. (Nor may there ever be afourth time, for snce 1939, when
the third nova appeared, the fidd has surdy grown too large and too diverse to be turned in its path by
any sngle story by any new writer.)

Let metdl you about the firgt and third novas, then, so that you can see the Smilarities between them
and will have a better appreciation of the truly remarkable nature of the second and greatest of the three.

Inthe August 1928 issue of Amazing Stories, & atime when magazine science fiction was only a little
over two years old, there appeared the fird ingdlment of "The Skylark of Space," by Edward Elmer
Smith and Lee Hawkins. It was E. E. Smith'sfird published science-fiction story.

For the firg time in a science-fiction magazine, man was whirled off into the depths of interselar
space, with dl the Universe open before him. For the firg time, the reader had the chance to visudize
men as a creature of infinite capacity —man as God, amog.

The readers loved it. "The Skylark of Space”’ became a classic a once, and other writers did ther
best to imitete it. The fidd was never the same again, and E. E. Smith was a demigod of science fiction
for the remainder of hislife

E. E. Smith was the firs nova

Inthe Augugt 1939 issue of Astounding Science Fiction, there gppeared the short tory "Life-Ling"
by a new author, Robert A. Heinlen. It attracted attention at once for its low-keyed, naturdisiic style, for
the utter absence of higrionics or the cardboard attitudes common in most science fiction.

The gory did not, perhaps, indantly grab the readers and shake the fidd into a new form, for it was a
litle obscured by the nearly smultaneous appearance of the more spectacular and longer "Black
Degtroyer," by A. E. van Vogt, another new writer, in the July 1939 Astounding. But Heinlein continued
to write stories rgpidy and Astounding continued to publish them. Within the year it became quite
obvious that Robert A. Heinlein was the best living science-fiction writer.

Agan readers demanded more, and agan dmost every writer in the fidd (induding mysdf) began,
more or less conscioudy and more or less thoroughly, to imitate Heinlein.

Robert A. Heinlen was the third nova

In many ways, Smith and Henleén were dike. Both, for insance, published ther initid,
attention-cgpturing pieces in what was at the time the foremost magazine in the fidd: Amazing published
Smith's story, Astounding published Heinlein's. (At the time of "The Skylark of Space," Amazing was,
indeed, the only science-fiction magazine being published.)

In both cases an important and semind editor had created an exdting magazine within which the nova
could show its lugter to the full. It was Hugo Gernsback in Smith's case; John W. Campbdl, Jr., in
Henlen's

In neither case was the writer a born writer in the sense that he had been fiddling with pen and paper
snce he could toddle, had been submitting from the age of twelve and publishing from the age of Sxteen.
Both Smith and Heinlen had engineering backgrounds, and neither had any intention of becoming a
professona writer until, more by accident than anything else, each discovered how "easy" writing was.
Both were past thirty when their firgt stories were published.

In both cases, their fame was enduring. Each continued to produce for many years, so thet there were
dways new dories to add to the canon and to ther reputation in the hearts of new generaions of
readers.

The February 1948 issue of Astounding carried the fourth and lagt ingalment of "Children of the
Lens" Smith'slagt important work. Twenty years after "The Skylark of Space," he was il read avidly.

As for Heinlein, he is writing and publishing today, thirty-five years after the publication of his first
sory, and he has logt hone of his reputation. In a recent fan-poll, he dilt finished in firg place as dl-time
favorite science-fiction writer.

The second nova appeared in 1934, just Sx years after Smith and just five years before Hanlen. In
the July 1934 issue of Wonder Sories, a short sory entitled "A Martian Odyssey” appeared by a



never-before-published writer, Stanley G. Weinbaum.

Observe the differences. At the time the dory appeared, Wonder was not the foremost
science-fiction magazine. It was, in my opinion, third in a fidd of three. Its publisher was indeed Hugo
Gemshack, but Gernsback was no longer in the forefront of creative thinking in the fidd. The editor was
Charles D. Hornig, who, in the hitory of science-fiction editing, is utterly undiginguished and whose sole
dam to fame, indeed, may be the recognition of the worth of this particular story.

Y et, hidden in this obscure magazine, "A Martian Odyssey had the effect on the fidd of an exploding
grenade. With this angle story, Weinbaum was indantly recognized as the world's best living
science-fiction writer, and at once dmost every writer in the fidd tried to imitate him.

The second nova differed in another important qudity from the firgt and third.

Although E. E. Smith was awonderful human being, beloved by dl who knew him (induding mysdif),
the sad truth isthat he was an indifferent writer, who developed only moderatdly with the years. Heinlein
was amuch better writer than Smith, but hisfirg story, "Life-Ling" is minor Heinlen and on no one's lig
of dl-time grest tales.

How different the case with "A Martian Odyssey." This story showed a once a writing skill as
easy-flowing and as naturd, not merdly as Heinlein's, but as Heinlein's at its best. "A Martian Odyssey" is

major Weinbaum.

In 1970, the Science Fiction Writers of America voted on the best science-fiction short stories of
time, and among those that proved the favorites "A Martian Odyssey” was the oldest. It was the firg
science-fiction story every published in the magazines to withstand the critica scrutiny of professonds a
generation later. And it did more than merdly withstand the test. It ended up in second place.

Like Smith and Heinlein, Weinbaum was not a born writer. Like Smith and Heinlein, he had an
enginegring background (he was a chemicd engineer, like Smith). Like Smith and Heinlein, his firg story
was published when he was over thirty.

And there the resemblance ends, for the tragic truth is that Weinbaum, even as he entered the fidd
and became a once its leader, was a dying man.

On December 14, 1935, a the age of 33, and only one and a hdf years after the publication of his
fird story, Weinbaum died of cancer and his career was over. By the time of his death, he had published
twelve stories; deven more appeared poshumoudy.

Y et even without the advantage of decades of accomplishment and development, he remains dive in
the memories of fans. Any new collection of his stories remains, and mugt remain, a mgor event in
science fiction,

Now what was mog characteristic of Weinbaum's stories? What was it that mogt fascinated the
readers? The answer is easy—his extra-terrestrial creatures.

There were, to be sure, extraterrestria creatures in science fiction long before Weinbaum. Even if we
restrict ourselves to magazine science fiction, they were a commonplace. Yet before Weinbaum's time,
they were cardboard, they were shadows, they were mockeries of life.

The pre-Weinbaum extrarterrestrial, whether humanoid or monstrous, served only to impinge upon
the hero, to serve as a menace or as a means of rescue, to be evil or good in grictly human terms—never
to be something in itsdf, independent of mankind.

Waeinbaum weas the firg, as far as | know, to create extra-terrestrials that had ther own reasons for
exiding.

He did more than that, too; he created whole sense-making ecologies.

Weinbaum had a consgstent picture of the solar system (his Stories never went beyond Pluto) that was
adronomicdly correct in terms of the knowledge of the mid-1930s. He could not be wiser than his time,
however, so he gave Venus a day-sde and a night-sde, and Mars an only moderately thin atmosphere
and cands. He aso took the chance (though the theory was dready pretty wel knocked-out at the time)
of meking the outer planets hot rather than cold so that the satelites of Jupiter and Saturn could be
habitable.

On each of the worlds he dedls with, then, he dlows for the astronomic difference and creates a world



of life adapted to the circumstances of that world. The super-jungle of the day-side of Venus as pictured
in"Paraste Planet” is, inmy opinion, the most perfect example of an dien ecology ever constructed.

In Weinbaum's stories, the plots, though tightly and well-constructed, exigt in the reader's mind largdly
for the opportunity they present for a voyage of discovery of strange worlds and of ever-fascinating
lifeforms.

Of dl his lifeforms, the mogt fascinaing perhaps are Twed, the pseudo-ogtrich in "A Martian
Odyssey," and Oscar, the intdligent plant in "The Lotus Eaters.” In both cases, Weinbaum met the
chdlenge of a demand John Campbell was to make of his writers in later years: "Write me a story about
an organism that thinks as wel as aman, but not like aman." | don't think anyone has done it as wel as
Waenbaum in dl the years snce Wenbaum.

And what would have happened if Weinbaum had lived? It is likely, sad to say, that he would have
left magazine science fiction for brighter, greener, and more lucrdive fidds

Ye what if he had not? What if he had stayed in magazine science fiction over the years as some
other mgjor taents have, talents such as Arthur C. Clarke, Poul Anderson, and even Robert A. Hanlein?

Inthat case, there would never have been a""Campbdl revolution,” | think.

In 1938, when John Campbell took over complete control of Astounding, he turned the fidd toward
gregter redism and, a the same time, toward greater humaniam-a double direction he had himsdf
marked out with his story "Twilight,” which had appeared in the November 1934 Astounding. In so
doing, he devel oped a stable of authors, induding Heinlein, Van Vogt, and many others--myself for one.

But Weinbaum was a Campbe |l author before Campbell. "A Martian Odyssey” appeared hdf a year
before "Twilight," so Weinbaum is clearly one author who owed nothing to Campbell. Had Weinbaum
continued producing there would have been no Campbell revolution. All that Campbell could have done
would have been to reinforce what would undoubtedly have come to be cdled the "Wenbaum
revolutions'.

And in Weinbaum's giant shadow, dl the Campbel authors would have found themsdves less
remarkable niches. Weinbaum, who would bein his early seventies now had he lived, would surdy be in
fird placein thelig of dl-time favorite science-fiction writers.

Issac Asmov

A MARTIAN ODYSSEY

Jarvis stretched himself as luxurioudy as he could in the cramped generad quarters of the Ares.

'Air you can breathe," he exulted. 'It feels asthick as soup after the thin stuff out there!' He nodded at
the Martian landscape stretching flat and desolate in the light of the nearer moon, beyond the glass of the
port.
The other three stared at him sympathetically - Putz, the engineer, Leroy, the biologist, and Harrison,
the astronomer and captain of the expedition. Dick Jarviswas chemist of the famous crew, the Ares
expedition, first human beingsto set foot on the mysterious neighbor of the earth, the planet Mars. This,
of course, wasin the old days, lessthan twenty years after the mad American Doheny perfected the
atomic blast at the cost of hislife, and only a decade after the equally mad Cardozarode onit to the
moon. They were true pioneers, these four of the Ares. Except for ahaf-dozen moon expeditions and
theill-fated de Lancey flight aimed at the seductive orb of Venus, they were the first men to fedl other
gravity than earth's, and certainly the first successful crew to leave the earth-moon system. And they
deserved that success when one congdersthe difficulties and discomforts - the months spent in
acclimatization chambers back on earth, learning to bresthe the air astenuous asthat of Mars, the
chalenging of thevoidin thetiny rocket driven by the cranky reaction motors of the twenty-first century,
and mostly the facing of an absolutely unknown world.

Jarvis stretched and fingered the raw and pedling tip of hisfrostbitten nose. He sighed again
contentedly.



'Well," exploded Harrison abruptly, ‘are we going to hear what happened? Y ou set out al shipshape
in an auxiliary rocket, we don't get a peep for ten days, and finaly Putz here picks you out of alunatic
ant-heap with afresk ostrich asyour pal! Spill it, man!’

'Sped? queried Leroy perplexedly. 'Sped what?

'Hemeans 'spid’," explained Putz soberly. ‘It issto tell.

Jarvis met Harrison's amused glance without the shadow of asmile. That'sright, Karl,' hesaidin
grave agreement with Putz. 'Ich spiel esl' He grunted comfortably and began.

'According to orders," he said, 'l watched Karl here take off toward the North, and then | got into
my flying sweat-box and headed south. Y ou'll remember, Cap - we had orders not to land, but just scout
about for points of interest. | set the two cameras clicking and buzzed adong, riding pretty high - about
two thousand feet - for acouple of reasons. Firgt, it gave the cameras agreater field, and second, the
under-jetstravel so far inthis haf-vacuum they call air here that they stir up dust if you move low.’

'We know dl that from Putz,’ grunted Harrison. 'l wish you'd saved the films, though. They'd have
paid the cogt of thisjunket; remember how the public mobbed the first moon pictures?

‘Thefilmsare safe,' retorted Jarvis. 'Well," he resumed, 'as| said, | buzzed aong at a pretty good
clip; just aswe figured, the wings haven't much lift in thisair at less than ahundred miles per hour, and
even then | had to use the under-jets.

'So, with the speed and the dtitude and the blurring caused by the under-jets, the seeing wasn't any
too good. | could see enough, though, to distinguish that what | sailed over wasjust more of thisgray
plain that we'd been examining the whole week since our landing - same blobby growths and the same
eternd carpet of crawling little plantanimals, or biopods, as Leroy cdlsthem. So | sailed dong, cdling
back my position every hour asinstructed, and not knowing whether you heard me.'

'l did!" snapped Harrison.

‘A hundred and fifty miles south," continued Jarvisimperturbably, ‘the surface changed to asort of
low plateau, nothing but desert and orange-tinted sand. | figured that we were right in our guess, then,
and thisgray plain we dropped on was really the Mare Cimmerium which would make my orange desert
the region called Xanthus. If | wereright, | ought to hit another gray plain, the Mare Chronium in another
couple of hundred miles, and then another orange desert, Thylel or I1. And so | did.’

'Putz verified our pogition aweek and ahalf ago!' grumbled the captain. 'Let's get to the point.'

'‘Coming!" remarked Jarvis. Twenty milesinto Thyle - believeit or not - | crossed acand!’

'Putz photographed ahundred! Let's hear something new!”

'‘And did he also see acity?

"Twenty of 'em, if you call those heaps of mud cities!'

'Well,' observed Jarvis, 'from here on I'll betelling afew things Putz didn't see!l’ He rubbed histingling
nose, and continued. 'l knew that | had sixteen hours of daylight at this season, so eight hours - eight
hundred miles - from here, | decided to turn back. | was till over Thyle, whether | or 11 I'm not sure, not
more than twenty-five milesinto it. And right there, Putz's pet motor quit!'

'Quit? How? Putz was solicitous.

‘The atomic blast got weak. | started losing dtitude right away, and suddenly there | waswith a
thump right in the middle of Thyle! Smashed my nose on the window, too!" He rubbed the injured
member ruefully.

'Did you maybe try vashing der combustion chamber mit acid sulphuric? inquired Putz. 'Sometimes
der lead giffs a secondary radiation-'

‘Naw!" said Jarvis disgustedly. ‘| wouldn't try that, of course - not more than ten times! Besides, the
bump flattened the landing gear and busted off the under-jets. Suppose | got the thing working - what
then? Ten mileswith the blast coming right out of the bottom and I'd have melted the floor from under
me!' He rubbed his nose again. ‘L ucky for me a pound only weighs seven ounces here, or I'd have been
mashed flat!"

'l could have fixed!" gjaculated the engineer. 'l bet it vas not serious.’

'Probably not,' agreed Jarvis sarcasticdly. 'Only it wouldn't fly. Nothing serious, but | had the choice
of waiting to be picked up or trying to walk back - eight hundred miles, and perhaps twenty days before



we had to leave! Forty milesaday! Well,' he concluded, 'l chose to walk. Just as much chance of being
picked up, and it kept me busy.'

'Wed have found you,' said Harrison.

'No doubt. Anyway, | rigged up a harness from some seat straps, and put the water tank on my
back, took a cartridge belt and revolver, and someiron rations, and started out.’

'Water tank!" exclaimed the little biologi<t, Leroy. 'She weigh one-quarter ton!’

'Wasnt full. Weighed about two hundred and fifty pounds earthweight, which is eighty-five here.
Then, besides, my own persona two hundred and ten poundsis only seventy on Mars, so, tank and dl, |
grossed a hundred and fifty-five, or fifty-five poundslessthan my everyday earthweight. | figured on that
when | undertook the forty-mile daily stroll. Oh - of course | took athermo-skin deeping bag for these
wintry Martian nights.

‘Off | went, bouncing aong pretty quickly. Eight hours of daylight meant twenty miles or more. It got
tiresome, of course - plugging aong over a soft sand desert with nothing to see, not even Leroy's
crawling biopods. But an hour or so brought meto the cana - just adryditch about four hundred feet
wide, and straight as arailroad on its own company map.

"Thereld been water in it sometime, though. The ditch was covered with what looked like anice
green lawn. Only, as | approached, the lawn moved out of my way!"

'Eh? said Leroy.

'Y eah, it was ardative of your biopods. | caught one, alittle grass-like blade about aslong asmy
finger, with two thin, semmy legs.’

'Heiswhere? Leroy was eager.

'Heislet go! | had to move, so | plowed along with the walking grass opening in front and closing
behind. And then | was out on the orange desert of Thyle again.

'l plugged steadily along, cussing the sand that made going o tiresome, and, incidentally, cussing that
cranky motor of yours, Karl. It was just before twilight that | reached the edge of Thyle, and looked
down over the gray Mare Chronium. And | knew there was seventy-five miles of that to be walked over,
and then a couple of hundred miles of that Xanthus desert, and about as much more Mare Cimmerium.
Weas| pleased?| garted cussing you fellows for not picking me up!'

'We weretrying, you sap!" said Harrison.

"That didn't help. Well, | figured I might aswell use what was |&ft of daylight in getting down the cliff
that bounded Thyle. | found an easy place, and down | went. Mare Chronium was just the same sort of
place asthis- crazy lesfless plants and abunch of crawlers; | gaveit aglance and hauled out my deeping
bag. Up to that time, you know, | hadn't seen anything worth worrying about on this half-dead world -
nothing dangerous, thet is!

'Did you? queried Harrison.

'Did I! You'll hear about it when | cometoit. Well, | wasjust about to turn in when suddenly | heard
the wildest sort of shenanigand!'

'Vot iss shenanigans? inquired Putz.

'He says, 'Jenesaisquoi’, explained Leroy. 'Itisto say, ‘| don't know what'.'

‘That'sright,' agreed Jarvis. 'l didn't know what, so | sneaked over to find out. There was aracket
likeaflock of crows eating abunch of canaries - whistles, cackles, caws, trills, and what have you. |
rounded a clump of stumps, and there was Twed!"

"Twedl? said Harrison, and Twedl? said Leroy and Putz.

"That freak ogtrich,’ explained the narrator. ‘At least, Twed isashear as| can pronounce it without
Sputtering. He called it something like Trrrweerrl !

'What was he doing? asked the captain.

'He was being eaten! And squealing, of course, as any onewould.'

'Eaten! By what?

'l found out later. All I could see then was abunch of black ropy arms tangled around what |ooked
like, as Putz described it to you, an ostrich. | wasn't going to interfere, naturaly; if both creatures were
dangerous, I'd have one lessto worry about.



‘But the bird-like thing was putting up agood battle, dealing vicious blows with an eighteen-inch
beak, between screeches. And besides, | caught a glimpse or two of what was on the end of those
armg' Jarvis shuddered. 'But the clincher was when | noticed alittle black bag or case hung about the
neck of the bird-thing! It wasintelligent. That or tame, | assumed. Anyway, it clinched my decision. |
pulled out my automatic and fired into what | could see of its antagoni<.

"There was aflurry of tentacles and a spurt of black corruption, and then the thing, with adisgusting
sucking noise, pulled itsdf and itsarmsinto ahole in the ground. The other let out a series of clacks,
staggered around on legs about asthick as golf sticks, and turned suddenly to face me. | held my weapon
ready, and the two of us stared at each other.

"The Martian wasn't abird, redly. It wasn't even bird-like, except just at first glance. It had abeak all
right, and afew feathery appendages, but the beak wasn't redlly abeak. It was somewhat flexible; |
could seethetip bend dowly from side to side; it was almost like a cross between abeak and atrunk. It
had four-toed feet, and four-fingered things - hands, you'd have to cal them, and alittle roundish body,
and along neck ending in atiny head - and that beak. It stood an inch or so taler than I, and - well, Putz
saw it!"

The engineer nodded. 'Ja! | saw!’

Jarvis continued. 'So - we stared at each other. Finally the creature went into a series of clackings
and twitterings and held out its hands toward me, empty. | took that as a gesture of friendship.’

'Perhaps,’ suggested Harrison, ‘it looked at that nose of yours and thought you were its brother!"

"Huh! Y ou can be funny without talking! Anyway, | put up my gun and said ‘Aw, don't mention it,' or
something of the sort, and the thing came over and we were pals.

'By that time, the sun was pretty low and | knew that I'd better build afire or get into my
thermo-skin. | decided on thefire. | picked aspot at the base of the Thyle cliff where the rock could
reflect alittle heat on my back. | started breaking off chunks of this desiccated Martian vegetation, and
my companion caught the ideaand brought in an armful. | reached for amatch, but the Martian fished
into his pouch and brought out something that looked like aglowing cod; one touch of it, and the firewas
blazing - and you dl know what ajob we have starting afirein this aimosphere!

'And that bag of higl' continued the narrator. That was amanufactured article, my friends; pressan
end and she popped open - press the middlie and she sedled so perfectly you couldn't seethe line. Better
than zippers.

'Well, we stared at the fire for awhile and | decided to attempt some sort of communication with the
Martian. | pointed at mysdf and said 'Dick’; he caught the drift immediately, stretched abony claw a me
and repeated 'Tick.' Then | pointed at him, and he gave that whistle | called Twed; | can't imitate his
accent. Things were going smoothly; to emphasize the names, | repeated 'Dick,’ and then, pointing a him,
Twed.'

‘There we stuck! He gave some clacks that sounded negative, and said something like 'P-p-p-root.’
And that was just the beginning; | was aways Tick," but asfor him - part of the time hewas Twed,' and
part of the time he was 'P-p-p-proot, and part of the time he was sixteen other noises!

'We just couldn't connect. | tried 'rock, and | tried 'star,’ and 'tree," and ‘fire." and Lord knows what
else, and try as| would, | couldn't get asingle word! Nothing was the same for two successive minutes,
and if that'salanguage, I'm an dchemigt. Findly | gaveit up and called him Twed, and that seemed to
do.

'But Twed hung on to some of my words. He remembered a couple of them, which | supposeisa
great achievement if you're used to alanguage you have to make up asyou go aong. But | couldn't get
the hang of histalk; either I missed some subtle point or we just didn't think aike - and | rather believe
the latter view.

'I've other reasons for believing that. After awhile | gave up the language business, and tried
mathematics. | scratched two plustwo equas four on the ground, and demonstrated it with pebbles.
Again Twed caught the idea, and informed me that three plus three equals six. Once more we seemed to
be getting somewhere.

'So, knowing that Twedl had at least agrammar school education, | drew acircle for the sun,



pointing firgt at it, and then at thelast glow of the sun. Then | sketched in Mercury, and Venus, and
Mother Earth, and Mars, and findly, pointing to Mars, | swept my hand around in asort of inclusive
gestureto indicate that Marswas our current environment. | was working up to putting over the idea that
my home was on the earth.

"Twedl understood my diagram all right. He poked his besk at it, and with agreat dedl of trilling and
clucking, he added Deimos and Phobos to Mars, and then sketched in the earth’'s moon!

'Do you see what that proves? It proves that Twedl's race uses tel escopes - that they're civilized!”

'Does not!" snapped Harrison. The moon isvisible from here as afifth magnitude star. They could
seeitsrevolution with the naked eye.’

"Themoon, yes!' said Jarvis. 'Y ou've missed my point. Mercury isn't visible! And Twed knew of
Mercury because he placed the Moon at the third planet, not the second. If he didn't know Mercury,
he'd put the earth second, and Marsthird, instead of fourth! See?

'Humph!" said Harrison.

'Anyway,' proceeded Jarvis, I went on with my lesson. Things were going smoothly, and it looked as
if I could put theideaover. | pointed at the earth on my diagram, and then at mysdlf, and then, to clinch
it, | pointed to myself and then to the earth itsalf shining bright green most &t the zenith.

"Twedl set up such an excited clacking that | was certain he understood. He jumped up and down,
and suddenly he pointed at himself and then at the sky, and then at himsdlf and a the sky again. He
pointed a hismiddle and then a Arcturus, at his head and then at Spica, at hisfeet and then at half a
dozen stars, while | just gaped at him. Then, dl of a sudden, he gave atremendous leap. Man, what a
hop! He shot straight up into the starlight, seventy-fivefeet if aninch! | saw him slhouetted against the
sky, saw him turn and come down a me head firt, and land smack on hisbesk like ajavdin! There he
stuck sguare in the center of my sun-circlein the sand - abull's eye!’

‘Nuts!' observed the captain. 'Plain nuts!'

"That'swhat | thought, too! | just stared at him openmouthed while he pulled his head out of the sand
and stood up. Then | figured held missed my point, and | went through the whole blamed rigmarole again,
and it ended the same way, with Twedl on hisnosein the middle of my picture!’

‘Maybeit'sardigiousrite, suggested Harrison.

'Maybe," said Jarvis dubioudy. 'Well, there we were. We could exchange ideas up to acertain point,
and then - blooey! Something in uswas different, unrelated; | don't doubt that Twed thought mejust as
screwy as | thought him. Our minds smply looked at the world from different viewpoints, and perhaps
hisviewpoint isastrue as ours. But - we couldn't get together, that's dl. Y et, in spite of dl difficulties, |
liked Twed, and | have aqueer certainty that he liked me.’

‘Nuts!' repeated the captain. 'Just daffy!"

'Y eah? Wait and see. A couple of times|'ve thought that perhaps we-' He paused, and then resumed
his narrative. 'Anyway, | findly gaveit up, and got into my thermo-skin to deep. The fire hadn't kept me
any too warm, but that damned deeping bag did. Got stuffy five minutes after | closed mysdlf in. | opened
it alittle and bingo! Some eighty-below-zero ar hit my nose, and that'swhen | got this pleasant little
frostbite to add to the bump | acquired during the crash of my rocket.

'l don't know what Tweel made of my deeping. He sat around, but when | woke up, he was gone.
I'd just crawled out of my bag, though, when | heard some twittering, and there he came, sailing down
from that three-story Thyle cliff to dight on his beak beside me. | pointed to mysdlf and toward the north,
and he pointed at himsalf and toward the south, and when | loaded up and started away, he came along.

'Man, how hetraveled! A hundred and fifty feet at ajump, sailing through the air stretched out like a
spear, and landing on his beak. He seemed surprised at my plodding, but after afew moments hefdl in
beside me, only every few minutes he'd go into one of hisleaps, and stick his nose into the sand a block
ahead of me. Then he'd come shooting back a me; it made me nervous at first to see that beak of his
coming at melike aspear, but he always ended in the sand at my side.

'So the two of us plugged along across the Mare Chronium. Same sort of place asthis - same crazy
plants and same little green biopods growing in the sand, or crawling out of your way. We talked - not
that we understood each other, you know, but just for company. | sang songs, and | suspected Tweel



did too; at least, some of histrillings and twitterings had a subtle sort of rhythm.

"Then, for variety, Twed would display his smattering of English words. Hed point to an outcropping
and say 'rock," and point to a pebble and say it again; or he'd touch my arm and say 'Tick,' and then
repest it. He seemed terrifically amused that the same word meant the same thing twice in succession, or
that the same word could apply to two different objects. It set mewondering if perhaps hislanguage
wasn't like the primitive speech of some earth people - you know, Captain, like the Negritoes, for
instance, who haven't any generic words. No word for food or water or man - words for good food and
bad food, or rainwater and seawater, or strong man and weak man - but no names for general classes.
They're too primitive to understand that rain water and seawater are just different aspects of the same
thing. But that wasn't the case with Twed; it was just that we were somehow mysterioudly different - our
minds were dien to each other. And yet - we liked each other!"

‘Looney, that's all,' remarked Harrison. 'That's why you two were so fond of each other.'

'Wll, | likeyou!" countered Jarvis wickedly. 'Anyway," he resumed, 'don't get the idea that there was
anything screwy about Twedl. In fact, I'm not so sure but that he couldn't teach our highly praised human
intelligence atrick or two. Oh, he wasn't an intellectud superman, | guess; but don't overlook the point
that he managed to understand alittle of my menta workings, and | never even got aglimmering of his!'

‘Because he didn't have any!" suggested the captain, while Putz and Leroy blinked attentively.

'Y ou can judge of that when I'm through,’ said Jarvis. 'Wéll, we plugged dong acrossthe Mare
Chronium dl that day, and dl the next. Mare Chronium - Seaof Time! Say, | waswilling to agree with
Schigpardlli's name by the end of that march! Just that gray, endless plain of weird plants, and never a
sign of any other life. It was so monotonous that | was even glad to see the desert of Xanthustoward the
evening of the second day.

| wasfair worn out, but Tweel seemed asfresh asever, for dl | never saw him drink or eat. | think
he could have crossed the Mare Chronium in a couple of hours with those block-long nosedives of his,
but he stuck aong with me. | offered him some water once or twice; he took the cup from me and
sucked theliquid into his beak, and then carefully squirted it all back into the cup and gravely returnediit.

‘Just as we sighted Xanthus, or the cliffsthat bounded it, one of those nasty sand clouds blew aong,
not as bad as the one we had here, but mean to travel againgt. | pulled the transparent flap of my
thermo-skin bag across my face and managed pretty well, and | noticed that Twedl used some feathery
appendages growing like amustache at the base of his beak to cover hisnogtrils, and some smilar fuzz to
shidd hiseyes!

'Heisadesert cresture, gaculated thelittle biologist, Leroy.

"Huh? Why?

'He drink no water - heis adapted for sand storm-'

'Proves nothing! There's not enough water to waste anywhere on this desiccated pill caled Mars.
Wed cal dl of it desert on earth, you know." He paused. ‘Anyway, after the sand storm blew over, a
little wind kept blowing in our faces, not strong enough to tir the sand. But suddenly things came drifting
aong from the Xanthus cliffs - small, transparent spheres, for dl theworld like glasstennisbdls! But light
- they were dmost light enough to float even in thisthin air - empty, too; at least, | cracked open a couple
and nothing came out but abad smell. | asked Twed about them, but al he said was'No, no, no,’ which
| took to mean that he knew nothing about them. So they went bouncing by like tumbleweeds, or like
soap bubbles, and we plugged on toward Xanthus. Twedl pointed at one of the crystal balls once and
said 'rock," but | wastoo tired to argue with him. Later | discovered what he meant.

'We cameto the bottom of the Xanthus cliffsfinaly, when there wasn't much daylight |ft. | decided
to deep on the plateau if possible; anything dangerous, | reasoned, would be more likely to prowl
through the vegetation of the Mare Chronium than the sand of Xanthus. Not that I'd seen asingle sign of
menace, except the rope-armed black thing that had trapped Twed, and apparently that didn't prowl at
al, but lured its victims within reach. It couldn't lure mewhile | dept, especially as Twed didn't seem to
deep at al, but smply sat patiently around al night. | wondered how the creature had managed to trap
Twed, but there wasn't any way of asking him. | found that out too, later; it'sdevilish!

'However, we were ambling around the base of the Xanthus barrier looking for an easy spot to



climb. At least, | was! Twed could have legped it easily, for the cliffswere lower than Thyle - perhaps
sixty feet. | found a place and started up, swearing at the water tank strapped to my back - it didn't
bother me except when climbing - and suddenly | heard a sound that | thought | recognized!

"Y ou know how deceptive sounds arein thisthin air. A shot sounds like the pop of acork. But this
sound was the drone of arocket, and sure enough, there went our second auxiliary about ten milesto
westward, between me and the sunset!”

'Vasme!' said Putz. 'l hunt for you.'

'Y eah; | knew that, but what good did it do me? | hung on to the cliff and yelled and waved with one
hand. Twed saw it too, and set up atrilling and twittering, legping to the top of the barrier and then high
into theair. And while | watched, the machine droned on into the shadows to the south.

'l scrambled to the top of the cliff. Twed was till pointing and trilling excitedly, shooting up toward
the sky and coming down head-on to stick upside down on his back in the sand. | pointed toward the
south, and at mysdlf, and he said, 'Yes- Yes- Yes; but somehow | gathered that he thought the flying
thing was aréative of mine, probably a parent. Perhgps| did hisintellect an injustice; | think now that |
did.

'l was hitterly disappointed by the failure to attract attention. | pulled out my thermo-skin and
crawled into it, asthe night chill was aready apparent. Twed stuck his beak into the sand and drew up
hislegs and arms and looked for all the world like one of those leafless shrubs out there. | think he stayed
that way dl night.

'Protective mimicry!" gaculated Leroy. 'See? He is desert creature!’

'Inthe morning,’ resumed Jarvis, ‘we started off again. We hadn't gone ahundred yards into Xanthus
when | saw something queer! Thisisonething Putz didn't photograph, I'll wager!

‘Therewasaline of little pyramids - tiny ones, not more than six inches high, stretching across
Xanthusasfar as| could see! Little buildings made of pygmy bricks, they were, hollow insde and
truncated, or at least broken at the top and empty. | pointed at them and said 'What? to Twed, but he
gave some negative twittersto indicate, | suppose, that he didn't know. So off we went, following the
row of pyramids because they ran north, and | was going north.

‘Man, wetrailed that line for hours! After awhile, | noticed another queer thing: they were getting
larger. Same number of bricksin each one, but the bricks were larger.

'By noon they were shoulder high. | looked into acouple - al just the same, broken at the top and
empty. | examined abrick or two aswell; they were silica, and old as creation itsdlf!"

"They were weathered-edges rounded. Silica doesn't westher easly even on earth, and in this
climate!’

'How old you think?

'Fifty thousands hundred thousand years. How can | tell? The little ones we saw in the morning were
older - perhgpsten times as old. Crumbling. How old would that make them? Haf amillion years? Who
knows? Jarvis paused amoment. "Well," he resumed, ‘we followed the line. Twed pointed at them and
said 'rock’ once or twice, but he'd done that many times before. Besides, he was more or lessright about
these,

'l tried questioning him. | pointed at a pyramid and asked 'People? and indicated the two of us. He
set up anegative sort of clucking and said, ‘No, no, no. No one - one - two. No two - two - four,’
meanwhile rubbing his somach. | just stared at him and he went through the business again. ‘No one -
one - two. No two - two - four." | just gaped at him. '

‘That provesit!" exclaimed Harrison. 'Nuts!'

'Y ou think s0?7 queried Jarvis sardonically. "Well, | figured it out different! 'No one - one - two!"' Y ou
don't get it, of course, do you?

'Nope - nor do you!"

'l think | do! Tweel was using the few English words he knew to put over avery complex idea.
What, let me ask, does mathematics make you think of ?

"Why - of astronomy. Or - or logic!’

‘That'sit! 'No one - one - two!' Twedl wastelling me that the builders of the pyramids weren't people



- or that they weren't intelligent, that they weren't reasoning creatures! Get it?

‘Huh! I'll be damned!’

'Y ou probably will.!

'Why,' put in Leroy, 'herub hisbelly?

'Why? Because, my dear biologigt, that'swhere hisbrainsare! Not in histiny head - in hismiddle!’

'Cestimpossible!’

‘Not on Mars, itisn't! Thisfloraand faunaaren't earthly; your biopods prove that!" Jarvis grinned and
took up his narrative. 'Anyway, we plugged aong across Xanthus and in about the middle of the
afternoon, something else queer happened. The pyramids ended.’

'Ended!’

'Y eah; the queer part was that the last one and now they were ten-footers - was capped! See?
Whatever built it was gtill ingde; wed trailed ‘em from their half-million-year-old origin to the present.

"Twed and | noticed it about the sametime. | yanked out my automatic (I had aclip of Boland
explosve bulletsinit) and Twed, quick as adeight-of-hand trick, snapped a queer little glassrevolver
out of hisbag. It was much like our weapons, except that the grip was larger to accommodate his
four-taloned hand. And we held our weapons ready while we sneaked up aong the lines of empty
pyramids.

Twed saw the movement first. Thetop tiers of bricks were heaving, shaking, and suddenly did
down the sdeswith athin crash. And then - something - something was coming out!

‘A long, silvery-gray arm appeared, dragging after it an armored body. Armored, | mean, with scales,
slver-gray and dull-shining. The arm heaved the body out of the hole; the beast crashed to the sand.

'It was a nondescript creature - body like abig gray cask, arm and a sort of mouth-hole at one end;
gtiff, pointed tail at the other - and that's all. No other limbs, no eyes, ears, nose - nothing! Thething
dragged itself afew yards, inserted its pointed tail in the sand, pushed itsalf upright, and just sat.

"Twed and | watched it for ten minutes before it moved. Then, with acreaking and rustling like - oh,
like crumpling stiff paper - its arm moved to the mouth-hole and out came abrick! The arm placed the
brick carefully on the ground, and the thing was il again.

'Another ten minutes - another brick. Just one of Nature's bricklayers. | was about to dip away and
move on when Twed pointed at the thing and said 'rock’! | went 'huh? and he said it again. Then, to the
accompaniment of some of histrilling, he said, 'No - no - * and gave two or three whistling bresths.

'Well, | got his meaning, for awonder! | said, 'No breathe!' and demonstrated the word. Twedl was
ecdtatic; hesaid, 'Yes, yes, yes! No, no, no breet!" Then he gave aleap and sailed out to land on hisnose
about one pace from the mongter!

'l was dartled, you can imagine! The arm was going up for abrick, and | expected to see Twed
caught and mangled, but - nothing happened! Twed pounded on the creature, and the arm took the brick
and placed it neatly beside the first. Twed rapped on its body again, and said 'rock,’ and | got up nerve
enough to take alook myself.

"Twed wasright again. The creature wasrock, and it didn't breathe!’

'How you know? snapped Leroy, hisblack eyesblazing interest.

'Because I'm achemist. The beast was made of slical There must have been pure silicon in the sand,
and it lived on that. Get it? We, and Twedl, and those plants out there, and even the biopods are carbon
life; thisthing lived by adifferent set of chemicd reactions. It wasslicon lifel!

‘Laviedlicieuse!' shouted Leroy. 'l have suspect, and now it is proof! | must go see!’

1 faut queje-’

‘All right! All right!" said Jarvis. "Y ou can go see. Anyhow, there the thing was, dive and yet not dive,
moving every ten minutes, and then only to remove abrick. Those bricks were its waste matter. See,
Frenchy?We're carbon, and our waste is carbon dioxide, and thisthing isslicon and itswasteis silicon
dioxide-dlica But slicaisasolid, hence the bricks. And it buildsitsdlf in, and when it is covered, it
moves over to afresh placeto Sart over. No wonder it creaked! A living creature ahaf amillion years
old"

'How you know how old? Leroy wasfrantic.



'Wetrailed its pyramids from the beginning, didn't we? If thisweren't the origina pyramid builder, the
series would have ended somewhere before we found him, wouldn't it? - ended and started over with the
gmadl ones. That's smple enough, isn't it?

‘But he reproduces, or triesto. Before the third brick came out, there was allittle rustle and out
popped awhole stream of those little crystd balls. They're his spores, or seeds - call ‘em what you want.
They went bouncing by across Xanthus just asthey'd bounced by us back in the Mare Chronium. I'vea
hunch how they work, too - thisisfor your information, Leroy. | think the crysta shell of sllicaisno more
than protective covering, like an eggshell, and that the active principleisthe smdll ingde. It's some sort of
gasthat attacks silicon, and if the shell is broken near a supply of that eement, some reaction starts that
ultimately developsinto abeest like that one!'

'Y ou should try!" exclaimed the little Frenchman. "We must bresk oneto see!'

'Yeah? Wdll, | did. | smashed acouple against the sand. Would you like to come back in about ten
thousand yearsto seeif | planted some pyramid monsters? Y ou'd most likely be ableto tell by that time!'
Jarvis paused and drew a deep breath. 'Lord! That queer creature Do you picture it? Blind, desf,
nerveless, brainless - just amechanism, and yet - immortal Bound to go on making bricks, building
pyramids, aslong as silicon and oxygen exist, and even afterwardsit'll just stop. It won't be dead. If the
accidents of amillion yearsbring it itsfood again, thereit'll be, ready to run again, while brainsand
civilizations are part of the past. A queer beast - yet | met astranger one!'

'If you did, it must have been in your dreams!’ growled Harrison.

'You'reright! said Jarvis soberly. 'In away, youreright. The dream-beast! That's the best name for
it - and it'sthe most fiendish, terrifying creation one could imagine! More dangerous than alion, more
indgdiousthan asnake!'

‘Tell me!" begged Leroy. ‘| must go see!’

'Not thisdevil!' He paused again. 'Well,' he resumed, Twedl and | |eft the pyramid creature and
plowed aong through Xanthus. | wastired and alittle disheartened by Putz'sfailure to pick me up, and
Twed'strilling got on my nerves, asdid hisflying nosedives. So | just strode aong without aword, hour
after hour across that monotonous desert.

‘Toward mid-afternoon we camein sight of alow dark line on the horizon. | knew what it was. It
wasacand; I'd crossed it in the rocket and it meant that we were just one-third of the way across
Xanthus. Pleasant thought, wasn't it? And till, | was keeping up to schedule.

'We approached the cand dowly; | remembered that this one was bordered by awide fringe of
vegetation and that Mudhegp City wasonit.

'l wastired, as| said. | kept thinking of agood hot meal, and then from that | jumped to reflections
of how nice and home-like even Borneo would seem after this crazy planet, and from that, to thoughts of
little old New Y ork, and then to thinking about agirl | know there, Fancy Long. Know her?

'Vision entertainer,’ said Harrison. 'I've tuned her in. Nice blonde - dances and sings on the Y erba
Mate hour.'

‘That's her,' said Jarvis ungrammatically. 'l know her pretty well - just friends, get me? - though she
came down to see us off in the Ares. Well, | wasthinking about her, feding pretty lonesome, and al the
time we were gpproaching that line of rubbery plants.

'And then - | said, 'What 'n Hell!" and stared. And there she was - Fancy Long, standing plain as day
under one of those crack-brained trees, and smiling and waving just the way | remembered her when we
eft!’

'Now you're nuts, too!" observed the captain.

'Boy, | dmost agreed with you! | stared and pinched mysalf and closed my eyes and then stared
again - and every time, there was Fancy Long smiling and waving! Twee saw something, too; hewas
trilling and clucking away, but | scarcely heard him. | was bounding toward her over the sand, too
amazed even to ask mysdlf questions.

| wasn't twenty feet from her when Twed caught me with one of hisflying legps. He grabbed my
arm, yelling, 'No - no - no!" in his squeaky voice. | tried to shake him off - hewasaslight asif hewere
built of bamboo - but he dug his clawsin and yelled. And findly some sort of sanity returned tomeand |



stopped less than ten feet from her. There she stood, looking as solid as Putz's head!'

'Vot? sad the engineer.

'She smiled and waved, and waved and smiled, and | stood there dumb as Leroy, while Twed
sgueaked and chattered. | knew it couldn't beredl, yet - there she was! 'Findly | said, 'Fancy! Fancy
Long!" Shejust kept on smiling and waving, but looking asred asif | hadn't Ieft her thirty-seven million
milesaway.

‘Twed had hisglass pistol out, pointing it at her. | grabbed hisarm, but he tried to push me away. He
pointed at her and said, 'No breet! No breet!" and | understood that he meant that the Fancy Long thing
wasnt dive.

'Man, my head waswhirling!

'Still, it gave methejitters to see him pointing his weapon at her. | don't know why | stood there
watching him take careful aim, but | did. Then he squeezed the handle of hisweapon; therewas alittle
puff of steam, and Fancy Long was gone! And in her place was one of those writhing, black rope-armed
horrorslike the one I'd saved Twed from!

‘The dream-beadt! | stood there dizzy, watching it die while Twed trilled and whistled. Findly he
touched my arm, pointed at the twisting thing, and said, Y ou one - one - two, he one - one - two." After
he'd repeated it eight or ten times, | got it. Do any of you?

'Oui," shrilled Leroy. 'Moi - jele comprends! He mean you think of something, the beast he know,
and you seeit! Un chien - ahungry dog, he would see the big bone with mesat! Or smell it - not?

‘Right!" said Jarvis. 'The dream-beast usesitsvictim'slongings and desiresto trap its prey. The bird at
nesting season would see its mate, the fox, prowling for its own prey, would see a helpless rabbit!"

'How he do? queried Leroy.

'How do | know? How does a snake back on earth charm abird into its very jaws? And aren't there
deep-seafish that lure their victimsinto their mouths? Lord!" Jarvis shuddered. 'Do you see how insdious
the monster is? We're warned now - but henceforth we can't trust even our eyes. Y ou might seeme- |
might see one of you - and back of it may be nothing but another of those black horrors!

'How'd your friend know? asked the captain abruptly.

"Twed ? 1 wonder! Perhaps he was thinking of something that couldn't possibly have interested me,
and when | started to run, heredlized that | saw something different and was warned. Or perhapsthe
dream-beast can only project asingle vision, and Tweel saw what | saw - or nothing. | couldn't ask him.
But it'sjust another proof that hisintelligenceis equd to ours or greeter.'

'He's daffy, | tell you!" said Harrison. 'What makes you think hisintellect ranks with the human?

‘Plenty of things! First the pyramid-beast. He hadn't seen one before; he said asmuch. Yet he
recognized it as a dead-dive automaton of slicon.’

'He could have heard of it," objected Harrison. 'He lives around here, you know.'

'Well how about the language? | couldn't pick up asingleideaof hisand he learned six or seven
words of mine. And do you redize what complex ideas he put over with no more than those Six or seven
words? The pyramid monster - the dream-beast! In asingle phrase he told me that one was a harmless
automaton and the other a deadly hypnotist. What about that?

'Huh!" said the captain.

"Huhif you wish! Could you have done it knowing only six words of English? Could you go even
further, as Twed did, and tel methat another creature was of asort of intelligence so different from ours
that understanding wasimpossible - even more impossible than that between Twed and me?

'Eh? What wasthat?

‘Later. The point I'm making isthat Tweel and hisrace are worthy of our friendship. Somewhere on
Mars- and you'll find I'mright - isacivilization and culture equd to ours, and maybe more than equal.
And communiceation is possible between them and us; Twed provesthat. It may take years of patient
trid, for their minds are dien, but less alien than the next minds we encountered - if they are minds.'

"The next ones? What next ones?

"The people of the mud cities along the cands.' Jarvis frowned, then resumed his narrative. 'l thought
the dream-beast and the silicon-monster were the strangest beings concelvable, but | waswrong. These



cregtures are still more dien, less understandabl e than either and far less comprehensible than Twed, with
whom friendship is possible, and even, by patience and concentration, the exchange of ideas.

'Wéll," he continued, 'we |ft the dream-beast dying, dragging itself back into its hole, and we moved
toward the canal. There was a carpet of that queer walking-grass scampering out of our way, and when
we reached the bank, there was ayellow trickle of water flowing. The mound city I'd noticed from the
rocket wasamile or so to the right and | was curious enough to want to take alook at it.

"It had seemed deserted from my previous glimpse of itsand if any creatureswerelurking init - well,
Twed and | were both armed. And by the way, that crystal wegpon of Twedl'swas an interesting device,
| took alook at it after the dream-beast episode. It fired alittle glass splinter, poisoned, | suppose, and |
guessit held at least ahundred of 'em to aload. The propellant was steam - just plain seam!”

‘Shteam!" echoed Putz. 'From vot come, shteam?

'From water, of course! Y ou could see the water through the transparent handle and about a gill of
another liquid, thick and yellowish. When Twed squeezed the handle there was no trigger - adrop of
water and adrop of the yellow stuff squirted into the firing chamber, and the water vaporized-POP! -
likethat. It'snot so difficult; | think we could devel op the same principle. Concentrated sulfuric acid will
heat water almost to boiling, and so will quicklime, and there's potassium and sodium -

'Of course, his wegpon hadn't the range of mine, but it wasn't so bad in thisthin air, and it did hold as
many shots as a cowboy's gun in aWestern movie. It was effective, too, at least againgt Martian life; |
tried it out, aming at one of the crazy plants, and darned if the plant didn't wither up and fal apart! That's
why | think the glass splinters were poisoned.

'‘Anyway, we trudged along toward the mud-hegp city and | began to wonder whether the city
builders dug the candls. | pointed to the city and then at the canal, and Tweedl said 'No - no - no!" and
gestured toward the south. | took it to mean that some other race had created the cana system, perhaps
Twed's people. | don't know; maybe there's still another intelligent race on the planet, or a dozen others.
Marsisaqueer littleworld.

‘A hundred yards from the city we crossed a sort of road - just a hard-packed mud trap, and then,
al of asudden, aong came one of the mound builders!

'Man, talk about fantastic beings! 1t looked rather like abarrd trotting aong on four legswith four
other arms or tentacles. It had no head, just body and members and arow of eyes completely around it.
Thetop end of the barrel-body was a digphragm stretched astight as adrumhead, and that was dll. It
was pushing alittle coppery cart and toreright past uslike the proverbia bat out of Hell. It didn't even
notice us, dthough | thought the eyes on my side shifted alittle asit passed.

'A moment later another came aong, pushing another empty cart. Samething - it just scooted past
us. Wdll, | wasn't going to be ignored by abunch of barrels playing train, so when the third one
approached, | planted mysdlf in the way - ready to jump, of coursg, if thething didn't stop.

‘But it did. It stopped and set up a sort of drumming from the digphragm on top. And | held out both
hands and said, 'We arefriends!" And what do you suppose the thing did?

'Said, 'Pleased to meet you,' I'll bet!" suggested Harrison.

'l couldn't have been more surprised if it had! It drummed on its digphragm, and then suddenly
boomed out, 'We are v-r-r-iends and gave its pushcart avicious poke at met | jumped aside, and away
it went while | stared dumbly after it.

'A minute later another one came hurrying along. Thisone didn't pause, but smply drummed out, 'We
arev-r-r-iends!" and scurried by. How did it learn the phrase? Were dl of the creaturesin some sort of
communication with each other? Were they al parts of some centra organism?| don't know, though |
think Twed does.

'Anyway, the creatures went sailing past us, every one greeting us with the same statement. It got to
be funny; | never thought to find so many friends on this Godforsaken ball! Findly | made a puzzled
gesture to Twesl; | guess he understood, for he said, 'One - one - two - yes! Two - two - four - no!" Get
it?

'Sure,' said Harrison. 'It'saMartian nursery rhyme.’

'Y eah! Wdll, | was getting used to Twed's symbolism, and | figured it out thisway. 'One - one - two



- yed' The creatures were intelligent. Two - two - four - no!" Their intelligence was not of our order, but
something different and beyond thelogic of two and two isfour. Maybe | missed his meaning. Perhaps
he meant that their minds were of low degree, able to figure out the smple things. 'One - one - two - yes!
- but not more difficult things- Two - two - four - no!" But | think from what we saw later that he meant
the other.

'After afew moments, the creatures came rushing back - first one, then another. Their pushcarts
were full of stones, sand, chunks of rubbery plants, and such rubbish asthat. They droned out their
friendly greeting, which didn't really sound so friendly, and dashed on. Thethird one| assumed to be my
first acquaintance and | decided to have another chat with him. | stepped into his path again and waited.

'Up he came, booming out his'We are v-r-r-riends and stopped. | looked at him; four or five of his
eyeslooked at me. Hetried his password again and gave ashove on his cart, but | stood firm. And then
the - the dashed creature reached out one of hisarms, and two finger-like nippers tweaked my nose!'

'Haw!" roared Harrison. 'Maybe the things have a sense of beauty!'

‘Laugh!" grumbled Jarvis. 'I'd dready had anasty bump and amean frostbite on that nose. Anyway, |
yelled 'Ouch!" and jumped aside and the creature dashed away; but from then on, their greeting was 'We
are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!' Queer beasts!

"Twed and | followed the road squarely up to the nearest mound. The creatures were coming and
going, paying us not the dightest attention, fetching their loads of rubbish. Theroad smply dived into an
opening, and danted down like an old mine, and in and out darted the barrel-people, gresting uswith
their eternd phrase.

'l looked in; there was alight somewhere below, and | was curiousto seeit. It didn't look like a
flame or torch, you understand, but more like acivilized light, and | thought that | might get some clueas
to the creatures development. Soin | went and Twed tagged along, not without afew trillsand twitters,
however.

"Thelight was curious; it sputtered and flared like an old arc light, but came from asingle black rod
st inthewadll of the corridor. It was eectric, beyond doubt. The creatureswerefairly civilized,
goparently.

"Then | saw another light shining on something that glittered and | went on to look at that, but it was
only ahegp of shiny sand. | turned toward the entrance to leave, and the Devil take, meif it wasn't goner.

'l supposed the corridor had curved, or 1'd stepped into a side passage. Anyway, | walked back in
that direction | thought we'd come, and dl | saw was more dim-lit corridor. The place was alabyrinth!
There was nothing but twisting passages running every way, lit by occasiond lights, and now and then a
cregture running by, sometimes with a pushcart, sometimes withot.

'Well, | wasn't much worried at first. Twed and | had only come afew steps from the entrance. But
every move we made after that seemed to get usin deeper. Finaly | tried following one of the creatures
with an empty cart, thinking that he'd be going out for his rubbish, but he ran around aimlesdy, into one
passage and out another. When he started dashing around a pillar like one of these Japanese waltzing
mice, | gave up, dumped my water tank on the floor, and sat down.

‘Twed wasaslost as|. | pointed up and he said 'No - no - no!" in asort of helplesstrill. And we
couldn't get any help from the natives. They paid no attention at al, except to assure usthey were friends
- ouch!

‘Lord! | don't know how many hours or days we wandered around there! | dept twice from sheer
exhaustion; Tweel never seemed to need deep. We tried following only the upward corridors, but they'd
run uphill aways and then curve downwards. The temperature in that damned ant hill was congtant; you
couldn't tell night from day and after my first deep | didn't know whether I'd dept one hour or thirteen, so
| couldn't tell from my watch whether it was midnight or noon.

'We saw plenty of strange things. There were machines running in some of the corridors, but they
didn't seem to be doing anything - just whedlsturning. And severd times| saw two barrel-beasts with a
little one growing between them, joined to both.’

'Parthenogenesisl’ exulted Leroy. 'Parthenogenesis by budding like lestulipes!’

'If you say so, Frenchy," agreed Jarvis. Thethings never noticed us at al, except, as| say, to greet us



with 'We are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!" They seemed to have no homdlife of any sort, but just scurried around
with their pushcarts, bringing in rubbish. And findly | discovered what they did withit.

'Wed had alittle luck with acorridor, one that danted upwards for a great distance. | wasfedling
that we ought to be close to the surface when suddenly the passage debouched into adomed chamber,
the only one we'd seen. And man! - | felt like dancing when | saw what looked like daylight through a
crevicein theroof.

‘There was a- asort of machinein the chamber, just an enormous whed that turned dowly, and one
of the creastureswas in the act of dumping his rubbish below it. Thewhed ground it with a crunch - sand,
stones, plants, dl into powder that sifted away somewhere. While we watched, othersfiled in, repesting
the process, and that seemed to be al. No rhyme nor reason to the whole thing - but that's characteristic
of this crazy planet. And there was another fact that's amost too bizarre to believe.

'One of the creatures, having dumped hisload, pushed his cart aside with a crash and camly shoved
himself under thewhed! | watched him being crushed, too stupefied to make a sound, and amoment
later, another followed him! They were perfectly methodica about it, too; one of the cartless creatures
took the abandoned pushcart.

"Twed didn't seem surprised; | pointed out the next suicide to him, and he just gave the most
human-like shrug imaginable, as much asto say, 'What can | do about it? He must have known more or
less about these cregtures.

"Then | saw something else. There was something beyond the wheel, something shining on asort of
low pedestal. | walked over; there was alittle crystal, about the size of an egg, fluorescing to beat
Tophet. Thelight from it stung my hands and face, dmost like agtatic discharge, and then | noticed
another funny thing. Remember that wart | had on my left thumb? Look!" Jarvis extended his hand. 'It
dried up and fell off - just like that! And my abused nose - say, the pain went out of it like magic! The
thing had the property of hard ex-rays or gammaradiations, only more so; it destroyed diseased tissue
and |eft hedthy tissue unharmed!

'l was thinking what a present that'd be to take back to Mother Earth when alot of racket
interrupted. We dashed back to the other side of the whed! in time to see one of the pushcarts ground up.
Some suicide had been careless, it seems.

"Then suddenly the creatures were booming and drumming al around us and their noise was
decidedly menacing. A crowd of them advanced toward us, we backed out of what | thought was the
passage we'd entered by, and they came rumbling after us, some pushing carts and some not. Crazy
brutes! There was awhole chorus of 'We are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!’ | didn't like the ‘ouch’; it was rather
uggedtive.

"Twed had hisglassgun out and | dumped my water tank for greater freedom and got mine. We
backed up the corridor with the barrel-beasts following - about twenty of them. Queer thing - the ones
coming in with loaded carts moved past usinches away without asign.

Twed must have noticed that. Suddenly, he snatched out that glowing cod cigar-lighter of hisand
touched a cartload of plant limbs. Puff! The whole load was burning - and the crazy beast pushing it went
right dlong without a change of pace. It created some disturbance among our 'v-v-r-riends,” however -
and then | noticed the smoke eddying and swirling past us, and sure enough, there was the entrance

'| grabbed Twed and out we dashed and after us our twenty pursuers. The daylight felt like Heaven,
though | saw at first glance that the sun was dl but set, and that was bad, since | couldn't live outsde my
thermo-skin bag in aMartian night - at least, without afire,

'And things got worse in ahurry. They cornered usin an angle between two mounds, and therewe
stood. | hadn't fired nor had Twed; there wasn't any usein irritating the brutes. They stopped alittle
distance away and began their booming about friendship and ouches.

‘Then things got gtill worse! A barrel-brute came out with a pushcart and they al grabbed into it and
came out with handfuls of foot-long copper darts - sharp-looking ones - and al of a sudden one sailed
past my ear - zing! And it was shoot or die then.

"We were doing pretty well for awhile. We picked off the ones next to the pushcart and managed to
keep the darts at aminimum, but suddenly there was athunderous booming of 'v-v-r-riends and



‘ouches, and awhole army of 'em came out of their hole.

'‘Man! Wewerethrough and | knew it! Then | redized that Tweel wasn't. He could have legped the
mound behind us as easily as not. He was staying for me!

'Say, | could have cried if thered beentime! I'd liked Twed from the first, but whether 1'd have had
gratitude to do what he was doing - suppose | had saved him from the first dream-beast - he'd done as
much for me, hadn't he? | grabbed hisarm, and said Twed,’ and pointed up, and he understood. He
said, 'No - no - no, Tick!" and popped away with his glass pistol.

'What could | do?1'd be agoner anyway when the sun set, but | couldn't explain that to him. | said,
"Thanks, Twed. Youreaman!" and fdt that | wasn't paying him any compliment at al. A man! Thereare
mighty few men who'd do that.

'So | went 'bang’ with my gun and Tweel went "puff' with his, and the barrels were throwing darts and
getting ready to rush us, and booming about being friends. | had given up hope. Then suddenly an angel
dropped right down from Heaven in the shape of Putz, with his underjets blasting the barrelsinto very
amall pieced

'Wow! | let out ayell and dashed for the rocket; Putz opened the door and in | went, laughing and
crying and shouting! It was amoment or so before | remembered Twedl; | looked around in timeto see
him risng in one of his nosedives over the mound and away.

'l had adevil of ajob arguing Putz into following. By the time we got the rocket doft, darknesswas
down; you know how it comes here - like turning off alight. We sailed out over the desert and put down
onceor twice. | yelled Twed!" and yelled it ahundred times, | guess. We couldn't find him; he could
travel likethewindand al | got - or dsel imagined it - wasafaint trilling and twittering drifting out of the
south. HEd gone, and damniit! | wish - | wish he hadn't!’

Thefour men of the Ares were silent - even the sardonic Harrison. At lagt little Leroy broke the
dillness

'l should like to see," he murmured.

'Y eah,' said Harrison. 'And the wart-cure. Too bad you missed that; it might be the cancer cure
they've been hunting for a century and ahalf.’

'Oh, that!" muttered Jarvis gloomily. That'swhat started the fight!" He drew a glistening object from
his pocket.

‘Hereitis'

VALLEY OF DREAMS

CAPTAIN HARRISON of the Ares expedition turned away from the little telescope in the bow of
the rocket. "Two weeks more, a the most," he remarked. 'Mars only retogrades for seventy daysinal,
relative to the earth, and we've got to be homeward bound during that period, or wait ayear and a half
for old Mother Earth to go around the sun and catch up with us again. How'd you like to spend awinter
here?

Dick Jarvis, chemist of the party, shivered as he looked up from his notebook. 'I'd just as soon spend
itinaliquid ar tank!" he averred. These eighty-bel ow-zero summer nights are plenty for me.'

'Wdll," mused the captain, ‘the first successful Martian expedition ought to be home long before then.’

‘Successful if we get home,' corrected Jarvis. 'l don't trust these cranky rockets - not sincethe
auxiliary dumped mein themiddle of Thyle last week. Walking back from arocket rideisanew
sensdtionto me!’

"Which reminds me,' returned Harrison, ‘that we've got to recover your films. They'reimportant if
we'reto pull thistrip out of the red. Remember how the public mobbed the first moon pictures? Our
shots ought to pack 'em to the doors. And the broadcast rights, too; we might show a profit for the
Academy.’

'What interests me," countered Jarvis, 'isa persona profit. A book, for instance; exploration books
are always popular. Martian Deserts - how's that for atitle?



‘Lousy!" grunted the captain. 'Sounds like a cookbook for desserts. You'd haveto call it ‘LoveLife
of aMartian,' or something like that.'

Jarvis chuckled. 'Anyway," he said, 'if we once get back home, I'm going to grab what profit thereis,
and never, never, get any farther from the earth than a good stratosphere planell take me. I've learned to
appreciate the planet after plowing over this dried-up pill we're on now.'

'I'll lay you odds you'll be back here year after next,’ grinned the Captain. 'Y ou'll want to visit your
pal - that trick ostrich.’

"Twedl? The other's tone sobered. 'l wish | hadn't lost him, at that. He was a good scout. I'd never
have survived the dream-beast but for him. And that battle with the pushcart things - | never even had a
chanceto thank him.'

‘A pair of lunatics, you two," observed Harrison. He squinted through the port at the gray gloom of
the Mare Cimmerium. There comes the sun.' He paused. 'Listen, Dick - you and Leroy take the other
auxiliary rocket and go out and sdvage those films!'

Jarvisstared. 'Me and Leroy? he echoed ungrammatically. "Why not me and Putz? An engineer
would have some chance of getting usthere and back if the rocket goes bad on us.'

The captain nodded toward the stem, whence issued at that moment amedley of blows and guttural
expletives. 'Putz isgoing over theingdes of the Ares, he announced. 'Hell have his handsfull until we
leave, because | want every bolt ingpected. It'stoo late for repairs once we cast off.’

'And if Leroy and | crack up? That'sour last auxiliary.'

'Pick up another ostrich and walk back,’ suggested Harrison gruffly. Then he smiled. 'If you have
trouble, well hunt you out in the Ares;" hefinished. Those films areimportant.’ He turned. ‘Leroy!"

The dapper little biologist gppeared, hisface questioning.

'Y ou and Jarvis are off to salvage the auxiliary,’ the Captain said. 'Everything's ready and you'd better
gart now. Call back at half-hour intervas; I'll belistening.’

Leroy's eyes glistened. 'Perhaps we land for specimens - no? he queried.

‘Land if you want to. Thisgolf bal seems safe enough.'

'Except for the dream-beast,’ muttered Jarvis with afaint shudder. He frowned suddenly. 'Say, as
long aswe're going that way, suppose | have alook for Twed's home! He must live off there
somewhere, and he's the most important thing we've seen on Mars!'

Harrison hesitated. 'If | thought you could keep out of trouble,” he muttered. ‘All right, he decided.
'Have alook. There'sfood and water aboard the auxiliary; you can take a couple of days. But keep in
touch with me, you sgps!’

Jarvisand Leroy went through the airlock out to the gray plain. Thethin air, till scarcely warmed by
therisng sun, bit flesh and lung like needles, and they gasped with a sense of suffocation. They dropped
to agtting posture, waiting for their bodies, trained by monthsin acclimatization chambers back on earth,
to accommodate themselves to the tenuous air. Leroy's face, as dways, turned a smothered blue, and
Jarvis heard his own bresth rasping and rattling in histhroat. But in five minutes, the discomfort passed,
they rose and entered the little auxiliary rocket that rested beside the black hull of the Ares.

The under-jets roared out their fiery atomic blagt; dirt and bits of shattered biopods spun away ina
cloud asthe rocket rose. Harrison watched the projectiletrail its flaming way into the south, then turned
back to hiswork.

It was four days before he saw the rocket again. Just at evening, asthe sun dropped behind the
horizon with the suddenness of acandlefaling into the sea, the auxiliary flashed out of the southern
heavens, easing gently down on the flaming wings of the under-jets. Jarvis and Leroy emerged, passed
through the swiftly gathering dusk, and faced himin the light of the Ares. He surveyed the two; Jarviswas
tattered and scratched, but apparently in better condition than Leroy, whose dapperness was completely
logt. Thelittle biologist was pale as the nearer moon that glowed outside; one arm was bandaged in
thermo-skin and his clothes hung in veritable rags. But it was his eyesthat struck Harrison most strangely;
to one who lived these many weary days with the diminutive Frenchman, there was something queer
about them. They were frightened, plainly enough, and that was odd, since Leroy was no coward or he'd
never have been one of the four chosen by the Academy for the first Martian expedition. But thefear in



his eyes was more understandabl e than that other expression, that queer fixity of gaze like onein atrance,
or likeapersonin an ecstasy. 'Like achap who's seen Heaven and Hell together,’ Harrison expressed it
to himself. Hewas yet to discover how right he was.

He assumed a gruffness as the weary pair sat down. 'Y ou're afine looking couple!’ he growled. 'l
should've known better than to et you wander off aone." He paused. 'Isyour arm dl right, Leroy? Need
any trestment?

Jarvisanswered. ‘It'sdl right - just gashed. No danger of infection here, | guess; Leroy saysthere
aren't any microbeson Mars.'

'Well," exploded the Captain, ‘Let's hear it, then! Y our radio reports sounded screwy. 'Escaped from
Paradise!’

‘Huh!'

'| didn't want to give details on theradio,’ said Jarvis soberly. 'Y ou'd have thought we'd gone loony.'

'l think so, anyway.'

'Moi auss!" muttered Leroy. 'l too!'

'Shdll | begin at the beginning? queried the chemigt. 'Our early reports were pretty nearly complete!’
He stared at Putz, who had come in silently, his face and hands blackened with carbon, and seated
himself beside Harrison.

‘At the beginning,’ the Captain decided.

'Well,' began Jarvis, 'we got started al right, and flew due south along the meridian of the Ares, same
course I'd followed last week. | was getting used to this narrow horizon, so | didn't feedl so much like
being cooped under abig bowl, but one does keep overestimating distances. Something four miles awvay
looks eight when you're used to terrestria curvature, and that makes you guessits Szejust four timestoo
large. A little hill looks like amountain until you're dmost over it.'

'l know that, grunted Harrison.

'Yes, but Leroy didn't, and | spent our first couple of hourstrying to explainit to him. By thetime he
understood (if he does yet) we were past Cimmerium and over that Xanthus, desert, and then we
crossed the cana with the mud city and the barrel-shaped citizens and the place where Tweel had shot
the dream-beast. And nothing would do for Pierre here but that we put down so he could practice his
biology on the remains. So we did.

"The thing was ill there. No sign of decay; couldn't be, of course, without bacterial forms of life, and
Leroy saysthat Marsis as sterile as an operating table.’

'‘Commele coeur dunefileuse, corrected thelittle biologist, who was beginning to regain atrace of
hisusua energy. 'Like an old maid's heart!'

'However,' resumed Jarvis, 'about a hundred of the little gray-green biopods had fastened onto the
thing and were growing and branching. Leroy found astick and knocked 'em off, and each branch broke
away and became abiopod crawling around with the others. So he poked around at the creature, while |
looked away from it; even dead, that rope-armed devil gave me the cregps. And then came the surprise;
the thing was part plant!’

'Cest vrai!" confirmed the biologist. ‘It's true!”

It was abig cousin of the biopods, continued Jarvis. 'Leroy was quite excited; hefiguresthat all
Martian lifeis of that sort - neither plant nor animal. Life here never differentiated, he says; everything has
both naturesin it, even the barrdl-creatures - even Twed! | think he'sright, especiadly when | recall how
Twesd rested, sticking his besk in the ground and staying that way al night. | never saw him est or drink,
either; perhaps his beak was more in the nature of aroot, and he got his nourishment that way.'

‘Sounds nutty to me," observed Harrison.

'Well,' continued Jarvis, ‘we broke up afew of the other growths and they acted the sameway - the
pieces crawled around, only much dower than the biopods, and then stuck themselvesin the ground.
Then Leroy had to catch asample of the walking grass, and we were ready to |eave when a parade of
the barrdl creatures rushed by with their pushcarts. They hadn't forgotten me, ether; they al drummed
out, We are v-r-r-iends - ouch!' just asthey had before. Leroy wanted to shoot one and cut it up, but |
remembered the battle Twed and | had had with them, and vetoed the idea. But he did hit on apossible



explanation asto what they did with al the rubbish they gathered.’

'Made mud-pies, | guess,’ grunted the captain.

'Moreor less," agreed Jarvis. They useit for food, Leroy thinks. If they're part vegetable, you see,
that'swhat they'd want - soil with organic remainsin it to makeit fertile. That'swhy they ground up sand
and biopods and other growths al together. See?

'Dimly," countered Harrison. 'How about the suicides?

‘Leroy had ahunch there, too. The suicides jump into the grinder when the mixture has too much
sand and gravel; they throw themsalvesin to adjust the proportions:’

'Ratd’ said Harrison disgustedly. 'Why couldn't they bring in some extra branches from outside”?

‘Because suicideiseaser. Y ou've got to remember that these creatures can't be judged by earthly
standards, they probably don't fed pain, and they haven't got what we'd call individudity. Any intelligence
they have isthe property of the whole community - like an ant-heap. That'sit! Antsarewilling to diefor
their ant-hill; so are these crestures.’

'So are men,’ observed the captain, 'if it comesto that.'

'Y es, but men aren't exactly eager. It takes some emotion like patriotism to work ‘em to the point of
dying for their country; thesethingsdo it al in the day'swork." He paused.

'Well, we took some pictures of the dream-beast and the barrel-creatures, and then we started
aong. We salled over Xanthus, keeping as close to the meridian of the Ares aswe could, and pretty
soon we crossed the trail of the pyramidbuilder. So we circled back to let Leroy take alook at it, and
when we found it, we landed. The thing had completed just two rows of brickssince Twed and | left it,
and there it was, breathing in silicon and breathing out bricks asif it had eternity todoit in - whichiit has.
Leroy wanted to dissect it with a Boland explosive bullet, but | thought that anything that had lived for ten
million years was entitled to the respect dueto old age, so | talked him out of it. He peeped into the hole
ontop of it and nearly got beaned by the arm coming up with abrick, and then he chipped off afew
pieces of it, which didn't disturb the creature a bit. He found the place I'd chipped, tried to seeif there
was any sgn of healing, and decided he could tell better in two or three thousand years. So wetook a
few shots of it and sailed on.

'Mid-afternoon we located the wreck of my rocket. Not athing disturbed; we picked up my films
and tried to decide what next. | wanted to find Twed if possble; | figured from the fact of his pointing
south that he lived somewhere near Thyle. We plotted our route and judged that the desert we werein
now was Thylell; Thylel should be east of us. So, on ahunch, we decided to have alook at Thylel,
and away we buzzed.'

'Der motors? queried Putz, breaking hislong silence.

'For awonder, we had no trouble, Karl. Y our blast worked perfectly. So we bummed along, pretty
high to get awider view, 1'd say about fifty thousand feet. Thyle |l spread out like an orange carpet, and
after awhile we cameto the gray branch of the Mare Chronium that bounded it. That was narrow; we
crossed it in haf an hour, and there was Thyle | - same orange-hued desert asits mate. We veered
south, toward the Mare Austrae, and followed the edge of the desert. And toward sunset we spotted it.'

‘Shpotted? echoed Putz. 'V ot vas shpotted?

"The desert was spotted - with buildings! Not one of the mud cities of the cands, athough a cana
went through it. From the map we figured the cand was a continuation of the one Schigparelli called
Ascanius.

'We were probably too high to be visible to any inhabitants of the city, but aso too high for agood
look at it, even with the glasses. However, it was nearly sunset, anyway, so we didn't plan on dropping
in. We circled the place; the cand went out into the Mare Austrae, and there, glittering in the south, was
the melting polar ice-cap! The cand drained it; we could distinguish the sparkle of water init. Off to the
southeadt, just a the edge of the Mare Austrde, was avalley - thefirgt irregularity 1'd seen on Mars
except the cliffsthat bounded Xanthus and Thyle 1l. Weflew over the valley-' Jarvis paused suddenly
and shuddered; Leroy, whose color had begun to return, seemed to pale. The chemist resumed, "Well,
thevaley looked al right - then! Just agray waste, probably full of crawlerslike the others.

'We circled back over the city; say, | want to tell you that place was-well, gigantic! It was colossdl;



at first | thought the size was dueto that illuson | spoke of - you know, the nearness of the horizon - but
it wasn't that. We sailed right over it, and you've never seen anything likeit!

‘But the sun dropped out of sight right then. | knew we were pretty far south - latitude 60 - but |
didn't know just how much night wed have!

Harrison glanced at a Schigparelli chart. 'About 60 - en? he said. 'Close to what correspondsto the
Antarctic Circle. Y ou'd have about four hours of night at this season. Three months from now you'd have
noneat al.

‘Three months!" echoed Jarvis, surprised. Then he grinned. 'Right! | forget the seasons here are twice
aslong asours. Well, we sailed out into the desert about twenty miles, which put the city below the
horizon in case we overdept, and there we spent the night.

"Y ou're right about the length of it. We had about four hours of darkness which left usfairly rested.
We ate breskfast, called our location to you, and started over to have alook at the city.

'We sailed toward it from the east and it loomed up ahead of uslike arange of mountains. Lord,
what acity! Not that New Y ork mightn't have higher buildings, or Chicago cover more ground, but for
sheer mass, those structures were in aclass by themsdves. Gargantuan!

"There was a queer |ook about the place, though. Y ou know how aterrestrid city sprawlsout, a
nimbus of suburbs, aring of residentia sections, factory didtricts, parks, highways, There was none of
that here; the city rose out of the desert as abruptly asadliff. Only afew little sand mounds marked the
divison, and then the walls of those gigantic structures.

"The architecture was strange, too. There were lots of devicesthat areimpossible back home, such
as set-backs in reverse, so that abuilding with asmall base could spread out asit rose. That would be a
vauabletrick in New Y ork, where land isamost priceless, but to do it, you'd have to transfer Martian
gravitation there!

'Wéll, sinceyou can't very well land arocket in acity street, we put down right next to the cana side
of the city, took our small cameras and revolvers, and started for agap in thewall of masonry. We
weren't ten feet from the rocket when we both saw the explanation for alot of the queerness.

‘The city wasin ruin! Abandoned, deserted, dead as Babylon! Or at least, so it looked to usthen,
with its empty streetswhich, if they had been paved, were now deep under sand.’

‘A ruin, eh?? commented Harrison. 'How old?

'How could wetdll? countered Jarvis. "The next expedition to thisgolf bal ought to carry an
archeologist - and aphilologi<t, too, aswe found out later. But it'sadevil of ajob to estimate the age of
anything here; things westher so dowly that most of the buildings might have been put up yesterday. No
rainfall, no earthquakes, no vegetation is here to spread cracks with itsroots - nothing. The only aging
factors here are the erosion of the wind - and that's negligible in this atmosphere - and the cracks caused
by changing temperature. And one other agent - meteorites. They must crash down occasiondly on the
city, judging from the thinness of the air, and the fact that we've seen four strike ground right here near the
Ares!

‘Seven,' corrected the captain. Three dropped while you were gone!'

'Well, damage by meteorites must be dow, anyway. Big oneswould be as rare here as on earth,
because big ones get through in pite of the atmosphere, and those buildings could sustain alot of little
ones. My guess at the city's age - and it may be wrong by abig percentage - would be fifteen thousand
years. Even that's thousands of years older than any human civilization; fifteen thousand years ago was
the Late Stone Agein the history of mankind.

'So Leroy and | crept up to those tremendous buildings fedling like pygmies, sort of awe-struck, and
talking in whispers. | tell you, it was ghostly walking down that dead and deserted sireet, and every time
we passed through a shadow, we shivered, and not just because shadows are cold on Mars. Wefelt like
intruders, asif the great race that had built the place might resent our presence even across a hundred
and fifty centuries. The place was as quiet as agrave, but we kept imagining things and peegping down the
dark lanes between buildings and looking over our shoulders. Most of the structures were windowless,
but when we did see an opening in those vast walls, we couldn't look away, expecting to see some
horror peering out of it.



"Then we passed an edifice with an open arch; the doors were there, but blocked open by sand. | got
up nerve enough to take alook insde, and then, of course, we discovered we'd forgotten to take our
flashes. But we eased afew feet into the darkness and the passage debauched into a colossal hdl. Far
above usalittle crack let in apalid ray of daylight, not nearly enough to light the place; | couldn't even
seeif the hall rose clear to the distant roof. But | know the place was enormous; | said something to
Leroy and amillion thin echoes came clipping back to us out of the darkness. And after that, we began to
hear other sounds - dithering rustling noises, and whispers, and sounds like suppressed breathing - and
something black and silent passed between us and that far-away crevice of light.

"Then we saw three little greenish spots of luminosity in the dusk to our left. We stood staring at them,
and suddenly they al shifted at once. Leroy yelled 'Ce sont des yeux!' and they were! They were eyes!
Wédll, we stood frozen for amoment, while Leroy's yell reverberated back and forth between the distant
walls, and the echoes repeated the wordsin queer, thin voices. There were mumblings and mutterings
and whisperings and sounds like strange soft laughter, and then the three-eyed thing moved again. Then
we broke for the door!

'Wefdt better out in the sunlight; we looked at each other sheepishly, but neither of us suggested
another look at the buildingsinside - though we did see the place later, and that was queer, too - but
you'll hear about it when | cometo it. We just loosened our revolvers and crept on aong that ghostly
dreet.

"The street curved and twisted and subdivided. | kept careful note of our directions, since we couldn't
risk getting lost in that gigantic maze. Without our thermo-skin bags, night would finish us, even if what
lurked in the ruins didn't. By and by, | noticed that we were veering back toward the cand, the buildings
ended and there were only afew dozen ragged stone huts which looked as though they might have been
built of debrisfrom the city. | wasjust beginning to fed abit disappointed at finding no trace of Twed's
people here when we rounded a corner and there he was!

'l yelled Twed!" but he just stared, and then | redlized that he wasn't Twesdl, but another Martian of
his sort. Twed's feathery appendages were more orange hued and he stood several inchestaller than this
one. Leroy was sputtering in excitement, and the Martian kept hisvicious besk directed at us, 0|
stepped forward as peace-maker. | said Twed? very questioningly, but there was no result. | tried it a
dozen times, and wefindly had to give it up; we couldn't connect.

‘Leroy and | walked toward the huts, and the Martian followed us. Twice he wasjoined by others,
and each timel tried ydling Twed' at them but they just stared at us. So we ambled on with the three
trailing us, and then it suddenly occurred to me that my Martian accent might be at fault. | faced the group
and tried trilling it out the way Twed himsdlf did: T-r-r-rweee-r-rl! Likethat.

'And that worked! One of them spun his head around afull ninety degrees, and screeched
"T-r-r-rweee-r-rl!" and amoment later, like an arrow from abow, Twed came sailing over the nearer
hutsto land on hisbeak in front of me!

'Man, we were glad to see each other! Twed set up atwittering and chirping like afarm in summer
and went sailing up and coming down on his beak, and | would have grabbed his hands, only he wouldn't
keep 4ill long enough.

‘The other Martians and Leroy just stared, and after awhile, Twed stopped bouncing, and there we
were. We couldn't talk to each other any more than we could before, so after I'd said Twed' a couple of
timesand held said 'Tick," we were more or less helpless. However, it was only midmorning, and it
seemed important to learn al we could about Twed and the city, so | suggested that he guide us around
the placeif he weren't busy. | put over the idea by pointing back at the buildings and then a him and us.

'Wéll, apparently he wasn't too busy, for he set off with us, leading the way with one of his hundred
and fifty-foot nosedives that set Leroy gasping. When we caught up, he said something like ‘one, one,
two - two, two, four - no, no - yes, yes - rock - no breet!" That didn't seem to mean anything; perhaps
hewasjust letting Leroy know that he could speak English, or perhaps he was merely running over his
vocabulary to refresh hismemory.

'‘Anyway, he showed us around. He had alight of sortsin hisblack pouch, good enough for small
rooms, but smply lost in some of the colossal caverns we went through. Nine out of ten buildings meant



absolutely nothing to us - just vast empty chambers, full of shadows and rustlings and echoes. | couldn't
imaginether use; they didn't seem suitable for living quarters, or even for commercia purposes - trade
and so forth; they might have been al right as power-houses, but what could have been the purpose of a
whole city full? And where were the remains of the machinery?

"The place was a mystery. Sometimes Twed would show us through a hdl that would have housed
an ocean-liner, and held seem to swell with pride - and we couldn't make adamn thing of it! Asadisplay
of architectural power, the city was colossdl; as anything elseit was just nutty!

‘But we did see one thing that registered. We came to that same building Leroy and | had entered
ealier - the one with thethree eyesin it. Wdl, we were alittle shaky about going in there, but Twedl
twittered and trilled and kept saying, 'Y es, yes, yes!' so we followed him, staring nervoudy about for the
thing that had watched us. However, that hal wasjust like the others, full of murmurs and dithering noises
and shadowy things dipping away into corners. If the three-eyed creature were ill there, it must have
dunk away with the others.

"Twed led usdong thewall; hislight showed a series of little alcoves, and in thefirst of theseweran
into apuzzling thing - avery weird thing. Asthe light flashed into the dcove, | saw first just an empty
gpace, and then, squatting on the floor, | saw - it! A little cresture about asbig asalargerat, it was, gray
and huddled and evidently startled by our appearance. It had the queerest, most devilish little face! -
pointed ears or horns and satanic eyesthat seemed to sparkle with asort of fiendish intelligence.

"Twedl saw it, too, and let out a screech of anger, and the creature rose on two pencil-thin legs and
scuttled off with ahalf-terrified, haf-defiant squeak. It darted past usinto the darkness too quickly even
for Twed, and asit ran, something waved on its body like the fluttering of a cape. Twed screeched
angrily at it and set up ashrill hullaba oo that sounded like genuine rage.

‘But the thing was gone, and then | noticed the weirdest of imaginable details. Where it had squatted
on the floor was - abook! It had been hunched over abook!

'l took a step forward; sure enough, there was some sort of inscription on the pages - wavy white
lines like asaismograph record on black sheets like the materia of Twed's pouch. Twed fumed and
whistled in wrath, picked up the volume and dammed it into place on ashelf full of others. Leroy and |
stared dumbfounded at each other.

'Had the little thing with the fiendish face been reading? Or wasit Smply eating the pages, getting
physica nourishment rather than mental? Or had the whole thing been accidenta ?

'If the creature were some rat-like pest that destroyed books, Twed's rage was understandable, but
why should hetry to prevent an intelligent being, even though of an dien race, from reading - if it was
reading. | don't know; | did notice that the book was entirely undamaged, nor did | see a damaged book
among any that we handled. But | have an odd hunch that if we knew the secret of the little cape-clothed
imp, we'd know the mystery of the vast abandoned city and of the decay of Martian culture.

'Wdll, Twed quieted down after awhile and led us completely around that tremendous hdl. It had
been alibrary, | think; at least, there were thousands upon thousands of those queer black-paged
volumes printed in wavy lines of white. There were pictures, too, in some; and some of these showed
Twed's people. That'sapoint, of course; it indicated that hisrace built the city and printed the books. |
don't think the grestest philologist on earth will ever trand ate one line of those records; they were made
by mindstoo different from ours.

"Twed could read them, naturdly. He twittered off afew lines, and then | took afew of the books,
with his permission; he said 'no, no!" to some and 'yes, yes!' to others. Perhaps he kept back the ones his
people needed, or perhaps he let me take the ones he thought we'd understand most easily. | don't
know; the books are outside there in the rocket.

"Then he held that dim torch of histoward the walls, and they were pictured. Lord, what pictures!
They stretched up and up into the blackness of the roof, mysterious and gigantic. | couldn't make much of
thefirst wal; it seemed to be a portrayal of agreat assembly of Twed's people. Perhapsit was meant to
symbolize Society or Government. But the next wall was more obvious; it showed creatures at work on a
colossa machine of some sort, and that would be Industry or Science. The back wall had corroded
away in part, from what we could see, | suspected the scene was meant to portray Art, but it was on the



fourth wall that we got a shock that nearly dazed us.

'l think the symbol was Exploration or Discovery. Thiswal wasalittle plainer, because the moving
beam of daylight from that crack it up the higher surface and Twed'storch illuminated the lower. We
made out agiant seated figure, one of the beaked Martians like Twed, but with every limb suggesting
heaviness, weariness. The arms dropped inertly on the chair, the thin neck bent and the beak rested on
the body, asif the creature could scarcely bear its own weight. And before it was a queer knedling figure,
and at sght of it, Leroy and | dmost redled againgt each other. It was, apparently, a man!'

'A man!' bellowed Harrison. 'A man you say?

'| said apparently,’ retorted Jarvis. 'The artist had exaggerated the nose amogt to the length of
Twed's beak, but the figure had black shoulder-length hair, and instead of the Martian four, there were
fivefingerson its outstretched hand! It was knedling asif inworship of the Martian, and on the ground
was what |ooked like a pottery bowl full of somefood as an offering. Well! Leroy and | thought wed
gone screwy!”

'And Putz and | think so, too!" roared the captain.

‘Maybewe al have,' replied Jarvis, with afaint grin at the pae face of the little Frenchman, who
returned it in sllence. '"Anyway," he continued, Twed was squeaking and pointing &t the figure, and saying
"Tick! Tick!" so he recognized the resemblance - and never mind any cracks about my nose!' he warned
the captain. "It was Leroy who made the important comment; he looked at the Martian and said Thoth!
Thegod Thoth!"

‘Oui!" confirmed the biologist. ‘Comme I'Egypte!’

'Yeah, said Jarvis. 'Like the Egyptian ibis-headed god - the one with the beak. Well, no sooner did
Twedl hear the name Thoth than he set up a.clamor of twittering and squesking. He pointed at himsalf
and said 'Thoth! Thoth!" and then waved hisarm dl around and repeated it. Of course he often did queer
things, but we both thought we understood what he meant. Hewastrying to tell usthat hisrace caled
themsalves Thoth. Do you see what I'm getting at?

I see, dl right,’ said Harrison. 'Y ou think the Martians paid avigt to the earth, and the Egyptians
remembered it in their mythology. Wéll, you're off, then; there wasn't any Egyptian civilization fifteen
thousand years ago.'

'Wrong!" grinned Jarvis. 'It's too bad we haven't an archeologist with us, but Leroy tells me that there
was astone-age culture in Egypt then, the pre-dynastic civilization.'

'Well, even so, what of it?

'Penty! Everything in that picture proves my point. The attitude of the Martian, heavy and weary -
that'sthe unnatural strain of terrestrid gravitation. The name Thoth; Leroy tells me Thoth wasthe
Egyptian god of philosophy and theinventor of writing! Get that? They must have picked up theidea
from watching the Martian take notes. It's too much for coincidence that Thoth should be besked and
ibis-headed, and that the beaked Martians call themselves Thoth.'

'Well, I'll be hanged! But what about the nose on the Egyptian? Do you mean to tell me that
stone-age Egyptians had longer noses than ordinary men?

'Of course not! It'sjust that the Martians very naturdly cast their paintingsin Martianized form. Don't
human beings tend to relate everything to themselves? That's why dugongs and manatees started the
mermaid myths - sailors thought they saw human features on the beasts. So the Martian artist, drawing
ether from descriptions or imperfect photographs, naturally exaggerated the size of the human noseto a
degree that looked normal to him. Or anyway, that's my theory.'

'Wdll, itll do asatheory,’ grunted Harrison. "What | want to hear iswhy you two got back here
looking like acouple of year-before-last bird's nests.’

Jarvis shuddered again, and cast another glance a Leroy. Thelittle biologist was recovering some of
his accustomed poise, but he returned the glance with an echo of the chemist's shudder.

'Well get to that,' resumed the latter. 'Meanwhile I'll stick to Twedl and his people. We spent the
better part of three dayswith them, asyou know. | can't give every detail, but I'll summarize the
important facts and give our conclusions, which may not be worth an inflated franc. It'shard to judge this
dried-up world by earthly standards.



'Wetook pictures of everything possible; | even tried to photograph that gigantic murd inthe library,
but unless Twed'slamp was unusudly rich in actinic rays, | don't supposeit'll show. And that's apity,
snceit's undoubtedly the most interesting object we've found on Mars, at least from ahuman viewpoint.

"Twed was avery courteous host. Hetook usto all the points of interest - even the new
water-works.'

Putz's eyes brightened at the word. 'V ater-vorks? he echoed. 'For vot?

'For the candl, naturally. They have to build up ahead of water to drive it through; that's obvious.' He
looked at the captain. "Y ou told me yourself that to drive water from the polar caps of Marsto the
equator was equivalent to forcing it up atwenty-mile hill, because Marsisflattened at the polesand
bulges at the equator just like the earth.’

"That'strue,’ agreed Harrison.

'Wdll,' resumed Jarvis, 'this city was one of the relay stationsto boost the flow. Their power plant
was the only one of the giant buildings that seemed to serve any useful purpose, and that was worth
seeing. | wish you'd seeniit, Karl; you'll have to make what you can from our pictures. It's a sunpower
plant!'

Harrison and Putz stared. 'Sunpower!" grunted the captain. That's primitivel" And the engineer added
an emphatic'Yal' of agreement.

'Not as primitive asdl that,' corrected Jarvis. "The sunlight focused on aqueer cylinder in the center
of abig concave mirror, and they drew an dectric current from it. The juice worked the pumps'’

‘A thermocoupl€ gaculated Putz.

"That sounds reasonable; you can judge by the pictures. But the power plant had some queer things
about it. The queerest was that the machinery was tended, not by Twed's people, but by some of the
barrd-shaped creatures like the onesin Xanthus!' He gazed around at the faces of his auditors; there was
no comment.

'Get it? he resumed. At their silence, he proceeded, | see you don't. Leroy figured it out, but
whether rightly or wrongly, | don't know. He thinks that the barrels and Twed's race have areciproca
arrangement like - well, like bees and flowers on earth. The flowers give honey for the bees; the bees
carry the pollen for the flowers. See? The barrels tend the works and Twed's people build the cana
system. The Xanthus city must have been aboosting station; that explains the mysterious machines | saw.
And Leroy believesfurther that it isn't an intelligent arrangement - not on the part of the barrels, at least -
but thet it's been done for so many thousands of generations that it's become ingtinctive atropism - just
like the actions of ants and bees. The crestures have been bred to it!"

‘Nuts!" observed Harrison. 'L et's hear you explain the reason for that big empty city, then.’

'Sure. Twed's civilization is decadent, that's the reason. It'sadying race, and out of al the millions
that must once have lived there, Twed's couple of hundred companions are the remnant. They're an
outpost, left to tend the source of the water at the polar cap; probably there are still afew respectable
citiesleft somewhere on the cand system, most likely near the tropics. It'sthe last gasp of arace- and a
race that reached ahigher pesk of culture than Man!"

'Huh? said Harrison. 'Then why are they dying? Lack of water?

'l don't think so,' responded the chemist. 'If my guess at the city's ageisright, fifteen thousand years
wouldn't make enough difference in the water supply - nor ahundred thousand for that matter. It's
something e se, though the water's doubtless afactor.’

'‘Daswasser,’ cut in Putz. 'Vere goes dot?

'Even achemist knowsthat!" scoffed Jarvis. ‘At least on earth. Here I'm not so sure, but on earth,
every timetherésalightning flash, it €ectrolyzes some water vapor into hydrogen and oxygen, and then
the hydrogen escapesinto space, because terrestria gravitation won't hold it permanently. And every
time there's an earthquake, some water islost to theinterior. Sow - but damned certain.’ He turned to
Harrison. 'Right, Cap?

‘Right,' conceded the captain. 'But here, of course - no earthquakes, no thunderstorms - the loss
must be very dow. Then why isthe race dying?

"The sunpower plant answersthat, countered Jarvis. 'Lack of fuel! Lack of power! No oil left, no



codl left - if Mars ever had a Carboniferous Age - and no water-power - just the driblets of energy they
can get from the sun. That'swhy they're dying.'

'With the limitless energy of the atom? exploded Harrison.

‘They don't know about atomic energy. Probably never did. Must have used some other principlein
their space-ship.’

"Then," snapped the captain, ‘what makes you rate their intelligence above the human? Wevefindly
cracked open the atom!'

'Sure we have. We had aclue, didn't we? Radium and uranium. Do you think we'd ever have learned
how without those e ements? Wed never even have suspected that atomic energy existed!'

'Wel? Haven't they-'

'No, they haven'. Y ou've told me yourself that Mars has only 73 percent of the earth's density. Even
achemist can seethat that meansalack of heavy metas - no asmium, no uranium, no radium. They
didn't havetheclue'

'Even <0, that doesn't prove they're more advanced than we are. If they were more advanced, they'd
have discovered it anyway.'

'Maybe,' conceded Jarvis. 'I'm not claiming that we don't surpass them in someways. But in others,
they'refar ahead of us.’

'Inwhat, for instance?

'Well - Socidly, for onething.’

'Huh? How do you mean?

Jarvisglanced in turn at each of the three that faced him. He hesitated. 'l wonder how you chaps will
takethis, he muttered. 'Naturaly, everybody likes his own system best." He frowned. 'L ook here - on
the earth we have three types of society, haven't we? And there's amember of each typeright here. Putz
livesunder adictatorship - an autocracy. Leroy's acitizen of the Sixth Commune in France. Harrison and
| are Americans, members of ademocracy. Thereyou are - autocracy, democracy, communism - the
three types of terrestrial societies. Twed's people have adifferent system from any of us.'

Different? What isit?

"The one no earthly nation hastried. Anarchy!

'‘Anarchy!" the captain and Putz burst out together.

That'sright.’

‘But-" Harrison was sputtering. 'What do you mean, they're ahead of us? Anarchy! Bah!'

‘All right - bah!" retorted Jarvis. 'I'm not saying it would work for us, or for any race of men. But it
worksfor them.’

'But - anarchy!" The captain was indignant.

'Wdl, when you comeright down to it," argued Jarvis defensively, ‘anarchy istheidea form of
government, if it works. Emerson said that the best government was that which governsleast, and so did
Wendel Phillips, and | think George Washington. And you can't have any form of government which
governslessthan anarchy, which isno government at al!'

The captain was sputtering. '‘But - it's unnatural! Even savage tribes have their chiefsl Even apack of
wolveshasits leader!’

'Wdll,' retorted Jarvis defiantly, ‘that only provesthat government isa primitive device, doesn't it?
With aperfect race you wouldn't need it at dl; government is aconfession of weakness, isn'tit?It'sa
confession that part of the people won't cooperate with the rest and that you need lawsto restrain those
individuas which a psychologist cdls anti-socid. If there were no anti-socia persons- criminals and such
- you wouldn't need laws or police, would you?

'But government! Y ou'd need government How about public works - wars - taxes?

'No warson Mars, in spite of being named after the War God. No point in wars here; the population
istoo thin and too scattered, and besides, it takes the help of every single community to keep the cana
systemn functioning. No taxes because gpparently al individuals cooperate in building public works. No
competition to cause trouble, because anybody can help himsdf to anything. As| said, with a perfect
race government is entirely unnecessary.'



'And do you consider the Martians a perfect race? asked the captain grimly.

‘Not at dl! But they've existed so much longer than man that they're evolved, socidly at least, to the
point where they don't need government. They work together, that's all." Jarvis paused. 'Quesr, isn't it -
asif Mother Nature were carrying on two experiments, one at home and one on Mars. On earth it'sthe
tria of an emationa, highly competitive race in aworld of plenty; hereit'sthetrid of aquigt, friendly race
on adesart, unproductive, and inhospitable world. Everything here makes for cooperation. Why, there
isn't even the factor that causes so much trouble a home - sex!”

'Huh?

'Y eah: Twed's people reproduce just like the barrelsin the mud cities; two individuas grow athird
one between them. Another proof of Leroy'stheory that Martian lifeis neither anima nor vegetable.
Besides, Twedl was agood enough host to let him poke down his besk and twiddle hisfeathers, and the
examination convinced Leroy.'

'Oui,' confirmed the biologi<t. "It istrue.’

‘But anarchy!" grumbled Harrison disgustedly. ‘It would show up on adizzy, half-dead pill like Mard!’

'It'll be agood many centuries before you'll have to worry about it on earth,’ grinned Jarvis. He
resumed his narrative.

'Wdll, we wandered through that sepulchra city, taking pictures of everything. And then-" Jarvis
paused and shuddered-'then | took a notion to have alook at that valley we'd spotted from the rocket. |
don't know why. But when we tried to steer Twedl in that direction, he set up such asquawking and
screeching that | thought held gone batty.!

'If possible!" jeered Harrison.

'So we started over there without him; he kept wailing and screaming, 'No - no - no! Tick!" but that
made us the more curious. He sailed over our heads and stuck on his beak, and went through a dozen
other antics, but we ploughed on, and finally he gave up and trudged disconsolately aong with us.

"The valley wasn't more than amile southeast of the city. Twed could have covered the distancein
twenty jumps, but he lagged and loitered and kept pointing back at the city and wailing ‘'No - no - no!'
Then held sail up into the air and zip down on hisbeak directly in front of us, and weld have to walk
around him. I'd seen him do lots of crazy things before, of course; | was used to them, but it was asplain
asprint that he didn't want usto seethat vdley.'

'Why? queried Harrison.

'Y ou asked why we came back like tramps,’ said Jarvis with afaint shudder. 'Y ou'll learn. We
plugged aong up alow rocky hill that bounded it, and as we neared the top, Twedl said, 'No breet, Tick!
No breet!" Wdll, those were the words he used to describe the silicon monster; they were aso the words
he had used to tell methat the image of Fancy Long, the one that had dmost lured meto the
dream-besst, wasn't redl. | remembered that, but it meant nothing to me then!

'Right after that, Twed said, "Y ou one - one - two, he one - one - two," and then | began to see. That
was the phrase he had used to explain the dream-beast to tell me that what | thought, the cresture
thought - to tell me how the thing lured its victims by their own desires. So | warned Leroy; it seemed to
me that even the dream-beast couldn't be dangerous if we were warned and expecting it. Well, | was
wrong!

'Aswe reached the crest, Twed spun his head completely around, so hisfeet were forward but his
eyes|looked backward, asif he feared to gaze into the valley. Leroy and | stared out over it, just agray
wagte like thisaround us, with the gleam of the south polar cap far beyond its southern rim. That'swhat it
was one second; the next it was - Paradise!’

'What? exclaimed the captain.

Jarvisturned to Leroy. 'Can you describe it? he asked.

The biologist waved helpless hands, 'C'est impossible!” he whispered. ‘[l me rend muet!”

'It strikes me dumb, too,” muttered Jarvis. ‘I don't know how to tell it; I'm a chemist, not a poet.
Paradiseis as good aword as | can think of, and that's not at al right. It was Paradise and Hell in one!’

'Will you talk sense? growled Harrison.

'"Asmuch of it asmakes sense. | tell you, one moment we were looking at agray valey covered with



blobby plants, and the next - Lord! Y ou can't imagine that next moment! How | would you liketo seedll
your dreams made real? Every desire you'd ever had gratified? Everything you'd ever wanted there for
the taking?

I'dlikeit fine!" said the captain.

'Y ou're welcome, then! - not only your noble desires, remember! Every good impulse, yes - but aso
every nadty littlewish, every vicious thought, everything you'd ever desired, good or bad! The
dream-beasts are marvel ous salesmen, but they lack the moral sense!!

‘The dream-beasts?

'Yes. It wasavalley of them. Hundreds, | suppose, maybe thousands. Enough, at any rate, to spread
out acomplete picture of your desires, even all the forgotten ones that must have been out of the
subconscious. A Paradise - of sorts. | saw adozen Fancy Longs, in every costume I'd ever admired on
her, and some | must have imagined. | saw every beautiful woman I've ever known, and al of them
pleading for my attention. | saw every lovely place I'd ever wanted to be, all packed queerly into that
little valley. And | saw other things." He shook his head soberly. ‘It wasn't dl exactly pretty. Lord! How
much of the beast isleft inusl | supposeif every man dive could have one look at that weird valley, and
could seejust once what nagtinessis hidden in him - well, the world might gain by it. | thanked heaven
afterwards that Leroy - and even Twed - saw their own pictures and not mine!'

Jarvis paused again, then resumed, 'l turned dizzy with asort of ecstasy. | closed my eyes- and with
eyesclosed, | still saw thewholething! That beautiful, evil, devilish panoramawasin my mind, not my
eyes. That's how those fiends work - through the mind. | knew it was the dream-beasts; | didn't need
Tweed'swail of 'No breet!" No breet!" But - | couldn't keep away! | knew it was death beckoning, but it
wasworth it for one moment with the vison.'

'Which particular vison? asked Harrison dryly.

Jarvisflushed. 'No matter,' he said. 'But besde me | heard Leroy's cry of "Yvonne! Yvonne!' and |
knew he was trapped like mysdlf. | fought for sanity; | kept telling mysdlf to stop, and dl thetime | was
rushing headlong into the snare!

"Then something tripped me. Twed! He had come legping from behind; as| crashed down | saw him
flash over me straight toward - toward what 1'd been running to, with hisvicious beak pointed right at her
heart!'

'Oh!" nodded the captain. 'Her heart!”

‘Never mind that. When | scrambled up, that particular image was gone, and Twed wasin atwist of
black ropey arms, just aswhen | first saw him. Hed missed avita point in the beast's anatomy, but was
jabbing away desperately with his beak.

‘Somehow, the spell had lifted, or partidly lifted. | wasn't five feet from Twed, and it took aterrific
struggle, but I managed to raise my revolver and put a Boland shell into the beast. Out came a spurt of
horrible black corruption, drenching Twedl and me - and | guess the sickening smdll of it helped to
destroy theillusion of that valey of beauty. Anyway, we managed to get Leroy away from the devil that
had him, and the three of us staggered to the ridge and over. | had presence of mind enough to raise my
cameraover the crest and take ashot of the valey, but I'll bet it shows nothing but gray waste and
writhing horrors. What we saw was with our minds, not our eyes'’

Jarvis paused and shuddered. 'The brute haf poisoned Leroy," he continued. "We dragged ourselves
back to the auxiliary, called you, and did what we could to treat ourselves. Leroy took along dose of the
cognec that we had with us, we didn't dare try anything of Twedl's because his metabolism is so different
from oursthat what cured him might kill us. But the cognac seemed to work, and so, after I'd done one
other thing | wanted to do, we came back here - and that'sal.’

‘All, isit? queried Harrison. 'So you've solved al the mysteries of Mars, eh?

‘Not by adamned sight!’ retorted Jarvis. "Plenty of unanswered questions are left.’

‘Jal" snapped Putz. 'Der evaporation - dot iss shtopped how?

'In the canas? | wondered about that, too; in those thousands of miles, and against thislow air
pressure, you'd think they'd lose alot. But the answer's smple; they float askin of oil on thewater.'

Putz nodded, but Harrison cut in. 'Hereés apuzzler. With only coa and oil - just combustion or



electric power - whered they get the energy to build a planet-wide cana system, thousands and
thousands of miles of 'em? Think of the job we had cutting the Panama Cand to sealevel, and then
answer that!'

'Easy!" grinned Jarvis. 'Martian gravity and Martian air - that's the answer. Figureit out: First, the dirt
they dug only weighed athird its earth-weight. Second, a steam engine here expands against ten pounds
per squareinch lessair pressure than on earth. Third, they could build the engine threetimes aslarge here
with no greeter internal weight. And fourth, the whole planet's nearly leved. Right, Putz?

The engineer nodded. 'Jal Der shteam-engine - it iss Siebenund-zwanzig - twenty-seven times so
effective here'

'Well, there, does go the last mystery then,” mused Harrison.

'Y eah? queried Jarvis sardonicaly. Y ou answer these, then. What was the nature of that vast empty
city? Why do the Martians need cand's, since we never saw them eat or drink? Did they redly visit the
earth before the dawn of history, and, if not atomic energy, what powered their ship? Since Twed'srace
seemsto need little or no water, are they merely operating the canals for some higher creature that does?
Arethere other intelligences on Mars? If not, what was the demon-faced imp we saw with the book?
There are afew myseriesfor you!'

'l know one or two more!" growled Harrison, glaring suddenly at little Leroy. Y ou and your visons!
'Yvonne!' en? Y our wifésnameis Marie, isn't it?

Thelittle biologist turned crimson. 'Oui," he admitted unhappily. He turned pleading eyeson the
captain. 'Please,’ he said. 'In Paristout le monde - everybody he think differently of those things - no?
He twisted uncomfortably. 'Please you will not tell Marie, n'est-ce pas?

Harrison chuckled. 'None of my business," he said. ‘One more question, Jarvis. What was the one
other thing you did before returning here?

Jarvislooked diffident. 'Oh - that. He hesitated. "Well | sort of felt we owed Twedl alot, so after
some trouble, we coaxed him into the rocket and sailed him out to the wreck of the first one, over on
Thylell. Then," hefinished apologeticdly, ‘I showed him the atomic blast, got it working - and gaveit to
him!'

'Y ou what? roared the Captain. "Y ou turned something as powerful asthat over to an dienrace -
maybe some day an enemy race?

'Yes, | did, said Jarvis. 'Look here, he argued defensively. Thislousy, dried-up pill of a desert
cdled Marsll never support much human population. The Saharadesert isjust as good afield for
imperidism, and alot closer to home. So well never find Twedl's race enemies. The only vaue well find
hereis commercid trade with the Martians. Then why shouldn't | give Twed achance for surviva? With
atomic energy, they can run their cand system ahundred per cent instead of only one out of five, as
Putz's observations showed. They can repopulate those ghostly cities; they can resume their artsand
industries; they can trade with the nations of the earth - and I'll bet they can teach usafew things," he
paused, 'if they can figure out the atomic blast, and I'll lay oddsthey can. They're no fools, Twedl and his
ostrich-faced Martiang!'

The Adaptive Ultimate

Dr. Danid Scott, hisdark and brilliant eyes dight with the fire of enthusiasm, paused at last and
stared out over the city, or that portion of it visible from the office windows of Herman Bach—the Dr.
Herman Bach of Grand Mercy Hospital. There was amoment of silence; the old man smiled alittle
indulgently, alittewistfully, at the face of the youthful biochemigt.

"Goon, Dan," hesaid. "So it occurred to you that getting well of adisease or injury ismerely aform
of adaptation—then what?'

"Then," flashed the other, "I began to look for the most adaptive of living organisms. And what are
they? Insects! Insects, of course. Cut off awing, and it grows back. Cut off ahead, stick it to the
headless body of another of the same species, and that grows back on. And what's the secret of their



great adaptability?'

Dr. Bach shrugged. "What is?'

Scott was suddenly gloomy. "I'm not sure,”" he muttered. "It's glandular, of course—amatter of
hormones." He brightened again. "But I'm off the track. So then | looked around for the most adaptive
insect. And which isthat?"

"Ants?' suggested Dr. Bach. "Bees? Termites?’

"Bah! They'rethe most highly evolved, not the most adaptable. No; there's one insect that is known
to produce a higher percentage of mutants than any other, more freaks, more biologica sports. The one
Morgan used in his experiments on the effect of hard X-rays on heredity—thefruit fly, the ordinary fruit
fly. Remember? They have reddish eyes, but under X-raysthey produced white-eyed offspring—and
that was atrue mutation, because the white eyes bred true! Acquired characteristics can't be inherited,
but these were. Therefore—"

"I know," interrupted Dr. Bach.

Scott caught his breath. "So | used fruit flies" he resumed. "I putrefied their bodies, injected acow,
and got aserum at last, after weeks of clarifying with abumen, evaporating in vacuo, rectifying with—
But you're not interested in the technique. | got aserum. | tried it on tubercular guineapigs, and'—he
paused dramaticaly—"it cured! They adapted themsalvesto the tubercle bacillus. | tried it on arabid
dog. He adapted. | tried it on acat with abroken spine. That knit. And now, I'm asking you for the
chanceto try it on ahuman being!"

Dr. Bach frowned. "Y ou're not ready," he grunted. "Y ou're not ready by two years. Try it on an
anthropoid. Then try it on yourself. | can't risk ahuman lifein an experiment that's asraw asthis.”

"Yes, but | haven't got anything that needs curing, and asfor an anthropoid, you get the board to
alow fundsto buy an ape—if you can. I'vetried."

"Takeit up with the Stoneman Foundation, then."

"And have Grand Mercy lose the credit? Listen, Dr. Bach, I'm asking for just one chance—a charity
case—anything.”

"Charity cases are human beings." The old man scowled down at his hands. " See here, Dan. |
shouldn't even offer thismuch, becauseit'sagaing al medica ethics, but if | find ahopeless case—Lutterly
hopél ess, you understand—where the patient himself consents, I'll do it. And that's the fina word."

Scott groaned. "And try to find a case like that. If the patient's conscious, you think there's hope, and
if heisn't how can he consent? That settlesit!”

But it didn't. Lessthan aweek later Scott |ooked suddenly up at the annunciator in the corner of his
tiny laboratory. "Dr. Scott," it rasped. "Dr. Scott. Dr. Scott. To Dr. Bach's office.”

Hefinished histitration, noted the figures, and hurried out. The old man was pacing the floor
nervoudly as Scott entered.

"I've got your case, Dan," he muttered. "It'sagaingt al ethics—yet I'll be damned if | can see how
you can do thisone any harm. But you'd better hurry. Come on—isolation ward."

They hurried. In thetiny cubical room Scott stared gppalled. "A girl!" he muttered.

She could never have been other than drab and plain, but lying there with the palor of death aready
on her cheeks, she had an appearance of somber sweetness. Y et that was all the charm she could ever
have possessed; her dark, cropped, oily hair was unkempt and stringy, her features flat and unattractive.
She breathed with an dmost inaudible rasp, and her eyes were dosed.

"Doyou," asked Scott, "consder thisatest? She'sdl but dead now."

Dr. Bach nodded. "Tuberculoss," he said, "find stage. Her lungs are hemorrhaging—a meatter of
hours."

The girl coughed; flecks of blood appeared on her pallid lips. She opened dull, watery blue eyes.

"So!" said Bach, "conscious, eh? Thisis Dr. Scott. Dan, thisis—uh"—he peered at the card at the
foot of the bed—"Miss—uh—Kyra Zelas. Dr. Scott has an injection, Miss Zelas. As| warned you, it
probably won't help, but | can't see how it can hurt. Areyou willing?'

She spoke in faint, gurgling tones. " Sure, I'm through anyway. What's the odds?”

"All right. Got the hypo, Dan?" Bach took the tube of water-clear serum. "Any particular point of



injection? No? Give me the cubitd, then.”

Hethrust the needleinto the girl's arm. Dan noted that she did not even wince at the bite of the stedl
point, but lay stoica and passive asthirty cc. of liquid flowed into her veins. She coughed again, then
closed her eyes.

"Comeout of here," ordered Bach gruffly, asthey moved into the hall, "I'm damned if | likethis. | fed
likeadirty dog."

He seemed to fed less canine, however, the following day. "That Zelas caseis till dive," he reported
to Scott. "If | dared trust my eyes, I'd say she'simproved alittle. A very little. I'd till call it hopeless.”

But the following day Scott found himself seated in his office with apuzzled expressonin hisold gray
eyes. "Zeasisbetter," he muttered. "No question of it. But you keep your head, Dan. Such miracles have
happened before, and without serums. Y ou wait until we've had her under long observation.”

By the end of the week it became evident that the observation was not to belong. KyraZelas
flourished under their gaze like some swift-blooming tropical weed. Queerly, shelost none of her pdlor,
but flesh softened the angular features, and atrace of light grew in her eyes.

"The spots on her lungs are going,”" muttered Bach. " She's stopped coughing, and there's no sign of
bugsin her culture. But the queerest thing, Dan—and | can't figureit out, either—is the way shereactsto
abrasions and skin punctures. Y esterday | took a blood specimen for a Wasserman, and—this sounds
utterly mad—the puncture closed aimost before | had ac.c.! Closed and hedled!”

And in another week, "Dan, | can't see any reason for keeping Kyra here. She'swell. Yet | want her
where we can keep her under observation. There's aqueer mystery about this serum of yours. And
besides, | hate to turn her out to the sort of life that brought her here.”

"What did shedo?'

"Sewed. Piece work in some sweatshop, when she could work at al. Drab, ugly, uneducated girl,
but there's something appealing about her. She adapts quickly.”

Scott gave him astrangelook. "Yes," he said, ""she adapts quickly."

"S0," resumed Bach, "it occurred to me that she could stay at my place. We could keep her under
observation, you see, and she could help the housekeeper. I'm interested—damn’ interested. | think I'll
offer her the chance."

Scott was present when Dr. Bach made his suggestion. The girl Kyrasmiled. "Sure” shesaid. Her
palid, plain facelighted up. "Thanks."

Bach gave her the address. "Mrs. Getz will let you in. Don't do anything this afternoon. In fact, it
might not hurt you to smply walk in the park for afew hours.

Scott watched the girl as she walked down the hall toward the elevator. She had filled out, but she
was gtill spare to the point of emaciation, and her worn black suit hung on her asif it were on aframe of
sticks. As she disappeared, he moved thoughtfully about his duties, and aquarter hour later descended to
hislaboratory.

Onthefirst floor, turmoil met him. Two officers were carrying in the body of a nondescript old man,
whose head was a bloody ruin. There was a babble of excited voices, and he saw a crowd on the steps
outside.

"What'sup?' hecdled. "Accident?’

"Accident!" snapped an officer. "Murder, you mean. Woman steps up to this old guy, picks a hefty
stone from the park border, dugs him, and takes hiswallet. Just like that!"

Scott peered out of the window. The Black Maria was backing toward a crowd on the park side of
the street.

A pair of hulking policemen flanked athin figurein black, thrusting it toward the doors of the vehicle.
Scott gasped. It was Kyra Zelas!

A week later Dr. Bach stared into the dark fireplace of hisliving room. "It's not our business,” he
repeated. "My God!" blazed Scott. "Not our business! How do we know we're not responsible? How
do we know that our injection didn't unsettle her mind? Glands can do that; look at Mongoloid idiots and



cretins. Our stuff was glandular. Maybe we drove her crazy!”

"All right,"” said Bach. "Ligten. Well attend the trid tomorrow, and if it looks bad for her, well get
hold of her lawyer and let him put us on the stand. Well testify that she'sjust been released after along
and dangerousiliness, and may not befully responsible. That's entirely true.”

Mid-morning of the next day found them hunched tensely on benches in the crowded courtroom. The
prosecution was opening; three witnesses testified to the event.

"Thisold guy buys peanutsfor the pigeons. Y eah, | sell 'em to him every day—or did. So thistime he
hasn't any change, and he pulls out hiswallet, and | seeit's stuffed with bills. And one minute later | see
the dame pick up the rock and conk him. Then she grabs the dough—"

"Describe her, please.”

"She's skinny, and dressed in black. She ain't no beauty, neither. Brownish hair, dark eyes, | don't
know whether dark-blue or brown."

"Y our witness!" snapped the prosecutor.

A young and nervous individua—appointed by the court, the paper said—rose. "You say," he
sgueaked, "that the assailant had brown hair and dark eyes?”

"Yesh"

"Will the defendant please rise?”

Her back was toward Scott and Bach asKyra Zelas arose, but Scott stiffened. Something strangely
different about her appearance; surely her worn black suit no longer hung so loosdly about her. What he
could see of her figure seemed—wel, magnificent.

"Take off your hat, Miss Zdlas," squeaked the attorney.

Scott gasped. Radiant as a uminum glowed the mass of hair she reveded!

"I submit, your honor, that this defendant does not possess dark hair, nor, if you will observe, dark
eyes. Itis, | suppose, concelvable that she could somehow have bleached her hair while in custody, and |
therefore’—he brandished apair of scissors—"submit alock to be tested by any chemist the court
gppoints. The pigmentation isentirdy natural. And asfor her eyes—does my esteemed opponent suggest
that they, too, are bleached?’

He swung on the gaping witness. "Isthislady the one you claim to have seen committing the crime?”

The man goggled. "Uh—I cant—say."

"lsshe?'

"N-no!"

The spesker amiled. "That'sall. Will you take the stland, Miss Zdas?'

The girl moved lithe as apanther. Slowly she turned, facing the court. Scott's brain whirled, and his
fingersdug into Bach'sarm. Silver-eyed, duminum-haired, dabaster pale, the girl on the stand was
beyond doubt the most beautiful woman he had ever seen!

The attorney was speaking again. "Tdll the court in your own words what happened, Miss Zelas."

Quite casudly the girl crossed her trim ankles and began to speak. Her voice was low, resonant, and
thrilling; Scott had to fight to keep his attention on the sense of her words rather than the sound.

"I had just left Grand Mercy Hospital," she said, "where | had been ill for some months. | had
crossed the park when suddenly awoman in black rushed at me, thrust an empty wallet into my hands,
and vanished. A moment later | was surrounded by a screaming crowd, and—uwell, that's dl."

"An empty wallet, you say?" asked the defense lawyer. "What of the money found in your own bag,
which my eminent colleague believes golen”?’

"It wasmine," said thegirl, "about seven hundred dollars.”

Bach hissed, "That'salie! She had two dollars and thirty-three cents on her when we took her in."

"Do you mean you think she'sthe same Kyra Zelas we had at the hospital 7" gasped Scott.

"I don't know. | don't know anything, but if | ever touch that damned serum of yours—L ook! L ook,
Dan!" Thislast was atense whisper.

"What?"

"Her hair! When the sun strikesit!"

Scott peered more closdly. A vagrant ray of noon sunlight filtered through a high window, and now



and again the swaying of a shade permitted it to touch the metalic radiance of the girl's hair. Scott Stared
and saw; dightly but unmistakable, whenever the light touched that glowing aureole, her hair darkened
from bright auminum to golden blond!

Something clicked in hisbrain. There was a clue somewhere—if he could but find it. The pieces of
the puzzle were there, but they were woefully hard to fit together. The girl in the hospital and her reaction
toincisons,; thisgirl and her reactionto light.

"I've got to see her," he whispered. "There's something | haveto find—Listen!"

The speaker was orating. "And we ask the dismissa of the whole case, your honor, on the grounds
that the prosecution has utterly failed even to identify the defendant.”

Thejudge's gave crashed. For amoment his aging eyes rested on the girl with the silver eyesand,
incredible hair, then: "Case dismissed!" he snapped. " Jury discharged!"

Therewas atumult of voices. Hashlights shot ingtantaneous sheets of lightning. The girl on the witness
stand rose with perfect poise, smiled with lovely, innocent lips, and moved away. Scott waited until she
passed close a hand then:

"MissZdlad" hecdled.

She paused. Her strange silver eyeslighted with unmistakable recognition. "Dr. Scott!" said the voice
of tinkling metd. "And Dr. Bach!"

Shewas, then. Shewasthe same girl. Thiswasthe drab doven of theisolation ward, thisweirdly
beautiful creature of exotic coloring. Staring, Scott could trace now the very identity of her features, but
changed asby amiracle.

He pushed through the mob of photographers, press men, and curiosity seekers. "Have you aplace
to stay?" he asked. "Dr. Bach's offer still stands.”

She amiled. "l am very grateful,” she murmured, and then, to the crowd of reporters. "The doctor is
an old friend of mine." Shewas completdly at ease, unruffled, poised.

Something caught Scott's eye, and he purchased a paper, glancing quickly at the photograph, the one
taken at the moment the girl had removed her hat. He started; her hair showed raven black! Therewasa
comment below the picture, too, to the effect that "her striking hair photographs much darker than it
appearsto the eye.”

Hefrowned. "Thisway," he said to the girl, then goggled in surprise again. For in the broad light of
noon her complexion was no longer the white of alabagter; it was creamy tan, the skin of one exposed to
long hours of sunlight; her eyes were deep violet, and her hair—that tiny wisp unconceded by her
hat—was as black as the basalt columns of hell!

Kyrahad ingsted on stopping to purchase a substitute for the worn black suit, and had ended by
acquiring an entire outfit. She sat now curled in the degp davenport before the fireplacein Dr. Bach's
library, sheathed in silken black from her white throat to the tiny black pumps on her feet. She was
amogt unearthly in her weird beauty, with her duminum hair, slver eyes, and marble-pale skin againg the
jet sk covering.

She gazed innocently a Scott. "But why shouldn't |7 she asked. " The court returned my money; |
can buy what | pleasewithit."

"Y our money?" he muttered. "Y ou had less than three dollars when you | eft the hospital.”

"But thisismine now."

"Kyra," hesad abruptly, "where did you get that money?'

Her face was saintlikein its purity. "From the old man.”

"Y ou—you did murder him!"

"Why, of coursel did."

He choked. "My Lord!" he gasped. "Don't you redlize well haveto tell?”

She shook her head, smiling, gently from oneto the other of them. "No, Dan. Y ou wont tdll, for it
wouldn't do any good. | can't betried twice for the same crime. Not in America.”

"But why, Kyra? Why did you—"

"Would you have me resumethe life that sent meinto your hands? | needed money; money was
there; | took it."



"But murder!”

"It wasthe most direct way."

"Not if you happened to be punished for it," hereturned grimly.

"But | waan't,” shereminded him gently.

He groaned. "Kyra," he said, shifting the subject sud-denly, "why do your eyes and skin and hair
darken in sunlight or when exposed to flashlight?"

She smiled. "Do they?' she asked. "I hadn't noticed." She yawned, stretched her arms above her
head and her dim legs before her. "'l think | shall deep now," she announced. She swept her magnificent
eyesover them, rose, and disappeared into the room Dr. Bach had given her—his own.

Scott faced the older man, his features working in emotion. "Do you see?' he hissed. "Good Lord,
do you see?'

"Doyou, Dan?'

"Part of it. Part of it, anyway."

"And | seepart aswell.”

"Well," said Scott, "hereitisas| seeit. That serum—that accursed serum of mine—has somehow
accentuated this girl's adaptability to animpossible degree. What isit that differentiates|ife from
non-living matter? Two things, irritation and adaptation. Life adaptsitsdf to its environment, and the
greater the adaptability, the more successful the organism.

"Now," he proceeded, "al human beings show avery consderable adaptivity. When we expose
oursalvesto sunlight, our skin shows pigmentation—uwe tan. That's adaptation to an environment
containing sunlight. When aman loses hisright hand, helearnsto use hisleft. That's another adaptation.
When aperson's skin is punctured, it heals and rebuilds, and that's another angle of the same thing. Sunny
regions produce dark-skinned, dark-haired people; northern lands produce blonds—and that's
adaptation again.

"So what's happened to Kyra Zelas, by some mad twist | don't understand, isthat her adaptive
powers have been increased to an extreme. She adapts ingtantly to her environment; when sun strikes
her, she tans at once, and in shade she fadesimmediately. In sunlight her hair and eyes are those of a
tropicd race; in shadow, those of a Northerner. And—good Lord, | see it now—when she was faced
with danger there in the courtroom, faced by ajury and judge who were men, she adapted to that! She
met that danger, not only by changed appearance, but by a beauty so greet, that she couldn't have been
convicted!" He paused. "But how? How?"

"Perhaps medicine can tell how," said Bach. "Undoubtedly man isthe cresture of hisglands. The
differences between races—white, red, black, yellow—is doubtless glandular. And perhaps the most
effective agent of adaptation isthe human brain and neura system, whichinitself iscontrolled partly by a
little greasy mass on the floor of the brain'sthird ventricle, before the cerebellum, and supposed by the
ancientsto be the seat of the soul.

"I mean, of course, the pinedl gland. | suspect that what your serum containsis the long-sought
hormone pinealin, and that it has caused hypertrophy of Kyras pinea gland. And Dan, do you redlize
that if her adaptability is perfect, she'snot only invincible, but invulnerable?

"That'strue!™ gulped Scott. "Why, she couldn't be el ectrocuted, because sheld adapt instantly to an
environment containing an electric current, and she couldn't be killed by a shot, because she'd adapt to
that as quickly asto your needle pricks. And poison—but there must be alimit somewhere!”

"Theredoubtlessis," observed Bach. "I hardly believe she could adapt hersdlf to an environment
containing afifty-ton locomotive passing over her body. And yet there's an important point we haven't
consdered. Adaptation itself isof two kinds."

"Two kinds?'

"Yes. Onekindisbiologicd; the other, human. Naturdly abiochemist like you would ded only with
thefirst, and equaly naturaly abrain surgeon like me hasto consider the second aswell. Biologica
adaptation iswhat al life—plant, animal, and human—ypossesses, and it is merely conforming to one's
environment. A chameeon, for instance, shows much the same ability as Kyrahersdf, and so, in lesser
degree, doesthe arctic fox, white in winter, brown in summer; or the snowshoe rabhbit, for that matter, or



theweasd. All life conformsto its environment to agreat extent, becauseif it doesnt, it dies. But human
lifedoesmore."

"More?'

"Much more. Human adaptation is not only conformity to environment, but also the actua changing of
environment to fit human needd Thefirst cave man who left his caveto build agrass hut changed his
environment, and o, in exactly the same sense, did Steinmetz, Edison, and asfar asthat goes, Julius
Caesar and Napoleon. In fact, Dan, dl human invention, genius, and military leadership boils down to
that one fact—changing the environment insteed of conforming to it."

He paused, then continued, "Now we know that Kyra possesses the biologica adaptivity. Her hair
and eyes prove that. But what if she possesses the other to the same degree? If she does, God knows
what the result will be. We can only watch to see what direction she takes—watch and hope.”

"But | don't see," muttered Scott, "how that could be glandular.”

"Anything can be glandular. In amutant—and Kyras as much amutant as your white-eyed fruit
flies—anything is possible” He frowned reflectively. "If | dared phrase a philosophicd interpretation, I'd
say that Kyra—perhaps—represents a stage in human evolution. A mutation. If one ventured to believe
that, then de Vriesand Weissman arejudtified.”

"The mutation theory of evolution, you mean?"

"Exactly. You see, Dan, whileit isvery obviousfrom foss| remainsthat evolution occurred, yet it is
very easy to proveit couldn't possibly have occurred!”

"How?"

"W, it couldn't have occurred dowly, as Darwin believed, for many reasons. Take the eye, for
instance. He thought that very gradually, over thousands of generations, some sea cresture developed a
gpot on its skin that was sendtive to light, and that this gave it an advantage over itsblind fellows.
Thereforeitskind survived and others perished. But see here. If this eye developed dowly, why did the
very first ones, the ones that couldn't yet see, have any better chance than the others? And take awing.
What good isawing until you can fly with it? Just because ajumping lizard had atiny fold of skin
between foreleg and breast wouldn't mean that that lizard could survive where others died. What kept the
wing developing to apoint where it could actudly have vaue?"

"What did?'

"De Vries and Wessman say nothing did. They answer that evolution must have progressed in jumps,
so that when the eye gppeared, it was dready efficient enough to have surviva vaue, and likewise the
wing. Thosejumpsthey named mutations. And in that sense, Dan, Kyrals amutation, ajump from the
human to—something el se. Perhaps the superhuman.”

Scott shook hishead in perplexity. He was thoroughly puzzled, completely baffled, and more than a
little unnerved. In afew moments more he bade Bach good night, wandered home, and lay for hoursin
deeplessthought.

The next day Bach managed aleave of absence for both of them from Grand Mercy, and Scott
moved in. Thiswasin part Smply out of hisfascinated interest in the case of KyraZelas, but in part it
was dtruistic. She had confessedly murdered one man; it occurred to Scott that she might with no more
compunction murder Dr. Bach, and he meant to be at hand to prevent it.

He had been in her company no more than afew hours before Bach's words on evolution and
mutations took on new meaning. It was not only Kyras chameleon-like coloring, nor her strangely pure
and saintlike features, nor even her incredible beauty. There was something more; he could not at once
identify it, but decidedly the girl Kyrawas not quite human.

The event that impressed this on him occurred in the late afternoon. Bach was away somewhere on
personal business, and Scott had been questioning the girl about her own impressions of her experience.

"But don't you know you've changed?' he asked. "Can't you see the difference in yoursel f?"

"Not I. It isthe world that has changed.”

"But your hair was black. Now it'slight as ashes.”

"Wasit?' sheasked. "Isit?"

He groaned in exasperation. "Kyra," he said, "you must know something about yourself."



Her exquisite eyesturned their silver on him. "1 do,” she said. "1 know that what | want ismine,
and'—her purelips smiled—"I think | want you, Dan."

It seemed to him, that she changed at that moment. Her beauty was not quite asit had been, but
somehow more wildly intoxicating than before. He redlized what it meant; her environment now contained
aman she loved, or thought she loved, and she was adapting to that, too. She was becoming—he
shivered dightly—irresistiblel

Bach must have redized the Situation, but he said nothing. Asfor Scott, it was sheer torture, for he
redlized only too well that the girl heloved was afresk, abiologica sport, and worse than that, a cold
murderess and a creature not exactly human. Y et for the next severa days things went smoothly. Kyra
dipped eadly into the routine; shewas ever awilling subject for ther inquiries and investigations.

Then Scott had an idea. He produced one of the guinea pigsthat he had injected, and they found that
the creature evinced the same reaction as Kyrato cuts. They killed the thing by literdly cutting it in half
with an ax, and Bach examined itsbrain.

"Right!" he said at lagt. "It's hypertrophy of the pinedl.” He stared intently at Scott. " Suppose,” he
said, "that we could reach Kyra's pineal and correct the hypertrophy. Do you suppose that might return
her to norma?'

Scott suppressed a pang of fear. "But why? She can't do any harm aslong as we guard her here.
Why do we have to gamble with her life like that?"

Bach laughed shortly. "For thefirgt timein my lifelI'm glad I'm an old man," he said. "Don't you see
we have to do something? She's amenace. She's dangerous. Heaven only knows how dangerous. Well
havetotry."

Scott groaned and assented. An hour later, under the pretext of experiment, he watched the old man
inject five grains of morphiainto the girl's arm, watched her frown and blink—and adjust. The drug was
powerless.

It was at night that Bach got his next idea. "Ethyl chloridel™ he whispered. "The ingtantaneous
anaesthetic. Perhaps she can't adjust to lack of oxygen. Well try."

Kyrawas adeep. Silently, carefully, the two crept in, and Scott stared down in utter fascination at the
weird beauty of her features, paer than ever in thefaint light of midnight. Carefully, so carefully, Bach
held the cone above her deeping face, drop by drop he poured the volatile, sweet-scented liquid into it.
Minutes passed.

"That should anaesthetize an e ephant,” he whispered at last, and jammed the cone full upon her face.

She awoke. Fingerslike dim stedl rods closed on hiswrigt, forcing his hand away. Scott seized the
cone, and her hand clutched hiswrist aswell, and he felt the strength of her grasp.

"Stupid,” she said quietly, Stting erect. "Thisis quite usel ess—look!"

She snatched a paper knife from the table beside the bed. She bared her pale throat to the moonlight,
and then, suddenly, drovethe knifeto its hilt into her bosom!

Scott gulped in horror as shewithdrew it. A single spot of blood showed on her flesh, shewiped it
away, and displayed her skin, pae, unscarred, beautiful.

"Go away," she said softly, and they departed.

The next day she made no reference to the incident. Scott and Bach spent aworried morning in the
laboratory, doing no work, but smply talking. It was a mistake, for when they returned to thelibrary, she
was gone, having, according to Mrs. Getz, smply strolled out of the door and away. A hectic and hasty
search of the adjacent blocks brought no sign of her.

At dusk she was back, pausing hatless in the doorway to permit Scott, who wasthere done, to
watch the miraculous change as she passed from sunset to chamber, and her hair faded from mahogany
to duminum.

"Helo," shesad amiling. "I killed achild.”

"What? My Lord, Kyral"

"It was an accident. Surely you don't fed that | should be punished for an accident, Dan, do you?'

Hewas staring in utter horror. "How—"

"Oh, | decided to walk ahit. After ablock or two, it occurred to methat | should liketo ride. There



was acar parked there with the keysin it, and the driver wastalking on the sdewalk, so | dippedin,
sarted it, and drove away. Naturdly | drove rather fast, since he was shouting, and at the second corner
| hit alittle boy."

"And—you didn't stop?’

"Of course not. | drove around the corner, turned another corner or two, and then parked the car
and walked back. The boy was gone, but the crowd was still there. Not one of them noticed me." She
smiled her saintlike smile. "We're quite safe. They can't possibly trace me.”

Scott dropped his head on his hands and groaned. "I don't know what to do!" he muttered. "Kyra,
you're going to haveto report thisto the police.”

"But it was an accident,” she said gently, her luminous silver eyes pityingly on Scott.

"No matter. Youll haveto."

She placed her white hand on his head. " Perhaps tomorrow,” she said. "Dan, | have learned
something. What one needs in thisworld is power. Aslong asthere are peoplein the world with more
power than I, | run afoul of them. They keep trying to punish me with their laws—and why? Their laws
are not for me. They cannot punish me."

Hedid not answer.

"Therefore," she said softly, "tomorrow | go out of here to seek power. | will be more powerful than
any lavs”

That shocked him to action. "Kyral" he cried. "Y ou're not to try to leave here again." He gripped her
shoulders. "Promise me! Swear that you'll not step beyond that door without me!”

"Why, if youwish," shesad quitly.

"But swesr it! Sweer it by everything sacred!”

Her slver eyeslooked steadily into hisfrom afacelikethat of amarbleangdl. "1 swear it," she
murmured. "By anything you name, | swesr it, Dan."

And in the morning she was gone, taking what cash and bills had been in Scott'swallet, and in Bach's
aswell. And, they discovered later, in Mrs. Getz's aso.

"But if you could have seen her!" muttered Scott. " She looked straight into my eyes and promised,
and her face was pure asamadonnas. | can't believe she waslying."

"The lie as an adaptive mechanism," said Bach, "deserves more attention than it has recelved.
Probably the origind liars are those plants and animal s that use protective mimicry—harmless snakes
imitating poisonous ones, stinglessfliesthat look like bees. Thoseareliving lies™

"But she couldn't—"

" She has, however. What you've told me about her desire for power is proof enough. She's entered
the second adaptive phase—that of adapting her environment to hersalf instead of hersdlf to her
environment. How far will her madness—or her genius—carry her? Thereisvery little difference
between the two, Dan. And what isleft now for usto do but watch?

"Watch? How? Whereis she?'

"Unless I'm badly mistaken, watching her will be easy once she beginsto achieve. Wherever sheis, |
think we—and the rest of the world—uwill know of it soon enough.”

But weeks dropped away without sign of Kyra Zelas. Scott and Bach returned to their duties at
Grand Mercy, and down in hislaboratory the biochemist disposed grimly of the remains of three guinea
pigs, acat, and adog, whose killing had been an exhausting and sickening task. In the crematory aswell
went atube of water-clear serum.

Then one day the annunciator summoned him to Bach's office, where he found the old man hunched
over acopy of the Post Record.

"Look here" he said, indicating apolitica gossp column called "Whirls of Washington."”

Scott read, "And the surprise of the evening was the soidisant confirmed bachelor of the cabinet,
upright John Callan, who fluttered none other than the gorgeous Kyra Zedlas, the lady who affects adark
wig by day and awhite by night. Some of us remember her asthe acquittee of amurder trid."

Scott looked up. "Callan, eh? Secretary of the treasury, no less! When she said power she meant



power, apparently.”

"But will she stop there?" mused Bach gloomily. "I have a premonition that she'sjust beginning.”

"Well, actudly, how far can awoman go?'

The old man looked a him. "A woman? ThisisKyraZedas, Dan. Don't set your limitsyet. There will
be more of her."

Bach was right. Her name began to gppear with increasing frequency, first in socia connections, then
with velled references to secret intrigues and influences.

Thus: "Whom do the press boys mean by the tenth cabineteer?’ Or later: "Why not a secretary of
personal relations? She has the powers; give her the name.” And il later: "One hasto go back to Egypt
for another instance of a country whose exchequer was run by awoman. And Cleopatra busted that
one”

Scott grinned alittle ruefully to himsdlf as he redlized that the thrusts were becoming moreindirect, as
if the pressitsalf were beginning to grow cautious. It was asign of increasing power, for nowhere are
people as senditive to such trends as among the Washington correspondents. Kyra's appearance in the
public prints began to be more largely restrained to purely socid affairs, and usualy in connection with
John Cadlan, the forty-five-year-old bachelor secretary of the treasury.

Waking or deeping, Scott never for amoment quite forgot her, for there was something mystical
about her, whether she were mad or awoman of genius, whether freak or superwoman. The only thing
he did forget was athin girl with drab features and gressy black hair who had lain on apalletin the
isolation ward and coughed up flecks of blood.

It was no surprise to either Scott or Dr. Bach to return one evening to Bach'sresidence for afew
hours conversation, and find there, seated as comfortably asif she had never left it, KyraZdas.
Outwardly she had changed but little; Scott gazed once morein fascination on her incredible hair and
wide, innocent silver eyes. She was smoking a cigarette, and she exhaed along, blue plume of smoke
and smiled up a him.

He hardened himsdlf. "Nice of you to honor us," he said coldly. "What's the reason for thisvist? Did
you run out of money?"

"Money? Of course not. How could | run out of money?'

"Y ou couldn't, not aslong as you replenished your funds the way you did when you left.”

"Oh, that!" she said contemptuoudy. She opened her hand bag, indicating agreen mass of bills. "I'll
givethat back, Dan. How much wasit?"

"To hell with the money!" he blazed. "What hurts meistheway you lied. Staring into my eyesas
innocent asababy, and lying dl thetime!"

"Was|?' sheasked. "l won't lieto you again, Dan. | promise.”

"l don't believeyou," he said bitterly. "Tell uswhat you're doing here, then.”

"l wanted to see you. | haven't forgotten what | said to you, Dan.” With the words she seemed to
grow more beautiful than ever, and thistime poignantly wistful aswell.

"And have you," asked Bach suddenly, "abandoned your idea of power?"

"Why should | want power?" she rgoined innocently, flashing her magnificent eyesto him.

"But you said," began Scott impatiently, "that you—"

"Did I?' Therewasaghost of asmile on her perfect lips. "l won't lieto you, Dan," she went on,
laughing alittle. "If | want power, it ismine for the taking—more power than you dream.”

"Through John Calan?" he rasped.

"He offersasmpleway," she said impassively. " Suppose, for instance, that in aday or so hewereto
issue a satement—a supremely insulting statement—about the war debts. The administration couldn't
afford to reprimand him openly, because most of the votersfed that a supremely insulting statement is
cdled for. Andif it were insulting enough—and | assure you it would be—you would see the animosty of
Europe directed westward.

"Now, if the statement were one that no nationa government could ignore and yet keepitsdignity in
the eyes of its people, it would provoke counter-insults. And there are three nations—you know their



names aswell as|—who await only such adiversion of interest. Don't you see?' She frowned.

"How stupid you both arel” she murmured, and then, stretching her glorious figure and yawning, "'l
wonder what sort of empress | would make. A good one, doubtless.”

But Scott was aghagt. "Kyra, do you mean you'd urge Callan into such a colossa blunder asthat?"

"Urge him!" she echoed contemptuoudy. "I'd force him."

"Do you mean youd doit?'

"l haven't said s0," she smiled. She yawned again, and snapped her cigarette into the dark fireplace.
"I'll stay here aday or two," she added pleasantly, risng. "Good night.”

Scott faced Dr. Bach as she vanished into the old man's chamber. "Damn her!" he grated, hislips
white. "If | believed she meant dl of that—"

"You'd better believeit," said Bach.

"Empress, eh! Empress of what?"

"Of theworld, perhaps. Y ou can't set limitsto madness or genius.”

"Weve got to stop her!”

"How? We can't keep her locked up here. In the first place, she'd doubtless develop strength enough
in her wriststo break the locks on the doors, and if she didn't, al she'd need to do is shout for help from
awindow."

"We can have her adjudged insane!” flared Scott. "We can have her locked up where she can't break
out or cal for hep."

"Y es, we could. We could if we could get her committed by the Sanity Commission. And if we got
her before them, what chance do you think wed have?’

"All right, then," said Scott grimly, "we're going to haveto find her weakness. Her adaptability can't
be infinite. She'simmune to drugs and immune to wounds, but she can't be above the fundamental laws of
biology. What we haveto do isto find the law we need.”

"Youfindit then," said Bach gloomily.

"But we've got to do something. At least we can warn people—" He broke off, redlizing the utter
absurdity of theidea.

"Warn people!" scoffed Bach. "Against what? Wed be the onesto go before the Sanity Commission
then. Cdlan would ignore uswith dignity, and Kyrawould laugh her pretty little laugh of contempt, and
that would bethat.”

Scott shrugged helpleesdy. "I'm staying hereto-night,” he said. "At least we can talk to her again
tomorrow."

"If shesdill here" remarked Bach ironically.

But she was. She came out as Scott was reading the morning papers donein thelibrary, and sat
dlently opposite him, garbed in black silk lounging pajamas against which her dabaster skin and
incredible hair glowed in gartling contrast. He watched skin and hair turn faintly golden asthe morning
sun lightened the chamber. Somehow it angered him that she should be so beautiful and at the sametime
deadly with an inhuman deadliness.

He spokefirg. "Y ou haven't committed any murders since our last meeting, | hope." He said it
soitefully, vicioudy.

She was quite indifferent. "Why should 1?1t has not been necessary.”

"You know, Kyra," he said evenly, "that you ought to bekilled."

"But not by you, Dan. You loveme.”

He said nothing. The fact was too obviousto deny.

"Dan," she said softly, "if you only had my courage, thereis no height we might not reach together.
No height—if you had the courageto try. That iswhy | came back here, but—" She shrugged. "1 go
back to Washington tomorrow."

Later in the day Scott got Bach aone. " She's going tomorrow!" he said tensdly. "Whatever we can
do hasto be done to-night.”

The old man gestured helplesdly. "What can we do? Can you think of any law thet limits

adaptebility?"



"No, but—" He paused suddenly. "By Heaven!" he cried. "I can! I'vegot it!"

"What?"

"Thelaw! A fundamentd biologica law that must be Kyra's weskness!™

"But what?'

"Thisl No organism can livein its own waste products! Its own waste is poison to any living thing!"

"B

"Ligten. Carbon dioxide is a human waste product. Kyra can't adapt to an atmosphere of carbon
dioxide!"

Bach stared. "By Heaven!" he cried. "But even if you're right, how—"

"Wait aminute. Y ou can get a couple of cylinders of carbonic acid gas from Grand Mercy. Can you
think of any way of getting the gasinto her room?"

"Why—thisis an old house. Therés ahole from her room to the one I'm using, where the radiator
connection goes through. 1t's not tight; we could get arubber tube past the pipe.”

"Good!"

"But thewindows! Shelll have the windows open.” "Never mind that,” said Scott. " See that they're
sogped so they'll close easily, that'sdl.”

"But evenif it works, what good—Dan! Y ou don't mean to kill her?’

He shook his head. "1—couldn't,” he whispered. "But once she's hel pless, once she's overcome—if
sheis—youll operate. That operation on the pineal you suggested before. And may Heaven forgive me!”

Scott suffered the tortures of the damned that evening. Kyrawas, if possible, loveier than ever, and
for thefirdt time she seemed to exert hersdlf to be charming. Her conversation wasliterdly brilliant; she
sparkled, and over and over Scott found himself so fascinated that the thought of the treachery he
planned was an excruciating pain. It seemed almost a blagphemy to attempt violence against one whose
outward appearance was S0 pure, So innocent, so saintlike.

"But sheisn't quite—human!™ hetold himsdlf. "She's not an angel but afemade demon, a—what were
they called>—an incubug!”

Despite himsdlf, when at last Kyrayawned luxurioudy and dropped her dainty feet to the floor to
depart, he pleaded for afew moments more.

"Butit'searly,” he said, "and tomorrow you leave."

"I will return, Dan. Thisisnot the end for us."

"l hope not," he muttered miserably, watching the door of her room asit clicked shut.

He gazed at Bach. The older man, after amoment's silence, whispered, "It islikely that she deeps
amost at once. That's aso amatter of adaptability.”

In tense sllence they watched the thin line of light below the closed door. Scott started violently when,
after abrief interva, her shadow crossed it and it disappeared with afaint click.

"Now, then," hesaid grimly. "Let'sget it over.”

Hefollowed Bach into the adjacent room. There, cold and metalic, stood the gray cylinders of
compressed gas. He watched as the old man attached alength of tubing, ran it to the opening around the
steam pipe, and began to pack the remaining space with wet cotton.

Scott turned to his own task. He moved quietly into the library. With utmost stedlth he tried the door
of Kyrasroom; it was unlocked as he had known it would be, for the girl was supremely confident of her
owninvulnergbility.

For along moment he gazed across at the mass of radiant slver hair on her pillow, then, very
cautioudy, he placed atiny candle on the chair by the window, so that it should be at about the level of
the bed, lighted it with asnap of his cigarette lighter, withdrew the door key, and departed.

He locked the door on the outside, and set about stuffing the crack below it with cotton. It was far
from airtight, but that mattered little, he mused, since one had to alow for the escape of the replaced
atmosphere.

Hereturned to Bach'sroom. "Give meaminute," hewhispered. "Then turnit on."

He stepped to awindow. Outside was a two-foot ledge of stone, and he crept to this precarious



perch. He was visible from the street below, but not markedly noticesble, for he was directly above an
areaway between Bach's house and its neighbor. He prayed fervently that he might escape attention.

He crept dong the ledge. The two windows of Kyra's chamber were wide, but Bach had done his
work. They did downward, without a creak, and he pressed close against the glassto peer in.

Across the room glowed the faint and steady flame of hislittle taper. Close beside him, within ashort
arm'slength had no pane intervened, lay Kyra, quite visiblein the dusk. She lay on her back, with one
arm thrown above her unbelievable hair, and she had drawn only asingle sheet over her. He could watch
her breathing, quiet, calm, peaceful.

It seemed asif along time passed. He fancied at last that he could hear the gentle hiss of gasfrom
Bach'swindow, but he knew that that must be fancy. In the chamber he watched there was no sign of
anything unusud; the glorious Kyra dept as she did everything dse—eedily, quietly, and confidently.

Then therewasasign. Thelittle candle flame, burning steadily in the draughtless air, flickered
suddenly. Hewatched it, certain now that its color was changing. Again it flickered, flared for amoment,
then died. A red spark glowed on thewick for abare instant, then that was gone.

The candle flame was smothered. That meant a concentration of eight or ten per cent of carbon
dioxide in the room's temperature—far too high to support ordinary life. Y et Kyrawas living. Except that
her quiet breathing seemed to have degpened, she gave not even asign of inconvenience. She had
adapted to the decreased oxygen supply.

But there must be limitsto her powers. He blinked into the darkness. Surely—surely her breathing
was quickening. He was positive now; her breast rose and fdll in convulsive gasps, and somewherein his
turbulent mind the scientist in him recorded the fact.

"Cheyne-Stokes breathing,” he muttered. In amoment the violence of it would waken her.

It did. Suddenly the silver eyes started open. She brushed her hand across her mouth, then clutched
at her throat. Aware instantly of danger, she thrust herself erect, and her bare legs flashed as she pushed
hersdlf from the bed. But she must have been dazed, for she turned first to the door.

He saw the unsteadiness in her movements. She twisted the doorknob, tugged frantically, then
whirled toward the window. He could see her swaying as she staggered through the vitiated air, but she
reached it. Her face was closeto his, but he doubted if she saw him, for her eyes were wide and
frightened, and her mouth and throat were straining violently for breath. She raised her hand to smash the
pane; the blow landed, but weakly, and the window shook but did not shatter.

Again her arm rose, but that blow was never delivered. For amoment she stood poised, swaying
dowly, then her magnificent eyes misted and closed, she dropped to her knees, and at last collapsed
limply on thefloor.

Scott waited along, torturing moment, then thrust up the window. Therush of lifdessair sent him
whirling dizzily on his dangerous perch, and he clutched the casement. Then adow breeze moved
between the buildings, and his head cleared.

He stepped gingerly into the chamber. 1t was tifling, but near the open window he could bresthe. He
kicked thrice against Bach'swall.

The hiss of gas ceased. He gathered Kyrasform in hisarms, waited until he heard the key turn, then
dashed across the room and into the library.

Bach stared asiif fascinated at the pure features of the girl. "A goddess overcome,” he said. "Thereis
something sinful about our part inthis”

"Be quickl" snapped Scott. " She's unconscious, not anaesthetized. God knows how quickly shelll
readjust.”

But she had not yet recovered when Scott laid her on the operating table in Bach's office, and drew
the straps about her arms and body and dim bare legs. He looked down on her till, white face and
bright hair, and he felt his heart contract with pain to see them darken ever so faintly and beautifully under
the brilliant operating light, rich in actinic rays.

"You wereright,” he whispered to the unhearing girl. "Had | your courage there is nothing we might
not have attained together."

Bach spoke brusquely. "Nasal?* he asked. "Or shdl | trephine her?!



"Nasdl."

"But | should like achance to observe the pined gland. This caseisunique, and—"

"Nasal!" blazed Scott. "I won't have her scarred!™

Bach sighed and began. Scott, despite hislong hospital experience, found himsdlf quite unable to
watch this operation; he passed the old man hisinstruments as needed, but kept his eyes averted from the
girl'spassive and lovely face,

"So!" said Bach at lagt. "It isdone." For the first time he himsdf had amoment'sleisure to survey
Kyrasfeatures.

Bach started violently. Gone was the exquisite duminum hair, replaced by the stringy, dark, and oily
locks of the girl inthe hospital! He pried open her eye, silver no longer, but pdlid blue. Of al her
loveliness, there remained—what? A trace, perhaps; atracein the saintlike purity of her paeface, andin
the molding of her features. But aflame had died; she was a goddess no longer, but amorta—ahuman
being. The superwoman had become no more than a suffering girl.

An gaculation had amost burst from hislips when Scott's voice stopped him.

"How beautiful sheidl" he whispered. Bach stared. He redlized suddenly that Scott was not seeing
her as she was, but as she once had been. To his eyes, colored by love, shewas ill Kyrathe
megnificent.

Par asite Planet

I

Luckily for "Ham" Hammond it was mid-winter when the mud-spout came. Mid-winter, that is, in the
Venusan sense, which isnothing at al like the conception of the season generally entertained on Earth,
except possibly, by dwellersin the hotter regions of the Amazon basin, or the Congo.

They, perhaps, might form avague menta picture of winter on Venus by visudizing their hottest
summer days, multiplying the heet, discomfort and unpleasant denizens of the jungle by ten or twelve.

OnVenus, asisnow well known, the seasons occur dternately in opposite hemispheres, ason the
Earth, but with avery important difference. Here, when North Americaand Europe swelter in summer, it
iswinter in Austrdiaand Cape Colony and Argentina. It isthe northern and southern hemispheres which
dternate their seasons.

But on Venus, very strangely, it isthe eastern and western hemi spheres, because the seasons of
Venus depend, not on inclination to the plane of the ecliptic, but on libration. Venus does not rotate, but
keeps the same face always toward the Sun, just as the Moon does toward the earth. One face isforever
daylight, and the other forever night, and only along the twilight zone, agrip five hundred mileswide, is
human habitation possible, athin ring of territory circling the planet.

Toward the sunlit Sdeit vergesinto the blasting heet of adesert where only afew Venusian creatures
live, and on the night edge the strip ends abruptly in the colossal ice barrier produced by the
condensation of the upper winds that sweep endlessly from therising air of the hot hemisphereto cool
and sink and rush back again from the cold one.

The chilling of warm air always producesrain, and at the edge of the darknesstherain freezesto
form these great ramparts. What lies beyond, what fantastic forms of life may livein the starless darkness
of the frozen face, or whether that region is as dead as the airless Moon—those are mysteries.

But the dow libration, a ponderous wabbling of the planet from side to side, does produce the effect
of seasons. On the lands of the twilight zone, first in one hemisphere and then the other, the cloud-hidden
Sun seemsto rise gradudly for fifteen days, then sink for the same period. It never ascendsfar, and only
near the ice barrier doesit seem to touch the horizon; for the libration is only seven degrees, but it is
aufficient to produce noticeable fifteen-day seasons.

But such seasong! In the winter the temperature drops sometimes to a humid but bearable ninety, but,
two weeks later, ahundred and forty isacool day near thetorrid edge of the zone. And aways, winter
and summer, the intermittent rains drip sullenly down to be absorbed by the spongy soil and given back



again as sticky, unpleasant, unhedlthy steam.

And that, the vast amount of moisture on Venus, wasthe greatest surprise of the first human visitors,
the clouds had been seen, of course, but the spectroscope denied the presence of water, naturally, since
it was andyzing light reflected from the upper cloud surfaces, fifty miles above the planet'sface.

That abundance of water has strange consequences. There are no seas or oceans on Venus, if we
except the probability of vast, slent, and eterndly frozen oceans on the sunless sde. On the hot
hemisphere evaporation istoo rapid, and theriversthat flow out of theice mountains smply diminish and
findly vanigh, dried up.

A further consequenceisthe curioudy unstable nature of the land of the twilight zone. Enormous
Subterranean rivers course invisbly through it, some boiling, some cold as the ice from which they flow.
These are the cause of the mud eruptions that make human habitation in the Hotlands such agamble; a
perfectly solid and gpparently safe area of soil may be changed suddenly into aboiling seaof mudin
which buildings sink and vanish, together, frequently, with their occupants.

Thereisno way of predicting these catastrophes; only on the rare outcroppings of bed rock isa
structure safe, and so dl permanent human settlements cluster about the mountains.

Sam Hammond was atrader. He was one of those adventurous individua s who aways appear on
the frontiers and fringes of habitable regions. Most of thesefal into two classes; they are either reckless
daredevils pursuing danger, or outcasts, crimind or otherwise, pursuing ether solitude or forgetfulness.

Ham Hammond was neither. He was pursuing no such abstractions, but the good, solid lure of
wedth. Hewas, in fact, trading with the natives for the spore-pods of the Venusian plant xixtchil , from
which terrestrid chemistswould extract trihydroxyl-tertiary-tolunitrile-beta-anthraguinone, the xixtline or
triple-T-B-A that was S0 effective in rguvenation treatments.

Ham was young and sometimes wondered why rich old men—and women—would pay such
tremendous prices for afew more years of virility, especidly asthe treetments didn't actualy increasethe
gpan of life, but just produced a sort of temporary and synthetic youth.

Gray hair darkened, wrinklesfilled out, bald heads grew fuzzy, and then, in afew years, the
rejuvenated person was just as dead as he would have been, anyway. But aslong astriple-T-B-A
commanded a price about equal to itsweight in radium, why, Ham was willing to take the gamble to
obtainit.

He had never redly expected the mudspout. Of course it was an ever-present danger, but when,
garing idly through the window of his shack over the writhing and steaming Venusian plain, he had seen
the sudden boiling pools erupting dl around, it had come as a shocking surprise.

For amoment he was parayzed; then he sprang into immediate and frantic action. He pulled on his
enveloping suit of rubberlike transkin; he strapped the great bowls of mudshoesto hisfeet; hetied the
precious bag of spore-podsto his shoulders, packed some food, and then burst into the open.

The ground was still semisolid, but even as he watched, the black soil boiled out around the metal
walls of the shack, the cubettilted atrifle, and then sank deliberately from sight, and the mud sucked and
gurgled asit closed gently above the spot.

Ham caught himsdlf. One couldn't stand still in the midst of a mudspout, even with the bowllike
mudshoes as support. Once let the viscous stuff flow over the rim and the luckless victim was trapped; he
couldn't raise hisfoot againgt the suction, and first dowly, then more quickly, he'd follow the shack.

So Ham darted off over the boiling swamp, walking with the peculiar diding motion he had learned
by much practice, never raising the mudshoes above the surface, but diding them along, careful that no
mud topped the curving rim.

It was atiresome motion, but absolutely necessary. He did dong asif on snowshoes, bearing west
because that was the direction of the dark side, and if he had to walk to safety, he might aswell doitin
coolness. The areaof swamp was unusualy large; he covered at least amile before he attained adight
risein the ground, and the mudshoes clumped on solid, or nearly solid, soil.

He was bathed in perspiration; and his transkin suit was hot as aboiler room, but one grows
accustomed to that on Venus. HeEd have given haf his supply of xixtchil podsfor the opportunity to open



the mask of the suit, to draw a breath of even the steamy and humid Venusian air, but that was
impossible; impossble, a leadt, if he had any inclination to continueliving.

One bregth of unfiltered air anywhere near the warm edge of the twilight zone was quick and very
painful desth; Ham would have drawn in uncounted millions of the spores of those fierce Venusian molds,
and they'd have sprouted in furry and nauseating massesin his nogtrils, his mouth, hislungs, and
eventualy in hisearsand eyes.

Breathing them wasn't even a necessary requirement; once held come upon atrader's body with the
molds springing from hisflesh. The poor fellow had somehow torn arip in histranskin suit, and that was
enough.

The Stuation made eating and drinking in the open a problem on Venus,; one had to wait until arain
had precipitated the spores, when it was safe for half an hour or so. Even then the water must have been
recently boiled and the food just removed from its can; otherwise, as had happened to Ham more than
once, the food was apt to turn abruptly into afuzzy mass of moldsthat grew about asfast asthe minute
hand moved on aclock. A disgusting Sght! A disgusting planet!

That last reflection was induced by Ham's view of the quagmire that had engulfed his shack. The
heavier vegetation had gonewithit, but aready avid and greedy life was emerging, wriggling mud grass
and the bulbous fungi cdled "waking bals"" And dl around amillion little dimy creetures dithered across
the mud, eating each other rapacioudy, being torn to hits, and each fragment re-forming to acomplete
Cresture.

A thousand different species, but al the same in one respect; each of them was dl appetite. In
common with most Venusian beings, they had amultiplicity of both legs and mouths; in fact some of them
were little more than blobs of skin split into dozens of hungry mouths, and crawling on ahundred spidery
legs.

All lifeon Venusismore or less parasitic. Even the plantsthat draw their nourishment directly from
soil and air have a so the ability to absorb and digest—and, often enough, to trap—anima food. So
fierceisthe competition on that humid strip of land between the fire and the ice that one who has never
seenit mugt fail eventoimagineit.

Theanima kingdom warsincessantly onitself and the plant world; the vegetable kingdom retaliates,
and frequently outdoes the other in the production of monstrous predatory horrors that one would even
hesitate to cdl plant life. A terrible world!

In the few moments that Ham had paused to look back, ropy creepers had already entangled his
legs; transkin was impervious, of course, but he had to cut the things away with hisknife, and the black,
nauseeting juicesthat flowed out of them smeared on his suit and began ingtantly to grow furry asthe
molds sprouted. He shuddered.

"Hell of aplacel™ Ham growled, stooping to remove his mudshoes, which he dung carefully over his
back.

He dogged away through the writhing vegetation, automaticaly dodging the awkward thrusts of the
Jack Ketch trees asthey cast their nooses hopefully toward his arms and head.

Now and again he passed one that dangled some trapped creature, usualy unrecognizable because
the molds had enveloped it in afuzzy shroud, while the tree itself was placidly absorbing victim and molds
dike.

"Horrible placel™ Ham muitered, kicked awrithing mass of namelesslittle vermin from his path.

He mused; his shack had been Stuated rather nearer the hot edge of the twilight zone; it was atrifle
over two hundred and fifty milesto the shadow line, though of course that varied with the libration. But
one couldn't gpproach the line too closday, anyway, because of the fierce, dmost inconceivable, storms
that raged where the hot upper winds encountered the icy blasts of the night Side, giving riseto the birth
throes of theice barrier.

So ahundred and fifty miles due west would be sufficient to bring coolness, to enter aregion too
temperate for the molds, where he could walk in comparative comfort. And then, not more than fifty
miles north, lay the American settlement Erotia, named, obvioudy, after that troublesome mythical son of



Venus, Cupid.

Intervening, of course, were the ranges of the Mountains of Eternity, not those mighty
twenty-mile-high peaks whose summits are occasionaly glimpsed by Earthly telescopes, and that forever
sunder British Venus from the American possessions, but, even at the point he planned to cross, very
respectable mountains indeed. He was on the British Sde now; not that any one cared. Traders came and
went asthey pleased.

Wéll, that meant about two hundred miles. No reason why he couldn't make it; he was armed with
both automatic and flame-pistol, and water was no problem, if carefully boiled. Under pressure of
necessity, one could even eat Venusian life—but it required hunger and thorough cooking and asturdy
somach.

It wasn't the taste so much as the appearance, or so held been told. He grimaced; beyond doubt held
be driven to find out for himsdlf, since his canned food couldn't possibly last out the trip. Nothing to
worry about, Ham kept telling himself. In fact, plenty to be glad about; the xixtchil podsin his pack
represented as much wedlth as he could have accumulated by ten years of toil back on Earth.

No danger—and yet, men had vanished on Venus, dozens of them. The molds had claimed them, or
some fierce unearthly monster, or perhaps one of the many unknown living horrors, both plant and
animd.

Ham trudged aong, keeping dways to the clearings about the Jack Ketch trees, snce these
vegetable omnivores kept other life beyond the reach of their greedy nooses. Elsewhere progresswas
impossible, for the Venusan jungle presented such aterrific tangle of writhing and struggling formsthat
one could move only by cutting the way, step by step, with infinite labor.

Even then there was the danger of Heaven only knew what fanged and venomous creatures whose
teeth might pierce the protective membrane of transkin, and a crack in that meant death. Even the
unpleasant Jack Ketch trees were preferable company, he reflected, as he dapped their questing lariats
adde.

Six hours after Ham had gtarted hisinvoluntary journey, it rained. He sei zed the opportunity, found a
place where a recent mudspout had cleared the heavier vegetation away, and prepared to edt. Firs,
however, he scooped up some scummy water, filtered it through the screen attached for that purpose to
his canteen, and set about Sterilizing it.

Firewas difficult to manage, snce dry fud israreindeed in the Hotlands of Venus, but Ham tossed a
thermide tablet into the liquid, and the chemicals boiled the water instantly, escaping themsalves as gases.
If the water retained adight ammoniacal taste—well, that wasthe least of his discomforts, he mused, as
he covered it and set it by to coal.

He uncapped a can of beans, watched a moment to see that no stray molds had remained in the air
to infect the food, then opened the visor of his suit and swallowed hastily. Thereafter he drank the
blood-warm water and poured carefully what remained into the water pouch within histranskin, where
he could suck it through a tube to his mouth without the deadly exposure to the molds.

Ten minutes after he had completed the medl, while he rested and longed for theimpossible luxury of
acigarette, the fuzzy coat sprang suddenly to life on the remnants of food in the can.

I.

An hour later, weary and thoroughly soaked in perspiration, Ham found a Friendly tree, so named by
the explorer Burlingame becauseit is one of the few organisms on Venus duggish enough to permit one
to rest in its branches. So Ham climbed it, found the most comfortable position available, and dept as
best he could.

It wasfive hours by hiswrist watch before he awoke, and the tendrils and little sucking cups of the
Friendly tree were fastened dl over histranskin. He tore them away very carefully, climbed down, and
trudged westward.

It was after the second rain that he met the doughpot, asthe creatureis caled in British and
American Venus. In the French gtrip, it'sthe pot a colle, the "paste pot”; in the Dutch—well, the Dutch
are not prudish, and they cal the horror just what they think it warrants.



Actudly, the doughpot is a nauseous cregture. It's amass of white, dough-like protoplasm, ranging in
szefrom asingle cdl to perhaps twenty tons of mushy filth. It has no fixed form; in fact, it'smerdly a
mass of de Proust cells—in effect, a disembodied, crawling, hungry cancer.

It has no organization and no intelligence, nor even any ingtinct save hunger. It moves in whatever
direction food touchesiits surfaces, when it touches two edible substances, it quietly divides, with the
larger portion invariably attacking the greater supply.

It'sinvulnerable to bullets, nothing lessthan the terrific blast of aflame-pistol will kill it, and then only
if the blast destroys every individua cell. It travels over the ground absorbing everything, leaving bare
black soil where the ubiquitous molds spring up a once—anoisome, nightmarish cresture.

Ham sprang aside as the doughpot erupted suddenly from the jungle to hisright. It couldn't absorb
thetranskin, of course, but to be caught in that pasty mess meant quick suffocation. He glared at it
disgustedly and was sorely tempted to blagt it with hisflame-pistol asit dithered past a running speed.
Hewould have, too, but the experienced Venusian frontiersman is very careful with the flame-pistol.

It has to be charged with adiamond, a chegp black one, of course, but ill anitem to consider. The
crystd, whenfired, givesup al itsenergy in oneterrific blast that roars out like alightning stroke for a
hundred yards, incinerating everything in its path.

Thething rolled by with a sucking and gulping sound. Behind it opened the passage it had cleared;
creepers, snake vines, Jack Ketch trees—everything had been swept away down to the humid earth
itself, where dready the molds were springing up on the dime of the doughpot'strail.

The dley led nearly in the direction Ham wanted to travel; he seized the opportunity and strode
briskly along, with awary eye, neverthdess, on the ominouswals of jungle. Inten hoursor so the
opening would befilled once more with unpleasant life, but for the present it offered amuch quicker
progress than dodging from one clearing to the next.

It was five miles up thetrail, which was aready beginning to sprout inconveniently, that he met the
native galoping aong on hisfour short legs, his pincerlike hands shearing a path for him. Ham stopped
for apdaver.

"Murra," hesaid.

The language of the natives of the equatorial regions of the Hotlandsis aqueer one. It has, perhaps,
two hundred words, but when atrader has learned those two hundred, his knowledge of the tongueis
but little greater than the man who knows none at dl.

The words are generdized, and each sound has anywhere from a dozen to a hundred meanings.
Murra, for instance, isaword of greeting; it may mean something much like "hello,”" or "good morning.” It
aso may convey achalenge—"on guard!” It means besides, "Let'sbefriends” and adso, strangely, "Let's
fight thisout."

It has, morever, certain noun senses, it means peace, it meanswar, it means courage, and, again,
fear. A subtlelanguage; it isonly recently that studies of inflection have begun to reved its natureto
human philologigts. Y &, after dl, perhaps English, withits"to,” "too," and "two," its"one," "won,” "wan,"
"wen,” "win," "when," and adozen other smilarities, might seem just as strangeto Venusian ers,
untrained in vowd digtinctions.

Moreover, humans can't read the expressions of the broad, flat, three-eyed Venusian faces, which in
the nature of things must convey aworld of information among the natives themsdlves.

But this one accepted the intended sense. " Murra,” he responded, pausing. "Usk?" That was,
among other things, "Who areyou?' or "Where did you come from?"' or "Where are you bound?'

Ham chose the latter sense. He pointed off into the dim west, then raised hishand in an arc to
indicate the mountains. "Erotia," he said. That had but one meaning, at lees.

The native consdered thisin slence. At last he grunted and volunteered some information. He swept
his cutting claw in agesture west dong thetrail. " Curky," he said, and then, "Murra." The last was
farewdll; Ham pressed againgt the wriggling junglewall to permit him to pass.

Curky meant, together with twenty other senses, trader. It was the word usually applied to humans,
and Ham felt a pleasant anticipation in the prospect of human company. It had been six months since he
had heard a human voice other than that on the tiny radio now sunk with his shack.



True enough, five miles along the doughpot'strail Ham emerged suddenly in an areawhere there had
been arecent mudspout. The vegetation was only waist-high, and across the quarter-mile clearing he saw
agtructure, atrading hut. But far more pretentious than his own iron-walled cubicle; this one boasted
three rooms, an unheard-of luxury in the Hotlands, where every ounce had to be laborioudy transported
by rocket from one of the settlements. That was expensive, dmost prohibitive. Traderstook ared
gamble, and Ham knew he was lucky to have come out so profitably.

He strode over the still spongy ground. The windows were shaded against the eternd daylight, and
the door—the door was locked. Thiswas aviolation of the frontier code. One always left doors
unlocked; it might mean the salvation of some strayed trader, and not even the most dishonorable would
ged from ahut left open for his safety.

Nor would the natives, no cregture is as honest asaVenusian native, who never liesand never stedls,
though he might, after due warning, kill atrader for histrade goods. But only after afair warning.

Ham stood puzzled. At last he kicked and tramped a clear space before the door, sat down against
it, and fell to snapping away the numerous and loathsome little creatures that swarmed over histranskin.
Hewaited.

It wasn't haf an hour before he saw the trader plowing through the clearing—a short, dim fellow; the
transkin shaded hisface, but Ham could make out large, shadowed eyes. He stood up.

"Helo!" hesaidjovidly. "Thought I'd drop in for avigt. My name's Hamilton Hammond—you guess
the nickname!”

The newcomer stopped short, then spoke in a curioudy soft and husky voice, with adecidedly
English accent. "My guesswould be 'Boiled Pork," | fancy." The tones were cold, unfriendly. " Suppose
you step aside and let mein. Good day!"

Ham felt anger and amazement. "The devil!" he snapped. "Y ou're a hospitable sort, aren't you?”

"No. Not at al.” The other paused a the door. "Y ou're an American. What are you doing on British
s0il? Have you a passport?"

"Since when do you need a passport in the Hotlands?"

"Trading, aren't you?' the dim man said sharply. "In other words, poaching. Y ou've no rights here.
Get on."

Ham's jaw set stubbornly behind his mask. "Rights or none,” he said, "I'm entitled to the
consideration of the frontier code. | want a breath of air and a chance to wipe my face, and aso achance
to eat. If you open that door I'm coming in after you."

An automatic flashed into view. "Do, and you'l feed the molds."

Ham, likedl Venusian traders, was of necessity bold, resourceful, and what is called in the States
"hard-boiled." He didn't flinch, but said in apparent yidding:

"All right; but listen, dl I want isachanceto eat."

"Wait for arain,” said the other coolly and half turned to unlock the door.

Ashiseyes shifted, Ham kicked at the revolver; it went spinning against thewall and dropped into
the weeds. His opponent snatched for the flame-pistal that till dangled on hiship; Ham caught hiswrist
inamighty dutch.

Instantly the other ceased to struggle, while Ham felt amomentary surprise a the skinny fed of the
wrig through itstranskin covering.

"Look here!" he growled. "I want achanceto eat, and I'm going to get it. Unlock that door!™

He had both wrists now; the fellow seemed curioudy ddlicate. After amoment he nodded, and Ham
released one hand. The door opened, and he followed the other in.

Again, unheard-of magnificence. Solid chairs, asturdy table, even books, carefully preserved, no
doubt, by lycopodium againgt the ravenous molds that sometimes entered Hotland shacks in spite of
screen filters and automatic spray. An automatic Spray was going now to destroy any spores that might
have entered with the opening door.

Ham sat down, keeping an eye on the other, whose flame-pistol he had permitted to remaininits



holster. He was confident of his ahility to outdraw the dim individual, and, besides, who'd risk firing a
flame-pigtol indoors? It would simply blow out onewall of the building.

S0 he set about opening his mask, removing food from his pack, wiping his steaming face, while his
companion—or opponent—Iooked on silently. Ham watched the canned meat for amoment; no molds
appeared, and he ate.

"Why the devil," he rasped, "don't you open your visor?' At the other's silence, he continued: "Afraid
I'll seeyour face, eh? Well, I'm not interested; I'm no cop.”

No reply.

Hetried again. "What's your name?"

The coal voice sounded: "Burlingame. Pat Burlingame.”

Ham laughed. "Patrick Burlingameis dead, my friend. | knew him." No answer. "And if you don't
want to tell your name, at least you needn't insult the memory of abrave man and agreat explorer.”

"Thank you." Thevoicewas sardonic. "Hewas my father."

"Another lie. He had no son. He had only a=——" Ham paused abruptly; afedling of consternation
swept over him. "Open your visor!" heydled.

He saw thelips of the other, dim through the transkin, twitch into asarcastic smile.

"Why not?" said the soft voice, and the mask dropped.

Ham gulped; behind the covering were the ddlicately mode ed features of agirl, with cool gray eyes
in aface lovely despite the glistening perspiration on cheeks and forehead.

The man gulped again. After adl, he was a gentleman despite his profession as one of thefierce,
adventurous traders of Venus. He was university-educated—an engineer—and only the lure of quick
wesdlth had brought him to the Hotlands.

"|I—I'm sorry," he sammered.

"Y ou brave American poachers!" she sneered. "Aredl of you so vadiant asto force yourselves on
women?'

"But—how could | know?What are you doing in aplace like this?'

"There's no reason for me to answer your questions, but"—she gestured toward the room
beyond—"I'm classifying Hotland floraand fauna. I'm Petricia Burlingame, biologis.”

He perceived now the jar-enclosed specimens of alaboratory in the next chamber. "But agirl done
inthe Hotlands! It's—it'sreckless"

"I didn't expect to meet any American poachers," she retorted.

He flushed. "Y ou needn't worry about me. I'm going.” Heraised hishandsto hisvisor.

Instantly Petricia snatched an automeatic from the table drawer. ™Y ou're going, indeed, Mr. Hamilton
Hammond," she said coally. "But you're leaving your xixtchil with me. It's crown property; you've stolen
it from British territory, and I'm confiscating it."

He stared. "L ook here!" he blazed suddenly. "I'verisked dl | havefor that xixtchil. If | loseit I'm
ruined—bugted. I'm not giving it up!"

"But you are."

He dropped hismask and sat down. "Miss Burlingame," he said, "'l don't think you've nerve enough
to shoot me, but that'swhat you'll have to do to get it. Otherwise I'll Sit here until you drop of
exhaudion.”

Her gray eyesbored slently into his blue ones. The gun held steadily on his heart, but spat no bullet.
It was a deadl ock.

At last thegirl said, ™Y ou win, poacher." She dapped the gun into her empty holster. "Get out, then.”

"Gladly!" he snapped.

Herose, fingered his visor, then dropped it again at a sudden startled scream from the girl. He
whirled, suspecting atrick, but she was staring out of the window with wide, apprehensive eyes.

Ham saw the writhing of vegetation and then avast whitish mass. A doughpot—a monstrous one,
bearing steadily toward their shelter. He heard the gentle clunk of impact, and then the window was
blotted out by the pasty mess, asthe cregture, not quite large enough to engulf the building, split into two



masses that flowed around and merged on the other side. Another cry from Patricia. ™Y our mask, fool!"
sherasped. "Closeit!"

"Mask?Why?' Neverthdess, he obeyed automaticaly.

"Why? That'swhy! The digestive acids—look!" She pointed at the walls; indeed, thousands of tiny
pinholes of light were appearing. The digestive acids of the monstrosity, powerful enough to attack
whatever food chance brought, had corroded the metal; it was porous; the shack was ruined. He gasped
as fuzzy molds shot ingtantly from the remains of his medl, and a red-and-green fur sprouted from the
wood of chairsand table.

The two faced each other.

Ham chuckled. "Wdl," he said, "you're homeless, too. Mine went down in a mudspout.”

"Yourswould!" Patriciaretorted acidly. "Y ou Y ankees couldn't think of finding shalow soil, |
suppose. Bed rock isjust six feet below here, and my placeison pilons.

"Well, you're acool devil! Anyway, your place might aswell be sunk. What are you going to do?"

"Dao? Don't concern yourself. I'm quite able to manage.”

"How?"

"It'sno affair of yours, but | have arocket call each month.”

"Y ou must beamillionaire, then,” he commented. "The Roya Society,” she said coldly, "isfinancing
this expedition. The rocket isdue——"

She paused; Ham thought she paled allittle behind her mask.

"Duewhen?'

"Why—it just came two days ago. I'd forgotten.”

"l see. And you think you'l just stick around for amonth waiting for it. Isthat it?'

Petriciagtared a him defiantly.

"Do you know," he resumed, "what you'd be in amonth? It's ten days to summer and look at your
shack." He gestured at the walls, where brown and rusty patches were forming; at his motion a piece the
Sze of asaucer tumbled inwith acrackle. "In two daysthisthing will be acaved-in ruin. What'll you do
during fifteen days of summer? What'll you do without shelter when the temperature reaches a hundred
and fifty—ahundred and sixty? I'll tell you—youll die." She said nothing.

"You'll be afuzzy mass of molds before the rocket returns,” Ham said. "And then apile of clean
bones that will go down with the first mudspout.”

"Bedill!" sheblazed.

"Silence won't help. Now I'll tell you what you can do. Y ou can take your pack and your mudshoes
and wak aong with me. We may make the Cool Country before summer—if you can walk aswell as
youtak."

"Go with a'Y ankee poacher?1 fancy not!"

"And then," he continued imperturbably, "we can cross comfortably to Erotia, agood American
town."

Patriciareached for her emergency pack, dung it over her shoulders. Sheretrieved athick bundle of
notes, written in aniline ink on transkin, brushed off afew vagrant molds, and dipped it into the pack. She
picked up apair of diminutive mudshoes and turned deliberately to the door.

"So you're coming?" he chuckled.

"I'mgoing,” sheretorted coldly, "to the good British town of Venoble. Alone!"

"Venoble!" he gasped. "That's two hundred miles south! And acrossthe Greater Eternities, too!™

1.

Patriciawalked silently out of the door and turned west toward the Cool Country. Ham hesitated a
moment, then followed. He couldn't permit the girl to attempt that journey aone; snce sheignored his
presence, he smply trailed afew steps behind her, plodding grimly and angrily along.

For three hours or more they trudged through the endless daylight, dodging the thrusts of the Jack
Ketch trees, but mostly following the till fairly open trail of thefirst doughpot.

Ham was amazed at the agile and lithe grace of the girl, who dipped aong the way with the sure skill



of anative. Then amemory cameto him; she was anative, in asense. He recaled now that Patrick
Burlingamé's daughter was the first human child born on Venus, in the colony of Venoble, founded by her
fether.

Ham remembered the newspaper articles when she had been sent to Earth to be educated, a child of
eight; he had been thirteen then. He was twenty-seven now, which made Petricia Burlingame twenty-two.

Not aword passed between them until at last the girl swung about in exasperation.

"Go away," she blazed.

Ham hated. "I'm not bothering you."

"But | don't want abodyguard. I'm a better Hotlander than you!™

Hedidn't argue the point. He kept slent, and after amoment she flashed:

"l hate you, Yankee! Lord, how I hate you!" She turned and trudged on.

An hour later the mudspout caught them. Without warning, watery muck boiled up around their feet,
and the vegetation swayed wildly. Hastily, they strapped on their mudshoes, while the heavier plants sank
with sullen gurgles around them. Again Ham marveled at the girl's kill; Patriciadipped away acrossthe
unstable surface with a speed he could not match, and he shuffled far behind.

Suddenly he saw her stop. That was dangerous in a mudspout; only an emergency could explainit.
He hurried; ahundred feet away he perceived the reason. A strap had broken on her right shoe, and she
stood helpless, baancing on her left foot, while the remaining bowl was snking dowly. Even now black
mud sdopped over the edge.

She eyed him as he approached. He shuffled to her Side; as she saw hisintention, she spoke.

"Youcant," shesad.

Ham bent cautioudy, dipping hisarms about her knees and shoulders. Her mudshoes was adready
embedded, but he heaved mightily, driving the rims of his own dangeroudy closeto the surface. With a
great sucking gulp, she camefreeand lay very till inhisarms, so asnot to unbalance him ashe did again
into careful motion over the treacherous surface. She was not heavy, but it was a hairbreadth chance, and
the mud dipped and gurgled at the very edge of his shoe-bowls. Even though Venus has dightly less
surface gravitation than Earth, aweek or so gets one accustomed to it, and the twenty per cent
advantage in weight seemsto disappear.

A hundred yards brought firm footing. He sat her down and unstrapped her mudshoes.

"Thank you," she said coolly. "That was brave."

"Yourewecome," hereturned dryly. "1 suppose thiswill end any ideaof your traveling aone.
Without both mudshoes, the next spout will be the last for you. Do we walk together now?”

Her voice chilled. "1 can make a subgtitute shoe from tree skin.”

"Not even anative could walk on tree skin."

"Then," shesaid, "I'll smply wait aday or two for the mud to dry and dig up my lost one.”

Helaughed and gestured at the acres of mud. "Dig where?' he countered. ™Y ou'll be heretill summer
if you try that."

Sheyidlded. "You win again, Yankee. But only to the Cool Country; then you'll go north and |
south.”

They trudged on. Patriciawas astirdess as Ham himsdlf and was vastly more adept in Hotland lore.
Though they spoke but little, he never ceased to wonder at the skill she had in picking the quickest route,
and she seemed to sense the thrusts of the Jack Ketch treeswithout looking. But it was when they halted
at last, after arain had given opportunity for ahasty medl, that he had real cause to thank her.

"Seep?' he suggested, and as she nodded: "TheresaFriendly tree."”

He moved toward it, the girl behind.

Suddenly she seized hisarm. "It'saPharisee!” she cried, jerking him back.

Nonetoo soon! The false Friendly tree had lashed down with aterrible stroke that missed hisface by
inches. It wasno Friendly tree a al, but an imitator, luring prey within reach by its apparent
harmlessness, then striking with knife-sharp spikes.

Ham gasped. "What isit? | never saw one of those before.”



"A Pharisee! It just lookslikeaFriendly tree.”

Shetook out her automatic and sent abullet into the black, pulsing trunk. A dark stream gushed, and
the ubiquitous molds sprang into life about the hole. The tree was doomed.

"Thanks," said Ham awkwardly. "' guessyou saved my life."

"Were quits now." She gazed levely at him. "Undersand? Were even.”

Later they found atrue Friendly tree and dept. Awakening, they trudged on again, and dept again,
and so on for three nightless days. No more mudspouts burst about them, but all the other horrors of the
Hotlands were well in evidence. Doughpots crossed their path, snake vines hissed and struck, the Jack
Ketch trees flung sinister nooses, and amillion little crawling things writhed underfoot or dropped upon
ther suits.

Once they encountered a uniped, that queer, kangaroolike creature that leagps, crashing through the
jungle on asingle mighty leg, and truststo its ten-foot beak to spear its prey.

When Ham missed hisfirgt shot, the girl brought it down in mid-legp to thresh into the avid clutches
of the Jack Ketch trees and the merciless molds.

On another occasion, Patricia had both feet caught in a Jack Ketch noose that lay for some unknown
cause on the ground. As she stepped within it, the tree jerked her suddenly, to dangle head down a
dozen feet in the air, and she hung hel plesdy until Ham managed to cut her free. Beyond doubt, either
would have died done on any of several occasions; together they pulled through.

Y et neither relaxed the cool, unfriendly attitude that had become habitua. Ham never addressed the
girl unless necessary, and shein the rare instances when they spoke, called him aways by no other name
than Y ankee poacher. In spite of this, the man found himsalf sometimes remembering the piquant
loveliness of her features, her brown hair and level gray eyes, as he had glimpsed them in the brief
moments when rain made it safe to open their visors.

At last one day awind stirred out of the west, bringing with it abresth of coolnessthat waslike the
ar of heaven to them. It was the underwind, the wind that blew from the frozen haf of the planet, that
breathed cold from beyond the ice barrier. When Ham experimentally shaved the skin from awrithing
weed, the molds sprang out more owly and with encouraging sparseness; they were gpproaching the
Cool Country.

They found a Friendly tree with lightened hearts, another day's trek might bring them to the uplands
where one could walk unhooded, in safety from the molds, since these could not sprout in atemperature
much below eighty.

Ham woke first. For awhile he gazed silently across a the girl, smiling at the way the branches of the
tree had encircled her like affectionate arms. They were merely hungry, of course, but it looked like
tenderness. His smileturned alittle sad as he redlized that the Cool Country meant parting, unless he
could discourage that insane determination of hersto crossthe Greater Eternities.

He sighed, and reached for his pack dung on a branch between them, and suddenly a bellow of rage
and astonishment broke from him.

Hisxixtchil pods! The transkin pouch was dit; they were gone.

Patriciawoke startled at his cry. Then, behind her mask, he sensed an ironic, mocking smile.

"My xixtchil!" heroared. "Whereisit?'

She pointed down. There among the lesser growths was alittle mound of molds.

"There," she sad coolly. "Down there, poacher."

"Y ou——" He choked with rage.

"Yes. | dit the pouch while you dept. Y ou'll smuggle no stolen wealth from British territory.”

Ham was white, speechless. "Y ou damned devil!" he bellowed at last. "That's every cent | had!”

"But Solen,” she reminded him pleasantly, svinging her dainty fest.

Rage actualy made him tremble. He glared at her; the light struck through the trand ucent transkin,
outlining her body and dim rounded legsin shadow. "I ought to kill you!" he muttered tensdly.

His hand twitched, and the girl laughed softly. With agroan of desperation, he dung his pack over his
shoulders and dropped to the ground.

"l hope—I hope you diein the mountains," he said grimly, and stalked away toward the west.



A hundred yards distant he heard her voice.
"Yankee! Wait amoment!”
He neither paused nor glanced back, but strode on.

Half an hour later, glancing back from the crest of arise, Ham perceived that she was following him.
Heturned and hurried on. The way was upward now, and his strength began to outweigh her speed and
Kill.

When next he glimpsed her, she was aplodding speck far behind, moving, heimagined, with aweary
doggedness. He frowned back at her; it had occurred to him that amudspout would find her completely
helpless, lacking the vitaly important mudshoes.

Then heredlized that they were beyond the region of mudspouts, herein the foothills of the
Mountains of Eternity, and anyway, he decided grimly, hedidn't care.

For awhile Ham paralleled ariver, doubtless an unnamed tributary of the Phlegethon. So far there
had been no necessity to cross watercourses, since naturaly al streams on Venusflow from theice
barrier across the twilight zone to the hot side, and therefore, had coincided with their own direction.

But now, once he attained the tablelands and turned north, he would encounter rivers. They had to
be crossed either on logs or, if opportunity offered and the stream was narrow, through the branches of
Friendly trees. To set foot in the water was degth; fierce fanged creatures haunted the Streams.

He had one near catastrophe at the rim of the tableland. It was while he edged through a Jack Ketch
clearing; suddenly there was a heave of white corruption, and tree and jungle wall disappeared in the
mass of agigantic doughpot.

He was cornered between the monster and an impenetrable tangle of vegetation, so he did the only
thing left to do. He snatched his flame-pistol and sent aterrific, roaring blast into the horror, ablast that
incinerated tons of pasty filth and left afew small fragments crawling and feeding on the debris.

Theblast dso, asit usualy does, shattered the barrel of the weapon. He sighed as he set about the
forty-minute job of replacing it—no true Hotlander ever delays that—for the blast had cost fifteen good
American dollars, ten for the chegp diamond that had exploded, and five for the barrel. Nothing at al
when he had had his xixtchil, but ared item now. He sighed again as he discovered that the remaining
barrel was hislast; he had been forced to economize on everything when he set out.

Ham came at |ast to the table-land. Thefierce and predatory vegetation of the Hotlands grew scarce;
he began to encounter true plants, with no power of movement, and the underwind blew cool in hisface.

Hewasin asort of high valley; to hisright were the gray pesks of the Lesser Eternities, beyond
which lay Erotia, and to hisleft, likeamighty, glittering rampart, lay the vast dopes of the Greeter Range,
whose peaks were logt in the clouds fifteen miles above.

Helooked at the opening of the rugged Madman's Pass where it separated two colossal pesks; the
passitself was twenty-five thousand feet in height, but the mountains out-topped it by fifty thousand
more. One man had crossed that jagged crack on foot—~Patrick Burlingame—and that wasthe way his
daughter meant to follow.

Ahead, visble as acurtain of shadow, lay the night edge of the twilight zone, and Ham could seethe
incessant lightnings that flashed forever in thisregion of endless storms. It was here that the ice barrier
crossed the ranges of the Mountains of Eternity, and the cold underwind, thrust up by the mighty range,
met the warm upper windsin astruggle that was one continuous storm, such astorm as only Venus could
provide. Theriver Phlegethon had its source somewhere back in there.

Ham surveyed the wildly magnificent panorama. Tomorrow, or rather, after resting, he would turn
north. Patriciawould turn south, and, beyond doubt, would die somewhere on Madman's Pass. For a
moment he had a queerly painful sensation, then he frowned bitterly.

Let her die, if shewasfool enough to attempt the pass alone just because she was too proud to take
arocket from an American settlement. She deserved it. He didn't care; he was till assuring himself of
that as he prepared to deep, not in aFriendly tree, but in one of the far more friendly specimens of true
vegetation and in the luxury of an open visor.

The sound of his name awakened him. He gazed across the table-land to see Patriciajust topping the



divide, and he felt amoment's wonder at how she managed to trail him, adifficult feat indeed in a country
wheretheliving vegetation writhesingtantly back across one's path. Then he recdled the blast of his
flame-pistol; the flash and sound would carry for miles, and she must have heard or seenit.

Ham saw her glancing anxioudy around.

"Ham!" she snouted again—not Y ankee or poacher, but "Ham!"

He kept a sullen silence; again she called. He could see her bronzed and piquant features now; she
had dropped her transkin hood. She called again; with a despondent little shrug, she turned south along
the divide, and he watched her go in grim silence. When the forest hid her from view, he descended and
turned dowly north.

Very dowly; hisstepslagged; it was asif he tugged againgt someinvisible eastic bond. He kept
seeing her anxious face and hearing in memory the despondent call. She was going to her deeth, he
believed, and, after al, despite what she had done to him, he didn't want that. She wastoo full of life, too
confident, too young, and above dl, too lovely to die.

True, she was an arrogant, vicious, saf-centered devil, cool as crystal, and as unfriendly, but—she
had gray eyes and brown hair, and she was courageous. And at last, with a groan of exasperation, he
halted hislagging steps, turned, and rushed with dmost eager speed into the south.

Tralling the girl was easy herefor onetrained in the Hotlands. The vegetation was dow to mend itself,
herein the Cool Country, and now again he found imprints of her feet, or broken twigsto mark her path.
He found the place where she had crossed the river through tree branches, and he found a place where
she had paused to edt.

But he saw that she was gaining on him; her skill and speed outmaiched his, and thetrail grew
steadily older. At last he stopped to rest; the table-land was beginning to curve upward toward the vast
Mountains of Eternity, and on rising ground he knew he could overtake her. So he dept for awhilein the
luxurious comfort of no transkin at dl, just the shorts and shirt that one wore beneath. That was safe here;
the eternal underwind, blowing awaystoward the Hotlands, kept drifting mold spores away, and any
brought in on the fur of animalsdied quickly at thefirst cool breeze. Nor would the true plants of the
Cool Country attack hisflesh.

Hedept five hours. The next "day" of traveling brought another changein the country. Thelife of the
foothills was sparse compared to the table-lands; the vegetation was no longer ajungle, but aforest, an
unearthly forest, true, of tredike growths whose boles rose five hundred feet and then spread, not into
foliage, but flowery appendages. Only an occasiond Jack Ketch tree reminded him of the Hotlands.

Farther on, the forest diminished. Great rock outcroppings appeared, and vast red cliffswith no
growths of any kind. Now and then he encountered swarms of the planet's only aerid creatures, the gray,
mothlike dusters, large as hawks, but so fragile that ablow shattered them. They darted about, dighting
at timesto seize smdl squirming things, and tinkling in their curioudy bell-like voices. And gpparently
amog above him, though redly thirty miles distant, loomed the Mountains of Eternity, their peskslostin
the clouds that swirled fifteen miles overhead.

Hereagain it grew difficult to trail, snce Patricia scrambled often over bare rock. Bt little by little the
sgnsgrew fresher; once again his greater strength began to tell. And then he glimpsed her, a the base of
acolossa escarpment split by anarrow, tree-filled canyon.

She was peering firg a the mighty precipice, then at the cleft, obvioudy wondering whether it offered
ameans of scaing the barrier, or whether it was necessary to circle the obstacle. Like himself, she had
discarded her transkin and wore the usual shirt and shorts of the Cool Country, which, after dl, isnot
very cool by terrestrid stlandards. She looked, he thought, like some lovely forest nymph of the ancient
dopesof Pdion.

He hurried as she moved into the canyon. "Pat!" he shouted; it was thefirgt time he had spoken her
given name. A hundred feet within the passage he overtook her.

"You!l" she gasped. Shelooked tired; she had been hurrying for hours, but alight of eagerness
flashed in her eyes. "'l thought you had—I tried to find you."

Ham'sface held no responsive light. "Listen here, Pat Burlingame," he said coldly. ™Y ou don't



deserve any consderation, but | can't see you walking into death. Y ou're astubborn devil but yourea
woman. I'm taking you to Erotia."

The eagerness vanished. "Indeed, poacher? My father crossed here. | can, too."

"Y our father crossed in midsummer, didn't he? And midsummer'sto-day. Y ou can't make Madman's
Passin lessthan five days, a hundred and twenty hours, and by then it will nearly winter, and this
longitude will be closeto the storm line. Youreafool.”

Sheflushed. "The passis high enough to bein the upper winds. It will bewarm."

"Warm! Y es—warm with lightning." He paused, the faint rumble of thunder rolled through the
canyon. "Ligten to that. In five daysthat will be right over us." He gestured up at the utterly barren dopes.
"Not even Venusan life can get afoothold up there—or do you think you've got brass enough to bea
lightning rod? Maybe you'reright.”

Anger flamed. "Rather the lightning than you!" Patricia snapped, and then as suddenly softened. "l
tried to cal you back," shesad irrdlevantly.

"Tolaugh a me" heretorted bitterly.

"No. Totdl you | was sorry, and that——"

"l don't want your gpology.”

"But | wanted to tell you that——"

"Never mind," he said curtly. "I'm not interested in your repentance. The harm's done." He frowned
coldly down on her.

Patriciasaid meekly: "But |—"

A crashing and gurgling interrupted her, and she screamed as a gigantic doughpot burst into view, a
colossusthat filled the canyon from wall to wall to asix-foot height asit surged toward them. The horrors
wererarer in the Cool Country, but larger, since the abundance of food in the Hotlands kept subdividing
them. But this one was a giant, abehemoth, tons and tons of nauseous, ill-smelling corruption heaving up
the narrow way. They were cut off.

Ham snatched hisflame-pigtal, but the girl seized hisarm.

"No, no!" shecried. "Too close! It will spatter!”

Patriciawas right. Unprotected by transkin, the touch of afragment of that monstrosity was deadly,
and, beyond that, the blast of aflame-pistol would shower bits of it upon them. He grasped her wrist and
they fled up the canyon, striving for vantage way enough to risk a shot. And a dozen feet behind surged
the doughpot, traveling blindly in the only direction it could—the way of food.

They gained. Then, abruptly, the canyon, which had been angling southwest, turned sharply south.
Thelight of the eternally eastward Sun was hidden; they werein apit of perpetua shadow, and the
ground was bare and lifelessrock. And asit reached that point, the doughpot halted; lacking any
organization, any will, it could not move when no food gaveit direction. It was such amongter asonly the
life-swvarming climate of Venus could harbor; it lived only by endless egting.

The two paused in the shadow.

"Now what?' muttered Ham.

A fair shot a the mass wasimpossible because of the angle; ablast would destroy only the portion it
could reach.

Patricialegped upward, catching a snaky shrub on thewall, so placed that it recelved afaint ray of
light. She tossed it againgt the pulsing mass; the whole doughpot lunged forward afoot or two.

"Lureitin," she suggested.

They tried. It wasimpossible; vegetation was too sparse.

"What will happen to the thing?" asked Ham.

"| saw one stranded on the desert edge of the Hotlands,” replied the girl. "It quivered around for a
long time, and then the cells attacked each other. It ateitsalf." She shuddered. "It was—horrible!”

"How long?'

"Oh, forty to fifty hours."

"l won't wait that long," growled Ham. He fumbled in his pack, pulling out histranskin.



"What will you do?'

"Put thison and try to blast that mass out of here a closerange.” Hefingered hisflame-pistol. "Thisis
my last barrdl," he said gloomily, then more hopefully: "But we have yours™

"The chamber of mine cracked last time | used it, ten or twelve hours ago. But | have plenty of
barrds”

"Good enough!” said Ham.

He crept cautioudy toward the horrible, pulsating wal of white. He thrust hisarm so asto cover the
greatest angle, pulled thetrigger, and the roar and blazing fire of the blast bellowed echoing through the
canyon. Bits of the monster spattered around him, and the thickness of the remainder, lessened by the
incineration of tons of filth, was now only threefedt.

"Thebarrd held!" he called triumphantly. It saved much timein recharging.

Five minutes |ater the weapon crashed again. When the mass of the monstrosity stopped heaving,
only afoot and ahaf of depth remained, but the barrel had been blown to atoms.

"WElIl haveto useyours" he said.

Patricia produced one, hetook it, and then stared at it in dismay. The barrels of her Enfield-made
weapon were far too smal for his American pistol stock!

He groaned. "Of dl theidiotd" he burst out.

"Idiotd" sheflared. "Because you Y ankees use trench mortars for your barrel s?*

"I meant myslf. | should have guessed this." He shrugged. "Well, we have our choice now of waiting
here for the doughpot to eat himself, or trying to find some other way out of thistrap. And my hunchis
that this canyon'sblind.”

It was probable, Patriciaadmitted. The narrow cleft was the product of some vast, ancient upheava
that had split the mountain in halves. Since it was not the result of water erosion, it waslikely enough that
the cleft ended abruptly in an unscalable precipice, but it was possible, too, that somewhere those sheer
walls might be surmountable.

"Wevetimeto waste, anyway," she concluded. "We might aswdll try it. Besdes—" Shewrinkled
her dainty nose distastefully at the doughpot's odor.

Stll in histranskin, Ham followed her through the shadowy hdf dusk. The passage narrowed, then
veered west again, but now so high and sheer were the walls that the Sun, dightly south of east, cast no
lightintoit. It was aplace of shades like the region of the storm line that divides the twilight zone from the
dark hemisphere, not true night, nor yet honest day, but adim middle State.

Ahead of him Peatricia's bronzed limbs showed pale instead of tan, and when she spoke her voice
went echoing queerly between the opposing cliffs. A weird place, this chasm, a dusky, unpleasant place.

"l don't likethis" said Ham. "The passis cutting closer and closer to the dark. Do you redlize no one
knowswhat'sin the dark parts of the Mountains of Eternity?"

Petricialaughed; the sound was ghostly. "What danger could there be? Anyway, we still have our
automeatics.”

"Theresno way up here," Ham grumbled. "Let'sturn back.”

Patriciafaced him. "Frightened, Y ankee?' Her voice dropped. " The natives say these mountains are
haunted,” she went on mockingly. "My father told me he saw queer thingsin Madman's Pass. Do you
know that if thereislife on the night Sde, hereisthe one place it would impinge on the twilight zone?
Hereinthe Mountains of Eternity?"

She was taunting him; she laughed again. And suddenly her laughter was repeated in a hideous
cacophony that hooted out from the sides of the cliffs above them in ahorrid mediey.

She paled; it was Patriciawho was frightened now. They stared apprehensively up at therock walls
where strange shadows flickered and shifted.

"What—what wasit?' shewhispered. And then: "Ham! Did you see that?'

Ham had seenit. A wild shape had flung itself acrossthe strip of sky, leaping from dliff to dliff far
above them. And again came aped of hooting that sounded like laughter, while shadowy forms moved,
flylike, on the sheer walls.



"Let'sgo back!" she gasped. "Quickly!"

Assheturned, asmall black object fell and broke with a sullen pop before them. Ham stared at it. A
pod, a spore-sac, of some unknown variety. A lazy, dusky cloud drifted over it, and suddenly both of
them were choking violently. Ham fdlt his head spinning in dizziness, and Patriciareded againg him.

"It'snarcotic!" she gasped. "Back!"

But adozen more plopped around them. The dusty sporeswhirled in dark eddies, and breathing was
atorment. They were being drugged and suffocated at the sametime.

Ham had asudden inspiration. "Mask!" he choked, and pulled histranskin over hisface.

Thefilter that kept out the molds of the Hotlands cleaned the air of these spores aswell; his head
cleared. But the girl's covering was somewherein her pack; she was fumbling for it. Abruptly she sat
down, swvaying.

"My pack," she murmured. "Take it out with you. Y our—your—" She brokeinto afit of coughing.

He dragged her under ashalow overhang and ripped her transkin from the pack. "Put it on!" he
snapped.

A score of pods were popping.

A figureflitted slently far up on thewal of rock. Ham watched its progress, then aimed his automatic
and fired. Therewas a shrill, rasping scream, answered by achorus of dissonant ululations, and
something as large as aman whirled down to crash not ten feet from him.

The thing was hideous. Ham stared appalled at a creature not unlike anative, three-eyed,
two-handed, four-legged, but the hands, though two-fingered like the Hotlanders, were not pincer-like,
but white and clawed.

And theface! Not the broad, expressionlessface of the others, but adanting, malevolent, dusky
visage with each eye double the size of the natives. It wasn't dead; it glared hatred and seized astone,
flinging it & him with week viciousness. Then it died.

Ham didn't know what it was, of course. Actualy it was a triops noctivivans—the "three-eyed
dweller inthe dark,” the strange, semi-intelligent being that is as yet the only known creeture of the night
Sde, and amember of that fierce remnant still occasionally found in the sunless parts of the Mountains of
Eternity. It is perhaps the most vicious creature in the known planets, absolutely unapproachable, and
deighting in daughter.

At the crash of the shot, the shower of pods had ceased, and a chorus of laughing hoots ensued.
Ham saized the respite to pull the girl'stranskin over her face; she had collgpsed with it only half on.

Then asharp crack sounded, and a stone rebounded to strike his arm. Others pattered around him,
whining past, swift asbullets. Black figuresflickered in greet legps againgt the sky, and their fierce
laughter sounded mockingly. Hefired at onein mid-air; the cry of pain rasped again, but the creature did
not fal.

Stones peted him. They were dl smal ones, pebble-sized, but they were flung so fiercely that they
hummed in passage, and they tore hisflesh through histranskin. He turned Petriciaon her face, but she
moaned faintly asamissile struck her back. He shielded her with his own body.

The position was intolerable. He must risk a dash back, even though the doughpot blocked the
opening. Perhaps, he thought, armored in transkin he could wade through the creature. He knew that was
an insaneideg; the gluey masswould roll himinto itsalf to suffocate—buit it had to be faced. He gathered
the girl in hisarms and rushed suddenly down the canyon.

Hoots and shrieks and a chorus of mocking laughter echoed around him. Stones struck him
everywhere. One glanced from his head, sending him stumbling and staggering againgt the cliff. But heran
doggedly on; he knew now what drove him. It wasthe girl he carried; he had to save Patricia
Burlingame.

Ham reached the bend. Far up on thewest wall glowed cloudy sunlight, and hisweird pursuersflung
themselvesto the dark side. They couldn't stand daylight, and that gave him some assistance; by creeping
very closeto the eastern wall he was partidly shielded.

Ahead was the other bend, blocked by the doughpot. As he neared it, he turned suddenly sick.



Three of the creatures were grouped against the mass of white, eating—actually eating!—the corruption.
They whirled, hooting, as he came, he shot two of them, and asthe third legped for the wall, he dropped
that oneaswdl, and it fell with adull gulping sound into the doughpot.

Again he sickened; the doughpot drew away from it, leaving the thing lying in ahollow like the hole of
agiant doughnut. Not even that monstrosity would eat these creatures,[1]

[1 It was not known then that while the night-side life of Venus can eat and digest that of the day
side, thereverseis not true. No day-side creature can absorb the dark life because of the presence of
various metabolic dcohoals, al poisonous]

But the thing's legp had drawn Ham's attention to atwelve-inch ledge. It might be—yes, it was
possible that he could traverse that rugged trail and so circle the doughpot. Nearly hopeless, no doubt, to
attempt it under the volley of stones, but he must. There was no dternative.

He shifted the girl to free hisright arm. He dipped a second clip in his automatic and then fired at
random into the flitting shadows above. For amoment the hail of pebbles ceased, and with aconvulsive,
painful struggle, Ham dragged himself and Patriciato the ledge.

Stones cracked about him once more. Step by step he edged dong the way, poised just over the
doomed doughpot. Death below and death above! And little by little he rounded the bend; above him
both walls glowed in sunlight, and they were safe.

At least, he was safe. The girl might be dready dead, he thought frantically, as he dipped and did
through the dime of the doughpot's passage. Out on the daylit dope he tore the mask from her face and
gazed on white, marble-cold features.

It was not death, however, but only drugged torpor. An hour later she was conscious, though weak
and very badly frightened. Y et dmost her first question was for her pack.

"It'shere" Ham said. "What's so precious about that pack? Y our notes?"

"My notes? Oh, no!" A faint flush covered her features. "It's—I kept trying to tell you—it'syour
xixtchil."

"What?"

"Yes. |—of course | didn't throw it to the molds. It's yours by rights, Ham. Lots of British traders go
into the American Hotlands. | just dit the pouch and hid it here in my pack. The molds on the ground
were only sometwigs| threw there to—to makeit ook redl.”

"But—but—why?"

The flush deepened. "I wanted to punish you," Patriciawhispered, "for being so—so cold and
digant.”

"|?" Ham was amazed. "It wasyou!"

"Perhapsit was, at firdt. Y ou forced your way into my house, you know. But—after you carried me
across the mudspout, Ham—it was different.”

Ham gulped. Suddenly he pulled her into hisarms. "I'm not going to quarrel about whose fault it
was" hesad. "But well settle one thing immediately. We're going to Erotia, and that's where well be
married, in agood American church if they've put one up yet, or by agood American justiceif they
haven't. Theré's no more talk of Madman's Pass and crossing the Mountains of Eternity. Isthat clear?”

She glanced at the vast, looming peaks and shuddered. "Quite clear!™ she replied meekly.

PYGMALION'SSPECTACLES

'BUT WHAT ISREALITY? asked the gnome-like man. He gestured at the tall banks of buildings
that loomed around Centra Park, with their countless windows glowing like the cavefires of acity of
Cro-Magnon people. 'All isdream, dl isillusion; | am your vison asyou are mine.

Dan Burke, struggling for clarity of thought through the fumes of liquor, stared without comprehension
at thetiny figure of hiscompanion. He began to regret the impulse that had driven him to leave the party
to seek fresh air in the park, and to fal by chanceinto the company of this diminutive old madman. But
he had needed escape; this was one party too many, and not even the presence of Claire with her trim



ankles could hold him there. He felt an angry desire to go home- not to his hotel, but home to Chicago
and to the comparative peace of the Board of Trade. But he was leaving tomorrow anyway.

'Y ou drink," said the dlfin, bearded face, 'to make real adream. Isit not so? Either to dream that
what you seek isyours, or else to dream that what you hate is conquered. Y ou drink to escape redlity,
and theirony isthat even redlity isadream.’

‘Cracked!" thought Dan again.

'Or s0," concluded the other, 'says the philosopher Berkeley.'

'Berkeley? echoed Dan. His head was clearing; memories of a sophomore course in Elementary
Philosophy drifted back. '‘Bishop Berkeley, en?

'Y ou know him, then? The philosopher of 1dealism-no?-the one who argues that we do not see, fed,
hear, taste the object, but that we have only the sensation of seeing, fegling, hearing, tasting.’

'l-sort of recall it.'

'Hah! But sensations are mental phenomena. They exist in our minds. How, then, do we know that
the objects themsealves do not exist only in our minds? He waved again at the light-flecked buildings.

'Y ou do not see that wall of masonry; you perceive only a sensation, afeding of sight. Therest you
interpret.’

'Y ou see the samething,' retorted Dan.

'How do you know | do? Even if you knew that what | call red would not be green could you see
through my eyes-even if you knew that, how do you know that | too am not a dream of yours?

Dan laughed. 'Of course nobody knows anything. Y ou just get what information you can through the
windows of your five senses, and then make your guesses. When they're wrong, you pay the pendty.’
His mind was clear now save for amild headache. 'Listen,” he said suddenly. "Y ou can argue aredlity
away to anillusion; that's easy. But if your friend Berkdley isright, why can't you take adream and make
it red? If it works one way, it must work the other.’

The beard waggled; ef-bright eyes glittered queerly at him. 'All artists do that,’ said the old man
softly. Dan fdt that something more quivered on the verge of utterance.

"That'san evasion,” he grunted. 'Anybody can tell the difference between a picture and thered thing,
or between amovieand life!

'But,’ whispered the other, ‘the realer the better, no? And if one could make aamovie very red
indeed, what would you say then?

‘Nobody can, though.'

The eyesdlittered strangely again. 'l can!" he whispered. 'l did!’

'Did what?

'Madered adream.' The voice turned angry. 'Fools! | bring it here to sell to Westman, the camera
people, and what do they say?'It isn't clear. Only one person can useit at atime. It'stoo expensive.'
Fools! Fools!'

'Huh?

‘Listen! I'm Albert Ludwig-Professor Ludwig.' As Dan was silent, he continued, ‘It means nothing to
you, eh? But listen-amovie that gives one sight and sound. Suppose now | add taste, smdll, even touch, if
your interest istaken by the story. Suppose | make it so that you are in the story, you speak to the
shadows, and the shadows reply, and instead of being on a screen, the story isall about you, and you are
init. Would that be to make real adream?

'How the devil could you do that?

'How?How? But smply! First my liquid positive, then my magic spectacles. | photograph the story
inaliquid with light-sengitive chromates. | build up acomplex solution-do you see? | add taste chemicaly
and sound dectricaly. And when the story isrecorded, then | put the solution in my spectacles-my movie
projector. | electrolyze the solution, the sory, sight, sound, smell, taste dl!’

"Touch?

'If your interest istaken, your mind suppliesthat.’ Eagerness crept into hisvoice. "Y ou will look at it,
Mr.-'

‘Burke,' said Dan. 'A swindle!" he thought. Then aspark of recklessness glowed out of the vanishing



fumes of acohol. 'Why not? he grunted.

Herose, Ludwig, standing, came scarcdly to hisshoulder. A queer gnome-like old man, Dan thought
as hefollowed him across the park and into one of the scores of gpartment hotelsin the vicinity.

In hisroom Ludwig fumbled in abag, producing a device vagudly reminiscent of agas mask. There
were goggles and arubber mouthpiece; Dan examined it curioudy, while the little bearded professor
brandished a bottle of watery liquid.

'Hereit id" he gloated. 'My liquid positive, the story. Hard photography-inferndly hard, therefore the
smplest story. A Utopia- just two characters and you, the audience. Now, put the spectacles on. Put
them on and tell me what fools the Westman people are!" He decanted some of the liquid into the mask,
and trailed atwisted wire to adevice on the table. 'A rectifier,” he explained. 'For the dectrolyss!

'Must you use dl the liquid? asked Dan. 'If you use part, do you see only part of the story? And
which part?

'Every drop hasdl of it, but you must fill the eye-pieces.’ Then as Dan dipped the device gingerly on,
'Sol Now what do you see?

'Not adamn thing. Just the windows and the lights across the street.’

'Of course. But now | start the eectrolysis. Now!"

There was amoment of chaos. Theliquid before Dan's eyes clouded suddenly white, and formless
sounds buzzed. He moved to tear the device from his head, but emerging formsin the mistiness caught his
interest. Giant things were writhing there.

The scene steadied; the whiteness was dissipating like mist in summer. Unbelieving, sill gripping the
arms of that unseen chair, he was staring at aforest. But what aforest! Incredible, unearthly, beautiful!
Smooth holes ascended inconceivably toward a brightening sky, trees bizarre as the forests of the
Carboniferous age. Infinitely overhead swayed misty fronds, and the verdure showed brown and greenin
the heights. And there were birds-at least, curioudly loving pipings and twitteringswere al about him
though he saw no creatures-thin efin whistlings like fairy bugles sounded softly.

He sat frozen, entranced. A louder fragment of melody drifted down to him, mounting in exquisite,
ecdtatic bursts, now clear as sounding metal, now soft as remembered music. For amoment he forgot the
chair whose arms he gripped, the miserable hotel room invisibly about him, old Ludwig, his aching head.
Heimagined himsdf donein the midst of that lovely glade. 'Eden!” he muttered, and the swelling music of
unseen voices ansvered.

Some measure of reason returned. 'lllusion!” hetold himsdlf. Clever optical devices, not redity. He
groped for the chair'sarm, found it, and clung to it; he scraped hisfeet and found again an inconsistency.
To hiseyesthe ground was mossy verdure; to histouch it was merely athin hotel carpet.

The dfin buglings sounded gently. A faint, ddicioudy sweet perfume breathed againgt him; he glanced
up to watch the opening of agreat crimson blossom on the nearest tree, and atiny reddish sun edged into
the circle of sky above him. Thefairy orchestraswelled louder initslight, and the notes sent athrill of
wistfulnessthrough him. [llusion?If it were, it made redlity amost unbearable; he wanted to believe that
somewhere-somewhere this Sde of dreams, there actually existed thisregion of loveliness. An outpost of
Paradise? Perhaps.

And then-far through the softening mists, he caught a movement that was not the swaying of verdure,
ashimmer of silver more solid than mist. Something approached. He watched the figure as it moved, now
vigble, now hidden by trees; very soon he perceived that it was human, but it was dmost upon him
before heredlized that it was agirl.

She wore arobe of slvery, haf-tranducent stuff, luminous as starbeams; athin band of slver bound
glowing black hair about her forehead, and other garment or ornament she had none. Her tiny white feet
were bare to the mossy forest floor as she stood no more than a pace from him, staring dark-eyed. The
thin music sounded again; she amiled.

Dan summoned stumbling thoughts. Was this being dso-illuson? Had she no moreredlity than the
loveliness of the forest? He opened hislipsto speak, but a strained excited voice sounded in his ears.
"Who are you? Had he spoken? The voice had come asif from another, like the sound of one'swordsin
fever.



The girl smiled again. 'English!" she said in queer soft tones. 'l can peak alittle English.’ She spoke
dowly, carefully. 'l learned it from!'-she hesitated-'my mother's father, whom they call the Gray Weaver.'

Again camethevoicein Dan'sears. "Who are you?

'l am cdled Gdatea,' she said. 'l cameto find you.'

‘To find me? echoed the voice that was Dan's.

‘Leucon, who is called the Gray Weaver, told me," she explained smiling. 'He said you will stay with
us until the second noon from this." She cast aquick danting glance at the pale sun now full abovethe
clearing, then stepped closer. 'What are you caled?

'Dan,’ he muttered. His voice sounded oddly different.

'What a strange name!" said the girl. She stretched out her bare arm. 'Come,’ she smiled.

Dan touched her extended hand, feding without any surprise theliving warmth of her fingers. He had
forgotten the paradoxes of illusion; thiswas no longer illusion to him, but redlity itsdlf. It ssemed to him
that he followed her, waking over the shadowed turf that gave with springy crunch beneeth histread,
though Gaatealeft hardly an imprint. He glanced down, noting that he himsdlf wore aslver garment, and
that hisfeet were bare; with the glance he felt afeathery breeze on his body and a sense of mossy earth
on hisfedt.

'Galatea,’ said hisvoice. 'Galatea, what placeisthis? What language do you speak?

She glanced back laughing. 'Why, thisis Paracosma, of course, and thisis our language.'

'Paracosma,” muttered Dan. 'Paracosmal’ A fragment of Greek that had survived somehow from a
sophomore course adecade in the past came strangely back to him. Paracosmal
Land-beyond-the-world!

Galatea cast asmiling glance at him. 'Does the real world seem sirange," she queried, "after that
shadow land of yours?

‘Shadow land? echoed Dan, bewildered. 'This is shadow, not my world.'

The girl'ssmileturned quizzicd. 'Poof!" she retorted with an impudently lovely pout. '"And | suppose,
then, that | am the phantom instead of you!" She laughed. ‘Do | seem ghostlike?

Dan made no reply; he was puzzling over unanswerable questions as he trod behind the lithe figure of
his guide. The aide between the unearthly trees widened, and the giants were fewer. It seemed amile,
perhaps, before asound of tinkling water obscured that other strange music; they emerged on the bank
of alittleriver, swift and crystdline, that rippled and gurgled itsway from glowing pool to flashing rapids,
gparkling under the pale sun. Galatea bent over the brink and cupped her hands, raising afew mouthfuls
of water to her lips, Dan followed her example, finding theliquid stinging cold.

'How do we cross? he asked.

'Y ou can wade up there-the dryad who led him gestured to asun-lit shalows above atiny fals-' but
| dways cross here. She poised herself for amoment on the green bank, then dove like asilver arrow
into the pool. Dan followed; the water stung his body like champagne, but a stroke or two carried him
acrossto where Gdatea had dready emerged with aglistening of creamy bare limbs. Her garment clung
tight asametd sheath to her wet body; he felt a breathtaking thrill at the sght of her. And then,
miraculoudy, the silver cloth was dry, the dropletsrolled off asif from oiled silk, and they moved briskly
on.

Theincredible forest had ended with the river; they walked over ameadow studded with little,
many-hued, starshaped flowers, whose fronds underfoot were soft asalawn. Y et still the sweet pipings
followed them, now loud, now whisper-soft, in atenuous web of melody.

'Galateal’ said Dan suddenly. "Whereisthe music coming from?

Shelooked back amazed. 'Y ou Slly one!" she laughed. 'From the flowers, of course. See!l' she
plucked apurple star and held it to his ear; true enough, afaint and plaintive melody hummed out of the
blossom. Shetossed it in his sartled face and skipped on.

A little copse appeared ahead, not of the gigantic forest trees, but of lesser growths, bearing flowers
and fruits of iridescent colors, and atiny brook bubbled through. And there stood the objective of their
journey-a building of white, marble-like stone, single-storied and vine-covered, with broad glasdess
windows. They trod upon a path of bright pebbles to the arched entrance, and here, on an intricate stone



bench, sat agray-bearded patriarcha individua. Galatea addressed him in aliquid language that
reminded Dan of the flowerpipings, then sheturned. Thisis Leucon,’ she said, asthe ancient rose from
his seet and spokein English.

'We are happy, Galateaand |, to welcome you, since visitors are arare pleasure here, and those
from your shadowy country most rare.’

Dan uttered puzzled words of thanks, and the old man nodded, resedling himsdlf on the carven
bench; Galatea skipped through the arched entrance, and Dan, after an irresolute moment, dropped to
the remaining bench. Once more his thoughts were whirling in perplexed turbulence. Was dl thisindeed
but illuson? Was he Stting, in actudity, in aprosaic hotel room, peering through magic spectaclesthat
pictured thisworld about him, or was he, trangported by some miracle, redly dtting herein thisland of
loveliness? He touched the bench; stone, hard and unyielding, met hisfingers.

‘Leucon,’ said hisvoice, 'how did you know | was coming?

'l wastold,’ said the other.

'By whom?

'‘By noone!'

"Why- someone must have told you!'

The Gray Weaver shook his solemn head. 'l wasjust told.'

Dan ceased his questioning, content for the moment to drink in the beauty about him, and then
Gdateareturned bearing a crystal bowl of the strange fruits. They were piled in colorful disorder, red,
purple, orange and yellow, pear-shaped, egg-shaped, and clustered spheroids- fantastic, unearthly. He
selected apae, trangparent ovoid, bit into it, and was deluged by aflood of sweet liquid, to the
amusement of the girl. Shelaughed and chose asimilar morsdl; biting atiny puncturein theend, she
sgueezed the contents into her mouth. Dan took a different sort, purple and tart as Rhenish wine, and
then another, filled with edible, dmond-like seeds. Gaatealaughed delightedly at his surprises, and even
Leucon smiled agray smile. Finaly Dan tossed the last husk into the brook beside them, where it danced
briskly toward theriver.

'Galatea,' he said, 'do you ever go to acity? What cities are in Paracosma?

'Cities? What are cities?

'Places where many people live close together.’

'Oh," said the girl frowning. 'No. There are no cities here.’

‘Then where are the people of Paracosma? Y ou must have neighbors.’

Thegirl looked puzzled. 'A man and awoman live off there,' she said, gesturing toward a distant blue
range of hillsdim on the horizon. 'Far away over there. | went there once, but Leucon and | prefer the
vdley.

'But Galatea!" protested Dan. 'Are you and Leucon donein this valley? Where-what happened to
your parents-your father and mother?

"They went away. That way-toward the sunrise. They'll return some day.'

'And if they don't?

'Why, foolish one! What could hinder them?

'Wild beasts," said Dan. 'Poisonous insects, disease, flood, storm, lawless people, death!”

'l never heard those words,’ said Galatea. 'There are no such things here." She sniffed
contemptuoudly. ‘L awless people!’

'Not-death?

'What is death?

'It's' Dan paused helplesdly. 'It'slike faling adeep and never waking. It'swhat happensto everyone
a theend of life!

'l never heard of such athing asthe end of life!’ said the girl decidedly. Thereisn't such athing.'

'What happens, then,' queried Dan desperately, 'when one grows old?

'Nothing, silly! No one grows old unless he wantsto, like Leucon. A person growsto the age he
likes best and then stops. It'salaw!’

Dan gathered his chaotic thoughts. He stared into Gaateals dark, lovely eyes. 'Have you stopped



yet?
The dark eyes dropped; he was amazed to see a deep, embarrassed flush spread over her cheeks.
Shelooked at Leucon nodding reflectively on his bench, then back to Dan, meeting his gaze.

‘Not yet,' she said.

'And when will you, Gaatea?

'When | have had the one child permitted me. Y ou see-' she stared down at her dainty toes-'one
cannot-bear children-afterwards.’

'Permitted? Permitted by whom?

‘By alaw.’

‘Lawsd! Iseverything here governed by laws? What of chance and accidents?

'What are those-chance and accidents?

"Things unexpected-things unforeseen.’

'Nothing isunforeseen,’ said Galatea, still soberly. She repeated dowly, 'Nothing is unforeseen.' He
fancied her voice waswistful.

Leucon looked up. 'Enough of this," he said abruptly. He turned to Dan, ‘| know these words of
yours-chance, disease, death. They are not for Paracosma. Keep them in your unreal country.’

'Where did you hear them, then?

'From Galatea's mother,' said the Gray Weaver, 'who had them from your predecessors phantom
who visited here before Galateawas born.’

Dan had avison of Ludwig'sface. "What was he like?

'Much likeyou.'

‘But hisname?

The old man's mouth was suddenly grim. "We do not speak of him," he said and rose, entering the
dwdlling in cold slence.

'He goesto weave," said Gaatea after amoment. Her lovely piquant face was till troubled.

'What does he weave?

"This!" Shefingered the sllver cloth of her gown. 'He weavesit out of metal barson avery clever
machine. | do not know the method.'

'Who made the machine?

'It was here!'

‘But-Gdateal Who built the house? Who planted these fruit trees?

"They were here. The house and trees were dways here,' Shelifted her eyes. 'l told you everything
had been foreseen, from the beginning until eternity-everything. The house and trees and machine were
ready for Leucon and my parents and me. Thereisaplace for my child, who will beagirl, and aplace
for her child-and so on forever.’

Dan thought a moment. 'Were you born here?

'l don't know." He noted in sudden concern that her eyes were glistening with tears.

'Galatea, dear! Why are you unhappy? What'swrong?

'Why, nothing!" She shook her black curls, sniffed suddenly a him. "What could be wrong? How can
one be unhappy in Paracosma? She sprang erect and seized hishand. '‘Come! Let's gather fruit for
tomorrow.'

She darted off in awhirl of flashing silver, and Dan followed her around the wing of the edifice.
Graceful as adancer she legped for a branch above her head, caught it laughingly, and tossed a great
golden globe to him. She loaded his arms with the bright prizes and sent him back to the bench, and
when he returned, she piled it so full of fruit that a deluge of colorful spheres dropped around him. She
laughed again, and sent them spinning into the brook with thrusts of her rosy toes, while Dan watched her
with an aching wistfulness. Then suddenly she was facing him; for along, tense ingtant they stood
motionless, eyes upon eyes, and then she turned away and walked dowly around to the arched portdl.
Hefollowed her with his burden of fruit; his mind was once morein aturmoil of doubt and perplexity.

Thelittle sun waslosing itsdf behind the trees of that colossal forest to the west, and a coolness
stirred among long shadows. The brook was purple-hued in the dusk, but its cheery notes mingled il



with the flower music. Then the sun was hidden; the shadow fingers darkened the meadow; of a sudden
the flowerswere till, and the brook gurgled donein aworld of slence. In slence too, Dan entered the
doorway.

The chamber within was a spacious one, flooded with large black and white squares; exquisite
benches of carved marble were here and there. Old Leucon, in afar corner, bent over an intricate,
glistening mechanism, and as Dan entered he drew a shining length of slver cloth fromit, folded it, and
placed it carefully aside. There was a curious, unearthly fact that Dan noted; despite windows open to the
evening, no night insects circled the globes that glowed at intervalsfrom nichesinthewalls.

Gdatea stood in adoorway to his|eft, leaning haf-weearily against the frame; he placed the bowl of
fruit on abench at the entrance and moved to her side.

"Thisisyours,’ she said, indicating the room beyond. He looked in upon a pleasant, smaller chamber;
awindow framed a starry square, and athin, swift, nearly sllent stream of water gushed from the mouth
of acarved human head on the left wall, curving into asix-foot basin sunk in the floor. Another of the
graceful benches covered with the silver cloth completed the furnishings; a single glowing sphere, pendant
by achain from the ceiling, illuminated the room. Dan turned to the girl, whose eyes were ill unwontedly
serious.

‘Thisisided, he said, 'but, Galatea, how am | to turn out the light?

Turnit out? shesaid. "You must cap it-sol* A faint smile showed again on her lips as she dropped a
metal covering over the shining sphere. They stood tense in the darkness; Dan sensed her nearness
achingly, and then the light was on once more. She moved toward the door, and there paused, taking his
hand.

'Dear shadow,' she said softly, ‘I hope your dreams are music.' She was gone.

Dan stood irresolute in his chamber; he glanced into the large room where Leucon till bent over his
work, and the Gray Weaver raised ahand in a solemn salutation, but said nothing. He felt no urge for the
old man's silent company and turned back into his room to prepare for dumber.

Almogt ingantly, it seemed, the dawn was upon him and bright dfin pipingswere al about him, while
the odd ruddy sun sent a broad danting plane of light across the room. Herose asfully aware of his
surroundings asif he had not dept at dl; the pool tempted him and he bathed in stinging water. Thereafter
he emerged into the central chamber, noting curioudy that the globes till glowed indimrivary to the
daylight. He touched one casualy; it was cool as metd to hisfingers, and lifted fregly from its standard.
For amoment he held the cold flaming thing in his hands, then replaced it and wandered into the dawn

Gaateawas dancing up the path, eating a strange fruit asrosy as her lips. She was merry again, once
more the happy nymph who had greeted him, and she gave him abright smile as he chose a sweet green
ovoid for hisbregkfast.

'‘Comeon!’ shecaled. Totheriver!"

She skipped away toward the unbdlievable forest; Dan followed, marveling that her lithe speed was
30 easy amatch for his stronger muscles. Then they were laughing in the pool, splashing about until
Gdatea drew hersdf to the bank, glowing and panting. He followed her as she lay relaxed; strangdly, he
was neither tired nor breathless, with no sense of exertion. A question recurred to him, as yet unasked.

'Galatea,' said hisvoice, ‘whom will you take as mate?

Her eyeswent serious. 'l don't know,' she said. 'At the proper time hewill come. That isalaw.'

'And will you be happy?

'Of course.’ She seemed troubled. 'Isn't everyone happy?

‘Not where | live, Galatea.'

"Then that must be a strange place-that ghostly world of yours. A rather terrible place.’

'Itis, often enough,’ Dan agreed. 'l wish-" He paused. What did he wish? Was he not talking to an
illusion, adream, an gpparition? He looked at the girl, a her glistening black hair, her eyes, her soft white
skin, and then, for atragic moment, hetried to fed the arms of that drab hotel chair beneath his
hands-and failed. He smiled; he reached out hisfingersto touch her bare arm, and for an instant she
looked back at him with startled, sober eyes, and sprang to her feet.

'‘Comeon! | want to show you my country.' She set off down the stream, and Dan rose reluctantly to



follow.

What aday that was! They traced thelittle river from sill pool to Snging rapids, and ever about them
were the strange twitterings and pipings that were the voices of the flowers. Every turn brought a new
vistaof beauty; every moment brought anew sense of ddight. They talked or were silent; when they
werethirgy, the coal river was at hand; when they were hungry, fruit offered itsaf. When they weretired,
there was always a deep pool and a mossy bank; and when they were rested, a new beauty beckoned.
Theincredible trees towered in numberlessforms of fantasy, but on their own side of the river was il
the flower-starred meadow. Gaatea twisted him a bright-blossomed garland for his head, and thereafter
he moved aways with a sweet singing about him. But little by little the red sun danted toward the forest,
and the hours dripped away. It was Dan who pointed it out, and reluctantly they turned homeward.

Asthey returned, Galatea sang a strange song, plaintive and sweet asthe medley of river and flower
music. And again her eyeswere sad.

'What song isthat? he asked.

It isasong sung by another Galatea,’ she answered, ‘'who ismy mother.’ Shelaid her hand on his
am. 'l will makeit into English for you.' She sang:

"The River liesinflower and fern, in flower and fern it breathes asong.
It breathes asong of your return,

Of your return in yearstoo long.

Inyearstoo long its murmurs bring

Itsmurmurs bring their vain replies, Thar vain repliesthe flowerssing,
Theflowerssing, TheRiver lied'

Her voice quavered on the final notes; there was silence save for the tinkle of water and the flower
bugles. Dan said, 'Galatea-' and paused. The girl was again somber-eyed, tearful. He said huskily, 'That's
asad song, Galatea. Why was your mother sad? Y ou said everyone was happy in Paracosma.'

'She broke alaw,’ replied the girl tonelesdly. ‘It isthe inevitable way to sorrow.’ She faced him. 'She
fel in love with a phantom!’ Galatea said. 'One of your shadowy race, who came and stayed and then
had to go back. So when her appointed lover came, it wastoo late; do you understand? But she yielded
findly to thelaw, and isforever unhappy, and goes wandering from place to place about the world.' She
paused. 'l shall never bresk alaw,’ she said defiantly.

Dan took her hand. 'l would not have you unhappy, Galatea. | want you aways happy.'

She shook her head. ‘I am happy,’ she said, and smiled atender, wistful smile.

They were slent along time as they trudged the way homeward. The shadows of the forest giants
reached out across the river as the sun dipped behind them. For a distance they walked hand in hand,
but asthey reached the path of pebbly brightness near the house, Gaatea drew away and sped swiftly
before him. Dan followed as quickly as he might; when he arrived, Leucon sat on his bench by the portd,
and Galatea had paused on the threshold. She watched his gpproach with eyesin which he again fancied
theglint of tears.

'l am very tired,' she said, and dipped within.

Dan moved to follow, but the old man raised a staying hand.

'Friend from the shadows," he said, 'will you hear me amoment?

Dan paused, acquiesced, and dropped to the opposite bench. He felt a sense of foreboding; nothing
pleasant awaited him.

"Thereis something to be said,’ Leucon continued, 'and | say it without desire to pain you, if
phantomsfed pain. Itisthis: Galaealovesyou, though | think she hasnot yet redized it.’

'l love her too,' said Dan.

The Gray Weaver stared at him. 'l do not understand. Substance, indeed, may love shadow, but how
can shadow love substance?

'l love her,' ingsted Dan.

"Then woeto both of you! For thisisimpossible in Paracosma; it is aconfliction with the laws.



Gaated's mate is appointed, perhaps even now approaching.’

‘Laws! Laws!' muttered Dan. 'Whose laws are they? Not Galatea's nor mine!'

'But they are,’ said the Gray Weaver. 'It isnot for you nor for meto criticize them-though | yet
wonder what power could annul them to permit your presence here!’

'l had no voicein your laws.'

The old man peered at him in the dusk. 'Has anyone, anywhere, avoicein the lawvs? he queried.

'In my country we have,' retorted Dan.

'Madness!' growled Leucon. 'Man-made laws! Of what use are man-made laws with only man-made
pendlties, or noneat al?1f you shadows make alaw that the wind shall blow only from the east, doesthe
west wind obey it?

'We do pass such laws," acknowledged Dan bitterly. They may be stupid, but they're no more unjust
than yours:

'Ours,' said the Gray Weaver, 'are the unalterable laws of the world, the laws of Nature. Violationis
aways unhappiness. | have seeniit; | have known it in another, in Galatea's mother, though Galateais
stronger than she.' He paused. 'Now," he continued, 'l ask only for mercy; your stay is short, and | ask
that you do no more harm than is aready done. Be merciful; give her no moreto regret.

He rose and moved through the archway; when Dan followed a moment later, he was dready
removing asguare of slver from hisdevicein the corner. Dan turned slent and unhappy to hisown
chamber, where the jet of water tinkled faintly asadistant bell.

Again herose a the glow of dawn, and again Galatea was before him, meeting him at the door with
her bowl of fruit. She deposited her burden, giving him awan little smile of greeting, and stood facing him
asif waiting.

‘Comewith me, Galatea,' he said.

'Where?

‘To theriver bank. To talk.'

They trudged in slence to the brink of Gaated's pool. Dan noted a subtle differencein the world
about him; outlines were vague, the thin flower pipings less audible and the very landscape was queerly
ungtable, shifting like smoke when hewasn't looking at it directly. And strangely, though he had brought
the girl hereto talk to her, he had now nothing to say, but sat in aching silence with hiseyeson the
loveliness of her face.

Gaatea pointed at the red ascending sun. 'So short atime,' she said, "before you go back to your
phantom world. | shal be sorry, very sorry." She touched his cheek with her fingers. 'Dear shadow!”

'Suppose,’ said Dan huskily, 'that | won't go. What if | won't leave here? Hisvoice grew fiercer. 'I'll
not go! I'm going to stay!'

The cam mournfulness of the girl's face checked him; hefelt theirony of struggling againgt the
inevitable progress of adream. She spoke. 'Had | the making of the laws, you should stay. But you cant,
dear one. You can't!'

Forgotten now were the words of the Gray Weaver. 'l loveyou, Galatea,' he said.

'‘And | you," she whispered. 'See, dearest shadow, how | break the same law my mother broke, and
am glad to face the sorrow it will bring." She placed her hand tenderly over his. 'Leucon isvery wise and
| am bound to obey him, but thisis beyond hiswisdom because he let himsdlf grow old." She paused. 'He
let himself grow old,’ she repeated dowly. A strange light gleamed in her dark eyes as she turned
suddenly to Dan.

'Dear one!' she said tensaly. 'That thing that happensto the old- that death of yours! What followsiit?

'What follows death? he echoed. "Who knows?

'But-' Her voice was quivering. '‘But one can't smply vanish! There must be an awakening.'

'Who knows? said Dan again. 'There are those who believe we wake to a happier world, but-' He
shook hishead hopeledly.

It must betrue! Oh, it must be!' Galatea cried. 'There must be more for you than the mad world you
speak of!" Sheleaned very close. 'Suppose, dear,’ she said, ‘that when my appointed lover arrives, | send
him away. Suppose | bear no child, but let mysalf grow old, older than Leucon, old until desth. Would |



joinyou in your happier world?

'Gdatea' he cried digtractedly. 'Oh, my dearest-what aterrible thought!'

'Moreterrible than you know," she: whispered, ill very closeto him. ‘It ismore than violation of a
law; it isrebdlion. Everything is planned, everything was foreseen, except this, and if | bear no child, her
place will beleft unfilled, and the places of her children, and of their children, and so on until some day
the whole great plan of Paracosmafails of whatever its destiny wasto be." Her whisper grew very faint
and fearful. "It is destruction, but | love you morethan | fear death!”

Dan's arms were about her. 'No, Galateal No! Promise me!'

She murmured, ‘I can promise and then break my promise.’ She drew his head down; their lips
touched, and he felt afragrance and ataste like honey in her kiss. 'At least,' she breathed. 'l can giveyou
aname by which to love you. Philometrosl Measure of my love!'

‘A name? muttered Dan. A fantagtic idea shot through his mind-away of proving to himsdf thet all
thiswas redlity, and not just a page that any one could read who wore old Ludwig's magic spectacles. If
Gaateawould speak hisname! Perhaps, he thought daringly, perhaps then he could stay! He thrust her
away.

'Galateal" he cried. 'Do you remember my name?

She nodded silently, her unhappy eyeson his.

‘Then say it! Say it, dear!”

She stared at him dumbly, miserably, but made no sound.

'Say it, Galateal' he pleaded desperately. 'My name, dear-just my name!' Her mouth moved; she
grew pae with effort and Dan could have sworn that his name trembled on her quivering lips, though no
sound came.

At last she spoke. 'l can't, dearest one! Oh, | can't. A law forbidsit!" She stood suddenly erect,
palid asanivory carving. 'Leucon calls!' she said, and darted away. Dan followed aong the pebbled
path, but her speed was beyond his powers, at the porta he found only the Gray Weaver standing cold
and stern. He raised his hand as Dan appeared.

'Y our timeis short," he said. 'Go, thinking of the havoc you have done.'

'Where's Galatea? gasped Dan.

'l have sent her away.' The old man blocked the entrance; for amoment Dan would have struck him
asde, but something withheld him. He stared wildly about the meadow-there! A flash of silver beyond
theriver, at the edge of the forest. He turned and raced toward it, while motionless and cold the Gray
Weaver watched him go.

'Galateal' he called. 'Gdlateal’

Hewas over the river now, on the forest bank, running through columned vigtas that whirled about
him like mist. The world had gone cloudy; fine flakes danced like snow before his eyes, Paracosmawas
dissolving around him. Through the chaos he fancied aglimpse of the girl, but closer approach left him il
voicing hishopelesscry of 'Gaateal’

After an endlesstime, he paused; something familiar about the spot struck him, and just asthe red
sun edged above him, he recognized the place-the very point at which he had entered Paracosmal A
sense of futility overwhelmed him asfor amoment he gazed at an unbelievable gpparition-adark window
hung in mid-air before him through which glowed rows of dectric lights. Ludwig's window!

It vanished. But the trees writhed and the sky darkened, and he swayed dizzily in turmoil. He redlized
suddenly that he was no longer standing, but Sitting in the midst of the crazy glade, and his hands clutched
something smooth and hard-the arms of that miserable hotel chair. Then at last he saw her, close before
him-Galatea, with sorrow-stricken features, her tear-filled eyes on his. He made aterrific effort to rise,
stood erect, and fell sprawling in ablaze of coruscating lights.

He struggled to his knees; walls-Ludwig's room-encompassed him; he must have dipped from the
chair. The magic spectacleslay before him, one lens splintered and spilling afluid no longer water-clear,
but white as milk.

'God!" he muttered. He felt shaken, sick, exhausted, with abitter sense of bereavement, and his head
ached fiercely. The room was drab, disgusting; he wanted to get out of it. He glanced automaticaly at his



watch: four o'clock-he must have sat here nearly five hours. For thefirgt time he noticed Ludwig's
absence; hewas glad of it and walked dully out of the door to an automatic elevator. There was no
response to hisring; someone was using the thing. He walked three flights to the street and back to his
Oown room.

Inlovewith avison! Worse-inlove with agirl who had never lived, in afantastic Utopiathat was
literdlly nowhere! Hethrew himsdlf on his bed with agroan that was half asob.

He saw findly theimplication of the name Galatea. Gdatea- Pygmdion's statue, given lifeby Venusin
the ancient Grecian myth. But his Gaatea, warm and lovely and vital, must remain forever without the gift
of life, snce he was neither Pygmalion nor God.

Hewoke late in the morning, staring uncomprehendingly about for the fountain and pool of
Paracosma. Slow comprehension dawned; how much- how much of last night's experience had been
real ? How much was the product of acohol? Or had old Ludwig been right, and was there no difference
between redity and dream?

He changed his rumpled attire and wandered despondently to the street. He found Ludwig's hotel at
last; inquiry revealed that the diminutive professor had checked out, leaving no forwarding address.

What of it? Even Ludwig couldn't give what he sought, aliving Galatea. Dan was glad that he had
disappeared; he hated the little professor. Professor? Hypnotists called themsalves ‘professors.’ He
dragged through aweary day and then a deepless night back to Chicago.

It was mid-winter when he saw asuggestively tiny figure ahead of himinthe Loop. Ludwig! Y et what
useto hail him? His cry was automatic. 'Professor Ludwig!'

The dfinfigure turned, recognized him, smiled. They stepped into the shelter of abuilding.

'I'm sorry about your machine, Professor. 1'd be glad to pay for the damage.”’

'Ach, that was nothing-a cracked glass. But you-have you beenill?'Y ou look much the worse!'

'It'snothing,’ said Dan. Y our show was marvelous, Professor- marvelous! 1'd have told you so, but
you were gone when it ended.’

Ludwig shrugged. 'l went to the lobby for acigar. Five hourswith awax dummy, you know!

It was marvelous,' repested Dan.

'So real ? smiled the other. "Only because you co-operated, then. It takes self-hypnosis.’

It wasred, dl right,’ agreed Dan glumly. 'l don't understand it -that strange beautiful country.’

"The trees were club-mosses enlarged by alens,’ said Ludwig. 'All wastrick photography, but
stereoscopic, as| told you-three dimensional. The fruits were rubber; the house is asummer building on
our campus-Northern University. And the voice was mine; you didn't spesk at al, except your name at
thefirgt, and | left ablank for that. | played your part, you see; | went around with the photographic
apparatus strapped on my head, to keep the viewpoint dwaysthat of the observer. See? He grinned
wryly. 'Luckily I'm rather short, or you'd have seemed agiant.’

'Wait aminute!’ said Dan, hismind whirling. 'Y ou say you played my part. Then Galateais she red
too?

'She'sreal enough,’ said the Professor. 'My niece, asenior at Northern, and likes dramatics. She
helped me out with the thing. Why? Want to meet her?

Dan answered vagudly, happily. An ache had vanished; a pain was eased. Paracosmawas attainable
a ladt!

SHIFTING SEAS

IT DEVELOPED LATER that Ted Wdling was one of the very few eye-witnesses of the
catastrophe, or rather, that among the million and ahaf eyewitnesses, he was among the half dozen that
survived. At the time, he was completely unaware of the extent of the disaster, although it looked bad
enoughto himindl truth!

Hewasin aColquist gyro, just north of the spot where Lake Nicaragua drainsits brown overflow
into the San Juan, and was bound for Managua, seventy-five miles north and west across the great inland



sea. Below him, quite audible above the muffled whir of his motor, sounded the intermittent clicking of his
tripanoramic camera, adjusted ddlicately to his speed so that its pictures could be assembled into a
beautiful relief map of the terrain over which he passed. That, in fact, was the sole purpose of hisflight; he
had left San Juan del Norte early that morning to traverse the route of the proposed Nicaragua Cand,
flying for the Topographica branch of the U. S. Geological Survey. The United States, of course, had
owned the rights to the route since early in the century - a safeguard against any other nation's aspirations
to congtruct a competitor for the Panama Candl.

Now, however, the Nicaragua Cana was actualy under consderation. The over-burdened ditch that
crossed the Isthmus was groaning under vastly increased traffic, and it became aquestion of either cutting
the vast trench another elghty-five feet to sealeved or opening an dternate passage. The Nicaraguaroute
was feasible enough; there was the San Juan emptying from the great Iake into the Atlantic, and there was
Lake Managua adozen miles or so from the Pacific. It was Smply amatter of choice, and Ted Welling,
of the Topographica Service of the Geologica Survey, was doing his part to aid the choice.

At precisaly 10:40 it happened. Ted was gazing idly through afaintly misty morning toward
Ometepec, its cone of apeak plumed by dusky smoke. A hundred miles away, across both Lake
Nicaragua and Lake Managua, the fiery mountain was easily visble from hisdtitude. All week, he knew,
it had been rumbling and smoking, but now, as he watched it, it burst like amighty Roman candle.

Therewas aflash of whitefire not less brilliant than the sun. There was a.column of smoke with ared
core that spouted upward like afountain and then mushroomed out. There was a moment of utter sllence
in which the camera clicked methodicaly, and then there was aroar asif the very roof of Hell had blown
away to let out the bellows of the damned!

Ted had one amazed thought - the sound had followed too quickly on the eruption! It should have
taken minutes to reach him at that distance - and then his thoughts wereforcibly diverted asthe Colquist
tossed and skittered like aleaf in ahurricane. He caught an astonished glimpse of the terrain below, of
Lake Nicaragua heaving and boiling asif it were the seas that |ash through the Straits of Magellan instead
of abody of landlocked fresh water. On the shore to the east a colossal wave was breaking, and therein
abanana grove frightened figures were scampering away. And then, exactly asif by magic, awhite mist
condensed about him, shutting out dl view of the world below.

Hefought grimly for atitude. He had had three thousand feet, but now, tossed in thiswild ocean of
fog, of up-drafts and down-drafts, of pockets and bumps, he had no ideaat al of his position. His
atimeter needle quivered and jumped in the changing pressure, his compass spun, and he had not the
vaguest conception of the direction of the ground. So he struggled as best he could, listening anxioudly to
the changing whine of his blades as strain grew and lessened. And below, deep as thunder, came
intermittent rumblings that were, unless he imagined it, accompanied by the flash of jagged fires.

Suddenly he was out of it. He burst abruptly into clear air, and for ahorrible instant it seemed to him
that he was actudly flying inverted. Apparently below him was the white sea of mist, and above was what
looked at first glance like dark ground, but amoment's scrutiny reveded it as aworld-blanketing canopy
of smoke or dust, through which the sun shone with afantastic bluelight. He had heard of blue suns, he
recdled; they were one of the rarer phenomena of volcanic eruptions.

Hisatimeter showed ten thousand. The vast plain of mist heaved in gigantic ridgeslike rolling waves,
and hefought upward away from it. At twenty thousand the air was steadier, but till infinitely above was
the sullen celling of smoke. Ted leveled out, turning a random north-cast, and relaxed.

"Whew!" he breathed. "What - what happened?'

He couldn't land, of course, in that impenetrable fog. He flew doggedly north and cast, because there
wasan arport a Bluefieds, if this heaving sea of white didn't blanket it.

But it did. He had till half atank of fuel, and, he bored grimly north. Far away was apillar of fire,
and beyond it to the right, another and athird. Thefirst, of course, was Ometepec, but what were the
others? Fuego and Tajumulco? It seemed impossible.

Three hours later the fog was till below him, and the grim roof of smoke was dropping asif to crush
him between. He was going to have to land soon; even now he must have spanned Nicaragua and be
somewhere over Honduras. With asort of desperate calm he danted down toward the fog and plunged



in. He expected to crash; curioudly, the only thing he redlly regretted was dying without a chance to say
goodbyeto Kay Lovel, who wasfar off in Washington with her father, old Sir Joshua Lovell,
Ambassador from Gregt Britain.

When the needle read two hundred, he leveled off - and then, like atrain bursting out of atunnel, he
came clear again! But under him was wild and raging ocean, whose waves seemed amost to graze the
ship. He spun dong at alow level, wondering savagely how he could possibly have wandered out to sea.
It must, he supposed, be the gulf of Honduras.

He turned west. Within five minutes he had raised a stormlashed coast, and then - miracle of all
miracles! - atown! And alanding field, He pancaked over it, let hisvanesidle, and dropped as verticaly
ashecould inthat volley of gusty winds.

It was Belize in British Honduras. He recognized the port even before the attendants had reached
him.

"A Yanked!" yelled thefirs. "Ain't that Y ankee luck for you!"

Ted grinned. "I needed it. What happened?’

"Theroof over this part of Hell blew off. That'sdl."

"Yeah. | saw that much. | wasover it."

"Then you know moren any of us. Radio's dead and there ain't no bloomin' telegreph at dl.”

It began to rain suddenly, afierce, pattering rain with drops as big as marbles. The men broke for the
shelter of ahangar, where Ted'sinformation, meager asit was, was avidly seized upon, for sensational
newsisrare below the Tropic of Cancer. But none of them yet redlized just how sensational it was.

It was three days before Ted, and the rest of the world aswell, began to understand in part what had
happened. Thiswas after hours of effort at Belize had finally raised Havana on the beam, and Ted had
reported through to old Asa Gaunt, his chief at Washington. He had been agreeably surprised by the
promptness of the reply ordering him instantly to the Capitd ; that meant ataste of the pleasant life that
Washington reserved for young departmentals, and most of dl, it meant aglimpse of Kay Lovell after
two months of |etter-writing. So he had flown the solquist gayly across Y ucatan Channd, left it at
Havana, and was now comfortably settled in a huge Caribbean plane bound for Washington, boring
gteadily north through a queerly misty mid-October morning.

At the moment, however, histhoughts were not of Kay. He was reading a grim newspaper account
of the catastrophe, and wondering what thousand-to-one shot had brought him unscathed through the
very midst of it. For the disaster overshadowed into insignificance such little disturbances asthe Y elow
River flood in China, the eruption of Krakatoa, the holocaust of Mount Pelee, or even the great Japanese
earthquake of 1923, or any other terrible vigtation ever inflicted on acivilized race.

For the Ring of Fire, that vast volcanic circle that surrounds the Pacific Ocean, perhapsthelast
unhesaled scars of the birththroes of the Moon, had burst into flame. Aniakchak in Alaska had blown its
top away, Fujiyamahad vomited lava, on the Atlantic Side La Soufriere and the terrible Pelee had
awakened again.

But these were minor. It was a the two volcanic foci, in Javaand Central America, that the
fire-mountains had redlly shown their powers. What had happened in Javawas till amystery, but on the
Isthmus - that was dready too plain. From Mosquito Bay to the Rio Coco, there was - ocean! Half of
Panama, seven-eighths of Nicaragua- and asfor Costa Rica, that country was asif it had never been.
The Cand was awreck, but Ted grinned awry grin at the thought that it was now as unnecessary asa
pyramid. North and South America had been cut adrift, and the Isshmus, the land that had once known
Atlantis, had gonetojainit.

In Washington Ted reported at onceto Asa Gaunt. That dry Texan questioned him closdy
concerning his experience, grunted disgustedly at the paucity of information, and then ordered him tersely
to attend ameeting at his office in the evening. There remained afull afternoon to devote to Kay, and Ted
logt littletimein so devoting it.

Hedidn't see her lone. Washington, like the rest of the world, wasfull of excitement because of the



earthquake, but in Washington more than elsewhere the talk wasless of the million and ahaf desths and
more largely of the other consequences. After dl, the bulk of the deaths had been among the natives, and
it was a sort of remote tragedly, like the perishing of so many Chinese. It affected only those who had
friends or relativesin the stricken region, and these were few in number.

But a Kay's home Ted encountered an excited group arguing physical results. Obvioudy, the
remova of the bottleneck of the Cand strengthened the nava power of the United States enormoudly.
No need now to guard the vulnerable Cana so intensively. The whole fleet could stream abreast through
the four hundred mile gap left by the subsidence. Of course the country would lose the revenues of the
toll-charges, but that was baanced by the cessation of the expense of fortifying and guarding.

Ted fumed until he managed afew moments of greeting with Kay adone. Once that was concluded to
his satisfaction, hejoined the discussion as eagerly asthe rest. But no one even considered the one factor
in the whole catastrophe that could change the entire history of the world.

At the evening meseting Ted stared around him in surprise. He recognized al those present, but the
reasons for their presence were obscure. Of course there was Asa Gaunt, head of the Geological
Survey, and of course there was Golsborough, Secretary of the Interior, because the Survey was one of
his departments. But what was Maxwell, joint Secretary of War and the Navy, doing there? And why
was slent John Parish, Secretary of State, frowning down at his shoesin the corner?

AsaGaunt cleared histhroat and began. "Do any of you like edds?" he asked soberly.

There wasamurmur. "Why, | do," said Golsborough, who had once been Consul a Venice. "What
about it?"

"This- that you'd better buy some and eat 'em tomorrow. There won't be any more edls.”

"No more eds?'

"No more edls. You see, edls breed in the Sargasso Sea, and there won't be any Sargasso Sea.”

"What isthis?' growled Maxwell. "I'm abusy man. No more Sargasso Sea, huh!™

"You'relikely to be buser soon," said Asa Gaunt dryly. He frowned. "L et me ask one other question.
Does anyone here know what spot on the American continent is opposite London, England?’

Golshorough shifted impatiently, "I don't seethetrend of this, Asa," he grunted, "but my guessisthat
New Y ork City and London are nearly in the same latitude. Or maybe New Y ork's alittle to the north,
gncel know itsclimate is somewhat colder.”

"Hah!" said Asa Gaunt. "Any disagreement?”

Therewas none. "Well," said the head of the Survey, "you're al wrong, then. London is about one
thousand miles north of New Y ork. It'sin the latitude of southern Labrador!”

"Labrador! That's practicdly the Arctic!"

Asa Gaunt pulled down alarge map on the wall behind him, aMercator projection of the world.
"Look at it," hesaid. "New Y ork'sin the latitude of Rome, Italy. Washington's opposite Naples.
Norfolk'sleve with Tunisin Africa, and Jacksonville with the Sahara Desert. And gentlemen, these facts

lead to the conclusion that next summer is going to see the wildest war in the history of theworld!"

Even Ted, who knew his superior well enough to swear to his sanity, could not resist aglance a the
faces of the others, and met their eyeswith full understanding of the suspicion in them.

Maxwdll cleared histhroat. "Of course, of course" he said gruffly. "So therelll be awar and no more
eds. That's very easy to follow, but | believe I'll ask you gentlemen to excuse me. You see, | don't care
for eds”

"Just amoment more," said Asa Gaunt. He began to speek, and little by little agrim understanding
dawned on the four he faced.

Ted remained after the appalled and sobered group had departed. His mind was too chaotic as yet
for other occupations, and it was aready too late in the evening to find Kay, even had he dared with
these Oppressve revelations weighing on him.

"Areyou sure?' he asked nervoudy. "Areyou quite certain?

"Well, let'sgo over it again,” grunted Asa Gaunt, turning to the map. He swept his hand over the



white lines drawn in the Pacific Ocean. "L ook here. Thisisthe Equatoria Counter Current, Sveeping
cast to wash the shores of Guatemala, Sdvador, Honduras, Nicaragua, Costa Rica, and Panama."

"l know. I've flown over every square mile of that coast.”

"Uh." The older man turned to the blue-mapped expanse of the Atlantic. "And here," he resumed, "is
the North Equatorid Drift, coming west out of the Atlantic to sweep around Cubainto the Gulf, and to
emerge as - the Gulf Stream. It flows at an average speed of three knots per hour, is sixty milesbroad, a
hundred fathoms deep, and possesses, to start with, an average temperature of 50 degrees. And hereit
meets the Labrador Current and turns east to carry warmth to all of Western Europe. That's why
England is habitable; that'swhy southern France is semi-tropical; that's why men can live even in Norway
and Sweden. Look a Scandinavia, Ted; it'sin thelatitude of central Greenland, level with Baffin Bay.
Even Eskimos have difficulty scraping aliving on Baffin Idand.”

"I know," said Ted in avoice likeagroan. "But are you certain about - the rest of this?"

"Seefor yoursdf," growled Asa Gaunt. "The barrier's down now. The Equatorid Counter Current,
moving two knots per hour, will sweep right over what used to be Central Americaand strike the North
Equatoria Drift just south of Cuba. Do you see what will happen - is happening - to the Gulf Stream?
Instead of moving northeast dong the Atlantic coat, it will flow amost due east, across what used to be
the Sargasso Sea. Instead of bathing the shores of Northern Europe, it will strike the Spanish peninsula,
just asthe current, called the West Wind Drift does now, and instead of veering north it will turn south,
aong the coast of Africa. At three knots an hour it will take less than three months for the Gulf Stream to
deliver itslast gallon of warm water to Europe. That brings usto January - and after January, what?"

Ted said nothing.

"Now," resumed Asa Gaunt grimly, "the part of Europe occupied by countries dependent on the Gulf
Stream congists of Norway, Sweden, Denmark, Germany, the British Ides, the Netherlands, Belgium,
France, and to alesser extent, several others. Before six months have passed, Ted, you're going to seea
realignment of Europe. The Gulf Stream countries are going to be driven together; Germany and France
are suddenly going to become bosom friends, and France and Russia, friendly asthey aretoday, are
going to be bitter enemies. Do you seewhy?"

"N -no."

"Because the countries I've named now support over two hundred million inhabitants. Two hundred
million, Ted! And without the Gulf Stream, when England and Germany have the climate of L abrador,
and France of Newfoundland, and Scandinavia of Baffin Land - how many people can those regions
support then? Three or four million, perhaps, and that with difficulty. Where will the others go?’

"Where?'

"I cantdl you wherethey'll try to go. England will try to unload its surplus population onits colonies.
Indias hopelessy overcrowded, but South Africa, Canada, Australia, and New Zealand can absorb
some. About twenty-five of itsfifty millions, | should estimate, because Canada's a northern country and
Audtrdliadesert in avast part of it. France has Northern Africa, dready nearly as populous asit can be.
The others - well, you guess, Ted."

"l will. Siberia, South America, and - the United States!”

"A good guess. That'swhy Russaand France will no longer be the best of friends. South Americais
askeeton continent, ashell. Theinterior isunfit for white men, and so - it leaves Siberiaand North
America What awar'sin the making!"

"Itsamost unbdievable!" muttered Ted. "Just when the world seemed to be settling down, too.”

"Oh, it's happened before,”" observed Asa Gaunt. "Thisisn't the only climatic change that brought on
war. It was decreasing rainfall in central Asathat sent the Huns scouring Europe, and probably the Goths
and Vandasaswell. But it's never happened to two hundred million civilized people beforel” He paused.
"The newspapers are dl shrieking about the million and ahaf desthsin Centrd Amer ica. By thistime
next year they'll have forgotten that amillion and ahalf deeths ever rated aheadling!”

"But good Lord!" Ted burst out. "1sn't there anything to be done about it?!

"Sure, sure," saild Asa Gaunt. "Go find a nice tame earthquake that will raise back the forty thousand
square milesthe last one sunk. That'sal you haveto do, and if you can't do that, Maxwell's suggestion is



the next best: build submarines and submarines. They can't invade acountry if they can't gettoiit.”

*k%*

Asa Gaunt was beyond doubt the first man in the world to realize the full implications of the Centra
American disagter, but he was not very much ahead of the brilliant Sir Phineas Grey of the Roya Society.
Fortunatdly (or unfortunately, depending on which shore of the Atlantic you cal home), Sr Phineaswas
known to theworld of journaism as somewhat of asensationdist, and hiswarning was treated by the
English and Continental newspapers as on a par with those recurrent predictions of the end of the world.
Parliament noticed the warning just once, when Lord Rathmere rose in the Upper House to complain of
the unseasonably warm weether and to suggest dryly that the Gulf Stream be turned off amonth early this
year. But now and again some oceanographer made the insde pages by agreeing with Sir Phiness.

So Christmas approached very quietly, and Ted, happy enough to be stationed in Washington, spent
his days in routine topographica work in the office and his evenings, as many as she permitted, with Kay
Lovdl. And shedid permit an increasing number, so that the round of gaiety during the holidays found
them on the verge of engagement. They were engaged so far as the two of them were concerned, and
only awaited a propitious moment to inform Sir Joshua, whose gpprova Kay felt, with true English
conservatism, was a necessty.

Ted worried often enough about the dark picture Asa Gaunt had drawn, but an oath of secrecy kept
him from ever mentioning it to Kay. Once, when she had casudly brought up the subject of Sir Phineas
Grey and hiswarning, Ted had ssammered some inanity and hastily switched the subject. But with the
turn of the year and January, things began to change.

It was on the fourteenth that the firgt taste of cold struck Europe. London shivered for twenty-four
hours in the unheard-of temperature of twenty below zero, and Paris argued and gesticulated about its
grands froids. Then the high pressure area moved eastward and normal temperatures returned.

But not for long. On the twenty-first another zone of frigid temperature came drifting in on the
Westerlies, and the English and Continenta papers, carefully filed at the Congressiona Library, beganto
betray anote of panic. Ted read the editoriad comments avidly: of course Sir Phineas Grey was crazy; of
course hewas - but just suppose he wereright. Just suppose he were. Wasn't it unthinkable that the
safety and mgesty of Germany (or France or England or Belgium, depending on the particular capital
whence the paper came) was subject to the disturbances of alittle strip of land seven thousand miles
away? Germany (or France, et d) must control its own destiny.

With the third wave of Arctic cold, the tone became openly fearful. Perhaps Sir Phineas was right.
What then? What was to be done? There were rumblings and mutteringsin Paris and Berlin, and even
staid Odo witnessed ariot, and conservative London aswell. Ted began to redize that Asa Gaunt's
predictions were founded on keen judgment; the German government made an openly friendly gesture
toward France in adelicate border matter, and France reciprocated with an equally indulgent note.
Russia protested and was politely ignored; Europe was definitely redligning itself, and in desperate haste.

But America, save for aharassed group in Washington, had only casud interest in the matter. When
reports of suffering among the poor began to come during the first week in February, adrive was
launched to provide relief funds, but it met with only nominal success. People just weren't interested; a
cold winter lacked the dramatic power of aflood, afire, or an earthquake. But the papersreported in
increasing anxiety that the immigration quotas, unapproached for ahaf adozen years, were full again;
there was the beginning of an exodus from the Gulf Stream countries.

By the second week in February stark panic had gripped Europe, and echoes of it began to
penetrate even salf-sufficient America. The realignment of the Powers was definite and open now, and
Spain, Itay, the Bakans, and Russiafound themselves herded together, facing an ominous thunderhead
on the north and west. Russiaingtantly forgot her longstanding quarrel with Japan, and Japan, oddly, was
willing enough to forget her own grievances. There was astrange shifting of sympathies, the nationswhich
possessed large and thinly populated areas - Russia, the United States, Mexico, and al of South America
- were glaring back at afrantic Europe that awaited only the release of summer to launch agreater
invasion than any history had recorded. Attilaand his horde of Huns - the Mongol wavesthat beat down
on China- even the vast movements of the white race into North and South America- al these were but



minor migrationsto that which threatened now. Two hundred million people, backed by colossa fighting
power, glaring panic-stricken at the empty places of the world. No one knew where the thunderbolt
would strike first, but that it would strike was beyond doulbt.

*k*

While Europe shivered in the grip of anincredible winter, Ted shivered at the thought of certain
persona problems of hisown. The frantic world found an echo in his own situation, for here was he,
Americain miniature, and there was Kay Lovel, asmall edition of Britannia. Their sympathies clashed
like those of their respective nations.

Thetime for secrecy was over. Ted faced Kay before the fireplace in her home and stared from her
face to the cheery fire, whose brightness merely accentuated his gloom.

"Yeah," headmitted. "1 knew about it. I've known it Since a couple of days after the |sthmus
earthquake.”

"Then why didn't you tell me?Y ou should have.

"Couldnt. | swore not to tell.”

"Itisnt far!" blazed Kay. "Why should it fall on England?| tell you it sickens me even to think of
Merccroft standing there in snow, like some old Norse tower. It was born in Warwickshire, Ted, and so
was my father, and hisfather, and his, and dl of usback to the time of William the Conqueror. Do you
think it's a pleasant thing to think of my mother's rose garden as barren as - asatundra?’

"I'm sorry,” said Ted gently, "but what can | - or anyone - do about it? I'm just glad you're here on
thisside of the Atlantic, where you're safe.”

"Safel" sheflashed. "Yes, I'm safe, but what about my people? I'm safe because I'm in America, the
lucky country, the chosen land! Why did this have to happen to England? The Gulf Stream washes your
shorestoo. Why aren't Americans shivering and freezing and frightened and hopeless, instead of being
warm and comfortable and indifferent? Isthat fair?'

"The Gulf Stream," he explained miserably, "doesn't affect our climate so definitely becausein thefirst
place we're much farther south than Europe and in the second place our prevailing winds are from the
west, just as England's. But our winds blow from the land to the Gulf Stream, and England's from the
Gulf Stream to theland.”

"Butit'snot far! It'snot far!"

"Can| hdpit, Kay?'

"Oh, | suppose not," she agreed in suddenly weary tones, and then, with aresurgence of anger, "But
you people can do something about it! Look here! Listento thig!”

She spied aweek-old copy of the London Times, fingered rapidly through it, and turned on Ted.
"Ligen - just ligen! "And in the name of humanity it is not asking too much to ing st that our Sster nation
open her gatesto us. Let us settle the vast areas where now only Indian tribes hunt and buffalo range.
Wewould not be the, only onesto gain by such a settlement, for we would bring to the new country a
sane, industrious, law-abiding citizenry, no harborers of highwaymen and gangsters - apoint well worth
considering. We would bring agreat new purchasing public for American manufacturers, carrying with us
all our portable wedth. And finaly, we would provide ahost of eager defendersin the war for territory, a
war that now seemsinevitable. Our languageis onewith theirs; surely thisisthe logical solution,
especidly when one remembersthat the state of Texas done contains land enough to supply two acresto
every man, woman, and child on earth!" She paused and Stared defiantly at Ted. "Wdl?'

He snorted. "Indians and buffalo!™ he snapped. "Have you seen ether onein the United States?!

"No, but-"

"And asfor Texas, sure there's enough land there for two acresto everybody in the world, but why
didn't your editor mention that two acres won't even support acow over much of it? The LlIano
Estacado's nothing but an alkai desert, and there's a scarcity of water in lots of the rest of it. On that
argument, you ought to move to Greenland; I'll bet there's land enough there for Six acres per person!”

"That may betrue, but-"

"And asfor agreat new purchasing public, your portable wedlth is gold and paper money, isnt it?
Thegold'sall right, but what good isapound if there's no British credit to back it? 'Y our great new public



would smply swell the ranks of the unemployed until American industry could absorb them, which might
take years And meanwhile wages would go down to nothing because of an enormous surplus of labor,
and food and rent would go skyhigh because of millions of extra stomachsto feed and bodiesto shelter.”

"All right!" said Kay bleskly. "Arguedl you wish. I'll even concede that your arguments are right, but
therésonething | know iswrong, and that's leaving fifty million English people to starve and freeze and
suffer in acountry that's been moved, asfar as climate goes, to the North Pole. Why, you even get
excited over anewspaper story about one poor family in an unheated hovel! Then what about awhole
nation whose furnace has gone out?'

"What," countered Ted grimly, "about the saven or eight other nations whose furnaces have aso gone
out?'

"But England deserves priority!" she blazed. ™Y ou took your language from us, your literature, your
laws, your whole civilization. Why, even now you ought to be nothing but an English colony! That'sdl
you are, if you want the truth!™

"Wethink differently. Anyway, you know aswell as| that the United States can't open the door to
one nation and exclude the others. It must be al or none, and that means - none!”

"And that meanswar," she said bitterly. "Oh, Ted! | can't help theway | fed. | have people over
there - aunts, coudins, friends. Do you think | can stand indifferently aside while they're ruined? Although
they're ruined already, asfar asthat goes. Land's aready dropped to nothing there. Y ou can't sl it at
any pricenow."

"I know. I'm sorry, Kay, but it's no one'sfault. No on€'sto blame.”

"And s0 no one needs to do anything about it, | suppose. Isthat your nice American theory?"

"Y ou know that isn't fair! What can we do?"

"You could let usin! Asitiswell haveto fight our way in, and you can't blame ug"

"Kay, no nation and no group of nations can invade this country. Even if our navy were utterly
destroyed, bow far from the sea do you think ahostile army could march? It would be Napoleon in
Russadl over again; your army marchesin and is swalowed up. And whereis Europe going to find the
food to support an invading army? Do you think it could live on the land as it moved?1 tell you no sane
nation would try thet!"

"No sane nation, perhaps" sheretorted fiercely. "Do you think you're dedling with sane nations?"

He shrugged gloomily.

"They're desperate! " shewent on. "I don't blame them. Whatever they do, you've brought it on
yourselves. Now you'll befighting al of Europe, when you could have the British navy on your side. It's
stupid. It'sworse than stupid; it's salfish!”

"Kay," hesaid miserably, "I can't argue with you. | know how you fed, and | know it'sq bell of a
gtuation. But even if | agreed with everything you've said - which | don't - what could | do about it?1'm
not the President and I'm not Congress. Let's drop the argument for this evening, honey; it'sjust making
you unhappy.”

"Unhappy! Asif | could ever be anything else when everything | value, everything | love, isdoomed
to be buried under Arctic snow."

"Everything, Kay?' he asked gently. "Haven't you forgotten that there's something for you on thisside
of the Atlantic aswell?"

"I haven't forgotten anything,” she said coldly. "'l said everything, and I meanit. Americal | hate
America. Yes, and | hate Americanstoo!”

"Kay!"

"And what'smore," she blazed, "I wouldn't marry an American if he - if he could rebuild the |sthmus!
If England'sto freeze, I'll freeze with her, and if England'sto fight, her enemiesare mine!™

She rose suddenly to her fet, deliberately averted her eyesfrom histroubled face, and stalked out of
the room.

Sometimes, during those hectic weeksin February, Ted wormed hisway into the Vigitor's Galery in
one or the other Congressiona house. The out-going Congress, dueto stand for re-election in thefall,
wasthefocal point of the dawning hysteriain the nation, and was battling sensationally through its closing



session. Routine matters were ignored, and day after day found both houses considering the
unprecedented emergency with asort of gppdled inability to act in any effective unison. Fresk billsof all
description were read, considered, tabled, reconsidered, put to a second reading, and tabled again. The
hard-money boom of ayear earlier had swept in a Conservative mgority in the off-year eections, but
they had no red policy to offer, and the proposals of the minority group of Laborites and Leftistswere
voted down without substitutes being suggested.

Some of theweirdest billsin dl the weird annals of Congress appeared a thistime. Ted listened in
fascination to the Leftist proposd that each American family adopt two Europeans, splitting itsincome
into thirds; to asuggestion that Continental's be advised to undergo voluntary sterilization, thus restraining
the emergency to the time of one generation; to afantastic paper money scheme of the Senator from the
new state of Alaska, that wasto provide amagic formulato permit Europe to purchaseitslivelihood
without impoverishing the rest of the world. There were suggestions of outright relief, but the problem of
charity to two hundred million people was so obvioudy staggering that this proposal at leest received little
attention. But there were certain bills that passed both houses without debate, gaining the votes of
Leftists, Laborites, and Conservatives aike; these were the grim appropriations for submarines,
super-bombers and interceptors, and aircraft-carriers.

Those were strange, hectic days in Washington. Outwardly there was il the same gay society that
gatherslikefroth around al greet capitas, and Ted, of course, being young and decidedly not
unaitractive, received hisfull share of invitations. But not even the least sengtive could have overlooked
the dark undercurrents of hysteriathat flowed just beneath the surface. There was dancing, there was gay
dinner conversation, there was laughter, but beneath dl of it wasfear. Ted was not the only oneto notice
that the diplomatic representatives of the Gulf Stream countries were conspicuous by their absence from
all affairs save those of such importance that their presence was amatter of policy. And even then,
incidents occurred; he was present when the Minister from France stalked angrily from the room because
some hostess had betrayed the poor taste of permitting her dance orchestrato play acertain popular
number caled "The Gulf Stream Blues." Newspapers carefully refrained from mentioning the occurrence,
but Washington buzzed with it for days.

Ted looked invain for Kay. Her father appeared when appearance was necessary, but Ted had not
seen the girl since her drupt dismissa of him, and in reply to hisinquiries, Sir Joshua granted only the
gruff and double-edged explanation that she was "indisposed.” So Ted worried and fumed about her in
vain, until he scarcely knew whether his own stuation or that of the world was more important. In the last
analysis, of course, the two were one and the same.

Theworld waslike acrysa of nitrogen iodide, waiting only the drying-out of summer to explode.
Under itsfrozen surface Europe was seething like Mounts Erebus and Terror that blaze in theice of
Antarctica. Little Hungary had massed its army on the west, beyond doubt to oppose asimilar massing
on the part of the Anschlus. Of this particular report, Ted heard Maxwell say with an air of rdlief that it
indicated that Germany had turned her face inland; it meant one less potentid enemy for America. But the
maritime nations were ancther story, and especiadly mighty Britain, whose world-girdling fleet was
gathering day by day in the Atlantic. That was a crowded ocean indeed, for on its westward shore was
massed the American battle fleet, built at |ast to treaty strength, and building far beyond it, while north
and south piled every vessel that could raise a pound of steam, bearing those fortunates who could leave
their European homes to whatever lands hope caled them. Africaand Australia, wherever Europe had
colonies, were receiving an unheard of stream of immigrants. But this stream was actudly only the merest
trickle, composed of those who possessed sufficient liquid wealth to encompass the journey. Untold
millions remained chained to their homes, bound by the possession of unsaable lands, or by investments
in business, or by sentiment, or by the smplelack of sufficient fundsto buy passage for families. And
throughout al of the afflicted countries were those who clung stubbornly to hope, who believed evenin
the grip of that unbelievable winter that the danger would pass, and that things would come right in the
end.

Blunt, sraightforward little Holland was the first nation to propose openly awholesde transfer of
population. Ted read the note, or at least the version of it given the press on February 214t In substance



it smply repeated the arguments Kay had read from the London paper - the pleato humanity, the
affirmation of an honest and industrious citizenry, and the gpped to the friendship that had dways existed
between the two nations; and the communication closed with arequest for an immediate reply because of
"the urgency of the Stuation.” And an immediate reply was forthcoming.

Thiswas aso given to the press. In suave and very polished diplomatic language it pointed out that
the United States could hardly admit nationals of one country while excluding those of others. Under the
terms of the Nationd Origins Act, Dutch immigrants would be welcomed to the full extent of their quota.
It was even possible that the quota might be increased, but it was not conceivable that it could be
removed entirely. The note wasin effect asuave, dignified, diplomatic 'No.'

March drifted in on a southwest wind. In the Southern statesit brought spring, and in Washington a
faint forerunner of balmy westher to come, but to the Gulf Stream countriesit brought no release from the
Arctic winter that had falen on them withitsicy mantle. Only in the Basque country of Southern France,
where vagrant winds dipped at intervals across the Pyranees with the warm bregth of the deflected
Stream, wasthere any sign of therelaxing of that frigid clutch. But that was apromise; April would come,
and May - and the world flexed its stedd musclesfor war.

Everyone knew now that war threstened. After the first few notes and replies, no more were
released to the press, but everyone knew that notes, representatives, and communiques were flying
between the powers like aflurry of white doves, and everyone knew, at least in Washington, that the
tenor of those notes was no longer dove-like. Now they carried brusgue demands and blunt refusals.

Ted knew as much of the Situation as any aert observer, but no more. He and Asa Gaunt discussed
it endlesdly, but the dry Texan, having made his predictions and seen them verified, was no longer in the
middle of the turmail, for his bureau had, of course, nothing to do with the affair now. So the Geologica
Survey staggered on under awoefully reduced appropriation, a handicap shared by every other
governmental function that had no direct bearing on defense.

All the American countries, and for that matter, every nation save those in Western Europe, were
enjoying afeverish, abnormd, hectic boom. Theflight of capital from Europe, and the frantic cry for
food, had created arush of business, incessant, avid, and exports mounted unbelievably. In this
emergency, France and the nations under her hegemony, those who had clung so stubbornly, to gold ever
since the second revaluation of the franc, were now at a marked advantage, since their money would buy
more whesat, more cattle, and more cod. But the paper countries, especidly Britain, shivered and frozein
stone cottage and draughty manor aike.

On the eleventh of March, that memorable Tuesday when the thermometer touched twenty-eight
below in London, Ted reached a decision toward which he had been struggling for six weeks. Hewas
going to swalow his pride and see Kay again. Washington was buzzing with rumorsthat Sir Joshuawas
to be recalled, that diplomatic relations with England were to be broken as they had aready been broken
with France. The entire nation moved about its daily businessin an air of tense expectancy, for the break
with France meant little in view of that country's negligible sea power, but now, if the colossus of the
British navy wereto dign itsdf with the French army-.

But what troubled Ted was a much more personal problem. If Sir Joshua Lovell were recdled to
London, that meant that Kay would accompany him, and once she were caught in the frozen Hell of
Europe, he had apanicky fedling that she was|lost to him forever. When war broke, asit surely must,
therewould go hislast hope of ever seeing her again. Europe, apparently, was doomed, for it seemed
impossible that any successful invasion could be carried on over thousands of miles of ocean, but if he
could save the one fragment of Europe that meant everything to him, if he could somehow save Kay
Lovell, it was worth the sacrifice of pride or of anything else. So he cdled onefinal time on the telephone,
received the same response from an unfriendly maid, and then left the almost idle office and drove
directly to her home.

The same maid answered hisring. "MissLovell isnotin," shesaid coldly. "I told you that when you
telephoned.”

"I'll wait," returned Ted grimly, and thrust himsdlf through the door. He seated himsdlf golidly inthe
hall, glared back at the maid, and waited. It was no more than five minutes before Kay herself appeared,



coming wearily down the steps.

"I wishyou'd leave," she said. She was pallid and troubled, and he felt a great surge of sympathy.

"l wont leave."

"What do | have to do to make you go away? | don't want to seeyou, Ted."

"If you'l talk to mejust haf an hour, I'll go." Sheyielded listlesdy, leading the way into the living room
where afire ill crackled in cheerful irony. "Well?' she asked.

"Kay, do you love me?'

"l - No, | don't!"

"Kay," he perssted gently, "do you love me enough to marry me and stay here where you're safe?"

Tears glistened suddenly in her brown eves. "'l hateyou,” shesaid. "I hateal of you. You'reanation
of murderers. You'relike the East Indian Thugs, only they call murder rdigion and you cdl it patriotism.”

"I won't even argue with you, Kay. | can't blame you for your viewpoint, and | can't blame you for
not understanding mine. But - do you love me?'

"All right,” she said in sudden weariness. "'l do."

"And will you marry me?"

"No. No, | won't marry you, Ted. I'm going back to England.”

"Then will you marry mefirst? I'll let you go back, Kay, but afterwards - if theré's any world left after
what's coming - | could bring you back here. I'll haveto fight for what | believein, and | won't ask you to
stay with me during the time our nations are enemies, but afterwards, Kay - if you're my wifel could
bring you here. Don't you see?'

"| see, but - no."

"Why, Kay?You said you loved me."

"l do," shesaid dmogt bitterly. "1 wish | didn't, because | can't marry you hating your people the way
| do. If you wereon my side, Ted, | swear I'd marry you tomorrow, or today, or five minutes from now -
but asitis, | cant. It just wouldn't befair.”

"Y ou'd not want meto turn traitor," he responded gloomily. "Onething I'm sure of, Kay, isthat you
couldn't love atraitor." He paused. "Isit goodbye, then?"

"Yes" Thereweretearsin her eyesagain. "It isn't public yet, but father has been recalled. Tomorrow
he presents hisrecall to the Secretary of State, and the day after we leave for England. Thisis goodbye.”

"That does mean war!" he muttered. "I've been hoping that in spite of everything - God knows I'm
sorry, Kay. | don't blame you for the way you fed. Y ou couldn't fed differently and till be Kay Lovell,
but - it's damned hard. It's damned hard!"

She agreed slently. After amoment she said, "Think of my part of it, Ted - going back to ahome
that'slike - wdll, the Rockefeler Mountainsin Antarctica. | tell you, 1'd rather it had been England that
sunk into the seal That would have been easier, much essier than this. If it had sunk until the wavesrolled
over the very peak of Ben Macdubl-" She broke off.

"The waves arerolling over higher peaks than Ben Macdubl," he responded drearily. "They're-"
Suddenly he paused, staring at Kay with hisjaw dropping and awild light in his eyes!

"The SerraMadre!" he belowed, in such aroaring voice that the girl shrank away. "The Mother
range! The SerraMadre! The SerraMadre!™

"Wh - what?" she gasped.

"The Sera! Ligento me, Kay! Listento me! Do you trust me! Will you do something - something
for both of us? Us? | mean for theworld! Will you?'

"I know you will! Kay, keep your father from presenting hisrecall! Keep him here another ten days -
even another week. Canyou?'

"How? How can 17"

"I don't know. Any way at all. Get sick. Get too sick to travel, and beg him not to present his papers
until you can leave. Or - or tell him that the United States will make his country an dternate proposa ina
few days. That'sthetruth. | swear that'strue, Kay."

"But - but hewon't believe mel"

"He'sgot to! | don't care how you do it, but keep him here! And have him report to the Foreign



Office that new devel opments - vastly important developments - have come up. That'strue, Kay."

"True? Then what arethey?'

"Thereisnt timeto explain. Will you do what | ask?"

“I'll try!"

"You're-wdl youremarvelous" he said huskily. He stared into her tragic brown eyes, kissed her
lightly, and rushed away.

* % %

Asa Gaunt was scowling down at amap of the dead Salton Seawhen Ted dashed unannounced into
the office. Therangy Texan looked up with adry smile at the unceremonious entry.

"lI'vegot it!" ydled Ted.

"A bad case of it," agreed Asa Gaunt. "What's the diagnosis?"

"No, | mean- Say, hasthe Survey taken soundings over the Ishmus?’

"The Dolphin's been there for weeks," said the older man. ™Y ou know you can't map forty thousand
square miles of ocean bed during the lunch hour.”

"Where," shouted Ted, "are they sounding?'

"Over Pearl Cay Point, Bluefields, Monkey Point, and San Juan del Norte, of course. Naturally
they'll sound the places where there were citiesfirst of al.”

"Oh, naturdly!" said Ted, suppressing hisvoiceto atense quiver. "And whereisthe Marlin?'

"Idle a Newport News. We can't operate both of them under this year's budget.”

"To hdl with the budget!" flared Ted. "Get the Marlin there too, and any other vessd that can carry
an dectric plumb!™

"Yes, gr - right away, gr," said AsaGaunt dryly. "When did you relieve Golshorough as Secretary of
the Interior, Mr. Wdling?"

"I'm sorry,” replied Ted. "I'm not giving orders, but I've thought of something. Something that may get
al of usout of thismesswerein.”

"Indeed? Sounds mildly interesting. Isit another of theseinternationd fiat - money schemes?

"No!" blazed Ted. "It'sthe SierraMadre! Don't you see?’

"Inwords of one syllable, no."

"Then ligen! I've flown over every square mile of the sunken territory. 1've mapped and
photographed it, and I've laid out the geodetics. | know that buried strip of land aswell as| know the
humps and hollowsin my own bed.”

"Congratulations, but whet of it?"

"Thisl" snapped Ted. He turned to the wall, pulled down the topographical map of Central America,
and began to speak. After awhile Asa Gaunt leaned forward in his chair and aqueer light gathered in his
pale blue eyes.

*k*

What follows has been recorded and interpreted in a hundred ways by numberless historians. The
story of the Dolphin and the Marlin, sounding in frantic haste the course of the submerged Cordilleras, is
initsdf romance of thefirgt order. The secret story of diplomacy, the holding of Britain's neutraity so that
the lesser sea powers dared not declare war across three thousand miles of ocean, is another romance
that will never betold openly. But the most fascinating story of dl, the building of the Cordilleran
Inter-continental Wall, has been told so often that it needs ittle comment.

The soundings traced theirregular course of the sunken Sierra Madre mountains. Ted's guesswas
justified; the peaks of the range were not inaccessibly far below the surface. A route was found where
the Equatoria Counter Current swept over them with adepth at no point greater than forty fathoms, and
the building of the Wall began on March the 314, began in frantic haste, for the task utterly dwarfed the
digging of the abandoned Candl itsdlf. By the end of September some two hundred miles had been raised
to sealevel, amighty rampart seventy-five feet broad at its narrowest point, and with an extreme height
of two hundred and forty feet and an average of ninety.

Therewas till dmost haf to be completed when winter siwept out of the north over afrightened
Europe, but the half that had been built was the critica sector. On one side washed the Counter Current,



on the other the Equatoria Drift, bound to join the Gulf Stream in its dow march toward Europe, And the
mighty Stream, traced by a hundred oceanographic vessals, veered dowly northward again, and bathed
firgt the shores of France, then of England, and finaly of the high northern Scandinavian Peninsula. Winter
camedrifting in asmildly as of old, and asigh of relief went up from every nation in theworld.

Ostens bly the Cordilleran Inter-continental Wall was constructed by the United States. A good
many of the more chauvinistic newspapers bewailed the appearance of Uncle Sam as a sucker again,
paying for the five hundred million dollar project for the benefit of Europe. No one noticed that there was
no Congressiona appropriation for the purpose, nor has anyone since wondered why the British naval
bases on Trinidad, Jamaica, and a Belize have harbored so large a portion of His Mgesty's Atlantic
Heet. Nor, for that matter, has anyone inquired why the dead war debts were so suddenly exhumed and
settled so cheerfully by the European powers.

A few higtorians and economists may suspect. Thetruth isthat the Cordilleran Inter-continental Wall
has given the United States aworld hegemony, in fact dmaost aworld empire. From the south tip of
Texas, from Florida, from Puerto Rico, and from the otherwise useless Cand Zone, athousand
American planes could bomb the Wall into ruin. No European nation dares risk that.

Moreover, no nation in theworld, not even in the orient where the Gulf Stream has no climatic
influence, dares threaten war on America. If Japan, for instance, should so much as speak a hostile word,
the whole military might of Europe would turn againgt her. Europe simply cannot risk an attack on the
Wal, and certainly thefirst effort of anation at war with the United States would be to force a passage
through theWall.

In effect the United States can command the armies of Europe with afew bombing planes, though
not even the most ardent pacifists have yet suggested that experiment. But such are the results of the
barrier officidly known asthe Cordilleran Intercontinental Wall, but called by every newspaper after its
originator, the Welling Wall.

It was mid-summer before Ted had time enough to consider marriage and a honeymoon. He and
Kay spent the latter on the Caribbean, cruising that treacherous seaiin asturdy fifty-foot doop lent for the
occasion by Asa Gaunt and the Geologica Survey. They spent agood share of the time watching the
great dredges and construction vessalsworking desperately at the task of adding millions of cubic yards
to the peaks of the submarine range that was once the SierraMadre. And one day asthey lay on the
deck in swimming suits, bent on acquiring atropica tan, Ted asked her aquestion.

"By theway," he began, "you've never told me how you managed to keep Sir Joshuain the States.
That galed off war just long enough for thisthing to be worked out and presented. How'd you do it?"

Kay dimpled. "Oh, first | tried to tell him | wassick. | got desperately sick.”

"I knew hed fal for that."

"But he didn't. He said a seavoyage would help me.”

"Then - what did you do?

"WEell, you see be has asort of idiosyncrasy toward quinine. Ever since hisservicein India, where he
had to teke it day after day, he developswhat doctors cal aquinine rash, and he hasn't taken any for
years."

"Wd|?'

"Don't you see? His before-dinner cocktall had alittle quinineinit, and so did hiswine, and so did his
tea, and the sugar and the salt. He kept complaining that everything he ate tasted bitter to him, and |
convinced him that it was dueto hisindigestion.”

"And then?'

"Why, then | brought him one of hisindigestion capsules, only it didn't have hismedicineinit. It had a
nice dose of quinine, and in two hours he was pink asasamon, and so itchy he couldn't Sit ill!™

Ted began to laugh. "Don't tell me that kept him there!”

"Not that done," said Kay demurely. "I made him cal in adoctor, afriend of minewho - well, who
kept asking meto marry him - and | sort of bribed him to tell father he had - | think it was erysipelashe
cdledit. Something violently contagious, anyway.



"And s0-7'
"And so we were quarantined for two weeks! And | kept feeding father quinine to keep up the bluff,
and - well, we were very srictly quarantined. He just couldn't present hisrecdl!™

THE WORLDSOF IF

| STOPPED on the way to the Staten Idand Airport to cal up, and that was amistake, doubtless,
sgnce | had achance of making it otherwise. But the office was affable. "WEell hold the ship five minutes
for you," the clerk said. "That's the best we can do."

So | rushed back to my taxi and we spun off to the third level and sped acrossthe Staten Bridge like
acomet treading asted rainbow. | had to bein Mascow by evening, by eight o'clock in fact, for the
opening of bidson the Urd Tunnel. The Government required the persona presence of an agent of each
bidder, but the firm should have known better than to send me, Dixon Wells, even though the N. J. Wells
Corporation is, S0 to speak, my father. | have a- well, an undeserved reputation for being late to
everything; something aways comes up to prevent me from getting anywhere on time. It's never my faullt;
thistime it was a chance encounter with my old physics professor, old Haskel van Manderpootz. |
couldn't very well just say hello and good-bye to him; I'd been afavorite of hisback in the college days
of 2014.

| missed the airliner, of course. | was still on the Staten Bridge when | heard the roar of the catapult
and the Soviet rocket Baikal hummed over uslike atracer bullet with along tail of flame.

We got the contract anyway; the firm wired our man in Beirut and he flew up to Moscow, but it
didn't help my reputation. However, | felt agreat deal better when | saw the evening papers, the Baika,
flying at the north edge of the eastbound lane to avoid a storm, had locked winds with a British fruitship
and al but ahundred of her five hundred passengers werelost. | had dmost become "the late Mr. Wells'
inagrimmer sense,

I'd made an engagement for the following week with old van Manderpootz. It seems held transferred
to N.Y.U. as head of the department of Newer Physics - that is, of Relativity. He deserved it; the old
chap wasageniusif ever there was one, and even now, eight years out of college, | remember more
from his course than from haf adozen in caculus, seam and gas, mechanics, and other hazards on the
path to an engineer's education, So on Tuesday night | dropped in an hour or so late, to tell the truth,
since I'd forgotten about the engagement until mid-evening.

Hewasreading in aroom as disorderly asever. "Humph!" he granted. "Time changes everything but
habit, | see. Y ou were agood student, Dick, but | seem to recall that you aways arrived in class toward
the middle of the lectures”

"l had acoursein East Hall just before,” | explained. "I couldn't seem to makeitintime.”

"Well, it'stimeyou learned to be ontime," he growled. Then hiseyestwinkled. "Time!" he g aculated.
"The mogt fascinating word in the language. Here we've used it five times (there goesthe sixth time - and
the seventh!) in the first minute of conversation; each of us understands the other, yet scienceisjust
beginning to learn its meaning, Science? | mean that | am beginning to learn.”

| sat down. "Y ou and science are synonymous,” | grinned. "Aren't you one of the world's outstanding
physcigs?'

"One of them!" he snorted. "One of them! And who are the others?'

"Oh, Corvellle and Hagtings and Shrimski-"

"Bah! Would you mention them in the same breath with the name of van Manderpootz? A pack of
jackals, eating the crumbs of ideas that drop from my feast of thoughts! Had you gone back into the last
century, now - had you mentioned Einstein and de Sitter - there, perhaps, are names worthy to rank with
(or just below) van Manderpootz!"

| grinned again in amusement. "Einstein was consdered pretty good, wasn't he?' | remarked. "After
al, hewasthefirg to tic time and space to the laboratory. Before him they were just philosophical

concepts.”



"He didn't!" ragped the professor. "Perhaps, in adim, primitive fashion, he showed theway, but I - I,
van Manderpootz - am the first to seize time, drag it into my laboratory, and perform an experiment on
it

"Indeed? And what sort of experiment?"

"What experiment, other than Smple measurement, isit possible to perform?’ he snapped.

"Why - | don't know. Totrave init?"

"Exadly.”

"Likethese time-machinesthat are so popular in the current magazines? To go into the future or the
past?’

"Bah! Many bahs! The future or the past - pfui! It needs no van Manderpootz to seethefdlacy in
that. Einstein showed usthat much.”

"How?It's conceivable, in't it?!

"Conceivable? And you, Dixon Wells, studied under van Manderpootz!" He grew red with emotion,
then grimly calm. "Listen to me. Y ou know how time varieswith the speed of asystem - Eingein's
reldivity."

"y es"

"Very well. Now suppose then that the great engineer Dixon Wells invents amachine capable of
traveling very fast, enormoudy fast, nine-tenths asfast aslight. Do you follow? Good. Y ou then fud this
miracle ship for alittlejaunt of ahaf-million miles, which, snce mass (and with it inertia) increases
according to the Eingtein formulawith increasing speed, takes dl the fuel in the world. But you solve that.
Y ou use aomic energy. Then, Since at nine-tenths light-speed, your ship weighs about as much asthe
sun, you disintegrate North Americato give you sufficient motive power. Y ou start off at that speed, a
hundred and sixty-eight thousand miles per second, and you travel for two hundred and four thousand
miles. The acceleration has now crushed you to degath, but you have penetrated the future.” He paused,
grinning sardonicaly. "Haven't you?'

"y es"

"And how far?'

| hesitated.

"Useyour Eingtein formula™ he screeched. "How far?I'll tell you. One second!” He grinned
triumphantly. "That's how possibleit isto travel into the future. And asfor the past - in thefirst place,
you'd have to exceed light-gpeed, which immediately entailsthe use of more than an infinite number of
horsepowers. Well assume that the great engineer Dixon Wells solvesthét little problem too, even
though the energy out-put of the whole universeis not an infinite number of horsepowers. Then he applies
thismore than infinite power to travel at two hundred and four thousand miles per second for ten
seconds. He has then penetrated the past. How far?’

Again | hestated.

"I'll tell you. One second!" He glared at me. "Now all you haveto do isto design such amachine,
and then van Manderpootz; will admit the possibility of traveling into the future - for alimited number of
seconds. Asfor the padt, | have just explained that al the energy in the universeisinsufficient for that.”

"But," | sammered, "you just said that you-"

"I did not say anything about traveling into either future or past, which | have just demongtrated to
you to beimpossible - apractical impossibility in the one case and an absolute onein the other.”

"Then how do you trave intime?'

"Not even van Manderpootz can perform theimpossible" said the professor, now faintly jovid. He
tapped athick pad of typewriter paper on the table beside him. "See, Dick, thisistheworld, the
universe” He swept afinger downit. "It islong intime, and" - sweeping hishand acrossit - "itisbroad in
gpace, but" - now jabbing hisfinger againg its center - "it isvery thinin the fourth dimension. Van
Manderpootz takes aways the shortest, the most logical course. | do not travel aong time, into past or
future. No. Me, | travel acrosstime, Sdeways!"

| gulped. "Sidewaysinto time! What'sthere?

"What would naturaly be there?' he snorted. "Ahead isthe future; behind isthe past. Those areredl,



the worlds of past and future. What worlds are neither past nor future, but contemporary and yet -
extempord - exiding, asit were, intime pardld to our time?"

| shook my head.

"Idiot!" he snapped. "The conditional worlds, of course! The worlds of 'if." Ahead are the worldsto
be; behind are the worlds that were; to either sde are the worlds that might have been - the worlds of if!"

"Eh?" | was puzzled. "Do you mean that you can see what will happenif | do such and such?"

"No!" he snorted. "My machine does not reved the past nor predict the future. It will show, as| told
you, the conditiona worlds. Y ou might expressit, by 'if | had done such and such, so and so would have
happened.' The worlds of the subjunctive mode.”

"Now how the devil doesit do that?'

"Simple, for van Manderpootz! | use polarized light, polarized not in the horizontal or vertica planes,
but in the direction of the fourth dimension - an easy matter. One uses |celand spar under colossal
pressure, that isal. And sincethe worlds are very thin in the direction of the fourth dimension, the
thickness of asingle light wave, though it be but millionths of an inch, issufficient. A consderable
improvement over time-traveling in past or future, with itsimpossible vel ocities and ridicul ous distances! ™

"But - arethose - worlds of if - real ?"

"Red?What isred? They arereal, perhaps, in the sense that two isaread number as opposed to
V-2, whichisimaginary. They are the worlds that would have been if- Do you see?”

| nodded. "Dimly. Y ou could see, for instance, what New Y ork would have been likeif England had
won the Revolution insteed of the Colonies.”

"That's the principle, true enough, but you couldn't see that on the machine. Part of it, you see, isa
Horsten psychomeat (stolen from one of my ideas, by the way) and you, the user, become part of the
device. Y our own mind is necessary to furnish the background. For instance, if George Washington
could have used the mechanism after the Signing of peace, he could have seen what you suggest. We
can't. Y ou can't even see what would have happened if | hadn't invented the thing, but | can. Do you
understand?’

"Of course. Y ou mean the background hasto rest in the past experiences of the user.”

"You're growing brilliant,” he scoffed. "Y es. The device will show ten hours of what would have
happened if - condensed, of course, asin amovie, to haf an hour's actua time's " Say, that sounds
interesting!”

"Youd liketo seeit? Isthere anything you'd like to find out? Any choice you'd ater?"

"I'll say - athousand of 'em. I'd like to know what would have happened if I'd sold out my stocksin
2009 ingtead of "10. | wasamillionairein my own right then, but | wasalittle - well, alittle latein
liquidating.”

"Asusud," remarked van Manderpootz. "L et's go over to the laboratory then.”

The professor's quarters were but a block from the campus. He ushered me into the Physics
Building, and thence into his own research |aboratory, much like the one | had visited during my courses
under him. The device - hecdled it his"subjunctivisor,” sinceit operated in hypothetica worlds -
occupied the entire center table. Mogt of it was merely a Horsten psychomat, but glittering crystdlineand
glassy wasthe prism of |celand spar, the polarizing agent that was the heart of the instrument.

Van Manderpootz pointed to the headpiece. "Put it on,” he said, and | sat staring at the screen of the
psychomat. | suppose everyoneisfamiliar with the Horsten psychomeat; it was as much afad afew years
ago asthe ouijaboard a century back. Yet it isn't just atoy; sometimes, much asthe ouijaboard, it'sa
real aid to memory. A maze of vague and colored shadowsis caused to drift dowly across the screen,
and one watches them, meanwhile visudizing whatever scene or circumstances he istrying to remember.
Heturns aknob that altersthe arrangement of lights and shadows, and when, by chance, the design
corresponds to hismental picture - presto! Thereishis scenere-created under his eyes. Of course his
own mind adds the details. All the screen actudly shows are these tinted blobs of light and shadow, but
the thing can be amazingly redl. I've seen occasions when | could have sworn the psychomat showed
pictures dmogt as sharp and detailed asredlity itsdf; theilluson is sometimes as Sartling asthat.

Van Manderpootz switched on the light, and the play of shadows began. "Now recall the



circumstances of, say, ahaf-year after the market crash. Turn the knob until the picture clears, then stop.
At that point | direct thelight of the subjunctivisor upon the screen, and you have nothing to do but
watch."

| did as directed. Momentary pictures formed and vanished. The inchoate sounds of the device
hummed like distant voices, but without the added suggestion of the picture, they meant nothing. My own
face flashed and dissolved and then, findly, | had it. Therewas a picture of mysdlf Sitting in an ill-defined
room; that was al. | released the knob and gestured.

A dlick followed. Thelight dimmed, then brightened. The picture cleared, and amazingly, another
figure emerged, awoman, | recognized her; it, was Whimsy White, erstwhile star of televison and
premiere actress of the"Vison Varieties of '09." She was changed on that picture, but | recognized her.

I'll say | did! I'd been trailing her dl through the boom years of ‘07 to '10, trying to marry her, while
old N. J. raved and ranted and threatened to |eave everything to the Society for Rehabilitation of the
Gobi Desert. | think those threats were what kept her from accepting me, but after | took my own money
and ran it up to acouple of million in that crazy market of ‘08 and 09, she softened.

Temporarily, that is. When the crash of the spring of '10 came and bounced me back on my father
and into thefirm of N. J. Wélls, her favor dropped a dozen points to the market's one. In February we
were engaged, in April - we were hardly speaking. In May they sold me out. I'd been late again.

And now, there she was on the psychomat screen, obvioudy plumping out, and not nearly so pretty
asmemory had pictured her. She was staring at me with an expresson of enmity, and | was glaring back.
The buzzes became voices.

"You nit-wit!" she snapped. "Y ou can't bury me out here. | want to go back to New Y ork, where
theresalittlelife. I'm bored with you and your golf."

"And I'm bored with you and your whole dizzy crowd."

"At least they're dive. Y oureawaking corpse! Just because you were lucky enough to gamble
yourself into the money, you think you'reatin god.”

"Wadl, | don't think you're Cleopatral Those friends of yours - they trail after you because you give
parties and spend money - my money."

"Better than spending it to knock awhite walnut dong amountainside!

"Indeed? Y ou ought to try it, Marie." (That was her red name.) "It might help your figure - though |
doubt if anything could!"

Sheglared in rage and - well, that was a painful haf-hour. | won't give dl the details, but | was glad
when the screen dissolved into meaningless colored clouds.

"Whew!" | said, staring at van Manderpootz, who had been reading.

"Youlikedit?'

"Liked it! Say, | guess| waslucky to be cleaned out. | won't regret it from now on."

"That," said the professor grandly, "is van Manderpootz's great contribution to human happiness. 'Of
al sad words of tongue or pen, the saddest are these: It might have been!" True no longer, my friend
Dick. Van Manderpootz has shown that the proper reading is, ‘It might have been - worse!™

It was very late when | returned home, and as aresult, very late when | rose, and equally late when |
got to the office. My father was unnecessarily worked up about it, but he exaggerated when he said I'd
never been on time. He forgets the occasi ons when he's awakened me and dragged me down with him.,
Nor wasit necessary to refer so sarcadtically to my missing the Baika; | reminded him of the wrecking of
theliner, and he responded very heartlessly that if 1'd been aboard, the rocket would have been late, and
so would have missed colliding with the British fruitship. It was likewise superfluous for him to mention
that when he and | had tried to snatch afew weeks of golfing in the mountains, even the spring had been
late. | had nothing to do with that.

"Dixon," he concluded, "you have no conception whatever of time. None whatever."

The conversation with van Manderpootz recurred to me. | wasimpelled to ask, "And haveyou, Sr?"

"I have" he said grimly. "I most assuredly have. Time," he said oracularly "ismoney."

Y ou can't argue with aviewpoint like that.

But those aspersons of hisrankled, especially that about the Baika. Tardy | might be, but it was



hardly conceivable that my presence aboard the rocket could have averted the catastrophe. It irritated
me; in away, it made me responsible for the deaths of those unrescued hundreds among the passengers
and crew, and | didn't like the thought.

Of coursg, if they'd waited an extrafive minutes for me, or if 1'd been on time and they'd left on
scheduleingtead of five minutes|ate, or if - if!

If! Theword called up van Manderpootz and his subjunctivisor - theworlds of "if," the weird, unredl
worldsthat existed beside redlity, neither past nor future, but contemporary, yet extempora. Somewhere
among their ghostly infinities existed one that represented the world that would have been had | made the
liner. | had only to call up Hasket van Manderpootz, make an appointment, and then - find out.

Y et it wasn't an easy decison. Suppose - just supposethat | found mysdlf responsible - not legally
responsible, certainly; thered be no question of crimina negligence, or anything of that sort - not even
mordly responsible, because | couldn't possibly have anticipated that my presence or absence could
weigh S0 heavily in the scales of life and death, nor could | have known in which direction the scales
would tip. Just - responsible; that was all. Yet | hated to find out.

| hated equaly not finding out. Uncertainty hasits pangs too, quite as painful asthose of remorse. It
might be less nerveracking to know myself responsible than to wonder, to waste thoughtsin vain doubts
and futile reproaches. So | seized the visiphone, dided the number of the University and at length gazed
on the broad, humorous, intelligent features of van Manderpootz, dragged from amorning lecture by my
cal.

| wasdl but prompt for the appointment the following evening, and might actudly have been ontime
but for an unreasonable traffic officer who ingsted on booking mefor speeding. At any rate, van
Manderpootz was impressed.

"Wel!" herumbled. "1 dmost missed you, Dixon. | wasjust going over to the club, sincel didn't
expect you for an hour. Y oure only ten minutes|ate."

| ignored this. "Professor, | want to use your - uh - your subjunctivisor.”

"Eh?Oh, yes. You'relucky, then. | wasjust about to dismantleit.”

"Digmantleit! Why?'

"It has served its purpose. It has given birth to an idea far more important than itself. | shall need the
space it occupies.”

"But what istheides, if it's not too presumptuous of meto ask?"

"It is not too presumptuous. Y ou and the world which awaitsit so eagerly may both know, but you
bear it from the lips of the author. It is nothing less than the autobiography of van Manderpootz!” He
paused impressively.

| gaped. "Y our autobiography?*

"Y es. Theworld, though perhaps unaware, iscrying for it. | shall detail my life, my work. | shall
reved mysdlf asthe man responsible for the three years duration of the Pecific War of 2004."

"None other. Had | not been aloyal Netherlands subject at that time, and therefore neutral, the
forces of Asawould have been crushed in three monthsinstead of three years. The subjunctivisor tells
me so; | would have invented a cdculator to forecast the chances of every engagement; van
Manderpootz would have removed the bit or miss dement in the conduct of war." He frowned solemnly.
"Thereismy idea. The autobiography of van Manderpootz. What do you think of it?"

| recovered my thoughts. "It's- uh - it'scolossal!" | said vehemently. "I'll buy acopy mysdf. Severd
copies. I'll send 'em to my friends.”

"l," said van Manderpootz expansively, "shal autograph your copy for you. It will be priceless. | shall
write in somefitting phrase, perhaps something like Magnificus sed non superbus. 'Great but not proud!’
That well described van Manderpootz, who despite his greatnessis smple, modest, and unassuming.
Don't you agree?'

"Perfectly! A very gpt description of you. But - couldn't | see your subjunctivisor beforeit's
dismantled to make way for the greater work?"

"Ali! Y ouwish to find out something?"

"Y es, professor. Do you remember the Baikal disaster of aweek or two ago? | was to have taken



that liner to Moscow. | just missed it.” | related the circumstances.

"Humph!" he grunted. ™Y ou wish to discover what would have happened had you caught it, eh? Well,
| see severd possibilities. Among theworld of 'if* isthe one that would have been redl if you had been on
time, the one that depended on the vessdl waiting for your actua arriva, and the one that hung on your
arriving within the five minutes they actualy waited. In which are you interested?!

"Oh - thelast one" That seemed the likeliest. After all, it was too much to expect that Dixon Wells
could ever be on time, and as to the second possibility - well, they hadn't waited for me, and that in a
way removed the weight of respongihility.

"Comeon," rumbled van Manderpootz. | followed him acrossto the Physics Building and into his
littered laboratory. The device ill stood on the table and | took my place beforeit, staring at the screen
of the Horsten psychomeat. The clouds wavered and shifted as | sought to impress my memories on their
suggestive shapes, to read into them some, picture of that vanished morning.

Then | had it. | made out the vistafrom the Staten Bridge, and was speeding across the giant span
toward the airport. | waved asigna to van Manderpootz, the thing clicked, and the subjunctivisor was
on.

The grasdess clay of thefield appeared. It isacurious thing about the psychomat that you see only
through the eyes of your image on the screen. It lends astrange redlity to the working of the toy; |
suppose asort of self-hypnosisis partly responsible.

| was rushing over the ground toward the glittering, slverwinged projectile that wasthe Baikd. A
glowering officer waved me on, and | dashed up the dant of the gangplank and into the ship; the port
dropped and | heard along "Whew!" of relief.

"Sit down!" barked the officer, gesturing toward an unoccupied sedt. | fell into it; the ship quivered
under the thrust of the catapult, grated harshly into motion, and then was flung bodily into the air. The
blastsroared instantly, then settled to amore muffled throbbing, and | watched Staten Idand drop down
and dide back beneath me. The giant rocket was under way.

"Whew!" | breathed again. "Madeit!" | caught an amused glance from my right. | wasin an aide sedt;
there was no one to my |eft, so | turned to the eyesthat had flashed, glanced, and froze staring.

It was agirl. Perhaps she wasn't actually aslovely as shelooked to me; after all, | was seeing her
through the half-visonary screen of apsychomat. I've told mysdlf since that she couldn't have been as
pretty as she seemed, that it was due to my own imagination filling in the details. | don't know; |
remember only that | stared at curioudy lovely silver-blue eyes and velvety brown hair, and asmal
amused mouth, and an impudent nose. | kept staring until she flushed.

"I'msorry,” | said quickly. "I - was Sartled.”

Theresafriendly aimosphere aboard atrans-oceanic rocket. The passengers are forced into a
crowded infirmary for anywhere from seven to twelve hours, and there isn't much room for moving
about. Generdly, one strikes up an acquai ntance with his neighbors; introductions aren't at al necessary,
and the custom is Ssmply to speak to anybody you choose - something like an al-day trip on therailroad
trains of the last century, | suppose. Y ou make friends for the duration of the journey, and then, nine
times out of ten, you never hear of your traveling companions again.

Thegirl smiled. "Areyoutheindividua respongblefor the dday in sarting?"

| admitted it. "1 seem to be chronicaly late. Even watches losetime as soon as| wear them.”

Shelaughed. "Y our respongbilities can't be very heavy.”

Well, they weren't of course, though it's surprising how many clubs, caddies, and chorus girlshave
depended on me at various times for gppreciable portions of their incomes. But somehow | didn't fed
like mentioning those thingsto the Slvery-eyed girl.

We tadked. Her name, it developed, was Joanna Cadwell, and she was going asfar as Paris. She
was an artist, or hoped to be one day, and of course there is no placein the world that can supply both
training and inspiration, like Paris. So it was there she was bound for ayear of study, and despite her
demurely humorous lips and laughing eyes, | could see that the businesswas of vast importanceto her. |
gathered that she had worked hard for the year in Paris, had scraped and saved for three years as
fashion illustrator for some woman's magazine, though she couldn't have been many months over



twenty-one. Her painting meant agreat ded to her, and | could understand it. I'd felt that way about polo
once.

S0 you see, we were sympathetic spirits from the beginning. | knew that sheliked me, and it was
obvious that she didn't connect Dixon Wellswith the N. J. Wells Corporation. And asfor me - well, after
that first glance into her coot silver eyes, | smply didn't care to look anywhere else. The hours seemed to
drip away like minuteswhile | watched her.

Y ou know how those things go. Suddenly | was calling her Joannaand she was calling me Dick, and
it seemed asif we'd been doing just that al our lives. I'd decided to stop over in Paris on my way back
from Moscow, and I'd secured her promiseto let me see her. She was different, | tell you; she was
nothing like the calculating Whimsy White, and il lesslike the dancing, Smpering, giddy youngsters one
meets around at socid affairs. Shewas just Joanna, cool and humorous, yet sympathetic and serious, and
as pretty asaMgalicafigurine.

We could scarcely redlize it when the steward passed aong to take orders for luncheon. Four hours
out? It seemed like forty minutes. And we had a pleasant fedling of intimacy in the discovery that both of
usliked lobster sdlad and detested oysters. It was another bond; | told her whimsically that it was an
omen, nor did she object to considering it so.

Afterwards we waked aong the narrow aide to the glassed-in observation room up forward. It was
amost too crowded for entry, but we didn't mind thet at dl, asit forced usto St very closetogether. We
stayed long after both of us had begun to notice the stuffiness of the air.

It was just after we had returned to our seats that the catastrophe occurred. There was no warning
save asudden lurch, the result, | suppose, of the pilot's futile last-minute attempt to swerve - just that and
then agrinding crash and aterrible sensation of spinning, and after that a chorus of shrieksthat werelike
the sounds of a battle.

It was battle. Five hundred people were picking themselves up from the floor, were trampling each
other, milling around, being cast helplesdy down asthe great rocket-plane, itsleft wing but abroken
stub, circled downward toward the Atlantic.

The shouts of officers sounded and aloudspeaker blared. "Be cam,” it kept repesting, and then,
"There has been a collision. We have contacted a surface ship. There is no danger- Thereis no danger-"

| struggled up from the debris of shattered seats. Joanna was gone; just as| found her crumpled
between the rows, the ship struck the water with ajar that set everything-, crashing again. The speaker
blared, "Put on the cork belts under the seets. The life-belts are under the seets."

| dragged a belt loose and snapped it around Joanna, then donned one myself. The crowd was
surging forward now, and the tail end of the ship began to drop. There was water behind us, doshing in
the darkness as the lights went out. An officer came diding by, stooped, and fastened a belt about an
unconscious woman ahead of us. "You dl right?' he yelled, and passed on without waiting for an answer.

The speaker must have been cut on to a battery circuit. "And get asfar away aspossible,” it ordered
suddenly. " Jump from the forward port and get asfar away aspossible. A ship isstanding by. You will
be picked up. Jump from the-" It went dead again.

| got Joanna untangled from the wreckage. She was pale; her silvery eyeswere closed. | sarted
dragging her dowly and painfully toward the forward port, and the dant of the floor increased until it was
like the dide of a ski-jump. The officer passed again. "' Can you handle her?" he asked, and again dashed
away.

| was getting there. The crowd around the port looked smdller, or wasit smply huddling closer?
Then suddenly, awail of fear and despair went up, and there was aroar of water. The observation room
walls had given. | saw the green surge of waves, and abillowing deluge rushed down upon us. | had been
late again.

That was all. | raised shocked and frightened eyes from the subjunctivisor to face van Manderpootz,
who was scribbling on the edge of the table.

"Wel?" he asked.

| shuddered. "Horrible!" | murmured. "We - | guess we wouldn't have been among the survivors.”

"We, en?We?' Hiseyestwinkled.



| did nat enlighten him.

| thanked him, bade him good-night and went doloroudy home.

Even my father noticed something queer about me. Theday | got to the office only five minutes|late,
he called mein for some anxious questioning asto my hedlth. | couldn't tell him anything, of course. How
could | explain that I'd been |ate once too often, and had falen in love with agirl two weeks after she
was dead?

The thought drove me nearly crazy. Joannal Joannawith her slvery eyes now lay somewhere & the
bottom of the Atlantic. | went around half dazed, scarcely speaking. One night | actudly lacked the
energy to go home and sat smoking in my father's big overstuffed chair in his private office until | finaly
dozed off. The next morning, when old N. J. entered and found me there before him, he turned pale as
paper, staggered, and gasped, "My heart!” It took alot of explaining to convince him that | wasn't early
at the office but just very late going home.

Atlast | fdt that | couldn't stand it. | had to do something - anything at dl. | thought finally of the
subjunctivisor. | could see- yes, | could see what would have transpired if the ship hadn't been wrecked!
| could trace out that weird, unreal romance hidden somewherein the worlds of "if." | could, perhaps,
wring asomber, vicariousjoy from the things that might have been. | could see Joanna once more!

It was |ate afternoon when | rushed over to van Manderpootz's quarters. He wasn't there; |
encountered him findly in the hall of the Physics Building.

"Dick!" heexclamed. "Areyou sick?'

"Sick?No, not physicaly. Professor, 1've got to use your subjunctivisor again. I've got to!"

"Eh? Oh - that toy. You'retoo late, Dick. I've dismantled it. | have a better use for the space.”

| gave a miserable groan and was tempted to damn the autobiography of the great van Manderpootz.
A gleam of sympathy showed in hiseyes, and hetook my arm, dragging meinto the little office adjoining
his |aboratory.

"Tdl me" he commanded.

| did. I guess| made the tragedy plain enough, for his heavy browsknit in afrown of pity. "Not even
van Manderpootz can bring back the dead,” he murmured. "I'm sorry, Dick. Take your mind from the
affair. Even were my subjunctivisor available, | wouldn't permit you to useit. That would be but to turn
the knifein thewound." He paused. "Find something €l se to occupy your mind. Do as van Manderpootz
does. Find forgetfulnessin work."

"Yes" | responded dully. "But who'd want to read my autobiography? That's dl right for you."

" Autobiography? Oh! | remember. No, | have abandoned that. History itself will record the life and
works of van Manderpootz. Now | am engaged in afar grander project.”

"Indeed?’ | was utterly, gloomily disinterested.

"Yes. Gogli has been here, Gogli the sculptor. Heisto make abust of me. What better legacy can |
leave to the world than abust of van Manderpootz, sculptured from life? Perhaps | shal present it to the
city, perhapsto the university. | would have given it to the Roya Society if they had been alittle more
receptive, if they - if - if!" Thelast in ashout.

"Huh?'

"If!" cried van Manderpootz. "What you saw in the subjunctivisor was what would have happened if
you had caught the ship!"

"I know that."

"But something quite different might redlly have happened! Don't you see? She - she- Where are
those old newspapers?

He was pawing through apile of them. Heflourished onefinaly. "Here!l Here arethe survivors!”

Like letters of flame, Joanna Caldwell's name legped out a me. There was even alittle paragraph
about it, as| saw once my redling brain permitted me to read:

At least a score of survivors owetheir livesto the bravery of twenty-eight-year-old Navigator Orris
Hope, who patrolled both aides during the panic, lacing lifebelts on the injured and helpless, and carrying
many to the port. Heremained on the sinking liner until the lagt, findly fighting hisway to the surface



through the broken walls of the observation room. Among those who owe their livesto the young officer
are: Patrick Owensoy. New Y ork City; Mrs. Campbell Warren, Boston; Miss Joanna Caldwell, New
York City-

| suppose my shout of joy was heard over in the Adminigtration Building, blocksaway. | didn't care;
if van Manderpootz hadn't been armored in stubby whiskers, I'd have kissed him. Perhaps | did anyway;
| can't be sure of my actions during those chaotic minutesin the professor'stiny office.

Atlast | camed. "l canlook her up!" | gloated. " She must have landed with the other survivors, and
they were all on that British tramp freighter the Osgood, that docked here last week. She must bein New
York - and if shesgone over to Paris, I'll find out and follow her!™

Wadl, it'saqueer ending. Shewasin New Y ork, but - you see, Dixon Wells had, so to speak,
known Joanna Cadwell by means of the professor's subjunctivisor, but Joanna had never known Dixon
Wels. What the ending might have been if - if- But it wasn't; she had married Orris Hope, the young
officer who had rescued her. | was late again.

TheMad Moon

"IDIOTS" HOWLED Grant Cdthorpe. "Fools-nitwits-imbeciles" He sought wildly for some more
expressive terms, failed, and vented his exasperation in avicious kick at the pile of rubbish on the ground.

Too viciousakick, in fact; he had again forgotten the one-third norma gravitation of 1o, and hiswhole
body followed hiskick in along, twelve-foot arc.

Ashe struck the ground the four loonies giggled. Their great, idiotic heads, looking like nothing so
much as the comic faces painted on Sunday baloonsfor children, siwayed in unison on their five-foot
necks, asthin as Grant'swrist.

"Get out" he blazed, scrambling erect. "Best it, skiddoo, scram! No chocolate. No candy. Not until
you learn that | want fervaleaves, and not any junk you happen to grab. Clear out"

Theloonies—Lunae Jovis Magnicapites, or literdly, Big-heads of Jupiter's Moon—backed away,
giggling plaintively. Beyond doubt, they consdered Grant fully asidiotic as he consdered them, and were
quite unable to understand the reasons for his anger. But they certainly redlized that no candy wasto be
forthcoming, and their gigglestook on anote of keen disappointment.

S0 keen, indeed, that the leader, after twisting hisridiculous bluefacein animbecilic grin a Grant,
voiced alast wild giggle and dashed hishead againgt a glittering stone-bark tree. His companions casualy
picked up hisbody and moved off, with his head dragging behind them on its neck like a prisoner's ball
onachain.

Grant brushed his band across his forehead and turned wearily toward his stone-bark log shack. A
pair of tiny, glittering red eyes caught his attention, and a dinker—Mus Sapiens—skipped his six-inch
form across the threshold, bearing under histiny, skinny arm what |ooked very much like Grant's clinica
thermometer.

Grant yelled angrily at the cresture, seized astone, and flung it vainly. At the edge of the brush, the
dinker turned itsratlike, semihuman face toward him, squeaked its thin gibberish, shook amicroscopic
fistin manlike wrath, and vanished, its batlike cowl of skin fluttering like acloak. It looked, indeed, very
much like ablack rat wearing a cape.

It had been amistake, Grant knew, to throw the stone at it. Now the tiny fiends would never permit
him any peace, and their diminutive size and pseudo-human intelligence made them infernally troublesome
asenemies. Y et, neither that reflection nor the looney's suicide troubled him particularly; he had
witnessed instances like the latter too often, and besides, his head felt asif he were in for another siege of
whitefever.

He entered the shack, closed the door, and stared down at his pet parcat. "Oliver," he growled,
"you're afine one. Why the devil don't you watch out for dinkers? What are you herefor?"

The parcat rose on itssingle, powerful hind leg, clawing at his kneeswith itstwo fordegs. "The red
jack on the black queen,” it observed placidly. " Ten loonies make one half-wit."



Grant placed both statements easily. Thefirst was, of course, an echo of his preceding evening's
solitaire game, and the second of yesterday's session with the loonies. He grunted abstractedly and
rubbed his aching head. White fever again, beyond doulbt.

He swallowed two ferverin tablets, and sank listlesdy to the edge of his bunk, wondering whether this
attack of blancha would culminatein ddirium.

He cursed himsdlf for afool for ever taking thisjob on Jupiter's third habitable moon, 1o. Thetiny
world was a planet of madness, good for nothing except the production of fervaleaves, out of which
Earthly chemists made as many potent akal oids as they once made from opium.

Invaluableto medica science, of course, but what difference did that make to him? What difference,
even, did the munificent sdlary make, if he got back to Earth araving maniac after ayear in the equatoria
regions of 107 He swore bitterly that when the plane from Junopolislanded next month for hisferva, hed
go back to the polar city with it even though his contract with Neilan Drug caled for afull year, and hed
get no pay if he brokeit. What good was money to alunatic?

Thewholelittle planet was mad—Iloonies, parcats, dinkers and Grant Calthorpe—all crazy. At least,
anybody who ever ventured outside ether of the two polar cities, Junopolis on the north and Herapolis
on the south, was crazy. One could live there in safety from white fever, but anywhere below the
twentieth pardld it was worse than the Cambodian jungles on Earth.

He amused himsdf by dreaming of Earth. Just two years ago he had been happy there, known asa
wesdlthy, popular sportsman. He had been just that too; before he was twenty-one he had hunted
knife-kite and threadworm on Titan, and triops and uniped on Venus.

That had been before the gold crisis of 2110 had wiped out hisfortune. And—well, if he had to work,
it had seemed logicd to use hisinterplanetary experience asameans of livelihood. He had redly been
enthusiagtic at the chance to associate himsdlf with Neilan Drug.

He had never been on lo before. Thiswild little world was no sportman's paradise, with itsidiotic
loonies and wicked, intelligent, tiny dinkers. There wasn't anything worth hunting on the feverish little
moon, bathed in warmth by the giant Jupiter only aquarter-million miles away.

If he had happened to visit it, he told himsdf ruefully, held never have taken the job; he had visudized
lo as something like Titan, cold but clean.

Instead it was as hot as the Venus Hotlands because of its glowing primary, and subject to
half-a-dozen different forms of steamy daylight sun day, Jovian day, Jovian and sun day, Europalight,
and occasionally actua and disma night. And most of these camein the course of 10's forty-two-hour
revolution, too—amad succession of changing lights. He hated the dizzy days, the jungle, and Idiots Hills
gretching behind his shack.

It was Jovian and solar day at the present moment, and that was the worst of al, because the distant
sun added its modicum of hest to that of Jupiter. And to complete Grant's discomfort now wasthe
prospect of awhite fever attack. He swore as his head gave an additiona twinge, and then swallowed
another ferverin tablet. His supply of these was diminishing, he noticed; held have to remember to ask for
some when the plane called—no, he was going back withit.

Oliver rubbed againgt hisleg. "ldiots, fools, nitwits, imbeciles," remarked the parcat affectionately.
"Why did | haveto go to that damn dance?’

"Huh?' said Grant. He couldn't remember having said anything about a dance. It must, he decided,
have been said during hislast fever madness.

Oliver creaked like the door, then giggled likealoony. "Itll bedl right," he assured Grant. "Father is
bound to come soon.”

"Father!" echoed the man. Hisfather had died fifteen years before. "Whered you get that from,
Oliver?'

"It must be the fever," observed Oliver placidly. Y ou're anice kitty, but I wish you had sense enough
to know what you're saying. And | wish father would come.” He finished with a suppressed gurgle that
might have been a sob.

Grant stared dizzily at him. He hadn't said any of those things; he was positive. The parcat must have
heard them from somebody else. Somebody & se? Where within five hundred miles was there anybody



ese?

"Oliver!" he belowed. "Whered you hear that? Whered you hear it?"

The parcat backed away, sartled. "Father isidiots, fools, nitwits, imbeciles,” he said anxioudy. "The
red jack on the tricekitty."

"Come here!” roared Grant. "Whose father? Where have you—? Come here, you imp!"

He lunged a the cresture. Oliver flexed hissingle hind leg and flung himsdf franticaly to the cowl of
the wood stove. "It must be the fever!" he squalled. "No chocolate!

He legped like athree-legged flash for the flue opening. There came a sound of clawsgrating on
metal, and then he had scrambled through.

Grant followed him. His head ached from the effort, and with the still sane part of his mind he knew
that the whole episode was doubtless white fever ddirium, but he plowed on.

His progress was a nightmare. Loonies kept bobbing their long necks above the tal bleeding-grass,
their idiotic giggles and imbecilic faces adding to the generd atmosphere of madness.

Wisps of fetid, fever-bearing vapors spouted up at every step on the spongy soil. Somewhereto his
right adinker squeaked and gibbered; he knew that atiny dinker village was over in that direction, for
once he had glimpsed the nest little buildings, constructed of small, perfectly fitted toneslike aminiature
medieval town, complete to towers and battlements. It was said that there were even dinker wars.

His head buzzed and whirled from the combined effects of ferverin and fever. It was an attack of
blancha, right enough, and he realized that he was an imbecile, aloony, to wander thus away from his
shack. He should be lying on his bunk; the fever was not serious, but more than one man had died on 1o,
intheddirium, with its attendant halucinations.

He was delirious now. He knew it as soon as he saw Oliver, for Oliver was placidly regarding an
attractive young lady in perfect evening dress of the style of the second decade of the twenty-second
century. Very obvioudy that was a hdlucination, since girls had no businessin the lonian tropics, and if
by some wild chance one should appear there, she would certainly not choose forma garb.

The halucination had fever, apparently, for her face was pa e with the whiteness that gaye blancha its
name. Her gray eyes regarded him without surprise as he wound hisway through the bleeding-grassto
her.

"Good afternoon, evening, or morning,”" he remarked, giving a puzzled glance at Jupiter, which was
rising, and the sun, which was setting. "Or perhaps merely good day, MissLee Neilan.”

She gazed serioudy at him. "Do you know," she said, "you'rethefirst one of theillusonsthat | haven't
recognized? All my friends have been around, but you're the first stranger. Or are you astranger? Y ou
know my name—but you ought to, of course, being my own hallucination.”

"Wewon't argue about which of usisthe hdlucination," he suggested. "L et'sdo it thisway. The one of
usthat dissppearsfirs istheilluson. Bet you five dollarsyou do.”

"How could | collect?' shesaid. "I can't very well collect from my own dream.”

"That isaproblem." He frowned. "My problem, of course, not yours. | know I'm red."

"How do you know my name?" she demanded.

"Ah!l" he said. "From intensive reading of the society sections of the newspapers brought by my supply
plane. Asamatter of fact, | have one of your pictures cut out and pasted next to my bunk. That probably
accounts for my seeing you now. I'd like to really meet you sometime.”

"What agdlant remark for an gpparition!" she exclaimed. "And who are you supposed to be?'

"Why, I'm Grant Cathorpe. Infact, | work for your father, trading with the looniesfor ferva.”

"Grant Cdthorpe," she echoed. She narrowed her fever-dulled eyes asif to bring him into better
focus. "Why, you arel"

Her voice wavered for amoment, and she brushed her hand across her pale brow. "Why should you
pop out of my memories? It's strange. Three or four years ago, when | was aromantic schoolgirl and you
the famous sportsman, | was madly in love with you. | had awhole book filled with your pictures—Grant
Calthorpe dressed in parkafor hunting threadworms on Titan—Grant Calthorpe beside the giant uniped
he killed near the Mountains of Eternity. Y oure—you're redly the pleasantest halucination I've had so
far. Ddlirium would be—fun"—she pressed her hand to her brow again—"if one's head—didn't ache so!"



"Geel" thought Grant, "' wish that were true, that about the book. Thisiswhat psychology calsa
wish-fulfillment dream." A drop of warm rain plopped on his neck. "Got to get to bed," he said doud.
"Rain'sbad for blancha. Hope to see you next timel'm feverish.”

"Thank you," said Lee Nelan with dignity. "It'squite mutud.”

He nodded, sending atwinge through his head. "Here, Oliver," he said to the drowsing parcat. "Come
on."

"That isn't Oliver,” said Lee. "It's Pally. It's kept me company for two days, and I've named it Polly."

"Wrong gender," muttered Grant. "Anyway, it'smy parcat, Oliver. Aren't you Oliver?'

"Hopeto seeyou,” said Oliver deepily.

"It'sPolly. Aren't you, Polly?!

"Bet you five dollars," said the parcat. He rose, stretched, and loped off into the underbrush, "It must
be the fever," he observed as he vanished.

"It must be," agreed Grant. He turned away. " Goodbye, Miss—or | might aswell cal you Lee, since
you're not real. Goodbye, Lee."

"Goodbye, Grant. But don't go that way. Theresadinker village over inthe grass.”

"No. It'sover there."

"It'sthere,”" sheindgted. "I've been watching them build it. But they can't hurt you anyway, can they?
Not even adinker could hurt an gpparition. Goodbye, Grant." She closed her eyes wesrily.

It was raining harder now. Grant pushed hisway through the bleeding-grass, whose red sap collected
in bloody drops on his boots. He had to get back to his shack quickly, before the white fever and its
attendant ddlirium set him wandering utterly astray. He needed ferverin.

Suddenly he stopped short. Directly before him the grass had been cleared away, and in the little
clearing were the shoul der-high towers and battlements of adinker village—anew one, for haf-finished
houses stood among the others, and hooded six-inch formstoiled over the stones.

There was an outcry of squeaks and gibberish. He backed away, but a dozen tiny darts whizzed
about him. One stuck like atoothpick in his boots, but none, luckily, scratched his skin, for they were
undoubtedly poisoned. He moved more quickly, but al around in the thick, fleshy grasses were rustlings,
squeakings, and incomprehens ble imprecations.

He circled away. Loonies kept popping their balloon heads over the vegetation, and now and again
onegiggled in pain asadinker bit or stabbed it. Grant cut toward a group of the creatures, hoping to
digract thetiny fiendsin the grass, and atdl, purple-faced loony curved itslong neck above him, giggling
and gesturing with its skinny fingers a abundle under itsarm.

He ignored the thing, and veered toward his shack. He seemed to have eluded the dinkers, so he
trudged doggedly on, for he needed aferverin tablet badly. Y et, suddenly he came to afrowning halt,
turned, and began to retrace his steps.

"It can't be 0," he muttered. "But she told me the truth about the dinker village. | didn't know it was
there. Y et how could ahdlucination tell me something | didn't know?"

Lee Nellan was stting on the stone-bark log exactly as he had Ieft her, with Oliver again at her side.
Her eyeswere closed and two dinkerswere cutting at the long skirt of her gown with tiny, glittering
knives.

Grant knew that they were always attracted by Terrestrid textiles; apparently they were unableto
duplicate the fascinating sheen of satin, though the fiendswere inferndly clever with their tiny hands. As
he approached, they tore astrip from thigh to ankle, but the girl made no move. Grant shouted, and the
viciouslittle creatures mouthed unutterable curses at him, asthey skittered away with their silken plunder.

Lee Nellan opened her eyes. "Y ou again,” she murmured vaguely. "A moment ago it was father. Now
itsyou." Her palor had increased; the white fever was running its course in her body.

"Your father! Then that'swhere Oliver heard— Ligten, Lee. | found the dinker village. | didn't know it
wasthere, but | found it just as you said. Do you see what that means? We're both real!”

"Red?' shesad dully. "Therésapurpleloony grinning over your shoulder. Make him go away. He
makes mefed —sick.”



He glanced around; true enough, the purple-faced loony was behind him. "Look here," he said, seizing
her arm. Thefed of her smooth skin was added proof. ™Y ou're coming to the shack for ferverin." He
pulled her to her feet. "Don't you understand? I'm redl!"

"No, yourenot," she said dazedly.

"Listen, Lee. | don't know how in the devil you got here or why, but | know 1o hasn't driven me that
crazy yet. Yourered and I'mredl.” He shook her violently. "I'm real!" he shouted.

Faint comprehension showed in her dazed eyes. "Rea?' she whispered. "Red! Oh, Lord! Then
take—me out of thismad place!" She swayed, made a stubborn effort to control hersalf, then pitched
forward againgt him.

Of course on |o her weight was negligible, lessthan athird Earth norma. He swung her into hisarms
and st of f toward the shack, keeping well away from both dinker settlements. Around him bobbed
excited loonies, and now and again the purple-faced one, or another exactly like him, giggled and pointed
and gestured.

Therain had increased, and warm rivulets flowed down his neck, and to add to the madness, he
blundered near acopse of gtinging pams, and their barbed lashes stung painfully through his shirt. Those
dingswere virulent too, if onefailed to disinfect them; indeed, it waslargely the stinging palmsthat kept
traders from gathering their own fervainstead of depending on theloonies.

Behind thelow rain clouds, the sun had set and it was ruddy Jupiter daylight, which lent afaseflushto
the cheeks of the unconscious Lee Neilan, making her gtill festuresvery lovely.

Perhaps he kept his eyestoo steadily on her face, for suddenly Grant was among dinkers again; they
were squeaking and sputtering, and the purple loony legped in pain as teeth and darts pricked hislegs.
But, of course, |oonies were immune to the poison.

Thetiny devilswere around his feet now. He sworein alow voice and kicked vigoroudy, sending a
ratlike form spinning fifty feet in the air. He had both automatic and flame pistal &t his hip, but he could
not use them for severa reasons.

Fird, usng an automatic againgt the tiny hordes was much likefiring into aswarm of mosguitoes; if the
bullet killed one or two or adozen, it made no appreciable impression on the remaining thousands. And
asfor the flame pistal, that waslike using aBig Berthato swat afly. Itsvast belch of firewould certainly
incinerate dl the dinkersin itsimmediate path, aong with grass, trees, and loonies, but that again would
make but little impress on the surviving hordes, and it meant laborioudy recharging the pistol with another
black diamond and another barrel.

He had gas bulbsin the shack, but they were not available at the moment, and besides, he had no
spare mask, and no chemist has yet succeeded in devising agas that would kill dinkerswithout being so
deadly to humans. And, findly, he couldn't use any wegpon whatsoever right now, because he dared not
drop Lee Neilan to free his hands.

Ahead was the clearing around the shack. The space was full of dinkers, but the shack itself was
supposed to be dinker-proof, at least for reasonable lengths of time, since stone-bark logs were very
resstant to their tiny tools.

But Grant perceived that agroup of the diminutive devils were around the door, and suddenly he
redlized their intent. They had looped a cord of some sort over the knob, and were engaged now in
twidingit!

Grant yelled and broke into arun. While he was yet hdf ahundred feet distant, the door svung
inward and the rabble of dinkersflowed into the shack.

He dashed through the entrance. Within was turmail. Little hooded shapes were cutting at the blankets
on hisbunk, his extra clothing, the sacks he hoped to fill with fervaleaves, and were pulling at the
cooking utendls, or at any and all loose objects.

He bellowed and kicked at the swarm. A wild chorus of squeaks and gibberish arose asthe creatures
skipped and dodged about him. The fiends were intelligent enough to redlize that he could do nothing
with hisarms occupied by Lee Neilan. They skittered out of the way of hiskicks, and while he
threatened a group at the stove, another rabble tore at his blankets.

In desperation he charged at the bunk. He swept the girl's body acrossit to clear it, dropped her oniit,



and seized a grass broom he had made to facilitate his housekeeping. With wide strokes of its handle he
attacked the dinkers, and the squeals were checkered by cries and whimpers of pain.

A few brokefor the door, dragging whatever loot they had. He spun around in timeto see half a
dozen swarming around Lee Neilan, tearing a her clothing, at the wrist watch on her arm, at the satin
evening pumps on her smal feet. Heroared a curse at them and battered them away, hoping that none
had pricked her skin with virulent dagger or poisonous tooth.

He began to win the skirmish. More of the creatures drew their black capes close about them and
scurried over the threshold with their plunder. At last, with aburst of squeaks, the remainder, laden and
empty-handed dike, broke and ran for safety, leaving adozen furry, impish bodies dain or wounded.

Grant swept these after the others with his erstwhile weapon, closed the door in the face of aloony
that bobbed in the opening, latched it against any repetition of the dinkers trick, and stared in dismay
about the plundered dwelling.

Cans had been rolled or dragged away. Every loose object had been pawed by the dinkers foul little
hands, and Grant's clothes hung in ruins on their hooks againgt thewall. But the tiny robbers had not
succeeded in opening the cabinet nor the table drawer, and there was food | eft.

Six months of lonian life had left him philosophical; he swore heartily, shrugged resignedly, and pulled
his bottle of ferverin from the cabinet.

His own spdll of fever had vanished as suddenly and completely as blancha aways doeswhen
treated, but the girl, lacking ferverin, was paper-white and still. Grant glanced at the bottle; eight tablets
remained.

"Well, | can dways chew fervaleaves," he muttered. That was|ess effective than the alkaoid itsdlf,
but it would serve, and Lee Neilan needed the tablets. He dissolved two of them in aglass of water, and
lifted her head.

Shewas not too inert to swallow, and he poured the solution between her palelips, then arranged her
as comfortably as he could. Her dress was atattered silken ruin, and he covered her with a blanket that
was no lessaruin. Then he disinfected his palm stings, pulled two chairs together, and sprawled across
them to deep.

He started up at the sound of claws on the roof, but it was only Oliver, gingerly testing the flueto see
if it were hot. In amoment the parcat scrambled through, stretch d himself, and remarked, "I'm real and
yourered."

"Imaginethat!" grunted Grant deepily.

When he awoke it was Jupiter and Europa light, which meant he had dept about seven hours, since
the brilliant little third moon wasjust riang. Herose and glazed a Lee Nellan, who was degping soundly
with atinge of color in her face that was not entirely due to the ruddy daylight. The blancha was passing.

He dissolved two more tablets in water, then shook the girl's shoulder. Instantly her gray eyes opened,
quite clear now, and shelooked up a him without surprise.

"Hello, Grant," she murmured. "So it'syou again. Fever isn't so bad, after al.”

"Maybe| ought to let you stay feverish," he grinned. "Y ou say such nice things. Wake up and drink
this, Lee"

She became suddenly aware of the shack'sinterior. "Why — Whereisthis? It |ooks—red!"

"Itis Drink thisferverin."

She obeyed, then lay back and stared at him perplexedly. "Real?* she said. "And you're real ?'

"I think | am.”

A rush of tears clouded her eyes. "Then—I'm out of that place? That horrible place?"

"You certainly are." He saw signsof her relief becoming hysteria, and hastened to distract her. "Would
you mind telling me how you happened to be there—and dressed for a party too?"

She controlled hersdlf. "'l was dressed for aparty. A party —aparty in Herapolis. But | wasin
Junopolis, you see”

"l don't see. Inthefirst place, what are you doing on o, anyway? Every time | ever heard of you, it
wasin connection with New Y ork or Paris society.”



She amiled. "Then it wasn't dl ddlirium, wasit?Y ou did say that you had one of my pictures—Oh,
that one!" she frowned at the print on thewall. "Next time a news photographer wants to sngp my
picture, I'll remember not to grin like—like aloony. But asto how | happento beon lo, | camewith
father, who'slooking over the possibilities of raising fervaon plantationsinstead of having to depend on
traders and loonies. We've been here three months, and 1've been terribly bored. | thought 1o would be
exciting, but it wasn't—until recently.”

"But what about that dance? How'd you manage to get here, athousand miles from Junopolis?*
"Well," shesaid dowly. "It wasterribly tiresome in Junopolis. No shows, no sport, nothing but an
occasiona dance. | got restless. When there were dances in Herapolis, | formed the habit of flying over

there. It'sonly four or five hoursin afast plane, you know. And last week—or whatever it was—I'd
planned on flying down, and Harvey—that's father's secretary—was to take me. But at the last minute
father needed him and forbade my flying done.”

Grant felt astrong didike for Harvey. "Wdl?' he asked. "So | flew done," shefinished demurely.

"And cracked up, eh?"

"l can fly aswell asanybody," sheretorted. "It wasjust that | followed a different route, and suddenly
there were mountains ahead.”

He nodded. "Theldiots Hills," he said. "My supply plane detoursfive hundred milesto avoid them.
They're not high, but they stick right out above the atmosphere of this crazy planet. Theair hereisdense
but shalow."

"l know that. | knew | couldn't fly above them, but | thought | could hurdle them. Work up full speed,
you know, and then throw the plane upward. | had a closed plane, and gravitation is so weak here. And
besides, I've seen it done severd times, especially with arocket-driven draft. The jets help to support the
plane even after the wings are usdessfor lack of air.”

"What adamn fool stunt!" exclaimed Grant. "Sure it can be done, but you have to be an expert to pull
out of it when you hit the air on the other sde. Y ou hit fast, and there isn't much faling room."

"So | found out," said Leeruefully, "I dmost pulled out, but not quite, and | hit in the middle of some
stinging pams. | guess the crash dazed them, because | managed to get out before they started lashing
around. But | couldn't reach my plane again, and it was—I only remember two days of it—but it was
horriblel"

"It must have been,” he said gently.

"l knew that if | didn't et or drink, | had achance of avoiding white fever. The not eating wasn't S0
bad, but the not drinking—well, | finally gave up and drank out of abrook. | didn't care what happened
if I could have afew momentsthat weren't thirgt-tortured. And after that it'sal confused and vague.”

"Y ou should have chewed fervaleaves.”

"l didn't know that. | wouldn't have even known what they looked like, and besides, | kept expecting
father to appear. He must be having a search made by now."

"He probably is," rgoined Grant ironicaly. "Hasit occurred to you that there are thirteen million
square miles of surface on little 10? And that for dl he knows, you might have crashed on any square mile
of it? When you're flying from north pole to south pole, thereisn't any shortest route. Y ou can cross any
point on the planet.”

Her gray eyes started wide. "But I—"

"Furthermore,” Grant said, "thisis probably the last place a searching party would look. They
wouldn't think any one but aloony would try to hurdle Idiot's Hills, inwhich thess| quite agree. So it
looks very much, Lee Neilan, asif you're marooned here until my supply plane gets here next month!™

"But father will be crazy! Hell think I'm dead!"

"He thinks that now, no doubt.”

"But we can't—" She broke off, staring around the tiny shack's single room. After amoment she
sgghed resignedly, smiled, and said softly, "Wl it might have been worse, Grant. I'll try to earn my
keep."

"Good. How do you fed, Lee?"

"Quite normdl. I'll start right to work." She flung off the tattered blanket, sat up, and dropped her feet



to thefloor. "I'll fix dinn—Good night! My dress” She snatched the blanket about her again.

He grinned. "We had alittle run-in with the dinkers after you had passed out. They did for my spare
wardrobe too."

“It'sruined!" shewailed.

"Would needle and thread help? They l€ft that, at least, because it wasin the table drawer.”

"Why, | couldn't make agood swimming suit out of this" she retorted. "L et metry one of yours.”

By dint of cutting, patching, and mending, she at last managed to piece one of Grant's suitsto
respectable proportions. She looked very lovely in shirt and trousers, but he was troubled to note that a
sudden pallor had overtaken her.

It was the riblancha, the second spdll of fever that usudly followed a severe or prolonged attack. His
face was serious as he cupped two of hislast four ferverin tabletsin his hand.

"Takethese" he ordered. "And weve got to get some fervaleaves somewhere. The plane took my
supply away last week, and I've had bad luck with my loonies ever since. They haven't brought me
anything but weeds and rubbish.”

Lee puckered her lips at the bitterness of the drug, then closed her eyes against its momentary
dizziness and nausea. "Where can you find ferva?' she asked.

He shook his head perplexedly, glancing out at the setting mass of Jupiter, with its bands glowing
creamy and brown, and the Red Spot boiling near the western edge. Close above it wasthe brilliant little
disk of Europa. He frowned suddenly, glanced at hiswatch and then at the dmanac on the inside of the
cabinet door.

"1t'll be Europalight in fifteen minutes," he muttered, "and true night in twenty-five—the first true night
in haf amonth. | wonder—"

He gazed thoughtfully at Lee'sface. He knew where fervagrew. One dared not penetrate the jungle
itself, where stinging pams and arrow vines and the deadly worms called toothers made such a venture
sheer suicide for any creatures but loonies and dinkers. But he knew wherefervagrew and in lo'srare
true night even the clearing might be dangerous. Not merdly from dinkers, ether; he knew well enough
that in the darkness creatures crept out of the jungle who otherwise remained in the eternal shadows of its
depths—toothers, bullet-head frogs, and doubtless many unknown dimy, venomous, mysterious beings
never seen by man. One heard storiesin Hergpolis and—

But he had to get ferva, and he knew whereit grew. Not even aloony would try to gather it there, but
inthe little gardens or farms around the tiny dinker towns, there was fervagrowing.

He switched on alight in the gathering dusk. "I'm going outsde amoment,” hetold Lee Neilan. "If the
blancha starts coming back, take the other two tablets. Wouldn't hurt you to take 'em anyway. The
dinkers got avay with my thermometer, but if you get dizzy again, you take 'em.”

"Grant! Where—"

“I'll be back," he caled, closing the door behind him.

A loony, purplein the bluish Europalight, bobbed up with along giggle. He waved the creature asde
and set off on a cautious approach to the neighborhood of the dinker village—the old one, for the other
could hardly have had timeto cultivate its surrounding ground. He crept warily through the
bleeding-grass, but he knew his stealth was pure optimism. He wasin exactly the pogition of a
hundred-foot giant trying to gpproach ahuman city in secrecy—adifficult matter even in the utter
darkness of night.

He reached the edge of the dinker clearing. Behind him, Europa, moving asfast as the second hand
on hiswatch, plummeted toward the horizon. He paused in momentary surprise at the sight of the
exquigtelittle town, ahundred feet away acrossthetiny squarefidds, with lightsflickering inits
hand-wide windows. He had not known that dinker culture included the use of lights, but there they
were, tiny candles or perhgps diminutive oil lamps.

He blinked in the darkness. The second of the ten-foot fields looked like—it was ferva. He stooped
low, crept out, and reached his hand for the fleshy, white leaves. And at that moment came ashrill giggle
and the crackle of grass behind him. The loony! Theidiotic purple loony!

Squeaking shrieks sounded. He snatched a double handful of ferva, rose, and dashed toward the



lighted window of his shack. He had no wish to face poisoned barbs or disease-bearing teeth, and the
dinkerswere certainly aroused. Their gibbering sounded in chorus; the ground looked black with them.

He reached the shack, burst in, dammed and latched the door. "Got it!" He grinned. "L et 'em rave
outsde now."

They were raving. Their gibberish sounded like the creaking of worn machinery. Even Oliver opened
hisdrowsy eyesto listen. "It must be the fever,” observed the parcat placidly.

Leewas certainly no paer; the riblancha was passing safely. "Ugh!" she said, listening to the tumult
without. "I've aways hated rats, but dinkers are worse. All the shrewdness and viciousness of rats plus
theintdligence of devils"

"Wdl," said Grant thoughtfully, "1 don't see what they can do. They've had it in for me anyway."

"It sounds asif they're going off," said the girl, ligening. "The noiseisfading.”

Grant peered out of thewindow. "They're fill around. They've just passed from swearing to planning,
and | wish | knew what. Some day, if this crazy little planet ever becomes worth human occupation,
there's going to be a showdown between humans and dinkers.”

"Wel|? They're not civilized enough to be redly a serious obstacle, and they're so smdll, besides.”

"But they learn," he said. "They learn so quickly, and they breed like flies. Suppose they pick up the
use of gas, or suppose they develop littleriflesfor their poisonous darts. That's possible, because they
work in metasright now, and they know fire. That would put them practicaly on a par with man asfar as
offense goes, for what good are our giant cannons and rocket planes against six-inch dinkers? And to be
just on even termswould be fatd; one dinker for one man would be ahdll of atrade.”

Leeyawned. "Well, it'snot our problem. I'm hungry, Grant.”

"Good. That'sasign the blanchds through with you. WElI egt and then deep awhile, for theresfive
hours of darkness."

"But the dinkers?'

"l don't see what they can do. They couldn't cut through stone-bark wallsin five hours, and anyway,
Oliver would warn usif one managed to dip in somewhere."

It waslight when Grant awoke, and he stretched his cramped limbs painfully across histwo chairs.
Something had wakened him, but he didn't know just what. Oliver was pacing nervoudy beside him, and
now looked anxioudy up a him.

"I've had bad luck with my loonies,” announced the parcat plaintively. "Y ou're anice kitty."

"So areyou," said Grant. Something had wakened him, but what?

Then he knew, for it came again—the merest trembling of the stone-bark floor. He frowned in
puzzlement. Earthquakes? Not on 1o, for thetiny sphere had lost itsinternal heet untold ages ago. Then
what?

Comprehension dawned suddenly. He sprang to hisfeet with so wild aydl that Oliver scrambled
sdewayswith an inferna babble. The startled parcat |eaped to the stove and vanished up the flue. His
squal drifted faintly back.

"It must be the fever!”

Lee had garted to a Sitting position on the bunk, her gray eyes blinking deepily.

"Outsde!" heroared, pulling her to her feet. "Get out! Quickly!"

"Wh-what—why—"

"Get out!" He thrust her through the door, then spun to seize his belt and weapons, the bag of ferva
leaves, apackage of chocolate. The floor trembled again, and he burst out of the door with afrantic lesp
to the Sde of the dazed girl.

"They've undermined it!" he choked. "The devils undermined the—"

He had no timeto say more. A corner of the shack suddenly subsided; the stone-bark logs grated,
and the whole structure collapsed like a child's house of blocks. The crash died into silence, and there
was no motion save alazy wisp of vapor, afew black, ratlike forms scurrying toward the grass, and a
purple loony bobbing beyond the ruins.

"Thedirty devild" he swore bitterly. "The damn little black ratsl The—"

A dart whistled so closethat it grazed his ear and then twitched alock of Leg'stouded brown hair. A



chorus of squeaking sounded in the bleeding-grass.

"Comeon!" hecried. "They're out to exterminate usthistime. No—thisway. Toward the hills. Theré's
lessjunglethisway.”

They could outrun thetiny dinkers easily enough. In afew momentsthey had lost the sound of
sgueaking voices, and they stopped to gaze ruefully back on thefalen dwelling. "Now," hesaid
miserably, "were both where you were to start with.”

"Oh, no." Leelooked up at him. "We're together now, Grant. I'm not afraid.”

"WEIl manage," he said with ashow of assurance. "WEell put up atemporary shack somehow.
Well—"

A dart struck hisboot with a sharp blup. The dinkers had caught up to them.

Again they ran toward Idiots Hills. When at last they stopped, they could look down along dope and
far over the lonian jungles. There was the ruined shack, and there, neatly checkered, thefields and
towers of the nearer dinker town. But they had scarcely caught their breath when gibbering and
squeaking came out of the brush.

They were being driven into Idiots Hills, aregion as unknown to man asthe icy wastes of Pluto. It
was asif thetiny fiends behind them had determined that thistime their enemy, the giant trampler and
despoiler of their fields, should be pursued to extinction.

Wesgpons were usdless. Grant could not even glimpse their pursuers, dipping like hooded rats through
the vegetation. A bullet, even if chance sped it through adinker's body, wasfutile, and hisflame pistal,
though its lightning stroke should incinerate tons of brush and bleeding-grass, could no more than cut a
narrow path through the horde of tormentors. The only weapons that might have availed, the gas bulbs,
werelost in the ruins of the shack.

Grant and Lee were forced upward. They had risen a thousand feet above the plain, and the air was
thinning. Therewas no jungle here, but only great stretches of bleeding-grass, acrosswhich afew loonies
were visible, bobbing their heads on their long necks.

"Toward—the peakd!" gasped Grant, now painfully short of breath. " Perhaps we can stand rarer air
then they."

L ee was beyond answer. She panted doggedly along beside him asthey plodded now over patches
of bare rock. Before them were two low peaks, like the pillars of agate. Glancing back, Grant caught a
glimpse of tiny black formson aclear area, and in sheer anger hefired ashot. A single dinker legped
convulsively, its cape flapping, but the rest flowed on. There must have been thousands of them.

The peaks were closer, no more than afew hundred yards away. They were sheer, smooth,
unscaable.

"Between them," muttered Grant.

The passage that separated them was bare and narrow. The twin peaks had been onein ages past;
some forgotten vol canic convulsion had split them, leaving this dender canyon between.

He dipped an arm about Lee, whose breath, from effort and dtitude, was a series of rasping gasps. A
bright dart tinkled on the rocks as they reached the opening, but looking back, Grant could see only a
purpleloony plodding upward, and afew moreto hisright. They raced down a straight fifty-foot passage
that debouched suddenly into a sizeable valley—and there, thunderstruck for amoment, they paused.

A city lay there. For abrief instant Grant thought they had burst upon avast dinker metropolis, but the
merest glance showed otherwise. Thiswas no city of medieva blocks, but apoem in marble, classica in
beauty, and of human or near-human proportions. White columns, glorious arches, pure curving domes,
an architectura loveliness that might have been born on the Acropoalis. It took asecond look to discern
that the city was dead, deserted, in ruins.

Evenin her exhaugtion, Leefdt its beauty. "How—how exquisitel” she panted. "One could amost
forgive them—for being—dinkerd"

"They won't forgive usfor being human,”" he muttered. "Well have to make a stand somewhere. Wed
better pick abuilding.”

But before they could move more than afew feet from the canyon mouth, awild disturbance hated
them. Grant whirled, and for amoment found himsalf actudly paradyzed by amazement. The narrow



canyon wasfilled with a gibbering horde of dinkers, like a nauseous, heaving black carpet. But they came
no further than the valey end, for grinning, giggling, and bobbing, blocking the opening with tramping
three-toed feet, were four loonies!

It was a battle. The dinkers were biting and stabbing at the miserable defenders, whose shrill keenings
of pain wereless gigglesthan shrieks. But with adetermination and purpose utterly foreign to loonies,
their clawed feet tramped methodically up and down, up and down.

Grant exploded, "I'll be damned!" Then anideastruck him. "They're packed in the canyon, the whole
devil's brood of 'em!"

He rushed toward the opening. He thrust his flame pistol between the skinny legs of aloony, aimed it
graight along the canyon, and fired.

Inferno burst. Thetiny diamond, giving up dl itsenergy in oneterrific blast, shot ajagged stream of
firethat filled the canyon from wall to wall and vomited out beyond to cut afan of fire through the
bleeding-grass of the dope.

Idiots Hills reverberated to the roar, and when the rain of debris settled, there was nothing in the
canyon save afew bits of flesh and the head of an unfortunate loony, till bouncing and rolling.

Three of theloonies survived. A purple-faced one was pulling hisarm, grinning and giggling inimbecile
glee. He waved the thing aside and returned to the girl.

"Thank goodness!" he said. "Weé're out of that, anyway." "l wasn't afraid, Grant. Not with you."

He smiled. "Perhagps we can find aplace here," he suggested. "The fever ought to be less troublesome
at thisdtitude. But—say, thismust have been the capita city of the whole dinker racein ancient times. |
can scarcely imagine those fiends creating an architecture as beautiful asthis—or aslarge. Why, these
buildings are as colossal in proportion to dinker size as the skyscrapers of New Y ork to us!”

"But so beautiful," said Lee softly, sweeping her eyes over the glory of the ruins. "One might dmost
forgive—Grant! Look at those!"

He followed the gesture. On the inner side of the canyon's portals were gigantic carvings. But the thing
that set him staring in amazement was the subject of the portrayd. There, towering far up the cliff Sdes,
werethefigures, not of dinkers, but of—loonies! Exquistively carved, smiling rather than grinning, and
amiling somehow sadly, regretfully, pityingly—yet beyond doubt, loonies!

"Good night!" he whispered. "Do you see, Lee? This must once have been aloony city. The steps, the
doors, the buildings, dl are on their scale of Sze. Somehow, sometime, they must have achieved
civilization, and the loonies we know are the degenerate residue of agreat race.”

"And," put in Lee, "the reason those four blocked the way when the dinkerstried to comethroughiis
that they <till remember. Or probably they don't actualy remember, but they have atradition of past
glories, or more likdy 4till, just a superdtitious feding that this placeisin someway sacred. They let us
pass because, after dl, welook more like loonies than like dinkers. But the amazing thing isthat they ill
possess even that dim memory, because this city must have been in ruinsfor centuries. Or perhaps even
for thousands of years."

"But to think that loonies could ever have had the intelligence to create a culture of their own,” said
Grant, waving away the purple one bobbing and giggling a his side. Suddenly he paused, turning agaze
of new respect on the cregture. "This one's been following mefor days. All right, old chap, what isit?'

The purple one extended a sorely bedraggled bundle of bleeding-grass and twigs, giggling idicticaly.
Hisridiculous mouth twisted; his eyes popped in an agony of effort at menta concentration.

"Canny!" hegiggled triumphantly.

"Theimbecile!" flared Grant. "Nitwit! Idiot!" He broke off, then laughed. "Never mind. | guessyou
deserveit." Hetossed his package of chocolate to the three delighted loonies. "Here's your candy.”

A scream from Lee gartled him. Shewaswaving her amswildly, and over the crest of Idiots Hillsa
rocket plane roared, circled, and nosed itsway into the valley.

The door opened. Oliver stalked gravely out, remarking casualy. "I'm real and you'rereal." A man
followed the parcat—two men.

"Father!" screamed Lee.



It was sometimelater that Gustavus Neilan turned to Grant. "I can't thank you,” he said. "If theré's
ever any way | can show my appreciation for—"

"Thereis. You can cancel my contract.”

"Oh, you work for me?"

"I'm Grant Cathorpe, one of your traders, and I'm about sick of this crazy planet.”

"Of course, if youwish," said Neilan. "If it'saquestion of pay—"

"Y ou can pay mefor the sx months I've worked."

"If you'd careto stay," said the older man, "there won't be trading much longer. We've been ableto
grow fervanear the polar cities, and | prefer plantations to the uncertainties of relying on loonies. If you'd
work out your year, we might be able to put you in charge of a plantation by the end of that time."

Grant met Lee Nellan'sgray eyes, and hesitated. "Thanks," he said dowly, "but I'm sick of it." He
smiled at the girl, then turned back to her father. "Would you mind telling me how you happened to find
us? Thisisthe most unlikely place on the planet.”

"That'sjust the reason,” said Neilan. "When Lee didn't get back, | thought things over pretty carefully.
At last | decided, knowing her as| did, to search the least likely placesfirst. We tried the shores of the
Fever Sea, and then the White Desert, and finally Idiots Hills. We spotted the ruins of ashack, and on
the debris was this chap"—he indicated Oliver—"remarking that “Ten loonies make one haf-wit." Well,
the half-wit part sounded very much like areference to my daughter, and we cruised about until the roar
of your flame pistol attracted our attention.”

Lee pouted, then turned her serious gray eyes on Grant. "Do you remember,” she said softly, "what |
told you therein the jungle?’

"1 wouldn't even have mentioned that,” he replied. "I knew you were delirious.”

"But—perhaps | wasn't. Would companionship make it any easier to work out your year? | mean
if—for instlance—you wereto fly back with usto Junopolis and return with awife?"

"Lee" hesaid huskily, "you know what a difference that would make, though | can't understand why
you'd ever dream of it."

"It must," suggested Oliver, "bethefever.”

Redemption Cairn

HAVE you ever been flat broke, hungry asthe very devil, and yet so down and out that you didn't
even care? Looking back now, after acouple of months, it's hard to put it into words, but | think the low
point was the evening old Captain Harris Henshaw dropped into my room—rmy room, that is, until the
twenty-four-hour notice to move or pay up expired.

Therel sat, Jack Sands, ex-rocket pilot. Y eah, the same Jack Sands you're thinking of, the one who
cracked up the Gunderson Europa expedition trying to land a Y oung's Field, Long Idand, in March,
2110. Just ayear and ahalf ago! It seemed like ten and a hdf. Five hundred idle days. Eighteen months
of having your friends look the other way when you happened to pass on the street, partly because
they're ashamed to nod to a pilot that's been tagged yellow, and partly because they fed maybeit's
kinder to just let you drop out of sght peacefully.

| didn't even look up when aknock sounded on my door, because | knew it could only be the
landlady. "Haven't got it,” | growled. "I've got aright to stay out my notice.”

"Y ou got aright to make adamn fool of yoursdlf," said Henshaw's voice. "Why don't you tell your
friends your address?

"Harrigd" | yelled. It was" Captain” only aboard ship. Then | caught myself. "What's the matter?' |
asked, grinning bitterly. "Did you crack up, too? Coming to join me on the dust heap, eh?"

"Coming to offer you ajob," he growled.

"Yeah? It must be aswell one, then. Carting sand to fill up the blast pitson afield, huh? And I'm
damn near hungry enough to take it—but not quite.”

"It'sapiloting job," said Henshaw quietly.



"Who wants a pilot who's been smeared with yellow paint? What outfit will trust its shipsto a
coward? Don't you know that Jack Sandsistagged forever?'

"Shut up, Jack," he said briefly. "I'm offering you the job as pilot under me on Interplanetary’s new
Europa expedition.”

| started to burn up then. Y ou seg, it was returning from Jupiter's third moon, Europa, that 1'd
smashed up the Gunderson outfit, and now | got awild ideathat Henshaw was taunting me about that.
"By Heaven!" | screeched. "'If you're trying to be funny—"

But hewasn't. | quieted down when | saw he was serious, and he went on dowly, "1 want apilot |
can trust, Jack. | don't know anything about your cracking up the Hera; | wason the Venusrun when it
happened. All 1 know isthat | can depend on you."

After awhile began to believe him. When | got over the shock alittle, | figured Henshaw wasfriend
enough to be entitled to the facts.

"Listen, Harris," | said. "Y ou're taking me on, reputation and dl, and it looksto me asif you deserve
an explanation. | haven't been whining about the bump I got, and I'm not now. | cracked up Gunderson
and hisouitfit dl right, only—" | hestated; it'skind of tough to fed that maybe you're squirming in the
pinch—"only my co-pilot, that fellow Kratska, forgot to mention afew things, and mentioned afew
othersthat weren't true. Oh, it was my shift, right enough, but he neglected to tell the investigating
committee that I'd sood his shift and my own beforeit. I'd been on for two long shifts, and thiswas my
short one.”

"Two long onesl" echoed Henshaw. ™Y ou mean you were on sixteen hours before the landing shift?

"That'swhat | mean. I'll tell you just what | told the committee, and maybe you'll believe me. They
didn't. But when Kratska showed up to relieve me he was hopped. He had aregular hexylamine jag, and
he couldn't have piloted atricycle. So | did the only possible thing to do; | sent him back to deep it off,
and | reported it to Gunderson, but that still 1eft me the job of getting us down.

"It wouldn't have been so bad if it had happened in space, because there isn't much for apilot to do
out there except follow the course laid out by the captain, and maybe dodge a meteor if the larm buzzes.
But | had sixteen solid hours of teetering down through agravitationa field, and by the time my four-hour
spell came around | was bleary.”

"l don't wonder," said the captain. "Two long shiftsl"

Maybe I'd better explain arocket's pilot system. On short runslike Venus or Mars, avessd could
carry three pilots, and then it'sa smple matter of three eight-hour shifts. But on any longer run, because
ar and weight and fuel and food are dl precious, no rocket ever carries more than two pilots.

So aday'srunisdivided into four shifts, and each pilot has onelong spell of eight hours, then four
hours off, then four hours on again for his short shift, and then eight hoursto deep. He eatstwo of his
mesals right at the control desk, and the third during his short free period. It'saqueer life, and sometimes
men have been co-pilotsfor yearswithout realy seeing each other except at the beginning and the end of
ther run.

| went on with my story, still wondering whether Henshaw would fed asif | werewhining. "'l was
bleary," | repeated, "but Kratska showed up gtill foggy, and | didn't dare trust a hexylamine dope with the
job of landing. Anyway, I'd reported to Gunderson, and that seemed to shift some of the responsibility to
him. So | let Kratska sit in the control cabin, and | began to put down.”

Telling the sory made me mad dl over. "Those lousy reporters” | blazed. "All of them seemed to
think landing arocket islike settling down in bed; you just cushion down on your underblast. Y eah; they
don't redize that you have to land blind, because three hundred feet down from the ground the blast
beginsto splash againgt it.

"Y ou watch the leveling poles at the edge of the field and try to judge your dtitude from them, but
you don't see the ground; what you see under you are the flames of Hell. And another thing they don't
redlize: lowering aship islike bringing down adinner plate balanced on afishing rod. If she sartstoroll
Sdeways—blooey! The underjets only hold you up when they're pointing down, you know."

Henshaw et me vent my temper without interruption, and | returned to my story. "Well, | was getting
down aswell as could be expected. The Hera dways did have atendency to roll alittle, but she wasn't



the worst ship I've put to ground.

"But every time shedid over alittle, Kratskalet out aydl; he was nervous from his dopejag, and he
knew he was dueto lose hislicense, and on top of that he wasjust plain scared by the sideroll. We got
to seventy feet on the leveling poles when she gave a pretty sharp roll, and Kratskawent plain daffy."

| hesitated. "'l don't know exactly how to tell what happened. It went quick, and | didn't seedl of it,
of course. But suddenly Kratska, who had been fumbling with the air lock for ten minutes, shrieked
something like "She's going over!" and grabbed the throttle. He shut off the blast before | could lift an
eyelash, shut it off and flung himself out. Y eah; held opened the air lock.

"Wdll, we were only seventy feet—| ess than that—above the field. We dropped like an overripe
apple off atree. | didn't have time even to move before we hit, and when we hit, dl thefuel indl the jets
must have let go. And for what happened after that you'd better read the newspapers.”

"Not me," said Henshaw. "Y ou spill it."

"I can't, not al of it, because| waslaid out. But | can guess, dl right. It seemsthat when the jets blew
off, Kratskawas just picked up in acouple of cubic yards of the soft sand he had landed in, and tossed
clear. He had nothing but a broken wrist. And asfor me, apparently | was shot out of the control room,
and banged up considerably. And asfor Gunderson, his professors, and everyone else on the
Hera—wdll, they were just stains on the pool of molten ferraumin that was | eft.”

"Then how," asked Henshaw, "did they hang it on you?'

| tried to control my voice. "Kratska," | said grimly. "Thefield was clear for landing; nobody can
stand in close with the blast splashing in asix-hundred-foot circle. Of course, they saw someonejump
from the nose of the ship after the jets cut off, but how could they tell which of us? And the exploson
shuffled the whole field around, and nobody knew which waswhat.”

"Then it should have been hisword againgt yours.”

"Y eah; it should have been. But thefield knew it was my shift because I'd been talking over the
landing beam, and besides, Kratska got to the reportersfirst. | never even knew of the mess until | woke
up a Grand Mercy Hospitd thirteen dayslater. By that time Kratska had talked and | wasthe goat.”

"But theinvestigating committes?’

| grunted. " Sure, the investigating committee. 1'd reported to Gunderson, but he made a swell
witness, being just an impurity in amass of ferralumin aloy. And Kratska had disappeared anyway."

"Couldn't they find him?"'

"Not on what | knew about him. We picked him up at Junopolis on 1o, because Briggs was down
with whitefever. | didn't see him at al except when we were relieving each other, and you know what
that's like, seeing somebody in a control cabin with the sun shields up. And on Europawe kept to space
routing, 0 | couldn't even give you a good description of him. He had abeard, but so have ninety per
cent of us after along hop, and he said when we took him on that held just come over from the Earth.” |
paused. "I'll find him some day."

"Hope you do," said Henshaw briskly. "About this present run, now. Ther€ll be you and me, and
then ther€lll be Stefan Coretti, aphysical chemist, and an Ivor Gogrol, abiologist. That'sthe scientific
personnel of the expedition.”

"Y eah, but who's my co-pilot? That's what interests me.”

"Oh, sure," said Henshaw, and coughed. "Y our co-pilot. Well, I've been meaning to tell you. It's
ClareAvery." "Claire Avery!"

"That'sright," agreed the captain gloomily. "The Golden Flash hersdlf. The only woman pilot to have
her name on the Curry cup, winner of thisyear's Apogee race.”

"Shelsno pilot!” | sngpped. "She'sarich publicity hound with brass nerves. | wasjust curious enough
to blow ten bucksrental on a'scope to watch that race. She was ninth rounding the Moon. Ninth! Do
you know how she won? She gunned her rocket under full acceleration practicaly al the way back, and
then fdll into abraking orbit.

"Any sophomorein Astronautics |1 knows that you can't calculate abraking orbit without knowing
the dengity of the stratosphere and ionosphere, and even then itsagamble. That'swhat she did—smply
gambled, and happened to be lucky. Why do you pick arich moron with ataste for thrillson ajob like



"I didn't pick her, Jack. Interplanetary picked her for publicity purposes. Totel thetruth, | think this
whole expedition is an attempt to get alittle favorable advertising to offset that shady stock investigation
this spring. Interplanetary wantsto show itsalf asthe noble patron of exploration. So Claire Avery will
take off for the television and papers, and you'll be politely ignored.”

"And that suitsme! | wouldn't even takethe job if thingswere alittle different, and—" | broke off
suddenly, frozen"Say," | said weakly, "did you know they'd revoked my license?"

"You don't say," said Henshaw. "And after dl thetrouble | had talking Interplanetary into permission
to take you on, too." Then he grinned. "Here," he said, tossing me an envelope. " See how long it'll take
you to losethisone.

But the very sight of the familiar blue paper was enough to make meforget alot of things—Kratska,
Claire Avery, even hunger.

The take-off wasworse than | had expected. | had sense enough to wear my pilot's gogglesto the
field, but of course | was recognized as soon as| joined the group at the rocket. They'd given usthe
Minos, an old ship, but she looked asif shed handle well.

The newsmen must have had ordersto ignore me, but | could hear plenty of comments from the
crowd. And to finish things up, there was Claire Avery, alot prettier than she looked on thetelevison
screens, but with the same unmistakabl e cobalt-blue eyes, and hair closer to the actua shade of metallic
gold than any 1'd ever seen. The "Golden Flash," the newsmen called her. Blah!

She accepted her introduction to me with the coolest possible nod, asif to say to the scanners and
camerasthat it wasn't her choice she was teamed with yellow Jack Sands. But for that matter, Coretti's
black Latin eyeswere not especidly cordid either, nor were Gogrol's broad features. 1I'd met Gogrol
somewhere before, but couldn't place him at the moment.

Well, at |ast the speeches were over, and the photographers and broadcast men let the Golden Flash
stop posing, and she and | got into the control cabin for the take-off. | ill wore my goggles, and huddied
down low besides, because there were a dozen telescopic cameras and scanners recording us from the
fidd'sedge. Claire Avery smply ateit up, though, smiling and waving before she cut in the underblast.
But findly wewererisng over theflame.

She was worse than I'd dreamed. The Minos was asweetly balanced ship, but sherolled it likea
baby's cradle. She had the radio on the field broadcast, and | could hear the description of the take-off:
"—heavily laden. There—sheralls again. But she's making dtitude. The blast has stopped splashing now,
and iscoming down in abeautiful fan of fire. A difficult take-off, even for the Golden Flash." A difficult
take-off! Bunk!

| was watching the red bubblein thelevel, but | soleaglanceto Claire Avery'sface, and it wasn't so
cool and stand-offish now. And just then the bubble in the level bobbed way over, and | heard the girl a
my sde give afrightened little gasp. Thiswasn't cradle rocking any more—we werein ared roll!

| dapped her hands hard and grabbed the U-bar. | cut the underjets completely off, letting the ship
fal free, then shot the full blast through the right laterals. It was damn close, I'm ready to swear, but we
leveled, and | snapped on the under-blast before we lost ahundred feet of dtitude. And there was that
inaneradio dill talking: "They're over! No—they've leveled again, but what aroll! She'sared pilat, this
Golden Hasn—"

| looked at her; she was pale and shaken, but her eyes were angry. "Golden Flash, en?" | jeered.
"The gold must refer to your money, but what's the flash? It can't have much to do with your ability asa
pilot." But at that time | had no ideahow pitifully little she redlly knew about rocketry.

Sheflared. "Anyway," she hissed, her lips actudly quivering with rage, "the gold doesn't refer to
color, Mr. Maaria Sandgl" She knew that would hurt; the "Maarid' was some bright columnist'sidea of
apun on my name. You see, maarias popularly caled Yelow Jack. "Besides,”" she went on defiantly, "l
could have pulled out of that roll mysdlf, and you know it."

"Sure" | said, with the meanest possible sarcasm. We had considerable upward vel ocity now, and
plenty of dtitude, both of which tend toward safety because they give one moretimeto pull out of arall.



"Y ou can take over again now. The hard part'sover."

She gave me alook from those electric blue eyes, and | began to redlize just what sort of trip | wasin
for. Coretti and Gogrol had indicated their unfriendliness plainly enough, and heaven knows | couldn't
mistake the hatred in Claire Avery's eyes, S0 that |eft just Captain Henshaw. But the captain of the ship
dare not show favoritism; sodl indl | saw mysdlf doomed to alondly trip.

Londy isn't the word for it. Henshaw was decent enough, but since Claire Avery had started with a
long shift and so had the captain, they were having their free spells and meals on the same schedule, dong
with Gogrol, and that left me with Coretti. He was pretty cool, and | had pride enough left not to make
any unwanted advances.

Gogrol wasworse; | saw him seldom enough, but he never addressed aword to me except on
routine. Y et there was something familiar about him— Asfor Claire Avery, | smply wasn't in her scheme
of thingsa dl; sheevenrelieved mein slence.

Offhand, I'd have said it was the wildest sort of stupidity to send agirl with four men on atrip like
this. Well, | had to hand it to Claire Avery; in that way she was asplendid rocketrix. Shetook the
inconveniences of space routine without amurmur, and she was so companionable—that is, with the
others—that it waslike having ayoung and unusually entertaining man aboard.

And, after all, Gogrol was twice her age and Henshaw amost three times; Coretti was younger, but |
wasthe only one who wasredlly of her generation. But as| say, she hated me; Coretti seemed to stand
best with her.

So the weary weeks of the journey dragged along. The Sun shrunk up to adisk only afifth the
diameter of theterrestrid Sun, but Jupiter grew to an enormous moon-like orb with its bands and spots
glorioudy tinted. It was an exquisite Sght, and sometimes, since eight hours deepismorethan | can use,
| used to dip into the control room while Claire Avery was on duty, just to watch the giant planet and its
moons. Thegirl and | never said aword to each other.

Weweren't to stop at |0, but were landing directly on Europa, our destination, the third moon
outward from the vast molten globe of Jupiter. In some ways Europais the queerest little spherein the
Solar Systemn, and for many yearsit was believed to be quite uninhabitable. It is, too, asfar as saventy
per cent of its surface goes, but the remaining areaisawild and weird region.

Thisisthe mountainous hollow in the face toward Jupiter, for Europa, like the M oon, keeps one face
awaystoward its primary. Herein thisvast depression, al of the tiny world's scanty atmosphereis
collected, gathered like little lakes and puddlesinto the valeys between mountain ranges that often pierce
through the low-lying air into the emptiness of space.

Often enough asingle valey forms amicrocosm sundered by nothingness from the rest of the plandt,
generating its own little rainstorms under pygmy cloud banks, inhabited by itsindigenouslife, untouched
by, and unaware of, all else.

In the ephemeris, Europais dismissed prosaically with astring of figures. diameter, 2099
M.—period, 3 days, 13 hours, 14 seconds—distance from primary, 425,160 M. For an astronomical
ephemerisisn't concerned with the thin film of life that occasionaly blurs aplanet's surface; it has nothing
to say of the dow libration of Europathat sendsintermittent tides of air washing againgt the mountain
dopesunder thetida drag of Jupiter, nor of the waves that sometimes pill air from valley to valey, and
sometimes spill dienlifeaswall.

Least of dl isthe ephemeris concerned with the queer formsthat crawl now and then right up out of
theair pools, to lie on the vacuum-bathed peaks exactly as strange fishes flopped their way out of the
Earthly seasto bask on the sands at the close of the Devonian age.

Of thefive of us, | wasthe only one who had ever visited Europa—or so | thought at the time.
Indeed, there were few men in the world who had actually set foot on the inhospitable little planet;
Gunderson and his men were dead, save me and perhaps Kratska, and we had been the first organized
expedition.

Only afew stray adventurersfrom 1o had preceded us. So it was to me that Captain Henshaw
directed his orderswhen he said, "Take us as close as possible to Gunderson'slanding.”



It began to be evident that we'd make ground toward the end of Claire'slong shift, so | crawled out
of the coffinlike niche | caled my cabin an hour early, and went up to the control room to guide her
down. We were saventy or eighty miles up, but there were no clouds or air distortion here, and the
valeys crisscrossed under uslike ardief map.

It wasinferndly hard to pick Gunderson's valey; the burned spot from the blast waslong since
grown over, and | had only memory to rely on, for, of course, dl chartswerelost with the Hera. But |
knew the generd region, and it redly made less difference than it might have, for practicaly dl thevaleys
in that vicinity were connected by passes; one could walk between them in breathable air.

After awhile| picked one of aseries of narrow pardld valeys, onewith what | knew was a salt
pooal in the center—though most of them had that; they'd be desert without it—and pointed it out to
Claire."That one," | said, adding malicioudy, "and I'd better warn you that it's narrow and degp—a
ticklish landing place.”

She flashed me an unfriendly glance from sapphire eyes, but said nothing. But avoice behind me
sounded unexpectedly: "To theleft! The oneto theleft. It—it looks easier.”

Gogrol! | was gtartled for amoment, then turned coldly on him. "Keep out of the control room during
landings," | snapped.

He glared, muttered something, and retired. But he left me atrifle worried; not that hisvalley to the
left was any eader to land in—that was pure bunk—»but it looked alittle familiar! Actualy, | wasn't sure
but that Gogrol had pointed out Gunderson'svaley.

But | stuck to my firgt guess. Theirritation | felt | took out on Claire. "Takeit dow!" | said gruffly.
"Thisisn't alanding field. Nobody's put up leveling polesin these vdleys. Y ou're going to have to land
completely blind from about four hundred feet, because the blast beginsto splash sooner inthisthin air.
Y ou go down by level and guess, and Heaven help usif you roll her! Thereé's no room for rolling between
those diffs"

Shebit her lip nervoudy. The Minos was dready rolling under the girl'sinexpert hand, though that
wasn't dangerous while we still had ten or twelve miles of dtitude. But the ground was coming up
Seedily.

| wasin acruel mood. | watched the strain grow in her lovely features, and if | felt any pity, | logtit
when | thought of the way she had treated me. So | taunted her.

"This shouldn't be ahard landing for the Golden Flash. Or maybe you'd rather be landing at full
speed, s0 you could fal into abraking dlipse—only that wouldn't work here, because the air doesn't
stick up high enough to act as abrake.”

And afew minutes later, when her lipswere quivering with tension, | said, "It takes more than
publicity and gambler's luck to make apilot, doesn't it?"

She broke. She screamed suddenly, "Oh, takeit! Takeit, then!” and dammed the U-bar into my
hands. Then she huddled back in her corner sobbing, with her golden hair streaming over her face.

| took over; | had no choice. | pulled the Minos out of theroll Claire's gesture had put her in, and
then started teetering down on the underjets. It was pitifully easy because of Europaslow gravitation and
the resulting low faling acceleration; it gave the pilot so much time to compensate for Sde sway.

| began to redize how miserably little the Golden Flash redlly knew about rocketry, and, despite
mysdlf, | felt asurge of pity for her. But why pity her? Everyone knew that Claire Avery wassmply a
wedthy, thrill-intoxicated daredevil, with more than her share of money, of beauty, of adulation. The
despised Jack Sands pitying her? That'salaugh!

The underblast hit and splashed, turning the brown-clad valey into black ashes and flame. | inched
down very dowly now, for there was nothing to see below save the fiery sheet of the blast, and |
waiched the bubble on theleved asif my life depended on it—which it did.

| knew the splash began at about four hundred feet in this density of air, but from then on it was
guesswork, and aquestion of settling down so dowly that when we hit we wouldn't damage the
underjets. And if | do say it, we grounded so gently that | don't think Claire Avery knew it until | cut off
the blagt.

She rubbed the tears away with her deeve and glared blue-eyed defiance at me, but before she could



speak, Henshaw opened the door. "Nice landing, Miss Avery," he said.

"Waan't it?' | echoed, with agrin at thegirl.

She stood up. Shewastrembling and | think that under Earthly gravitation shewould have fallen
back into the pilot's sedt, for | saw her knees shaking below her trim, black shorts.

"I didn't land us," she sad grimly. "Mr. Sands put usto ground.”

Somehow my pity got the best of methen. "Sure,” | said. "It'sinto my shift. Look." It was; the
chronometer showed three minutesin. "Miss Avery had dl the hard part—"

But shewasgone. And try as| would, | could not bring myself to see her asthe hard, brilliant
thrill-seeker which the papers and broadcasts portrayed her. Instead, she left me with astrange and by
no meanslogicd impresson of—wistfulness.

Life on Europabegan uneventfully. Little by little we reduced the atmospheric pressurein the Minos
to conform to that outside. Firgt Coretti and then Claire Avery had a spdll of dtitude sickness, but by the
end of twenty hours we were al acclimated enough to be comfortable outside.

Henshaw and | werefirgt to venture into the open. | scanned the valey carefully for familiar
landmarks, but it was hard to be sure; al these canyonlike ditches were much dike. | know that a copse
of song-bushes had grown high on the cliff when the Hera had landed, but our blast had splashed higher,
and if the bushes had been there, they were only a patch of ashes now.

At thefar end of the valey there should have been acdleft in the hills, apassleading to theright into
the next valey. That wasn't there; dl | could distinguish was a narrow ravine cutting the hillsto the lft.

"I'm afraid I've missed Gunderson'svaley,” | told Henshaw. "I think it'sthe next oneto our l€ft; it's
connected to thisone by apass, if I'mright, and thisisone | camein severa timesto hunt." It recurred to
me suddenly that Gogrol had said the |eft one.

"You say thereésapass?' mused Henshaw. "Then welll stay here rather than chance another take-off
and another landing. We can work in Gunderson's valley through the pass. Y ou're sureit'slow enough so
we won't have to use oxygen helmets?’

"If it'stheright pass, | am. But work at what in Gunderson'svaley? | thought thiswas an exploring
expedition.”

Henshaw gave me aqueer, sharp look, and turned away. Right then | saw Gogrol standing in the
port of the Minos, and | didn't know whether Henshaw's reticence was due to his presence or mine. |
moved astep to follow him, but at that moment the outer door of the air lock opened and Claire Avery
came out.

It wasthefirst time | had seen her in afair light sncethe take-off a Y oung's Field, and | had rather
forgotten the loveliness of her coloring. Of course, her skin had paed from the weeks in semidarkness,
but her cadmium-yedlow hair and sapphire-blue eyes were redly sartling, especidly when she moved into
the sun shadow of the cliff and stood bathed only in the golden Jupiter light.

Like Henshaw and mysdlf, she had dipped on the dl-enveloping ski suit onewore on chilly little
Europa. The small world received only afourth as much heat as seamy |0, and would not have been
habitable at dl, except for the fact that it kept its face dwaystoward its primary, and therefore received
heat intermittently from the Sun, but eternaly from Jupiter.

Thegirl cast an eager look over the valley; | knew thiswas her first experience on an uninhabited
world, and thereis dways a sense of strangeness and the fascination of the unknown in onesfirst step on
andien planet.

Shelooked at Henshaw, who was methodically examining the scorched soil on which the Minos
rested, and then her glance crossed mine. There was an eectric moment of tenson, but then the anger in
her blue eyes—if it had been anger —died away, and she strode deliberately to my side.

She faced me squarely. "Jack Sands,”" she said with an undertone of defiance, "I owe you an
gpology. Don't think I'm apologizing for my opinion of you, but only for the way I've been acting toward
you. Inasmal company like thisthere isn't room for enmity, and asfar asI'm concerned, your past is
yours from now on. What's more, | want to thank you for hel ping me during the take-off, and"—her
defiance was cracking a bit—"d-during the—the landing.”

| stared at her. That apology must have cost her an effort, for the Golden Fash was a proud young



lady, and | saw her wink back her tears. | choked back the vicious reply | had been about to make, and
sad only, "O.K.Y ou keep your opinion of meto yoursdlf and I'll do the same with my opinion of you."

She flushed, then smiled. "I guessI'm arotten pilot,” she admitted ruefully. "I hate take-offsand
landings. To tdl thetruth, I'm smply scared of the Minos. Up to the time we left Y oung's Field, I'd never
handled anything larger than my little racing rocket, the Golden Flash."

| gasped. That wouldn't have been credibleif | hadn't seen with my own eyes how utterly unpracticed
shewas. "But why?' | asked in perplexity. "If you hate piloting so, why do it? Just for publicity? With
your money you don't have to, you know."

"Oh, my money!" she echoed irritably. She stared away over the narrow valley, and started suddenly.
"Look!" she cried. "There's something moving on the peakslike abig ball. And way up where therésno
aradl"

| glanced over. "It'sjust abladder bird,” | said indifferently. I'd seen plenty of them; they werethe
commonest mobile form of life on Europa. But of course Claire hadn't, and she was eagerly curious.

| explained. | threw stonesinto atinkling grove of song-bushes until | flushed up another, and it went
gliding over our heads with its membrane stretched taut.

| told her that the three-foot creature that had sailed like aflying squirrel was the same sort asthe
giant ball she had glimpsed among the airless peaks, only the one on the peaks had inflated its bladder.
The crestureswere able to crossfrom valey to vdley by carrying their air with them in ther big,
balloonlike bladders. And, of course, bladder birdsweren't redlly birds at dl; they didn't fly, but glided
likethe lemurs and flying squirrels of Earth, and naturaly, couldn't even do that when they were up on the
arlessheghts.

Clairewas so eager and interested and wide-eyed that | quite forgot my grudge. | started to show
her my knowledge of things Europan; | led her close to the copse of song-bushes so that she could listen
to the sweet and plaintive melody of their breathing leaves, and | took her down to the sdt pool in the
center of the valey to find some of the primitive creatures which Gunderson's men had called "nutsies,”
because they |ooked very much like walnuts with the hulls on. But within was asmal mouthful of
delicious meset, neither anima nor vegetable, which was quite safe to eat raw, since bacterid life did not
exist on Europa.

| guess| was pretty exuberant, for after dl, thiswasthe first chance a companionship I'd had for
many weeks. We wandered down the valey and | talked, talked about anything. | told her of the various
formslife assumed on the planets, how on Mars and Titan and Europa sex was unknown, though Venus
and Earth and o al possessed it; and how on Mars and Europa vegetable and animd life had never
differentiated, so that even the vadtly intelligent beaked Martians had atinge of vegetable nature, while
conversaly the song-bushes on the hills of Europahad avagudy anima content. And meanwhile we
wandered amlesdy along until we stood below the narrow pass or ravine that led presumably into
Gunderson'svaley to our left.

Far up the dope amovement caught my eye. A bladder bird, | thought idly, though it was alow
dtitude for oneto inflate; they usualy expanded their bladdersjust below the point where breathing
became impossible. Then | saw that it wasn't abladder bird; it wasaman. Infact, it was Gogrol.

He was emerging from the pass, and his collar was turned up about his throat against the cold of the
atitude. He hadn't seen us, apparently, as he angled down what mountaineerscal a col, aledge or neck
of rock that danted from the mouth of the ravine along the hillsde toward the Minos. But Claire,
following the direction of my gaze, saw him in the moment before brush hid him from view.

"Gogroll" she exclamed. "He must have been in the next valley. Stefan will want—" She caught
hersdlf sharply.

"Why," | asked grimly, "should your friend Coretti be interested in Gogrol's actions? After all,
Gogrol's supposed to be abiologigt, isn't he? Why shouldn't he take alook in the next valey?!

Her lipstightened. "Why shouldn't he?' she echoed. "I didn't say he shouldn't. | didn't say anything
likethet."

And thenceforward she maintained a stubborn silence. Indeed, something of the old enmity and
cool ness seemed to have settled between us as we walked back through the valley toward the Minos.



That night Henshaw rearranged our schedule to a more convenient plan than the requirements of
gpace. We divided our time into days and nights, or rather into deeping and waking periods, for, of
course, there is no true night on Europa. The shifts of light are dmost as puzzling as those on its neighbor
lo, but not quite, because to has its own rotation to complicate matters.

On Europa, the nearest approach to true night is during the eclipse that occurs every three days or
30, when the landscapeisillumined only by the golden twilight of Jupiter, or a the most, only by Jupiter
and lo light. So we set our own night time by arbitrary Earth reckoning, so that we might al work and
deep during the same periods.

There was no need for any sort of watch to be kept; no one had ever reported life dangerous to man
on little Europa. The only danger came from the meteors that siwarm about the giant Jupiter's orbit, and
sometimes came crashing down through the shalow air of his satdllites; we couldn't dodge them here as
we could in space. But that was adanger against which aguard was unavailing.

It was the next morning that | cornered Henshaw and forced him to listen to my questions.

"Listento me, Harris," | said determinedly. "What isthere about this expedition that everybody
knows but me? If thisis an exploring party, I'm the Ameer of Y arkand. Now | want to know what it'sal
about."

Henshaw looked miserably embarrassed. He kept his eyes avay from mine, and muttered unhappily,
"l can't tell you, Jack. I'm damned sorry, but 1 can't tell you."

"Why not?'

He hesitated. "Because I'm under orders not to, Jack."

"Whose orders?’

Henshaw shook hishead. "Damn it?" he said vehemently. "I trust you. If it were my choice, you'd be
the one I'd pick for honesty. But it isn't my choice.” He paused. "Do you understand that? All right"—he
dtiffened into his captain's manner—"no more questions, then. I'll ask the questions and give the orders.”

Wi, put on that basis, | couldn't argue. I'm apilot, fird, last, and dways, and | don't disobey my
superior's orders even when he happens to be as close afriend as Henshaw. But | began to kick myself
for not seeing something queer in the business as soon as Henshaw offered me the job.

If Interplanetary was|ooking for favorable publicity, they wouldn't get it by Signing me on. Moreover,
the government wasn't in the habit of reissuing arevoked pilot's license without good and sufficient
reason, and | knew | hadn't supplied any such reason by loafing around brooding over my troubles. That
aone should have tipped me off that something was screwy.

And there were plenty of hints during the voyage itsaf. True, Gogrol seemed to talk the language of
biology, but I'll be dogged if Coretti talked like achemist. And there was that haunting sense of familiarity
about Gogrol, too. And to cap the climax was the incongruity of calling thisjaunt an exploring expedition;
for dl the exploring we were doing we might aswell have landed on Staten Idand or Buffao. Better, as
far as| was concerned, because I'd seen Europa but had never been to Buffalo.

Wéll, there was nothing to be done about it now. | suppressed my disgust and tried ashard as|
could to cooperate with the othersin whatever project we were supposed to be pursuing. That was
rather difficult, too, because suspicious-appearing incidents kept cropping up to make mefed likea
stranger or an outcast.

Therewas, for instance, the time Henshaw decided that a changein diet would be welcome. The
native life of Europawas perfectly edible, though not al astasty asthetiny shell crestures of the sat
pools. However, | knew of one variety that had served the men of the Hera, a plantlike growth consisting
of asingle fleshy hand-sized member, that we had called liver-leaf because of itstaste.

The captain detailed Coretti and mysdlf to gather asupply of thisdelicacy, and | found a specimen,
showed it to him, and then sat off dutifully dong the north—thet is, the left—wall of thevalley.

Coretti appeared to take the opposite Sde, but | had not gone far before | glimpsed him skirting my
edge of the sdt pool. That meant nothing; he was free to search anywherefor liver-leaf, but it was soon
evident to methat he was not searching. He was following me; he was shadowing my movements.

| wasthoroughly irritated, but determined not to show it. | plodded methodically aong, gathering the



fat leavesin my basket, until | reached the valey'sfar end and the dopes back and succeeded in running
square into Coretti before he could maneuver himsaf out of a copse of song-bushes.

Hegrinned a me. "Any luck?" he asked.

"Morethanyou, it ssems,” | retorted, with a contemptuouslook at hisal but empty basket.

"I had no luck at dl. | thought maybe in the next valey, through the pass there, we might find some.”

"I'vefound my share," | grunted.

| thought | noticed aflicker of surprisein hisblack eyes. "Y ou're not going over?' he asked sharply.
"Y ou're going back?'

"You guessedit,” | said sharply. "My basket'sfull and I'm going back.”

| knew that he watched me most of the way back, because halfway to the Minos | turned around,
and | could see him standing there on the S ope below the pass.

Along toward what we called evening the Sun went into our first eclipse. The landscape was bathed
inthe aureate light of Jupiter alone, and | redlized that 1'd forgotten how beautiful that golden twilight
could be.

| was feding particularly lonesome, too; so | wandered out to stare at the glowing pesks againgt the
black sky, and theimmense, bulging sphere of Jupiter with Ganymede swinging like aluminous peearl
close besideit. The scenewas so lovely that | forgot my loneliness, until 1 was suddenly reminded of it.

A glint of more brilliant gold caught my eye, up near the grove of song-bushes. It was Claire's head;
she was standing there watching the display, and beside her was Coretti. While | looked, he suddenly
turned and drew her into hisarms; she put her hands againgt his chest, but she wasn't struggling; she was
perfectly passve and content. It was none of my business, of course, but—well, if I'd didiked Coretti
before, | hated him now, because | was|onely again.

| think it was the next day that things came to a head, and trouble redlly began. Henshaw had been
pleased with our medl of indigenous life, and decided to try it again. Thistime Claire was assgned to
accompany me, and we set off in slence. A sort of echo of the coolness that had attended our last
parting survived, and besides, what | had seen last night in the eclipse light seemed to make adifference
tome. So | smply stalked adong at her side, wondering what to choose for the day's menu.

Wedidn't want liver-leaves again. Thelittle nutsesfrom the salt pool were dl right, but it wasa
half-day's job to gather enough, and besides, they were amost too sdty to be pleasant fare for awhole
meal. Bladder birds were hopd ess; they consisted of practically nothing except thin skin stretched over a
framework of bones. | remembered that once we had tried a brown, fungoid lump that grew in the shade
under the song-bushes; some of Gunderson's men had liked it.

Clarefindly brokethe sllence. "If I'm going to help you look," she suggested, "I ought to know what
were looking for."

| described the lumpy growths. "I'm not so sure dl of uswill like them. Near as| can remember, they
tasted something like truffles, with afaint flavor of meet added. We tried them both raw and cooked, and
cooked wasbest." "I liketruffles" said the girl. "They're—"

A shot! There was no mistaking the sharp crack of a .38, though it sounded queerly thinin therare
atmosphere. But it sounded again, and athird time, and then aregular fusillade!

"Keep back of me!" | snapped as we turned and raced for the Minos. The warning was needless,
Clare was unaccustomed to the difficulties of running on asmal planet. Her weight on Europamust have
been no more than twelve or fifteen pounds, one eighth Earth normal, and though she had learned to walk
eadly enough—one learned that on any space journey—she had had no opportunity to learn to run. Her
first step sent her haf adozen feet intheair; | sped away from her with thelong, diding stride one had to
use on such planets as Europa

| burst out of the brush into the area cleared by the blast, where dready growth had begun. For a
moment | saw only the Minos resting peacefully in the clearing, then | redled with shock. At theair lock
lay aman—Henshaw—uwith hisface abloody pulp, hishead split by two bullets.

Therewas aburst of sound, voices, another shot. Out of the open air lock reeled Coretti; he
staggered backward for ten steps, then dropped on his side, while blood welled up out of the collar of his



suit. And standing grimly in the opening, an automatic smoking in hisright hand, acharged flame-pistal in
hisleft, was Gogrol!

| had no weapon; why should one carry arms on airless Europa? For an instant | stood frozen,
gppalled, uncomprehending, and in that moment Gogrol glimpsed me. | saw hishand tighten on his
automatic, then he shrugged and strode toward me.

"Well," hesaid with asnarl in hisvoice, "I had to do it. They went crazy. Aneross. It struck both of
them at once, and they went clean mad. Self-defense, it was."

| didn't believe him, of course. People don't get anerosisin air no rarer than Europas; one could live
hiswholelife out there without ever suffering from air starvation. But | couldn't argue those pointswith a
panting murderer armed with the most deadly weapon ever devised, and with agirl coming up behind
me. So | said nothing at all.

Claire came up; | heard her shocked intake of breath, and her dmost inaudible wall, " Stefan!™ Then
she saw Gogrol holding hisguns, and sheflared out, "So you did it! | knew they suspected you! But
youll never get away withit, you—"

She broke off under the sudden menace of Gogrol's eyes, and | stepped in front of her as he raised
the automatic. For an instant desth looked squardly at both of us, then the man shrugged and the evil light
in hiseyesdimmed.

"A whileyet," he muttered. "If Coretti dies—" He backed to the air lock and pulled a hdmet from
within the Minos, an air hemet that we had thought might serve should we ever need to crossthe heights
about ablind valey.

Then Gogrol advanced toward us, and | felt Claire quiver against my shoulder. But the man only
glared a us and spat out asingle word. "Back!" he rasped. "Back!"

We backed. Under the menace of that deadly flame-pistol he herded us dong the narrow valey,
eastward to the dope whence angled the ravine that led toward Gunderson's valley. And up the dope,
into the dim shadows of the passitself, so narrow in places that my outstretched hands could have
spanned the gap between thewalls. A grim, dark, echo-haunted, and forbidding place; | did not wonder
that the girl shrank againgt me. The air wasthin to the point of insufficiency, and dl three of uswere
gasping for breath.

There was nothing | could do, for Gogrol's weapons bore too steadily on Claire Avery. So | dipped
my arm about her to hearten her and inched warily aong that shadowy canyon, until at last it widened,
and athousand feet below stretched avalley—Gunderson'svaley, | knew at once. Far away wasthe
dope wherethe Hera had rested, and down in the lower end was the heart-shaped pool of brine.

Gogrol had dipped on the helmet, leaving the visor open, and hisflat features peered out at uslikea
gargoyle's. On hedrove us, and down into the valley. But as he passed the mouth of the ravine, which by
now was no more than a narrow gorge between colossal escarpments that loomed heavenward like the
battlements of Atlantis, he stooped momentarily into the shadows, and when herose again | fancied that
asmall sound like the singing of a teakettle followed us down the dope. It meant nothing to me then.

He waved the automatic. "Faster!" he ordered threateningly. We were down in the talus now, and we
scrambled doggedly among the rocks and falen debris. On he drove us, until we ssumbled among the
boulders around the central pond. Then, suddenly, he halted.

"If youfollow," he said with acold intensity, "I shoot!" He strode away not toward the pass, but
toward the ridge itsdlf, back along the dopesthat lay nearest the Minos, hidden from view in the other
valley. Of course, Gogrol could crossthose airless heights, securein thishelmet, carrying hisair supply
like the bladder birds.

He seemed to seek the shelter of an ascending ridge. Asthejutting rock concedled him, | lesped to a
boulder.

"Comeon!" | said. "Perhaps we can beat him through the passto the ship!"

"No!" screamed Claire, so frantically that | halted. "My Lord, no! Didn't you seethe blaster he left?!

The singing teakettle noise! | had barely timeto throw my-sdlf beside the girl crouching behind arock
when thelittle atomic bomb let go.

| suppose everybody has seen, either by eye or television, the effect of atomic explosons. All of us,



by one means or the other, have watched old buildings demolished, road grades or cand s blasted, and
those over forty may even remember the havoc-spreading bombs of the Pacific War. But none of you
could have seen anything like this, for thisexplosion had alow air pressure and a gravitation only
one-eighth normal asthe sole checkstoitsfury.

It seemed to me that the whole mountain lifted. Vast masses of crumbling rock hurtled toward the
black sky. Bitsof stone, whistling like bullets and incandescent like meteors, shot past us, and the very
ground we clung to heaved like the deck of arolling rocket.

When thewild turmoil had subsided, when the debris no longer sang about us, when the upheaved
masses had either fallen again or had spun beyond Europa's gravitation to crash on indifferent Jupiter, the
pass had vanished. Mountain and vacuum hemmed usinto a prison.

Both of uswere dightly stunned by the concussion, dthough the thin atmosphere transmitted a
strangdly high-pitched sound instead of the resounding b-0-0-m one would have heard on the Earth.
When my head stopped ringing, | looked around for Gogrol, and saw him at last seven or eight hundred
feet up the dope of the mountain. Anger surged in me; | seized a stone from the margin of the pool, and
flung it vicioudy at him. One can throw amazing distances on smdl worlds like Europa; | watched the
missleraisedud at hisvery feet.

Heturned; very ddiberately he raised the automatic, and stone splinters from the boulder besde me
stung my face. | dragged Claire down behind the shelter, knowing beyond doubt that he had meant that
bullet to kill. In sillence we watched him climb until he was but atiny black speck, nearing the crest.

He approached a bladder bird crawling its dow way aong the airless heights. Up there the creatures
were dow assnalls, for their flight membranes were usdlessin the near vacuum. But they had normally no
enemies on the peaks.

| saw Gogrol change his course purposdly to intercept the thing. Intentionaly, maicioudy, he kicked
aholein theinflated bladder, collgpsing it like a child's balloon. He stood watching while the miserable
cregture flopped in the agonies of suffocation, then moved methodically on. It was the coldest exhibition
of wanton cruelty | had ever witnessed.

Claire shuddered; il in silence we watched the man's leisurely progress along theridge. Therewas
something in his attitude that suggested searching, seeking, hunting. Suddenly he quickened his pace and
then halted abruptly, stooping over what looked to me like awaist-high hegp of stones, or perhaps
merely ahummock on theridge.

But he was burrowing init, digging, flinging sones and dirt aside. And &t last he stood up; if he held
anything, distance hid it, but he seemed to wave some smal object at usin derigve triumph. Then he
moved over the crest of the hills and disappeared.

Claire sghed despondently; she seemed very little like the proud and rather arrogant Golden Flash.
"That settlesit,” she murmured disconsolately. "He's got it, and he's got us trapped; so were quite
hdpless”

"Got what?' | asked. "What was he digging for up there?"

Her blue eyeswidened in amazement. "Don't you know?'

"| certainly don't. | seem to know less about this damn trip than anybody elseoniit.”

She gazed steedily at me. "1 knew Stefan waswrong,” she said softly. "1 don't care what you were
when you wrecked the Hera, Jack Sands; on thistrip you've been decent and brave and a gentleman.”

"Thanks," | said dryly, but | wasalittle touched for dl that because, after dl, the Golden Flash wasa
very beautiful girl. "Then suppose you let mein on afew of the secrets. For instance, what was Coretti
wrong about? And what did Gogral dig for?*

"Gogrol," she said, watching me, "was digging in Gunderson'scairn.”

| looked blank. "Gunderson'swhat? Thisisnewsto me."

Shewassilent for amoment. "Jack Sands," she said at lagt, "I don't care what Stefan or the
government or anybody thinks of you. | think you're honest, and | think you've had an injustice done you
somehow, and | don't believe you were to blamein the Hera crash. And I'm going to tell you al | know
about this matter. But first, do you know the object of Gunderson's expedition to Europa?”’

"l never knew it. I'm apilot; | took no interest in their scientific gibberish.”



She nodded. "Wéll, you know how arocket motor works, of course. How they use a minute amount
of uranium or radium as catalys to release the energy in the fud. Uranium has low activity; it will set off
only metdslikethedkalis, and ships using uranium motors burn sat. And radium, being more active, will
st off the metalsfrom iron to copper; so shipsusing aradium initiator usualy burn one of the commoner
iron or copper ores."

"I know al that," | grunted. "And the heavier the metal, the greater the power from itsdisintegration.”

"Exactly." She paused amoment. "Well, Gunderson wanted to use still heavier ements. That
required a source of rays more penetrating than those from radium, and he knew of only one available
source—Element 91, protactinium. And it happensthat the richest deposits of protactinium so far
discovered are those in the rocks of Europa; so to Europa he camefor his experiments.”

"Wel?' | asked. "Wheredo | fitin thismess?"

"I don't quite know, Jack. Let mefinish what | know, whichisal Stefan would tell me. Gunderson
succeeded, they think; he's supposed to have worked out the formula by which protactinium could be
made to set off lead, which would give much more power than any present type of initiator. But if hedid
succeed, hisformula and notes were destroyed when the Hera crashed!”

| began to see. "But what—what about that cairn?”

"You redly don't know?"

"I'll be double damned if | do! If Gunderson built acairn, it must have been that last day. | had the
take-off, so | dept through most of it. But—why, they did have some sort of ceremony!”

"Y es. Gunderson mentioned something about it when your ship touched at Junopolison lo. What the
government hopesisthat he buried a copy of hisformulain that cairn. They do, you know. Well, nobody
could possibly know of the location except you and a man named Kratska, who had disappeared.

"So Interplanetary, which isin bad anyway because of some stock transactions, was ordered to back
this expedition with you as pilot—or at least, that's what Stefan told me. | guess | was taken dong just to
givethe corporation alittle more publicity, and, of course, Stefan was sent to watch you, in hopes you'd
give away thelocation. The formulasimmensdy vauable, you see”

"Yeah, | see. And how about Gogrol ?*

Shefrowned. "1 don't know. Stefan hinted that he had some connections with Harrick of
Interplanetary, or perhaps some hold over him. Harrick insisted on his being a member."”

"The devil!" | exploded suddenly. "He knew about the cairn! He knew whereto look!"

Her eyes grew wide. "Why, he did! He's—could he be the representative of someforeign
government? If we could stop him! But he'sleft us absolutely helpless here. Why didn't he kill us?

"l canguessthat,” | said grimly. "He can't fly the Minos alone. Henshaw's dead, and if Coretti
dies—wdl, one of usisduefor thejob of pilot."

A tremor shook her. "1'd rather be dead, too," she murmured, "than to travel with him aone.”

"And I'd rather see you s0," | agreed glumly. "I wish to heaven you had stayed out of this. Y ou could
be home enjoying your money."

"My money!" sheflashed. "I haven't any money. Do you think | take these chances for publicity or
thrills or admiration?*

| gaped; of course, I'd thought exactly that.

Shewaslliterdly blazing. "Listen to me, Jack Sands. There'sjust one reason for thefool things|
do—money! Thereisn't any Avery fortune, and hasn't been since my father died. I've needed money
desperately these last two years, to keep the Connecticut place for my mother, because shed dieif she
had to leave it. It's been our family home for two hundred years, since 1910, and | won't be the oneto
loseit!"

It took amoment to adjust myself to what she was saying. "But aracing rocket isn't apoor man's
toy," | said feebly. "And surdy agirl like you could find—"

"A girl likeme!" shecut in bitterly. "Oh, | know | have agood figure and a passable voice, and
perhaps | could have found work in atelevison chorus, but | needed real money. | had my choice of two
waysto get it: | could marry it, or | could gamble my neck againgt it. Y ou seewhich way | chose. Asthe
Golden Flash, | can get big prices for endorsing breskfast foods and beauty preparations. That'swhy |



gambled in that race; my racing rocket wasdl | had left to gamble with. And it worked, only"—her voice
brokealittle—"l wish | could stop gambling. I—I hateit!"

It wasn't only pity | felt for her then. Her confession of poverty had changed things, shewasno
longer the wedlthy, unattainable being | had dwaysimagined the Golden Hash to be. Shewassmply a
forlorn and unhappy girl; one who needed to be loved and comforted. And then | remembered the
evening of the eclipse, and Coretti's arms about her. So | gazed for an instant at the sunlight on her hair,
and then turned dowly away.

After awhile we gathered some liver-leaves and cooked them, and | tried to tell Claire that we were
certain to be rescued. Neither of us believed it; we knew very well that Gogrol would carry no living
companion to |o; whoever helped him run the Minos would certainly be dead and cast into space before
landing. And we knew that Gogrol's story, whatever it might be, would not be one likely to encourage a
rescue party. Hed smply report us all dead somehow or other.

"l don't care," said Claire. "I'm glad I'm with you."

| thought of Coretti and said nothing. Wewere just Sitting in glum silence near the fire when Gogrol
cameover the hillsagain.

Claire saw him first and cried out. Despite his helmet, neither of us could mistake his broad, squat
figure. But there was nothing we could do except wait, though we did draw closer to the area of wild and
tumbled boulders about the centra pooal.

"What do you suppose—" asked Claire nervoudy. "Coretti may have died, or may betoo injured to
help." Pain twisted her features. "Y es, or—Oh, | know, Jack!

It'sthat Gogrol can't plot a course. He can pilot; he can follow a course aready laid out, but he can't
plot one—and neither can Stefan!™

Ingtantly | knew she must beright. Piloting aship isjust aquestion of following directions, but plotting
acourseinvolvesthe calculus of function, and that, let metell you, takesamathematician. | could doit,
and Claire handled asmple route well enough—one had to in rocket racing—»but astrogators were not
common even among pilots.

Y ou see, the difficulty isthat you don't just point the ship at your destination, because that destination
ismoving; you head for where the planet will be when you arrive. And in this case, assuming Gogrol
meant to make for 10, ajourney from Europato that world meant speeding in the direction of the colossal
meass of Jupiter, and if arocket once passed the critical velocity in that direction—good night!

A hundred feet away Gogrol halted. "Listen, you two," heyelled, "I'm offering Miss Avery the chance
tojoin the crew of the Minos."

"Yourethe crew,” | retorted. "She's not taking your offer.”

Without warning he leveled hisrevolver and fired, and a shock numbed my left leg. | fell withinthe
shelter of aboulder, thrugting Claire before me, while Gogrol's bellow followed the crash of hisshot: "I'll
shut your mouth for you!"

There began the weirdest game of hide and seek I've ever played, with Claire and me crawling
among the tumbled boulders, scarcely daring to breasthe. Gogrol had dl the advantage, and he used it. |
couldn't stand upright, and my legs began to hurt so excruciatingly that | was afraid each minute of an
involuntary groan forcing itsway through my lips. Claire suffered with me; her eyeswere agonized blue
pools of torment, but she dared not even whisper to me.

Gogrol took to leaping atop the boulders. He glimpsed me, and a second bullet struck that same
burning leg. He was ddliberately hunting me down, and | saw it was the end.

We had amomentary shdlter. Claire whispered to me, "I'm going to him. Helll kill you otherwise, and
take me anyway."

"No!" | croaked. "No!"

Gogrol heard, and was coming. Claire said hagtily. "He's—begtial. At least | can plot a course that
will—kill ud" Then shecaled, "Gogrol! I'll surrender.”

| snatched at her ankle—too late. | went crawling after her as she strode into the open, but her steps
weretoo rapid. | heard her say, "'l give up, if you won't—shoot him again.”

Gogrol mumbled, and then Clairesvoice again, "Yes, I'll plot your course, but how can | crossthe



peeks?’

"Wak," hesaid, and laughed.

"| can't breathe up there.”

"Walk asfar asyou can. Y ou won't diewhile | take you the rest of the way."

Therewas no reply. When | findly crept into the open, they were ahundred feet up the dope.
Helpless, raging, pain-maddened, | seized astone and flung it. It struck Gogrol in the back, but it
struck with no more force than if 1'd tossed it adozen feet on Earth. He spun in fury, thrust the screaming
Claire aside, and sent another bullet at me. Missed me, | thought, though | wasn't sure, for pain had

numbed me. | couldn't be sure of anything.

Clare saw that | till retained some semblance of consciousness. "Goodbye!" she called, and added
something that | could not hear because of the red waves of pain, but | knew Gogrol laughed at it.
Theresafter, for what seemed likealong time, | knew only that | was crawling doggedly through an inferno
of torture.

When thered mist lifted, | was only &t the base of therise. Far above | could seethe figures of Claire
and Gogrol, and | perceived that though he strode with easy steps, protected by his helmet, the girl was
aready staggering from bresthlessness. While | watched, she sumbled, and then began to struggle
franticaly and spasmodically to jerk away from him. It wasn't that she meant to break her promise, but
merely that the agonies of suffocation drove her to attempt any means of regaining breathable air.

But the struggle was brief. It wasless than aminute before she fainted, passed out from air starvation,
and Gogrol dung her carelesdy under one arm—as | said, she weighed about twelve pounds on
Europa—and pressed on. At the very crest he paused and looked back, and in that thin, clear air | could
see every detail with telescopic distinctness, even to the shadow he cast across Claire's drooping golden
head.

Heraised therevolver to histemple, waved it a me with aderisive gesture, and then flung it far down
the mountainside toward me. His meaning was unmistakable; he was advising me to commit suicide.
When | reached the revolver, there was asingle unused catridge in the clip; | looked up, tempted to try it
on Gogrol himsdlf, but he was gone acrosstheridge.

Now | knew all hope was gone. Perhaps | was dying from that last bullet anyway, but whether |
were or not, Clairewaslogt, and al that remained for me was the madness of solitude, forever
imprisoned by empty spacein thisvaley. That or—suicide.

| don't know how many times | thought of that single cartridge, but | know the thought grew very
tempting after afew more hours of pain. By that time, for al | knew, the Minos might have taken off on
its dash to death, for the roar of its blast could not carry over the airless heights, and it would be so high
and smdl by thetime | could seeit abovethe hillsthat | might have missed it.

If only | could crossthose hills! | began to redlize that more important than my own lifewas Claire's
safety, evenif it meant saving her for Coretti. But | couldn't save her; | couldn't even get to her unless|
could walk aong the hillslike a bladder bird.

Like abladder bird! | was surethat it was only the ddlirium of fever that suggested that wild thought.
Would it work? | answered mysdlf that whether it worked or failed it was better than dying here without
ever trying.

| stalked that bladder bird like a cat. Time after time | spent long minutes creeping toward a copse of
song-bushes only to have the creature sail blithely over my head and acrossthevaley. But at last | saw
the thing crouched for flight above me; | dared not delay longer lest my wounds weaken me too much for
thetrid of my plan, and | fired. There went my single cartridge.

The bladder bird dropped! But that was only the beginning of my task. Carefully—so very
carefully—I removed the cregture's bladder, leaving the vent tube intact. Then, through the opening that
connectsto the bird'ssingle lung, | dipped my head, letting the bloody rim contract about my throat.

| knew that wouldn't be air-tight, so | bound it with strips torn from my clothing, so closdy thet it al
but choked me. Then | took the dimy vent tube in my mouth and began an endless routine. Breathein
through the vent tube, pinch it shut, breathe out into the bladder—over and over and over. But gradualy
the bladder expanded with filthy, vitiated, stinking, and once-bregthed air.



| had it half filled when | saw that | was going to haveto start if | were to have achance of living long
enough for atest. Breathing through the vent tube aslong asthere was air enough, peering dully through
the semitrangparent walls of the bladder, | started crawling up the hill.

| won't describe that incredible journey. On Earth it would have been utterly impossible; here, since
weighed but eighteen pounds, it was bardly within the bounds of possbility. As| ascended, the bladder
swelled againgt the reduced pressure; by thetime | had to start breathing the fearful Stuff, 1 could fed it
escaping and bubbling through the blood around my neck.

Somehow | made the crest, almost directly above the Minos. It was il there, anyway. Gogrol
hadn't come thisway, and now | saw why. There was a sheer drop here of four hundred feet. Well, that
only equded fifty on Earth, but even fifty— But | had to try it, because | was dying here on the pesks. |
jumped.

| landed with awrench of pain on my wounded leg, but much morelightly than | had feared. Of
course! Jumping down into denser air, the great bladder had acted like a parachute, and, after al, my
weight here was but eighteen pounds. | crawled onward, in agony for the moment when | could cast off
the stinking, choking bladder.

That moment came. | had crossed the peaks, and before me lay the Minos. | crawled on, around to
the sdewheretheair lock was. It was open, and avoice bellowed out of it. Gogrol!

"Youll trick me, eh!" he screeched. "Y ou'll lay acoursethat will crash ust Well see! Well see!™
There came the unmistakable sound of ablow, and afaint whimper of pain.

Somewhere | found the strength to stand up. Brandishing the empty automatic, | swayed into the air
lock, diding dong the walsto the control room.

There was something about the figure that bent in the dusk above a sobbing girl that aroused aflash
of recognition. Seeing him thusin a shadowed control room with the sun shields up—I knew what |
should have known weeks ago. Gogrol was—Kratskal

"Kratskal" | croaked, and he whirled. Both he and Claire were frozen into utter rigidity by surprise
and disbelief. | realy think they were both convinced that | was aghost.

"How—how—" squeaked Gogrol, or rather Kratska.

"I walked across. I'd walk across hell to find you, Kratska." | brandished the gun. " Get out and get
away quick, if you expect to escape the blast. We're leaving you here until police from lo can pick you
up—on that Hera matter among others." | spoke to the dazed Claire. "Close the air lock after him.
Weéretaking off."

"Jack!" she cried, comprehending at last. "But Stefan'swired to atree out there. The blast will
incinerate him!"

"Then loose him, and for Heaven's sake, quickly!"

But no sooner had she vanished than Kratska took his chance. He saw how wesk | was, and he
gambled on the one shot he thought remained in the magazine of my weapon. He rushed me.

| think he was mad. He was screaming curses. "Damn you!" he screeched. "Y ou can't beat mel! |
made you the goat on the Hera, and | can do it here.”

And | knew he could, too, if he could overcome me before Claire released Coretti. She couldn't
handle him, and we'd al be at hismercy. So | fought with dl thelifel had left, and felt it draining out of
me like acid out of burette. And after awhileit wasal drained, and darknessfilled up the emptiness.

| heard curious sounds. Some one was saying, "No, I'll take off first and lay out the course after we
reach escape velocity. Savestime. Weve got to get himto 1o." And alittle later, "Oh, Lord, Stefan! If |
roll her nonv—Why am | such arotten pilot?* And then there was the roar of the blast for hours upon
hours.

A long timelater | redlized that | waslying on the chart room table, and Coretti was looking down at
me. He said, "How you fed, Jack!" It was the first time he had used my name.

"O.K.," I said, and then memory came back. "Gogrol! He's Kratskal ™

"Hewas," said Coretti. "He's dead.”

"Dead!" There went any chance of squaring that Hera mess.

"Yep. Youkilled him, smashed in his head with that automatic before we could pull you off. But he



hed it coming.”

"Y eah, maybe, but the Hera—"

"Never mind the Hera, Jack. Both Claire and | beard Kratska admit his respongbility. Well clear
you of that, dl right." He paused. "And it might make you fed alittle more chipper it | tell you that we got
the formula, too, and that theré'sareward for it that will leave us Stting in the clover field, even split three
ways. That is, Claire kegpsinssting on threeways; | know | don't deserve asplit.”

"Threewaysisright,” | said. "Itl give you and Claire agood send-off."

"Meand Claire?

"Ligten, Coretti. | didn't mean to, but | saw you the evening of the eclipse. Clairedidn't ook asif she
wasfighting you."

Heamiled. "So you saw that," he said dowly. "Then you listen. A fellow who's asking agirl to marry
himis apt to hold the girl alittle close. And if sheé's got any heart, she doesn't push him away. She just
saysno asgently aspossible

"She saysno?'

"Shedid that time. I'd bet different with you."

"She—she—" Something about the familiar sound of the blast caught my attention. "We're landing!"

"Y eah, on lo. Weve been landing for two hours.”

"Who took off?"

"Clairedid. Shetook off and kept going. She's been sitting there fifty hours. She thinks you need a
doctor, and | don't know adamn thing about running arocket. She'staken it clear from Europa.”

| sat up. "Takemeinthere" | said grimly. "Don't argue. Take mein therel”

Claire bardly raised her eyes when Coretti did me down beside her. Shewas dl but exhausted,
stting there al those weary hours, and now up againgt her old terror of landing.

"Jack, Jack!" shewhispered asif to hersdlf. "I'm glad you're better."

"Honey," | said—her hair did look like honey—"I'm taking half the U-bar. Just let me guide you."

We came down without aroll, and landed like a canary feather. But | hadn't athing to do withiit; |
was S0 wesk | couldn't even move the U-bar, but she didn't know that. Confidence was al she needed;
she had the makings of adamn good pilot. Y eah; I've proved that. She isadamn good pilot. But al the
same, she went to deep inthe middie of our first kiss.

THE IDEAL

"This" said the Franciscan, "is my Automaton, who at the proper timewill speak, answer whatsoever
question | may ask, and reved al secret knowledge to me." He smiled as helaid his hand affectionately
on the iron skull that topped the pedestal.

The youth gazed open-mouthed, first at the head and then at the Friar. "But it'siron!™ he whispered.
"The head isiron, good father."

"lIron without, skill within, my son,” said Roger Bacon. "1t will spesk, & the proper timeand inits
own manner, for so have | madeit. A clever man can twist the devil's artsto God's ends, thereby
chesting the fiend - Sst! There sounds vespers! Plenagratia, ave Virgo."

But it did not speak. Long hours, long weeks, the doctor mirabilis watched his creation, but iron lips
were silent and the iron eyes dull, and no voice but the great man's own sounded in his monkish cell, nor
was there ever an answer to al the questions that he asked-until one day when he sat surveying hiswork,
composing aletter to Duns Scotusin distant Cologne-one day-

"Timeid" said theimage, and smiled benignly.

The Friar looked up. "Timeis, indeed," he echoed. "Timeit isthat you give utterance, and to some
assertion less obvious than that timeis. For of coursetimeis, esethere were nothing at al. Without
time-"

"Timewad" rumbled theimage, sill smiling, but sernly, a the statue of Draco.

"Indeed timewas," said the monk, "Timewas, is, and will be, for timeisthat medium in which events



occur. Matter exists in space, but events-

Theimage smiled no longer. "Timeispast!" it roared in tones deep asthe cathedra bdl outside, and
burst into ten thousand pieces.

* % %

"There," said old Haskel van Manderpootz, shutting the book, "ismy classicd authority inthis
experiment. Thisstory, overlaid asit iswith medieva myth and legend provesthat Roger Bacon himself
attempted the experiment and failed.” He shook along finger at me. "Y et do not get the impression,
Dixon, that Friar Bacon was not agreast man. He was - extremely grest, in fact; he lighted the torch that
his namesake Francis Bacon took up four centuries later, and that now van Manderpootz rekindles.”

| saredin Slence,

"Indeed,” resumed the Professor, ""Roger Bacon might amost be called a thirteenth-century van
Manderpootz, or van Manderpootz a twenty-first-century Roger Bacon. His Opus Mgjus, Opus Minor,
and Opus Tertium-"

"What," | interrupted impatiently, "hasall thisto do with - that?" | indicated the clumsy metal robot
standing in the corner of the laboratory.

"Don' interrupt!" snapped van Manderpootz.

At thispoint | fell out of my chair. The mass of metal had gaculated something like "A-a-gh-rasp!”
and had lunged a single pace toward the window, arms upraised. "What the devil!" | sputtered asthe
thing dropped itsarms and returned stolidly to its place.

"A car must have passed inthe dley,” said van Manderpootz indifferently. "Now as | was saying,
Roger Bacon-"

| ceased to listen. When van Manderpootz is determined to finish a statement, interruptions are
worse than futile. As an ex-student of his, | know. So | permitted my thoughts to drift to certain persona
problems of my own, particularly Tips Alva, who was the most pressing problem of the moment. Yes, |
mean Tips Alvathe 'vison dancer, the little blonde imp who entertains on the Y erba Mate hour for that
Brazilian company. Chorus girls, dancers, and television stars are aweakness of mine; maybe it indicates
that theré'salatent artistic soul in me. Maybe.

I'm Dixon Wélls, you know, scion of the N. J. Wells Corporation, Engineers Extraordinary. I'm
supposed to be an engineer mysdlf; | say supposed, because in the seven years since my graduation, my
father hasn't given me much opportunity to proveit. He has a strong sense of the vaue of time, and I'm
cursed with the unenviable quality of being late to anything and for everything. He even assertsthat the
occasiond designs | submit are late Jacobean, but that isn't fair. They're Post-Romanesque.

Old N. J. dso objects to my penchant for ladies of the stage and ‘vision screen, and periodicaly
threatensto cut my alowance, though that's supposed to be asdary. It'sinconvenient to be so
dependent, and sometimes | regret that unfortunate market crash of 2009 that wiped out my own money,
dthough it did keep me from marrying Whimsy White, and van Manderpootz, through his subjunctivisor,
succeeded in proving that that would have been a catastrophe. But it turned out nearly as much of a
disaster anyway, asfar as my fedings were concerned. It took me monthsto forget Joanna Caldwell and
her slvery eyes. Just another instance when | wasalittle late.

Van Manderpootz himsdlf ismy old Physics Professor, head of the Department of Newer Physics at
N. Y. U., and agenius, but abit eccentric. Judge for yourself.

"And that'sthethess" he said suddenly, interrupting my thoughts.

"Eh?Oh, of course. But what's that grinning robot got to do with it?”

He purpled. "I've just told you!" heroared. "ldiot! Imbecile! To dream while van Manderpootz talks!
Get out! Get out!"

| got. It was late anyway, so late that | overdept more than usua in the morning, and suffered more
than the usua lecture on promptness from my father at the office.

Van Manderpootz had forgotten his anger by the next time | dropped in for an evening. The robot
gtill stood in the corner near the window, and | lost no time asking its purpose.

"It'sjust atoy | had some of the students congtruct,” he explained. "There's a screen of photodectric
cdlls behind the right eye, so connected that when a certain pattern is thrown on them, it activates the



mechanism. The thing's plugged into the light-circuit, but it really ought to run on gasoline.”

"Why?"

"Well, the pattern it's set for is the shape of an automobile. See here." He picked up acard from his
desk, and cut in the outlines of astreamlined car like those of that year. "Since only oneeyeisused,” he
continued, "the thing can't tell the difference between afull-szed vehicle a adistance and thissmall
outline nearby. It has no sense of perspective.”

He held the bit of cardboard before the eye of the mechanism. Ingtantly cameitsroar of
"A-agh-rasp!" and it legped forward asingle pace, arms upraised. Van Manderpootz withdrew the
card, and again the thing relapsed stolidly into its place.

"Wheat the devil!" | exclamed. "What'sit for?"

"Does van Manderpootz ever do work without reason back of it? | useit as ademondgtration in my
sEmina.”

"To demongtrate what?"

"The power of reason,” said van Manderpootz solemnly.

"How? And why ought it to work on gasolineinstead of eectric power?"

"One question at atime, Dixon. Y ou have missed the grandeur of van Manderpootz's concept. See
here, this creature, imperfect asit is, represents the predatory machine. It isthe mechanica pardld of the
tiger, lurking initsjungleto leap on living prey. Thismonger'sjungleisthe city; its prey isthe unwary
machinethat followsthetrails called streets. Understand?”

"No."

"Well, picture this automaton, not asit is, but as van Manderpootz could makeit if hewished. It lurks
gigantic in the shadows of buildings; it creeps stedthily through dark aleys; it Skulks on deserted Streets,
with its gasoline engine purring quietly. Then - an unsuspecting automobile flashesitsimage on the screen
behind itseyes. It legps. It saizesits prey, swinging it in sted armsto its stedl jaws. Through the metal
throat of itsvictim crash sted teeth; the blood of its prey - the gasoline, thet is- isdrained into its
stomach, or its gas-tank. With renewed strength it flings away the husk and prowls on to seek other prey.
It isthe machine-carnivore, the tiger of mechanics.”

| suppose | stared dumbly. It occurred to me suddenly that the brain of the great van Manderpootz
was cracking. "What the-?7" | gasped.

"That," he said blandly, "isbut aconcept. | have many another usefor thetoy. | can prove anything
with it, anything | wish."

"Y ou can? Then prove something.”

"Name your proposition, Dixon."

| heditated, nonplussed.

"Come!l" he said impatiently. "L ook here; | will provethat anarchy istheided government, or that
Heaven and Hell are the same place, or that-"

"Provethat!" | said. "About Heaven and Hell."

"Eadly. First wewill endow my robot with inteligence. | add amechanica memory by means of the
old Cushman ddlayed vave; | add amathematica sense with any of the calculating machines; | giveita
voice and avocabulary with the magnetic-impul se wire phonograph. Now the point | makeisthis:
Granted an intelligent machine, doesit not follow that every other machine congtructed like it must have
theidentica quaities? Would not each robot given the same insdes have exactly the same character?

"No!" | snapped. "Human beings can't make two machines exactly dike. Thered betiny differences,
one would react quicker than others, or one would prefer Fox Airsplitters as prey, while another reacted
most vigoroudy to Carnecars. In other words, they'd have - individudity!" | grinned in triumph.

"My point exactly," observed van Manderpootz. 'Y ou admit, then, that thisindividudity isthe result
of imperfect workmanship. If our means of manufacture were perfect, al robotswould beidentica, and
thisindividudity would not exig. Isthet true?'

"l - suppose s0."

"Then | argue that our own individudity isdueto our faling short of perfection. All of us- evenvan
Manderpootz - are individuals only because we are not perfect. Were we perfect, each of uswould be



exactly likeeveryonedse. True?'

"Uh-yes"

"But Heaven, by definition, isaplace where dl is perfect. Therefore, in Heaven everybody is exactly
like everybody ese; and therefore, everybody thoroughly and completely bored. Thereisno torture like
boredom, Dixon, and- Well, have | proved my point?'

| was floored. "But-about anarchy, then?' | sammered.

"Simple. Very smplefor van Manderpootz. See here; with a perfect nation - that is, one whose
individudsare al exactly aike, which | have just proved to congtitute perfection - with a perfect nation, |
repest, laws and government are utterly superfluous. If everybody reactsto stimuli in the same way, laws
are quite usdless, obvioudy. If, for ingtance, a certain event occurred that might lead to a declaration of
war, why, everybody in such anation would vote for war & the same instant. Therefore government is
unnecessary, and therefore anarchy istheideal government, sinceit isthe proper government for a
perfect race." He paused. "'l shdl now provethat anarchy is not the ideal government-"

"Never mind!" | begged. "Who am | to argue with van Manderpootz? But is that the whole purpose
of thisdizzy robot? Just abasisfor logic?' The mechanism replied with its usud rasp asit legped toward
some vagrant car beyond the window.

"lsn't that enough?' growled van Manderpootz. "However" - hisvoice dropped - "I haveeven a
greater destiny in mind. My boy, van Manderpootz has solved the riddle of the universe!" He paused
impressively. "Well, why don't you say something?'

"Uh!" | gasped. "It's - uh-marvelous!™

"Not for van Manderpootz,” he said modestly.

"But-what isit?"

"Eh - oh!" Hefrowned. "Wéel, I'll tell you, Dixon. Y ou won't understand, but I'll tell you." He
coughed. "Asfar back asthe early twentieth century,” he resumed, "Eingtein proved that energy is
particular. Matter is aso particular, and now van Manderpootz adds that space and time are discrete!™
Heglared a me.

"Energy and matter are particular,” | murmured, "and space and time are discrete! How very moral of
them!”

"Imbecilel" he blazed. "To pun on the words of van Manderpootz! Y ou know very well that | mean
particular and discrete in the physical sense. Matter is composed of particles, thereforeit is particular.
The particles of matter are called e ectrons, protons, and neutrons, and those of energy, quanta. | now
add two others, the particles of space| cal spations, those of time, chronons.”

"And what in the devil," | asked, "are particles of space and time?"

"Just what | said!" snapped van Manderpootz. "Exactly asthe particles of matter are the smallest
pieces of matter that can exig, just asthereisno such thing asahalf of an eectron, or for that matter, half
aquantum, so the chronon isthe smallest possible fragment of time, and the spation the smallest possible
bit of space. Neither time nor gpace is continuous, each is composed of theseinfinitely tiny fragments.”

"WEéll, how long isachronon in time? How big isa spation in space?"

"Van Manderpootz has even measured that. A chronon isthe length of time it takes one quantum of
energy to push one electron from one eectronic orbit to the next. There can obvioudy be no shorter
interval of time, Snce an eectron isthe smallest unit of matter and the quantum the smallest unit of energy.
And agpation isthe exact volume of a proton. Since nothing smaller exists, that is obvioudy the smalest
unit of space.”

"Well, look here," | argued. "Then what'sin between these particles of space and time?If time
MOoVes, asyou say, in jerks of one chronon each, what's between the jerks?’

"Ah!" said the great van Manderpootz. "Now we come to the heart of the matter. In between the
particles of space and time, must obvioudy be something that is neither space, time, matter, nor energy.
A hundred years ago Shapley anticipated van Manderpootz in avague way when he announced his
cosmo-plasma, the great underlying matrix in which time and space and the universe are embedded.
Now van Manderpootz announces the ultimate unit, the universa particle, the focusin which matter,
energy, time, and space meet, the unit from which electrons, protons, neutrons, quanta, spations, and



chrononsare al congtructed. The riddle of the universeis solved by what | have chosen to name the
cosmon." His blue eyes bored into me.

"Magnificent!" | said fegbly, knowing that some such word was expected. "But what good isit?"

"What good isit?" heroared. "It provides - or will provide, once | work out afew details - the
means of turning energy into time, or gpace into matter, or time into space, or-" He sputtered into silence.
"Fool!" hemuttered. "To think that you studied under the tutelage of van Manderpootz. | blush; | actualy
blush!™

One couldn't havetold it if he were blushing. His face was always rubicund enough. "Colossal!" | said
hedtily. "What amind!”

That mallified him. "But that'snot dl," he proceeded. "'V an Manderpootz never stops short of
perfection. | now announce the unit particle of thought - the psychon!"

Thiswasalittletoo much. | smply stared.

"Wel may you be dumbfounded,” said van Manderpootz. "'l presume you are avare, by hearsay a
least, of the existence of thought. The psychon, the unit of thought, is one eectron plus one proton, which
are bound s0 as to form one neutron, embedded in one cosmon, occupying avolume of one spation,
driven by one quantum for aperiod of one chronon. Very obvious, very smple.”

"Oh, very!" | echoed. "Even | can seethat that equals one psychon.”

He beamed. "Excdlent! Excdlent!”

"And what," | asked, "will you do with the psychons?’

"Ah," herumbled. "Now we go even past the heart of the matter, and return to Isagk here." He
jammed athumb toward the robot. "Here | will create Roger Bacon's mechanical head. In the skull of
this clumsy cresture will rest such intelligence as not even van Manderpootz - | should say, asonly van
Manderpootz-can conceive. It remains merely to congtruct my idedlizator."

"Your idedizator?'

"Of course. Havel not just proven that thoughts are asred as matter, energy, time, or space? Havel
not just demonstrated that one can be transformed, through the cosmon, into any other? My idedlizator is
the means of transforming psychonsto quanta, just as, for instance, a Crookes tube or X-ray tube
transforms matter to eectrons. | will make your thoughts visble! And not your thoughts asthey arein that
numb brain of yours, but in ided form. Do you see? The psychons of your mind are the same as those
from any other mind, just asal electrons are identical, whether from gold or iron. Yes! Y our psychons' -
his voice quavered - "areidentical with those from the mind of-van Manderpootz!" He paused, shaken.

"Actudly?' | gasped.

"Actualy. Fewer in number, of course, but identica. Therefore, my idedizator shows your thought
released from the impress of your persondity. It showsit - ided!"

Well, | waslateto the office again.

* % %

A week later | thought of van Manderpootz. Tipswas on tour somewhere, and | didn't dare take
anyone else out because I'd tried it once before and sheld heard about it. So, with nothing to do, | finally
dropped around to the professor's quarter, found him missing, and eventudly located himin his
|aboratory at the Physics Building. He was puttering around the table that had once held that damned
subjunctivisor of his, but now it supported an indescribable mess of tubes and tangled wires, and asits
mogt gtriking feature, acircular plane mirror etched with agrating of delicately scratched lines.

"Good evening, Dixon," he rumbled.

| echoed hisgreeting. "What'sthat?" | asked.

"My idedlizator. A rough modd, much too clumsy tofit into Isaak'siron skull. I'm just finishing it to
try it out." Heturned glittering blue eyes on me. "How fortunate that you're here. 1t will save theworld a
terriblerisk.”

"Arik?'

"Yes. Itisobviousthat too long an exposure to the device will extract too many psychons, and leave
the subject's mind in asort of moronic condition. | was about to accept the risk, but | see now that it
would be woefully unfair to the world to endanger the mind of van Manderpootz. But you are a hand,



and will do very well."

"Oh, no | won't!"

"Come, comel" hesaid, frowning. "The danger isnegligible. In fact, | doubt whether the device will
be able to extract any psychons from your mind. At any rate, you will be perfectly safefor aperiod of a
least haf an hour. I, with avastly more productive mind, could doubtless stand the strain indefinitely, but
my respongbility to theworld istoo grest to chanceit until | have tested the machine on someone else.

Y ou should be proud of the honor."

"Well, I'm not!" But my protest was feeble, and after al, despite his overbearing mannerisms, | knew
van Manderpootz liked me, and | was positive he would not have exposed meto any real danger. Inthe
end | found myself seated before the table facing the etched mirror.

"Put your face againgt the barrdl,” said van Manderpootz, indicating a stovepipe-like tube. "That's
merely to cut off extraneous sights, so that you can see only the mirror. Go ahead, | tell you! I1t'sno more
than the barrel of atelescope or microscope.”

| complied. "Now what?" | asked.

"Whét do you see?'

"My own facein the mirror."

"Of course. Now | gtart the reflector rotating.” There was afaint whir, and the mirror was spinning
smoothly, till with only adightly blurred image of mysdf. "Listen, now," continued van Manderpootz.
"Hereiswhat you areto do. Y ou will think of ageneric noun. 'House,' for instance. If you think of house,
you will see, not an individua house, but your ideal house, the house of al your dreams and desires. If
you think of ahorse, you will see what your mind conceives as the perfect horse, such ahorse asdream
and longing create. Do you understand? Have you chosen atopic?'

"Yes" After dl, | was only twenty-eight; the noun | had chosen was - girl.

"Good," said the professor. "1 turn on the current.”

There was a blue radiance behind the mirror. My own face il stared back a me from the spinning
surface, but something was forming behind it, building up, growing. | blinked; when | focused my eyes
again, it was - shewas - there.

Lord! | can't begin to describe her. | don't even know if | saw her clearly thefirst time. It waslike
looking into another world and seeing the embodiment of dl longings, dreams, aspirations, and idedls. It
was SO poignant a sensation that it crossed the borderline into pain. It was - well, exquisite torture or
agonized ddlight. It was a once unbearable and irresigtible.

But | gazed. | had to. There was a haunting familiarity about the impossibly beautiful feetures. | had
seen the face - somewhere - sometime. In dreams? No; | realized suddenly what was the source of that
familiarity. Thiswas no living woman, but asynthesis. Her nose wasthe tiny, impudent one of Whimsy
White at her loveliest moment; her lips were the perfect bow of Tips Alva; her silvery eyes and dusky
velvet hair were those of Joan Cadwell. But the aggregate, the sum tota, the face in the mirror - that was
none of these; it was afaceimpossibly, incredibly, outrageoudly beautiful.

Only her face and throat were visible, and the features, were cool, expressonless, and ill asa
carving. | wondered suddenly if she could smile, and with the thought, she did. If she had been beautiful
before, now her beauty flamed to such apitch that it was - well, insolent; it was an affront to be so lovely;
itwasinsulting. | felt awild surge of anger that the image before me should flaunt such beauty, and yet
be-non-existent! It was deception, cheeting, fraud, a promise that could never befulfilled.

Anger died in the depths of that fascination. | wondered what the rest of her was like, and instantly
she moved gracefully back until her full figurewasvisible. | must be aprude at heart, for she wasn't
wearing the usua cuirass-and-shorts of that year, but an iridescent four-paneled costumethat al but
conceded her dainty knees. But her form was dim and erect as a column of cigarette smokein ill air,
and | knew that she could dance like afragment of mist on water. And with that thought she did move,
dropping in alow curtsy, and looking up with the faintest possible flush crimsoning the curve of her
throat. Yes, | must be aprude at heart; despite Tips Alvaand Whimsey White and the rest, my ideal was
modest.

It was unbelievable that the mirror was smply giving back my thoughts. She seemed asred as



myself, and-after al - | guess shewas. Asreal asmysdlf, no more, no less, because she was part of my
own mind. And at thispoint | redlized that van Manderpootz was shaking me and bellowing, ™Y our time's
up. Comeout of it! Y our haf-hour'sup!™

"0O-0-0-0-0-0h!" | groaned.

"How do you fed ?" he snapped.

"Fed? All right-physicaly." | looked up.

Concern flickered in his blue eyes. "What's the cube root of 49137" he crackled sharply.

I've dways been quick at figures. "It'suh-17," | returned dully. "Why the devil-T"

"Youredl right mentaly,” he announced. "Now - why were you sitting there like adummy for haf an
hour? My idedlizator must have worked, asisonly natura for avan Manderpootz creation, but what
wereyou thinking of 7'

"| thought - | thought of ‘girl’," | groaned.

He snorted. "Hah! Y ou would, you idiot! ‘House' or 'horse, wasn't good enough; you had to pick
something with emotional connotations. Well, you can start right in forgetting her, because she doesntt
exig.”

| couldn't give up hope as easily asthat. "But can't you - can't you-" | didn't even know what | meant
to ask.

"Van Manderpootz,” he announced, "is amathematician, not amagician. Do you expect meto
materiaize an idedl for you?' When | had no reply but agroan, he continued. "Now | think it safe enough
to try the device mysdlf. | shdl take-let's see - the thought 'man.’ | shal see what the superman lookslike,
sncetheided of van Manderpootz can be nothing less than superman.” He seated himself. "Turn that
switch," hesaid. "Now!"

| did. Thetubes glowed into low bluelight. | watched dully, disinterestedly; nothing held any
attraction for me after that image of theidedl.

"Huh!" said van Manderpootz suddenly. "Turnit on, | say! | see nothing but my own reflection.”

| stared, then burst into ahollow laugh. The mirror was spinning; the banks of tubes were glowing;
the device was operating.

Van Manderpootz raised hisface, alittle redder than usudl. | laughed hdf hysterically. "After dl," he
sad huffily, "one might have alower ided of man than van Manderpootz. | see nothing nearly so
humorous as your Situation.”

The laughter died. | went miserably home, spent haf the remainder of the night in morose
contemplation, smoked nearly two packs of cigarettes, and didn't get to the office at al the next day.

Tips Alvagot back to town for aweekend broadcast, but | didn't even bother to see her, just
phoned her and told her | was sick. | guess my face lent credibility to the story, for shewas duly
sympathetic, and her face in the phone screen was quite anxious. Even at that, | couldn't keep my eyes
away from her lips because, except for abit too lustrous make-up, they werethelips of theided. But
they weren't enough; they just weren't enough.

Old N. J. began to worry again. | couldn't deep late of mornings any more, and after missing that one
day, | kept getting down earlier and earlier until one morning | was only ten minuteslate. He called mein
at once.

"Look here, Dixon," he said. "Have you been to a doctor recently?’

"I'mnot Sck," | said listlesdy.

"Then for Heaven's sake, marry thegirl! | don't care what chorus she kicksin, marry her and act like
ahuman being agan."

"l can't.”

"Oh. She'sdready married, en?”

Well, | couldn't tell him she didn't exigt. | couldn't say | wasinlovewith avision, adream, anidedl.
Hethought | wasalittle crazy, anyway, so | just muttered "Y egh," and didn't argue when he said gruffly:
"Then you'll get over it. Take avacation. Taketwo vacations. Y ou might aswell for al the good you are
around here."



| didn't leave New Y ork; | lacked the energy. | just mooned around the city for awhile, avoiding my
friends, and dreaming of the impossible beauty of the facein the mirror. And by and by thelonging to see
that vision of perfection once more began to become overpowering. | don't suppose anyone except me
can understand the lure of that memory; the face, you see, had been my ideal, my concept of perfection.
One sees beautiful woman here and there in the world; onefdlsinlove - but dways, no matter how great
their beauty or how deep one'slove, they fall short in some degree of the secret vison of theided. But
not the mirrored face; shewas my ided, and therefore, whatever imperfections she might have had in the
minds of others, in my eyes she had none. None, that is, save the terrible one of being only anidedl, and
therefore unattainable - but that isafault inherent in al perfection.

It was a matter of days beforel yieded. Common sensetold meit wasfutile, even foolhardy, to gaze
again on the vison of perfect desirability. | fought against the hunger, but | fought hopelesdy, and was not
at dl surprised to find mysdf one evening rapping on van Manderpootz's door in the University Club. He
wasn't there; 1'd been hoping he wouldn't be, Snceit gave me an excuse to seek himin hislaboratory in
the Physics Building to which | would have dragged him anyway.

Therel found him, writing some sort of notations on the table that held the idedlizator. "Hello, Dixon,"
he said. "Did it ever occur to you that the ided university cannot exist? Naturally not, snceit must be
composed of perfect students and perfect educators, in which case the former could have nothing to
learn and the latter, therefore, nothing to teach.”

What interest had | in the perfect university and itsinability to exist? My whole being was desolate
over the nonexistence of another idedl. "Professor,” | said tensdly, "may | use that-that thing of yours
again?| want to-uh--see something."

My voice must have disclosed the Situation, for van Manderpootz looked up sharply. "So!* he
snapped. " So you disregarded my advice! Forget her, | said. Forget her because she doesn't exi.”

"But - | can't! Once more, Professor - only once more!”

He shrugged, but his blue, metalic eyeswere alittle softer than usual. After dl, for some
inconceivable reason, he likesme. "Well, Dixon," he said, "you're of age and supposed to be of mature
intelligence. | tell you that thisisavery stupid request, and van Manderpootz aways knows what he's
talking about. If you want to stupefy yourself with the, opium of impossible dreams, go ahead. Thisisthe
last chance you'll have, for tomorrow the idedlizator of van Manderpootz goes into the Bacon head of
Isaak there. | shdl shift the oscillators so that the psychons, instead of becoming light quanta, emerge as
an dectron flow-a current which will actuate | saak's voca apparatus and come out as speech.” He
paused musingly. "Van Manderpootz will bear the voice of theided. Of course Isaak can return only
what psychons he receives from the brain of the operator, but just as the image in the mirror, the thoughts
will havelost their human impress, and the words will be those of anided.” he perceived that | wasn't
listening, | suppose. "Go ahead, imbeciles," he grunted.

| did. Theglory that | hungered after flamed dowly into being, incredible in loveliness, and somehow,
unbelievably, even more beautiful than on that other occasion. | know why now; long afterwards, van
Manderpootz explained that the very fact that | had seen an ideal once before had atered my idedl,
raised it to ahigher level. With that face among my memories, my concept of perfection was different
than it had been.

So | gazed and hungered. Reaedily and ingtantly the being in the mirror responded to my thoughts with
smile and movement. When | thought of love, her eyes blazed with such tendernessthat it seemed as
if-1-1, Dixon Wells-were part of those pairs who had made the grest romances of the world, Heloise and
Abdard, Tristram and Isolde, Aucassin and Nicolette. It was like the thrust of adagger to fed van
Manderpootz shaking me, to hear hisgruff voice cdling, "Out of it! Out of it! Timesup.”

| groaned and dropped my face on my hands. The Professor had been right, of course; thisinsane
repetition had only intensified an unfulfillable longing, and had made abad messten timesasbad. Then |
heard him muttering behind me. "Strange!” he murmured. "In fact, fantastic. Oedipis - oedipus of the
magazine covers and billboards."

| looked dully around. He was standing behind me, squinting, apparently, into the spinning mirror
beyond the end of the black tube. "Hub?' | grunted wesxily.



"That face" he said. "Very queer. Y ou must have seen her features on ahundred magazines, on a
thousand billboards, on countless 'vison broadcasts. The oedipus complex in acuriousform.”

"Eh? Could you see her?"

"Of course!" he grunted. "Didn't | say adozen timesthat the psychons are transmuted to perfectly
ordinary quantaof visble light?If you could see her, why not |?"

"But-what about billboardsand al?'

"That face," said the professor dowly. "It's somewhat idedlized, of course, and certain details are
wrong. Her eyesaren't that palid slver-blue you imagined; they're green, sea-green, emerald-colored.”

"What the devil," | asked hoarsdly, "are you taking about?"

"About the face in the mirror. It happensto be, Dixon, a close gpproximation of the features of de
LidedAgrion, the Dragon Ay!"

"Y ou mean-she's red ? She exists? Shelives? She-"

"Wait amoment, Dixon. She'sred enough, but in accordance with your habit, you're alittle late.
About twenty-five yearstoo late, | should say. She must now be somewherein thefifties- let's
seefifty-three, | think. But during your very early childhood, you must have seen her face pictured
everywhere, deLide d'Agrion, the Dragon Fly."

| could only gulp. That blow was devastating.

"You see" continued van Manderpootz, "one'sideds are implanted very early. That'swhy you
continualy fal in love with girlswho possess one or another features that remindsyou of her, her hair, her
nose, her mouth, her eyes. Very smple, but rather curious.”

"Curioud!" | blazed. "Curious, you say! Every timel look into one of your damned contraptions | find
mysdf inlovewith amyth! A girl who's dead, or married, or unredl, or turned into an old woman!
Curious, eh? Damned funny, isn't it?"

"Just amoment,” said the professor placidly. "It happens, Dixon, that she has a daughter. What's
more, Denise resembles her mother. And what's Still More, she'sarriving in New Y ork next week to
study American letters at the University here. She writes, you see.”

That was too much for immediate comprehension. "How - how do you know?" | gasped.

It was one of the few times | have seen the colossa blandness of van Manderpootz ruffled. He
reddened atrifle, and said dowly, "It dso happens, Dixon, that many years ago in Amsterdam, Haskel
van Manderpootz: and de Lide dAgrion were-very friendly - more than friendly, | might say, but for the
fact that two such powerful personalities as the Dragon Fly and van Manderpootz were dways at odds."
Hefrowned. "1 was dmost her second husband. She's had seven, | believe; Denise is the daughter of her
third."

"Why - why is she coming here?'

"Because," he said with dignity, "van Manderpootz ishere. | am gtill afriend of de Lidée's.” Heturned
and bent over the complex device on the table. "Hand me that wrench,” he ordered. "Tonight | dismantle
this, and tomorrow start reconstructing it for Isaak’'s head.”

But when, the following week, | rushed eagerly back to van Manderpootz'slaboratory, the
idedlizator was till in place. The professor greeted me with ahumoroustwist to what was visible of his
bearded mouth. "Yes, it'sgtill here," he said, gesturing at the device. "I've decided to build an entirdly new
onefor Isaak, and besides, this one has afforded me considerable amusement. Furthermore, in the words
of Oscar Wilde, who am | to tamper with awork of genius. After dl, the mechanism isthe product of the
great van Manderpootz.”

Hewas deliberately tantalizing me. He knew that | hadn't come to hear him discourse on Isaak, or
even on the incomparable van Manderpootz. Then he smiled and softened, and turned to thelittle inner
office adjacent, the room where Isaak stood in metal austerity. "Denisel” he called. "Come here.”

| don't know exactly what | expected, but | do know that the breath |eft me asthe girl entered. She
wasn't exactly my image of theidedl, of course; she was perhaps the merest trifle dimmer, and her eyes -
well, they must have been much like those of de Lide d’Agrion, for they werethe clearest emerdd I've
ever seen. They were impudently direct eyes, and | could imagine why van Manderpootz and the Dragon
Fy might have been forever quarreling; that was easy to imagine, looking into the eyes of the Dragon



Fly's daughter.

Nor was Denise, gpparently, quite as feminindy modest as my image of perfection. She wore the
extremely unconcealing costume of the day, which covered, | suppose, about as much of her as one of
the one-piece swimming suits of the middle years of the twentieth century. She gave an impression, not so
much of fleeting grace as of litheness and supple strength, an air of independence, frankness, and - | say it
again-impudence.

"Wdl!" she said coally as van Manderpootz presented me. "' So you're the scion of the N. J. Wells
Corporation. Every now and then your escapades enliven the Paris Sunday supplements. Wasn't it you
who snared amillion dollarsin the market so you could ask Whimsy White?

| rushed. "That was gresetly exaggerated,” | said hastily, "and anyway | lost it before we - uh - before
|

"Not before you made somewhat of afool of yoursdf, | believe," she finished sweetly.

Wi, that's the sort shewas. If she hadn't been so inferndly lovely, if she hadn't looked so much like
the facein the mirror, I'd have flared up, said "Pleased to have met you,” and never have seen her again.
But | couldn't get angry, not when she had the dusky hair, the perfect lips, the saucy nose of the being
who to mewasidedl.

So | did see her again, and severd timesagain. Infact, | suppose | occupied most of her time
between the few literary courses she was taking, and little by little | began to see that in other respects
besidesthe physica she was not so far from my idedl. Beneath her impudence was honesty, and
frankness, and, despite hersalf, sweetness, so that even adlowing for the head-start I'd had, | fell inlove
pretty hastily. And what's more, | knew she was beginning to reciprocate.

That wasthe situation when | called for her one noon and took her over to van Manderpootz's
laboratory. We wereto lunch with him at the University Club, but we found him occupied in directing
some experiment in the big laboratory beyond his persona one, untangling some sort of messthat his staff
had blundered into. So Denise and | wandered back into the smaller room, perfectly content to be aone
together. | smply could rot feel hungry in her presence; just talking to her was enough of a substitute for
food.

"I'm going to be agood writer," she was saying musingly. " Some day, Dick, I'm going to be famous.”

Wéll, everyone knows how correct that prediction was. | agreed with her instantly.

Sheamiled. "Yourenice, Dick,” shesad. "Very nice”

"Very?

"Very!" she said emphatically. Then her green eyes strayed over to the table that held the idedlizator.
"What crack-brained contraption of Uncle Haskdl'sisthat?' she asked.

| explained, rather inaccurately, I'm afraid, but no ordinary engineer can follow the ramifications of a
van Manderpootz conception. Nevertheless, Denise caught the gist of it and her eyes glowed emerad
fire

"It'sfascinaing!" she exclaimed. She rose and moved over to thetable. "I'm going to try it."

"Not without the professor, you won't! It might be dangerous.”

That was the wrong thing to say. The green eyes glowed brighter as she cast meawhimsica glance.
"But | am," shesaid. "Dick, I'm going to - see my ideal man!" She laughed softly.

| was panicky. Suppose her idedl turned out tall and dark and powerful, instead of short and
sandy-haired and abit-well, chubby, as1 am. "No!" | said vehemently. "1 won't let you!"

She laughed again. | suppose she read my congternation, for she said softly, "Don't be slly, Dick.”
She sat down, placed her face againgt the opening of the barrel, and commanded, “Turnit on.”

| couldn't refuse her. | set the mirror whirling, then switched on the bank of tubes. Thenimmediately |
stepped behind her, squinting into what was visble of the flashing mirror, where aface wasforming,
dowly-vagudly.

| thrilled. Surely the hair of the image was sandy. | even fancied now that | could trace aresemblance
to my own features. Perhaps Denise sensed something similar, for she suddenly withdrew her eyesfrom
the tube and looked up with afaintly embarrassed flush, athing most unusud for her.

"ldealsaredull!" shesaid. "l want ared thrill. Do you know what I'm going to see? 1I'm going to



visudizeidea horror. That'swhat I'll do. I'm going to see absolute horror!”

"Oh, noyourenot!" | gasped. "That's aterribly dangerousidea" Off in the other room | heard the
voice of van Manderpootz, "Dixon!"

"Dangerous - bosh!" Deniseretorted. "I'm awriter, Dick. All thismeansto meismaterid. It'sjust
experience, and | want it."

Van Manderpootz again. "Dixon! Dixon! Comehere” | said, "Listen, Denise. I'll beright back. Don't
try anything until I'm here - pleasal”

| dashed into the big laboratory. Van Manderpootz, was facing a cowed group of assstants, quite
gpparently in extreme awe of the great man.

"Hah, Dixon!" herasped. "Tdl these foolswhat an Emmerich vaveis, and why it won't operatein a
free ectronic stream. L et 'em see that even an ordinary engineer knows that much.”

Wéll, an ordinary engineer doesn't, but it happened that | did. Not that I'm particularly exceptiond as
an engineer, but | did happen to know that because ayear or two before I'd done some work on the big
tidal turbines up in Maine, where they have to use Emmerich vavesto guard againgt eectrica leskage
from the tremendous potentiasin their condensers. So | started explaining, and van Manderpootz kept
interpolating sarcasms about his staff, and when | findly finished, | suppose I'd been in there about half an
hour. And then-I remembered Denisel!

| left van Manderpootz staring as | rushed back, and sure enough, there was the girl with her face
pressed againgt the barrel, and her hands gripping the table edge. Her features were hidden, of course,
but there was something about her strained position, her white knuckles-

"Denis2l" | yelled. "Areyou dl right? Denise!"

Shedidn't move. | stuck my facein between the mirror and the end of the barrel and peered up the
tube a her visage, and what | saw left me al but sunned. Have you ever seen stark, mad, infinite terror
on ahuman face? That waswhat | saw in Denise's - inexpressible, unbearable horror, worse than the
fear of death could ever be. Her green eyes were widened so that the whites showed around them; her
perfect lips were contorted, her whole face strained into amask of sheer terror.

| rushed for the switch, but in passing | caught asingle glimpse of-of what showed in the mirror.
Incredible! Obscene, terror-laden, horrifying things - there just aren't words for them. There are no
words.

Denise didn't move as the tubes darkened. | raised her face from the barrel and when she glimpsed
me she moved. She flung hersdlf out of that chair and away, facing me with such mad terror that | halted.

"Denisel” | cried. "It'sjust Dick. Look, Denisel”

But as| moved toward her, she uttered a choking scream, her eyes dulled, her knees gave, and she
fainted. Whatever she had seen, it must have been appalling to the uttermost, for Denise was not the sort
tofant.

* % %

It was aweek later that | sat facing van Manderpootz in hislittle inner office. The grey metd figure of
Isask was missing, and the table that had held the idealizator was empty.

"Yes" said van Manderpootz. "I've dismantled it. One of van Manderpootz's few mistakes wasto
leave it around where apair of incompetents like you and Denise could get to it. It seemsthat |
continualy overestimate the intelligence of others. | suppose | tend to judge them by the brain of van
Manderpootz.”

| said nothing. | was thoroughly disheartened and depressed, and whatever the professor said about
my lack of intdligence, | fdt it judtified.

"Hereefter," resumed van Manderpootz, "1 shal credit nobody except mysdf with intelligence, and
will doubtless be much more nearly correct.” He waved ahand at 1saak’s vacant corner. "Not even the
Bacon head," he continued. "I've abandoned that project, because, when you comeright down to it,
what need has theworld of amechanical brain when it aready hasthat of van Manderpootz?'

"Professor,” | burst out suddenly, "why won't they let me see Denise? I've been at the hospita every
day, and they let meinto her room just once - just once, and that, time she went right into afit of
hysterics. Why?1sshe-?" | gulped.



" She's recovering nicely, Dixon.”

"Thenwhy can't | seeher?’

"Well," said van Manderpootz placidly, "it'slikethis. Y ou see, when you rushed into the laboratory
there, you made the mistake of pushing your face in front of the barrel. She saw your fegturesright in the
midst of all those horrors she had called up. Do you see? From then on your face was associated in her
mind with thewhole hell's brew in the mirror. She can't even look at you without seeing al of it again.”

"Good - God!" | gasped. "But shell get over it, won't she? Shell forget that part of it?"

"The young psychiatrist who attends her - abright chap, by the way, with anumber of my own ideas
- believes shelll be quite over it in acouple of months. But personaly, Dixon, | don't think shell ever
welcome the sight of your face, though | mysdf have seen uglier visages somewhere or other.”

| ignored that. "Lord!" | groaned. "What amess!" | rose to depart, and then - then | knew what
inspiration meang! "Ligten!™ | said, spinning back. "Listen, professor Why can't you get her back here and
let her visudize theidedlly beautiful ? And then stick my faceinto that" Enthusiasm grew. "It can't fail!" |
cried. "At theworg, it'll cance that other memory. It's marveloud!”

"But asusud," said van Manderpootz, "alittle late.”

"Late?Why?Y ou can put up your idealizator again. Y ou'd do that much, wouldn't you?"

"Van Manderpootz,” he observed, "isthe very soul of generosity. I'd doit gladly, but it's till alittle
late, Dixon. Y ou see, she married the bright young psychiatrist this noon."

Wédll, I've adate with Tips Alvatonight, and I'm going to belatefor it, just aslate as| please. And
then I'm going to do nothing but stare a her lipsal evening.

TheLotusEaters

"WHEW!" WHISTLED "Ham" Hammond, staring through the right forward observation port. "What
aplacefor ahoneymoon!"

"Then you shouldn't have married abiologist,” remarked Mrs. Hammond over his shoulder, but he
could see her grey eyes dancing in the glass of the port. "Nor an explorer's daughter,” she added. For Pat
Hammond, until her marriage to Ham a scant four weeks ago, had been Patricia Burlingame, daughter of
the great Englishman who had won so much of the twilight zone of Venusfor Britain, exactly as Crowly
had done for the United States.

"l didn't," observed Ham, "marry abiologist. | married agirl who happened to be interested in
biology; that'sdl. It's one of her few drawbacks."

He cut the blast to the underjets, and the rocket settled down gently on a cushion of flame toward the
black landscape below. Slowly, carefully, he dropped the unwieldly mechanism until there was the
faintest perceptible jar; then hekilled the blast suddenly, the floor benesth them tilted dightly, and a
srange sllencefdl like ablanket after the cessation of the roaring blast.

"Weé're here," he announced.

"Sowe are," agreed Pat. "Where's here?'

"It'sapoint exactly seventy-five miles east of the Barrier opposite Venoble, in the British Cool
Country. Tothenorthiis, | suppose, the continuation of the Mountains of Eternity, and to the south is
Heaven knowswhat. And thislast appliesto the east.”

"Which isagood technica description of nowhere." Pat laughed. "L et'sturn off the lightsand look at
nowhere"

She did, and in the darkness the ports showed as faintly luminous circles.

"l suggest,” she proceeded, "that the Joint Expedition ascend to the domefor alessrestricted view.
Were hereto investigate; let'sdo alittle investigeting.”

"Thisjoint of the expedition agrees,” chuckled Ham.

He grinned in the darkness at the flippancy with which Pat approached the serious business of
exploration. Here they were, the Joint Expedition of the Roya Society and the Smithsonian Ingtitute for
the Investigation of Conditions on the Dark Side of Venus, to usethe full officid title.



Of course Ham himsdlf, while technically the American hdf of the project, wasin redity amember
only because Pat wouldn't consider anything €l se; but she was the one to whom the bearded society and
ingtitute members addressed their questions, their terms, and their ingtructions.

And thiswas no morethan fair, for Pat, after al, was the leading authority on Hotland floraand fauna,
and, moreover, the first human child born on Venus, while Ham was only an engineer lured origindly to
the Venusian frontier by adream of quick wedlth in xixtchil trading in the Hotlands.

It was there he had met Patricia Burlingame, and there, after an adventurous journey to the foothills of
the Mountains of Eternity, that he had won her. They had been married in Erotia, the American
settlement, less than amonth ago, and then had come the offer of the expedition to the dark side.

Ham had argued againgt it. He had wanted a good terrestrial honeymoon in New Y ork or London,
but there were difficulties. Primarily there was the astronomical one; Venuswas past perigee, and it
would be eight long months before its dow swing around the Sun brought it back to apoint wherea
rocket could overtake the Earth.

Eight monthsin primitive, frontier-built Erctia, or in equaly primitive Venoble, if they chosethe British
settlement, with no amusement save hunting, no radio, no plays, even very few books. And if they must
hunt, Pat argued, why not add the thrill and danger of the unknown?

No one knew what life, if any, lurked on the dark side of the planet; very few had even seenit, and
those few from rockets speeding over vast mountain ranges or infinite frozen oceans. Here was a chance
to explain the mystery, and exploreit, expenses paid.

It took amultimillionaire to build and equip a private rocket, but the Roya Society and the
Smithsonian Ingtitute, spending government money, were above such congderations.

Thered be danger, perhaps, and breath-taking thrills, but—they could be done.

The last point had won Ham. So they had spent two busy weeks provisioning and equipping the
rocket, had ridden high above theice barrier that bounds the twilight zone, and dashed frantically through
the storm line, where the cold underwind from the sunless side meets the hot upper winds that sveep
from the desert face of the planet.

For Venus, of course, has no rotation, and hence no aternate days and nights. One face isforever
aunlit, and one forever dark, and only the planet's dow libration gives the twilight zone a semblance of
seasons. And thistwilight zone, the only habitable part of the planet, merges through the Hotlands on one
sdeto the blazing desert, and on the other side ends abruptly in the ice barrier where the upper winds
yield their moisture to the chilling breeths of the underwind.

S0 here they were, crowded into the tiny glass dome above the navigation pandl, standing close
together on the top rung of the ladder, and with just room in the dome for both their heads. Ham dipped
hisarm around the girl asthey stared at the scene outside.

Away off to the west was the eternd dawn—or sunset, perhaps—where the light glistened on theice
barrier. Like vast columns, the Mountains of Eternity thrust themsalves againgt thelight, with their mighty
peakslogt in the lower clouds twenty-five miles above. There, alittle south, were the ramparts of the
Lesser Eternities, bounding American Venus, and between the two ranges were the perpetud lightnings
of thestormline.

But around them, illuminated dimly by the refraction of the sunlight, was ascene of dark and wild
splendor. Everywhere wasice—hills of it, pires, plains, boulders, and dliffsof it, al glowing apalid
greeninthetrickle of light from beyond the barrier. A world without motion, frozen and sterile, save for
the moaning of the underwind outsde, not hindered here asthe barrier shielded it from the Cool Country.

"It's—glorioud" Pat murmured.

"Yes," heagreed, "but cold, lifdess, yet menacing. Pat, do you think thereislife here?'

"] should judge so. If life can exist on such worlds as Titan and Iapetus, it should exist here. How cold
isit?" She glanced a the thermometer outside the dome, its column and figures self-luminous. " Only thirty
below zero, Fahrenheit. Life exists on Earth at that temperature.”

"EXigs, yes. But it couldn't have developed at atemperature below freezing. Life hasto belivedin
liquid water."

Shelaughed softly. "Y ou're talking to abiologist, Ham. No; life couldn't have evolved at thirty below



zero, but supposeit originated back in the twilight zone and migrated here? Or suppose it was pushed
here by the terrific competition of the warmer regions? You know what conditions are in the Hotlands,
with the molds and doughpots and Jack Ketch trees, and the millions of little parasitic things, dl esting
each other.”

He considered this. "What sort of life should you expect?’

She chuckled. "Do you want aprediction? Very well. I'd guess, first of al, some sort of vegetation as
abase, for animd life can't keep eating itself without some added fud, It'slike the story of the man with
the cat farm, who raised rats to feed the cats, and then when he skinned the cats, be fed the bodiesto the
rats, and then fed moreratsto the cats. It sounds good, but it won't work."

"So there ought to be vegetation. Then what?'

"Then? Heaven knows. Presumably the dark-sidellife, if it exists, came originaly from the weaker
grains of twilight-zonelife, but what it might have become—well, | can't guess. Of course, there'sthe
triops noctivivans that | discovered in the Mountains of Eternity—"

"You discovered!" He grinned. "Y ou were out as cold asice when | carried you away from the nest
of devils. Y ou never even saw one!"

"1 examined the dead one brought into Venoble by the hunters" she returned imperturbably. "And
don't forget that the society wanted to name it after me—the triops Patricice.” Involuntarily ashudder
shook her at the memory of those satanic creatures that had al but destroyed the two of them. "Buit |
chose the other name —triops noctivivans, the three-eyed dweller in the dark.”

"Romantic name for adevilish beest!"

"Yes, but what | was getting at is this—that it's probabl e that triops—or triopses— Say, what isthe
plurd of triops?’ "Trioptes" he grunted. "Latin root."

"Well, it's probable that trioptes, then, are among the creatures to be found here on the night side, and
that those fierce devils who attacked usin that shadowed canyon in the Mountains of Eternity arean
outpost, creegping into the twilight zone through the dark and sunless passes in the mountains. They can't
gand light; you saw that yoursdlf."

"So what?'

Pet laughed at the Americanism. "So this. From their form and structure—six limbs, three eyes, and
al—it'splain that the trioptes are rel ated to ordinary native Hotlanders. Therefore | conclude that they're
recent arrivals on the dark side; that they didn't evolve here, but were driven here quite lately,
geologically spesking. Or geologicaly isn't quite the word, because geo means earth. Venusol ogically
gpesking, | should say."

"Y ou shouldn't say. Y ou're substituting a L atin root for a Greek one. What you mean is
gphrodisologicaly spesking.”

She chuckled again. "What | mean, and should have said right away to avoid argument, is
pal eaeontologically speaking, which is better English. Anyway, | mean that trioptes haven't existed on the
dark side for more than twenty to fifty thousand Earth years, or maybe less, because what do we know
about the speed of evolution on Venus? Perhapsit's faster than on the Earth; maybe atriops could adapt
itsdf to night lifein five thousand."

"I've seen college students adapt themsalvesto night life in one semester!” He grinned.

Sheignored this. "And therefore,” she proceeded, "1 argue that there must have been life here before
triops arrived, since it must have found something to eat when it got here or it couldn't have survived.
And since my examination showed that it's partly a carnivorous feeder, there must have been not only life
here, but animdl life. And that's as far as pure reason can carry the argument.”

"S0 you can't guess what sort of animal life. Intelligent, perhaps?

"] don't know. It might be. But in spite of the way you Y ankeesworship intelligence, biologicdly it's
unimportant. It hasn't even much survivd vaue.”

"What? How can you say that, Pat? What except human intelligence has given man the supremacy of
the Earth—and of Venus, too, for that matter?”

"But has man the supremacy of the Earth? Look here, Ham, heré'swhat | mean about intelligence. A
gorillahasafar better brain than aturtle, hasn't it? And yet which is the more successful—the gorilla,



which israre and confined only to asmal region in Africa, or the turtle, which is common everywhere
from the arctic to the antarctic? And as for man —wall, if you had microscopic eyes, and could see every
living thing on the Earth, you'd decide that man was just arare specimen, and that the planet wasredly a
nematode world—that is, aworm world—because the nematodes far outnumber al the other forms of
life put together.”

"But that isn't supremacy, Pat.”

"l didn't say it was. | merdly said that intelligence hasn't much surviva vaue. If it has, why arethe
insectsthat have no intelligence, but just ingtinct, giving the human race such a battle? Men have better
brains than corn borers, boll weevils, fruit flies, Japanese beetles, gypsy moths, and dl the other pests,
and yet they match our intelligence with just one wegpon—their enormous fecundity. Do you redlize that
every timeachild isborn, until it's balanced by adegth, it can be fed in only oneway? And that way is by
taking the food away from the child's own weight of insects.”

"All that sounds reasonable enough, but what's it got to do with intelligence on the dark side of
Venus?'

"l don't know," replied Pat, and her voice took on aqueer tinge of nervousness. "'l just mean— L ook
aitthisway, Ham. A lizard ismore intelligent than afish, but not enough to giveit any advantage. Then
why did thelizard and its descendants keep on devel oping intelligence? Why—unless dl lifetendsto
becomeintdligent intime? And if that'strue, then there may be intelligence even here—strange, dien,
incomprehensbleintdligence”

She shivered in the dark againgt him. "Never mind,” she said in suddenly dtered tones. "It's probably
just fancy. The world out there is so weird, so unearthly— I'm tired, Ham. It'sbeen along day."

Hefollowed her down into the body of the rocket. Asthe lightsflicked on the strange landscape
beyond the ports was blotted out, he saw only Pat, very lovely in the scanty costume of the Cool
Country.

"Tomorrow, then," he said. "Weve food for three weeks."

Tomorrow, of course, meant only time and not daylight.

They rose to the same darkness that had aways blanketed the sunless half of Venus, with the same
eterna sunset green on the horizon at the barrier. But Pat was in better humor, and went eagerly about
the preparationsfor their first venture into the open. She brought out the parkas of inch-thick wool
sheathed in rubber, and Ham, in his capacity as engineer, carefully ingpected the hoods, each with its
crown of powerful lamps.

These were primarily for vison, of course, but they had another purpose. It was known that the
incredibly fierce trioptes could not face light, and thus, by using dl four beamsin the helmet, one could
move, surrounded by a protective aura. But that did not prevent both of them from including in their
equipment two blunt blue automatics and apair of the terrifically destructive flame-pistols. And Pat
carried abag at her bet, into which she proposed to drop specimens of any dark-side florashe
encountered, and fauna, too, if it proved small and harmless enough.

They grinned at each other through their masks.

"Makesyou look fat," observed Ham mdicioudy, and enjoyed her sniff of annoyance.

She turned, threw open the door, and stamped into the open.

It was different from looking out through a port. Then the scene had some of the unredity and dl of
the immobility and silence of a picture, but now it was actualy around them, and the cold breeth and
mournful voice of the underwind proved definitely enough that the world was red. For amoment they
stood in the circlet of light from the rocket ports, staring awe-struck at the horizon where the unbelievable
peaks of the Greater Eternities towered black againgt the fal se sunset.

Nearer, for asfar as vision reached through that sunless, moonless, starlessregion, was a desolate
tumbled plain where peaks, minarets, spires, and ridges of ice and stone rose in indescribable and
fantagtic shapes, carved by the wild artistry of the underwind.

Ham dipped a padded arm around Pat, and was surprised to feel her shiver. "Cold?' he asked,
glancing &t the did thermometer on hiswrigt. "It'sonly thirty-six below."



"I'm not cold,” replied Pat. "It'sthe scenery; that'sall.”

She moved away. "'l wonder what keegps the place aswarm asit is. Without sunlight you'd think—"

"Then you'd bewrong,” cut in Ham. "Any engineer knows that gases diffuse. The upper windsare
going by just five or six miles over our heads, and they naturdly carry alot of heat from the desert
beyond the twilight zone. There's some diffusion of thewarm air into the cold, and then, besides, asthe
warm winds coal, they tend to sink. And what's more, the contour of the country hasalot to do withit."

He paused. "Say," he went on reflectively, "1 shouldn't be surprised if we found sections near the
Eternities where there was adown draft, where the upper winds did right ong the dope and gave
certain placesafairly bearable climate.”

Hefollowed Peat as she poked around the boulders near the edge of the circle of light from the rocket.

"Hal" sheexclamed. "Thereit is, Ham! There's our specimen of darkside plant life."

She bent over agray bulbous mass. "Lichenous or fungoid,” she continued. "No leaves, of course;
leaves are only useful in sunlight. No chlorophyl for the same reason. A very primitive, very smple plant,
and yet—in someways—not smpleat dl. Look, Ham—ahighly developed circulatory system!”

He leaned closer, and in the dim ydlow light from the ports he saw the fine tracery of veins she
indicated.

"That," she proceeded, "would indicate a sort of heart and—I wonder!" Abruptly shethrust her dia
thermometer againgt the fleshy mass, held it there amoment, and then peered at it. "Yes! Look how the
needles moved, Ham. It'swarm! A warm-blooded plant. And when you think of it, it'sonly natural,
because that's the one sort of plant that could livein aregion forever below freezing. Life must belivedin
liquid water."

She tugged at the thing, and with asullen plump it came free, and dark driblets of liquid welled out of
the torn root.

"Ugh!" exclaimed Ham. "What adisgugting thing! *And tore the bleeding mandragore, en? Only they
were supposed to scream when you uprooted them.”

He paused. A low, pulsing, wailing whimper came out of the quivering mass of pulp, and heturned a
dartled gaze on Pat. "Ugh!" he grunted again. "Disgusting!”

"Disgusting? Why, it'sabeautiful organism! It's adapted perfectly to its environment.”

"Well, I'm glad I'm an engineer," he growled, watching Pet as she opened the rocket's door and laid
the thing on a square of rubber within. "Come on. Let's ook around.”

Pat closed the door and followed him away from the rocket. Ingtantly the night folded in around them
like ablack mist, and it was only by glancing back at the lighted portsthat Pat could convince hersdlf that
they stood in ared world.

"Should we light our helmet lamps?' asked Ham. "Wed better, | suppose, or risk afal.”

Before either could move farther, a sound struck through the moaning of the underwind, awild, fierce,
unearthly shrieking like laughter in hell, hoots and howls and mirthless chuckling noises.

"It'strioptd" gasped Pat, forgetting plurds and grammar adike.

She was frightened; ordinarily she was as courageous as Ham, and rather more reckless and daring,
but those uncanny shrieks brought back the moments of torment when they had been trapped in the
canyon in the Mountains of Eternity. She was badly frightened and fumbled franticaly and ineffectudly at
light switch and revolver.

Just as haf a dozen stones hummed fast as bullets around them, and one crashed painfully on Ham's
arm, heflicked on hislights. Four beams shot in along cross on the glittering peaks, and the wild laughter
rosein acrescendo of pain. He had amomentary glimpse of shadowy figures flinging themselves from
pinnacle and ridge, flitting specterlike into the darkness, and then silence.

"O-0-oh!" murmured Pet. "'|—was scared, Ham." She huddled against him, then continued more
srongly: "But there's proof. Triops noctivians actudly isanightsde cresture, and those in the mountains
are outposts or fragments that've wandered into the sunless chasms.”

Far off sounded the hooting laughter. "1 wonder,” mused Ham, "if that noise of theirsisin the nature of
alanguage.”

"Very probably. After al, the Hotland natives are intelligent, and these crestures are arelated species.



Besides they throw stones, and they know the use of those smothering pods they showered on usin the
canyon—which, by theway, must be the fruit of some nightside plant. The trioptes are doubtless
intelligent in afierce, bloodthirsty, barbaric fashion, but the beasts are so unapproachable that | doubt if
human beings ever learn much of their minds or language.”

Ham agreed emphaticaly, the more so asavicioudy cast rock suddenly chipped glittering particles
from an icy spire adozen paces away. Hetwisted his head, sending the beams of his helmet lamps
angling over the plain, and asingle shrill cachinnation drifted out of the dark.

"Thank Heaven the lights keep 'em fairly out of range,” he muttered. "These are pleasant little subjects
of HisMgesty, aren't they? God save the king if he had many morelike 'em!”

But Pat was again engaged in her search for specimens. She had, switched on her lamps now, and
scrambled agilely in and out among the fantasic monuments of that bizarre plain. Ham followed her,
watching as she wrenched up bleeding and whimpering vegetation. She found adozen varieties, and one
little wriggling cigar-shaped cresture that she gazed &t in perplexity, quite unable to determine whether it
was plant, anima or neither. And at last her specimen bag was completely filled, and they turned back
over the plain toward the rocket, whose ports gleamed afar like arow of staring eyes.

But a shock awaited them as they opened the door to enter. Both of them started back at the gust of
warm, stuffy, putrid, and unbreathable air that gushed into their faces with an odor of carrion.

"What—" gagped Ham, and then laughed. "Y our mandragore!" He chuckled. "L ook at it!"

The plant she had placed within was amass of decayed corruption. In the warmth of the interior it had
decomposed rapidly and completely and was now but a semiliquid heap on the rubber mat. She pulled it
through the entrance and flung mat and dl away.

They clambered into an interior Htill reeking, and Ham set aventilator spinning. Theair that camein
was cold, of course, but pure with the breath of the underwind, sterile and dustless from its sweep across
five thousand miles of frozen oceans.

They were on British territory, being in the latitude of Venoble. The International Congressat Lide
had in 2020 gpportioned the darkside rights by giving to each nation owning Venusian possessionsa
wedge extending from the twilight zone to a point on the planet directly opposite the Sun in mid-autumn,
and mountains. He swung the door closed, set a heater going, and dropped his visor to grin at Pet.

"So that's your beautiful organism!™ he chuckled.

"It was. It was a beautiful organism, Ham. Y ou can't blame it because we exposed it to temperatures
it was never supposed to encounter.” She sighed and dung her specimen pouch to thetable. "I'll haveto
prepare these at once, | suppose, since they don't keep."

Ham grunted and set about the preparation of amed, working with the expert touch of atrue
Hotlander. He glanced at Pat as she bent over her specimens, injecting the bichlorid solution.

"Do you suppose,” he asked, "that the triopsisthe highest form of life on the dark sde?’

"Beyond doubt," replied Pat. "If any higher form exigted, it would long ago have exterminated those
fierce devils." But she was utterly wrong.

Within the span of four daysthey had exhausted the possibilities of the tumbled plain around the
rocket. Pat had accumulated a variegated group of specimens, and Ham had taken an endless series of
observations on temperature, on magnetic variations, on the direction and velocity of the Underwind.

So they moved their base, and the rocket flared into flight southward, toward the region where,
presumably, the vast and mysterious Mountains of Eternity towered acrosstheice barrier into the dusky
world of the night sde. They flew dowly, throttling the reaction motorsto a bare fifty milesan hour, for
they were flying through night, depending on the beam of the forward light to warn against looming pesks.

Twicethey hated, and each time aday or two sufficed to indicate that the region was smilar to that of
their first base. The same veined and bulbous plants, the same eterna underwind, the same laughter from
bloodthirsty trioptic throats.

But on the third occasion, there was a difference. They cameto rest on awild and bleak plateau
among the foothills of the Greater Eternities. Far away to the westward, haf the horizon il glowed
green with the fal se sunset, but the whole span south of the due-west point was black, hidden from view



by the vast ramparts of the range that soared twenty-five miles above them into the black heavens. The
mountainswere invisble, of course, in that region of endless night, but the two in the rocket felt the
colossal nearness of those incredible peaks.

And there was another way in which the mighty presence of the Mountains of Eternity affected them.
The region was warm—not warm by the standards of the twilight zone, but much warmer than the plain
below. Their thermometers showed zero on one side of the rocket, five above on the other. The vast
peaks, ascending into the level of the upper winds, set up eddies and stray currents that brought warm air
down to temper the cold bresth of the underwind.

Ham stared gloomily over the plateau visblein thelights. "1 dont likeit," he grunted. "I never did like
these mountains, not since you made afool of yourself by trying to cross 'em back in the Cool Country."

"A fool!" echoed Pat. "Who named these mountains? Who crossed them? Who discovered them? My
father, that'swho!"

"And so you thought you inherited 'em,” heretorted, "and that al you had to do wasto whistleand
they'd lie down and play dead, and Madman's Passwould turn into a park walk. With the result that
you'd now be a heap of clean-picked bonesin acanyon if | hadn't been around to carry you out of it."

"Oh, yourejust atimid Yankee!" she snapped. "I'm going outsde to have alook." She pulled on her
parka and stepped to the door, and there paused. "Aren't you—aren't you coming, too?" she asked
hegtantly.

He grinned. "Sure! | just wanted to hear you ask." He dipped into his own outdoor garb and
followed.

There was a difference here. Outwardly the plateau presented the same bleak wilderness of ice and
stone that they had found on the plain below. There were wind-eroded pinnacles of the utmost fantasy of
form, and the wild landscape that glittered in the beams from their helmet lamps was the same bizarre
terrain that they had first encountered.

But the cold was less bitter here; strangely, increasing dtitude on this curious planet brought warmth
instead of cold, as on the Earth, because it raised one closer to the region of the upper winds, and herein
the Mountains of Eternity the underwind howled less pers stently, broken into gusts by the mighty pesks.

And the vegetation was less sparse. Everywhere were the veined and bulbous masses, and Ham had
to tread carefully lest he repesat the unpleasant experience of stepping on one and hearing its moaning
whimper of pain. Pat had no such scruples, ingsting that the whimper was but atropism; that the
specimens she pulled up and dissected felt no more pain than an apple that was eaten; and that, anyway,
it wasabiologist's businessto be abiologist.

Somewhere off among the peaks shrilled the mocking laughter of atriops, and in the shifting shadows
at the extremities of their beams, Ham imagined more than once that he saw the forms of these demons of
the dark. If there they were, however, the light kept them at a safe distance, for no stones hummed past.

Y et it was aqueer sensation to walk thusin the center of amoving circle of light; hefet continualy as
if just beyond the boundary of vighility lurked Heaven only knew what weird and incredible crestures,
though reason argued that such mongters couldn't have remained undetected.

Ahead of them their beams glistened on an icy rampart, abank or cliff that stretched right and left
acrosstheir course.

Pat gestured suddenly toward it. "Look therel™ she exclaimed, holding her light steady. "Cavesin the
ice—burrows, rather. See?'

He saw—little black openings aslarge, perhaps, as a manhole cover, awhole row of them at the base
of the ice rampart. Something black skittered laughing up the glassy dope and away—atriops. Were
these the dens of the beasts? He squinted sharply.

"Something'stherel” he muitered to Pat. "L ook! Half the openings have something in front of
them—or are those just rocks to block the entrance?”

Cautioudy, revolversin hand, they advanced. There was no more motion, but in the growing intensity
of the beams, the objects were less and lessrocklike, and at last they could make out the veinings and
fleshy bulbousness of life.

At least the creatures were anew variety. Now Ham could distinguish arow of eyelike spots, and



now amultiplicity of legs beneath them. The things were like inverted bushel baskets, about the sizeand
contour, veined, flabby, and featurel ess save for a complete circle of eye spots. And now he could even
see the semitransparent lids that closed, apparently, to shield the eyesfrom the pain of their lights.

They were barely a dozen feet from one of the creatures. Pat, after amoment of hesitation, moved
directly before the motionless mysery.

"Wdl!" shesad. "Hereésanew one, Ham, Hello, old fdllal™

Aningant later both of them were frozen in utter consternation, completely overwhelmed by
bewilderment, amazement, and confusion. Issuing, it seemed, from amembrane at the top of the cresture,
cameaclicking, high-pitched voice.

"Hello, fela" it said.

There was an gppalled slence. Ham held hisrevolver, but had there been need, he couldn't have used
it, nor even remembered it. He was parayzed, stricken dumb.

But Pat found her voice. "lt—isn't red," she said faintly. "It'satropism. Thething just echoed
whatever sounds strike it. Doesn't it, Ham? Doesn't it?"

"|—Il—of coursel" Hewas staring at the lidded eyes. "It must be. Listen!" He leaned forward and
ydled, "Hello!" directly at the creature. "I1t'l answer.”

Itdid. "Itisnt atropism,” it clicked in shrill but perfect English.

"That's no echo!" gasped Pat. She backed away. "I'm scared,” she whimpered, pulling at Ham'sarm.
"Come away—quick!"

Hethrust her behind him. "I'm just atimid Y ankee," he grunted, "but I'm going to cross-question this
living phonograph until | find out what—or who—meakesit tick."

"No! No, Ham! I'm scared!"

"It doesn't look dangerous,” he observed.

"Itisn't dangerous,”" remarked the thing on theice. Ham gulped, and Pat gave a horrified little moan.
"Who—who areyou?" he fatered.

There was no answer. The lidded eyes stared steadily at him.

"What areyou?' hetried again.

Agannoreply.

"How do you know English?" he ventured.

Theclicking voice sounded: "I isn't know English.”

"Then—uh—then why do you spesk English?”

"Y ou spesk English," explained the mystery, logicaly enough.

"l don't mean why. | mean how!"

But Pat had overcome apart of her terrified astonishment, and her quick mind percelved aclue.
"Ham," she whispered tensdly, "it uses the words we use. It gets the meaning from us™

"] get the meaning from you,” confirmed the thing ungrammeticaly.

Light dawned on Ham. "Lord!" he gasped. "Thenit'sup to usto give it avocabulary.”

"Y ou speak, | spesk,” suggested the creature.

"Sure! See, Pat? We can say just anything." He paused. "Let's see—"

"When in the course of human eventsit—"

"Shut up!™ snapped Pat. "Y ankee! Y ou're on Crown territory now. To be or not to be; that isthe
question—"'

Ham grinned and was silent. When she had exhausted her memory, he took up the task: "Once upon
atimethere were three bears—"

And 0 it went. Suddenly the Situation struck him as fantastically ridiculous—there was Peat carefully
relaing the story of Little Red Riding Hood to a humorless monstrosity of the night sde of Venus! The
girl cast him a perplexed glance as he roared into agale of laughter.

"Tdl him the one about the traveling man and the farmer's daughter!" he said, choking. "Seeif you can
get agmilefrom him!" Shejoined hislaughter. "But it'sredly aserious matter,” she concluded. "Imagine
it, Ham! Intelligent life on the dark Sde! Or are you inteligent?' she asked suddenly of thething on the
ice



"l aninteligent,” it assured her. "'l amintdligently inteligent.”

"At leest youreamarveouslinguigt,” sad the girl. "Did you ever hear of learning Englishin haf an
hour, Ham? Think of that!" Apparently her fear of the creature had vanished.

"Well, let'smake use of it," suggested Ham. "What's your name, friend?"

Therewasno reply.

"Of course” put in Pat. "He can't tdll us his name until we giveit to him in English, and we can't do that
because—Oh, well, let's cal him Oscar, then. That'll serve.”

"Good enough. Oscar, what are you, anyway?'

"Humen, I'm aman.”

"Eh?I'll be damned if you arel™

"Those are thewords you've given me. Tomel am aman to you."

"Wait amoment. ' Tomel an—'| see, Pat. He meansthat the only words we have for what he
consders himsdf are words like man and human. Well, what are your people, then?”’

"People.”

"1 mean your race. What race do you belong to?" "Human.”

"Ow!" groaned Ham. "You try, Pat."

"Oscar,” said the girl, "you're human. Areyou amamma?'

"Tomemanisamammd to you."

"Oh, good heavend" Shetried again. "Oscar, how does your race reproduce?’

"1 have not the words.”

"Areyou born?'

The queer face, or faceless body, of the creature changed dightly. Heavier lids dropped over the
semitrangparent ones that shielded its many eyes, it was dmogt asif the thing frowned in concentration.

"We are not born," he clicked.

"Then—seeds, spores, parthenogenesis? Or fissure?”

"Spores,” dhrilled the mystery, "and fissure.”

"But—'

She paused, nonplussed. In the momentary silence came the mocking hoot of atriopsfar to their left,
and both turned involuntarily, stared, and recoiled aghast. At the very extremity of their beam one of the
laughing demons had seized and was bearing away what was beyond doubt one of the creatures of the
caves. And to add to the horror, dl the rest squatted in utter indifference before their burrows.

"Oscar!" Pat screamed. "They got one of you!"

She broke off suddenly at the crack of Ham's revolver, but it was afutile shot.

"O-0h!" she gasped. "The devils! They got one!" There was no comment at al from the creature
before them. "Oscar," she cried, "don't you care? They murdered one of you! Don't you understand?’

"Wes"

"But—doesn't it affect you at al?' The creatures had come, somehow, to hold asort of human
sympathy in Pat's mind. They could talk; they were more than beasts. "Don't you care at al?’

“No."

"But what are those devilsto you? What do they do that you let them murder you?'

"They eat us," said Oscar placidly.

"Oh!" gasped Pat in horror. "But—but why don't—"

She broke off; the creature was backing dowly and methodically into its burrow.

"Wait!" she cried. "They can't come here! Our lights—" The clicking voice drifted out: "It iscold. | go
because of the cold.”

Therewasslence.

It was colder. The gusty underwind moaned more steadily now, and glancing along the ridge, Pat saw
that every one of the cave creatures was dipping like Oscar into his burrow. She turned a helpless gaze
on Ham.

"Did |—dream this?' she whispered.

“Then both of usdreamed it, Pat." He took her arm and drew her back toward the rocket, whose



round ports glowed an invitation through the dusk.

But oncein thewarm interior, with her clumsy outer garments removed, Pat drew her dainty legs
under her, lighted a cigarette, and fell to morerational consderation of the mystery.

"There's something we don't understand about this, Ham. Did you sense anything queer about Oscar's
mind?’

"It'sadevilishly quick one!™

"Yes, he'sintdlligent enough. Intdlligence of the human levd, or even'—she hesitated—"above the
human. But it isn't ahuman mind. It's different, somehow—alien, strange. | can't quite expresswhat | felt,
but did you notice Oscar never asked aquestion? Not one!™

"Why—he didn't, did he? That's queer!"

"It'sdarn queer. Any human intelligence, meeting another thinking form of life, would ask plenty of
guestions. We did." She blew athoughtful puff of smoke. "And that isn't al. That—that indifference of his
when the triops attacked his fellow—uwas that human, or even earthly? |'ve seen ahunting spider snatch
onefly from aswarm of them without disturbing the ret, but could that happen to intelligent crestures? It
couldn't; not even to brains as undeveloped as those in aherd of deer, or aflock of sparrows. Kill one
and you frighendl.”

"That'strue, Pat. They're damn queer ducks, these fellow citizens of Oscar's. Queer animals.”

"Animas? Don't tdl meyou didn't notice, Ham!" "Notice what?"

"Oscar's no anima. He's a plant—a warm-blooded, mobile vegetable! All the time we weretaking to
him he was rooting around below him with his—well, hisroot. And those thingsthat looked like
legs—they were pods. He didn't walk on them; he dragged himsalf on hisroot. And what's more he—"

"What's more?"

"What's more, Ham, those pods were the same sort as the ones that the triops threw at usin the
canyon of the Mountains of Eternity, the onesthat choked and smothered us so—"

"The onesthat laid you out so cold, you mean.”

"Anyway, | had wits enough to notice them!" she retorted, flushing. "But there's part of the mystery,
Ham. Oscar's mind is a vegetable mind!" She paused, puffing her cigarette as he packed his pipe.

"Do you suppose,” she asked suddenly, "that the presence of Oscar and his crew represents a
menace to human occupancy of Venus? | know they're dark-side creatures, but what if mines are
discovered here? What if there turns out to be afield for commercia exploitation? Humans can't live
indefinitely away from sunlight, | know, but there might be aneed for temporary colonies here, and what
then?'

"Well, what then?' rgjoined Ham.

"Y es, what then? Isthere room on the same planet for two intelligent races? Won't there be a conflict
of interests sooner or later?”

"What of it?" he grunted. "Those things are primitive, Pat. They livein caves, without culture, without
wegpons. They're no danger to man.”

"But they're magnificently intelligent. How do you know that these we've seen aren't just abarbaric
tribe and that somewhere on the vastness of the dark side there isn't avegetable civilization?Y ou know
civilization isn't the persond prerogetive of mankind, because ook &t the mighty decadent culture on
Mars and the dead remnants on Titan. Man has smply happened to have the strongest brand of it, a
leest sofar.”

"That's true enough, Pat," he agreed. "But if Oscar'sfelows aren't any more pugnacious than they
were toward that murderous triops, then they aren't much of amenace.”

She shuddered. "I can't understand that at dl. | wonder if—" She paused, frowning.

“If whet?"

"|—don't know. | had an idea—a rather horrible idea." She looked up suddenly. "Ham, tomorrow I'm
going to find out exactly how intelligent Oscar redlly is. Exactly how intelligent—if | can."

There were certain difficulties, however. When Ham and Pat approached theiceridge, plodding
acrossthe fantadtic terrain, they found themsalvesiin utter perplexity asto which of therow of caveswas



the one before which they had stood in conversation with Oscar. In the glittering reflections from their
lamps each opening appeared exactly like every other, and the creatures at their mouths stared at them
with lidded eyesin which there was no readable expresson.

"Well," sad Pat in puzzlement, "well just haveto try. Y ou there, are you Oscar?"

Theclicking voice sounded: "Yes"

"l don't believeit,” objected Ham. "He was over moreto theright. Hey! Areyou Oscar?"

Another voiceclicked: "Yes"

"You can't both be Oscar!"

Pat's choice responded: "We are all Oscar.”

"Oh, never mind,” cut in Pat, forestalling Ham's protests. " Apparently what one knows they al know,
S0 it doesn't make any difference which we choose. Oscar, you said yesterday you were intelligent. Are
you moreinteligent than | am?"

"Yes Much moreintdligent.”

"Rah!" snickered Ham. "Take that, Pat!"

She sniffed. "Well, that puts him miles above you. Y ankee! Oscar, do you ever lie?"

Opague lips dropped over tranducent ones. "Lie," repested the shrill voice. "Lie. No. Thereisno

"Wdll, do you—" She broke off suddenly at the sound of adull pop. "What'sthat? Oh! Look, Ham,
one of hispodsburst!" She drew back.

A sharply pungent odor led them, reminiscent of that dangerous hour in the canyon, but not
strong enough thistime to set Ham choking or send the girl regling into unconsciousness. Sharp, acrid,
and yet not entirely unpleasant.

"What's that for, Oscar?"

"It isso we—" Thevoice cut short.

"Reproduce?’ suggested Pat.

"Y es. Reproduce. Thewind carries our sporesto each other. We live where the wind is not steady."

"But yesterday you said fissure was your method.”

"Y es. The sporeslodge against our bodies and thereisa—" Again the voice died.

"A fertilization?" suggested the girl.

"No."

"Wdl, a—I know! Anirritation!"

"Yes"

"That causes atumorous growth?

"Y es. When the growth is complete, we split."

"Ugh!" snorted Ham. " A tumor!”

"Shut up!™ snapped the girl. "That's dl ababy is—anorma tumor.”

"A norma— Well, I'm glad I'm not abiologist! Or awoman!"

"Som|," said Pat demurely. "Oscar, how much do you know?"

"Everything."

"Do you know where my people come from?"

"From beyond thelight.”

"Yes, but beforethat?'

"No."

"We come from another planet,” said the girl impressively. At Oscar's silence she said: Do you know
what aplanet is?'

"Ves"

"But did you know before | said the word?"

"Yes. Long before.”

"But how? Do you know what machinery is? Do you know what weapons are? Do you know how to
make them?"'

"Yes"



"Then—why don't you?'

"Thereisno need."

"No need!" she gasped. "With light—even with fire—you could keep the triopses—trioptes, |
mean—away. Y ou could keep them from eating you!"

"Thereisno need.”

Sheturned helplesdy to Ham.

"Thething'slying," he suggested.

"l—don't think s0," she murmured. "It's something € se—something we don't understand. Oscar, how
do you know dl those things?'

"Intdligence”

At the next cave another pod popped sullenly.

"But how? Tell me how you discover facts.”

"From any fact,” clicked the creature on the ice, "intelligence can build a picture of the—" Therewas
dlence. "Universe?' she suggested.

"Yes. Theuniverse. | start with onefact and | reason fromit. | build apicture of the universe. | gart
with another fact. | reason fromit. | find that the universe | pictureisthe same asthefirst. | know that the
pictureistrue.

Both listeners stared in awe at the creature. "Say!" gulped Ham. "If that's true we could find out
anything from Oscar! Oscar, can you tell us secrets that we don't know?”!

“No."

"Why not?

"Y ou mugt first have thewordsto give me. | cannot tell you that for which you have no words."

"It'struel™ whispered Pat. "But Oscar, | have the words time and space and energy and matter and
law and cause. Tell methe ultimate law of the universe?'

"Itisthelaw of—" Silence.

"Conservation of energy or matter? Gravitation?'

“No."

"Of-of God?"

“No."

"Of—life?'

"No. Lifeisof noimportance.

"Of—what?| can't think of another word."

"Therésachance," said Ham tensdly, "that thereis no word!"

"Yes" clicked Oscar. "It isthe law of chance. Those other words are different sides of the law of
chance."

"Good Heaven!" breathed Pat. " Oscar, do you know what | mean by stars, suns, constdlations,
planets, nebulae, and atoms, protons, and eectrons?”’

"Yes"

"But—how? Have you ever seen the stars that are above these eterna clouds? Or the Sun there
beyond the barrier?’

"No. Reason is enough, because thereis only one possible way in which the universe could exist. Only
what ispossbleisred; what isnot rea isaso not possible”

"That—that seems to mean something,” murmured Pat. "I don't see exactly what. But Oscar,
why—why don't you use your knowledge to protect yourselves from your enemies?’

"Thereisno need. Thereisno need to do anything. In ahundred years we shdl be—" Silence.

"Sefe?’

"Yes—no."

"What?" A horrible thought struck her. "Do you mean—extinct?"

v

"But—oh, Oscar! Don't you want to live? Don't your people want to survive?

"Want," shrilled Oscar. "Want—want—want. That word means nothing.”



"It means—it means desire, need.”

"Desire means nothing. Need—need. No. My people do not need to survive."

"Oh," said Pat faintly. "Then why do you reproduce?’

Asif inanswer, abursting pod sent its pungent dust over them. "Because we mugt,” clicked Oscar.
"When the spores gtrike us, we mugt.”

"l—see," murmured Pat dowly. "Ham, | think I've got it. | think | understand. Let's get back to the
ship.”

Without farewd| she turned away and he followed her thoughtfully. A strange listlessness oppressed
him.

They had one dight mishap. A stone flung by some stray trioptes sheltered behind the ridge shattered
theleft lamp in Pat's hemet. It seemed hardly to disturb the girl; she glanced briefly aside and plodded
on. But al theway back, in the gloom to their left now illumined only by his own lamps, hoots and shrieks
and mocking laughter pursued them.

Within the rocket Pat swung her specimen bag weearily to the table and sat down without removing her
heavy outer garment. Nor did Ham; despite the oppressive warmth of it, he, too, dropped listlesdy to a
Segt on the bunk.

"I'mtired,” said thegirl, "but not too tired to redize what hat mystery out there means.”

"Thenlet'shear it."

"Ham," she sad, "what's the big difference between plant and animd life?’

"Why—plants derive their sustenance directly from soil and air. Animals need plants or other animas
asfood."

"That isn't entirely true, Ham. Some plants are parasitic, and prey on other life. Think of the Hotlands,
or think, even, of someterrestria plants—the fungi, the pitcher plant, the Dionaea thet trap flies.”

"Well, animas move, then, and plants don't.”

"That's not true, either. Look at microbes; they're plants, but they swim about in search of food.”

"Thenwhet isthe difference?'

"Sometimesit'shard to say,” she murmured, "but | think | seeit now. It'sthis. Animals have desreand
plants necessity. Do you understand?’

"Not adamn bit."

"Ligten, then. A plant—even amoving one—actsthe way it does because it must, becauseit's made
s0. Ananimal acts becauseit wants to, or because it's made so that it wantsto."

"What's the difference?'

"Thereisadifference. An animal haswill, aplant hasn't. Do you see now? Oscar hasdl the
magnificent intelligence of an animd but he hasn't the will of aworm. He has reactions, but no desire.
When thewind is warm he comes out and feeds; when it's cold he crawls back into the cave melted by
his body seat. But that isn't will; it'sjust areaction. He has no desires!”

Ham stared, roused out of hislasstude. "I'll be damned if tisn't true!" he cried. "That's why he—or
they—never ask questions. It takes desire or will to ask aquestion! And that's why they have no
civilizetion and never will havel™

"That and other reasons,” said Pat. "Think of this: Oscar has no sex, and in spite of your Y ankee
pride, sex has been abig factor in building civilization. It'sthe basis of the family, and among Oscar's
people there is no such thing as parent and child. He splits; each hdf of him isan adult, probably with dl
the knowledge and memory of theorigind.

"There's no need for love, no placefor it, in fact, and therefore no cal to fight for mate and family, and
no reason to make life easier than it dready is, and no cause to apply hisintelligenceto develop art or
science or—or anything!" She paused. "And did you ever hear of the Mathusian law, Ham?"

"Not that | remember.”

"Well, the law of Malthus says that population presses on the food supply. Increase the food and the
population increases in proportion. Man evolved under that law; for a century or so it's been suspended,
but our race grew to be human under it."

" Suspended! 1t sounds sort of like repedling the law of gravitation or amending the law of inverse



squares.”

"No, no," shesaid. "It was suspended by the development of machinery in the nineteenth and
twentieth centuries, which shot the food supply so far ahead, that population hasn't caught up. But it will
and the Mdthusian law will ruleagain.”

"And what's that got to do with Oscar?"

"This, Ham: He never evolved under that law. Other factors kept his numbers below the limit of the
food supply, and so his species devel oped free of the need to struggle for food. He's so perfectly
adapted to his environment that he needs nothing more. To him acivilization would be superfluoud ™

"But—then what of thetriops?"

"Yes, thetriops. You see, Ham, just as | argued days ago, the triopsis a newcomer, pushed over
from the twilight zone. When those devils arrived, Oscar's people were dready evolved, and they
couldn't change to meet the new conditions, or couldn't change quickly enough. So—they're doomed.

"As Oscar says, they'll be extinct soon—and—and they don't even care.” She shuddered. "All they
do, al they can do, isSit beforetheir caves and think. Probably they think god-like thoughts, but they
can't summon even amouse-likewill. That'swhat avegetableintelligenceis; that'swhat it hasto be!™

"l think—I think youreright,” he muttered. "In away it'shorrible, isn't it?'

"Yes." Despite her heavy garments she shivered. "Yes; it's horrible. Those vast, magnificent minds and
no way for them to work. It's like a powerful gasoline motor with its drive shaft broken, and no matter
how wdll it runsit can't turn the wheels. Ham, do you know what I'm going to name them? The
Lotophagi Veneris—the Lotus Eaters! Content to Sit and dream away existence while lesser
minds—ours and the trioptes—Dbattle for their planet.”

"It'sagood name, Pat.” As sherose he asked in surprise: Y our specimens? Aren't you going to
prepare them?"

"Oh, tomorrow." Sheflung hersdlf, parkaand al, on her bunk.

"But they'll spoil! And your helmet light—I ought to fix it." ""Tomorrow," she repeated wearily, and his
own languor kept him from further argument.

When the nauseous odor of decay awakened him some hours later Pat was adeep, still garbed in the
heavy suit. He flung bag and specimens from the door, and then dipped the parkafrom her body. She
hardly stirred as he tucked her gently into her bunk.

Pat never missed the specimen bag at dl, and, somehow, the next day, if one could cdl that endless
night aday, found them trudging over the blesk plateau with the girl's helmet lamp till unrepaired. Again
at therr Ieft, the wildly mocking laughter of the night dwellersfollowed them, drifting eerily down onthe
underwind, and twice far-flung stones chipped glittering ice from neighboring spires. They plodded
listlesdy and slently, asif in asort of fascination, but their minds seemed strangely clear.

Pat addressed the first Lotus Eater they saw. "We're back, Oscar,” she said with afaint rebirth of her
usud flippancy. "How'd you spend the night?"

"I thought,” dlicked the thing.

"What'd you think about?"

"] thought about—" The voice ceased.

A pod popped, and the curioudy pleasant pungent odor wasin their nostrils.

" About—us?'

"No."

" About—the world?'

“No."

" About— What's the use?' she ended wearily. "We could keep that up forever, and perhaps never hit
on theright question.”

"If thereisaright question,”" added Ham. "How do you know there are wordsto fit it? How do you
even know that it's the kind of thought our minds are capable of concelving? There must be thoughts that
are beyond our grasp.”

Off to their left apod burst with adull pop. Ham saw the dust move like a shadow acrosstheir beams



as the underwind caught it, and he saw Pat draw a deep draft of the pungent air asit whirled around her.
Queer how pleasant the smdl was, especidly sinceit was the same stuff which in higher concentration
had nearly cost their lives. Hefdt vaguely worried as that thought struck him, but could assign no reason
for worry.

He redlized suddenly that both of them were standing in complete silence before the L otus Eater. They
had come to ask questions, hadn't they?

"Oscar," he sad, "what's the meaning of life?"

"No meaning. Thereisno meaning.”

"Thenwhy fight for it s0?"

"Wedo not fight for it. Lifeis unimportant.”

"And when you're gone, the world goes on just the same? Isthat it?"

"When we are gone it will make no difference to any except the triopteswho eat us.”

"Who et you," echoed Ham.

There was something about that thought that did penetrate the fog of indifference that blanketed his
mind. He peered at Pat, who stood passively and silently beside him, and in the glow of her helmet lamp
he could see her clear gray eyes behind her goggles, staring straight ahead in what was apparently
abstraction or deep thought. And beyond the ridge sounded suddenly the yells and wild laughter of the
dwellersin the dark.

"Pat," besaid.

Therewas no answer.

"Pat!" he repeated, raisng alistless hand to her arm. "We haveto go back.” To hisright apod
popped. "We have to go back," he repeated.

A sudden shower of stones came glancing over the ridge. One struck his hemet, and hisforward lamp
burgt with adull exploson. Another struck hisarm with astinging pain, though it seemed surprisingly
unimportant.

"We haveto go back," hereiterated doggedly.

Pat spoke at last without moving. "What's the use?' she asked dully.

He frowned over that. What was the use? To go back to the twilight zone? A picture of Erotiarosein
his mind, and then avision of that honeymoon they had planned on the Earth, and then awhole series of
terrestrial scenes—New Y ork, atree-girt campus, the sunny farm of his boyhood. But they all seemed
very far away and unredl.

A violent blow that stung his shoulder recaled him, and he saw a stone bound from Pat's hdlmet. Only
two of her lamps glowed now, the rear and theright, and he redlized vaguely that on his own helmet
shone only the rear and the I eft. Shadowy figures were skittering and gibbering aong the crest of the
ridge now left dark by the bresking of their lights, and stones were whizzing and spattering around them.

He made a supreme effort and seized her arm. "We've got to go back!" he muttered.

"Why?Why should we?'

"Because well bekilled if westay.”

"Yes. | know that, but—"

He ceased to listen and jerked savagely at Pat's arm. She spun around and staggered after him as he
turned doggedly toward the rocket.

Shrill hoots sounded as their rear lamps swept the ridge, and as he dragged the girl with infinite
downess, the shrieks spread out to the right and I eft. He knew what that meant; the demons were circling
them to get in front of them where their shattered forward lamps cast no protecting light.

Pet followed listlesdy, making no effort of her own. It was Smply the drag of hisarm that impelled
her, and it was becoming an intolerable effort to move even himsdlf. And there directly before him, flitting
shadows that howled and hooted, were the devilsthat sought their lives.

Ham twisted his head so that hisright lamp swept the area. Shrieks sounded as they found shelter in
the shadows of peaks and ridges, but Ham, walking with his head side-wise, tripped and tumbled.

Pat wouldn't rise when he tugged at her. "There's no need of it," she murmured, but made no
resstance when helifted her.



Anideadtirred vaguely; he bundled her into hisarms so that her right lamp shot its beam forward, and
s0 he staggered at last to the circle of light about the rocket, opened the door, and dumped her on the
floor within.

He had onefind impression. He saw the laughing shadows that were the trioptes skipping and
skittering across the darkness toward the ridge where Oscar and his people waited in placid acceptance
of thelr destiny.

The rocket was roaring aong at two hundred thousand feet, because numberless observations and
photographs from space had shown that not even the vast peaks of the Mountains of Eternity project
forty miles above the planet's surface. Below them the clouds glistened white before and black behind,
for they werejust entering the twilight zone. At that height one could even see the mighty curvature of the
planet.

"Hdf cuebdl, haf eight ball," said Ham, Saring down.

"Heresfter we stick to the cue-ball half."

"It was the spores,” proceeded Pat, ignoring him. "We knew they were narcotic before, but we
couldn't be expected to guessthat they'd carry adrug as subtle as that—to steal away your will and
undermine your strength. Oscar's people are the Lotus Eaters and the L otus, al in one. But
I'm—somehow—I ' m sorry for them. Those colossal, magnificent, usdess minds of theird™ She paused.
"Ham, what woke you up to what was happening? What snapped you out of it?"

"Oh, it was aremark of Oscar's, something about his being only a square meal for atriops.”

"Wdl?'

"Well, did you know we've used up al our food? That remark reminded methat | hadn't esten for
two dayd"

PROTEUSISLAND

The brown Maori in the bow of the outrigger stared hard at Augtin Idand dowly swimming nearer;
then he twisted to fix his anxious brown eyes on Carver. "Taboo!" he exclamed. "Taboo! Aussitan
taboo!"

Carver regarded him without change of expression. Helifted his gazeto theidand. With an air of
sullen brooding the Maori returned to his stroke. The second Polynesian threw the zoologist a pleading
look.

"Taboo," he said. " Aussitan taboo!"

The white man studied him briefly, but said nothing. The soft brown eyesfell and the two bent to their
work. But as Carver stared eagerly shoreward there was a mute, significant exchange between the
netives.

The proadid over green comberstoward the foam-skirted idand, then began to sheer off asif
reluctant to approach. Carver's jaw squared. "Malloa! Put in, you chocolate pig. Put in, do you hear?!

Helooked again at the land. Austin Idand was not traditionally sacred, but these natives had afear of
it for some reason. It was not the concern of a zoologist to discover why. The idand was uninhabited and
had been charted only recently. He noted the fern forests ahead, like those of New Zedland, the Kauri
pine and dammar—dark wood hills, acurve of white beach, and between them amoving dot—an
apteryx mantelli, thought Carver—akiwi.

The proaworked cautioudy shoreward.

"Taboo," Malloa kept whispering. "Him plenty bunyip!™

"Hopethereis," the white man grunted. "1'd hate to go back to Jameson and the others at Macquarie
without at least onelittle bunyip, or anyway aghost of afairy.” Hegrinned. "Bunyip Carveris. Not bad,
eh? Look good in natura-history books with pictures.”

On the approaching beach the kiwi scuttled for the forest—if it was akiwi after al. It looked queer,
somehow, and Carver squinted after it. Of course, it had to be an apteryx; theseidands of the New
Zedand group were too deficient in faunafor it to be anything else. One variety of dog, one sort of rat,



and two species of bat—that covered the mammalian life of New Zedland.

Of course, there were the imported cats, pigs and rabbits that ran wild on the North and Middle
Idands, but not here. Not on the Aucklands, not on Macquarie, least of al here on Austin, out in the
lonely sea between Macquarie and the desolate Balleny Idands, far down on the edge of Antarctica. No;
the scuttling dot must have been akiwi.

The craft grounded. Kolu, in the bow, legped like a brown flash to the beach and drew the proa
above the gentle inwash of the waves. Carver stood up and stepped out, then paused sharply at amoan
from Mdloain the stern.

"Seel" he gulped. "Thetrees, wahi! The bunyip treed”

Carver followed his pointing figure. The trees—what about them? There they were beyond the beach
asthey had, fringed the sands of Macquarie and of the Aucklands. Then he frowned. Hewas no
botanist; that was Halburton'sfield, back with Jameson and the Fortune at Macquarie Idand. Hewasa
zoologist, awvare only generdly of the variations of flora. Y et he frowned.

The trees were vaguely queer. In the distance they had resembled the giant ferns and towering kauri
pine that one would expect. Y et here, close at hand, they'had a different aspect—not a markedly
different one, it istrue, but none the less, a strangeness. The kauri pineswere not exactly kauri, nor were
the tree ferns quite the same Cryptogamiathat flourished on the Aucklands and Macquarie. Of course,
thoseidands were many miles away to the north, and certain locd variations might be expected. All the
samne—

"Mutants," he muttered, frowning. "Tends to substantiate Darwin'sisolation theories. I'll haveto take
acouple of specimens back to Halburton.”

"Wahi," said Kolu nervoudy, "we go back now?"

"Now!" exploded Carver. "We just got here! Do you think we came dl the way from Macquarie for
onelook?We stay hereaday or two, o | have achanceto take alook at this place'sanimal life. What's
the matter, anyway?'

"Thetrees, wahi!" wailed Mdloa " Bunyip! —the waking trees, the talking treed!”

"Bah! Waking and talking, eh?' He seized a stone from the pebbled beach and sent it spinning into
the nearest mass of dusky green. "Let's hear ‘em say afew cusswords, then.”

The stone tore through leaves and creepers, and the gentle crash died into motionless silence. Or not
entirely motionless; for amoment something dark and tiny fluttered there, and then soared briefly into
black slhouette againgt the sky. It was small as a parrow, but bat-like, with membranouswings. Y et
Carver Stared at it amazed, for it trailed atwelve-inch tail, thin asa pencil, but certainly an appendage no
normal bat ought to possess.

For amoment or two the creature fluttered awkwardly in the sunlight, its strange tail lashing, and then
it swooped again into the dusk of the forest whence his missile had frightened it. There was only an echo
of itswild, shrill cry remaining, something that sounded like " Wheer! Whe-e-e-r!™

"What the devil!" said Carver. "There are two species of Chiropterain New Zealand and neighboring
idands, and that was neither of them! No bat has atall like that!"

Kolu and Maloawerewailing in chorus. The creature had been too smal to induce outright panic,
but it had flashed againgt the sky with asinister gppearance of abnormality. It was amonstrosty, an
aberration, and the minds of Polynesians were not such asto face unknown strangeness without fear.
Nor for that matter, reflected Carver, were the minds of whites; he shrugged away a queer feding of
apprehension. It would be sheer stupidity to permit the fears of Kolu and Malloa to influence a perfectly
sane zoologigt.

"Shut up!™ he snapped. "Well haveto trap that fellow, or one of his cousins. I'll want a specimen of
histribe. Rhimolophidae, I'll bet atrade dollar, but abrand-new species. Well net one tonight.”

The voices of the two brown idandersrosein terror. Carver cut in sharply on the protests and
expostulations and fragmentary descriptions of the horrors of bunyips, walking and talking trees, and the
bat-winged spirits of evil.

"Comeon," 'hesaid gruffly. "Turn out the stuff in the proa. I'll ook along the beach for astream of
fresh water. Mawson reported water on the north side of theidand.”



Malloa and Kolu were muttering as he turned away. Before him the beach stretched white in thelate
afternoon sun; at hisleft rolled the blue Pacific and at his right dumbered the strange, dark, dusky
quarter; he noted curioudy the dl but infinite variety of the vegetable forms, marveling that therewas
scarcely atree or snrub that he could identify with any variety common on Macquarie or the Auddands,
or far-away New Zedand. But, of course, he mused, he was no botanist.

Anyway, remote idands often produced their own particular varieties of floraand fauna. That was
part of Darwin's origina evolution theory, thisidea of isolation. Look at Mauritius and its dodo, and the
Galapagosturtles, or for that matter, the kiwi of New Zealand, or the gigantic, extinct moa. And yet—he
frowned over the thought—one never found an idand that was entirely covered by its own unique forms
of plant life. Windblown seeds of ocean borne debris dways caused an interchange of vegetation among
idands; birds carried seeds clinging to their festhers, and even the occasionad human visitorsaided in the
exchange.

Besides, acareful observer like Mawson in 1911 would certainly have reported the peculiarities of
Austin Idand. He hadn't; nor, for that matter, had the whalers, who touched here at intervas as they
headed into the antarctic, brought back any reports. Of course, whalers had become very rare of late
years, it might have been adecade or more since one had made anchorage at Austin. Y et what change
could have occurred in ten or fifteen years?

Carver came suddenly upon anarrow tidal arm into which dropped atinkling trickle of water from a
granite ledge at the verge of the jungle. He stooped, moistened hisfinger, and tasted it. It was brackish
but drinkable, and therefore quite satisfactory. He could hardly expect to find alarger stream on Austin,
since the watershed was too small on an idand only seven miles by three. With his eyes he followed the
course of the brook up into the tangle of fern forest, and aflash of movement arrested his eyes. For a
moment he gazed in complete incredulity, knowing that he couldn't possibly be seeing—what he was
Seaing!

The creature had apparently been drinking at the brink of the stream, for Carver glimpsed it firstin
knedling pogition. That was part of the surprise—the fact that it was knedling—for no anima save man
ever assumesthat attitude, and this being, whatever it might be, was not human.

Wild, yellow eyes glared back at him, and the thing rose to an erect posture. It was abiped, asmall
travesty; of man, standing no more than twenty inchesin height. Little clawed fingers clutched a hanging
creepers. Carver had ashocked glimpse of abody covered in patches with ragged gray fur, of an agile
tall, of needle-sharp teeth in alittle red mouth. But mostly he saw only maevolent yellow eyesand aface
that was not human, yet had a hideous suggestion of humanity gone wild, astunning miniature synthesis of
manlike and feline characterigtics. Carver had spent much timein the wastelands of the planet. His
reaction was amost in the nature of areflex, without thought or valition; his blue-barreled gun legped and
flashed asif it moved of itsdlf. This automatism was avauable qudity in the wilder portions of the earth;
more than once he had saved hislife by shooting first when startled, and reflecting afterward. But the
quickness of the reaction did not lend itself to accuracy.

Hisbullet tore aleaf at the very cheek of the cresture. The thing snarled, and then, with afina flash of
ydlow flame from itswild eyes, legped headlong into the tangle of foliage and vanished.

Carver whigtled. "What in Heaven's name," he muttered doud, "wasthat?' But he had smdl time for
reflection; long shadows and an orange tint to the afternoon light warned that darkness—sudden,
twilightless darkness—was near. He turned back aong the curving beach toward the outrigger.

A low cora spit hid the craft and the two Maoris, and the ridge jutted like a bar squarely acrossthe
face of the descending sun. Carver squinted againgt the light and trudged thoughtfully onward—to freeze
into sudden immohility at the sound of aterrified scream from the direction of the proal

He brokeinto arun. It was no more than ahundred yards to the cord ridge, but so swiftly did the
sun drop in these latitudes that dusk seemed to race him to the crest. Shadows skittered along the beach
as helegped to the top and stared frantically toward the spot where his craft had been beached.

Something wasthere. A box—part of the provisionsfrom the proa. But the proa itself—was gone!

Then he saw it, dready ahaf dozen cables lengths out in the bay. Malloawas crouching in the stern,
Kolu was partly hidden by the sail, asthe craft moved swiftly and steadily out toward the darkness



gathering in the north.

Hisfirst impulse was to shout, and shout he did. Then he redlized that they were beyond earshot, and
very ddiberately, hefired hisrevolver threetimes. Twice he shot into the air, but since Malloa cast not
even aglance backward, the third bullet he sent carefully in the direction of the fleeing pair. Whether or
not it took effect he could not tell, but the proaonly did more swiftly into the black distance.

He stared in hot rage after the deserters until even the white sail had vanished; then he ceased to
swear, sat glumly on the single box they had unloaded, and fell to wondering what had frightened them.
But that was something he never discovered.

Full darkness settled. In the sSky appeared the strange constellations of the heaven's under
hemisphere; southeast glowed the glorious Southern Cross, and south the mystic Clouds of Magellan.
But Carver had no eyesfor these beauties, he was aready long familiar with the aspect of the Southern
skies.

He mused over hissituation. It wasirritating rather than desperate, for he was armed, and even had
he not been, there was no dangerous animal life on these tiny idands south of the Aucklands, nor,
excepting man, on New Zedand itsdf. But not even man lived in the Aucklands, or on Macquarie, or
here on remote Austin. Maloaand Kolu had been terrificaly frightened, beyond doubt; but it took very
little to rouse the superdtitious fears of aPolynesian. A strange species of bat was enough, or even akiwi
passing in the shadows of the brush, or merdly their own fancies, simulated by whatever wild tales had
ringed lonely Austin Idand with taboos.

And asfor rescue, that too was certain. Maloaand Kolu might recover their courage and return for
him. If they didnt, they still might make for Macquarie Idand and the Fortune expedition. Evenif they
did what he supposed they naturally would do—head for the Aucklands, and then to their home on the
Chathams—still Jameson would begin to worry in three or four days, and thered be a search made.

There was no danger, he told himsa f—nothing to worry about. Best thing to do was smply to go
about hiswork. Luckily, the box on which he sat was the one that contained his cyanide jar for insect
specimens, nets, traps, and snares. He could proceed just as planned, except that he'd have to devote
some of histime to hunting and preparing food.

Carver lighted his pipe, set about building afire of the plentiful driftwood, and prepared for the night.
He ddivered himsdlf of afew choice epithets descriptive of the two Maoris as he redlized that his
comfortable deeping bag was gone with the proa, but the fire would serve againg the chill of the high
Southern latitude. He puffed his pipe reflectively to itsend, lay down near his driftwood blaze, and
prepared to deep.

When, seven hours and fifty minutes later, the edge of the sun dented the eastern horizon, he was
ready to admit that the night was something other than a success. He was hardened to the tiny, persistent
fleasthat skipped out of the sand, and his skin had |ong been toughened to the bloodthirsty night insects
of theidands. Y et he had made adecided failure a the attempt to deep.

Why? It surely couldn't be nervousness over the fact of strange surroundings and loneliness. Alan
Carver had spent too many nightsin wild and solitary placesfor that. Y et the night sounds had kept him
inaperpetua Sate of half-wakeful apprehension, and at least a dozen times he had started to full
consciousnessin aswest of nervousness. Why?

He knew why. It was the night sounds themsalves. Not their loudness nor their menace, but
ther—wel, their variety. He knew what darkness ought to bring forth in the way of noises; he knew
every bird cal and bat squesk indigenousto these idands. But the noises of night here on Austin Idand
had refused to conform to his pattern of knowledge. They were strange, unclassified, and far more varied
than they should have been; and yet, even through the wildest cry, he fancied adisturbing note of
familiarity.

Carver shrugged. In the clear daylight his memories of the night seemed like foolish and perverse
notions, quite inexcusable in the mind of one as accustomed to londly places as himsdlf. He heaved his
powerful form erect, Sretched, and gazed toward the matted tangle of plant life under the tree ferns.

Hewas hungry, and somewhere in there was bregkfast, either fruit or bird. Those represented the
entire range of choice, snce he was not at present hungry enough to consider any of the other possible



variations—rat, bat, or dog. That covered the fauna of theseidands.

Did it, indeed? He frowned as sudden remembrance struck him. What of the wild, yellow-eyed imp
that had snarled at him from the brooks de? He had forgotten that in the excitement of the desertion of
Kolu and Maloa. That was certainly neither bat, rat, nor dog. What wasit?

Stll frowning, he felt hisgun, glancing to assure himsdlf of itsreadiness The two Maoris might have
been frightened away by an imaginary menace, but the thing by the brook was something he could not
ascribe to superdtition. He had seen that. He frowned more deeply as he recdled the tailed bat of earlier
in the preceding evening. That was no native fancy either.

He strode toward the fern forest. Suppose Austin Idand did harbor afew mutants, freaks, and
individua species. What of it? So much the better; it justified the Fortune expedition. It might contribute
to the fame of one Alan Carver, zoologig, if hewerethefirst to report this strange, insular anima world.
And yet—it was queer that Mawson had said nothing of it, nor had the whalers.

At the edge of the forest he stopped short. Suddenly he perceived what was responsiblefor its
aspect of queerness. He saw what Malloa had meant when he gestured toward the trees. He gazed
increduloudy, peering from treeto tree. It was true. There were no related species. There were no two
trees dike. Not two dike. Each wasindividud in lesf, bark, ssem. There were no two the same. No two
trees were alikel!

But that wasimpossible. Botanist or not, he knew the impossibility of it. It wasdl the more
impossible on aremote idet where inbreeding must of necessity take place. The living forms might differ
from those of other idands, but not from each other—at least, not in such incredible profusion. The
number of species must be limited by the very intengty of competition on anidand. Must be!

Carver stepped back ahalf dozen paces, surveying the forest wall. It wastrue. There wereferns
innumerable; there were pines, there were deciduous trees—but there were, in the hundred yard stretch
he could scan accurately, no two alike! No two, even, with enough smilarity to be assgned to the same
species, perhaps not even to the same genus.

He stood frozen in uncomprehending bewilderment. What was the meaning of it? What wasthe
origin of thisunnatural plenitude of species and genera? How could any one of the numberlessforms
reproduce unless there were somewhere others of itskind to fertilize it? It wastrue, of course, that
blossoms on the same tree could cross-fertilize each other, but where, then, were the offspring? Itisa
fundamental aspect of nature that from acorns spring oaks, and from kauri cones spring kauri pines.

In utter perplexity, he turned aong the beach, edging away from the wash of the wavesinto which he
had amost backed. The solid wall of forest wasimmobile save where the sea breeze ruffled its leaves,
but dl that Carver saw wasthe unbelievable variety of those leaves. Nowhere—nowhere—wasthere a
single tree that resembled any he had seen before.

There were compound leaves, and digitate, pamate, cordate, acuminate, bipinnate, and ensform
ones. There were specimens of every variety he could name, and even azoologist can name a number if
he has worked with a botanist like Halburton. But there were no specimensthat looked asif they might
be related, however distantly, to any one of the others. It was asif, on Austin Idand, the walls between
the generahad dissolved, and only the grand divisons remained.

Carver had covered nearly amile dong the beach before the pangs of hunger recalled his origina
mission to hismind. He had to have food of some sort, anima or vegetable. With afeding of ditinct
relief, he eyed the beach birds quarreling raucoudy up and down the sand; at least, they were perfectly
norma representatives of the genus Larus. But they made, at best, but tough and oily fare, and hisglance
returned again to the mysterious woodlands.

He saw now atrail or path, or perhaps just a chance thinning of the vegetation dong a subsoil ridge
of rock, that led into the green shades, danting toward the forested hill at the western end of theidand.
That offered the first convenient means of penetration he had encountered, and in amoment he was
dipping through the dusky aide, watching sharply for ether fruit or bird.

He saw fruit in plenty. Many of the trees bore globes and ovoids of various sizes, but the difficulty, so
far as Carver was concerned, was that he saw none he could recognize as edible. He dared not chance
biting into some poisonous variety, and Heaven aone knew what wild and deadly akaoids this queer



idand might produce.

Birdsfluttered and cdled in the branches, but for the moment he saw none large enough to warrant a
bullet. And besides, another queer fact had caught his attention; he noticed that the farther he proceeded
from the sea, the more bizarre became the infinite forms of the trees of the forest. Along the beach he had
been able at least to assign an individud growth toitsfamily, if not its genus, but here even those
digtinctions began to vanish.

Heknew why. "The coagtal growths are crossed with strays from other idands," he muttered. "But in
here they've run wild. Thewholeidand'srun wild."

The movement of adark mass againgt the leaf-sprinkled sky caught hisattention. A bird? If it were, it
was amuch larger one than the incons derabl e passerine songsters that fluttered about him. Heraised his
revolver carefully, and fired.

The weird forest echoed to the report. A body large as aduck crashed with along, strange cry,
thrashed briefly among the grasses of the forest floor, and was till. Carver hurried forward to starein
perplexity at hisvictim.

It was not abird. It was a climbing creature of some sort, armed with vicioudy sharp clawsand
wicked, needle-pointed white teeth in atriangular little red mouth. It resembled quite closdly asmall
dog—if one could imagine atree-climbing dog—and for amoment Carver froze in surprise a the thought
that he had inadvertently shot somebody's mongre terrier, or at least some specimen of Canis.

But the creature was no dog. Even disregarding its plunge from the treetops, Carver could seethat.
Theretractile claws, five on the forefeet, four on the hind, were evidence enough, but stronger still was
the evidence of those needle teeth. Thiswas one of the Felidae. He could see further proof in the yellow,
ditted eyesthat glared at him in moribund hate, to lose their fire now in death. Thiswas no dog, but a cat!

His mind flashed to that other apparition on the bank of the stream. That had borne awild aspect of
feline nature, too. What was the meaning of it? Cats that looked like monkeys, cats that |ooked like
dogs

He had lost his hunger. After amoment he picked up the furry body and set off toward the beach.
The zoologist had superseded the man; this dangling bit of disintegrating protoplasm was no longer food,
but arare specimen. He had to get to the beach to do what he could to preserveit. It would be named
after im—Felis Carveri—doubtless.

A sound behind him brought him to an abrupt hat. He peered cautioudy back through the
branch-roofed tunnd. He was being trailed. Something, bestial or human, lurked back there in the forest
shadows. He saw it —or them—dimly, asformless as darker shadesin the shifting array that marked the
wind-gtirred leaves.

For the firg time, the successive mysteries began to induce a sense of menace. Heincreased his
pace. The shadows did and skittered behind him, and, lest he ascribe the thing to fancy, alow cry of
some sort, asubdued howl, rosein the dusk of the forest at hisleft, and was answered at hisright.

He dared not run, knowing that the appearance of fear too often brought a charge from both beasts
and primitive humans. He moved as quickly as he could without the effect of flight from danger, and at
last saw the beach. Therein the opening he would at least distinguish his pursuers, if they choseto attack.

But they didn't. He backed away from thewall of vegetation, but no formsfollowed him. Y et they
werethere. All theway back to the box and the remains of hisfire, he knew that just within the cover of
the leaveslurked wild forms.

The Stuation began to prey on hismind. He couldn't Smply remain on the beach indefinitdy, waiting
for an attack. Sooner or later he'd have to deep, and then—Better to provoke the attack at once, see
what sort of creatures he faced, and try to drive them off or exterminate them. He had, after dl, plenty of
ammunition.

Heraised hisgun, aimed at the skittering shadow, and fired. There was a howl that was indubitably
bestid; before it had quivered into silence, others answered. Then Carver started violently backward, as
the bushes quivered to the passage of bodies, and he saw what sort of beings had lurked there.

A line of perhaps a dozen formslegped from the fringe of underbrush to the sand. For the space of a
bresth they were motionless, and Carver knew that he was in the grip of azoologist's nightmare, for no



other explanation was a all adequate.

The pack was vaguely doglike; but by no means did its members resemble the indigenous hunting
dogs of New Zealand, nor the dingoes of Austrdia Nor, for that matter, did they resemble any other
dogsin hisexperience, nor, if thetruth betold, any dogs at dl, except perhapsin their lupine method of
attack, their subdued yelps, their davering mouths, and the arrangement of their teeth—what Carver
could see of that arrangement.

But the fact that bore home to him now was another stunning repetition of al his observations of
Austin Idand—they did not resemble each other! Indeed, it occurred to Carver with the devastating
force of ablow that, so far on thismad idand, he had seen no two living creatures, animal or vegetable,
that appeared to belong to related species!

The nondescript pack inched forward. He saw the wildest extremes among the creastures—beings
with long hind legs and short forelimbs; a cresture with hairless, thorn-scarred skin and aface like the
ha f-human visage of awerewolf; atiny, rat-sized thing that yel ped with a shrill, ygpping voice; and a
mighty, barrel-chested creature whose body seemed almost designed for erect posture, and who loped
onits hinder limbswith its fore-paws touching the ground at intervals like the knuckles of an orangutan.
That particular being was ahorrible, yellow-fanged monstrosity, and Carver choseit for hisfirst bullet.

The thing dropped without a sound; the dug had split its skull. Asthe report echoed back and forth
between the hills on the east and west extremities of Austin, the pack answered with athreatening chorus
of bays, howls, growls, and shrieks. They shrank back momentarily from their companion's body, then
came menacingly forward.

Again Carver fired. A red-eyed hopping creature yel ped and crumpled. The line hated nervoudly,
divided now by two dead forms. Their crieswere no more than amuffled growling asthey eyed him with
red and yellowish orbs.

He started suddenly as a different sound rose, a cry whose nature he could not determine, though it
seemed to come from a point where the forested bank rose sharply in alittle cliff. It was asif some
watcher urged on the nondescript pack, for they gathered courage again to advance. And it was a this
moment that avicioudy flung stone caught the man painfully on the shoulder.

He staggered, then scanned the line of brush. A missile meant humankind. The mad idand harbored
something more than aberrant beasts.

A second cry sounded, and another stone hummed past his ear. But thistime he had caught the flash
of movement a the top of the diff, and hefired ingtantly.

Therewas ascream. A human figure reeled from the cover of foliage, swayed, and pitched headlong
into the brush at the base, ten feet below. The pack of creatures broke howling, asif their courage had
vanished before this evidence of power. They fled like shadows into the forest.

But something about the figure that had fallen from the cliff struck Carver as strange. He frowned,
waiting amoment to assure himself that the nondescript pack had fled, and that no other menace lurked
in the brush, then he darted toward the place where his assailant had falen.

The figure was human, beyond doubt—or wasit? Here on this mad idand where species seemed to
take any form, Carver hesitated to make even that assumption. He bent over hisfalen foe, who lay face
down, then turned the body over. He stared.

It wasagirl. Her face, dill asthe features of the Buddha of Nikko, was young and lovely asa
Venetian bronze figurine, with delicate features that even in unconsciousness had awildness gpparent in
them. Her eyes, closed though they were, betrayed adight, dryadlike dant.

The girl waswhite, though her skin was sun-darkened amost to agolden hue. Carver was certain of
her color, nevertheless, for at the edges of her sngle garment—an untanned hide of leopard-like fur,
dready diffening and cracking—her skin showed whiter.

Had hekilled her? Curioudly perturbed, he sought for the wound, and found it, at last, in ascarcely
bleeding graze above her right knee. His shot had merely spun her off balance; it was the ten-foot fall
from the cliff that had done the damage, of which the visible evidence was areddening bruise of her left
temple. But shewasliving. He swung her hagtily into hisarms and bore her across the beach, away from
the brush in which her motley pack was doubtless till [urking.



He shook his nearly empty canteen, then tilted her head to pour water between her lips. Instantly her
eyesflickered open, and for amoment she stared quite uncomprehendingly into Carver's eyes, not twelve
inches from her own. Then her eyes widened, not so much in terror asin startled bewilderment; she
twisted violently from hisarms, tried twiceto rise, and twice fell back as her legs refused to support her.
At last shelay quite passive, keeping her fascinated gaze on hisface.

But Carver received ashock aswell. As her lidslifted, he Started at the sight of the eyes behind
them. They were unexpected, despite the hint given by their ever-so-faint Oriental cast, for they flamed
upon himin atawny hue. They were amber, dmost golden, and wild asthe eyes of avotary of Pan. She
watched the zoologist with the intentness of a captive bird, but not with abird'stimidity, for he saw her
hand fumbling for the pointed stick or wooden knife in the thong about her waist.

He proffered the canteen, and she shrank away from his extended hand. He shook the container, and
at the sound of gurgling liquid, shetook it gingerly, tilted atrickle into her hand, and then, to Carver's
aurprise, smdled it, her dainty nogtrilsflaring aswidely as her diminutive, uptilted nose permitted. After a
moment she drank from her cupped palm, poured another trickle, and drank that. It did not occur to her,
apparently, to drink from the canteen.

Her mind cleared. She saw the two motionless bodies of the dain creatures, and murmured alow
sound of sorrow. When she moved asif to rise, her gashed knee pained her, and she turned her strange
eyes on Carver with arenewed expression of fear. Sheindicated the red streak of theinjury.

"C'mon?' she said with aquestioning inflection. Carver redized that the sound resembled English
words through accident only. "Whereto?' He grinned.

She shook apuzzled head. " Bu-r-r-o-o-on!" shesad " Zee-e-e!"

He understood that. It was her attempt to imitate the sound of his shot and the hum of the bullet. He
tapped the revolver. "Magic!" he said warningly. "Bad medicine. Better be good girl, see?’ It was
obviousthat shedidn't understand. " Thumbi?" hetried. ™Y ou Maori?' No result save along look from
danting, golden eyes. "Well," he grunted, " Sorechen zie Deutsch, then? Or Kanaka? Or—what the
devil! That'sdl I know—Latinumintelligisne?'

"C'mon?" shesad faintly, her eyes on the gun. She rubbed the scratch on her leg and the bruise on
her temple, apparently ascribing both to the weapon.

"All right,” Carver acceded grimly. He reflected that it could do no harm to impressthe girl with his
powers. "I'll come on. Watch thigl"

Heleveled hisweapon at thefirgt target he saw—adead branch that jutted from adrifted log at the
end of the cord spit. It wasthick as hisarm, but it must have been thoroughly rotted, for instead of
stripping abit of bark as he expected, the heavy dug shattered the entire branch.

"O-0-0h!" gasped the girl, clapping her hands over her ears. Her eyesflickered sdewise at him; then
she scrambled wildly to her feet. Shewasin sheer panic.

"No, you don't!" he snapped. He caught her arm. "'Y ou Stay right herel™

For amoment he was amazed &t the lithe strength of her. Her free arm flashed upward with the
wooden dagger, and he caught that wrist aswell. Her muscles were like tempered sted wires. She
twisted franticaly; then, with sudden yielding, stood quietly in hisgrasp, asif shethought, "What useto
sruggle with agod?'

Hereleased her. "Sit down!" he growled.

She obeyed his gesture rather than his voice. She sat on the sand before him, gazing up with atrace
of fear but more of warinessin her honey-hued eyes.

"Where are your people?' he asked sharply, pointing at her and then waving in an inclusve gesture at
theforest.

She stared without comprehension, and he varied his symbolism. "'Y our home, then?* he pantomimed
the act of deeping.

The result was the same, smply atroubled look from her glorious eyes.

"Now what the devil!" he muttered. Y ou have aname, haven't you? A name? Look!" He tapped his
chest. "Alan. Getit? Alan. Alan."

That she undergtood ingtantly. "Alan," she repeated dutifully, looking up a him.



But when he attempted to make her assign anameto hersdf, hefailed utterly. The only effect of his
efforts was adegpening of the perplexity in her features. He reverted, at lagt, to the effort to make her
indicate in some fashion the place of her home and people, varying his gesturesin every way he could
devise. And at last she seemed to comprehend.

She rose doubtfully to her feet and uttered a strange, low, mournful cry. It was answered instantly
from the brush, and Carver stiffened as he saw the emergence of that same motley pack of nondescript
beings. They must have been watching, lurking just beyond view. Again they circled thetwo dain
members as they advanced.

Carver whipped out hisrevolver. His movement was followed by awail of anguish from the girl, who
flung herself before him, arms outspread asif to shield the wild pack from the menace of the wegpon.
Shefaced him fearfully, yet defiantly, and there was puzzled questioning in her face aswell. It was asif
she accused the man of ordering her to summon her companions only to threaten them with death.

Hedared. "O.K.," hesad at last. "What's acouple of rare specimens on an idand that's covered
with'em? Send 'em away."

She obeyed his gesture of command. The weird pack dunk silently from view, and the girl backed
hestantly away asif to follow them, but halted abruptly at Carver'sword. Her attitude was a curious one,
partly fear, but more largely composed, it seemed, of a sort of fascination, asif shedid not quite
understand the zoologist's nature.

Thiswas afeding he shared to a certain extent, for there was certainly something mysteriousin
encountering awhite girl on thismad Audtin Idand. It was asif there were one specimen, and only one,
of every speciesin theworld here on thistiny idet, and she were the representative of humanity. But il
he frowned perplexedly into her wild, amber eyes.

It occurred to him again that on the part of Austin he had traversed he had seen no two creatures
aike. Wasthisgirl, too, amutant, avariant of some species other than human, who had through mere
chance adopted a perfect human form? As, for instance, the doglike cat whose body till lay on the sand
where he had flung it. Was she, perhaps, the sole representative of the human form on theidand, Eve
before Adam, in the garden? There had been awoman before Adam, he mused.

"WEell cal you Lilith," he said thoughtfully. The namefitted her wild, perfect features and her
flame-hued eyes. Lilith, the mysterious being whom Adam found before him in Paradise, before Eve was
created. "Lilith," he repeated. " Alan—Lilith. See?'

She echoed the sounds and the gesture. Without question she accepted the name he had given her,
and that she understood the sound as a name was evident by her response to it. For when he uttered it a
few minutesflater, her amber eyesflashed ingantly to hisface and reaained in asilent question.

Carver laughed and resumed his puzzled thoughts. Reflectively, he produced his pipe and packed it,
then struck amatch and lighted it. He was Startled by alow cry from the girl Lilith, and looked up to see
her extended hand. For amoment he failed to perceive what she sought, and then her fingers closed
around the hissing stem of the match! She had tried to seize the flame as one takes afluttering bit of cloth.

She screamed in pain and fright. At once the pack of nondescripts appeared &t the edge of the fore,
voicing their howls of anger, and Carver whirled again to meet them. But again Lilith, recovering from the
surprise of the burn, hated the pack with her voice, and sent them dinking away into the shadows. She
sucked her scorched Singers and turned widened eyesto hisface. He redlized with astart of disbelief
that the girl did not comprehend fire!

There was abottle of acohol inthe box of equipment; he produced it and, taking Lilith's hand, bound
amoistened grip of handkerchief about her two blistered fingers, though he knew well enough that
alcohol was a poor remedy for burns. He applied the disinfectant to the bullet graze on her knee; she
moaned softly at the sting, then smiled asit lessened, while her strange amber eyesfollowed fixedly the
puffs of smoke from his pipe, and her nogtrils quivered to the pungent tobacco odor.

"Now what," queried Carver, smoking reflectively, "am | going to do with you?'

Lilith had gpparently no suggestion. She smply continued her wide-eyed regard.

"At least," he resumed, "you ought to know what's good to eat on this crazy idand. You do eat, don't
you?' He pantomimed the act.



The girl understood instantly. She rose, stepped to the spot where the body of the doglike cat lay,
and seemed for an ingtant to sniff its scent. Then she removed the wooden knife from her girdle, placed
one bare foot upon the body, and hacked and tore a strip of flesh from it. She extended the bloody
chunk to him, and was obvioudy surprised at his gesture of refusal.

After amoment shewithdrew it, glanced again at hisface, and set her own smal whiteteeth in the
mest. Carver noted with interest how daintily she managed even that difficult maneuver, so that her soft
lips were not stained by the dightest drop of blood.

But his own hunger was unappeased. He frowned over the problem of conveying his meaning, but at
last hit upon ameans. "Lilith!" he said sharply. Her eyesflashed at onceto him. He indicated the meet she
held, then waved at the mysterious line of trees. "Fruit," he said. "Tree meat. See?' He went through the
motions of esting.

Again the girl understood ingtantly. It was odd, he mused, how readily she comprehended some
things, while others equally smple seemed utterly beyond her. Queer, as everything on Austin ISand was
queer. Was Lilith, after al, entirdly human? He followed her to thetreeline, stedling asidelong look at her
wild, flame-colored eyes, and her features, beautiful, but untamed, dryadlike, efin—uwild.

She scrambed up the crumbling embankment and seemed to vanish magically into the shadows. For
amoment Carver felt asurge of darm as he clambered desperately after her; she could ude him here as
easly asif she were indeed a shadow hersdlf. True, he had no mord right to restrain her, save the hardly
tenable one given by her attack; but he did not want to lose her—not yet. Or perhapsnot at all.

"Lilith!" he shouted as he topped the dliff.

She appeared dmogt at his elbow. Above them twined a curious vine like a cregping conifer of some
kind, bearing white-greenish fruits the Sze and shape of apullet'segg. Lilith seized one, hdved it with
agilefingers, and raised a portion to her nogtrils. She sniffed carefully, daintily, then flung the fruit away.

"Pah bo!" she said, wrinkling her nose distastefully.

She found another sort of queerly unprepossessing fruit composed of five finger-like protuberances
from afibrous disk, so that the whole bore the gppearance of alarge, maformed hand. This she sniffed
as carefully as she had the other, then smiled Sdewise up a him.

"Bol" shesad, extendingit.

Carver hesitated. After dl, it was not much more than an hour ago that the girl had been trying to kil
him. Wasit not entirely possible that she was now pursuing the same end, offering him a poisonous fruit?

She shook the unpleasantly bulbous object. "Bo!" she repeated, and then, exactly asif she
understood his hesitancy, she broke off one of the fingers and thrust it into her own mouth. She smiled a
him.

"Good enough, Lilith." He grinned, taking the remainder.

It was much pleasanter to the tongue than to the eye. The pulp had atart sweetness that was vaguely
familiar to him, but he could not quite identify the taste. Nevertheless, encouraged by Lilith's example, he
ate until his hunger was appeased.

The encounter with Lilith and her wild pack had wiped out thoughts of hismission. Striding back
toward the beach he frowned, remembering that he was here as Alan Carver, zoologist, and in no other
role. Y et—where could he begin? He was here to classify and to take specimens, but what was heto do
on amead idand where every creature was of an unknown variety? There was no possibility of
classfication here, because there were no classes. There was only one of everything—or so it appeared.

Rather than set about atask futile on the very face of it, Carver turned his thoughts another way.
Somewhere on Austin was the secret of this riotous disorder, and it seemed better to seek the ultimate
key than to fritter away histime at the endlesstask of classfying. He would explore theidand. Some
strange vol canic gas, he mused vaguely, or some queer radioactive deposit—anaogousto Morgan's
experiments with X-rays on germ plasm. Or—or something else. There must be some answer.

"Comeon, Lilith," he ordered, and set off toward the west, where the hill seemed to be higher than
the opposing eminence at the idand's eastern extremity.

Thegirl followed with her accustomed obedience, with her honey-hued eyesfastened on Carver in
that curious mixture of fear, wonder, and—perhaps—adawning light of worship.



The zoologist was not too preoccupied with the accumulation of mysteriesto glance occasionaly at
thewild beauty of her face, and once he caught himsdf trying to picture her in civilized attire—her
mahogany hair confined under one of the current tiny hats, her lithe body sheathed in finer textile than the
dried and cracking skin she wore, her feet in dainty leather, and her anklesin chiffon. He scowled and
thrust the visuaization away, bur whether because it seemed too anomalous or too attractive he did not
troubleto andyze.

Heturned up the dope. Austin was heavily wooded, like the Aucklands, but progress was easy, for it
was through aforet, not ajungle. A mad forest, true enough, but still comparatively clear of underbrush.

A shadow flickered, then another. But the first was only aqueen's pigeon, erecting its glorious feather
crest, and the second only an owl parrot. The birds on Austin were normal; they were smply the
ordinary feathered life of the southern seas. Why? Because they were mobile; they traveled, or were
blown by storms, from idand to idand.

It was mid-afternoon before Carver reached the peak, where a solemn outcropping of black basalt
rosetredess, like aforester's watchtower. He clambered up its eroded sides and stood with Lilith beside
him, gazing out acrossthe central valey of Augtin Idand to the hill a the eastern point, rising until its pesk
nearly matched their own.

Between sprawled the wild forest, in whose depths blue-green shadows shifted in the breeze like
squalsvisble here and there on the surface of acam lake. Some sort of soaring bird circled below, and
far away, in the very center of the valley, was the sparkle of water. That, he knew must bethe rivulet he
had aready visited. But nowhere—nowhere at al—was there any sign of human occupation to account
for the presence of Lilith—no smoke, no clearing, nothing.

The girl touched hisarm timidly, and gestured toward the opposite hill.

"Pah bo! " she said tremuloudly. It must have been quite obviousto her that he failed to understand,
for she amplified the phrase. " R-r-r-r!" she growled, drawing her perfect lipsinto an imitation of asnarl. "
Pah bo, lay shot." She pointed again toward the east.

Was shetrying to tel him that somefierce beasts dwelt in that region? Carver could not interpret her
symbolism in any other way, and the phrase she had used was the same she had applied to the poisonous
fruit.

He narrowed his eyes as he gazed intently toward the eastern eminence, then started. Therewas
something, not on the opposing hill, but down near the flash of water midway between.

At hisside hung the prism binoculars he used for identifying birds. He swung the instrument to his
eyes. What he saw, 4till not clearly enough for certainty, was amound or structure, vine-grown and
irregular. But it might be the roofless walls of aruined cottage.

The sun was diding westward. Too late in the day now for exploration, but to-morrow would do. He
marked the place of the mound in his memory, then scrambled down.

As darkness approached, Lilith began to evince a curious reluctance to move eastward, hanging
back, sometimes dragging timidly at hisarm. Twice she said "No, no!" and Carver wondered whether the
word was part of her vocabulary or whether she had acquired it from him. Heaven knew, he reflected
amusedly, that he had used the word often enough, as one might useit to achild.

He was hungry again, despite the occasiond fruits Lilith had plucked for him. On the beach he shot a
meagnificent Cygnus Atratus, ablack Australian swan, and carried it with its head dragging, while Lilith,
awed by the shat, followed him now without objection.

He strode a ong the beach to his box; not that that stretch was any more desirable than the next, but
if Kolu and Mdloawereto return, or were to guide a rescue expedition from the Fortune, that wasthe
spot they'd seek firgt.

He gathered driftwood, and, just as darknessfell, lighted afire.

Hegrinned at Lilith's tart of panic and her low "O-0-oh!" of sheer terror asthe blaze of the match
caught and spread. She remembered her scorched fingers, doubtless, and she circled warily around the
flames, to crouch behind him where he sat plucking and cleaning the greet bird.

She was obvioudy quite uncomprehending as he pierced the fowl with aspit and set about roasting it,
but he smiled at the manner in which her sensitive nogtrils twitched at the combined odor of burning wood



and cooking mest.

When it was done, he cut her aportion of the flesh, rich and fat like roast goose, and he smiled again
at her bewilderment. She ateit, but very gingerly, puzzled dike by the heat and the atered taste; beyond
guestion shewould have preferred it raw and bleeding. When she had finished, she scrubbed the grease
very daintily from her fingerswith wet sand & atidal pool.

Carver was puzzling again over what to do with her. He didn't want to lose her, yet he could hardly
stay awake al night to guard her. There were the ropes that had lashed his case of supplies; he could, he
supposed, tie her wrists and ankles; but somehow the idea appedled to him not at al. She wastoo naive,
too trusting, too awe-struck and worshipful. And besides, savage or not, she was awhite girl over whom
he had no concelvable rightful authority.

At last he shrugged and grinned acrossthe dying fire at Lilith, who had lost some of her fear of the
legping flames. "It'sup to you," he remarked amiably. "I'd like you to stick around, but | won't insst on
it

She answered his smilewith her own quick, flashing one, and the gleam of eyes exactly the color of
the flames they mirrored, but she said nothing. Carver sprawled in the sand; it was cool enough to dull the
activities of the troublesome sand flesas, and after awhile he dept.

Hisrest was decidedly intermittent. The wild chorus of night sounds disturbed him again with its
srangeness, and he woke to see Lilith staring fixedly into the fire's dying embers. Sometime later he
awakened again; now thefire was quite extinct, but Lilith was standing. While he watched her silently,
she turned toward the forest. His heart sank; she wasleaving.

But she paused. She bent over something dark—the body of one of the creatures he had shot. The
big one, it was, he saw her struggleto lift it, and, finding the weight too greet, drag it laborioudy to the
coral spit and rall it into the sea.

Sowly she returned; she gathered the smaller body into her arms and repested the act, standing
motionlessfor long minutes over the black water. When she returned once more she faced therising
moon for amoment, and he saw her eyes glistening with tears. He knew he had witnessed a buridl.

Hewatched her in silence. She dropped to the sand near the black smear of ashes; but she seemed
in no need of deep. She stared so fixedly and so apprehensively toward the east that Carver felt asense
of foreboding. He was about to raise himsdf to Stting pogition when Lilith, asif arriving at adecison after
long pondering, suddenly sprang to her feet and darted across the sand to the trees.

Startled, he stared into the shadows, and out of them drifted that same odd call he had heard before.
He strained his ears, and was certain he heard afaint yel ping among the trees. She had summoned her
pack. Carver drew hisrevolver quietly from its holster and half rose on hisarm.

Lilith regppeared. Behind her, darker shadows againgt the shadowy growths, lurked wild forms, and
Carver's hand tightened on the grip of hisrevolver.

But there was no attack. The girl uttered alow command of some sort, the dinking shadows
vanished, and she returned aone to her place on the sand.

The zoologist could see her face, silver-paein the moonlight, as she glanced at him, but helay Hill in
gpparent dumber, and Lilith, after amoment, seemed ready to imitate him. The apprehension had
vanished from her features, she was camer, more confident. Carver redlized why, suddenly; she had set
her pack to guard against whatever danger threatened from the east.

Dawn roused him. Lilith was still deeping, curled like achild on the sand, and for some time he stood
gazing down at her. She was very beautiful, and now, with her tawny eyes closed, she seemed much less
mysterious; she seemed no idand nymph or dryad, but Smply alovely, savage, primitivegirl. Yet he
knew—-or he was beginning to suspect—the mad truth about Austin Idand. If the truth were what he
feared, then he might aswell fdl in love with asphinx, or amermaid, or afemale centaur, aswith Lilith.

He seded himsdf. "Lilith!" he caled gruffly.

She awoke with astart of terror. For amoment she faced him with sheer panic in her eyes; then she
remembered, gasped, and smiled tremuloudy. Her smile madeit very hard for him to remember what it
wasthat hefeared in her, for shelooked beautifully and appealingly human save for her wild,
flame-colored eyes, and even what he fancied he saw in those might be but his own imagining.



She followed him toward the trees. There was no sign of her bestial bodyguards, though Carver
suspected their nearness. He breakfasted again on fruits chosen by Lilith, selected unerringly, from the
amodgt infinite variety, by her ddlicate nogtrils. Carver mused interestedly that smell seemed to bethe one
means of identifying generaon thisinsaneidand.

Smdl ischemicd in nature. Chemica differences meant glandular ones, and glandular differences, in
the last anadyss, probably accounted for racial ones. Very likdly the differences between acat, say, and a
dog was, in the ultimate sense, a glandular difference. He scowled at the thought and stared narrowly at
Lilith; but, peer as he might, she seemed neither more nor lessthan an unusualy lovdly little
savage—except for her eyes.

He was moving toward the eastern part of the idand, intending to follow the brook to the Site of the
ruined cabin, if it was aruined cabin. Again he noted the girl's nervousness as they approached the
stream that nearly bisected this part of the valley. Certainly, unless her fears were sheer superdtition, there
was something dangerous there. He examined his gun again, then strode on.

At the bank of the brook Lilith began to present difficulties. She snatched hisarm and tugged him
back, wailing, "No, no, no!" in frightened repetition.

When he glanced at her inimpatient questioning, she could only repest her phrase of yesterday. "Lay
shot" shesaid, anxioudy and fearfully. "Lay shot! "

"Humph!" he growled. "A cannon'sthe only bird | ever heard of that could—" He turned to follow
the watercourse into the forest.

Lilith hung back. She could not bring hersdf to follow him there. For an instant he paused, looking
back a her dim loveliness, then turned and strode on. Better that she remained where she was. Better if
he never saw her again, for she wastoo beautiful for close proximity. Y et Heaven knew, he mused, that
she looked human enough. But Lilith rebelled. Once she was certain that he was determined to go on,
she gave afrightened cry. "Alan!" shecalled. "Al-an!"

He turned, astonished that she remembered his name, and found her darting to hisside. Shewas
palid, horribly frightened, but she would not let him go done.

Y et there was nothing to indicate that thisregion of the idand was more dangerous than the re<t.
There was the same mad profusion of varieties of vegetation, the same unclassifiable leaves, fruits, and
flowers. Only—or he imagined this—there were fewer birds.

Onething dowed their progress. At times the eastern bank of the rivulet seemed more open than
their sde, but Lilith steadfastly refused to permit him to cross. When hetried it, she clung so desperately
and so violently to hisarmsthat he at last yielded, and plowed hisway through the underbrush on hisown
bank. It was asif the watercourse were adividing line, afrontier, o—he frowned—a border.

By noon they had reached a point which Carver knew must be close indeed to the spot he sought.
He peered through the tunnel that arched over the course of the brook, and there ahead, so overgrown
that it blended perfectly with the forest wall, he saw it.

It was acabin, or the remains of one. Thelog walls till stood, but the roof, doubtless of thatch, had
long ago disintegrated. But what struck Carver first was the certainty, evident in design, in window
openings, in doorway, that thiswas no native hut. It had been awhite man's cabin of perhapsthree
rooms.

It stood on the eastern bank; but by now the brook had narrowed to amererill, gurgling from pool
totiny rapids. He orang across, disregarding Lilith'sanguished cry. But at aglimpse of her face hedid
pause. Her magnificent honey-hued eyeswere wide with fear, while her lipswere set in atenselittleline
of grimmest determination. She looked as an ancient martyr must have looked marching out to face the
lions, as she stepped deiberately acrossto hisside. It wasamost asif she said, "If you are bound to die,
then | will die besdeyou.”

Y et within the crumbling walls there was nothing to inspire fear. Therewas no anima life at al, except
atiny, ratlike being that skittered out between the logs at their approach. Carver stared around him at the
grassy and fern grown interior, a the remnants of decaying furniture and the falen debris. It had been
years snce this place had known human occupants, a decade at the very least.

Hisfoot struck something. He glanced down to see ahuman skull and ahuman femur in the grass.



And then other bones, though none of them werein anatura posgtion. Their former owner must have
died there where the ruined cot sagged, and been dragged here by—well, by whatever it was that had
feasted on human carrion.

He glanced sidewise at Lilith, but she was Smply staring affrightedly toward the east. She had not
noticed the bones, or if she had, they had meant nothing to her. Carver poked gingerly among them for
some clueto the identity of the remains, but there was nothing save a corroded belt buckle. That, of
course, was alittle; it had been aman, and most probably awhite man.

Most of the debris was inches deep in the accumulation of loam. He kicked among the fragments of
what must once have been a cupboard, and again hisfoot struck something hard and round—no skulll
thistime, but an ordinary jar.

Hepicked it up. It was sedled, and there was something in it. The cap was hopelessly stuck by the
corrosion of years, Carver smashed the glass againgt alog. What he picked from the fragmentswas a
notebook, yellowedged and brittle with time. He swore softly as adozen leaves disintegrated in his
hands, but what remained seemed stronger. He hunched down on the log and scanned the
al-but-obliterated ink.

There was a date and aname. The name was Ambrose Callan, and the date was October 25th,
1921. Hefrowned. In 1921 he had been—Iet's see, he mused; fifteen years ago—he had been in grade
schoal. Y et the name Ambrose Cdlan had afamiliar ring to it.

He read more of the faded, written lines, then stared thoughtfully into space. That was the man, then.
He remembered the Callan expedition because as ayoungster he had been interested in far places,
exploration, and adventure, as what youngster isn't? Professor Ambrose Cdlan of Northern; he began to
remember that Morgan had based some of hiswork with artificial species—synthetic evolution—on
Cdlan's observations.

But Morgan had only succeeded in creating afew new species of fruit fly, of Drosophila, by exposing
germ plasm to hard X-rays. Nothing like this—this madhouse of Austin Idand. He stole alook at the
tense and fearful Lilith, and shuddered, for she seemed so lovely—and so human. He turned hiseyesto
the crumbling pages and read on, for here at last he was close to the secret.

Hewas sartled by Lilith's sudden wail of terror. " Lay shot! " she cried. "Alan, lay shot! ™

Hefollowed her gesture, but saw nothing. Her eyes were doubtless sharper than his, yet—Therel In
the deep afternoon shadows of the forest something moved. For an instant he saw it clearly—a
malevolent pygmy like the cat-eyed horror he had glimpsed drinking from the stream. Likeit? No, the
same; it must be the same, for here on Austin no creature resembled another, nor ever could, save by the
wildest of chances.

The creature vanished before he could draw hiswegpon, but in the shadows lurked other figures,
other eyesthat seemed dight with nonhuman intelligence. Hefired, and a curious squawling cry came
back, and it seemed to him that the forms receded for atime. But they came again, and he saw without
surprise the nightmare horde of crestures.

He stuffed the notebook in his pocket and seized Lilith'swrigt, for she stood asif paralyzed by
horror. He backed away out of the doorless entrance, over the narrow brook. The girl seemed dazed,
half hypnotized by the glimpses of the things that followed them. Her eyeswere wide with fear, and she
stumbled after him unseeing. He sent another shot into the shadows.

That seemed to rouse Lilith. " Lay shot! " she whimpered, then gathered her self-control. She uttered
her curious call, and somewhere it was answered, and yet further off, answered again.

Her pack was gathering for her defense, and Carver felt a surge of apprehension for hisown
position. Might he not be caught between two enemies?

He never forgot that retreat down the course of thelittle stream. Only ddlirium itsalf could duplicate
the wild battles he withessed, the unearthly screaming, the death grips of creatures not quite naturd,
things that fought with the mad frenzy of fresks and outcasts. He and Lilith must have been dain
immediately savefor theintervention of her pack; they dunk out of the shadows with low, bestia noises,
circling Carver cautioudy, but betraying no scrap of caution againg—the other things.

He saw or sensed something that had almost escaped him before. Despite their forms, whatever their



appearance happened to be, Lilith's pack was doglike. Not in looks, certainly; it was far deeper than
that. In nature, in character; that wasit.

And their enemies, wild creatures of nightmare though they were, had something feline about them.
Not in appearance, no more than the others, but in character and actions. Their method of fighting, for
instance—al| but slent, with deadly claw and needle teeth, none of the fencing of canine nature, but with
thelegp and talons of feline. But their aspect, their—their catness was more submerged by their outward
appearance, for they ranged from the semi-human form of the little demon of the brook to
ophidian-headed things as heavy and lithe as a panther. And they fought with aferocity and intelligence
that wasitsdlf abnormdl.

Carver's gun hel ped. He fired when he had any visible target, which was none too often; but his
occasiona hits seemed to indtill respect into his adversaries.

Lilith, weaponless save for stones and her wooden knife, smply huddled at his side asthey backed
dowly toward the beach. Their progress was maddeningly dow, and Carver began to note
apprehensively that the shadows were stretching toward the east, asif to welcome the night that was
diding around from that haf of the world. Night meant—destruction.

If they could attain the beach, and if Lilith's pack could hold the others at bay until Carver could build
afire, they might survive. But the creatures that were dlied with Lilith were being overcome. They were
hopdesdy outnumbered. They were being dain more rapidly with each onethat fdl, asice melts more
swiftly asits Sze decreases.

Carver sumbled backward into orange-tinted sunlight. The beach! The sun was dready touching the
coral spit, and darkness was a matter of minutes—brief minutes.

Out of the brush came the remnants of Lilith's pack, a half dozen nondescripts, snarling, bloody,
panting, and exhausted. For the moment they were free of their attackers, since the catlike fiends chose
to lurk among the shadows. Carver backed farther away, feding a sense of doom as his own shadow
lengthened in the brief ingtant of twilight that divided day from night in these latitudes. And then swift
darkness came just as he dragged Lilith to the ridge of the cord spit.

He saw the charge impending. Weird shadows detached themselves from the degper shadows of the
trees. Below, one of the nondescripts whined softly. Acrossthe sand, clear for an instant against the
white ground cord of the beach, thefigure of the smdl devil with the haf-human posture showed, and a
malevolent sputtering snarl sounded. It was exactly asif the creature had leaped forward like aleader to
exhort histroopsto charge.

Carver chosethat figure as histarget. His gun flashed; the snarl became a squawl of agony, and the
charge came.

Lilith's pack crouched; but Carver knew that thiswas the end. Hefired. The flickering shadows came
on. The magazine emptied; there was no time now to reload, so he reversed the wesgpon, clubbed it. He
fdt Lilith grow tense beside him.

And then the charge hdted. In unison, asif a command, the shadows were motionless, Slent save for
the low snarling of the dying creature on the sand. When they moved again, it was away—toward the
trees!

Carver gulped. A faint shimmering light on the wall of the forest caught hiseye, and he spun. It was
true! Down the beach, down there where he had | eft hisbox of supplies, afire burned, and rigid against
thelight, facing toward them in the darkness, were human figures. The unknown peril of fire had
frightened off the attack. He stared. There in the sea, dark against the faint glow of the West, wasa
familiar outline. The Fortune! The men there were his associates; they had heard his shots and lighted the
fireasaguide.

"Lilith!" he choked. "L ook there. Come on!"

But the girl held back. The remnant of her pack dunk behind the shelter of the ridge of cord, away
from the dread fire. It was no longer thefire that frightened Lilith, but the black figures around it, and
Alan Carver found himsalf suddenly face to face with the hardest decision of hislife.

He could leave her here. He knew she would not follow, knew it from thetragic light in her
honey-hued eyes. And beyond al doubt that was the best thing to do; for he could not marry her.



Nobody could ever marry her, and she was too lovely to take among men who might love her—as
Carver did. But he shuddered alittle as a picture flashed in hismind. Children! What sort of children
would Lilith bear? No man could dare chance the possibility that Lilith, too, was touched by the curse of
Audiin Idand.

He turned sadly away—a step, two steps, toward the fire. Then he turned.

"Come, Lilith," he said gently, and added mournfully, "other people have married, lived, and died
without children. | suppose we can, too."

The Fortune did over the green swells, northward toward New Zealand. Carver grinned as he
sporawled in adeck chair. Halburton was still gazing rductantly at the line of blue that was Austin Idand.

"Buck up, Vance," Carver chuckled. "Y ou couldn't classify that florain ahundred years, and if you
could, what'd be the good of it? There's just one of each, anyway."

"I'd give two toes and afinger to try," said Halburton. "Y ou had the better part of three daysthere,
and might have had moreif you hadn't winged Maloa. They'd have gone home to the Chathams sure, if
your shot hadn't got hisarm. That's the only reason they made for Macquarie.”

"And lucky for methey did. Y our fire scared off the cats."

"The cats, en? Would you mind going over the thing again, Alan? It's so crazy thet | havent got it all
ya"

"Sure. Just pay attention to teacher and you'll catch on." He grinned. "Frankly, at first | hadn't a
glimmering of anideamyself. The whole idand seemed insane. No two living things dike! Just one of
each genus, and al unknown genera at that. | didn't get asingle clue until after I met Lilith. Then | noticed
that she differentiated by smell. Shetold good fruits from poisonous ones by the smell, and she even
identified that first cat-thing | shot by smell. She'd eat that because it was an enemy, but she wouldn't
touch the dog-things | shot from her pack.”

"Sowhat?" asked Haburton, frowning.

"Well, smell isachemicd sense. It's much more fundamental than outward form, because the
chemica functioning of an organism dependsonitsglands. | began to suspect right then that the
fundamenta nature of dl living things on Augtin Idand was just the same asanywheredse. It wasn't the
nature that was changed, but just the form. See?’

"Not abit."

"You will. You know what chromosomes are, of course. They're the carriers of heredity, or rather,
according to Weissman, they carry the genesthat carry the determinantsthat carry heredity. A human
being has forty-eight chromosomes, of which he gets twenty-four from each parent.”

"S0," said Haburton, "has atomato.”

"Y es, but atomato's forty-eight chromosomes carry adifferent heredity, else one could crossa
human being with atomato. But to return to the subject, al variationsin individuals come about from the
manner in which chance shuffles these forty-eight chromosomes with their [oad of determinants. That puts
apretty definitelimit on the possble variations.

"For instance, eye color has been located on one of the genes on the third pair of chromosomes.
Assuming that this gene contains twice as many brown-eye determinants as blue-eye ones, the chances
aretwo to onethat the child of whatever man or woman owns that particular chromosome will be
brown-eyed—if his mate has no marked bias either way. See?"

"I know dl that. Get dlong to Ambrose Callan and his notebook.”

"Coming to it. Now remember that these determinants carry all heredity, and that includes shape,
sze, intdligence, character, coloring—everything. People—or plants and animas—can vary in the vast
number of waysinwhich it is possible to combine forty-eight chromosomes with their cargo of genes and
determinants. But that number isnot infinite. There are limits, limitsto size, to coloring, to intelligence.
Nobody ever saw a human race with sky-blue hair, for instance.”

"Nobody'd ever want tol" grunted Hal burton.

"And," proceeded Carver, "that is because there are no blue-hair determinantsin human
chromosomes. But—and here comes Callan's idea—suppose we could increase the number of



chromosomesin agiven ovum. What then? In humans or tomatoes, if, instead of forty-eight, there were
four hundred eighty, the possible range of variation would be ten timesas great asit isnow.

"In gze, for ingtance, instead of the present possible variation of about two and a half feet, they might
vary twenty-five feet! And in shgpe—aman might resemble amost anything! That is, dmost anything
within the range of the mammalian orders. And in intelligence—" He paused thoughtfully.

"But how," cut in Halburton, "did Callan propose to accomplish the feet of inserting extra
chromosomes? Chromaosomes themsalves are microscopic; genes are barely visible under the highest
magnification, and nobody ever saw a determinant.”

"I don't know how," said Carver gravely. "Part of his notes crumbled to dust, and the description of
his method must have gone with those pages. Morgan uses hard radiations, but his object and hisresults
are both different. He doesn't change the number of chromosomes.”

He hesitated. "1 think Callan used a combination of radiation and injection,” he resumed. "1 don't
know. All I know isthat he stayed on Austin four or five years, and that he camewith only hiswife. That
part of hisnotesis clear enough. He began tresting the vegetation near his shack, and some cats and
dogs he had brought. Then he discovered that the thing was spreading like adisease.”

"Spreading?' echoed Halburton.

"Of course. Every tree he treated strewed multi-chromosomed pollen to the wind, and asfor the
catis—Anyway, the aberrant pollen fertilized norma seeds, and the result was another freak, a seed with
the norma number of chromosomes from one parent and ten times as many from the other. The
variations were endless. Y ou know how swiftly kauri and tree ferns grow, and these had a possible
speed of growth ten times as grest.

"The freaks overran the idand, smothering out the normal growths. And Callan's radiations, and
perhaps hisinjections, too, affected Austin Idand'sindigenous life—the rats, the bats. They began to
produce mutants. He camein 1918, and by the time he redlized his own tragedy, Austin was an idand of
freaks where no child resembled its parents save by the merest chance.”

"His own tragedy? What do you mean?'

"Wdll, Callan was abiologi<t, not an expert in radiation. | don't know exactly what happened.
Exposure to X-raysfor long periods produces burns, ulcers, malignancies. Maybe Callan didn't teke
proper precautionsto shield his device, or maybe hewas using aradiation of peculiarly irritating quality.
Anyway, hiswife sickened firs—an ulcer that turned cancerous.

"He had aradio—awirdess, rather, in 1921—and he summoned his doop from the Chathams. It
sank off that cord spit, and Callan, growing desperate, succeeded somehow in breaking hiswireless. He
was no electrician, you see.

"Those were troubled days, after the close of the War. With Calan's doop sunk, no one knew
exactly what had become of him, and after awhile he was forgotten. When hiswife died, he buried her;
but when he died there was no one to bury him. The descendants of what had been his cats took care of
him, and that wasthat."

"Yeah? What about Lilith?"

"Yes" said Carver soberly. "What about her? When | began to suspect the secret of Austin Idand,
that worried me. Was Lilith redlly quite human? Was she, too, infected by the taint of variation, so that
her children might vary aswidely asthe offspring of the—cats? She spoke not aword of any language
knew—or | thought so, anyway—and | smply couldn't fit her in. But Cdlan'sdiary and notes did it for
me"

"How?"

"She'sthe daughter of the captain of Calan's doop, whom he rescued when it was wrecked on the
cord point. She wasfive years old then, which makes her dmost twenty now. Asfor language—well,
perhaps | should have recognized the few hating words she recalled. C'm on, for instance, was
comment—that is, 'how? And pah bo wassmply pas bon, not good. That's what she said about the
poisonousfruit. And lay shot was les chats, for somehow she remembered, or sensed, that the creatures
from the eastern end were cats.

"About her, for fifteen years, centered the dog creatures, who despite their form were, after dl, dogs



by nature, and loyd to their mistress. And between the two groups was eternd warfare.”

"But areyou sure Lilith escgped the taint?”

"Her name's Lucienne,” mused Carver, "but | think | prefer Lilith." He smiled at thedim figureclad in
apair of Jameson'strousers and his own shirt, standing there in the stern looking back at Augtin. "Yes,
I'm sure. When she was cast on theidand, Callan had dready destroyed the device that had dain hiswife
and was about to kill him. He wrecked his equipment completely, knowing that in the course of timethe
freaks he had created were doomed.”

"Doomed?'

"Yes. The norma strains, hardened by evolution, are stronger. They're aready appearing around the
edges of theidand, and some day Austin will betray no more peculiarities than any other remote idet.
Nature dwaysreclams her own.”

Stanley G. Weinbaum: A Personal Recollection

| FIRST MET Stanley Grauman Weinbaum in April, 1935.

A newspaper story was responsble. On April 5, my eighteenth birthday, the Milwaukee Journal
published a somewhat gaudy feature aticle headed MILWAUKEE YOUTH WRITES HORROR
TALES, SELLS 'EM. A few days later, the Milwaukee youth—me—was invited to atend a meeting of
the Fictioneers.

The Fictioners was an informd organization of professona writers, megting biweekly a the homes of
members as a sort of literary mutud-aid society. Rules for the gathering were ample no guest speakers,
no women, no acohol, no reading of manuscripts. But members did discuss ther stories and story
problems in open forum, seeking criticiam, correction and contributions from their colleagues. 1t worked
then and dill does—with the mde-chauvinig atitude long-since abandoned, the Fictioneers continue as a
working writers group today.

Naturdly | was excited by the invitation. In that primitive era we were brainwashed into bdieving
adults were somehow more mature and sophisticated than the average teenager. And though | had been
sling stories to Weird Tales for nine months and had corresponded with H. P. Lovecraft, Clark Ashton
Smith and Augus Derleth for the past two years, | had never met a red live author in the flesh. Once, In
Chicago, I'd met half an author—Otto Binder, who collaborated with his brother Earl under the
pseudonym Eando (E& O) Binder. But aroomful of whole authors? The mind boggled &t the prospect.

And when | actudly encountered the Fictioneers | was overwhemed to discover severd
science-fiction writers within their ranks: Raymond A. Pamer, later the editor of Amazing and Fantastic
Adventures;, Roger Sherman Hoar, who wrote under the name of Raph Milne Farley; Arthur Tofte,
who is dill writing. And Stanley Weinbaum.

| was s0 busy ingpecting the Fictioneers | overlooked the possihility that they might be ingpecting me.
God knows what they saw, but it resulted in an invitation to become a regular member and minge as an
equd with ederly men in their thirties or even forties.

Sanley Weinbaum was, a tha time, thirty-two years old. Dark-haired, personable, with a ready
amile and a soft Louisville-acquired drawl, he was very much my idea of wha a professond writer
should be.

Wenbaum had magjored in chemicd engineering a the Universty of Wisconsin. Years later | became
afriend of his former classmate, Jack Lippert, who reminisced fondly of Stan's companionship during
their sudent days. But aside from the scientific background it afforded him, Weinbaum made little use of
his educationd mgor. For severd years falowing his marriage, | believe, he managed moation-picture
theaters. Here he apparently became hooked, as | had, on films Seeing the stories flickering across the
screen dimulated a desire to create stories of his own.

Another imulus—for Weinbaum, mysdf, the rest of the Fictioneers, and approximately 20,000,000
other writers and would-be writers at the time—was the Depression. During this period, pulp magazines
flourished—usudly a the expense of ther contributors. With a few notable exceptions, rates were



pegged a 1¢ a word for the average scrivener. There were some 2¢ and 3¢ markets, but these were
more than counterbaanced by the ¥z or even Oc markets, many of which paid only on publication or a
gunpoint. So writing for aliving was rather agrim business, and it was under these conditions that Stanley
Weinbaum and the rest of the Fictioneers met by night and plotted to make aliving.

Weinbaum had written and sold several nove-length romances, which were seridized for daly
publication by a newspaper syndicate. He then branched out into science fiction as a fidd more
compatible with his tdent. In less than a year his work had won him recognition in science-fiction
crcdes—which were then about the circumference of a dime. Nevertheless, Weinbaum's abilities far
surpassed the limitations of the fidd. And like mysdlf, he had come to the atention of the Fictioneers.

As a co-conspirator now, | quickly became part of the group. In this capacity | was privileged to be
present when Weinbaum outlined story ideas—and to comment, criticize or contribute changes to them.
It would be an easy ego-trip, today, to imply or even assert that something | said in those 1933 sessions
helped shape the find form of "Proteus Idand," "The Mad Moon," or "Shifting Seas” But | was a
teen-age novice a the time, and the truth of the matter isthat | merdy listened. Listened, and learned.

| wasn't a reporter; | made no atempt to memorize anything that was said. The why of it was more
important then the what. As aresult there are no verbatim quotes forthcoming.

But | do know that Stanley Weinbaum told his tales dmost as wdl in person asin print. He had a true
doryteler's presence and dramatic ddivery, and he seemed to enjoy the reactions of his audience.
Actudly, his plots were usudly wel worked out in advance, dl that might be needed was some
refinement or embdlishment of detall. Asde from Raph Milne Farley, no one in the group was
competent to assess the scentific content of his work. As a result, Weinbaum's questions usudly
concerned characterizations—ways to build credibility in his nonhumans as well as his humans. His weird
animds were ddightfully described; once he hit on a consstent mativation for their activities, they came
diveingantly.

Weinbaum, as | recdl, seemed much more fond of his extra-terrestrials than he was of his earthlings,
and rightly so. Only in his longer works did he atempt full-scde portraits of romanticized humen
characters; in his short stories there's surdy no hero or heroine hdf as memorable as his diens. And
ligening to his fantagtic creetions evolve was an object lesson in the art of inducing empathy.

This, of course, was Stanley Weinbaum's greatest contribution to science fiction. He introduced
empathy to the fidd. In an era of rigng racid, rdigious and natiiondigtic discord soon to culminae in a
globd war, Weinbaum somehow found the courage and the credtivity to present—without plea or
preachment—the case for brotherhood. And not just the brotherhood of man, but the kinship common to
dl living things. There was nothing overt about it and surdly nothing mawkish; if anything, Weinbaum
made his point humoroudy. But once it was made and understood, science fiction would never be the
same agan. In empathy he had found the weapon to destroy the Bug-Eyed Mongter, once and for al.

All this| admired, and much more.

Somehow, in spite of the vast fourteen-year guif between our ages, Stan and | immediatdy established
afriendship which extended beyond the fraternity of the biweekly mestings.

To begin with, we discovered mutud interests. We were both devotees of James Branch Cabdll.
Cabdl, chiefly known for his novel Jurgen, which had created a scanda because of its dleged prurient
content way back in 1920, had since fdlen into disfavor. But he was the author of many fantases, and
Stan and | had read them dl. We welcomed the opportunity to compare notes and reactions, and soon
we were megting on aweekly basis for generd discussions and visting.

Stan and hiswife Marge lived less than two miles away from me in a pleasant upper flat on Oakland
Avenue, o getting together was no problem. And as we did so, | learned tha he had a secret
ambition—he wanted to write for Weird Tales!

Thus far the formula for acceptance had duded him, and he asked for my suggestions. After the effect
of this flattery had faded and | returned to consciousness, | recommended that he try something new.
Stan's brilliantly origind science fiction often sparkled with humorous touches. Why not inject -such humor
into a fantasy story, a la Cabdl? There had been precious little humor in Weird Tales during the firg
dozen or S0 years of its existence, but editor Farnsworth Wright had a Rahdasian wit and perhaps now



was the time for alight touch.

San agreed, but there were certain obstacles to overcome fird. He had just entered into a
collaborative venture with Raph Milne Farley. The two of them were aso mesting weekly for
science-fiction story conferences. On several occasions | sat in on these sessions, but there was no
opportunity to discuss other projects.

In addition, Stan had to continue producing work under both his own byline and that of a new nom de
plume, John Jesse!

As a further complication, he was dready being pushed in the direction of the dicks, as the then
numerous fema e-andfamily-oriented magazines were called. These publications paid astronomicd rates
by Depresson standards. Collier's, for example, offered $1,000 every week for a short-short story or
just about double the price some science-fiction magazines would pay for an entire fifty-thousand-word
nove.

So writing for Weird Tales would be a [abor of love and a matter of persond satifaction rather than
professona advancement. But Stan assured me he was going to sdl ayarn there yet, come what may.

What came was throat irritation—a medica consultation—a tondllectomy—and a recuperation
period marred by recurrent hoarseness and coughing spells. When | saw him during this time he no longer
chain-smoked, and instead of restlesdy pacing the floor as he developed a story-line he was content to
gt quietly in the living room and tak about future projects.

| dill remember the husky voice, vibrant with excitement, reciting the plots of severd intended novels.
Stan was beginning to redize that the science-fiction markets of 1935 had severe redrictions hed
broken taboos regarding style and concept, but there seemed to be litile opportunity to tamper with
content. Stan was a lover of fantasy and a born romantic —now hed hit upon a way to combine the
fantagtic with romance.

Romance was to be the chief ingredient of Three Who Danced, the story of three teen-age girls
atending their high school senior prom in asmal midwestern town on a bitterly cold winter night. At this
time Edward, Prince of Waes, was perhaps the world's most publicized and popular bachelor, the
dream prince of every femdein a day when no woman had yet ad Libbed. It was Stan's notion that the
Prince, traveling across the country by train on a goodwill vist, finds himsdf stranded overnight by a
snowstorm in thislittle town on the night of the dance. For lack of other amusement he is persuaded by
his impromptu hogt, the loca mayor, to attend the senior prom. Here he dances in turn with the three
girls—and by so0 doing, irrevocably dters each oné's life

He wdtzes with the bdlle of the ball, the prom queen, and this so expands her dready-inflated ego that
she decides to run off and seek a Hollywood career. Her grandiose sdf-ddusions lead to ineviteble
tragedy.

The second girl, a wdlflower and ugly duckling, chosen by the Prince as a dancing-partner in a
moment of perceptive pity, finds popularity and self-confidence. She becomes fulfilled and successful as a
result of her three-minute whirl in his arms.

The Prince's third partner, engaged to alocd boy and with prospects of a happy marriage, fals medly
in love with hom afterward. Her schoolgirl infatuation prompts her to break the engagement and follow
the Prince, thinking he returns her affection. When she learns otherwise, she's completdy crushed and
contemplates suicide, but he quietly resolves the problem and restores her to her predestined role in life.

The second nove, which may or may not have been caled Faaainc, assuredly had a heroine by that
name. It was inspired by a poem—was it Swinburnes?2—in which God and the Devil throw dice for
humen souls.

Stan's story would open with just such a Stuation as its prologue. The two antagonistis—the Power of
Light and the Power of Darkness—engage in an eternd argument as to who holds dominion over
mankind. It is the Devil's contention that he controls the dedtinies of those on earth—heaven can wait,
and if he only had an equa opportunity to compete, he'd win the dlegiance of human beings every time.

To etle the dispute once and for dl, they agree on a wager; decting a soul a random at its moment
of birth, they engage in an dl-out contest to win it for their own.

The soul sdlected is that of Faustine, a gifl born to an average family in average circumstances. B,



thanks to the war, she hersdf is far from average. Both God and the Devil try upon her everything they
can possibly conceive as an nonce on her future, each griving to outdo the other.

If God grants her beauty, the Devil embdlishes it with Blears. God offers her intdligence; the Devil
confers cunning God gives her courage; the Devil makes her reckless.

Duing childhood and adolescence the psychic sruggle continues—both powers atempting to
influence Faudtine's actions and outlook—getting her in and out of scrapes, sdtting traps and snares and
temptations and opportunities for redemption.

The time comes when Faudtine is ready for marriage. God and the Devil each send a suitor, redizing
that hisinfluence and her choice will findly determine her salvation or damnation. The Devil's choice is a
handsome clergyman. God's choice, of course, isan athest scientidt.

And then—

And then, Stanley Weinbaum's hedlth declined. There were Consultations and treatments, enforced
rest periods. He no longer attended Fictioneer meetings, | saw him less frequently & home, then not a
dl.

Jugt before year's end he was dead, of throat cancer, a the age of thirty-three.

He never wrote the novels, never even had a chance to write a story for Weird Tales. One can only
peculate as to what might have happened had he been spared to continue his cregtive career in the
dicks—and in maindream literature.

Asit is, we mug be content with his lagting legacy to the fidd of science fiction, where in the crudly
short span of a year and a hdf his imaginativey intdligent innovations helped reshape the form and
direction of the genre.

To those who were privileged to know him, Stanley Weinbaum left another bequest—the perssing
memory of a charming, witty, gentle and gracious friend.

ROBERT BLOCH



