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As if affected by laughing gas, thousands of people were
seized with an insane mirth, foHlowisg a period of strange
deprestion

A Brand

CHAPTER 1L
THE COMING OF THE WORLD

HE new Star was first observed on

I the night of October 4, 1952, report-
ed by the Clarkson Observatory,

near London. A few hours later the ob-
servers at Washington saw it also; and
still later, it was found and identifled as
unknown upon one of the photographic
plates of the great refracting telescope of

Copyright 1928 by Thic Frank A. Mun
Argony All-Storp Weekly, begi

This story sppeased originully i Tbe

New World

Flagstaff, Arizona. By observers at Table
Mountain, Cape Town, and the observa-
tory near Buenos Alres, it was not seen,
for it was in the northern heavens.

‘The affair brought a brief mention in
the Amalgamated Broadcasters’ report
the next day; and the newspapers car-
ried a few lines of 1t on thelr back pages.
Nothing more.

I handled the item. My name is Peter
Vanderstuyft. I was twenty-three years
old, that autumn of 1952, a newsgatherer

ing soriulizution Scptember 22, 1928




A new planet in
the solar system!
And in its wake
come mystery,
danger — and a
most amaszing con-
fusion

A world gone mad! Actions were aimless, horror and suicides were spread-
ing everywhere! And always that terrible laughter. . . . What would
happen to the human race?

for the Amalgamated Broadcasters, at-
tached to the New York City headquar-
ters. The item meant nothing to me. It
was the forerunner—the significant, tiny
beginning—of the most terrible period of
the history of the earth; but I did not
know that. I tossed it over to Freddie
Smith, who was with me in the office
that night.

“Father’s staff has found a new star—
‘wonderful!”

But Freddie’s freckled face did not an-
swer my grin. For once his pale blue
eyes were solemn. “Professor Vander-

awhile ago. It sure seems queer.”

“What's queer?” I demanded.

Then he grinned. “Nope. Your father
says you'd sell your soul for a news item.
‘When we've got anything important to
tell the world—we’ll tell you.”

“Go wrap up an electric spark,” I in-
formed him.

He grinned again and went back to
studying his interminable blue prints—
his “thermodyne principle,” as he called
it, for a new heat-ray motor. Father was
financing him for the patents and work-
ing model. Freddle was father’s assistant

stuyft phoned me from

in the
7

Observatory. But he
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was off duty now in New York arranging
for the manufacture of his model.

This was in October. I was tremend-
ously busy. A sensational murder case
developed, and I was sent out to Indiana
to cover it. A woman had presumably
murdered her husband and a couple of
children, but it looked as though she
were going to be acquitted.

She was a handsome woman, and a
good talker. She was taking full advan-
tage of the new law regarding free
speech, and every night from the jail she
was broadcasting little talks to the
public.

CTOBER passed; and then Novem-

ber, and still I had not been able to
get back to New York. Freddie occupied
my rooms there, busy with his invention;
father was at his post in Washington,
and my sister Hulda was In Porto Rico,
vistting our friends the Cains. Our plans
—father’s and mine—were to join the
Cains and Hulda in Porto Rico for Christ-

mas.

Father was leaving the Washington
Observatory to assume charge of the
Royal Dutch Astronomical Bureau, which
had just completed an observatory in ex-
treme Southern Chile, with the largest
telescope in the world soon to be installed
there. Freddie Smith was going with
him as his assistant; and the A. B. As-
sociation had appointed me their repre-
sentative, to live down there also.

None of these plans worked out, how-
ever. Christmas approached, and I was
still engaged in Indiana with this ac-
cursed broadcasting murderess. And fa-
ther wired me that he was too busy in
‘Washington to leave.

During all these weeks there had been
continual items In the news concerning
the new star—issued by father’s Wash-
ington staff, and by most of the ob-
servatories of the northern hemisphere.
Father is a queer character; the Holland
blood in us makes us phlegmatic, silent,
and cautious—characteristics which ap-
ply more to father than to me. He is a
true scientist, calmly judicial, unwilling
to judge anything, or form any decisive
opinion, without every possible fact be-
fore him.

Thus it was that during those weeks,
neither Hulda in Porto Rica, nor myself
had an Intimation from father of the
startling things he was learning. As he
sald finally, of what use to worry us un-

til he was sure? Like the public in gen-
eral, I became aware of conditions grad-
ually. A news item here and there—
items growing more insistent as the
weeks passed, but still all crowded aside
to make room for the sensational mur-
der trial.

I recall some of the items. The new
Star was approaching the general region
of our solar system with extraordinary
velocity. A star of the fortieth magni-
tude. Then they said it was the thirtieth.
Soon it was visible to the naked eye. I
remember reading one account, not long
after the star’s discovery, In which its
spectrum was reported to be sunlight!
Our own solar spectrum! Reflected sun-
light! This was no distant, gigantic, in-
candescent star blazing with its own
light. It was not large and far away, but
small and close. As small as our own
earth, and already it was within the
limits of our solar system. A dark globe,
like our earth, or the moon, or Venus
and Mars—dark and solid, shining only
by reflected sunlight!

By mid-December, at a convention of
astronomers held in London, the new
world was named Xenephrene. Father
went over in one of the mail planes and
read his afterward famous paper, sug-
gesting the name, and giving his calcula-
tion of the elements.of the orbit of this
new heavenly body. It was the most
startling announcement which had yet
been made, and for one newspaper
edition it got the first page. And I was
ordered to give nine minutes of broad-
casting time to it.

“Xenephrene” was a globe not quite,
but very nearly as large as the earth. It
had come whirling in like a comet from
the star-filled regions of outer space;
presumably like a comet to encircle our
sun and then, with a hyperbolic orbit, to
depart from us forever.

It had come visually into our northern
heavens, and crossed the earth’s orbit
on the opposite side of the sun from us.
It encircled the sun—this was in Decem-
ber—made its turn between the orbits
of Mercury and Venus, and now was
supposedly departing.

UT to father’s

of its new orbital elements, it was
not about to depart! Its orbit had be-
come an ellipse—a very nearly circular
ellipse similar to those of Venus and the
earth! A new planet—a brand new world
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—had joined our little solar familyl A
world only a fraction smaller than Venus
and the earth; larger than Mercury,
larger than Mars. An interior planet, its
orbit would be within that of the earth
—between the earth and Venus.

On this date, December 20—so ran fa-
ther's announcement—Xenephrene was
proceeding in its elliptical orbit, and the
earth was In advance of it. We could see
Xenephrene in the sky now—any one
could see it who cared to look. It was
no more than thirty million miles from
us now. A new morning and evening
star, which at times far outshone Venus.

See it indeed! Xenephrene, the mag-
nificent! For weeks it had been visible
throughout its erratic course as from the
great unknown realms of outer space it
swam Into our ken. During Gctober and
November it had been visually too near
the sun—and too far away as yet—to be
much of a spectacle. But I saw it In
early December—a morning star it was
then—just before dawn, rising in the
eastern sky. A glowing purple spot of
light, blazing like a great sapphire in the
pale gray-blue of the dawn.

Xenephrene, the new world! I stood
gazing up at it, anc a flood of romance
surged over me. A new world, strange,
mysterious, beautiful! I had occaslon
several times during those terrible, fear-
some days which so soon were to come to
all of us on earth, to recall my fleeting
mood of romance at first sight of Xene-
phrene. globe!

Muenble W‘lmeh Peter, it's positively
cold. re had it 54 dej s yes-

terd‘y In Porto Rico! Mrs.

we wish you'd keel.; your icy hl-m 2 of

the north to yourse!

Trying to be jocular, but Hulda, too,
was depressed that Christmas. It was
indeed a miserable winter. Extraordi-
narily cold, everywhere. For a week or
two, the papers had been commenting
upon it. Zero weather around New York
and all out through Indiana to Chicago.
A succession of gray, snowy days—gray
afternoons with the twilight seeming to
come in mid afternoon. And at nearly
eight o'clock in the morning it was’still
the twilight of dawn. The newspapers
commented on that, jocularly remarking
that the weather man was making our
winter days very short this year.

The weather, in truth, was so abnor-
mal that it occasioned an increasing

Even by CI

Canada was envelaped by constant sub-
zero ich

swept down as far as vu-gxma with heavy
snowfalls. Florida, in December, had its
greatest freeze since 1888; damage to the
fruit was enormous. In the West Indles,
an unprecedented cool wave was ex-
perienced.

Everywhere In the north temperate
zone was the same.. And from South
America we had the reverse reports. The
summer in Rio and in Buenos Aires was
unusually hot. Cape Town reported an
and New Zea-

How well could I have added—sinister!
What the sclentists were thinking and
doing during these weeks of December,
1952, and January, 1953, I did not know
until later. Their fears—gropings—un-
ceasing labor to verify their dawning

spell;
land were sweltering.

R every unexplained condition of

annoyance something must be

blamed. In the United States some en-

terprising feature man gathered the in-
that

the truth—th

the

of
from the public. Until father’: s
ing discovery, which on February 10,
1953, he made public.

Christmas that winter was a depress-
ing time for all of us. I think, every-
where in the world, & sense of ominous

A

J was
great catastrophe impending, even
though unheralded, must inevitably cast
its forerunning shadow. I know I felt
depressed. Away from father and Hulda
—alone out there in Indiana on my job,
with father inexplicably too busy to let
me join him.

Hulda’s Christmas letter from Porto
Rico was depressing:

radio or
the bad weather. ’!'he world Press sent
it out, and it was widely used.

Many persons—so it sald—had ead-
dressed the Anglo-American Radio Com-
mission and other governmental radio
agencies stating that the myriads of
ether waves—the “electric waves”—sent
out by the broadcasting stations were the
cause of the extreme weather condltions.
The “ether” was disturbed, so it was
claimed; who could say what dangerous
floods, blizzards, torrid heat, wind storms,
and icy blasts might not be caused if this
radlo conditlon were not checked? It
was suggested that the world govern-
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ments take actlon to restrict the output
of broadcasters.

Newspaper jealousy of us, of course!
It had been growing for years, ever since
those early days when we first engaged
In the audible dissemination of news.
Our organization now was prompt in
repudiation. The Amalgamated Broad-
casters
ly to the Federated World Weather Bu-
reaus.

Within a week we were enabled to
broadcast that the weather bureau phys-
icists were emphatic in their declaration
that the weather could not be blamed on
radio waves. In order to affect the weath-
er, radlo would have to exert an tnfluence

on or ic
pressure—which emphatically it does not
do. Even in radio laboratories where the
waves are most intensely produced, there
never has been any such recorded effect.

We also pointed out that in the past,
freaks of weather were always com-
plained of; the coldest day In the history
of Washington, D.C., which this Decem-
ber of 1952 had almost but not quite
equaled, was February 11th, 1899—which
was long before there were any broad-
casting stations.

Nor did any of this take into account
the obvious fact that radio could scarce-
ly be blamed for what seemed our ab-

normally short winter days. It was not -

fancy; it seemed an actual fact. And
from the southern hemisphere reports
gave reverse conditions. The days were
growing unnaturally long; sunset and
twilight extended abnormally far into
the evening.

It occurred to me as strange that our
AB.A. never broadcasted a mention of
this; that there were never any sclentific,

place now with the planet Xenephrene.
‘The new world had steadily been nearing
the earth; it was now only twenty-odd
million miles away—a magnificent, star-
tling spectacle, a purple point of light
blazing near the sun; with the naked
eye it appeared twice the size of any star.

In the afternoon of February 9th,
Freddie phoned me from New York. I
had never heard his voice so oddly
solemn.

“Petef, your father wants you to come
to Washington at once.”

“What’s up?” I demanded.

“Nothing. He wants to see you and me.
You come to New York—join me here—
leave to-day. Will you?”

“Yes,” I agreed. “I'm through out
here, fortunately.”

“I'll wait for you here at your place.
I wouldn’t try the planes, 1f I were you
—not with storms like this—"

“No,” I said. “Besides, they're jammed
since the railroads are hung up.”

“Walt your chance—come by traln, it's
—safer.”

He was so oddly solemn! It wasn't like
Freddie Smith to bother about safety—
a dare-devil, if there ever was one. But
he was right about the planes;. the surest
way to get to New York at the moment
was to take it slowly.

R a week the whole northeastern

United States had been locked in the
grip of a blizzard. The railroads were
hung up; the strain of traffic, and the
fearful weather had been too much for
the passenger planes. Every one was
jammed; and several failed to get
through and were stalled in the storm
along the way. But the rallroads now
were getting their tracks cleared; service
was

authoritative reports
Surely the scientists could determlne
with exactitude whether our sun were
rising and setting at the times it should!
They could, indeed! They could—and
they were calculating it only too exactly!
But, as I learned afterward, there was a
world government .censorship upon the
whole subject.

This censorship was lifted on that
memorable February 10, 1953, when fa-
ther made his startling statement to the
world.

On February 9th, my job in Indlana
ended; the murderess was acquitted amid
applause and public rejolcing. But the
verdict only held a divided first-page

“I'll see you to-morrow,” I told Freddie.

“Yes,” he said. “I've got our accommo-
dations on board the Congressional. Get
here if you can.”

I got through, and we took the Con-
gressional Limited, that February 10th
for Washington. New York City was an
almust unprecedented sight that dark-

we left. A
anadlan city it might have been by its
appearance. A heavy, silent fall of snow;
thick, soft, pure-white flakes.

The north wind of the past few days
had died away. The snow sifted almost
vertically down hetween the canyons of
buildings. Without a wind, the afternoon
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seemed only moderately cold. Freddie
and I passed a street thermometer at the
corner where we had gone to join our
taxi, which could not get into the cross-
street. The temperature was five below
zero.

Freddie caught my expression. He said,
“This isn’t New York cold. Can't you tell
the difference? This is the cold of the
north,” still with that oddly solemn voice.

Our taxi with its clanking chains rum-
bled its way down Broadway and across
Thirty-Fourth Street to the Pennsylvania
Station. I had never seen Broadway like
this. A white street, piled with soft,
white snow which covered up its famillar
conflgurations, buried its curbs, leveled
street and pedestrian walks into one flat
white surface. A strange Broadway;

blankly ike a
man’s face without hair or eyebrows.

There was little traffic. in

quickly to new conditions. And, for all
the pessimists to the contrary, the hu-
man instinct is to laugh. . . . I saw &
canvas sign over a small store, on a cross-
street impassable at the moment with
snowdrifts. It bore the ancient quip,
“Whether the weather be cold or hot,
we've got to have weather, whether or
not. Buy your Arctic overshoes here.”
New York City, that February 10th,
thought it was all a good joke. . . .

EDDIE and I had a compartment on

the Congressional. We anticipated it
‘would be nearly midnight by the time we
got to Washington; Freddie flung him-,
self moodily on the lounge as though he
‘were prepared to sleep all the way, except
when we might perhaps order In dinner.
Freddie at this time was twenty-seven.

I had always liked him, though physi-

a crowd tramped the street’s center. In
the still cold the snow creaked and
crunched under their tread. A few enter-
prising sleighs, brought down these past
weeks from upstate, went by us loaded
with people. The crowd was laughing,
shouting.

At the shop windows, almost closed in
by huge piles of snow left over from the
storm of the week before, disconsolate
proprietors gazed out from under the
shadow of the overhead pedestrian levels.
Three o'clock in the afternoon; the street
lights were all winking on, turning the
pure white of the snow a pale lurid green
with their glare.

The crowd seemed taking it like a holl-
day, gay with shouts of laughter as it
romped and shoved its way through the
drifts. But there was no laughter within
me. “The cold of the north,” Freddie had
sald. It brought me a vague shudder.

“Look there.” Freddie pointed to the
second level at Forty-Second Street. At
a department store entrance crowds were
coming out and going in. A huge sign in
moving electric lights gave the informa-
tion that here Canadian winter equip-
ment could be purchased. And as I gazed,
a man in gaudy flannel costume of bril-
llant colors came from the store en-
trance. An advertisement, no doubt. He
swung out to the pedestrian level on
skiis; poised, and came sliding gracefully
down the incline to the maln street level,
amid shouts and applause from the
crowd.

We humans adjust ourselves very

cally and we were quite
opposite types. I am typically Dutch,
short and wide, heavy-set and stocky.
But not fat. Bullt, as Freddie once told
me, along the general lines of a young
cart horse. And, as he has also remarked,
I have the Dutch phlegmatic sparseness
of speech, which in my case, he insists,
often turns surly.

Freddie, not much taller than I, was
slender almost to thinness. But wiry; I
have wrestled with him, and he twists
like an eel, with surprising strength. A
sandy-haired, pale-blue-eyed, freckle-
faced fellow, usually grinning, and with a.
swift, ready flow of speech.

His mind not only was alert, but keen.

T
good mathematician. He had made good
at astronomical work from the start. As
a clocker of delicate star-transits, in fa-
ther’s opinion he had no equal; and he
could sit all day over tedious routine
mathematics and never tire.

1 eyed him now as he lay on the lounge
in our train compartment. It was wholly
abnormal for Freddie to be so morose.

“Whatever 1t is father’s got to tell me,”
I commented, “it sits like lead on you,
doesn't 1t?"

“Yes,” he said abruptly. And he added,
“He ordered me to say nothing, so I'm
doing it.”

I found father equally solemn. It was
eleven o'clock when, after crossing the
snow-filled Washington streets, we
reached my home. Father greeted us at
the door with what was a very sick at-
tempt at a smile.



12 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

“Come 1in, boys. You're lucky to get
here at all. Hello, Frederick. Brought
your model? That's good—we'll look at it
presently. . . . Hello, son—I underst,‘and

the sun and took its place among us.

Watching. At first with interest, sur-
prise, awe; then with a dawning fear.
Then, his hurrled conferences with other
i He had been three times to

you've been a
In the study, when we had discarded
our overclothes, his manner abruptly
changed. We sat down, and he stood
facing us, and then began restlessly pac-
ing the little circular- room, as though
undecided how to begin telling me.

“Peter,” he said at last, “you'll think
it’s queer that I've sald nothing to you
—my son—of this—this thing that is
upon us now—this catastrophe to the
world—"

My heart leaped. Yet it was hardly a
surprise. Knowledge of it all had been
coming to me little by little for weeks;
fragments here and there, like the mean-
ingless parts of a puzzle which now his
words, adding nothing new, pleced to-
gether to make my premonitions a com-
plete realization. He spoke swiftly, front-
ing me with his squared, heavy shoul-
ders; his dark eyes holding me with his
somber gaze.

“No use to Worry you, son, or to fright-
en Hulda—you could be of no help—and
we're all in it together—the whole world.
. . . They've lifted the censorship. The
time has come when it is best for every-
one to know it—this inevitable thing.
Peter, you can gjve it to your organiza-
tlon to-night, and to the world. The
widest publicity—this statement from me
and my organization—" .

He stopped abruptly, seeming to realize
the incoherence of his words, striving to
master his emotions and tell me calmly.
He seized a chair and sat facing me, smil-
ing at Freddie; and he lighted a cigar.

But his fingers trembled. He was a
man of sixty at this time; a squarely
solid, commanding figure; a smooth-
shaved face, square-jawed, dark, restless
eyes, with gray-black, bushy brows and
a shock of iron-gray hair. A crisp, force-
ful speaker. But he had not been so to-
night. I have never seen him look so old,
almost haggard. And the usual clear-
white of his eyes was shot with blood.

I understood it as he talked; past
weeks of anxiety, nights of sleepless ob-
servation at the telescope, watching
Xenephrene, the new world; watching it
come in to join our little solar family;
observing by night—and all day busy
with unending calculations of Xene-
phrene’s changing orbit as it rounded

London, know learned—and once, a con-
sultation of astronomers was held at the
Chan observatory, in Tibet.

And then, conferences of the scientists
with the world governments, at which
time the censorship was ordered. And
father went back to his post, to observe
and calculate the daily abnormal changes
in our sunrise and sunset. Until at last
the truth could no -longer be escaped.
The future could be prognosticated, to a
mathematical certainty; the censorship
must be lifted and the world told.

Father’s volce, with its old dominating
ring now, med at me,

“The world must be told, Peter. We
cannot,-dare not, hide-it any longer. This
new planet Xenephrene—TI'll give you all
the technical details; I have them here.”
He waved a sheaf of typewritten papers
at me. “Your office ¢an prepare it in any
form you like. The coming of Xene-
phrene—its new bulk so near us—has
disturbed, is now disturbing, our earth.
You know it—everybody knows it in-
stinctively, though they do not realize it
or understand it.”

“The weather—” I began; and my
pounding heart seemed nearly smother-
ing_me.

“Yes—the weather. And our queerly
shortened winter days. All these abnor-
mal conditions which have come upon us
this winter. Xenephrene has affected us
astronomically—in just one way. The in-
clination of the axis of our earth is alter-
ing! Do you know what that really
ﬂ\e’ans? Can you explain it to the pub-

c?”

“He can,” Freddie burst out. “He will.”

The axis of the earth! Our seasons—
our winter and summer—our climate—
our days and nights—changing, perma-
nently changing? It seemed for an in-
stant, nothing. And then it seemed a
thought too amazing, too unnatural to
encompass. The basic order of every-
thing from time immemorial now to be
changed? And as I listened to his swift,
brusque words my head reeled with it.

TH!: axls of the earth was slowly
swinging so that eventually our South
Pole would point directly to the sun and
there become stabilized. This would oc-
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cur on April 5 next. Our new seasons, our
new astronomical year, would begin on
that date.

“Can you realize what that will mean,
Peter? When our South Pole points to
the sun there will be a torrid zone in the
southern hemisphere. The great Antarc-
tic polar continent will blaze into a
tropical glory. Patagonta, the Magellan
Stralts, Australia, the Federated Cape
Provinces, far southern Chile and the
Argentine—all in the blazing tropics. Six
months of that, with days months long in

which the sun never sets! Then swinging
back to winter.

“The new temperate zone will be at
our equator. Not very temperate. Snow
and ice alternating with months of blaz-
ing heat. And all our northern hemi-
sphere—it will have six months, be-
ginning next April, of total darkness and
frightful cold.”

His voice rose to a grim power. “Ah,
you're just beginning to realize what it

A thing of beauty, she floated in a

sailing arc against the star-studded

heavens, directly over the heads of the
astonished couple

will mean to us! New seasons, and new
periods of day and night! Blazing noon
at the South Pole! Dark, sllent, con-
gealed midnight in the north. Darkness
like a cold black shroud over most of our
northern hemisphere. Our greatest cities
are here, Peter. London, New York, Paris,
Berlin, Tokyo, Peking—from forty to fifty
North Latitude. All will be buried for
months in the darkness of arctic night!”

He laughed just a little wildly. “They
think it Is a joke now, this strange new
winter which has descended upon us.
They’re beginning, in New York, to treat
it like a Canadian winter carnival. Fun
while it lasts, and then spring and sum-
mer will come soon again—because they
always have before. But this time, Peter,
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spring and summer won't come soon
in,

agaln.

“The winter will grow colder. They
have only seen its carnival aspect so far.
But the cold of the north has fangs.
1It's a monster—a hideous monster whose
congealing breath is death. It's lurking
up there, ready to creep upon us. It's
in Canada now—in north Asia, in north-
ern Europe. You don’t know that be-
cause our government has been so care-
fully suppressing the news.

“They're laughing in New York be-
cause it gets dark so early in the after-
noon. It’s fun to tumble in the snow in
the early afternoon twilight. But they
won’t laugh in another week or two.
The blessed sunlight for New York s al-
most gone. Shorter days—still shorter—
until soon there will be no day at all!

“Our huge cities here in the north, all
buried in the snow and ice and darkness
of a polar winter! The greatest catas-
trophe in the history of the world—
we're facing 1t now! No power on earth
can help us to escape it, for it’s inevit-
able!”

CHAPTER II
THE WHITE GIRL IN THE MOONLIGHT

'HE plantations of the Cains in Porto

Rico lay back from the north coast,
some thirty kilometers from San Juan.
Bisected by the railroad and by the main
auto road, they spread green and fra-
grant in the vivid sunlight. Rows_of
orange and grapefrult trees, stretcMng
over the undulating sand, with pine-
apples between the rows of trees.

Here and there, thickets of banana
trees, encouraged to grow and break the
force of the trade wind from the sea;
a tall spreading mango—a sapling per-
haps back In the almost forgotten days
when Spain ruled this Island; clumps,
occasionally, of giant coconuts rising on
the low hillsides; trees with smooth
brown trunks and feather-duster tops,
the trunks all bent backward from the
coast by the wind.

The main auto road, lined with its
majestic royal palms, was oily black
and sometimes very noisy; the railroad
with its metal ties was a dark streak
like a double pencil line amid the green
of the trees. But the plantation cross-
roads were white ribbons of sand in the
sunlight, and whiter still at night, under
the white glory of the moon.

It was then—at night—that the magic
romance of the tropics was to me always
most poignant. At sundown the brisk
trades were stilled. A quiet, brooding
somnolence fell upon everything. The
nattve shacks, palm-thatched, burned
brown by the sun, turned darkly myste-
rious. Off beyond the distant coast, as
it showed from the commanding height
of the Cains’ veranda, the sea at night
was dimly purple under a gem-studded
purple sky; and sometimes the moon-
beams shimmered off there in the silent
magic darkness. The scent of the orange
blossoms hung heavy in the still air,
exotic, stirring the fancy to a million
half formed dreams that one may tell
but never express.

Upon the highest knoll—an eminence
of perhaps a hundred feet—stood the
Cains’ plantation house. A white road
led up the slope to it. A broad, spreading
frame bungalow, with a peaked tin roof,
and a wide flat veranda around three
of its sides, with coconut posts set at in-
tervals. A bunch of bananas always hung
there, ripening; a box, lying against the
house wall, was filled with oranges at in-
tervals by a native boy.

Beyond the house, at the edge of the
knoll-top, a corral with open sides and
2 heavy-thatched roof housed the saddle
and workhorses. The Cains’ one conces-
sion to modernity—the garage, and a
small hangar for Dan’s sport plane—
stood well beyond the foot of the knoll.
In the evening, lolling in the wicker
chairs of the veranda, one could not see
the garage, and if the traffic on the main
road chanced to be dull, one might go
back in fancy half a century, to when
this magic land must have been at its
best. It was still very beautiful. Sun-
light and color and warmth.

But the blight, here as everywhere else
in the northern hemisphere, was already
at hand.

“To-morrow,” said Dan, “we’ll ride over
to Arecibo. Want to, Hulda?”

“On horseback?”

“Yes,” he said. “Of course. You don't
think, knowing you as I do, I'd insult
you with a car or a plane?”

Hulda can drive a car or handle a
plane as well as any one. But for all our
Dutch stolidity, there is a strain of ro-
mance in us. Hulda’s greatest pleasure
was riding astride the little Porto Rican
horses; and though there seems nothing
hotter on earth than a white sand road
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at noon In the cane fields, Hulda would
always ride through them with delight.

“Good,” she sald, and laughed. “Sefior
Dan, that will please me much.”

But her mocking laugh was forced, for
shis was February 10th of that fateful
winter. An unknown fear lay upon Hul-
da, as on us all; and the cane fields on
she way to Arecibo might have been hot
sther years, but they certainly were not
hot now.

This evening, for instance, as Mr. and
Mrs. Cain and their son Dan, and Hulda,
sat In the living room of the bungalow,
the shutters were all closed and a huge
brazier of charcoal burned beside them
for warmth. Already it had smoked up
the celling; and Mr. Cain, despairing
that the cool spell would soon moderate,
promised his wife for the tenth time that
he would get a stove from San Juan and
rig it up all shipshape with a pipe—
“Like in Vermont, eh, Ellen? Hulda,
I'm going to radio your father to-mor-
row. This local weather bureau’s too
dumb to tell me anything. Your father
ought to know—he’s a scientist; they're
supposed to know everything.”

The Cains were what, a decade or so
ago, were called plain folks. New Eng-
landers, Cain had made his money on
a Vermont farm. Their only son Dan
had grown to manhood; graduated from
college with one of the new agricultural
degrees; and partly because of Mrs.
Caln’s frail health they had taken Dan
and established themselves in Porto
Rico.

Dan now was the brains and the
energy of the business. I had gone to
school with Dan Cain. A big, rangy,
husky six-footer, with crisp, curly brown
hair, blue eyes and a laughing boyish
sun-tanned face.

A handsome young glant, I should im-
agine any girl would love him at sight.
Demure little Hulda—a brown sparrow
of a girl—loved him, I felt certain,
though nothing as yet had been said of
any engagement between them. I rather
hoped it would come to pass; and I
think Dan’s parents did also, for Hulda
was very lovable.

IFE often holds odd coincldences. At
eleven o’clock, this night of February

10, I was in Washington with father and
Freddie. What father was telling me I
thought then the most event

But at almost the same time, Hulda,
in Porto Rico, was sitting in the llving
room with Dan Cain. And another event,
wholly different in significance yet of
equal importance to the world, was im-
pending. The elder Cains had retired.
Dan and Hulda, characteristic of them
of late when alone, had fallen into sober
discussion.

Dan was really perturbed over the
weather. The temperature had gone far
into the forties the night before. Florida
citrus trees might stand that for a limit-
ed period, but it certainly was not good
for Porto Rican trees. And the Florida
citrus industry was wiped out this win-
ter. It had snowed last week all over
the peninsula; a fall of snow with a fol-
lowing freeze that had killed everything
which the December freeze had spared.
And now—into the forties in Porto Rico!
Ten degrees lower would be freezing. If
this kept on—

The sound of a pony thudding up the
knoll at a gallop broke in upon Hulda's
and Dan’s gloomy reflections. They stared
at each other.

“What could that be?” Dan was on
his feet.

The pony came up to the front porch
entrance, stopped, and on the wooden
steps bare feet sounded. Dan flung open
the door. The pale-blue vacuum light
newly established in the Porto Rican
rural districts was behind him; the door-
way was a dark rectangle of brilliant
stars and cold moonlight, and a rush of
chill air swept in.

A peon was on the porch, dirty white
trousers and white shirt, ghostly in the
moonlight. He was barefooted and bare-
headed. His little white pony stood at
the foot of the steps in a lather of
sweat, drooping and panting.

“Ramon!” Dan exclaimed. “What the
devil! Come in here!”

It was one of the Cain’s house boys. He
came in, chattering, but not from cold.
His coffee-colored face had a green cast
with its pallor. He was frightened al-
most beyond speech.

“What the devil!”

Dan shook the boy with annoyance.
Hulda stood apart, staring, and a name-
less fear was on her; an unreasonable
shudder as though this thing—in its out-
ward aspect the mere fright of a native
boy whlch probnbly meant nothing im-

of the world's welfare.

hor-
rlble, unutunbly frightening.
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“Ramon—" Dan shook him again, and
the boy suddenly poured out a flood of
Spanish; broken, Incoherent — Hulda
could not understand it. She saw Dan’s
face grow grave, and then he laughed.
But it struck Hulda then that the in-
credulous laugh had a note of fear in it.

“Ramon, que dice?” The boy under-
stood English. Dan added, “Don't be a
fool, Ramon! Tell me—"

Hulda gasped, “What—what Is it,

an?"”

He swung on her, and as he saw her
face, the solemn fear in her dark eyes,
his laugh faded.

“Hulda, he says he was riding home
from a flesta over at the Rolf plantation
in Factor. Coming back—you know the
hills back there where the bat caves are
—what we call our Eden tract? He saw
something—a woman like a ghost, he
says—a woman’s figure that jumped—
it’s out there now!"”

Ramon had shrunk against the wall,
shuddering; the whites of his black eyes
glistened in the blue glare of the vacuum
tube.

“Ramon, you been drinking?"

“No! Oh, no—no, sefior!”

“What—else, Dan?"

Hulda wanted to laugh. It was funny,
taking seriously, paying attention to a
native’s devil story. Other years, an
Americano sefior would laugh derisively
at any peon who talked of a ghost he
had seen in the moonlight. But not now;
there was an uncanniness in the very
air everywhere in the world this winter.

‘The boy was quleter. He told Dan more
and Dan soberly translated it. A thing
like a great round silver ball—big as a
native shack—glistening with the moon-
light on it as it lay in a coconut grove,
a mile from the Cains’ plantation house,
near the hills where the bat caves are.

Ramon’s pony had suddenly shied, and
then Ramon had seen the gleaming
white thing lying there. And then he
had seen a figure—like the white figure
of a woman or a girl—a white girl, with
flowing white hair.

It was quite near him. Standing beside
the sloping trunk of a big palm tree that
grew on the hillside. Twenty feet away,
perhaps, and ten feet higher than the
trall along which he was riding.

Ramon was stiff with fear. His pony
bhad halted; it stood with upraised head
and pointing ears. It saw the white wom-

figure and

raised its head with a long shuddering
nelgh of fear. The sound must have
startled the white woman up there. Ra-
mon saw her crouch; then she leaped
from the hillside.

His pony bolted. And then he lashed
it for home, fearing the thing was chas-
ing him.

Dan was very solemn. “That doesn’t
sound like a ghost tale, Hulda. Ramon,
saddle our ponies. Mine—Parti-blanco—
and the seforita’s. Not with the aparejo
—with the man's saddle.”

He glanced at Hulda, her trim figure in
leather puttees and brown riding trou-
sers; and her face was now almost as
white as her white blouse.

She stammered. “You want to go out
there—go and see—"

Ramon whimpered, “Sefior, I'm afrald,
here at the corral—if it followed after
me.”

AN strode to the porch. The broad
spread of the plantations lay solemn
and still under the cold white moon.
‘The thatched roof of the corral was dark,
with inky black shadows beside the build-
ing. The banana trees arching up over
the house waved gently in the night
breeze. Everything was sharply white
and black. But there was no sign of any
intruder, human or otherwise.
“I'll go with you to saddle the ponies,
Ramon. We'll go—you want to go, Hul-

“Yes,” she said. She felt at that mo-
ment too frightened to stay in the house
without Dan, and thought of the elder
Cains asleep in the adjoining room never
occurred to either of them.

‘With sweaters donned against the mid-
night cold, they saddled the ponies and
started.

Dan rode ahead, with Hulda almost be-
side him, and Ramon, his pony reluctant
as himself, following after them. It was
a brief ride, during which they hardly
spoke. Down the knoll, past the silent
garage;, past the somnolent group of
shacks of the plantation workers.

The road was narrow—white sand like
a trail; coconut trees arched it in places,
and beside it spread the tracts of fruit
trees. It wound back toward a low-lying
range of hills and up a steep declivity,
where it turned stony from the rain
water which daily washed down it.

Dan was flinging watchful glances
around them. “Don’t see anything yet,
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Hulda. Do you?” His voice was a cau-
tlous half whisper.

The sure-footed ponies picked their
way carefully up the stony trail. They
went through a little ravine and emerged
into a small valley, a plateau almost flat
on this higher land. Hills a hundred feet
high fenced 1t in; its table-like surface
of white sand was ruled off with the dark
green lines of frult trees. It was the
Cains’ two-hundred acre “Eden tract.”
It lay brooding and drowsy under the
moon without a slgn of human move-

Dan halted; Ramon’s pony came beslde

“w‘here were you when you saw fit,
Ramon?”

The boy gestured. He was trembling
again. He held his pony forcibly from
wheeling to run back. The other ponies
seemed to sense the terror; they raised
their heads; one whimpered; and they
were all quivering. But Dan forced them
slowly forward.

The trall skirted the hills to the left.
Above it, halfway up a steep ascent,
three black yawning mouths of the bat-
caves showed. Hulda had often been In
them with Dan; a guano deposit in them
was used as fertilizer for the trees. Hulda
saw them now, round and black, with the
moonlight on the rocks beslde them,
fifty feet above the valley.

Ramon suddenly chattered:
You see it? Ave Maria—"

Off at the edge of the fruit trees, in the
shadows of a clump of coconut palms, a
great round thing gleamed. A silver
sphere, like a white ball some twenty
feet high, lying there. A broken ball!
It was several hundred feet away, but
Hulda could see a black rift in it. A
crack? A doorway!

Bhe knew it then. Not with conscious
reasoning, but she knew then what all
this was to mean. A sllver sphere lying
there, with a black rift in it like a door-
way. And a small black patch on Its side
—like a window!

“Hulda! Look!” Dan’s hand went to
her arm with a grip that both hurt and
steadled her. The three ponies were
standing with braced feet in the sand.
Dan’s flung up its head to neigh; but his
fist thumped its head and stilled it.

And then Hulda saw the figure, as the
native boy had seen 1t half an hour be-
fore. It was standing now near the trall,
ahead of them; standing there between

“There!

two orange trees; and just as Hulda saw
it, the thing moved over, and stopped
in the moonlight on the white trail, as
though to bar their passage. It was not
far ahead of them. Hulda could see it
plainly. A white figure. But it did not
shimmer; not ghostly—white only be-
cause of the moonlight on it. Uncanny,
weird, yet not gruesome.

It was the figure of a girl; small, as
small as Hulda. A slim, pink-white girl's
body, with flowing draperies which in
daylight might have been sky-blue. Long
white hair flowing over pink shoulders.

Dan’s grip on Hulda tightened; then
he cast her off and his hand caught
her bridle reins and held her pony firm-
ly. Behind them Ramon and his pony
were thudding away in a panic.

Dan breathed: “It—she sees us!”

The girl’'s arms went slowly up as
though with a gesture. It seemed a
gesture not menacing; a gesture of fear
perhaps. Pale-white arms, of delicate
human shape. They were bare, but as
they slowly ralsed, the folds of the
drapery clung to them.

Abruptly Dan called: “Hello, there—"

The figure did not move further. But
the ponies were becoming unmanageable,
Dan exclaimed hastily: “Dismount, Hul-
da! Youll be thrown off—I can hold
them.”

Hulda and Dan dismounted. But Dan
could not hold the ponies. They jerked
away ffom him. He and Hulda were left
standing in the sand of the trail, gaz-
ing after the two terror-stricken little
:nl.mals as they galloped away toward

ome.

AN remembered later that there came

to him then a fleeting wonderment.
Why were these ponies so afraid of this
white figure of a girl in the moonlight?
From this distance there seemed nothing
about the figure unduly to frighten an
animal. The question was not answered
until long afterward. But there were In-
deed things about this white shape which
the ponies evidently saw and felt—things
which were denied to Hulda’s and Dan's
human senses.

Hulda gasped: “Oh, they've gonel”
She stood by Dan, clinging to him. The
‘white figure in the road was gone also.
But in 2 moment more they saw it again.
Near to them now—not more than thirty
feet away. It was standing off the trail
among the fruit trees.
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Dan murmured: “It's human, Hulda.
Nothing to be afrald of—see, it's only a
girl. You call to her.”

Hulda’s quavering volce floated out:
“We see you. Who are you? We're
friends.”

‘The figure moved again; backward,
floating or walking soundlessly but swift-
ly, as though with sudden fear.

“Come on,” sald Dan. He started brisk-
ly forward along the trail, with Hulda
close after him. But within a dozen steps,
he stopped. And then, to both Dan and
Hulda came amazement, and the thrill
of real fear.

‘The figure had been retreating. But
the hill was close behind it. Suddenly
it stopped; seemed to gather itself; to
crouch; to spring. It left the ground, and
came salling up into the unobstructed
moonlight above the orange trees. Sail-
ing up in an arc it passed almost directly
over their heads.and landed soundlessly
in the road behind them!

As 1t passed overhead, outlined against
the stars, they saw 1t more plainly. It
seemed a girl of human form, cast in a
fashion which might well have been
called beautiful. She polsed, not as
though flying, but sailing. Face toward
the ground, white hair waving behind
her, arms outstretched, with the folds
of her drapery robe opened fan-shape,
fluttering like wings. There was a brlef
glimpse of her lower llmbs, human of
mold with the robe wound by the wind
close around them.

A thing of beauty, had it not been so
uncanny. She floated in a salllng arc as
though almost weightless; and with a
flip, dropped to the ground upright upon
her feet. A fairy'sleap! Soundless, grace-
ful! Romantic, yet uncanny. A figure
:; lednchantment from the dream of a

ild.

Dan tried to laugh. Fear seemed in-
congruous. As he and Hulda turned, the
figure stood again in the trall facing
them. And they could see it was a slim
young girl, strangely beautiful, fear-
ful as a fawn at their approach; yet she
lingered, seeming—Dan wondered if his
fancy were playing him tricks—desirous
of conquering her fear and encountering
them,

“Hulda—nothing to be afraid of. Don’t
move—you’ll frighten her!”

They stood motionless. The white girl
In the moonlight down the road took a
step forward. They did not move. She

came a little further. Paused. Then an-
other step. Not floating. Walking—they
could see the outlines of her limbs mov-
ing beneath the drapery.

And now they could see her face.
Queer, strange of feature, yet in what
way they could not have sald. And cer-
tainly beautiful; gentle; anxious, and
afraid. Youthful, a mere girl; and with
those flowing waves of snow-white halr
framing her face and falling thick over
her pink-white shoulders.

She stood, twenty feet away. Dan and
Hulda were almost holding their breaths.
Dan murmured: “Speak to her again
Softly—don’t frighten her!”

Hulda said gently: “Can you under-
stand me? We're friends.”

The strange girl stood birdlike, trem-
bling. Hulda repeated: “We're friends
—won’t hurt you. Shall we come nearer?
‘Who are you?”

There was a moment of silence. And
then the glrl spoke. A soft whisper of a
voice, ethereal as the fairy volce of a
child’s enchanted fancy; a wraith of
sound, but it carrled, and Hulda and
Dan heard it plainly.

“Zetta! Zetta! Zettal”

CHAPTER III
THE CROWNING TERROR

'RE was so much happening every-
where in the world during those fate-

ful weeks that followed February 10,
1953—events so startling, amazing, so
stupendous of import, and of such di-
versity that I scarce know how to recount
them. Of necessity my mention of many
must be brief; and my picture of the
whole, I fear, will be at best incoherent.

Yet in that quality, at least, it will be
a true picture; the world was incoherent,
chaotic—everywhere a chaos of events
unprecedented, uncontrollable. And in
the chaos which swept Freddie and me
away, the news from Dan Cain in Porto
Rico, important though it was, at the
time concerned us little.

Father was in constant communication
with the Cains; and later, after father
had gone to Miami when the Federal
capital was moved there in flight from
‘Washington, he went to Porto Rico.

The announcement that our world was
to have such different days and nights,
and a climate so utterly changed, struck
the public with horror.
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It is not my purpose to try to detail or
to picture it. The chaos everywhere; the
paralyzation of industry throughout the
northern hemisphere which so far had
been proceeding by man’s will against all
the invading efforts of nature to wreck
it; the panics that took place in all the
northern cities—crowds of refugees strug-
gling to get south; inadequate transpor-
tation; accidents; and a horrible crime-
wave that swept unchecked over every
one of the large population centers.

Human activities in our modern world
are very widely diversified; more widely
varied—and yet more intermingled, more
interdependent—than any one realizes
until there comes an upset from the nor-
mal

There is, in these modern times, noth-

ing that anyone does which does not al-
most immediately affect what some one
else is doing. Had the change come slow-
ly, spread over a hundred, or a thousand
or a hundred thousand years as other
great world changes have come and
passed, conditions would have adjusted
themselves. No one would even have no-
ticed the change.

But this was happening in minutes
where others had taken centuries. New
York, London, Paris and all the citles
of the north were doomed to six months
of twilight and night and blighting cold.
Snow now was upon land, millions of
acres of land, where crops soon would
have been growing if milllons of people

19

“I held a piece of paper in the
beam. It shriveled immediately,
blackened and burst into flame”

were to have food. Yet now we know
those millions of acres would be for
months snow-buried.

Millions of homes soon would be with-
out adequate heat or light; and the peo-
ple without adequate clothing. Rivers
upon which the great power plants de-
pended were congealing into ice.

This for the north, with business, in-
dustry and nearly every human activity
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paralyzed by the sudden public horror.
But in the south, from the Equator to
the South Pole, lay the land of promise.
Or at least the public thought so.

Life lay there; life and the promise of
food and warmth and the blessed sun-
light. For in the far Antarctic south,
with the new light and heat coming,
millions upon millions of acres of land
would be springing into a new fertllity to
replace what the north had lost. But
this, too, was a fallacy; for after a few
months, the pendulum would swing back;
the far south would go into night and
cold.

Many hundred million people, suddenly
giving up all their accustomed work in
the world’s activities and trying to move
to another region! A migration greater
than the sum total of all others in the
world’s history. In a hundred years of
systematic, careful planning and execu-
tion it might have been accomplished
without disaster. But now it was a panic,
a chaos, a flight, with distracted govern-
ments trying to cope with it, impotent to
bring even a semblance of order.

Our office of the Amalgamated Broad-
casters was maintained in New York City
until well along in February. With gov-
ernment affiliation, we broadcasted only
what might be of help to the public;
news of conditions, generally censored to
allay too great a fear; advice as to what
to do; information concerning transpor-
tation, and news from the south. In this
work, Freddle now joined me. There
‘were days—almost dark now except for a
brief time before and after midday—
when he and I were in our cold office,
one or the other of us at the microphone
throughout the twenty-four hours.

It was an office of incoherent men and
disorganized service; without light, some
of the time; with frozen and burst heat-
ing plpes and no one to repair them.
‘We sat bundled in our overcoats, with
snow piling against the windows.

News came of crowds surging in the
dark, snow-piled streets; food giving out,
with paralyzed transportation; news of
ralds by the public upon all the markets;
news of people trampled to death hourly
at every stean:ship dock, every bridge
leading out of the city; uncontrollable
crowds at the tunnels, the rajlroad and
plane terminals.

State troopers vainly patrolled streets
made almost impassable by snow which
now could not be cleared away; people

froze in the cold with which they were
not equipped to cope; crime was every-
where, with criminals, like ghouls, bat-
tening on the tragedy.

‘THOSE terrible days there were few
concerned with astronomy. Yet I re-
call that one of my orders was to detail
—for such as might still be listening—a
simple version of how, astronomically, all
this was coming to pass.

“Perhaps,” I broadcasted, “when we
know the fundamentals of this change—
the scientific reasons for it—the thing
may hold less terror for us.”

Useless words! Nothing could mitigate
the terror!

“You all know in a general way,” 1
went on, “the astronomical reasons for
our alternating day and night—our suc-
cession of seasons, spring, summer, au-
tumn and winter. Yet if you follow me
closely now, and picture what I tell you,
the subject will be clearer to your mind,
and you will understand the change
which is now upon us. Some of you, our
government has advised, should remain
in the north and withstand the rigors of
the new climate. New York City will not
be abandoned! That is absurd! It is the
sudden change, the upset to our normal
routine, which has now caused suffer-
ing.

“When we are equipped for the new
conditions, New York and other cities in
its latitude will be perfectly habitable.
We will have winter nights several
months long, and an arctic cold. Then
spring, and a summer with the sun giv-
ing us months of unending daylight.
Those must be our productive months—
we must grow food then, to supply the
southern hemisphere, just as in the other
months they must grow food down there.

“Do not be too hasty! We cannot all—
every one on earth—rush at once to the
Equator! Even there at times 1t will be
too hot, and a twilight winter fairly cold.
Cold enough, a month or two from now,
to disorganize everything.

“It 1s your panlc—your haste—which
is our greatest danger. Be calm! Meet
the conditions as they are. Help our
government to maintain order, here in
the north. The world’s work must be
done—the new conditions must be coped
with sanely. We are not in desperate
distress; only through panic can real
disaster come!”
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HESE were our broadcasted words of

government appeal. And then I went
on: “There 1s no need for panic. We
want you to understand the astronomical
reasons for our new climate. I want you
to imagine yourself standing before your
round, empty dining room table. Con-
ceive that the room is dark and that you
have placed, almost in the center of the
table, a circular vacuum globe of yellow
light. That represents the sun.

“Take now an orange, and through its
center put a lead pencil. The orange is
the earth. By holding In your fingers the
ends of the lead pencil, you can rotate
the orange. The lead pencil then repre-
sents the axis of the earth.

“Can you picture yourself in your
darkened room under these conditions?
As you stand facing the round table with
the light near its center, you hold the
orange on its lead pencil to the right of
you near the edge of the table. You hold
the lead pencil vertical; its point, stand-
ing directly up to the ceiling would be
then our North Pole; its eraser, pressed
against the table edge, would be our
South Pole.

“You will find now that the light from
your ‘sun’ illuminates about half the
orange—the half which faces toward the
sun. The orange is lighted from the
North Pole to the South Pole—on the
sunward side. The other side is in
shadow.

“Now, rotate the orange, holding the
pencil exactly upright. You will see that
the moving surface brings its shadowed
side into the sunlight. This rotation gives
us our alternating night and day.

“Still holding the pencil upright, begin
now slowly carrying it with the orange
around the edge of the table. You will
realize, if you think for a moment, that,
with the pencil held exactly vertical, it
makes no difference whether the orange
is on one side of the table or the other.
The sunlight on its surface is exactly the
same in every position around the table.
Under this condition, therefore, we would
have uniformly alternating days and
nights of equal length; and no change of
season. You can sge the most intense
light would always be at the equator,
and the least intense, down to perpetual
twilight, at the Poles. Thus it would al-
ways be midsummer at the equator, tem-
perate to the north and south equally,
and winter equally and always at both
Poles.

“But this, of course, was not our con-
dition. The axis of our earth was not
vertically upright, as I have asked you
first to picture it. Conceive now that you
hold the orange and pencil again to your
right at the table edge. Instead now of
having the pencil point directly upward,
slant it off to the right—away from the
sun—toward the edge of your ‘ceiling
where it joins the wall, for instance. To
be more exact, you are to tilt it over until
it is about one-quarter of the way to a

i position. i , this
is twenty-three and a half degrees from
the vertical.

“The top of the pencil—the North Pole
—Is now tilted away from the sun—the
bottom is tilted toward the sun. You will
realize now that the sunlit half of the
orange is not from Pole to Pole. The light
extends beyond and around the South
Pole to the other side—and the light
does not reach the North Pole at all.

“Rotate the orange with the peneil
held at that tilted angle. There are
points at and near the South Pole which
do not leave the light; and points at and
near the North Pole are always dark.
That is our normal condition in Decem-
ber. In the northern hemisphere we call
it winter; in the southern hemisphere
they call it summer.

“Now move your orange around the
edge of the table, halfway around until
you are on the other side. If you have
kept the pencll tilted at that same angle
toward your ceiling corner, you will find
now that its top is pointing tpward the
sun. All the conditions on the orange’s
surface are reversed. That is June; sum-
mer in the North, winter in the South.

“Those days are gone. We are now
faced with an axis change—disastrous
only because it is changing so quickly.
And I want you to know just exactly
what the change is. Conceive again your
orange at the right hand of the table,
with the pencil point tilted away from
the sun at that twenty-three and one-
half degree angle. We were like that last
December. But since then a new world
has come into the solar system. Its com-
ing has disturbed the old order of things
with us. The eraser of that lead pencil
—our South Pole—is moving up further
toward the sun!

“Take the orange a short distance
along the table edge, and tilt the pencil
still further. That is where we are now,
in February! Don't you realize that more
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of our southern hemisphere is now in the

I saw the roads between New York and
great for the

constant light, and more of
in the constant darkness? And now, tilt
the lead pencil further until it is hori-
zontal to the table.

“The eraser—the South Pole—points
directly to the sun! That is the position
we will reach next April. Rotate the
orange, holding the pencil level. You
will see that the light remains on the
southern half of the orange, and the
northern half remains dark! 'On April 5,
we will have no day and night!

“Six months later the earth will be
halfway around its orbit. The axis will
remain in that new fixed position. The
reverse condition then will exist. Our
North Pole will point to the sun! Light
and heat in the North! Darkness and
cold in the South! So do not be too
hasty in trying to get away! These next
few months will be bad, but after that
we will learn how to weather them. We
cannot all live on the equator! Stay
where you are and help us fight it
through!”

'UTILE words! But it was the panic of
flight—the at.tempted rush of so many

through auto trafic. Refugees were
trudging along them on foot, carrying
lights in the darkness. Plunging through
the snow; walking blindly southward
when they could go no other way. Fall-
ing by the roadside; all the traffic lines
were littered with frozen bodles, soon
hidden by the snow.

‘We were not in Washington long; soon
we were ordered to Miami. There was a
gray twilight there, which, with the
buildings arranged for temporary heat-
ing, were at least tolerable. And here we
set up our headquarters. The first of
March came. Father was in Porto Rico.
I knew, by then, what strange things
were transpiring there in the Cains’
plantation house.

I knew, too, what the astronomers—
gathered now at Quito, Ecuador, as the
best place in the Western World for twi-
light observation—had discovered.

Xenephrene was inhabited!

Father was convinced of it the day
after that momentous February 10. But
the news—and the news from the seclud-
ed little plantation house of the Calns—

millions of pe

from the public. But on

of all those mynnd activities upon which
life depends—which was our greatest
danger.

Futile words! Impotent governments,
themselves disingenuous, for they were
all preparing for hasty flight to warmer,
more equable regions! On February 22
the National Capltal of the United States
was moved from Washington, District of
Columbia, to temporary housing in Mi-
ami, Florida. And even there, the great
Florida city was disorganized, snow-cov-
ered, with very nearly zero temperature.

The deaths throughout the northern
hemisphere that February of 1953 will
never be counted. A million? Many mil-
llons—I would hesitate to guess.

There were some nine million people
within the limits of Greater New York on
Christmas. By mid-February I suppose
there were no more than a scant fifty
thousand left—and these, most of them,
were trying to get away. A dark, almost
deserted, burled city—buried in a white
shroud which mercifully hid its tragedy.

I caught one last glimpse of the sun—
the one clear day; the sun at noon just
creeping above the southern horizon and
then plunging back. The Arctic night
Was on us.

was
March 2, everything was disclosed. For
our world one

blow remained. As though all that had
gone before were not enough, fate held
one crowning terror.

On March 2 it was broadcast that a
hostile race of people in human form had
come from Xenephrene and landed on
the earth! Invaders from this brand
new world! Landed two days before,
north of New York; and now were mov-
ing south upon the city!

CHAPTER IV
ZETTA

AT midnight of February 10th, Hul-

da and Dan stood on the small Porto

Rican trail, facing at a brief distance the

white girl in the moonlight. She an-

swered Hulda's call; in a queerly small
voice her words came to them:

“Zettal Zetta! Zettal”

There was a brief silence. Dan mur-
mured, “Let’s go nearer.”

Slowly, carefully, they advanced; fear-
ful of agaln frightening her. But this
time she did not move. She stood watch-
ful, trembling slightly, but held her
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ground. And presently they were con-
fronting her. She was shorter even than
Hulda; very slim and frail. A young girl
just reaching maturity. A rose, not yet
full-blown. The thought occurred to
Dan. But the comparison was wrong.
Not a rose, for this was a flower of young
womanhood of a species no one of earth
could name.

She seemed, aside from her snow-white
hair, no more than a strangely beautiful
girl of earth. But to both Dan and Hulda
came again, more strongly than before,
the feeling of her strangeness. There
was something singularly unusual in her
aspect. And this they both recall clearly;
as they stood there for a silent instant
confronting her, both were conscious of
sensations indescribable, as though they
were feeling something within them-

vague,
thing no mortal of earth had ever felt
before. And, perhaps, hearing something
—so faint, so ethereal they could not de-
fine it—faint as though it were sound
heard not by their ears, but by their
minds.

And they saw something, too, which
perhaps no mortal eyes had ever seen
before. An aura, a dim, very faint red
radiance shone around the three of them
as they stood there together in the moon-
light. Hulda and Dan remembered it
was something like that.

‘They stood for a moment, stricken with
wonder at their sensations; and perhaps
the strange girl was less timorous as she
saw their attitude of awe. She stared
up into Dan’s face, and smiled. Queerly
wistful; trusting. A gentle little creature!
And he stared down into her dark eyes
and found them shimmering pools of
iridescence. Then again she spoke, other
words in a strange, liquid tongue, soft,
with curiously clipped, intoned syllables.

Dan shook his head. “We can't under-
stand you. Can you understand us?” He
smiled; and Hulda smiled.

“She’s not afraid of us,” saild Dan.
‘The girl was waving a hand with what
they knew was a gesture of negation.
She could not understand their lan-
guage; and when Dan tried Spanish—
realizing it was futile; and tried his im-
perfect French—her gesture continued.

He tried again. “Dan! Dan! Dan!” he
said, and struck his chest. And Hulda in-
dicated herself with “Hulda! Huldal”

The girl’s eager face brightened. They
had established communication; the first

between X and

our earth!

The girl cried, “Zetta, Zetta,” and laid
her hand on her breast.

It v:as the first communication be-
tween the worlds. What dire events,
tragedies, amazing things to transpire
before the last communication was over!

'T IS not my purpose, and again, I have

no space in which to narrate all the
details of these days. The girl was per-
suaded to follow Dan and Hulda, and
through all that February she lived with
the Cains in the plantation house, guard-
ed and kept hidden, though the news of
her presence could not be entirely con-
cealed.

The silver ball in the coconut grove
was a vehicle in which, by some method
unknown to earth, this girl—this Zetta,
as she called herself—had come from her
world, to ours. And she had not come
alone. A man had come with her—he
seemed to be of middle age. He lay dead
near the vehicle. Perhaps the victim of
an accident; or perhaps the girl had
killed him.

‘There was no one, as yet, to say. Zetta
could not, apparently, understand any
earth language; and her language sound-
ed hopeless to fathom. She seemed in-
telligent, doclle, willing and anxious to be
kept with the Cains; eager, it seemed at
first, to be In the room with them—to
hear them talk. But after that first
night, she did not speak again; and they
thought she had fallen into a sullen si-
lence.

There is so much I have to tell! As-
tronomers at Quito had seen this silver
vehicle enter the earth’s atmosphere that
night of February 10th; and had seen
another, infinitely larger, which they be-
lieved had started from the surface of
Xenephrene.

Dan notified father of his strange vis-
itor, of course. Father sent instructions.
‘The authorities of Porto Rico buried the
man’s body, and set a guard to watch
constantly over the vehicle as it lay in
the grove. Sclentists came to inspect it,
and could understand but vaguely its
mechanism.

Two weeks passed. Father was in Mi-
ami then; and near the end of February
he started by government plane for Porto

Rico.
Conditions all over the world were far
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worse now. We only had a v.gue picture;
the radio and

Yet, for all that, by whatever desperate

intermittently—but all the regulu chan-
nels for the dissemination of news were
paralyzed. And, too, the governments
withheld, or distorted to a less terrible
aspect such reports as were avallable.

Europe was enveloped in snow to the
Mediterranean; the Barbary coast was
jammed with refugees. London and
Paris, like New York, were threatened
with complete abandonment.

In Canada, they said—like Scandina-
via, north Interior Europe and Asia of the
far north—there was less panic, less dis-
aster. These people were accustomed to
intense cold and equipped to withstand
it.

In the Canadian rural district, the
farmers shut themselves up with their
winter fundamentals of food as had been
thelr custom, and were said to be making
out fairly well. But the big centers of
population, dependent upon transporta-
tion and industry, were devastated.
Greater Montreal was abandoned in Feb-

T g

‘Transportation everywhere in the Uni-
ted States was kept partially open, but
only by efforts born of the frantic des-
peration of necessity. The new Arctic
alrplanes, recently developed, were being
hastily manufactured in quantity, In
government plants established in Florida
and Southern California, and were as
hastily put into service to bear the people
southward. The railroads of our north-
ern States kept open for a while with
snow plows loaned by the great Canadian
trunk lines which had long since suc-
cumbed.

Steamship service along the Atlantic
Coast ventured no farther north than
Charleston, South Carolina. The North
Atlantic was filled with ice floes driven
south by the constant storms; the Polar
ice field was reported now as extending
nearly down to the former New York-
Liverpool steamship lanes.

The St. Lawrence River was frozen
solid, from Montreal past Quebec and
down to its mouth, before Christmas. In
January the middle Mississippi was solid
‘with an ice bridge which one day broke
and swept away three railroad bridges.
‘The Hudson, from Troy to New York har-
bor, was solid by mid-February. Within
a week after that even the Savannah
River became impassable, and the port
closed.

possible, the people were being
transported south, and were cared for in
their new locations, in the best fashion
that could be managed.

HAT formerly had been our tropic

zone was thronged with new arriv-
als. Daily they poured in from the north.
And from the far south, as well—in spite
of government's pleadings and com-
mands to the contrary; from Buenos
Aires, Rlo, Santiago, people were striving
to get north, nearer the equator, fearful
of this new heat and blazing daylight
which was coming upon them.

Nor was it only a disturbance of the
world’s normal temperatures. With the
abnormal climate came other inevitable
disturbances. From widely divergent lo-
calities, devastating windstorms were re-
ported. A typhoon, wholly out of season,
swept the China Sea. A hurricane in
Central America. From Peru and Chile
they told of heavy rains flooding the arid
coast. Rain fell at Biskra with torrential
rainstorms sweeping up and across the
Sahara.

I had been saying that father, near
the end of February, went to Porto Rico.
The two weeks previous to his arrival
there were weeks of amazement growing
daily into awe as Dan and Hulda were
brought into closer centact with thelr
beautiful, unearthly visitor.

It came upon them gradually, the
strangeness, weirdness of this girl so like
themselves at first glance, yet obviously
a being wholly different. They treated
her as a visiting guest, though in reality
she was a captive. Upon father’s advice
—for he guessed, at least partially, what
the outcome was to be—the Cains were
content to do nothing with Zetta save to
have her live with them In seclusion;
and to make her comfortable.

That she was extremely intelligent,
Dan saw at once. She evidently realized
that they were wholly friendly. What-
ever her purpose, living there with them
seemed all she desired.

She had her own room, next to Hulda’s.
She seemed to appreciate Hulda's efforts
for her comfort. She ate with the family,
making whimsical faces at the food
which she obviously disliked at first. For
the rest, she seemed content to st in the
living room, watching them, listening to
them talk.

‘To Dan, her constant presence was at
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once fascinating and disturbing. Fascin-
ating, for Zetta's beauty was queerly
magnetic, but disturbing, too, for there
‘was about this girl always that uncanni-
ness indefinable. For hours she would sit
in the living room, apart from the family
group. She did not like the chairs, pre-
ferring to sit crosslegged on the floor, on
a cushion. She was very silent, although
she would answer when spoken to, with
a smile or a strange, friendly gesture,
and with her eyes following each person
who spoke.

Her complexion was the creamy, pink
white which we of earth call beauty. She
blushed, or flushed, readily. For no ap-

parent reason a wave of rose color would
suffuse her face, throat and neck. It even
extended sometimes to her arms, and to
her legs as they showed amid her half-
revealing drapery—the smooth white of
her skin flushing with deep rose color.
For no reason; and then Dan noticed
that it generally happened when the
outer door was opened and a rush of
cold air swept in. Nature automatically
protecting against the cold!

Dan often would furtively watch her.

Gaunt, ghostly in the moonlight, lay
the frost-congealed city of New York.
Like frozen headstones the great
buildings stood, coated with glisten-
ing ice. Nowhere, on land or w;
was there any sign of life or motion
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He was sitting In a far corner of the
room one evening; the elder Cains and
Hulda were gathered about the radlo.

The small, clear voice of the announcer
was glving a summary of the world’s
traglc news, this middle of February; on
the small television screen which the
Miami Central Office was connecting
with various localitles to illustrate his
words, vague, fleeting plctures were mir-
rored.

Zetta was seated on the floor, in an
opposite corner from Dan. He saw that
she was not listening to the radio. But
she was listening to something! Her head
was tilted alert; across her face a suc-
cession of her emotions was mirrored—a
frown; whimsical pleasure; a smile.

She was listening; and Dan realized
suddenly that she was hearing things he
could not hear! A world of things, per-
haps; something displeased her, she ges-
tured disapprovingly; and then smiled
again.

Uncanny! She was wholly absorbed,
unaware that Dan was Heal

Her ears, in outward shape a trifle
rounder than ours, were generally hid-
den—pink shells in the waving mass of
her white hair. Dan fancied that they
moved at her will—that sometimes they
expanded.

Her fingers, and her toes, were long,
slim and tapering, with pink-white,
pointed nails. The joints were more
numerous than with us; it gave them a
prehensile aspect; and Dan fancied, too,
that the arch of the bottom of her foot
was cup-shaped as though it might serve
as a vacuum for walking upon inclined
surfaces.

Father had told Dan that Zetta prob-
ably was from Xenephrene. But no one
could be sure. An idea occurred to Dan,
and a few days later, just before dawn,
he and Hulda tried it. Xenephrene, on
clear days, was visible just before sun-
risé. The weather, here in Porto Rico
now, was generally below freezing. Once
it had snowed. The Cains’ frult groves
were kllled but with all the world's ca-

ing things no mortal of earth could hear‘
Like a dog, Dan thought, which hears
faint sounds denled its master. But Dan
knew it was more than that.

And then his heart leaped. Zetta was
seeing something he could not see!
Something in the room. Her eyes followed
it, as evidently it moved. She turned her
head to gaze after it; she smiled, with
breathless parted lips, then laughed.

‘Was she, perhaps, irrational? Conjur-
ing visions in an unbalanced mind? The
explanation occurred to Dan, but he did
not belleve it was so. Rather, it seemed
to him, this girl's perceptions were more
acute than ours.

8he saw and heard things beyond the
range of our human senses. Here on
earth they were things strange to her.
She was listening and watching them;
surprised, often pleased, as one with
normal senses gazes upon new sights and
finds them interesting.

Dan found opportunity to regard the
girl more closely. Her eyes, when she
looked at him, seemed normal. But at
other times he saw that her pupils be-
came suddenly abnormally large; or
again, contracted to pin points, even in
the dimness of Indoors. At once, a dark
vell—a fllm—seemed to creep over the
eyeball; but she became aware of the
scrutiny, and it was gone before Dan
could make sure.

Dan and his
father thought little of it. The Porto
Rican day now was but two hours long.
The sun made a low arc in the south,
descending within two hours, not very
much to the west of where it had risen.

T WAS mid morning when in the dark-

ness before dawn, Hulda and Dan with
Zetta stood outside the plantation house.
To the south Xenephrene would soon
rise.
“Do you think she'll recognize it?”
Hulda asked.

Dan smiled; how could one guess?
Zetta stood between them, puzzled, look-
ing first at one, then the other. She had
walked out with them quietly. She al-
ways walked quietly, carefully, as though
trying to imitate thelr own slow steps.
And though Dan, with gestures, had often
tried to make her leap into the air, she
never would.

It was cold, this mid morning before
dawn; Dan and Hulda were dressed in
heavy, northern garments. Zetta wore
the filmy robe in which they had first
seen her. She seemed to prefer her own
garments, 8 number of which had been
brought from the vehicle, and installed
with her at the Cains’. To the cold she
was utterly oblivious; the cold of out-
doors, or the warmth inside—she seemed
not aware of the difference.
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They stood on the knoll. The sky to
the southward was brightening. The
stars there moved in a low arc. Then
Xenephrene came up. Blazing, purple-
white star.

“Look!" sald Dan, “Zetta, look! We
call that Xenephrene. Can’t you under-
stand me? Do you recognize that star?
Your world? Did you come from there?”

At sight of the great purple star, a
queer emotion swept her face. Dan
pleaded: “Zetta, haven’t you learned
anything of our language? We call that
Xenephrene. Your world? You came
from there? Speak, Zetta!”

She said slowly in English, with an ac-
cent quaint and indescribable: “Yes. My
worl'—I came from there.”

“BUT what’s the matter with you,
Hulda?”

“Nothing.”

“But there is!"

"Not at all, Dan. Why do you say
that

“But there is! You're angry. or hurt.
At me? What have I done?”

“Nonsense. You haven't done—" She
stopped; and he saw that her eyes were
filled with sudden tears; she tried to
protest, but the words would not come.

They were sitting alone late one eve-
ning In the Cains’ living room. Dan had
noticed that for some days Hulda was
abnormally quiet, and she no longer
treated him with her usual comradeship.
A reserve had come to her. And now,
when he asked her why, she burst into
tears!

She sobbed openly; he tried to put his
arm around her, but she pushed him
away.

“Hulda!" A light broke on Dan.
Zetta—why, you silly little girl—"

“You were—were kissing her this
morning!”

“I was not! Nonsense!”

“Well, I s-saw you, wnth her in your
arms, 1-lifting her uj

“Yes. Lifting her up. But not kissing
her. But I'm kissing you! Now—like
that! And that—Hulda, darling—"

It is not my part to reconstruct the
scene that followed between them, al-
though both have described the wonder
of it all to all of the family who would
listen—wonder and awe at the voicing of
love which all of us knew they had felt
for a year or two. They were engaged
when ten minutes later they thumped

“It's

on the elder Cains’ door to tell them the
wonderful news.

Dan maintained that to Zetta he owed
a great debt of gratitude; for without
Hulda's jealousy of Zetta, Dan says he
might have been too stupid ever to:pro-
pose. The episode with Zetta was simple
enough; Dan explained it readily to
Hulda’s entire satisfaction.

He had been alone with Zetta that
morning, trying to make her talk more
of our language, which now he knew
that she was learning. With a mind
wholly different from ours—this Dan
now realized —she undoubtedly was
learning with extraordinary rapldity.
But, quite evidently, she had her own
method. She would not speak again;
but when he began naming objects in
the room, trying to aid her by systematic
teaching, she showed approval and lis-
tened attentively.

During the course of this lesson, Dan
had touched her. He laid his hand on
her arm. Curlous sensation! He felt at
once, not a lack of solidity, but a seem-
ing lack of weight. She had risen to her
feet as though startled by his touch. He
stood, from his much greater height
looking down at her. Still holding her

arm.

And this Dan confessed to me, but
most assuredly he did not confess it to
Hulda. As he stood here, staring into
the glowing dark depths of Zetta's eyes,
it occurred to him that he should re-
lease her. But he did not. Instead, he
caught her in his arms. Lifted her up.
Not, to be wholly truthful, because sclen-
tifically he wanted to test her weight.
Rather was it because, at touching her,
an instant of madness swept him.

It passed. She was pushing him away,
smiling, startled, but unafraid. And, with
the madness gone, he tossed her into the
air as orfe would toss a child. Caught
her; tossed her again to the ceiling and
let her fall, to land lightly on tiptoe as
her feet came down to the straw matting
of the floor. And in the doorway, he be-
came aware that Hulda was standing, si-
lently watching them.

When father arrived at the Cains’ he
weighed Zetta. Had she been a normal
girl of earth. by her appearance she
would have weighed some ninety or a
hundred pounds. Zetta weighed eighteen
pounds!

There were several scientists in Porto
Rico who, at father’s invitation, came to
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see Zetta. They were with her hours
each day. Dan and Hulda were excluded.
Father’s manner, Dan sald, was very
solemn, and he seemed to be laboring
under a suppressed excitement. Then
came the news of March 2, that invaders
from Xenephrene had landed on the
earth near New York. The at

here to help us. All this time, in her own
way, she has been striving to learn our
language that she might tell us. She has
told me everything. Zetta, tell them—
Just what you told me—"

Father stopped his nervous pacing and
sat down abruptly. And without preface,
quietly, , in her

the Cains’ house hastened to San Juan,
but father remained.

One afternoon—it was the afternoon
of March 4—Hulda and Dan listened at
the door when father was “with Zetta.
She was talking to him now! Talking in
low, slow tones; haltingly, and often he
would question and prompt her. Ab-
ruptly he rose to his feet and came out.

“Hulda! Dan, where are your father
and mother?”

Dan called them; they came hustling
in. The excitement of these days was
too much for the elder Cains; they lived
in a constant canfuslon and bewilder-
ment.

“8it down, ail of you,” father com-
manded. “Zetta—come out here, child.”

She came at his call, wide-eyed, ge!
tle; but she, too, was trembling with ex-
citement. Father seated her gently on a
cushion. He sald:

“QOur earth lashed into turmoil by this
extraordinary change of climate, Is far
worse off than that. These invaders—
well, what Zetta has to say will at least
give us Information—ald us in doing
what we can to repel them! It is a bad
conditlon—it may prove serious—pos-
sibly complete disaster!"

He regarded Zetta with a gentle ten-
derness. “This girl has come from her
world to help us. Yes, she has learned
our language, with what strange quall-
tles of mind, and senses so different from
ours yBu'will be amazed to hear. A very
gentle little creature. I think all of you
have grown to love her—she ‘says you
have been very kind to her, and she loves
you very much, particularly Hulda.”

It struck Hulda with a guilty pang,
hearing this after her own jealousy of
Zetta; for Hulda was no more than hu-
man, and there had been days when se-
cretly she hotly resented the strange and
beautiful ‘girl's presence in the house
with Dan. But that was over. Hulda ex-
claimed impulsively, “I do love her!”

The two girls’ glances met affection-
ately. “Yes,” Zetta said suddenly. “We
do love ver’ much.”

Father went on: “She is here—came

strangely small volce and curiously
clipped syllables, Zetta began her amaz-
ing narrative.

CHAPTER V
CRIMSON SOUND!

N THE afternoon of March 3, Freddie
Uand I, in Miami, were summoned by
the War Department, which was in-
stalled here in temporary quarters after
the flight from Washington. We were
greeted by the secretary, who introduced
us to a dozen or more grave-faced offi-
clals who were seated around a large
table in a cold, badly illuminated room.
‘They were under the impression that I
had recently been to Porto Rico with my
father; they wanted further detalls from
me, as an eyewitness, to supplement the
information which had been furnished
them concerning the captive girl from
Xenephrene.

T had not been to Porto Rico; I could
tell them nothing, but I remained at the
conference with Freddie. Of him, they
wanted a demonstration of his invention.
‘The War Secretary laughed, but it was a
very hollow, mirthless laugh.

“You see, young man, we are almost in
the position of grasping at straws.”

By the general public, who reads of
war conferences and grave officlal deci-
sions given with calm dignity in times of
national crisis, the inner workings of a
government are never understood. The
people naturally picture men of great in-
tellect, calmly, judicially weighing prob-
lems of international law, and quietly
giving their decisions, as though the
whole matter were controlled by some
glant, h of
incapable of error, undisturbed by hu-
man feeling.

It is not so. Or, at least, I can vouch
for the fact that in the darkness of this
afternoon of March 3, 1953, in the United
States War Department at Miami, it most
certainly was not so.

These gray-haired men were very hu-
man. Most were unshaved, with rumpled
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hair and reddened eyes. Distraught,
harassed; undecided; doubtful of every-
thing; striving to do the best they could,.
with the welfare of millions of their
people at stake. Conditions ¢! unpre-
cedented disaster had for weeks assailed
them. Under this culminating blow—in-
vaders from another world landing to at-
tack what was once our greatest city—
they were all but broken.

Very human indeed! The Secretary
of the Navy sat savagely chewing on the
stump of an old cigar, blowing on his
hands, cursing the cold intervals. The
Air Secretary was pouring hot coffee at
the end of the table, shoving a litter of
papers out of his way to make room for
the cups. The stooped, middle-aged, hag~
gard gentleman pacing the floor was our
President.

“Grasping at a straw,” saild the War
Secretary.

In a sudden silence, through an open
doorway to the room adjoining, I could
hear the clatter of the southern tele-
graphs, telephone bells, the hiss and
splutter of the radio and television in-
struments.

“Close that door,” the secretary added
querulously. “You've brought your model,
Smith? Put it here on the table—tell us
about 1t.”

'REDDIE opened his apparatus and

explalned it briefly. His so<called
‘Though ulti

1y he had hoped to adapt It into a motor

of revolutionary design, his present mod-
el was merely a small projector.

“Projector of what?” demanded the
President irritably.

“Of heat, sir,” Freddle answered. “I'll
show you. This is a very small model, of
course, but it demonstrates the prin-
ciple.”

They did not want any technicalities
from Freddie. He explained only that his
apparatus, in this present small form,
took a tiny electric spark and built it up
into a new form of radiant heat.

“It is,” said Freddie, “heat of totally.
different properties from the kind with
which we commonly deal. It travels—

fit a man’s chest. A disk, llke a small
electrode, to be pressed against the skin.
Freddie bared his chest and strapped it
on.

“I use,” he said, “the tiny electrical im-
pulse which the human body itself fur-
nishes. This, I amplify, build up and
store in a battery.” Wires from the gen-
erator led to a small box which he
opened to show his audience—a box of
coils, and a tiny row of amplifying tubes.
He put this in his pocket, with wires
leading to the battery and the projector.
‘These were both in one piece—the pro-
jector a small metallic funnel, with a
trigger; a grid of wires was across Its
opened end; it had a long metallic han-
dle, in the hollow interior of which was
the battery where the charge was con-
centrated.

“Electrons of heat under pressure,”
sald Freddie.

“Show us,” said some one.

Freddie erected a screen across the
room—an insulating screen to kill the
heat-beam so that it could not injure
the wall. The men moved aside.

Freddie, after a moment to generate
and concentrate the charge, raised the
muzzle.

The thing hissed slightly; a dull violet
beam sprang like light from the projec-
tor. It struck the screen some twenty
feet away, in a large circle of fluores-
cence; in the dimness of the room it
seemed like phosphorescent water, land-
ing In a spray and dissipating as it
struck, like a dissolving mist.

Freddie cried, “Peter, hold something
in it!”

I took a sheet of paper, held it care-
fully into the beam. It shriveled, black-
ened and burst into flame. Then a lead
pencil—Iit melted off midway of its length
as I held it up.

Freddie snapped off the apparatus.
“That’s all, gentlemen. With a large
model, I would use a high voltage cur-
rent for my original impulse, instead of
the tiny Impulse of the human body.”

“How far will that beam carry?” the
President demanded.

“This one?" Freddxe asked “or a

radiates, by the diffusion of its

more like light than heat. At a great
speed—I think possibly, at over a hun-
dred thousand miles a second.”

He opened his apparatus. It consisted
of a small, flat, metallic box, curved to

“This one. Why ulk about wmc you
haven't got?”

“About thirty-five feet, sir. Further,
perhaps, if I concentrate it—keep it from
spreading. Say fifty feet. But at that
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distance its temperature would not be
very great.”

“How great?”

“Two hundred degrees Fahrenhelt.”

“How much is it at the muzzle?”

“About twelve hundred.”

An effective range of thirty-five or fif-
ty feet! They were all disappointed. “We
can't,” sald the War Secretary, “figure
this thing in the light of a large model
we some time might be able to build.
What good is that?”

‘The man beside me sald abruptly:
“This thing is useless to help us now,
gentlemen. But, in the future—do you
know, I wouldn't say but what this young
fellow has hit upon something not un-
like what our enemies seem to be us-
ing—"

The door from the adjoining room
opened, A man said: “Davis has started
his flight. He’s almost within sight of
them now—shall I bring In the screen?”

“Bring it in,” said the Presldent. “Get
these lights down—put that away, Mr.
Smith—we’ll discuss that some other
time—it’s been very interesting.”

Freddle hastily gathered up his ap-
paratus. The lights iIn the conference
room were turned out; it was illumined
only by the blue reflection through the
doorway. Men brought In a tel-vision
screen some two feet square; placed it
upright on the table and we all gathered
before it. The instrument room door
was closed. We were In the darkness
save for the vague sllver radiance that
came from the screen.

OM the whispers around me I soon

knew what was transpiring. The in-
vaders had landed on the east bank of
the frozen Hudson, near the suburb of
Tarrytown. Xenephrene was at its clos-
est point to the earth now, which is
what doubtless prompted the invasion.
Xenephrene was passing us; beginning
to-day, the distance between the worlds
would grow greater.

Presumably the invaders had landed
on the night of February 28. It had been
snowing around New York City steadily
for a week; but that night was clear.
Reports sald that a great silver ball had
been seen floating down from the sky;
later, from the ground, strange beams of
colored light were seen, moving slowly
southward. And strange sounds were
heard.

But the information was confused and

unauthentic. This last blizzard had cut
off all the New York area from the world.
There was practically no transportation;
no wires remained standing; no radlo-
sending stations were operating within
all that region.

How many people remained on Man-
hattan Island, no one could say. Very
few, probably. A deserted, congealed
city, snow-burled, with its huge buildings
nothing now but giant monuments to a
greatness which once had been. The
cold was worse than scientists prognosti-
cated. Nothing could get to New York
now, save possibly dog-sleds, and the
new type Arctic planes; and very few
of those were available.

‘War against the invaders from Xene-
phrene!

Our government bulletins of the day
had assured the public that these In-
vaders would be held in check, attacked,
held from moving further south, and
very soon exterminated. What deaths
to our people they had already caused,
was not known. But it was evident that
they were hostile; a plane carrying
refugees had passed near their lights.
Confused stories were told of melting,
vanishing snow under red light; and
storles of another refugee plane attacked
and destroyed by red light and strange
sound! Meaningless news! Yet ter-
rible!

The British Empire, from its capital in
North Africa, offered us ald. They were
building the Arctic planes. The French
government from Its headquarters In
‘Tunis, preparing to move again south to
the lower Sahara, radiced its desire to
help. i and Chile,
with their own problems in the new
tropic heat, wanted to help if they could.

Magnificent gestures, but they all
meant very little. So far, nothing had
been done. A few of our planes had
ventured near New York; and none had
so far been heard of since. Now, a huge
Arctic plane, commanded by this Davis,
equipped with modern aircraft artillery,
with radio and a tel-vislon image-finder,
was making an experimental flight. A
companion plane, flown by the famous
Robinson, was with it. Robinson had the
longest-range airplane gun of modern
times; and he carried bombs. His pur-
pose was to try and get above the enemy;
and Davis, with his tel-vislon and radio
would report conditions as best he could.

‘This attempt, then, was what now we
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From within the cylinder one of

the metal boxes was coming out!

Enveloped in a vague red glow, it
began moving through the air

were to witness. I have never been
present at so dramatic a scene as this
one which took place on the tel-vision
mirror, and In the room around me.

In the darkness the silver light from
the screen vaguely illumined the tense
crowding figures. The highest officials
of our government! No calm judicial
conference here! Tired, cold, anxious
men, watching and listening with bated
breaths and thumping hearts. There
had been a buzz of

The image-finder was in the front of
Davis’s plane, pointing diagonally down-
ward. A swaying scene, diminished by
the mirror, and by the two thousand-
foot altitude at which Davis was fly-
ing.

gome one sald: “Where are we? I
don't recognize that landscape.”

“Long Island. He's heading for New
York City. Hush! We'll throw in his
radlo-sound.” It was the voice of the
‘War Secretary. “Grant, you sald you had
connection.”

A man was fumbling with the mini-

the shifting of chairs; shuffiing of feet.
But now there was silence.

The screen image blurred for a mo-
ment as it was brought in from the other
room; but soon it cleared. I saw the
cold, frosty stars in a field of blue-black;
far below, the dim vista of gray-white
snow shining in the starlight—a pano-
rama of snow-laden .country at night.

ature beside the mirror. We
heard the drone of Davis’s plane; and
then heard his voice, with words indis-
tinguishable as he spoke to the gunner
with him. )

The President’s voice sald nervously:
“Have you sending connection? If we
want to give him orders—where is the
other plane? Isn’t Robinson around
here?”
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Grant sald: “Yes. He was visible
awhile ago. Davis is going to fly over
New York—the enemy, he thinks, is still
up in the Yonkers district.”

SAT staring at the screen. Half an

hour? Or two hours? I could not
have sald. Swaying stars; a2 dim white
swaying landscape. Then the horizon
dropped; stars covered everything; Davis
was mounting. He leveled at last.

Dimly, far down, I could see the white
configurations of Long Island Sound,
frozen into solid ice, white with piled
snowdrifts, black where the wind had
swept it bare. A blurred, shifting scene,
dizzying, but sometimes steady and very
clear. It tilted up—all land for & mo-
ment. :

I saw, momentarily as the plane
swooped down, the great bridges over the
river from Long Island to Manhattan.
Small as a child’s toys. Broken toy
bridges, with ice piled upon them; cables
dangling—the older Brooklyn Bridge lay
askew. A jam of river ice had wrenched
at one of its plers.

It was a motionless world; the river of
tangled, motionless ice-floes, the frozen,
motionless bay with hulks of vessels
caught In it and abandoned; and the
great city—all congealed, stricken of mo-
tion in every detail.

And then we were over lower New York.
‘The parks were wan, white blobs; the
streets were black canyons; the great
buildings with their archways and pedes-
trian levels in the crowded lower district
stood like frozen headstones — Davis
swooped—I saw a great office building in
which, it seemed, the water system must
have burst and flooded it when stiil there
was warmth inside; its facade was a
mass of ice. The plane zoomed up and
only the stars were visible.

Above the motor drone from the audi-
phone, the President’s voice sald: “Ask
him about Robinson. Where is he?”

Then we saw Robinson’s large quadru-
plane with its helicopters folded, its
cabin hanging like a silver bullet beneath
the lower wing. It came swinging into
our image from one side, and headed
north into the starlight.

Abruptly we heard Davis’s voice:
“Above Central Park. It’s piled level as
an Arctlc snow-fleld. In the lower city
there seemed no lights—saw no sign of
any one remaining. The enemy is in the
open country up ahead—northeast of the

Yonkers district—Look! There now, you
see the enemy light!”

At the distant northern horizon in the
background of the image, a dull radiante
of red was visible. It seemed a crimson
glow standing up into the sky. Not the
yellow of a reflected conflagration, but
red—crimson red.

“Blood!” murmured the man beside
me. “Crimson stain—"

Davis’s voice was saying: “I'll keep
in sight of Robinson. He’s mounting.
I'm cutting out my connection with you
now—except the image and the continu-
ous one-way sound. You’ll hear and see
better. Hear and see all that we do—I
can begin to hear it now. Good-by to you
all”

His voice broke with the snap that in-
dicated his connection was off. The War
Secretary cried: “Grant! Stop him! We
must be able to talk with him—glve him
orders! That fool—daredevil—he's likely
to do anything just so we may see and
hear as much as possible!”

But the connection was broken. Davis,
with that ominous, significant “Good-by
to you all,” had cut out so that we might
see and hear in full volume. We could
no longer communicate with him.

The mirror was brighter and clearer
with its greater power; the drone of the
motors came louder; and then dimmed
suddenly as Davis evidently threw in
his mufflers.

In the sielnce now, we heard another
sound. The sound of the enemy! The
sound of that crimson radiance in the
sky ahead! A low whine. It did not
seem electrical. A whine—more like a
giant animal in distress.

I listened, with a shudder thrilling me;
and I know that every man in the room
must have felt the same. A queer thrill-
ing shudder, as though the very sound
itself were physically affecting me with
its vibrations. It was very soft, now at
first; and I was only hearing the faint,
radio echo of it; yet upon my senses it
laid a singularly weird, uncanny feeling
of the diabolical.

HE minutes passed. As the plane flew

northward, the crimson stain in the
sky seemed spreading. And the whine
increased; grew louder, resolved itself
now into a myriad undertones. Cries,
muffled, faint, aerial, yet somehow clear;
screams, checked and then begun again;
a low, tiny throbbing—a myriad unearth-
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1y sounds, weirdly abnormal, like nothing
1 had ever heard before, all blended as
undertones to the one great whine.

‘The crimson radiance, screaming into
the night! Light and sound intermingled.
Was this some strange weapon of a
strange science which the invaders from
Xenephrene had brought to attack us?
There was something deadly in the as-
pect of that crimson radiance. And
something equally lethal in the gruesome
sound which split the night around it.

My thoughts were whirling in this
fashion when I heard the muttered words
of the man next to me—murmuring to
the man on his other side, “That's weird!
Vanderstuyft says that the girl from
Xenephrene can see and hear below the
human scale! This is it—the infra-red
made visible, and its sounds brought up
to our human ears! Welrd—"

Some one else was asking: “Is that
light and that sound their weapon?
Where’s the Robinson plane?”

And the War Secretary sald: “Hush!
He’s there —ahead. We're mounting.”

Nothing but sky again. A blood-red,
night sky. The stars gleamed like crim-
son jewels through the radiance. Then
again, the Davis plane leveled. We saw
now that the invaders evidently were
encamped in a snowy stretch of what
had been comparatively open country.
The houses which once were there, lay
now under mounds of snow. A blank
rolling landscape; fences, roads, all gone
beneath the billowing blanket of white;
the trees only were left, stark black
sticks in patches.

In an oval, perhaps a mile across its
greatest diameter, the red beam stood up
into the sky. A barrage of crimson—not
light, but sound! It throbbed and
screamed and whined its deflance!

The two planes circled the radiance,
some ten thousand feet up, and several
miles away. The Davis plane fired a
shell; we heard the dull muffiled report,
saw a yellow glare where it struck the red
beam and harmlessly exploded. But it
struck low, where perhaps the sound-
vibrations were too intense.

The planes mounted higher. We could
see Robinson's ahead and above us! He
‘was closer to the crimson barrage. Try-
ing to climb over it—to drop a bomb.

From this greater height, within the
oval other lights showed, far down on
the snow. Tiny moving spots of vivid
color. The enemy’s encampment. Davis

was now at least at the twenty thousand
foot level. Robinson was still higher.
In that deadly cold it seemed incredible;
but still they struggled up.

At this height the crimson barrage was
thin; once, overhead, I seemed to see
where it ended. The whine of it was
fainter, but every gruesome undertone
still sounded clear.

“He’s trylng it!” The man beside me
blurted it aloud. Startled movement
sounded in the room; a chair pushed
back with a rasp; tense murmurs; shuf-
fling feet. We stared. Robinson's plane
darted in—

There was just an instant when I
thought it was safely through. I could
see 1t clearly—the black outline of a bird
stained crimson. It seemed to hang
motionless; then it fluttered; falling—
and as it fell, like a mist of black vapor it
suddenly expanded; a black wraith of a
plane expanding, dissipating. It did not
seem to reach the ground. It was gone,
dissolved into nothing visible, with
only a howling, mouthing sound from
the crimson monster to mark its passing!

A shiver swept me; I was cold, trem-
bling. I heard some one near'me cry in
horror: “Davls, he’s—" and check him-
self. The screen was a blur of crimson,
with lurid spots of light on the ground
showing through it. Davis was heading
downward In a swoop through the
beam! It spread until the whole image
before us was a crimson stain.

‘The lights on the ground seemed com-
ing up, leaping up, growing in size as the
plane dived at them. The room was a
chaos of gruesome tiny screams! We
were in the crimson! It snapped with a
myriad sparks. It howled, squealed,
screamed! An instant, but it seemed an
eternity. Then the red vanished. We
were through it! By Heaven, through it!
Safely through! Diving at the ground!

I saw that one of the spots of light
had broadened to a green ghastly glare
on the snow-surface. Figures of men in
human form standing there, fore-short-
ened by the overhead perspective to huge
heads and dwindling bodies. Human
forms; men of almost naked bodies,
standing in the snow, bodies painted
green by the glare. Apparatus of war
erected in the .snow—a bare spot where
the snow was gone, and rock and earth
showed clean—a shimmer that seemed
a pool of water lying warm with ice
around it.
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A glimpse—no more than a second or
two undoubtedly. Then the scene, rush-
ing upward, was fading. The confuslon
of sounds and blurred lights suddenly
grew faint—faded—vanished into dark-
ness and sllence!

The tel-vision screen was dead—a
blank sllver surface staring at us like
a corpse. The audiphone was mute.

Davis’s plane had vanished like its
fellow into nothingness before it reached
the ground!

This was the afternoon of the 3rd of
March. That night, while Freddie and
1 were at our boarding place, the news
reached us that a silver ball of invaders
from Xenephrene had landed in the twi-
light of the Venezuelan coast—the heart
of the region which In all our western
hemisphere we had come to prize most
dearly!

CHAPTER VI
“IF I HAD BUT KNOWN!"

66 OOK here, young man,” saild the
War Secretary, “can you operate
a plane ofsthe Arctic A type?”

I could, and so could Freddie, I said.
‘The War Secretary continued his pacing
of the room. It was about nine o'clock
of the morning of March 15—black as
midnight outdoors; cold, with clouds
scudding low over the Florida keys, clouds
which promised snow. The War Secre-
tary had sent for us.

Conditions were worse everywhere, it
seemed now by this morning’s news—as
though each day brought its disasters
worse than any which had gone before.
The invaderg from Xenephrene were ob-
viously almost impregnable to our at-
tack. The efforts of Robinson and Davis
had proved it, if nothing else. It was
obvious also that the invaders at New
‘York City so far had made no offensive
move. Their barrage—the crimson howl-
ing sound, or light, whatever it might be
—was merely their defense.

“Heaven knows,” the secretary ex-
claimed, “what weapons they may have to
loose when they begin an attack!”

And now, another huge silver ball had
landed in Venezuela—on the coastal
plain near La Guayra. In the deserted
frozen wastes of New York State the
invaders were not an immediate, serlous
menace. But in Venezuela it was a far
different condition.

La Guayra was the main recelving
port for all our refugee ships. A twilight
had fallen there, but the temperature
still was mild. It was colder up in Cara-
cas, but the people thronged there, and
with herolc efforts the Government and
the citizens were doing their best to re-
ceive them.

It was not a wholly unselfish effort.
With the new climate, Colombia, Vene-
zuela, the former jungles of the Amazon
basin of Brazll; Ecuador, Peru, even the
mountain fastnesses of Bolivia, and the
arid coast of north Chile—this was the
land of promise. It was the best, the
only tolerable all-year climate left to
the Western World. Here the new great
citles would spring up—centers of in-
dustry and commerce; here would be the
new great flelds of grain; the cattle
ranges.

But here, In the midst of the confusion
of arriving settlers, the enemy from
Xenephrene had landed! We had no de-
tails; we only knew that around the
sllver ball a barrage of red howling
sound was standing up into the sky.
Within that circular mile of the red
barrage, all that had been evidence ot
our human life—houses, trees, people—
all was vanished!

‘The War Secretary stopped before me.
“I've radloed your father this morning,
Peter. Told him to send that Xene-
phrene girl up here to us at once! We've
got to do something. We must learn if
we can what these unearthly enemies are
like—do sclentifically what we can to
oppose them.”

He gestured at me vehemently. “You
Hollanders are very stubborn, young
Peter. Your father told me he was very
busy—he’d have full information for me
in a day or two! That's the scientist
for you! Taking it methodically, with
that damn scientific routine, when a day
or two is an eternity just now!"

I regarded Freddie. We did not smile;
in these terrible days there was not a
smile left in us. But Freddie nodded.

“That'’s father’'s way,” I sald. “But—"

“Well, I told him I was sending a
special plane down there at once to get
him and the girl. The Venezuelan Gov-
ernment is demanding details of us.
Every thirty minutes Caracas calls me
up. Makes a fool of us—a girl of this
unknown enemy race right in our hands
and we don’t produce her! Your father
sald, ‘Good! Send Peter and young Fred



A BRAND NEW WORLD 35

Smith—I want to see them anyway.”

There was nothing that could have
pleased Freddie and myself better. The
secretary offered us a pilot, but we did
not want one. We started that morning,
armed with legal papers, given us jocu-
larly, but with serious intent, never-
theless, and commanding father’s pres-
ence with Zetta in Miaml the next day.

WAS eleven oclock when we got
away In the big Arctic A plane. A
black morning with swift, low clouds,
and a wind from the north. Flying
southeast, we had scarcely left the Ba-
hamas behind us when the weather
cleared. Cold starlight shone on a dark,
cold ocean. Icebergs had been seen down
this far, but we did not chance to pass
any now. But we saw many scurrying
steamships.

In some four hours we raised the Mor-
row light of San Juan and I turned
southwest, to strike the coast beyond
Arecibo. Flying low, we headed in, over
the line of breakers on the white beach.
Columbus landed near here, not so many
lifetimes ago. Yet how different was the
world then!

‘The tumbled mountains rising behind
the sea which Columbus had described to
Isabella rose before us now. The same
shape; every tiny peak undoubtedly the
same. But they were not the vivid warm
green which had so enchanted the mari-
ner. These were cold and blue gray, and
the tops of them were white with snow.

It was mid-afternoon when, in the
darkness, we dropped with a roar upon
Dan’s landing stage at the foot of the
knoll. We leaped from the plane and
hurried up the hill, to see Dan and
father, and Hulda and the Cains waving
at us from the veranda, and a small,
strange white figure of a girl standing
among them.

If one could only glimpse the future,
even for a brlef moment! It makes me
shudder sometimes to think how blindly
we are forced to tread our way through
life, raising each foot without the knowl-
edge of what will happen before it
reaches the ground! That afternoon, for
instance, I was very happy to burst in
upon father and Dan. If Freddie and
I had known what was Impending, we
would have done anything rather than
arrive at that moment. If we had de-
layed our arrival even an hour! Yet, even
in a seeming tragedy, there is evidence

of some all-guiding purpose. We may
not see it, we may deny it, but I think
that always it is there.

We came wupon the plantation house
within a moment after Zetta had begun
her narration. She had told it to father;
she was beginning it for Dan and the
others, when the sound of our arriving
plane checked her.

The few remaining hours of that after-
noon and evening were crowded with the
confuslon of our arrival, our exchange of
news and ideas, and listening to the
world news from the radio. Zetta did not
tell her story that afternoon or that eve-
ning. Father, with a quizzical smile,
looked over the legal papers with which
we served him.

“Good enough, boys! I'll obey. Well
take Zetta and go up to Miaml tomorrow
morning.” He turned to Dan. “You come
with us. Zetta will tell her story to the
authorities in Miami, just as she's told
it to me. And I'll have some interesting
sclentific data for them, I promise you.”

He gestured with a voluminous sheaf
of papers—his sclentific notes on Zetta's
narrative and on the girl's mental and
physical being. He gestured with the
papers and then stuck them back in his
pocket. Fate! Providence! Call it what
you will. He did not hand them to Dan
or to Freddle or to me—he stuck them
back in his pocket!

The news of Hulda's and Dan’s engage-
ment brought me pleasure. I shook Dan's
hand warmly and kissed my sister as she
flung herself into my arms. Little Hulda
was radiant. Dan’s handsome, tanned
face was flushed as he received our con-
gratulations; and when they were over,
he stood towering over Hulda, with his
arms around her as she clung to him.

Happy lovers, snatching at their hap-
piness even in the midst of the world's
turmoil! Happy that afternoon and eve-
ning.

SHALL never forget my meeting with
Zetta as they Introduced me to her
that afternoon. She stood in the center
of the room, and something momentarily
diverted the rest of them from us; for
an instant we were alone. I stared at her.
What futile words of greeting I may
have uttered I do not know, and I think
that she sald nothing. I saw a quaintly
beautiful young girl, curiously different
in a way not to be defined from any girl
I had ever before beheld. A strange,
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welrd beauty. I took her hand as she
held it out in the gesture they had
taught her.

1 have mentioned Dan’s feelings under
similar circumstances. Dan was in love
with Hulda; the instinct of all that was
upright and true within him rose to cast
out this surge of alien emotion. Not so
with me—I was wholly fancy free.

I took Zetta's hand. It seemed then
as though the contact might suddenly
become beyond my power to break. Her
gaze held mine. I saw a sudden startled
look ln her eyes, and then saw something

play of like

my own.

Her body seemed to sway toward me;
I could see and feel her withstanding its
sway. An attraction between us. Do I
mean that literally? Scientifically? I do
not know. There is, perhaps, between the
sexes on earth such an attraction. Or it
may perchance be psychological, emo-
tional, nothing more.

I felt it with Zetta, and I could see that
she felt it and was startled. But in her
eyes there was more than surprise—a
swift melting look of tenderness.

Mrs. Cain bustled up to us. “Isn’t she
a darling little thing, Peter? We all love
her. Oh, dear me, these terrible, strange
times!”

Our hands broke apart. Was it love
we had felt in that Instant? Could love
be possible, could it be right between a
man and a woman so different? Does the
Creator Intend the worlds thus to be
Jolned, or is the isolation He has imposed
upon each of them an evidence that such
cannot be?

Love between Zetta and me? I do not
know. But all that afternoon and eve-
ning, I found my eyes turning to her, and
found her somber gaze upon me.

We chanced to approach each other
several times, and always I was conscious
of the attraction of her nearness. Not so
strong as at first. All my instinct, my
reason, was prepared for it now; a thou-
sand barriers of conventionality and time
and place and circumstance contributed
subconsclously to resist it. But it was
there, invisibly, intangibly holding us.

THE evening’s radio news brought a
measure of relief to the world. From
New York came the report that the in-
vaders had vanished. Moved somewhere
else, perhaps—but where it was not
known.

Father made one comment; his words,
which proved to be true enough, linger
clear in my memory. “They left New
York yesterday afternoon, after the at-
tack by Robinson and Davis. There are
not two vehicles—only one! It left New
York and landed last night in Venezuela!
It may leave there presently.” His glance
turned to Zetta. “I have reason to think
that the invaders will voluntarily with-
draw from the earth. Very soon, I imagine .
—while Xenephrene ls still comparatively
near us.”

‘True enough! At midnight that night
the radio told us that the Xenephrene
vehicle, with all its people, had left
Venezuela. The night was heavily over-
cast, with a rain and wind storm all up
through Central America and the lower
Caribbean; and north of sixteen degrees
there was snow. Where the invaders had
gone, no one knew. The world was anx-
jously awaiting news of their next land-
ing place.

We sat up for perhaps an hour. It was
snowing outside, with a howling wind
that swirled the snow about’the eaves of
the little plantation house. At about one
o’clock we all bade each other good night
and went to bed.

Ah, if we had but known!

I awoke to find Freddie shaking me.
He and I had slept together. It was four
in the morning, and the house was noisy
with the storm outside. Freddie was
alarmed—he did not know why. Some-
thing had awakened him—we decided it
was a thumping which we now heard
in the living room, a door banging in the
wind, with a queer, broken rattle to it.

There is a sense of evil which comes
to any one awakened unexpectedly in
the night. I felt it very strongly now.
And Freddie's face was very white and
solemn in the glow of the night light
which he had switched on.

“The door to the porch,” I sald. “It's
blown open—it’s banging.”

We went out to close it. The living
room was very cold; snow was blowing in
through the outer doorway. We turned
on the light. The door was not only
open, it was hanging askew, half torn
fromeits hinges. More than that, part
of its wooden framework was gone. Not
broken—vanished—as if melted off. A
leprous wreck of a door, hanging there,
:.al:gllng with a thump and rattle in the
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It was night on this moonlit side of

Xenephrene as we dropped down to-

ward it. The sun was hidden behind

the planet and the moon blazed up

through the glass floor of our space
ship in all its purple glory

No need to tell us what had happened
—I think we both knew then. The door
to father's bedroom stood open. He was
not there. The ‘bed had been occupled;
there was no sign of a struggle, no al

. normal disorder anywhere about the

house, except for that dismembered front
door, which had been locked.

Our light and our voices awakened Dan

and his parents. They came out from
their rooms. But Hulda did not come,
nor Zetta! Their bedroom doors, like
father’s stood open; but the occupants
were gone.
Horrified moments followed, during
which we searched the house and the
buildings near it. There was no evidence
of any kind of how, in the noisy night,
while the rest of us slept, father, Hulda
and Zetta had been spirited away.

The terrified elder Calns remained in
the house. Hastily dressing, Dan, Freddie
land I rushed to the corral. The chilled
little ponles welcomed us. We saddled,
and in single file, slowly against the wind
and driving snow, we rode out into the
night.

‘There was no surprise left for us when
we reached the “Eden tract” In the valley
by the caves where once the Cains’ treas-
ured frult trees had grown so luxuriantly.
It was all a dim gray expanse of snow,
with the naked tree branches showing
in black, forlorn rows.

The trunks of the coconut trees stood
like huge black sticks in a patch of white.
But among them there was no small sil-
ver vehicle. The guards had been with-
drawn a week before. There was no evi-
dence here of anything.
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The heavy falling snowflakes would
have covered up even retent footprints;
there was only the depression in the sand
and snow to mark where the vehicle had

en.

The last communication was broken.
The last remaining evidence of Xene-
phrene upon our earth was gone!

CHAPTER VII
MYSTERIOUS STAR, IMPERTURBABLY SHINING!

ORE than twice seventeen months
went by. For me and for Dan the
progress of the world, it seemed then,
must always be in cycles of seventeen
months. That is the length of time which
Xenephrene took perlodically to overtake
and pass us in our orbit. Almost between
us and the sun, every seventeen months;
and at such times she was at her closest
points to us, some sixteen to nineteen
million miles away. Not very far, in terms
of astronomical measurement, but to Dan
and me very far indeed.

‘Two of these passings came and went.
‘We had hoped there might be some sign
from Xenephrene; even something hos-
tile would had seemed to us better than
nothing. Dan and I often sat in the
night, gazing at the great purple-white
star.

Romantic, mysterious world, imper-
turbably blazing up there! It held captive
for Dan the woman he loved; for me, a
beloved sister and my dear father. Held
them captive—if indeed they were alive,
which is the best we could hope—held
them, and it gave no sign! Beautiful,
mysterlous world—and sinister! Gazing
up at it, my fancy roamed.

What strange sights and sounds and
beings were there! We had had but a
little glimpse, no more—and then it was
snatched away.

It Is not important now for me to
recount what these months brought on
earth. The ad to new

and Zetta were abducted; but that they
‘were captured by the invaders and with
them returned to Xenephrene we felt
sure. Why the invaders came at all, and
then so hastily withdrew, we could not
guess. Zetta knew, and she had told
father. But the secret went with them.
Perhaps, we decided, the Creator intends
this vell of mystery between the worlds.
If that thought could be spiritual con-
solation to Dan and me, we tried to
make the most of it.

Dan was distracted. Vainly he and 1
sought some way by which we might get
to It seemed
Before that terrible winter when what
they now call the “Great Change” began,
any serlous talk of going to a nelghbor
planet was always laughed at. But no
one laughed now.

Sclentists told Dan and me that at
present, for us of earth, the thing was
impossible. If father had left his notes,
perhaps, instead of putting them in his
pocket that fatal afternoon; if some ves-
tige of apparatus had been left behind
by the invaders; if only we still had even
a portion of the mechanism of Zetta’s
small vehicle, that our scientists might
study 1it, try to learn its secret— Ah,
those ifs! They are all encompassed in
the one phrase, which each of us mortals
at one time of another in life has mur-
mured sadly: “If only I had knownl"”

I was far older now In spirit than that
winter thirty-five months before. We do
not age in regular progression, but in
spurts of stressed mental and physical
suffering. I aged, for though I lost a
sister and father, something else I lost,
less tangible but unforgettable. The girl
Zetta—the loss of what might have been,
for me and for her.

Love born of a glance, now to stay with
me always? It was not that. I was not
so youthful that I could cherish such
romantic illuslon.

But this I knew. Something, that
when she and I

new climate, new night and day. Volumes
of history describe it fully—the myriad
shifting events over the world's great
surface, the new nations, new mingling
of races—everything new, it would seem.
Everything but human nature, the
old characteristics, love, hate, jealous)'.

first joined glances, sprang into being.
As though over the gap from one world
to another, from a man to a woman and
back again, it sprang and clung reluctant
to be broken. And it left its mark upon
my mind and spirit. It was not to be;
I believed that fully. But, it had been,

friendship, greed, env thi

earth has ever changed them, and noth-
ing will.

We did not know why father, Hulda

the was within me that it
would have been a thing very beautiful.

And I was older; and, I think, a better
man, just for the memory.
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Thirty-five months! A dreary, hope-
less interval to Dan and me. Dreary, for
in the midst of all the world’s turmoil we
seemed to stand apart; not actors, spec-
tators merely, with our minds and spirits
up there where the great purple star was
shining. Thirty-five hopeless months, for
it seemed that what we had lost was
forever gone.

On February 4, 1956, Dan and I were
living in Porto Rico. Freddie was in
Miami. Father's post in Southern Chile
was taken by one of his fellow scientists.
‘The world rolls on! Father was lost, his
post filled, and himself almost forgotten.
How fatuously we mortals attach impor-
tance to ourselves! We strut our little
moment upon the stage, some in the
spotlight, some shrinking in the shadows
by the back drop. We miss our cues,
fumble, and are abashed or terrified.
But in a moment no one cares. The
curtain rings down; up again, with the
old play, but new scenes and other ac-
tors; and the changing audience forgets
we ever were on the stage at all.

Father’s post was filled. Freddie and
I had been down there in Chile one sum-
mer, but we did not like it and we came
back. Summer! The very word had lost
its meaning. They were beginning now
to call it the Day.

E CAME back in June, chasing the
daylight, and located in Porto Rico.
Dan and his father were engaging in
the new agriculture. The daylight and
twilight months in the West Indies were
found favorable for the ralsing of vege-
tables. Every one was groping. What
could or ‘could not be done was as yet
scarcely known. But it promised to be
a profitable business. Food of any kind,
anywhere in the world, at any time,
found a ready market. AIl the world
governments were engaged in its pur-
chase, its storage, and its distribution.
A new era was beginning; and In it
some saw a more rational order than in
the old. I am no economist; yet now I
could see quite clearly the fallacy of
much that the world had previously
thought was best. Tariff walls between
the nations were gone now. The world
in its necessity became one big family,
working to maintain itself as best it
could.
In the daylight in Porto Rico, we were
raising vegetables to feed the people who
were living in the darkness and cold of

the south. Six months later, they would
be doing the same for us.

It is not my purpose to indulge in
economic theories here, though Dan and
I often discussed them. Freddie was not
interested. We wanted him with us; but
though he came to Porto Rico, he stayed
in San Juan, often going up to Miami.
‘The Natlonal Capital was still there; and
Freddie had interested the government
in his invention.

The world catastrophe had brought a
great stimulus to sclentific inventlon.
New devices, born of the necessity of
totally new world conditions, were being
developed. Every government was ready
to help with funds. Freddie had per-
fected his motor, financed by our govern-
ment.

More important than that, however,
they were interested in producing his
heat-ray projector in more powerful
form. His new projector, he told us, was
very nearly ready. Not for war purposes,
of course. With characteristic thought-
lessness, the world had already almost
forgotten the brief invasion from Xene-
phrene. Such a thing as that naturally
could never happen again. And after
what the world had been through, war
between our own races was unthinkable.

Freddie's heat-ray, he sald, would be
used in the six months’ Night against the
cold. It had a myriad uses. With it, a
ship might blaze a path down a frozen
river. Water power might be utilized
further into the long Night; why, a city
might even be sprayed with its beams
and be kept spring-like despite the cold!
Visions! But by such visions science
moves ahead iInto the realism of achieve-
ment!

‘That long Night of ’55 and '56 Dan and
I spent housed in, with the cdmparative

- comfort of our newly rebuilt and heated

plantation house. Throughout January
and February it snowed heavily; the
tumbled little mountains of Porto Rico
were solid white.

Sometimes the leaden sky would clear;
the stars and moon would glitter on the
snow, so bright one could almost read
outdoors. Our winter moon was mag-
nificent. The moon’s orbit about the
earth was very little changed from be-
fore; its plane had shifted with us, sclen-
tists saild, and the moon was pursuing
very nearly its old path relative to us.

Dan and I had a small Arctic A flyer,
and sleighs. We did not use the plane
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much. The indolence of the long night
of enforced idleness was upon us. Most
of the world was learning how to work
hard in the daylight months, and to do
nothing gracefully through the months
of darkness. We read our books; listened
to the radio; studied, planned and talked.

It would have been very pleasant, had
there not been that constant sense of
what we had lost. Father, Hulda—and
Zetta. I had spoken very little of Zetta
to Dan. The dreams of what might have
been, were my own; even with him, I
could not share them.

And then came February 4, 1956. The
long night was fully upon us, the twilight
days were passed—midwinter was in
early April. Dan and I had been out after
breakfast for a drive in the slelgh. We
had returned for luncheon with Dan’s
parents; and I was on the veranda, en-
veloped in furs, pacing up and down in
the snow. Dan, with his cigar, came out
and joined me.

There is sometimes a very queer direct-
ness to the fate which governs our lives
—and a very great We

coconut railing the knoll-top showed
white, with a blue-white beam of light
from one of the side windows slanting
out on it. There was no moon; a deep
purple sky, with the sharply glittering
sllver stars. To the south, below the
horizon, we knew that the sun at this
hour was hovering. But it was too far
down even to pale the stars now. Xene-
phrene was down there near it, invisible
to us of the north—

Dan-and I paced in silence; or talked
idly of the now commonplace things of
the new era of our world.

“They claim they can keep the falls
of the Iguazu open all year,” said .
“And send the power by radio—even up
as far as here.”

The distribution of electric current by
wireless had been greatly improved re-
cently. It seemed really practical now.
In a few years Niagara, in the Day, might
supply power and light to the dark,
frozen cities of the south throughout
thelr Night.

There had been most disastrous floods

walk in the dark, with an open road or a
chasm yawning before us, all unaware
of which it may be. Or we may be stand-
ing at the threshold of a shining garden
of hope and happiness, walking in the
dark toward its gate, with heavy heart
because we do not see it, or realize it is
there.

Dan and I were like that now. January,
1956, had been the second time that
Xenephrene passed at its closest point
to earth. We had hoped that something
might happen to give us news of father.
But nothing did.

Gradually our hope had been dying.
‘The January days dragged through their
brief twilights into the solid winter night.
‘We gave up hope. Xenephrene was draw-
ing ahead of the earth again, with mil-
lons of miles of lengthening distance
between the worlds. No sign from the
great purple star; and we both felt that
now all hope of hearing from father was
gone,

‘Thoughts like these possessed me as I
paced the veranda that afternoon. They
were in Dan's mind too, I am sure; but
when he joined me we neither of us
spoke of them.

WAS clear and cold. The snow on
the veranda crunched and creaked
under our tread. Beyond the incongruous

the world when, with the
coming daylight, the snow and ice had
melted. Watercourses were unable to
handle the sudden, abnormal flow.

But new channels were forming; na-
ture and man alike were making adjust-
ments to the new conditions.

“If they could send us heat from the
south,” sald Dan. “I mean direct, natural
heat. These new transformers of the
power-waves may be all right, but—"

“Freddle can—I don’t mean send it,
but produce it, at any rate—""

“Some day,” said Dan, “we’ll be able
to spray all our land here with that
contrivance of his. Hah! That would be
a great ldea, wouldn’t it?” He chuckled
with an ironical gibe at the absent Fred-
die; but still he was more than half
serlous.

“Imagine us, Peter, getting out in the
June twilight, helping the snow to melt
by spraying It with heat—warming up
the frozen soll, getting it plowed and
planted a month earlier. If we could get
our perishable vegetables down to the
Argentine ahead of the others, they
would bring mighty big prices—I was
reading what might be done with toma-
toes, Peter—"

He checked himself abruptly, gripped
my arm with a force that whirled me
around. We stood at the veranda ralil.

“Heavens, Peter, look at that!”
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From overhead near the zenith, a
shooting star came blazing down. I had
never seen one so brilliant. A great yel-
low-red ball of fire, with a flame of tail.
It seemed to take long seconds as it
soundlessly fell across the sky before us
—down with a blaze to the northern
horizon where the Caribbean lay, a dim,
dark purple in the starlight.

‘We breathed again. “That didn't burn
itself out,” said Dan. “I'll wager that was
a meteorite—actually came down some-
where—"

“Northwest,” I said. “Florida way. It
certalnly seemed close to us, didn’t 1t?”

We went back to our pacing. There
was nothing particularly unusual in see-
ing a meteor fall across the sky. But
‘we were both silent, wondering. We had
caught just a glimpse of the gateway
to our renewed hope; we did not know
1t, but we both sensed it.

An hour passed. From within the
house, old man Caln called, “Oh, Dan—
come here, listen to this.”

The radio announcer was relaying an
item from Curagao. In the twilight at
‘Willamstadt they had seen what seemed
to be a meteorite fall into the sea near
the Venezuelan coast.

“Another!” exclaimed Dan.

An hour later, still another meteorite
was reported. It had fallen somewhere
in the region of Victoria Nyanza—in the
lake, perhaps, or along its shores.

Still, this seemed nothing remarkable.
But about five o'clock the radio-phone
rang with our private call. It was Freddie,
in Mtami. The gateway to our hopes
swung wide to receive us. Dan answered
the call; I stood at his elbow, trembling
with t first Y,

they bring it here to me, I'll bring it to
you.”

“Bring what? What, Freddle?”

“The cylinder. Whatever it is—haven't
seen it. They're bringing it—they've got
it. Heat-proof, insulated metal cylinder
—they say It's engraved ‘Peter Vander-
stuyft, Porto Rico—Rush.’ I'm bringing
it, Dan. Tell Peter. It’s a message from
Xenephrene! It must be! A message
from Peter’s father!"

CHAPTER VIII
FROM ACROSS THE VOID

W‘E HELPED Freddle unload the
cylinder from his plane. He arrived
about midnight, flying alone with his
precious burden. It was a cylindrical
metal contalner, some ten feet long by
three feet in dlameter—a strange look-
ing, purple-brown metal, smooth and
shining like burnished copper. White
metal handles were on the cylinder—
and down one of its bulging sides was
erudely engraved the inscription “Peter
Vanderstuyft, Porto Rico. Rush.”

The thing weighed perhaps two hun-
dred pounds. It was warm, yet clammy
to the touch, as though sweating. And
though it appeared smooth, under my
finger tips I could feel that it was pitted
and scarred—blistered as though by tre-
mendous heat.

We labored up the hill with it, and
deposited it on the floor in the Cain's
living room, gathering over it, wondering
how it might be opened. The message
from Xenephrene! It had come at last;
and abruptly I seemed to feel that this
was not ‘We had been wait-

then justified.

In the sllence I could hear the tiny
sound of Freddie’s voice.

“Oh, Dan? Dan Cain?”

“Yes. That you, Freddie?”

“Yes. Listen—I'm in Miaml. A mete-
orite fell—they've got it—Okechobee re-
gton. Listen—Iit cracked open. Was pretty
well burned—but a big one. Hollow in-
slde! They cracked into it—they found—
Oh, Dan, they phoned me from Moore-
haven just a little while ago. They”—
Freddie's volce broke with his excitement.

“They—what, Freddie? Take it easy—
can't understand you.”

“I'm coming, Dan. By plane—I'll get
away about eight o'clock. Peter there?
Good! See you about midnight—soon as

Ing for it; and here it was, at our feet
here, strangely fashioned—mute, but
walting passively to give up its secret.

We were all trembling. Freddie had
discarded his furs and helmet, but his
hands were stiff with the cold.

“How do we get into it? They didn't
want to open it—I didn't try either. It's
the message, Peter.”

Dan was on the floor beside the cylin-
der, running his hands over its surface.
His father and mother crowded upon
him. Gld man Cain’s jaw was dropped
with his awe; Mrs. Cain chattered, “Land
sakes! What next! Dan, what is it? Is
it from Professor Vanderstuyft? Is he
all right? And dear little Hulda? She’s
all right, isn't she, Dan? That’s what
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this means, doesn't it? My heavens, these
queer times that have come to the
world—"

Dan jumped to his feet. “Yes, mother,
that’s what we hope it means.” He kissed
her; pushed her away; firm, but very
gentle. “You go to bed, mother. Father,
you go too. We'll be working here some
hours—in the morning we’ll tell you all
about it.”

Freddie, Dan and I were left alone. The
double doors and double windows were
closed against the cold; a broad coal fire
burned in the grate; the room was warm
and silent; and blue with the light-tube,
which cast its beam down upon the cylin-
der. Freddie said, with a hush in his
volce: “We’d have been afrald to try
and open it anyway, in Miaml. You—you
don't suppose it would explode if we
pound at it, do you?”

‘The sweating thing was strangely sin-
ister, for all its friendly inscription. Dan
was again bending over it. Freddle
added:

“It was in a meteorite—some strange
rock, or metal. Evidently not natural—
artificially made. It was burned, fused
and shapeless by the heat of its fall
through our atmosphere. You can see
vdvhcre the heat has burned into the cylin-

ler—""

“Hush!” sald Dan abruptly. “Listen!”

‘With our ears close to the metal a tiny
hum was audible. The thing was hum-
ming inside. Alive! Vibrant! Humming
with that strange, almost gruesome
whine which brought to my memory the
crimson sound of the Xenephrene in-
vaders when Robinson and Davis had
attacked them.

It was half an hour before, with the
utmost caution, we got the cylinder open.
Upon one of its sides we found four
slightly raised circles and four small
depressions, numbered from one to eight.
And the words, crudely scratched on the
metal, “Peter, press one, three, five and
elght.” .

A 11d came off. We had not seen the
cracks where it fitted. It stuck, fused
by heat; but we carefully forced it, and
at length it came away.

The human mind is subject to queer
vagaries. There was just an Instant, as
we lifted the metal panel, that there
flashed to me the vague horror that this
was a coffin; that we were about to be-
hold a corpse—wrapped and sent to us
like a mummy. Hulda! Zetta! A ghastly

glbe, sent to mock us from this sinister
unknown world!

“Ah!” breathed Dan. My leaping heart
quieted; but the cold sweat stood in
beads on my forehead from those fleet-
ing, horrible fancles.

HE interlor of the cylinder was di-

vided into orderly compartments.
Metal boxes; cones; cubes of metal;
dlaphragms; colls of white wire—packed,
wrapped and lashed in orderly array;
each plece seemingly set in springs to
absorb the landing shock. A white lining
was inside the cylinder, smooth as mica
—insulation agalnst the heat, perhaps.
A strange, vague odor arose; and we
could hear the humming now more
plainly. It seemed to come from several
metal globes the size of o man’'s head.
Dead black metal; four or five of them
were packed near the center of the cylin-
der. Around them a dim radlance was
hovering.

“Wait!” admonished Dan. “Take it
easy!” Freddle, in his excitement, would
have begun rummaging. “Walt! There
must be some instructions somewhere.
Don’t touch anything until you know
what you're doing.”

We found the box of instructlons; it
was, indeed, the most prominent thing
before us, though we had overlooked 1t—
a flat metal case some twelve inches
square and half as thick, packed edge-
wise. Clipped to its top was a white roll
of what seemed paper.

Dan gingerly removed it; unrolled it—
a translucent white animal skin, possibly.
And with writing on it! Ah! At last the
doubts and fears that were within us all
were ther’s
his firm, smooth unhurried script.

“To my son, Peter Vanderstuyft. In
Porto Rico care of Ezra John Cain, or
the Amalgamated Broadcasters’ Assocla-
tlon, United States of America. Please
forward at once.”

And then the words: “Peter, detailled
Instructions inside. We are safe—your
father, Hulda and Zetta.”

Ah! Zetta! The gates to the shining
garden were swung wide for me then!
Zetta!

‘We sat around the table under the blue
light tube with father’s communication,
which we found inside the flat metal
case, spread before us. A voluminous
manuseript —nearly a hundred harid-
written pages. Part of it was an all too
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orief letter; then there were pages of in-
structions, scientific data, notes and dia-
grams. We glanced at them hurrledly,
and in a volce which in spite of me I
could not hold steady, I read the letter
aloud to Dan and Freddie.

Under Gardens, Xenephrene,

Earth-date, January, 1956.

Peter, I trust and pray that this, or one

of its duplicates which I am dispatching,
may reach you. I am launching five

cylinders. Any one of them will answer

e purpose, but if you can possess your-

is ‘Under Gardens
You might almost
on Earth, mightn't you?”

self of mofe than one, so much the better.
I suggest, before you read further, that
you guard against taking any stranger
into the confidence of this communica~
tion. I ex- Smith and Dan Cain. I want
them with you to read this; 1 know that
I can depend upon them both, as I can
upon you, my son.

I glanced up from the page to the
solemn, intent faces of Freddie and Dan.
Neither spoke. Freddie's face was flushed
with excitement; his breath came fast
between parted lips. But Dan was pale
and grim; his lean brown fingers gripped
the table edge with whitened knuckles.
There was a brief silence.

“Go on,” sald Dan tensely.

I went back to the page. “He wants
secrecy.” Unconsclously I lowered my
volce. Freddie swung to the radio table
to verify that the lever of the outgoing
audiphone was well off.

I went on reading:

If this should fall into other hands
than those of my son, I beg that you who
read it will read no further
paragraph. Or, if you do, that loyalty to
your nation—to your world—will bid you
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hold it secret. And if you Vallle your
own vlel.fare—th: very lives of all those
‘who are most dear to you—at once you
will delnver this cylmder and its le;:

th
my son,  Peter "Vanderstuyft,

My hand holding his written page was
shaking. Freddie burst out, with a return
of his old boyish enthusiasm, “I should
say we would come. What a question!”
I heard Dan murmur: “At last!”

Within me was a surge of emotion. A

be located, and the cylinder delivered to
him, Or to Frederick Smith, Royal Dutch
Astronomical Bureau, Anco, Chﬂe, or
to_Daniel J. Cain, Factor, P
Peter, there is much that l would tell
you—but I have no time now. We are
safe. Hulda and Zetta are with me, and
wel.l I have been ill, but am better now.
, Peter, that I have seen and
dnne' To name them, even if I could find

1 am trying to communicate with you
—and Dt:y“a‘f\d Frederick-
lrnmed:au fears for our safety. But more

that, Peter! The threat against
our carth—ss we saw it rt?'-lo\lr
months ago—is far greater now!
that, I would caution you—or any one
loyal to earth who may Tead this—of the
necessity for secrecy.

Enemies of eaﬂ.h—of a character,
plane of being, oh, Peter, you ould
not guess—may be on earth now. 1 do
not ﬁ“ow I fear they are. Some may
have made the trip at the conjunction
of seventeen months ago. We suspect
they did. Or if not, we fear some may be
embarking from here now.

Guard yourself from them with secrecy

Hulda back to you—! would make the
trip instead of sending this message. But
we cannot, or at least I think it would
not be advisable.

needed here. Needed by this

earth can best be safeguarded by my re-
maining here for the present.

1 will come to the point, Peter. There
is so much for me to set down beyond
& mere letter to you with explanations
which well may wait until later. I want
you here, Peter! And—if they think it
advisable to trust their lives to such an
adventure—I want Dan aml Predenck to
come with you. Will you

I ask you as though I were mvmn‘ you
across one of our little oceans at home!
Yet I—so much more fully than your-
selves—realize what this is that I so
casually ask! You are young—all three
of ou—and the spirit of adventure and
recll ess runs high in healthy youth,

hymg upon it. I need not ask. I

Iumw you will come, if—as I pray may

the case—I have now provided you
with the means—

thrill of mingled perhaps with
a thrill of fear at the unknown crowding
now so close upon me. And the thought
of Zetta, mentioned so briefly In these
written words from across the void! Yet
from every line her name leaped at me.
sang soundlessly in my head.

The image of her was never more clear
In my memory—here in this very room
where we had clasped hands and stood
and swayed and wondered what Nature
might be doing to us who, an Instant be-
fore, had been strangers—an image of
her seemed here now hovering in the
shadows of the room corner behind the
tense, bent figure of Dan. 8o clear that
I almost felt something of her which had
come with this letter; some unspoken
longing of hers which she had sent to me
as, perhaps in silence, she had watched
father writing.

I think there was something. I felt it;
and within me, my spirit was murmuring
a welcome and an answer.

“Go on,” said Dan gruffly.
Peter.”

I shuffled the papers. “There isn't much
more. He’s evidently—"

“He's sent us the materials—the me-
chanisms out of which to build a vehicle,”
exclaimed Freddle. “It's evident that—"

Dan murmured. “Too late this time!
Seventeen months — seventeen months
more to wait—"

I laughed; an intoxication was upon
me at the thought of it. “Wait, nothing!
We'll be busy, don't worry about that!
If we can—Freddie, what the devil?"

“Read it,

'REDDIE had leaped to his feet; he

was standing with his head cocked,
listening. There was no sound, save the
vague humming from the opened cylin-
der stretched on the floor at our feet.

“Thought I heard something.”

“You didn't,” I said.

“Where?” demanded Dan. “The audi-
phone? It's oft—dead.”

“Where? Outside!” I suggested. I halt
rose from my seat and sank back. Fred-
die looked puzzled; he went to the door,
listened and returned. He asked, “You
don’t hear anything?”

“No,” I said. “Where?"
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“I don’t know. Here—I mean here,
right here with us. I—I guess I imagined
1.

“I guess you did,” sald Dan. But his
gaze swept the room with a tense expect-
ancy.

My heart was pounding. We all three
drew nenrer together, as though for in-

against ‘we
could almost but not quite hear.

“We're nervous,” sald Dan. “Imagining
things. It’s that damned weird hum-
ming. Go on, Peter.”

I resumed the letter:

You will find in this cylinder the vital
element necessary to the conquering of
gravity. Reet, which a bountiful nature
Brovldes here, is a very wonderful thing,

eter.  With it, and with such materials
available on earth which my notes here-
with describe fully, I believe you will
your vehicle. I have sent you the basic
mechanisms already fully “assembled in
each of their integral parts—

Freddle again interrupted me. “Where's
that draft coming from? It's cold. You
got some: window open, Dan?”

1 was consclous of cold air in the room.
The door to the adjoining bedroom—the
room father had once occupied, but
which now was unused—stood half open.
The draft of chill air seemed coming
from there. And then we all three heard
a bump in there; it brought us to our
feet.

“Shutter banging,” said Dan. “Mother
must have left the window partly up—
shutter banging, there's a wind starting.”

We followed him into the room with a
precipitous haste. It was in semi-dark-
ness. The window was partly raised from
the bottom. Cold air was sweeping in.
But the shutter was fastened tightly
back against the outside wall; it could
not bang. Dan closed the window. We
none of us made any comment. Back at
the living room table I began the letter
again.

There is very little I need say (urther.
Peter. My notes, diagrams i =
tions explain everything fully. Auached
to several of the mechanisms, you will
find individual instruction sheets.

You will need funds. I would like your
enterprise conducted with the help and
resources of our government behind you,
if possible. You will have less difficul
in that event. But, without such aid, you
will have to proceed on your own.

No doubt, Peter, by now you will have
been to_possess yourself legally of
my rnoney Perhaps #ou have n able
to realize gpon | the Washington property
—though this I doubt, in view of the
chaotic world conditions. Use what you
have freely, Peter. Take from Dan as
little as possible—Heaven knows what
financial stress you all must have been
laboring under—

The light over my head suddenly
dimmed to half its volume. Freddie gave
& startled exclamation. Dan cursed.

“Something seems determined to inter-
rupt us,” I said. I held the letter up to
the light. “I can read it.”

“What—" Freddie began.

“Two o'clock,” sald Dan. “They only
give us half strength light after 2 AM.
New ruling in Porto Rico for the night
months.’

Freddie sank back. I read:

Financial stress you all must have been
labonng under. Do your best. You ought
e able to start at the next con-

sheets, Before you arrive here, open the
special sealed envelope marked “Land-
irLg ulnstrueﬂom Follow them im-
Pplici

I will meet you. I have had fairly
good facilities for scientific here,
Peter. You will find my ms'.rucuons
accurate—all my data fully expli You
should have no trouble. Hulda se'nds
love. She says, love to Dan especially.
Good old Dan! We feel very close to
you all in spirit, Pem—m spite, or per-
haps even because of the void between
us. You will cross it—oh, my son, be
very careful! Follow every deml of my
instructions. We will aiting, im-
patiently. Zetta is here, w-uhmg me
as I write—

Ah, that I had divined!

Strange, dear little Zetta. So remark-
able a friend—

A cry from Dan interrupted me. I had
been standing awkwardly holding the let-
ter up to the light. The room was
with shadows crowding close upon us. At
our feet the opened cylinder lay under
the half strength blue light. It was part-
ly in shadow. At Dan’s startled ery I
looked down. A red radiance hovered
across the cylinder in the gloom there!
A faint glow of crimson! And there
sounded a low guttural whine. The crim-
son sound! In the room here with us!
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Dan leaped. From within the cylinder
one of its metal boxes was coming out!
1t came up with a jerk, as though raised
by some Invisible hand. A small, dead-
white metal cube. Enveloped in a vague
red glow, it came up to the level of my
walst and moved away through the air.

Dan went leaping over the cylinder;
struck something solid; fell prone on the
floor with the metal cube clattering be-
side him.

There was 2 confusion of sounds. A

sudden unearthly scream. Dan’s volce
shouting: “I've got it. Freddle! Oh,
Peter—"

Dan was struggling on the floor with
something. I could see his arms encir-
cling it—something large. He rolled,
fought. Freddie jumped for him. I
dropped the letter, dashed to where both
Freddie and Dan were rolling on the
floor, gripping something in a glow of
humming red sound.

They both shouted: “Peter, watch out!
Keep away! Watch him—grab him if he
slips loose—""

1 was standing over them. From the
red confusion a naked arm emerged for
an instant. I seized it—a queerly light
but solld arm of bone and flesh and mus-
cle. But it jerked away. There was a
crash as the table overturned.

“Petér! Hold him! Peter—Freddie, let
g0 of me—don’t be a fool! Let go of me,
I tell you!

Something caught me in the face with
2 burning blow like a fire-brand. I stag-
gered back; my flailing arms hit nothing.
‘The room was whining with sound. On
the floor Dan and Freddie in a fog of red
glow, now dissipating, were shouting and
struggling to disentangle themselves
from each other. I heard a thump; the
sound of running, padding footsteps. Be-
fore I could recover my balance from the
blow in the face the sound was gone. A
clatter in the adjoining bedroom, then
silence.

Dan and Freddie stood erect. Panting,
shaking and confused. In the bedroom,
the window was again open. The in-
truder had gone. On the floor by the
cylinder lay the white metal cube which
had so nearly been stolen from us. We
lifted it up. It seemed uninjured. On it
was a tag, with father's inscription:
“Reet catalyst concentrated—B Formula.
Guard this well, Peter! Without it, your
enterprise would be impossible!”

CHAPTER IX
PIONEERS INTO SPACE

'UNE 14, 1957, I set down the date with

| my recollection that it was for me the
most momentous day of my life to that
time. And I think, for Dan and Freddie
also—the day upon which, after more
than sixteen months of actlvity, we three
were ready at last for the trip to Xene-
phrene. The events of those sixteen
months were to me the mere bridging of
an interval unimportant save in its con-
summation. .
‘There were times when we all thought
we would fall. I am not of a scientific
trend of mind; nor is Dan. Upon Freddie
both he and I depended for a complete
ding of father’s data.

Even so, there seemed to Dan and me
in our impatience and futility at our own
lack of sclentific training a great deal
about father’s instructions that Freddie
himself but half understood. And this
Freddie admitted. We would have falled,
I have no doubt, had our government
disdained us. But it did not. From the
first we had back of us not only govern-
ment funds, but the full resources of the
government's laboratories and technical
staff.

The whole enterprise was conducted
quietly; and though some inkling of it
leaked out, the thing was kept fairly
close. During most of this period—these

i i th Dan,
Freddie and I were in Miami, where in
the government shops our vehicle was
being built. The government laboratories
were there also. In them our mechan-
isms were assembled; a thousand ab-
struse i and physical 1
were solved.

The work progressed steadily, though
with occasional maddening holdups.
Father had suggested that the outer
shell of the vehicle be constructed of
alexite—that strange alloy, largely alum-
inium, after the process perfected in 1943
by the Russ, Alexia. World conditions’
made it difficult for some of the mate-
rials to be quickly obtained in sufficient
quantity. But they were obtained, and
the shell was cast almost on the date set
for it in Freddie’s schedule.

‘The daylight months of 1956, in Miami,
brought heat almost intolerable. It is
not my plan to describe that now. Weird
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change from what had always before
been the normal! The spring twilight
thaws; the brief period of lengthening
days until soon the day and night were
equal; then, each twenty-four hours, a
longer day, a lesser night. Swiftly chang-
ing, until soon the sun never set. Blister-
ing summer. Then again the sun touched
the horlzon; rose; in twenty-four hours
dipped a trifle. Night a minute long!
Queer cycle! But we were growing used
to it already, for human life springs
swiftly to adjust itself to environment.

The summer of 1956 dragged itself
past. In January, 1957, with the fall twi-
light days passing and night again upon
us, the vehicle shell was cast. Assembling
of the mechanism began in February. By
April, in the frigid darkness of midwinter,
I think we could have been ready to start.
But Xenephrene was too far away. Daily
now she was overtaking the earth.

We had to await the June conjunction
when at her closest point for the year,
father’s data told us the Intervening dis-
tance would be some seventeen and a
half million miles. His notes named
twelve o'clock noon, June 14, as our best
starting time. And in this, as in every
other detail, we were determined to fol-
low his instructions to the letter.

We had been worrled all these months

like period. Our eyes, too, were left
smarting and burning. For a day after-
ward I found my sight queerly blurring
at intervals; and any sudden light blind-
ed me momentarily, as one is blinded
who steps abruptly from darkness into
daylight. But all these unpleasant sensa-
tlons passed in a few days.

This crimson radiance had been un-
doubtedly of a very weak intensity. It
had not been used as a weapon, but
merely as a cloak of Invisibility, behind
which the intruder had evidently felt he
could steal the cylinder and escape. This
we realized, though of the nature of the
radiance we knew not much more than
before; nor was there anything in
father’s data to enlighten us.

We feared a repetition of this encoun-
ter; but none was attempted. All our
work was done under guard in Miami;
and everywhere in the world the secret
service of every government was alert. It
was incredible, of course, that upon earth
there would be one man of Xenephrene
~and no more. We learned afterward
that there were many, but at this time
no trace of them was found.

‘T WAS the 4th of June when at last
our vehicle was completely ready—
save its provisioning, some earth scien-
tific which father had bade us

over father’s warning
presence on earth of enemies from xone-
phrene. Indeed, that first evening in the
Cain plantation house when the storage
battery of the Reet Catalyst had so near-
ly been stolen from us, proved that
father’s fears were, fully justified. The
precious white metal cube was un-
harmed; and there was nothing else
missing from the cylinder, as we had at
first feared.

The intruder had left no trace of him-
self; but he was a man, human like our-
selves, undoubtedly. Dan and Freddle had
come to grips with him; I had felt his
burning blow upon my face. There was
a red, blistered welt there for many days.
Dan and Freddie were burned about the
hands and face.

Curlous marks! I say burned, for per-
haps that best describes it. But it was
not that. A queer irritation of the skin
and flesh where they had been exposed
to contact with the crimson radiance. It
departed within a week; and the ringing
in our ears, which for a day we all feared
might presage deafness, was gone In a

bring, and our personal effects. The as-

was the
mechanism was installed, tested and in
working order.

It was then, but not until then, that
success seemed assured. And with the re-
lief of 1t, we all realized what a strain we
had been under. By comparison, what lay
ahead seemed simple. But that fancy
passed; and, though we never saild so,
apprehension $oon descended upon us
again.

For myself a thousand doubts and
fears assailed me. Could Freddle success-
fully navigate us from one whirling world
to another? By mathematical formula
which to me seemed incredibly abstruse,
and mechanisms in our vehicle which
even he only half understood? Alone, un-
aided, a ploneer into trackless space,
with only father’s complicated notes to
guide him!

Freddie, during these last days, was
very pale and silent. Not for anything
would Dan or I have voiced our fears;
but Freddie was aware of them, for they
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matched his own. Thin-lipped and
solemn he sat for hours each day with-
in the vehicle; and sometimes he would
slip away from Dan and me during the
hours of sleep, and we would find him
there, poring over father’s data, or work-
ing at seemingly endless calculations.
Spring twilight was mounting during
the first two weeks of June. The spring
thaws were at hand. On June 13 we
made our final inspection of the vehicle
to be sure its

This compartment was our instrument
room, and observatory. It had four side
windows, and the lower window which
comprised its floor. Between the side win-
dows, the instruments were fitted In
racks. The control table was here, and a
portion of the navigating mechanism.

‘The middle story—much the largest of
the three—contained our sleeping cots,
our meager cooking arrangements, our
food stock, and most of the mechanical

for the i of the globe.

It was a small affair—as small as the one
in which Zetta had arrived. And similar

In shap: globe ty
feet in vertical diameter and thirty feet
across its middle width.

The thin shell of alexite gave it a dull
gleaming white color. The exterior was
reinforced with a thick, rolled belt of
alexite like an equator around the globe’s
bulging middle.

‘The upper compartment, in size and
shape like the lower, held our personal
effects, our water supply, heating instru-
ments, and the Regnalt-Dillon air purl-
fiers, with the pumps, fans and distribu-
tors. In flight, this would always remain
the upper segment of the globe; we would
turn over after leaving the earth and fall
toward Xenephrene.

I fear I give too much space to this

‘There were two vertical
circular bands; passing through its poles
they divided its surface into four equal
segments. Into each of these segments
two small bull's-eye windows were set,
one directly above the other. And in one
segment, near the bottom, was a small,
narrow door. The top and bottom of the
globe were flattened to a level area some
six feet square, as though a section had
been neatly sliced off, to form a small
lower floor and a small roof. Each was
set with a bull's-eye glass windowpane.

Such was the exterior aspect of our
vehicle. I chanced to stand alone for a
moment a few hours before our start, re-
garding it as it lay in the small stone
room which had been built to house it.
A tiny little world! Little white globe, so
soon to be whirling through space with
its three human inhabitants! And I was
to be one of the three!

The globe’s Interior was reinforced
with a lining of alexite ribs, and a brittle
wire mesh cast into the alexite shell. It
was tested for pressure; in the vacuum
of space the outward pressure of our air
content would have exploded a shell less
strongly built. Father had calculated all
this; his calculations proved correct; we
had a wide margin of safety.

The globe inside was divided by two
horizontal floorings into three compart-
ments. The lowest one, to which the nar-
row doorway gave entrance, had a floor
six feet square, bulging concave walls,
and a celling some seven feet above the
floor.

The means to which
an end is attained are always less im-
portant than the attainment itself. Cer-
talnly Dan and I, with our unscientific
trend of thought, were only interested in
this little globe that it might transport
us safely to our destination.

last day came. June 14, with its
raw, thawing chill in the alr; its twi-
light at noon which almost promised a
sunrise. Dan and I had not slept for
twenty-four hours, in the fever of our
excitement. Nor had Freddie. He had
not left the globe; just sat there in the
lower compartment with the control but-
tons on his little table and a sheaf of
father’s instructions, which over and
over, he was studying. Once, when I bade
him sleep, he turned upon me so sharp-
ly that I retreated in haste. I brought
him a cup of coffee later.

“Here, Freddie.” I held it out, a peace
offering. He glanced up with his white
face and tired eyes.

“Oh, thanks, Peter—very much.”

An emotion swept me—between man
and woman comes the human emotion
most strongly tempestuous, undoubted-
ly; but there can be between a man and
his friend an emotion wholly dissimilar,
but of equally powerful bond. I felt it
then as I laid my hand upon Freddie’s
shoulder.

“Thanks,” he repeated.
snapped at you, Peter.”

Men are most inarticulate with each
other when deeply stirred. I nodded.

“Sorry I
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The raun with the knife sprang at
Zetta, and she called on her insect
guards for help

Three hours later we left the earth.
There was a pathos to our leaving, min-
gled with the excitement of it. Any un-
usual adventure in life seems to bring
into play the whole gamut of human
emotions.

There stood Dan’s old father and
mother! Not for them did Xenephrene
hold any lure! They were giving their
only son to what must have seemed a
mad tempting of fate. They had said
little.

What passed between them and Dan,
I never knew. Indeed, with the preoccu-
pation of my own thoughts, I scarcely

considered it. But they came to the little
stone house to see us start. They stood
in a far corner of the room, apart from
the few government officials who were
there to speed us.

A brief, strangely dramatic scene, our
leaving!

‘We stood there at the small doorway
to our tiny world. Attendants rolled back
the roof of the room; the stars gleamed
down upon us. The room was dim. With
my pounding heart, it seemed full of
vague, moving shadows—people I must
hastily bid good-by now and leave—per-
haps forever.

Some one called out: “Eleven fifty-
four! Better get inside, Smith.”

Freddie glanced at his watch. “Yes.
Well — good-by. Good-by, everybody —
wish us luck.” His tone was queerly
stilted.

Abruptly men’s hands were shaking
mine; men were clapping me on the
back. And then I found myself with Dan
before his parents. Trembling old man



80 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

and woman; a pity for them swept me.
“Good-by, Pete

“Good-by,” I sald Mrs. Cain kissed
me. I added: “We'll be back soon. Good-
by

Freddie's volce was calling: “Hurry up,
there!” I turned away. But Dan lingered.
From the doorway I had a glimpse of him
as with his big arms he caught his mother
up to kiss her good-by, while his father
clung to him. Then Dan was with us. The
small heavy door swung closed and locked
upon us.

Eleven fifty-nine! Freddie sat at his
table, his fingers on the row of buttons.
In the gloom, the only light was a glow
upon the chronometer face with its sec-
ond-hand meking the last circle. Noon!
There was a vague hum as the Reet cur-
rent went on. The floor beneath my feet
stirred slightly, then steadied. Through
the windows I caught a glimpse of the
room outside. It was silently slipping
downward!

We had started!

‘AD our voyage been an adventure

unique in modern history, I should
be constrained to describe it here in de-
tail. But since these few stirring years
which I am describing, Interplanetary
voyaging has become a common thing.
Father and Hulda were the first to leave
the earth; Freddie, Dan and I were next.
Ploneers!

We afterward gave the secret to our
world; the history of Interplanetary
travel will make that plain. Space-voy-
aging soon will no longer seem an extra-
ordinary thing; already, the mere ac-
count of an uneventful trip is not worth
the reading. But an account of Xene-
phrene? Ah! That is a different matter.
I doubt if any world will ever be found
comparable to Xenephrene.

As every one knows now, Mars is noth-
Ing lke it; nor Venus; nor Mercury.
‘They talk already of going to Jupiter; to
Uranus; to Neptune. It is possible, of
course. And in a few lifetimes beyond
my own, they will be striving to reach
the distant stars, for the spirit of adven-
ture in man is insatiable.

Our voyage to Xenephrene was re-
markable only that we were ploneers in
Bpace-travel. To lay stress upon it here
would be out of place. Those days upon
nrzh when the chmau changed were

d

An
hexseltl ‘The Wlnderer unique! And

those other terrible days when we re-

. turned to earth—our world harried,

wounded, bleeding, all but beaten! But
with spirit unbroken, fighting—

8o I hasten on.

Our voyage was unmarked by any un-
toward incident. Our sensations at first,
the novelty of it, stirred us all as we had
never been stirred before. The first
plunge into the dead blackness of space
with the stars and the sun and all the
worlds blazing like torches,'is an experl-
ence never to be forgotten.

The first look backward upon a dull-
red crescent earth!

Ah, the man or the woman who has
had that look will feel very differently
ever afterward! A humbleness of spirit;
a sense of our own Infinite unimportance
in the great plan of the Universe! The
traveler broadens; it is only the man who
revolves his mind in its own humdrum
little rut who thinks that he and what
he stands for Is the sum-total of real im-
portance and goodness in the Universel
What differs from himself, from his own
standards of thought and living, he
thinks must of necessity be inferior. The
traveler knows it is not so. Distant
places, distant worlds, distant people—
are different. Not necessarily worse.
Other races have different standards,
different modes of thought from our
own; not better perhaps; not worse—just
different. Our earth poet once wrote:
“Though patriotism flatter, still shall
wisdom find an equal portion dealt to
all mankind.” The traveler knows that
it is true.

I come now to that time when in our
tiny voyaging world we found ourselves,
according to Freddie’s calculations, at a
distance of no more than two hundred
and fifty thousand miles from Xene-
phrene. As close as our own moon is to
the earth.

Our vehicle had turned over soon after
starting. The earth lay in the star-
field above us—a glittering red-white
point, not very different from a million
others! Beneath us, seen through the
lower window, we were falling toward
Xenephrene. It hung there amid the
stars; to the naked eye now it was a
tremendous, moon-like crescent. Purple-
red on its lighted area. The shadowed
part of its circle could be faintly seen—
a dull-red shadow.

We sat in the lower compartment,
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Freddie, as usual, by his table, with Dan
and me beside him. Freddie was thor-
oughly rested now. At the start he had
worn himself to the verge of exhaustion.
But once we were well away from earth
he found confidence in the verified cor-
rectness of his calculations.

‘We were upon our course. All was Bgo-
ing well; and to our voyage, with the
novelty dulling, came that monotony
which is the chief characteristic of
Space-travel. There was little to do, save
sleep, prepare our meals, and keep watch
that no asteroid or meteor crossed our
path with dangerous nearness. Freddie’s
calculations were, from then on, his only
labor. Dan and I did the rest.

We sat now with Freddie, who had
called to us. The quarter of a mlillion
mile point from Xenephrene was an ob-
Jective to which we all three had looked
forward with keenest interest.

“We're there,” called Freddie. We came
down to find him with sparkling eyes and
flushed face. “Two-fifty thousand eight
hundred odd miles.” He shoved his papers
away from him. “I brought us, didn’t I?
Idid it!"

We clapped him on the back. We all
felt as though the Rubicon were crossed.
“Now,” sald Freddie, “we can open Pro-
fessor Vanderstuyft’s last instruction
sheet.”

Father had sent us in the cylinder one
bulky envelope which expressly he had
stated was not to be opened until we
were within two hundred and fifty thou-
sand miles of our destination.

He called it “Landing Instructlons.”
He had mentloned It several times in a
way almost ominously mysterious. Every-
thing concerning Xenephrene itself
father had omitted from his other notes,
as though not to confuse our minds with
details not then necessary. But now, we
felt, as we neared the other world, the
mystery that clung to it would have to be
unfolded.

The prospect made our hearts pound;
for there clung always to our thoughts
of this other world a sense of the un-
canny—we were plunglng, 'Very soon now,
into something weird, gruesome perhaps.
But I thought of little Zetta and I knew
it would be a strange world; weird, per-
haps bizzarre, but hardly gruesome.

Freddie was holding father’s envelope.

I took the envelope, broke its seal with
fingers that were trembling in spite of all
my efforts to steady them.

CHAPTER X
LANDING TO FACE THE UNKNOWN

II\O ONE of omniscience who could have
observed us three as we sat there, it
must have been a very strange scene
indeed.

The tiny white globe which was our
world, rotated slowly on its vertical axis,
a mere white speck hanging in the black
intensity of space. With its concave, en~
circling shell, that lower compartment,
with the iron ladder leading above; the
three of us sitting there at the table‘
Freddie alert, with keenly roving ey
his hand out of hablt resting idly beslde
the control buttons; Dan’s great length
sprawled in his low chair, his shirt open
at the throat, a growth of blond stubble
on his face, his halr tousled—he lounged
in an attitude of ease, yet the tenseness
of him was obvious; myself, sitting up-
right, with father’'s papers in my trem-
bling_hands; shadows around us; one
-small'light casting its glow upon me; and
through the window benéath our feet,
the upflung glare of Xenephrene, like a
tremendous crescent moon bathing us
its purple light.

The silence! There is no silence like
that of Space! Upon earth we hear
always a myriad tiny sounds and are un-
aware of them; without them, in Space,
the silence seems to scream its emptiness.

Dan cleared his throat nervously. “Go
ahead, Peter—what does it say?”

I rustled the papers. Father’s seript
began with characteristic abruptness.

“If you have done as I requested you
are now within a quarter of a million
miles of this world. Comparahvely s0
close to us—oh, my son, I do hope that
you are there! Soon, then, I shxl] see
you—have you with me. 1 am growing
old, Peter. The ties of blood seem to
strengthen as we grow older. It hu been
lonely without you, my son, even though
I have had dear Hulrh—and hltle Zeth
of whom we grow more fond every

‘But this is no time for sentiment.
assume that Frederick and Dan are with
you, 1 must be brief, succinct. There

now I must
mkephinwyuﬂme If there is

“Here it is—we're entitled to open it
now. It's d to you, Pet y
read it to us.”
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“Hah!” I exclaimed, “a little gibe at us,
Dan!”

Freddie smiled as Dan gestured. “Go
on. Let's hear it.”
Good old dad!
him. I resumed:

My heart warmed to

“The few astronomical facts concern-
ing Xenephrene which now you should
know, are these: It is a globe flattened
at the poles, expanded at the equator.
Rather more so than the earth. Polar
diameter, sixty-five hundred miles. Equa-
m-ul diameter seventy-eight hundred

Thus it is similar in size, thot
.|.gmly smaller than our earth. Its aver.
age density, I believe is about

earth. Its mass, hence, is but llule lm

n earth. Gravitation, about the
You will notice, in this respect, hndly

an) .

“Xenephrene's present orbit about our
sun is an ellipse rather more eccentric
then earth’s—more comparable to that
n! Mercury. I believe it is not yet sta-

bilized. There may even be a tendency
a breaking of the ellipse at its
nphellon—l sometimes shudder at the
thought—if we should all be here an
m;ph’{ene, Frederick will under-

I glanced at Dan. “Well, it he does, we

“Never mind,” said Freddie. But he did
not smile.
I read on:

“Xenephrene rotates on its axis once
in twenty-two hours, thirty-seven min-
utes, ten seconds, as we measure time
on earth. This is very similar to our
earth. is axis is not inclined to the
plane of its orbit, but is almost exactly
vertical. Hence we have here no change
of seasons. And throughout the year, the
periods of day and night alternate in ex-
act and unchnngmg relative lel

“Here in the country of the Gnrlands
we are munv.ed at about eight degrees
south latitude. Thus, near the equator,
our days are always some eleven hours
and mneleen minutes long; and our
night but a few seconds shorte

“Xenephrene has one Pyrena,
we call it. You will already have saen it,
even with your small telescope, no doubt.
I will not go into the elements of its
orbit now. or de:cnbe its phases as we
nightly them. beautiful sight,
Peter. Itis renlly the xun for Xenephrene
—or at least il was, before Xenephrene
came to bathe in our own greater sun-
light. It is a small world of incandescent
gas—blazing purple. You should see our
dim purple nights—strangely beautiful.

“You are now to proceed as follows:
“I attach herewith a rough map of

‘my own, giving the general conformation

Xenephrene's surface. I drew it from
my own sketches made as I came down
from onter Space 1t is of necessity vague,

and ine;

“These people are not explorers. They
know Imle about their own world. And
only a fraction—a very small fraction
of the globe's surface seems habitable.
Much of it is fluid—not water, not air
—you shall see! The vast fluid areas, I
have marked so on the map. And there
are areas of tumbled, jagged mountains
of metal—naked metal. And metal plains,
smooth and barren as glass.

“The country of the G:rlands I have
plainly marked. As you descend, you will
have no difficulty in recognizing the
globe's larger fluid areas, the larger con-
figurations—and thus in locating, as you
come closer, our little land. It is vety
small—on ea: call it some
three hundred miles, rougl dv oval.

“We are only a million and a half peo-
ple here—we of the Garlands. The Brauns
are scarce a hundred thousand. I have
marked their one city on the map, where
it lies at the northern edge of our domain,
with the equatorial mountains and the
fluid lake of Tyre and the Tyre plain
near it.

“Beware this region, Frederick! Come
up from the south! I suggest now that
you head for our south pole. If you have
made the voyage in my calculated time,
you will find Pyrena ascending from
her southern swing. She rotates in retro-

ade, Frederick, this moon of ours—at
an average distance of eighty-nine thou-
sand mile:

“Head Tor the south pole, within Py-
rena’s orbital distance. len come up
toward the equator, between our moon
and Xenephrene. If you are on time, you

l" ﬁnd our moon at the full,

jescend, you will go into
Xenephrenes shadow, with her between
you and the sun. It is what I desire—
there will be less chance then of your
being seen. In the area of our night,
with Pyrena shining full upon you,
descend into our atmosphere. You will
find it extends outward some four
hundred miles. Take it very slowly,
Frederick—be careful of the heat of
your descent through it—judge nolhmg
l'rom now on by earthly standards!

mber that!

"You should be about over our ten de-

rees south latitude when you descend
into the atmosphere. p between us
and Pyrena—and come north to eight de-

grees S.

E¥ou will be in the night, with
Xenephrene rof g_under you as you
hover. Your lhlude now should ~ be
about forty miles. If the clo
youn descend to keep under them. If
the t is too overcast, so that from
beneath the clouds Pyrena is lost o you,
and the darkness is too great for you to




A BRAND NEW WORLD 53

see our surface readily—wait unti] it
l:lears Take no chances‘ Hlste ol that
sort

tmg' Other things will come in as well!
To them also, you must become ac-

is
rouu for another day nnd night. 1 will
‘weather and understan

"When the country of the Garlands
comes into view, watch for my light.
You will see it—a thin, steady white
beam, pointing at the moon. Occasionally
I shall send a red flash along its length—
at allernaung intervals according to the
inclosed code. Thus there can be no mis-

take—I fear treachery—one fears every-
thing in such times as these we are
undergoing here!

“When you are convinced that it is my
light you see, descend toward its source.
At an altitude of ten thousand feet, cross
into my beam and hold there for a time,
that I may see and recognize you. I will
send two swift red flashes. Leave the

am at once, and come back into it. I
will know then for certain that it is you.

“Descend now, down the beam to its
source. When I extinguish it, you will
see my glow of lights at your landing
field. Descend there, and land.

“I caution you again, Take everything
very slowly!” You will be seated, you
ree, in the lower compartment. When
you land—when once you are upon solid
ground—extinguish all but one very small

light. Then begin to open your door.

“I say, begin to open it! It is to

opened very, very slowly. You, Freder-
ick, understood, no doubt, that its queer
construction was to some purpose. I w.
very specific about that!

“You are to undo its inner fastenings,
and revolve its main circular knob, a
few turns at intervals of no less than five
minutes each. I want you to take fully
thu-ly minutes to open the

e new air of Xenephrene in
slowly. that you may grow accustomed
w it gradually as it comes upon you.

his, of course, you have guessed as my
reason for such caution. But it is not
only the changed air you will be admit-

custom
“When the door is nearly ready to
pen wide, * extinguish your remaining
Teht. "Sit quiet! Do not attempt to
move about! Let Frederick then join you,
when he has ﬂung wwle the door. Sit
quiet, all three of you. Do not be afraid!
There is nothing to fear! It will be strange
at first. .
“F will give you a minute or so to
gather your composure. Then I will come
in to you—oh, I pray now as I close,
that this may all transpire as I have out-
lined! God grant that you wlll come safe-
ly to me at last, over such a distance!
I will be waiting so anxlously for that
first sight of you in my beacon beam!
“Your aﬁecuonale (M.her

VOICE trembled and broke as I
ended. Emotion swept me; not only
an answering love for my father which
sprang to meet his dear affection as it
came from the written words, but a fear
as well. And an awe—what was this into
which we were plunging that he should
be constrained to caution us in such a
fashion?

I laid down the letter. Dan did not
speak; his questioning eyes were on my
face. Freddie sald huskily, “Well—" and
stopp:

“Well " I said, “that’s all.”

‘We stared at one another. As though
by consent, with a common dread we
avolded discussion of what now lay be-
fore us—the landing, the opening of our
door to admit this strange new world. Its
air, different from that to which we were
accustomed, would come in. And other
things!

‘What other things?
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The three words abruptly held for me
an uncanniness almost intolerable. Some-
thing not to be faced—yet we would have
to face it. “Absurd!” I thought. “Why,
father is there—and Hulda. And Zetta—"
In truth, it was more an unreasoning
dread than fear; for, as I examined it, I
found that, more than anything in life,
I desired now to reach Xenephrene and
my loved ones; and all the vague, mys-
terlously uncanny things in the Universe
could not have served to keep me from -
them.

“Hey!"” said Freddie. “You seeing ghosts
already, Peter?”

“Where's the map?” said Dan.
look it over.”

‘We examined it. A crude drawing upon
animal skin the same as served for
father’s letter paper. It seemed plain
enough. We discussed it, and many of the
other phases of father’s letter. It all
seemed very explicit. We were, according
to father’s calculated time, exactly where
In imagination his hopes would now be
placing us,

Ifall went well—as, indeed, why should
1t not?—we would arrive upon one of
those nights in the full of the moon dur-
ing which he would expect us. As he
surmised, our small telescope had long
slnce showed us Xenephrene’s moon. A
tiny blazing point—purple like the planet
itself. It showed now, just plunging be-
hind its parent disk; a purple point of
light, with its leaping tongues of flame
even to the naked eye a quite visible
corona.

Our approach to Xenephrene! I might
write for hours and barely touch upon
the beauty, the splendor, the wonder of
it. A purple disk, a tinging with red as
‘we neared it. Convex now—a full, round,
glowing world, banked and mottled with
clouds, beneath which the faint config-
urations of its surface-marking gradually
became visible.

‘We headed for its south pole; rounded
over it at some fifty thousand miles’ dis-
tance. We saw over us, hanging to the
left, the blazing purple moon. It was
night, as father said, on this moonlit side
of the planet. For what would have been
an earth-day of twelve hours or more,
we dropped downward into the shadow.
‘The sun was hidden behind Xenephrene
now; the moon blazed on us in all its
purple glory.

Freddie, during these hours, was busy
with constant observations and calcula~

“Let’s

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

tlons; Dan and I sat enthralled with the
magic of the coloring. As we slid upward
toward Xenephrene's equator and grad-
ually descended, the planet’s rotation
showed quite visibly under us. I could
see the cone of Xenephrene's shadow as
it swung off into space. It barely missed
the moon; a few more of her inclined
swings and doubtless she would pass into
eclipse.

time came when all the visual
heavens beneath us were encom-
passed by Xenephrene’s bulk. There were
at the moment but few clouds to hide its
moonlit surface.
“Here,” said Freddle, “take a look.”
He had been gazing through the floor
window with our telescope. I took it;
gazed upon a purple area of what seemed
a liquid haze; to the left, a jagged moun-
tain range—naked crags of gleaming

_metal in the moonlight; to the right,

and extending far up to the rim of the
northern horizon, a vast glassy plain,
smooth, barely wrinkled, motionless as a
frozen sea congealed, while only a breath
of air had been scratching its polished
top. It gleamed like burnished copper in
2 pyrple light. Devoid of even a grain of
sand, a twig, a blade of grass. But there
was one place where, in a depresslon,
water seemed to have gathered—an ir-

regular crescent sea a hundred miles per-
haps in length. I mentioned it to Fred-

“Yes " he sald. “I've identified it on
the map. We're on the other side now
from the Garland country, as your father
calls it. He’s in the daylight now—"

“Then to-night,” Dan began.

“Yes. To-night —eleven hours from
now, approximately — our landing place
should be under us. We're eighteen de-
grees S now, I'll swing us up to ten de-
grees S, and we'll wait.”

‘The full moon held level above us. As
the hours passed, while we gently dropped
downward, cloud areas began forming
beneath us. Freddie set his jaw. “I'm go-
ing down—this is the night he’ll expect
us. If the clouds will break away—"

They did. We descended into Xene-
phrene’s atmosphere. Our tiny globe
grew intolerably hot; then Freddie slowed
us, and we kept the cold air circulating.
‘We went through the clouds. A dead pur-
ple mist, and then they broke above us.
A rift of moonlight came through. Land
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beneath us! We could see it! A vague
moonlight landscape, far down.

Freddie was at the telescope constant-
ly; Dan and I worked the controls at
his direction. Forty thousand feet, Eight
South Latitude. We were hovering in the
dark over a rolling country of what
seemed trees perhaps—all vague and
blurred and purple.

“Know where we are?” I demanded
anxiously.

“Yes. Over the Garland country. The
south middle of it, I should say. That
Braun city he mentioned—1I got a glimpse
of it, Peter. Up to the north. We're all
right—if only his light would show!”

‘Then we saw his light! A thin, motion-
less white beam, standing up into the
clouds, where occasionally the full moon
broke through a rift. His light! We were
sure of it presently. A red wave of color
started from its source at the ground
and flashed upward. Then another, and
others at intervals. We timed them; com-
pared them to father's notations.

The time-intervals were correct. It was
his light undoubtedly. His welcoming
beacon!

Freddle had been keeping us cautious-
ly away. But now at the ten thousand
foot altitude he swung us into the light.
Its white glare bathed us; came up
through our floor window. Presently the
two red flashes came. We moved away,
then back again. The moment which
father had awaited so anxiously had
come. He knew now we had arrived safe-
ly, we had answered his signal, and hold-
ing to the light, we slid slowly down its
motionless length.

I do not know how long it took. It
seemed an hour, while we sat in our
lower compartment, with the white glare
streaming upon us. Then at last, with-
out warning, the glare vanished.

We had extinguished our interior light;
we were left abruptly in darkness.
I heard Dan’s perturbed voice.

die, shall I stop us?”

Freddie was on the floor, peering down.
I knelt beside him. He called to Dan:
“No, let us go. We're still pretty well up.”

I half whispered, “Can you see any-
thing?”

It seemed, for 2 moment, all quite dark.
As though we were dropping into a blank,
bottomless pit. Then, as our eyes grew
accustomed to the absence of the glare,
outlines below began to take’form. The
moon was gone behind a cloud. But there

“Fred-

was enough light left to show us a dark
ground, with a faint glow suffusing it, &
thousand feet, not much more, below us.
It seemed a solid, open, flat area, flanked
with small hooded lights.

Our landing fleld. There was nothing
else to be seen; the purple darkness
crowded everything. The open space was
directly under us. Freddie made sure of
that. He lighted our smallest table light,
and at the controls with his Instruments
before him, he brought us gently down.

A minute; ten minutes. None of us
spoke. There was a very slight thump;
our little world trembled, came to rest.

E HAD landed! Xenephrene at last!
Freddie stood up. His figure wav-
ered slightly—perhaps because of his ex-
citement, and the new solidity beneath
his feet which made him momentarily
unsteady.
“You sit still—I'll start—I'll start open-
ing the door.”

His voice held a quaver; he glanced at
the chronometer, crossed the room swift-
ly, and took a turn or so at the door
wheel. A gilant shadow of him as he
moved fell grotesquely misshapen upon
our curved wall.

He came back to us and sat down.
“Nothing to do now, but wait.”

The minutes passed in silence. We did
not speak; at intervals of five minutes,
Freddle made his noiseless trip to the
door and back. My heart seemed nearly
smothering me; cold beads were dank on
my forehead, neck and chest. Waiting for
the Unknown to make itself seen? Heard?
Felt? I wondered which; with every sense
alert and stralning, I sat waiting. Fear?
1t was that, of course. I am not ashamed
of it; there is no man brave enough to
front the Unknown with heartbeat undis-
turbed.

Nothing—as yet. Or perhaps my pant-
ing, labored breath was from the new-
world air which now was coming in? The
ringing in my head; the flashes of red
in the dimness before my straining eyes
—were they caused only by the tenseness
of fear?

Freddie sat down beside me. I heard
his whispered words, “Peter! It's almost
open. One more turn will do it—Dan,
you all right?>—Peter, I'm frightened—
terribly frightened!"”

And Dan's gruff answer,
right.”

Our side windows were black rectan-

“Yes. All
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gles. What was out there? For a time,
thought of father had left me. He was
out there; was he looking in upon us? I
could see nothing; but now the thought
of father steadied me. And Zetta. Was
she here—near me at last?

Freddle snapped out our light with a
click, thundering, echoing in the stillness.
‘The darkness leaped upon us. Darkness
and silence. But I could seem to hear my
beating heart. Or Dan's. And our breath-
ing.

And then I realized that this was no
sllence! Around me came thronging a
milllon tiny noises. Jostling things of
sound in the darkness. Things all alive
with sound! I could hear them. Mur-
muring, whispering like wraiths of jab-
bering things alive with sound. Or was
it sound I was hearing? So vague, un-
real, it might have been some other sense.
But it was gathering strength; jostling
sounds were whirling about my ears,
beating at me, gathering strength and
mingling into a hum—

All in the darkness. But there was no
darkness! Shapes of color — moving
shapes of sound and color were here,
crowding at my elbows. Formless blobs,
impalpable as colored shadows; formless,
yet I could imagine them into any form I
chose. Jabbering, impalpable things push-
ing at each other as though for a better
view of me! Impalpable? Suddenly one
seemed to brush me; I could have sworn
I felt it, light as a fairy’s wing, touching
my hand.

It may have touched Dan also. I heard
his arm lunge; he cursed; an ash tray
on the table crashed to the floor. I
jumped to my feet. Panic seemed surg-
ing around us, out of which came Fred-
die's voice:

“Easy! Sit down, you two! I'll get the
door open wide.

self laughing. Was this madness steal-
ing upon me? A chaos of the undefin-
able, jostling us. A wild chaos of unreal-
ity In which my confused senses seem
whirling away—

“Peter!” Ahl Reality at last! Father’s
anxious voice, husky with emotion!
“Peter! Oh, Frederick? Dan? Are you
all right?”

Solidity, reality returned; my whirling
senses came back. Father was here! The
solid thump of his heavy step sounded;
the solid glow of the purple light he was
carrying filled our room. The reality of
his voice; his step; and then his arms
were around my shoulders!

And Hulda’s happy, welcoming laugh-
ter. I kissed her; held the reality of her
dear little body in my arms; and all the
red shadows and crimson whisperings of
a moment before were forgotten.

Then came another voice—timorous,
gentle, eagerly friendly; and a dear fig-
ure in the doorway. Zetta! Her dear,
quaint voice which for all these months
had been ringing in the ears of my mem-
ory, was sounding now in reality at lastl

CHAPTER XI

[13 ELL!” said father. “Well, you did

come safely, didn’t you? I'm so
glad, Peter. Light your light, Frederick.
Well, Dan! I'm mighty glad to see you.
Here's Hulda! Come here, child—here is
your Dan, at last!”

Freddie snapped on our light. Even in
the confusion of our joyous greetings I
was aware of how strange father and
Hulda looked. Father wore his hair, snow-
white now, in a long, thick, shaggy mass
about his ears; a smooth and glossy black
animal skin was draped about him, with

His padding ere

a white on hls chest; his arms

—something solid and real for my con-
fused senses to grip. I could see the mov-
ing blob of him, tinged red with a faint
aura that now suffused everything,

The solid hum of him, unbarring the
door, was steadying; the sound of the
door grating on its heavy hinges as it
swung wide—

“These damned Things.” Freddie came
back. The poise of him! He laughed,
with an odd, strained break; but still he
laughed. “God! It's queer! But it's
nothing. Hold steady, everyone.” His
laughter seemed contagious; I heard my-

and legs were bare, with skin sandals on
his feet!

And Hulda! Her brown halr was shot
now with pure white strands. It fell in
waves upon her bare white shoulders,
where her filmy robe of light-brown silk-
en fabric was caught with gay red rib-
bons. The robe hung in folds nearly to
her knees.

I have seen pictures of the maidens of
ancient Greece. Hulda looked like that.
‘Thongs of red crossed her breast, bound
her waist and hung dangling at her knees
with tasseled ends. Her legs were bare.
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Her feet in sandals like father's, but with
pointed toes, the heel cut away, and
thongs of red crossing her instep. Her
right arm was bare; but on the left, her
wrist was bound with a red ruching.

Dan had infolded her in his first hun-
gry embracé, kissing her without thought
of the rest of us, until she cried for
breath. Then he held her off.

She was gasping, and laughing. “Do I
—look so queer? Dan, don't you like my
looks? Don't you—like me—"

“Like you?” His great arms would have
wrapped her up again, but she fended
him off. She was radiant; I can imagine
how Dan felt; I had never seen Hulda
half 5o beautiful. She was blushing; she
laughed at him archly.

“The red, Dan.” She indicated her tas-
sels, and the ruching at her left wrist.
“You see, I wear it—for you. The sign
that I am spoken for, and pledged to a
man.”

“Wonderful, Frederick, that you all got
through so safely.” Father turned with
Freddie, to me. “Frederick, you must
meet Zetta—Peter, have you seen Zetta?
There she is—come In, child.”

Zetta was dressed very much as on
earth I had last seen her. She stood lin-
gering In the vehicle doorway, eager to
see us, but reluctant to encroach on our
family greetings. At father’s words, she
now shyly approached.

I stammered, “Zetta, I'm—very glad to
see you again.”

“How do you do, Peter.” She held out
her hand, and I took it. A confuslon was
upon me. This moment for which I had
longed, came, and passed. Perhaps, as
once before, the barriers of conventional-
ity rose instinctively to hold my emotion
in check.

I think it was so with Zetta, too. Our
fingers barely touched; but my heart
pounded harder, for I heard her murmur,
“Be—careful, Peter. Be ver’ careful!” A
warning against the power between us!
Then I met her glance as she eyed me
sidewise. A roguish, impish look. This
was a new Zetta—here upon her own
world, her real self. Little imp, mocking
my confusion with glee! She turned
away, toward Freddie.

“And this is Fred'rick? I am ver’ pleas’
to meet so good a frien’.”

I saw leaping Into Freddie's eyes a
swift surprise as he neared her, took her
hand and shook it cordially. Freddie's
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nature, from mine, or from Dan’s, is
wholly different. Whatever surprise he
felt, he gave no further sign; shook her
hand heartily, grinned at her, and swung
on me.

“Say, she’s a little beauty, isn’t she,
Peter?” The old Freddie, relteved now
of the responsibllity of commanding our
voyage, his characteristic breezy boyish-
ness came back to him. I had not seen
him in this way since the first dreadful
days of the Great Change came upon us.
He added, “You and I are going to be
great friénds, Zetta.”

Her gaze on him was full of undis-
guised admiration. “Yes,” she agreed. “I
think so, too.”

We were ready to start. “Leave every-
thing,” said father. “I'll have it guarded,
and we’re not going far.”

He took his lantern; shook it. It seemed
to be a translucent animal-bladder, pos-
sibly, filled with small objects that rat-
tled. The light from it was a glow of
phosphorescence. He held it aloft.

“This light is bad. Zetta, fix this up,
will you? Can't they do better than this?”

Strange thoughts to spring to my
mind! As Zetta took the lantern, held it
near her face, I fancied that she mur-
mured to it. And as though in answer
to her command, the purple light grew
stronger! I fancied so.

“Thanks,” sald fathér. “Give it to me.
I'll lead the way. Put out your light,
Frederick. You lads took your landing
very well. Strange and disturbing—this
unreality just beyond our reach—isn't it,
Peter? You'll grow used to it—you’ll for-
get it.” .

He started away, with the rest of us
following in the shadows behind his up-
held lantern. At his words, the crimson
murmuring things in the darkness again
began crowding me. But I was not afrald
of them now.

On earth, always there are a million
tiny sounds, audible if we will but listen,
and things constantly to be seen which,
through habit, we look at but cease to
see. This was like that. With attention
upon it, this unreal sub-world of Xene-
phrene was strange and fearsome. But it
never obtruded; and already, as father
said, I found myself ignoring it.

There was, indeed, so much of strange
«reality spread now before me! We stepped
from our small doorway, upon the solid
ground of Xenephrene. The mdon was
beneath a heavy cloud. The landing
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lights were extinguished; darkness en-
veloped us. It seemed a haze; the swing-
ing purple rays of father’s lantern
showed it as a swaying mist in the air.

The night was warm, almost steam-
ingly oppressive. But this feeling, too,
soon passed, and I found it wholly com-
fortable. The lantern, I learned later,
was what I had thought—filled with
phosphorescent insects, like fireflies; and
Zetta had commanded them to shine
more brightly!

Father led us slowly. The ground was
level beneath my feet—a corrugated, me-
tallic surface. Sometimes there seemed a
soil, and in the darkness, the deeper
shadows of giant vegetation. Great leaves
arched up over us, and soon we were un-
der them, walking now on a soft, moldy
turf. A heavy, earthy scent rose from it;
the damp smell of molding vegetation.
In the alr, too, there seemed the scent
of distant blossoms. A fragrance. It lay
in strata, seemingly; for occasionally it
was heavy, exotic.

MOVING shadow came up to us—a
white-skinned man, darkened by the
purple glow of father’s light.

“Oh, Kean?”

“Yes, Professor.” He spoke our lan-

e!

"‘i’e're going down. They came safely.
Have the guard placed as I directed.

“Yes, Master.”

“Not Master—Professor.
right the first time.”

“Yes—Professor.”

“Come to me after sunrise, Kean. I'll
have plenty to say then.”

A man gestured. “They are checking
too many of them in. A hundred or two
more came to-night.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Hulda.

Zetta said quickly. “That woman, Brea
—I saw her to-day—"

This fellow Kean seemed a young man,
my own age or less. His face was serious.
“Yes, I saw her. They checked her in—
for how long it is they would let her stay
I do not know. Too many Brauns are
here now. They come, but there seems
no record of their going—"

“Place the guard.” said father.
after sunrise I'll see you, Kean.”

Zetta said abruptly: “Kean, will you
seek out Graff? I wish to see him—"

“No!” father protested.

“Yes,” she said quietly. A clinging, soft

You had it

“And

little vine I had thought her, but obvi-
ously it was not so. Kean met father’s
glance. Evidently he also did not approve
of Zetta's wish.

“I may not see him,” he returned eva-
sively. Before Zetta could spgak agaln,
he vanished silently into the shadows. I
fancied he made a leap upward; I did
not see him come down. We started off.

‘We were descending now down a gentle
slope. The verdure grew thicker as we
advanced. The perfume in the air turned
aromatic, as though scented by a million
spiced blossoms. Abruptly the moon came
out for a moment, a small purple sun.
‘The darkness lifted. We were in a jungle
of vegetation. It arched over us—great
leafy spires, interlocking to a network
through which the moonlight straggled.

There seemed few trees; it was all a
network of stalks, and giant vines and
great huge lacy leaves. Pods and flowers
hung In clusters. Over our heads the
foliage was solidly interwoven. I gazed
up, and in the open moonlight up there,
it seemed to me on top of this tangled
vegetation. an artificial roadway —a
street perhaps—was resting. There were
moving shapes up there, as though peo-
ple might be passing along a city street.

“Here we are,” father called back over
his shoulder. He shook his lantern vigor-
ously, and ralsed it over his head. “Here
we are, ‘Under Gardens,’ Hulda named it.
Our home—yours too now, while we are
here.” He chuckled. “You might almost
think you were back on earth, mightn’t
you?”

He had stopped to let us come up with
him. We had been following a narrow,
winding path, which like a tunnel, had
been cut downward into the jungle. It
opened now unexpectedly into a small
clearing. Not that, rather should I call it
a cave. The vegetation had obviously been
hewn away to form a circular opening—
a cleared ground space in an oval of a
few hundred feet, walled in by the jun-
gle, with the heavy network closing over-
head fifty feet or more above us.

‘The moonlight straggled down, to min-
gle its purple light with father's purple
lantern. I saw here in this cave-like
space, a little house built in earth fash-
ion, a solidly square, two-storied struc-
ture of metallic blocks. Its walls gleamed
smooth and burnished. Its windows had
shutters sticking out at an angle. Be-
hind one of the windows a dull interlor
light showed.



There was a front veranda, with a
railed balcony over it. Flowers were
massed upon a flat roof. A few of their
stalks had climbed and mingled with the
vegetation arching above the house. On
the ground there was a front garden
with a metallic fence. Flowers growing;
and low things in the ground which
might have been vegetables.

Altogether, it was a friendly-looking
little dwelling place, neat, orderly. and
for all its fantastic surroundings, of
wholly earthly aspect. It was, I think,
just for that reason. as surprising a sight
as anything Xenephrene cver showed me.

“Zetta does not want to hear your
kind of talk, Graff!"

'ATHER was laughing at our amaze-
ment. “The government built it for
me. They were very kind—built it exact-
ly as Hulda and I directed. They think it
is the most bizarre affair in their world—
as no doubt it is. Zetta lives here with
us but she hates it. You do, don't you,
Zetta?”

“No.” she said. Her gaze at him was
affcctionate, and again I saw that ro-
guish, sidewise glance. A little witch,
fascinating. “Oh, no,” she added. “I
grow used to it now. But at first it was
ver’ terrible.”

We were at the garden gate, which
father had flung wide.

“Come in,” said Hulda. “Dan, when you
see how father has fixed it up—the trou-
ble everybody went to. trying to make
things look like carth. Oh, if we could
only welcome you all at a time less criti-
cal—frightening. Xenephrene is really
very beautiful .around here, Dan—"
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‘We mounted the metallic veranda and
entered the living room. It held a soft
Hllumination of yellow-white light. Grass
matting on the floor. A polished wooden
table—wood queerly porous; on the table
a fabric doily; a lamp of skin like the
lantern father was carrying; and his
‘writing materials.

Furniture about the room, chairs of
wood, with cane seats. A metallic bowl,
with water and flowers. Cushions on some
of the chairs. On the floor, a huge cush-
fon bound circular with a fabric rope; I
surmised it to be a seat for Zetta. On a
chair near an inner doorway lay a femi-

phrene, gravity was almost the same as
earth; in walking, I had noticed no dif-
ference. Zetta said good night to us at
the doorway of one of the upper rooms.
She turned and went through the door-
way with a graceful leap.

I think she knew it would startle us—
I think she did it just for that reason.
It carried her past the head of the stairs;
she touched the balustrade lightly with
a hand for balance as she went over it,
and dropped the fifteen feet to the floor
below. A falry’s leap, Dan had called it
that in the moonlight of a Porto Rican
night. But it seemed even more fantastic

interior

nine garment which Hulda
away.

Father gazed around him proudly.
“Not bad, is-1t? Come on. I'll show you
the rest of the place, and then put you to

. You must, all of you, be ex-
hausted—"

“I'm not tired,” Freddie declared. And
-dded like a child: “I don't want to go to

“Well you're golng," said father. “I'll
give you till dawn.”

Dan demanded, “How long is that?”

“Five or six hours. It will be dark when
I wake you up.” His arm went around my
shoulders affectionately. “It’s good tc
have you with us, Peter. There is a great
deal I have to say—but more which we'll
have to do.” His voice turned very sol-
emn. “Things have reached a crisis here.
It has come—more quickly than I
thought.”

Zetta sald: “My people have made a
mistake—if now they will listen to you—"

“They'll listen to me tomorrow,” he sald
grimly. “If it isn’t too late. We mustn’t
get into any discussion now—get these
poor travelers to sleep.”

It did not seem to me that Freddie or
Dan or myself could possibly sleep, with
all these new, strange things whirling in
our heads. But we certainly did. In an
upper bedroom, upon beds which might
have been on earth, with bedroom win-
dows open wide to the scented night, I
closed my eyes and in a moment drifted
off. In the silence and darkness, the
crimson unreal things lurked around me.
But they now seemed friendly visions;
my closed eyes shut them out; my ears
heard their faint murmurs, but they
lulled me.

‘The last thing I remember was think-
ing of how we had said good night to
Zetta and she had left us. On Xene-

ings of the house, the halls and the stalr-
way. I drifted off to sleep, thinking of it.

CHAPTER XII
AT DAWN

[13 HAVE an hour,” said father.
“There is a great deal I must tell
you, but we must make it brief.”

“Kean will be coming at sunrise”
Hulda sald. “I'd have got you up earlier.”

“I slept like a watchman,” sald Dan
Jovially. “Your air here must have a
drug in it—Hulda, what's the matter
with your hair?”

“The matter? Don't you like 1t?”

“Well, but—it's turning gray. I mean—
white!"”

Father said: “Look at mine—wholly
white. There’s something in the air here
—Iit kills the pigment coloring. There's
nt; f;e in this world with hair other than
white.”

With father and Hulda, we were seated
on the roof of Under Gardens. I had, I
thought, been asleep only a moment
when father came to awaken us. “Hulda
is getting breakfast. Get up, you three.”
He added when we were fully awake,
“You'll find you don’t need as much
sleep here as on earth.”

Hulda served us breakfast in a quaint
simulation of the way she would have
done it on earth. I would not pretend to
describe the food. I was reminded of
Dan’s describing the involuntary grim-
aces Zetta had made at the food they
served her in Porto Rico.

There was a beverage which might
have been either tea or coffee—a sweetish
mixture of some herb; and the cooked
flesh of what I hoped was an animal—
and eggs. They were small, and queerly
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oblong in shape; I did not think it best
to inquire into them too fully.

“It's a very nice breakfast, Hulda," I
said lamely, as we were finishing.

“You'll get used to it,” sald father.
“Come upstalrs.”

It was dim on the roof top; the full
moon was evidently low to its setting
horizon; shafts of its purple light slanted
down through the thick arch of vegeta-
tion. The flat roof of the house had a low
metal parapet; paths between gleaming
basins of flowers; and a small open area
with comfortable chairs. We seated our-
selves and father produced what were
evidently home-made cigars. But they
were not bad.

“Well,” sald Dan, “this is mighty luxu-
rious.” In the moonlight I could see his
great lazy length stretched In his chair.
“Hulda, sit here by me.”

She sat beside him, with her hand on
his. Dear little Hulda; she would make
any man happy to whom she gave the
true steadfastness of her love. Freddie
was alert and eager to hear all that
father had to tell us. So was I, but my
mind was divided by thoughts of Zetta.
She had not yet appeared; and no one
had spoken of her.

Father gazed around us. “It’s been
comfortable here. It must seem very
strange to you.”

Within the vault of this encompassing
wall and ceiling of vegetation, the air
hung heavy upon us. I had been con-
vinced that a street was overhead; if so,

Father remarked my awed, half-fright-
ened gaze. He laughed. “One of our
guards. We've half a hundred of them
on the ground here, and in the foliage.
We're just a little alarmed over Zetta's

fety—you’ll i

I took advantage of that. “Where is
Zetta?”

“Sleeping,”. said Hulda. “They do not
sleep very regularly, here on Xenephrene.
She’ll be up presently—I didn't want to
awaken her.”

ATHER settled himself in his chalr.

“Before I can make you understand
conditions here, I'll have to give you an
idea of the history of this world—this
race of humans so unlike ourselves phy-
sically, yet in their human qualities so
very similar. Don’t be impatient, Fred-
erick. I know what you want are the
cold scientific facts—I'll be as brief as
I can.

“They have always called Xenephrene
‘the Wanderer.' It was their name for
thelr world. Our ancient earth astrono-
mers in their ignorance termed our
planets of the Solar System ‘wanderers.’
They are not. They are chained to our
sun. Xenephrene has always been free.
Wandering free among the stars. Thus
you will understand that the astronom-
ical conditions we have here now are
all new to Xenephrene. What they were
before is Immaterial. Nights of wan star-
light; purple days of Pyrena’s moonlight.

“Perhaps in the remote past most of

1t was now—in the
up there I could not see the moving
figures.

‘There seemed nothing living in sight.
A moment later I was not so sure. Vines
ran up like ladders from the rooftop of
the house to the jungle ceiling. I thought,
far up there, a figure was clinging. A
brown shape;, a2 man—an animal? Or
was it some glant brown insect lying mo-
tionless on a great stalk of the vines?
And then, down on the ground in front
of the house by the front fence, I saw

a brown g thing.
‘The length of a man—crawling prone
with several legs; it raised an eye toward
our roof—a spot of dull red light with
a circle of smaller lights around it.

1 stared; it came crawling to the gate;
raised itself up, standing the height of a
man upon a tripod of jointed legs; then
sank back and crawled slowly on, fol-
lowing the line of fence.

s surface was habitable,
That is not known. Very little of it is
habitable now, and. there is only one
maln race—these Garlands. Only this
one habitable region; they call it and the
city here ‘Garla.’ The land very possibly
is shrinking slowly to a lesser area; the
race certainly is dylng. Ten thousand
years from now—" He shrugged. “What
difference what the outcome may be
then? Ten thousand years ago the Gar-
lands were evidently a very progressive,
‘modern’ people. Their records show it.”
Father gazed at us earnestly. “I want
you to understand this; it explains much.
On earth we are climbing now from sav-
agery to what we might call civilized
modernity. The achievements of science
—modern life—a growing complexity of
existence—all that, to us on earth, has
come to stand for advancement.
“These Garlands passed that era of
their development centuries ago. Their
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history, thelr records, their traditions
speak eloquently of a past age when they
lived in a machine-made world of sclence
—the sort of world we are building so
rapidly on earth. There is, not far from
here, the ruined shell of one of their
great citles. I fancy that in its prime
our present-day New York or London
would have seemed very primitive in-
deed. It is abandoned; in moldering
rulns now.

“There came .a time when, growing
decadent, or perhaps with a greater wis-
dom, the Garlands began to feel that
they were In error. Leaders rose among
them to preach a new philosophy of life.

“You understand, I am speaking of
changes that came, not q\ucmy, but

3 HEY fell—if you want to call it
that—back to simplicity. With the
greater knowledge of what they had
passed through, with the stress of ‘mod-
ernity’ no longer harrassing them, a new
altruism came. A primitive race climbing.
upward is in no sense comparable. The
savage has no knowledge; his simple life
is for him one of struggle; the survival
of the fittest is the only law he knows.
Up to so-called civilization the survival
of the fittest governs everything; the
Garlands, at their complex, sclentific
pinnacle of civilized life, were inherently
as barbarous as at their savage begin-
ning.
“But once they began to revert—ah,
then it was very different! They had the

spread over
single race they were then—were lsolated
upon their wandering world. Their sci-
ence made them understand it more
thoroughly than we understand our
earth. They had built for themselves
a complex civilization. They lived In
bustling metal cities. Machines did their
work,

“But they found, strangely enough,
that the more ‘labor-saving’ devices they
invented, the more work there was to do.
The cities were racked with disease. A
hundred million people, crowded upon
too small an area, living a complex artifi-
cial life, began to die faster than they
‘were being born. There was little happi-
ness; life was too complex; the rush to
keep up’ with it was too great a strain.”

Father was smiling with a faintly iron-
ical twist, but his volce was very earnest.
“It Is queer that one must come to an-
other world to have a revealing mirror
held up to one's self! They found out,
thelr Garlands, that they were on the
wrong track! It may have taken them
centurles to become convinced of {t—but
when they declded they evidently did it
very suddenly. In a lifetime or so.

“Their wonderful modern citles began
to decay. The machines which they had
bullt to do their work began to stand
idle—and instead of there being more
work to do, It seemed that there was less!
They began to remove complexities of
life; the restless urge to ‘advance’ into
some vague golden age of achievement,
died'out. They realized that happiness in
life did not lie that way; they saw in
Pyrena’s purple moonlight a greater
beauty than all their man-made splendor
had ever given.

of how to wrest from nature
a comfortable existence. As their wants
grew fewer, humans looked at each other,
not like mistrustful predatory animals,
but with a new kindliness.

“That Is the present condition. The
Garlands live now only for happiness.
Their life, their government, their whole
mode of thought and living, Is designed
upon a basis of as little struggle for
existence as possible. They live for one
thing only; to enjoy their world, not as
they might mold and change it, but as
the Creator made it, and gave it to them.

“It is & benign world. Not to my mind,
of course, as benign or desirable as our
own. But once they began to enjoy it, the
Garlands found it very blessed. There
are fires within Xenephrene which, for
all her wanderings, seem to keep the sur-
face temperature at a pleasant warmth.
Food grows readily; rains are frequent.
There 1is, fundamentally, no tendency
toward human disease.

“The few wants that the Garlands now
realize they need for happiness and
health are easily supplied. No one works
very much; there Is plenty of time for
pleasure. The struggle for a high civiliza-
tion was perhaps necessary. It gave an
experience of what to accept and what
to reject; and a knowledge of how to
control the forces of nature. I'll explain
that more fully later.

“There is evll in nature here—a danger
which on earth we have not. The Gar-
lands have preserved enough of their
science to enable them to control it.
Enough sclence also to guard against
any attack. They’re not fatuous! There
is a sclentific body—they call it by a
word I translate as Guild. A small body
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of sclentists who are ‘modern’ in every
respect. Their work is secret—so that
what they do may not contaminate
the people with any desire again to
‘achieve.’ They are thoroughly trust-
worthy, these sclentists—"

Hulda said suddenly: “Or at least you
hope so.”

“Yes,” he sald gravely. “I hope and
believe so. They hold in their hands the
power of this world. In their grottos they
have weapons ready and waiting—and
controlled power which holds in check
the evil forces of nature—the great sub-
world of Xenephrene which lles here
within the cognizance of our human
senses, as you knew when you landed
and first opened your door to let it in.”

I exclaimed: “These crimson things—
this sound!”

It was around us, murmuring In our
ears as we sat there.
“Yes,” he agreed.

controlled.”

It was what his look implied, what he
refrained from saying, that brought me
a shudder. He changed the subject ab-
ruptly.

“The animal and insect world is very
interesting here, Peter. It is not compar-
able to what we have on earth at all.
Youll understand that very shortly.
There are few animals. The insects—"
His glance involuntarily went above us;
that great brown thing was lying mo-
tionless up there in the foliage. “The in-
sect world plays a very large part in the
scheme of things here. These Garlands
have a very well ordered world. All
designed for a pleasant existence. All
this that the Guild of Sclence does is
never obtruded in the Garland’s happy
life. There is no stress—no struggle—"

Freddle interrupted: “I'm hanged if I
understand you, Professor Vanderstuyft.
You talk as though this were some Ely-
sium here. Utopia—something like that.
‘But you sent for us because of impending
danger. Last night when we arrived
Hulda talked very differently.

“Even awhile ago—and look at Hulda

“It is harmless, if

Huldns face certainly was very sol-
emn; Dan put his arm around her. I
sald: “I feel the same—what Freddie
says—father, if there is no stress, no
struggle here—'’

He gestured. “I meant, in fundamen-
tals. This is no Utopia. There never
has been any Utopia in human existence,

and there never will be. Human nature,
wherever you find it in the immensity of
God's Great Universe, will have fits
human failings. If it had not, it would
not be human. There are good people—
and bad people. Most of us are a blend
of both qualities. There is nothing wholly
good short of Divinity, and nothing
wholly bad save our conception, per-
chance, of Satan.”

“Your father is in a philosophical
mood,” Dan commented to Hulda.

But she did not smile. Father sald:

“Perhaps. But in reality I'm trying to
make clear to you the causes which have
brought forth here a serious condition.
It affects this world—and you, all of us
—for you are now plunged into it with
me. And the safety of our own earth—"
Father’s voice turned vigorous. “Why do
you suppose I sent for you? I could not
leave here—I would rather, infinitely
rather, have come back with Hulda.”

“Tell us,” said Dan.

REDDIE prompted: “There are two

races here. You mentioned the Brauns
in your letter. Are they the race which
menaces the earth? Who invaded it
before?”

Dan sald: “That night in our house in
Porto Rico—who took you away? What
was Zetta doing there? Who was the
man with her we found dead? She had
Jjust told you everything that afternoon
you both disappeared—what was it she
told you—"

“You see, there is so much, father,
which we are eager to know—" I put in,
He raised his hand against our outpour-
ing of questions.

“I'm trying to tell you as best I can,
‘There was only one race here—the Gar-
lands. They were not all of one mind in
glving up modernity. No race of people
can ever be all the same. Some con-
tinued to lust for achlevement; some
desired personal power—conventional
riches; some were just plain bad. Crim-
nals. Only in Utopia would there be a
complete lack of crime.

“Out of this diversity the Garland
rulers strove to weed the discordant ele-
ment. Generations ago it was found ex-
pedient to exile criminals. A reglon north
of here, at the edge of the metal plains,
was set aside as a penal colony. Criminals
were banished to live there, and there
they bred their kind.

“Then, later, it was made by law &
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crime here In Garla to preach modernity.
] t tside of the

e
sclentific Guild—who still lusted for the
old achievement, were classed as crim-
inals and were banished also. As a matter
of actuality they were largely criminals
at heart.

“There were a few well cru-

i their desired visit seems justifiable;
they are allowed to stay only a limited
time to transact their business, and then
are checked out.

“Their government now, for all their
civllized talk of democracy and freedom,
ls an autocracy, almost a despotism. It

saders who felt that the world was going
wrong—who actually believed their doc-
trine of ‘hustle, bustle and get rich.’ But
for the most part this eleraent was com-
posed of men of criminal instinct who
thought they could gain power by such
a stand. They preached, sought followers,
tried by every means to foster a dis-
content. Some were clever, learned men;
one even tried to foment a revolution and
selze the government; another started a
little city and culture of his own.
“Gradually they were weeded out and
extled. Thus, to the north of here, the
race of the Brauns was created. Of crim-

y one Graff, a glant of a
rellow who calls himself a sclentist. As
a young man here in Garla, he tried to
gather followers about him, and to seize
our government. He was exiled. Among
the Brauns, he rose rapidly into a very
solld power. He is a genius in his way,
no doubt. Certainly he has a genius for
A

he 1s larger than you, Dan—and possibly
stronger. They tell me, too, he is a great
orator. He can sway people—he talked
himself where he Is, as did many a man
in our own earthly history.

“A few years ago—just before Xene-
phrene wandered Into our solar system

inal stock, pri —and ab-

by our sun—Graff had

sorbing all the criminals from Garla.
‘They have one large city—nearly all of
them live in it. They are

surred his people Into thinking they
could conquer the Garlands and thus

modern, as I term it. Fundamentally, of
course, they are not intellectually the
equals of the Garlands. But they think
they are. They number now about a
hundred thousand. Somewhat more than
that, perhaps. They have their own gov-
ernment; they punish and imprison their
criminals according to their own stand-
ards of justice.”

“I should think,” said Dan, “that they
would object to having the Qarlands
dump criminals upon them.”

“If they do, they have no other re-
course. They could, naturally, banish
them to some other region. But they do
not. The Brauns are few in number.
They welcome new citizens. Their city
is very progressive. Their chief occupa-
tlon is industry. They have commercial
intercourse with Garla; they bring us
clothing, implements, various manufac-
tured articles, which we exchange for
food. They do not go In for agriculture
—indeed they have very little, and very
poor land.

“The QGarlands, you understand, are
the ruling race. They are ten or fifteen
times more numerous than the Brauns.
And for all their voluntary, rustic sim-
plicity, they are far more Intelligent. The
Brauns are not allowed here, except
when they are checked in through our
frontier guards. They are given a permit,

rule The most
most civilized race—why could they not
overcome these fatuous peasants? The
Braun clvilization, as you can imagine,
has developed all the extremes of riches
and poverty. They have factory workers
who are miserably downtrodden. Graff,
largely responsible now for it all, yet
poses as a patriot and a hero. His ig-
norant class follows him, hoping blindly
to better itself.

“Graff came here with a sudden coup
to war azamst the Garlands. With all his

by every

means he could employ. And he was
very much surprised to be abruptly re-
pulsed. The Garland Scientific Guild was
ready; the Brauns were horribly slaugh-
tered; chastened, and things went on as
before.”

HAD been aware for some time that

the scene around us was brightening.
The moon evidently had set, or nearly
so. A luminous quality of yellow color
seemed in the air; the purple haze was
going. Dawn was at hand. Our first day
upon Xenephrene! What would it bring
forth? My breath came faster at the
thought.

The vault of follage around and over
us was taking clearer form; new colors
were coming to it. Down on the ground
the crawling thing was coming back past
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our gate. It met another of its kind.
They rose up, stood for a moment to-
gether, and then parted, crawling their
separate ways. Had they spoken to each
other as they passed? They had seemed,
to my quickened, stimulated fancy, al-
most like two shapes of men, guards,
exchanging a low word as they passed
on their night patrol. I shuddered. Men!
That crawling thing down there in the
shadow by the burnished metal fence
might have been a glant ant; certainly
nothing human.

Father leaned forward toward us; his
earnest gaze held my wandering atten-
tion. “I come now to the more recent
events which directly concern us of the
earth. Xenephrene wandered in to join
our little family of planets gathered
about our sun. Graff, with his sclence,
in which astronomy evidently is further
progressed than ours of earth, was well
aware of what had happened. His tele-
scope showed him earth—showed him
very possibly things on earth which gave
him a new lust for conquest. Here was a
great, falr world, ready to his hand for
the taking. He could never be master of

f that he was

“He gathered a small force and went
to earth. His Intention then was not to
try to conquer it—the trip was merely
experimental. He wanted to make sure
of conditions there—"

“To know what he was up against,”
I put in.

“Exactly, Peter. He is a clever, re-
sourceful fellow. He landed, as we know,
near New York. Then went South, to
investigate the warmer -climate—the
snow and cold were disconcerting to him.

“To give you an idea how carefully he
plans things—he speaks now both our
English and Spanish, making ready for
his future earth campaigns when he may
need them. He captured—this he told me
very blandly—an earth man near New
York. Learned English from him. And
also captured a Venezuelan—who sup-
plied the Spanish. Both captives, as
Graff blandly says, unfortunately died
when he was through with them. It was
not a great task for him to learn our
tongues. The Xenephrene mind absorbs
new things—learns—more readily than
ours. And Grafl is perhaps even excep-
tional in that.”

“Zetta—" I began.

“Zetta and her father were here in
Garla. The news that Graft had invaded

earth aroused great interest here. The
Garlands doubtless might have stopped
him if they had known of it sooner. But
they did not. Also, the government here
decided that they would not interfere—
it was really nothing to them.”

“I'd think,” said Freddle, “they’d have
be%n Pleased to get rid of him and his
tribe.”

“That was the general idea. Indeed,
perhaps it still is. That's what I'm work-
ing agalnst. Zetta’s father—alone of all
the Garland government at that time
Graff made his first invasion of earth—
was anxious to stop him. Zetta’s father
preached the doctrine, ‘Do as you would
be done by’ He wanted to protect the
earth people, or, If not that, at least to
warn them.

“Zetta, of course, felt the same. Her
mother Is dead—she and her father,
without other near kin, were very close
and dear to each other. They got no-
where In trying to persuade the Garlands
to help our earth. Zetta, had she found
the opportunity, might even have tried
to join Grafl’s expedition, a wild, girlish
idea—she felt she might have some in-
fluence with him—get him to give up his
scheme of conquest—"

“In Heaven’s name, why?” Dan de-
manded. “Why did she think she might
influence him?”

“Because he Is in love with her,” father
replied gravely.

“In love—" I exclalmed.

“Yes. He has pleaded for her many
times. He never comes here that he does
not try to get her to return to the Braun
city with him. He’s very genue with her
~—she seems not to fear him.”

“Well, I would,” sald Hulda; and father
nodded. And added: “An unscrupulous
scoundrel, beyond question. I have felt
for months that Zetta was not safe from
him. Whenever he is in Garla, I keep our
place here well guarded.”

“He’s in Garla now?” I asked. My heart
was beating fast. “Didn’t Zetta tell that
man last night that she wanted to see
this Graff?”

“Yes. But I will not let her. She thinks
she might be able to stop him going to
earth. A foolish girl's idea.” Father
waved it away.

“I learned very recently, though we
have suspected and feared it for some
time—Graf’s real expedition to attack
earth is now ready! Do you understand
me? He's going to earth with all his force




8 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

to make his real play to conquer it—not
seventeen months hence—but now! Graft
is ready now to attack the earth. Oh,
Peter, if I had only known!"”

‘That miserable phrase again!
accursed phrase!

“Peter, I should have sent for you soon-
er. I could have used every effort—sent
for you seventeen months ago. Well, it’s
too late now to think of that. In a few
days! Unless we can stop him! Or per-
suade the Garlands to do something
about it—"

“Which they won’t,” said Hulda. “He's
here in Garla buying food for his expedi-
tlon. And making public speeches to our
people—promising them heaven knows
what kind of rewards when he returns
from conquering the earth. The Garland
public is half won to him now. And the
‘woman Brea is here—"

That

(13 'HO is Brea?” I asked.,

“A woman who wants to join
him,” said father. “Call it marriage—I
haven't time now to go into the social
laws of this world.”

“You were telling us how Zetta went
to the earth,” Freddie prompted. “Was
that her father who went with her?”

“Yes. They could get no help from the
Garlands, so they started alone—to warn
us on earth—to do what they could to
help us. Zetta's father was ill. The trip
was bad for him. He died, just as they
arrived. And Zetta carried on his plans.”

Freddie persisted: “The Garlands gave
them the vehicle?”

“Yes.”

“What weapons have they available
here" Now, I mean. Suppose they gave
me—""

aner smiled somewhat ruefully. “The
Bclentific Guild here takes me only par-
tmly in its conﬂdence. Smiling, pom,e

but I am

never forget that for a moment What
weapons they have, I confess I don't
know. Graf’s method of attack on earth
—that, too, I don't know. His weapon,
which we called the ‘Crimson Sound'—
I can only guess its real nature. It is
allled with the Infra-Red world—that is
obvious.

“At all events, when I learned that
Graff was planning to attack our world
again, I demanded of the Garlands a
vehicle with which to go to earth. They
told me they had none. We're building
one—it may be ready now. As a matter

of fact, I did not feel it best to leave
here. I stil may be able to persuade
them to help us. They were willing td
have you come. They provided me with
the d d the

readily that I was forced to suspect that
in reality they have everything on hand
which we would need. Zetta has done
everything she can do. But she is only
a girl—the government pays little atten-
tion to her. She has made several
speeches to the women of Garla—but
they availed nothing.”

Father's fists were clenched on the
arms of his chair. “When I sent for you
three, I thought we would have seventeen
months. I thought with your presence—
your words and pleadings to add to mine
—to make them help us, and—I'll con-
ﬁlegs it—I was lonely for you. I'm getting
old”

“You thought something else, father,”
said Hulda quletly. Strange little Hulda!
A will of iron, beneath her soft, dovelike
little body!

Father lowered his voice slightly; his
glance around us in the growing twilight
of dawn had a surreptitious aspect.
“Yes, I did. I thought that with your
youth and strength and daring we might
perhaps be able to thwart Grafl here on
Xenephrene before he started. Or, fail-
ing that”—his voice fell lower—"we might
even dare try and make away with the
Garlands’ weapons—get them to earth.”

Dan leaped to his feet; his height tow-
ered over us. “Well, it’s not too late for
that, is 1t? See here, why can’t we—"

“Sit down,” said Freddie. “There’s a
lot we don't know about this thing yet.
Professor Vanderstuyft, how did you and
Hulda and Zetta happen to dlsnppen
that night in Porto Rico?”

“Graff knew Zetta was on earth,” said
father. “He came to get her—I was up,
and Hulda was awake. The man Graff
sent captured all three of us. We went
back in the vehicle Zetta had arrived in.
Our captor’s name was Kean—that same
young fellow who spoke to us last night
—hes coming here shortly now to see

“Then he was a spy—not really one of
Graff’'s men?” Freddle suggested.

“No. He was in Graf’s service. But a
very decent fellow. He had been con-
victed of a crime here in Garla. A theft.
Convicted unjustly, he says, for he still
maintains his innocence. They're trying
him again now—at his request—even
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though he has recently been pardoned
and reinstated in Garla. He was exiled,
and, in his resentment, he joined Graff.
He captured us In the Cain plantation
house. He was supposed to take us to the
Brauns. But he didn’t. He brought us
here.”

“Why?" asked Dan.

Father was smiling at Hulda. “Well,
Dan, I think you'd better ask Hulda that.
But don’t be angry with her. She is—"

A woman’s scream brought us all to
our feet. My blood chilled; a wave of lce
seemed sweeping up to grip my heart. A
scream from within the house below us!
A scream of terror! Zetta!

CHAPTER XIII
“EMPEROR OF THE EARTH!"

THE flat light of dawn we must
have looked ashen as we stood there
on the roof top with Zetta's scream ring-
ing In our horrified ears. I remember
standing transfixed just an instant.
Father made a leap toward the stalrway
that led down into the house, but a cry
from Hulda checked him.

“Look! The guards—Ilook there!”

‘We were at a corner of the roof where
it projected and gave a side view of the
building. In the twilight I could see the
ground—a garden path between flower-
ing shrubs; the burnished side wall of
the house; the lower windows, with shut-
ters slanting out; and an upper window,
dlagonally beneath us, Zetta’s room! It
seemed so. It was opened; another
scream from Zetta came through it.

I recall that my confusion was mingled
with a sense of rellef—this cry seemed to
hold not so much terror as anger and
words of command.

It all happened in no more than an in-
stant, while we hung over the roof para-
pet, watching. From the ground a figure
leaped upward—a great brown thing with
spindly legs, shining shell of jointed body
and a head with thin waving arms be-
side it.

From within the room a commotion
now sounded, a struggle—the scratching
of glant insect legs, the pad of human
feet. The thing on the ground outside
came sailing up with its leap; it clutched
the casement, went scuttling in the win-

dow.
Father left us and ran down the stair-
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case from the roof, but we did not heed
his going. Then from the window a man's
body was tumbled out. The grotesque
forms of two great insects showed there;
they were in the room, pushing the man
through the window. He fell Hghtly to
the ground; lay huddled, writhing in a
heap. From the window they leaped
down after him. A thing with brown
spreading wings came sailing down from
the follage; a dozen others were leaping
from unseen places.

Zetta appeared at the window. Zetta,
unharmed. She gazed down but behind
her, father appeared and drew her back
into the room. On the ground a score of
the insect guards were writhing, scratch-
ing, pawing over the body of Zetta's as-
sallant. One scuttled away with a frag-
ment, and two others chased it.

“It's perfectly clear to me,” said father,
“Kean, this blackguard Graff tried to ab-
duct Zetta. What will your government
say to that, when I tell them this morn-
ing? Are we to have these Brauns com-
mitting crimes right here in Garla?”

We were all in father’s living room, half
an hour after the attack on Zetta. Kean
had come; he stood now before us re-
spectfully listening to father’s indignant
words. He was a slim young fellow, as
short as Freddie and as slender; a
smooth, white-skinned youth, in leather,
sleeveless jacket and short, wide-flaring
leather trousers. Bareheaded, his thick,
white hair hung long to his ears, with a
thong binding it about his forehead. His
face was pleasant, with a delicacy of cast
suggesting girlishness, but his mouth was
wide and firm-lipped, his chin strong and
thoroughly masculine.

I liked him at once, this Kean. He
smiled at us and shook our hands. He
spoke English, like Zetta, with that
quaint, clipped accent.

Zetta had not been hurt. She had been
awakened by an intruder at her window.
An insect guard evidently had followed
him in, had attacked him. The rest we
witnessed.

“Who was he?” Kean demanded.

She shook her head. “I do not know.”

Father sald: “You never saw him be-
fore?”

“No, never. I think not.”

“A Braun?”

“Oh, yes.”

Kean gestured. “If we had him, we
could ten—"

“He 1s—gone now,” said Zetta. J shud-
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dered at the memory. Gone indeed!

Father repeated: “Graff evidently sent
him to abduct her. Is the government
going to do nothing—"

“They would want proof,” said Kean
quietly. “I was thinking—Zetta, was he
trying to get you away, or—"

“Or what?” Hulda demanded.

“Or kill her. I was thinking—it might
not be Graft who sent him.” He waved
away his words. “It would be a very seri-
ous problem—other days. But not now—
there is too much else.”

It struck me that Zetta's face bore a
queer expression. She said suddenly: “I
will tell you the truth.”

We turned on her; she was smiling a
faint, quizzical smile. “I was sleeping, as
I said. e insect guards caught a man
who leaped for my window. A Braun—I
had never seen him before. They would
have torn him—but I made them stop. I
tell them, bring him in. And when they
did, I sen’ them, the guards, outside, for
1 wish to speak to him alone.”

Hulda exclalmed: “Zetta, you did not!”

“I did,” she returned calmly. “The in-
sects wanted to attack him—so I force
them away. I thought then he was from
Graff—I thought he want to carry me oft
—steal me for Graff. I was not afraid of
him—" Her smile broadened. “Especially
with my guards jus’ outside. So I stood
agalns’ the wall, with him across the
room, to talk to him.”

“But why?” father demanded. “Child,
why would you do a thing like this?”

“I think to find out if really he was
from Graff; and if so, then I wanted to
send a message. If Graff would give up
his attack upon the earth, I would marry
him as he wants. That was my message.”

She said it so calmly! I could picture
her standing there in her room, trying to
bargain herself for the safety of another
world. There was not one of us who could
find a word to comment. I saw the tears
spring to Hulda's eyes.

ETTA went on unmoved, heedless of
our expressions. “I tell the Braun
this. But he was not—that seems sure—
he was not sen’ by Graff. He stood of a
sudden with a knife—a long knife of the
kind we use in Garla to cut the pods. He
Jump for me—he would kill me. It was
then I screamed. In the room I avoided
him for a moment—and then my guards
came in.” She gestured. “The res’ you

know—and there you have now the truth
—all of it.”

Hulda took Zetta in her arms. “You
strange little thing Zetta, you mustn't
do anything like this—"

Father said: “If Graff had got your
message, he would trick you. Zetta, prom-
ise me you won't try that again. Will you
promise?"”

She eyed him. “I think perhaps I may
not get the chance.”

Kean said: “He tried—that Braun—to
murder her. He was from Brea—not from
Graff.”

“Yes,” said Zetta. “I think that is so0.”
“I'm going before the Council at noon,”
said father. “T'll have this out with them
—Zetta, if you're going to force me, I'll
put you under guard so you won't be able
to do anything foolish—Kean, I want you
to tell the Council I'm bringing my son,
and two young friends. Earthmen—they
must hear us now—"

“Yes,” sald Kean solemnly. “The people
are excited, interest’ that men of earth
are here. But most interest’ in Graff. He
promises big things for Garla—" Kean
was very solemn. “The gov'ment Is mak-
ing mistake. There are too many Brauns
here. At the border—I tell them jus’ now
that out of our border something mus' be
wrong.”

He was talking mainly to father, but
his gaze seemed involuntarily swinging to
Hulda. “At our border they are not check-
ing the Brauhs out as they should. Or at
leas’ not sending the reports back to us.
All night—none have come. I have sen’
messengers to see what 1s wrong—""

Father turned to us. “You understand?

The have grown
lax—"
“I'll tell you why,” said Freddie.

“They're satisfied, since Graff is going to
attack earth, that they have no immedi-
ate cause to fear him, or his people.
Maybe, too, they think that when he
comes back, laden with spoils, Garla will
benefit—"

“That is it,” Kean interrupted. “He
tells our people that—exactly that. It is
not our gov'ment which is tempt’ into
greed—it is the people—"

Father said: “Well, the authorities are
making a mistake, Kean. This Graff—
you believe it as well as I do—is playlng
a double game. You know he means no
good to Garla. The insect workers—you
lsay there are a great many of them miss-
ng?”
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“Yes, I am order to-day a checking of
them. Many—a thousan’ as you say it—
seem gone—"

“Gone?” I echoed. “What does that
mean? Gone where?”

Kean waved his slim white hand. “Over
the border? Per’aps—I do not know. It
is ver’ strange—"'

“Smuggling them out!” sald father to
us. “You understand? There are no in-
sect workers in the Braun city. Graff is
here, talking—blandly protesting friend-
ship, with his insidious lures of gain from
his earth conquest—and all the while he's
secretly smuggling out our insects—"

“As | stood in the Ray, the red things
were howling around me, and their faces
and actions were so grotesque that |
laughed aloud. But I thought mirthlessly,
‘Why, this is madness’

Kean had turned away momentarily to
Hulda. “My trial, it finish last night. They
gave the verdic’ jus’ now—I am said, in-
nocent.”

Hulda’s face brightened; she took his
hands. “Oh, Kean, I'm so glad. Father,
the verdict has cleared him!”

“Yes,” he said quletly. “Thank you,
Hulda.”

I whispered to Dan: “Father said you'd

fhave to ask Hulda why Kean brought his
captives to Garla instead of delivering
them up to the Brauns. I can tell you
why.

It was obvious, seeing Kean’s earnest,
flushed face as Hulda congratulated him.

“Why?” demanded Dan.

“Because he's fascinated by her. Look
at him—”"

“Oh, he is?” Dan’s expression was a

study. “He 1Is, is he?” And then he
laughed. “Well, you can’t blame him, can
you?”

“No,” I said, “you can't.”

Kean left presently; and Dan made a
studied, but very graceful attempt to be
friendly. Both Hulda and Kean knew
what he meant. Kean's handclasp was
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firm and cordial; his gaze into Dan’s eyes
‘was unfaltering. He carried himself then
—and indeed, always—with a very manly
dignity worthy of any one's admiration.
‘When he was gone, Hulda turned to Dan,
flung her arms around his neck and
kissed

him.
“Dan, you're a darling.”

morning was well advanced when

we started with father from “Under
Gardens.” He wanted to show us the city;
‘we would finish at the government house
—1I call it that for the want of a better
term—and make our plea to the Council.
1 was not aware then what thoughts and
vague plans possessed Dan and Freddie;
but for my own part, my mind was roam-
ing upon what father had said: “With
your youth and strength and daring we
might even try to make away with the
Garlands’ weapons. Get them to earth—"

‘Why not? I determined that what was
shown me of the city and the government
this morning, I would see with eyes and
mind open to watch every opportunity.
And I must get a chance to plan alone,
with Dan and Freddie.

Hulda and Zetta were determined to
appear before the Council With us. Just as
we started, Freddie sald abruptly: “Pro-
fessor Vanderstuyft, fix it so we can go
through the Scientists' Grotto, will you?”

His thoughts were running in the same
channels as my own! Dan gave him a
very significant nod of approval; and
father said firmly: “I intend to. But it
will likely be after the midday meal. I
want you to see the Infra-red Control.
The greatest power for good or evil in this
world.”

Zetta and Hulda stood apart from us
at the doorway. Zetta called: “Shall we
start? The guards are here, Professor
Vanderstuyft—they say you insis’ on hav-
ing them with us.”

A group of the brown insect things
were ranged before our gate! I could not
approach them at first without an inward
shudder—a reluctance wholly involun-
tary, which made me revolt at their near-
ness. Jointed brown things crawling
prone on the ground. Gruesome. Not
alone because their size was full that of
a man—gruesome, in the way they some-
times stood upright upon three hind legs;
other legs dangling like arms; head, gro-
tesquely wearing a single, multiple-lens
eye; antennae, like arms waving above
the head.

Gruesome for all this—and more grue-
some for a crude leather jacket strapped
around them in the fashion of a garment.
Things—living things—more than giant
insects as we of earth would conceive the
term; yet less than humans. Some stood
erect now; they eyed my father as one to
whom they must look for commands.
Others crawled unheeding along the edge
of the fence—ghastly! Horrible! One
stopped, half raised itself, and eyed me
with a calculating stare that turned me
cold.

We started. Some of the insects re-
mained about the house; eight went with
us, four of them slithering along on each
side of us. It was full daylight now. The
sunlight came down through the jungle
ceiling in a subdued yellow glow. There
was a street up there; I could see the
straight lines of a causeway laid upon the
top of the foliage; figures moving along
it. We were under a portion of the city.
Father had said so; and now, almost at
once, we came to the foot of an incline
which led us upward.

“This way,” said father. “Take it slow-
ly. These cursed things will hold our
weight, but I never feel very comfortable
on them.”

We left the solid ground upon which
Under Gardens was built, and I confess I
never felt comfortable either, until we
were back again. The inclined causeway
was some twenty feet wide. It wound
steeply upward through the forest
growth, with a ten-foot space cleared
over it like a tunnel.

It was built of porous tree-trunks,
lashed together with a heavy vegetable
fiber laid on them for a walking surface.
Its framework was bound to the trees and
the thick vines which grew everywhere
throughout this gigantic forest tangle.
‘The whole structure bent and swayed be-
neath our weight as we advanced up it.
1 was reminded of the old-time glant
bamboo bridges of Japan.

‘We went up through some two hundred
feet of the jungle and came abruptly into
the broad daylight of its upper surface.
‘We were in the heart of the city they
called Garla; this small locality where we
emerged was the center of population of
all Xenephrene.

“Here,” sald father, “come up here for
a minute—I'll show you how it lles—Zet-
ta, keep them back.”

A crowd of people already was gather-
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Ing, staring at us silently. Father waved
them away; and murmured a queer gut-
tural command to our insect convoy. The
things lay quiet in a group. Near at hand,
on a tree-trunk framework, was a small
platform some twenty feet in the air with
a ladder leading up to it.

“Come up,” said father. “We can see
better—a jumping platform, as I call it.”

W‘E MOUNTED, and gazed upon as
strange a scene as ever I could have
imagined would be spread before me. The
surface of Xenephrene here was covered,
for an area of perhaps five miles square,
with this dense forest growth. Its top—
two hundred feet above the ground—
was tangled and matted into an undulat-
ing upper surface.

Upon this forest top, the main sectlon
of the city of Garla was built. The streets
—we seemed now to be on one of the main

This flve mile area of city, laid upon
the jungle top, all seemed incredibly
flimsy. It swayed everywhere in the gen-
tle morning breeze. All the vegetation
was gigantic, and flimsy—porous like our
bamboo stalks, or banana trees.

Father commented: “Nothing lving
weighs very much here. All living organ-
Ism seems constructed with strange lack
of ;olidity compared to our earthly stand-
ards.”

The lack of weight was everywhere ap-
parent. Great brown vines and trees,
branches with glant green, red, and pur-
ple leaves, huge colorful flowers. But
with a machete I could have hacked It
away, slashed through the stoutest trunk
with a single stroke. The houses! I felt.
gazing at them, that I could rip them
apart with my naked hands!

Zetta, both on earth and Xenephrene,
weighed some eighteen pounds. There

faced,

ones—were narrow, crooked of
split porous logs, bound with matting.
The tops of the jungle vines projected
with waving branches between them.

Houses lined the streets, fiber shacks
of every size and shape, with large empty
areas like gardens between them. Cubi-
cal, oval, triangular—some low like a bun-
galow—others tall and narrow as towers.
Flimsy vegetable structures, with matted
roofs to shed the rain; with windows,
doorways, sometimes twenty feet above
the roadway. Some of the houses were set
like nests below the street level, in the
vegetation itself, with entrance from the
roof. Others clung between the trunks of
taller projecting branches, bound there
with living vines, half hidden by leaves
and glant flowers.

At Intervals were platforms like the
one upon which we stood. The street
nearest to us was most closely lined with
houses: the fronts were open, with what
seemed food displayed. The business dis-
trict. Further away, with a great circular
open space before it, was a large, broad
structure. “The government house,” sald
father. “An incline there leads down to
the ground—the grottos are down there.”

It was an amazing, colorful scene—I
fear my words are futile, wholly inade-
quate to picture it. The famillar blue
vault of the heavens was above us. White
clouds, tinged with a vague purple. The
familiar sun—with a dim purple haze in
the air breaking lts tropical heat and
glare.

were whit white-haired, half
naked little children gazing now at us
from the near-by houses—children who
welghed a pound or two. Women passed
us—in aspect save for their flowing white
hair, not unlike peasant women of the
primitive, tropical cities of earth as they
were before the Great Change—but these
women weighed twenty or twenty-five
pounds! Men in crude leather garments,
bare-legged, bare-armed, white hair flow-
ing about their ears, some with small oval
kindly faces, with no hairgrowth on
them; these men might weigh from
twenty-five to thirty pounds—no more.

All flimsy! Everything—it brought me
a sudden sense of power. Why, in a hand-
to-hand fight I could smash a dozen of
these men! We of earth were solid; the
platform bent beneath our weight as we
stood there; Dan’s bulk tipped its un-
ralled corner until he nearly fell, lurching
backward hastily to safety. Had he fallen,
I felt he might have crashed on through
the street itself, down through the forest
to the ground. No wonder father had de-
manded his home bullt down where it
was!

HAVE not pictured the strangest as-

pect of all. The city was busy with its
activities. There seemed no vehicles here.
Pedestrlans only—moving about their
daily tasks. Strange, weird movements!
‘They walked along the streets in easy,
graceful leaps. Fifteen feet at a stride.
They climbed down into the vegetation;
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or leaped to a housetop. A man came
from a house doorway. It was in the up-
per story—thirty feet from the street. He
stared at us—waved his hand in a gesture
of greeting to father and Zetta; then he
leaped into the air, over the road, landing
in the notch of a tree; and from there
dropped soundlessly down out of sight.

From other platforms like the one on
which we were standing, occasionally a
man would take a greater leap. Not far
away, there was one high tower, with
platform at its top. Beyond it, the upper
surface of the forest sloped down to
where, half a mile away in that direc-
tion, the city ended at the ground level.
There were broad fields of loam off there,
evidently under cultivation.

‘Look!” said father. “There’s a man
climbing the tower—he’s going down to
the ground-fields.”

He stood poised on the platform a mo-
ment, and then leaped. It was more the
sort of leap Zetta had made in Porto
Rico. This man spread flaring folds of
his leather garment. They hung like
wings from his outstretched arms. He
salled horizontally, head first, from the
tower top, over the forest slope and
landed down on the ground nearly half
a mile away. I have seen, In Switzerland,
a ski jumper parallel the sloping ground
in a leap something like that.

“Quite some jumper,” Freddie com-
mented.

“That is Rowlande,” sald Zetta to
father.

“One of Garla’s athletes,” father ex-
plained. “They enjoy sport here—the sail
jump is a favorite contest. Over there—"
He gestured. “That open area, with the

this larger one of Garla. Father sald:
“You think all our agriculture is down
there on the ground level. It isn't. Those
pods, for instance—see them?”

A street or so away there was what I
had thought was a large open square. The
vine tops were covered with great brown
pods. Isaw now, as father pointed it out,
that the pods grew everywhere under us
in the forest.

“The pith is one of our staple vegeta-
bles,” said father. “Those pods grow there
because they are planted. Grafted, so to
speak. The seedlings are raised in the
ground soll, then grafted into vine fiber.
The vines are used as a soil. The agricul-
ture is here in the alr, as well as on the
ground. There are several vegetables
grown In the vine soll.”

Men and women were working in the
fleld he indicated. And insects were there.
I could see them crawling up from be-
neath, carrying pods; men and women
were picking the pods also—and a line of
insects, dwarfed by distance to look like
ants, were carrying the pods along a
street.

We presently descended from the plat-
form and walked, with our insects again
beside us, along the causeway streets
toward the government house.

‘The people crowded around us. Once,
the press of them added to our own
weight, caused the street and half a dozen
of the neighboring houses to sag alarm-
ingly. No one seemed to mind but our-
selves; but when Zetta shouted to disperse
them they went willingly enough—drop-
ping down into the foliage, or leaping
nimbly away with their uncanny move-
ments. My self-satisfled sense of power

was

curved line of up—
that’s what you might call our stadium.”

“Graff speaks there to the people to-
night,” said Zetta.

Father did not comment on that. He
pointed out where in the distance the
vegetation ended, and the open fields be-
gan; with other distant patches of jun-
gle here and there; and at the far horizon
a purple line of metal mountains.

Hulda said: “This is the city, here
around-the government house. But most
of the population lives in the rural sec-
tion. You can see the houses.”

Down in the flelds were occasional
structures like farmhouses. They dotted
the distant landscape; and I could see
that the other patches of jungle had
houses and streets on them, villages like

marred by the realization
of how we must have appeared to them.
Chained by our weight to a slow, drag-
ging walk, fearful every moment that we
might fall.

As we went along, father explained the
city activities. All normal enough for a
primitive, peasant civilization. He told
us, too, how most of the workers sold their
products to the government, exchanging
thelr credits by buying from the govern-
ment other things they needed. One of
our ancient Indian civilizations of earth
had a somewhat similar system. And
these super-modern people of Xene-
phrene had chosen it as best of all!
Strange commentary!

We saw the government storehouses. A
huge building set in an excavation of the
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forest, with its foundations on the
ground; we passed through to its top
floor. Food of every sort was stored here;
merchandise of every kind involved in
this primitive life was here on display.

“The manufactured stuff comes mostly
from the Brauns,” said father.

It was obvious to me why these Gar-
lands did not want to champion the earth
against Graff and his Brauns. Here on
Zenephrene—however much the Garlands
might differ from the Brauns in ideals
and ways of living—the two races had
their Interests closely interwoven.

We of earth were the real aliens. What
did they care for us? I could cven imag-
ine that the Braun conflict with earth
might serve to draw the Garlands to
them, rather than estrange. Families of
our earth people often quarrel, reuniting
only when an outside enemy comes in
conflict with one of their factions.

It was, I fancied, upon this human in-
stinct which Graff now was playing.
Coupling with it an appeal to the latent
cupidity which lies in every human
breast. He was succeeding. I knew that
at this moment the Garlands—people

and government—felt mare friendly
toward the Brauns than they ever had
before. Father and Kean were convinced
that Graff was playing a double game.
‘What could it be? He might be trying to
trick the Garlands to serve his own ends.
But how?

TRANGE walk we had that morning

through the city of Garla! My words
convey the merest sketch of its strange-
ness. Insect workers everywhere. Patient,
silent, methodical as well-trained do-
mestic animals, yet with a far higher
intelligence. I gazed at what might have
been a double line of giant red ants,
carrying boxes down an incline into the
forest. Patient workers; suddenly I was
struck with the feeling that there was a
sullen resentment upon them; a smolder-
ing hate for their human masters.

We saw a few Brauns; swaggering fel-
lows flushed with a new sense of their
importance. They were dressed in many
complex garments. At sight of them the
cynical thought came to me that in
clothes and manner they might have
been a burlesque of us on modern earth.
They eyed us with hostile stares.
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“There’s Kean,” sald Hulda. We were
beyond the storehouse, back on the
street. The government house was only
& block or so away.

Kean approached. “I have been sen’
to you from the Council. They will see
you, Professor, but no one else.”

Father was taken aback. “You mean,
not my son—nor his friends—"

“Jus’ you. So they sen’ me to say.
‘They would have you come now.”

“I'll come,” said father grimly. “Look
here, Kean.

“They tell me, Professor, they will have
nothing definite to say to you this morn-
ing. After Graff's meeting tonight, they
will decide.”

“What do you mean by that?” father
demanded.

Dan spoke up. “The idea is, if the Gar-
land public seems enthusiastic about
Graft's invasion—then they’ll turn us
down. Isn’t that it, Kean?”

“Yes, I fear that is it. But if our peo-
ple would favor helping earth—"

“Don't worry,” exclaimed Freddie.
“They won't.”

A commotion near us checked him.
Zetta murmured: “Graff

A huge figure of a man was coming
slowly along the cross street, with a
half admiring, wholly awed throng of the
Garlands around him. He saw us, waved
the crowd back and, with a leap over the
thirty feet of intervening street, he stood
before us. Our insect guards rose up-
right, eyed father, and stood alert. Be-
hind me I saw three young Garland men,
with metal objects like small projectors
in thelr hands. Government street
guards. They were watching Graff nar-
rowly, but they did not interfere.

“Professor Vanderstuyft—" He spoke
English; his manner was courteous, but
authoritative. “I wish to speak with
Zetta—one moment.”

The man who was about to try to con-
quer our earth! I stood tense, and an awe
of which I was secretly ashamed swept
me as I gazed at him. A glant fellow,
six and a half feet tall, at the very least.
Broad-shouldered, slim-hipped, straight
and muscular.

He wore a tubular leather garment,
strapped in at the waist, falling like a
short flaring skirt to his bare knees. A
short, gaudy jacket over it; shoes with
broad, flat heels, and pointed toes, curled
up and fastened to his ankles with orna-
mental metal chains. A heavy metal tri-

angle hung at his chest; chains of gleam-
ing metal hung from his shoulders to
his elbows; his muscular forearms were
bare, with heavy metal bands at the
wrists. A metal band circled his fore-
head, with the close-clipped white halr
under it.

A man of perhaps forty years. Deep-
set blue eyes; heavy white eyebrows—a
beardless face. A strong, handsome face.
He was smiling now, but I could see a
ruthless determination in the set of his
square, cloven jaw, and more than a hint
of cruelty in the lines of his thin, firm
lips. A swaggering, arrogant fellow. But
he was more than that. In his voice, his
bearing, I read a consciousness of his
own power, a dignity about him, more
than a mere arrogant swagger. A kingly
scoundrel, contemptuous by instinct of
all his fellows.

He was saying something to Zetta in
his own tongue. She stood before him,
gazing calmly up into his face—a child
in stature beside his huge bulk.

Father said sharply: “Speak in my own
language, please! What you can have to
say to Zetta need not be secret from us.”

Graff smiled again—a smile of faintly
amused tolerance. “As you please. Zetta,
I hear there was an attack made upon
you this dawn. A Braun, they say, came
to carry you away.” His voice was very
gentle; hate rose in me for the gentle-
ness of it—the calm dignity of his regard.

“Yes,” she sald.

“I want you to know, Zetta, I was not
concern in that. Do you belleve me?”

She hesitated. “I think so.”

“I want you to think so, for I was not
concern in it. I would not harm you.
That you know?”

“Yes,” she said.

“That is all. Excep'—Zetta, I am to-
morrow going to earth—I want to con-
quer it for you—I want all its riches and
its pleasures to be for you. Won't you

, come with me? You are master of your-

self by the laws here. This earthman,
who thinks to control you—"

“Enough!” interrupted father. “She
doesn't want to hear that kind of talk,
Graff.”

The gentleness faded from his voice.
“I speak with her, not you. Let her an-
swer.”

Zetta burst out: “What you plan to do
on earth is wrong, Graff! If you think
to please me, stay here! Stay here on
Xenephrene—"
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He interrupted her gently: “You are
misled, Zetta. You live with earth peo-
ple—they mislead you. Zetta, will you
come with me—"

“No,” she said.

Regret swept his face. If this were
acting, it was a good brand. A very
kingly .scoundrel, this! “You hurt me
ver’ deeply, Zetta.” A faint irony tinged
his words and his glance.

Her quiet gaze was measuring him.
“You want me to love you—that you
have always said. You go about it wrong-
ly, Graff.”

He was openly amused. “Do you think
50? When I am succeeded—then you will
be proud of me” His tone changed.
“Oh, Zetta, you know that then I will do
anything for you. Everything I have
shall be yours.”

I could see her hesitate, part her lips
to speak, then close them again. She was
on the verge, here before all of us, of
trylng to bribe him with herself. A
shudder must have swept her. But she
said: “You are willing to please me—
when you have had your way on earth—
but not now.” -

No fool, this frall little girl! Her own
smile was ironical. “If I could trus' you,
Graff, we might—" She checked herself.

“What?” he demanded.

“Nothing. I am finish.”

Abruptly he swung from her. His gaze
roved me as I stood suddenly conscious
of my clenched fists; Freddie beside me;
Dan towering over us, yet shorter than
Graff. Hulda, angry and half afraid,
clinging to Dan. And Kean, a little apart
—Qraff tfastened upon Kean, and his thin
lips twisted with contempt.

“Ah, there is my little criminal
traitor!”

I saw Kean stiffen; for an instant 1
thought he would hurl himself bodily up-
on his accuser. Graff evidently thought
it, also. He added calmly: “You are quite
safe here, Kean. If you attack me, you
would Be stopp’—I am guest here of
QGarla, as you know. And for the same
reason, I cannot do as I would like with
you.” His lean fingers were working; he
raised his large hand with a twisting
gesture, and dropped it. “You are quite
safe here. Some other time—"

“Come,” said father to us.
of this. Come, Zetta.”

Agaln Graff’s glance swept us. “So
these are some more of my little earth
enemies? Look well upon me! I am

“Enough

Graff, future Emperor of the Earth!”
He sald it in a way hardly to be de-
scribed. An amused, an utter contempt.
My hot anger bolled. Why, this fellow,
for all his insolence, his glant stature,
was a flilmsy thing of forty or fifty
pounds! I became aware that I had
launched myself at him, and Freddie
was holding me.

“Easy, Peter! Stop it! You'll have us
all in jail!”

Graff had not moved, his expressions
unchanged save that perhaps his amused
contempt was greater. “Your littlest fel-
low seems to have the mos’ sense. Zetta,
perhaps I will see you again.”

He turned slowly, and with a lazy
bound vanished down the cross street.

CHAPTER XIV
BRAVE, FOOLISH LITTLE ZETTA!

T WAS a crowded day, with our morn-

ing walk through the city and our
meeting with Graff. And from a distance
we had seen the woman Brea. An arro-
gant giantess. A fitting mate for him,
no doubt. “Empress of the Earth”—she
was already calling herself that. Kean
informed us she was going to address the
meeting to-night—to tell the people of
Garla what wonderful things would be
brought back to them by Graff when he
returned.

Father visited the Garland Council.
He returned discouraged and indignant.
They would have none of our pleas now.
They did not want to see me or Dan or
Freddie officially, to talk politics. Polite-
ly, they requested father to leave their
affairs alone. After Graff’s meeting they
would give us their decision.

“I warned them,” father exclaimed.
“What will happen at this meeting to-
night, I don’t know. But I feel it bodes
no good for Garla. Grafl is treacherous
to the very core of him. Youll see—
they’ll all see!”

Freddle, Dan and I, had a brief consul-
tation while father was at the Council,
“What we’ll do,” said Dan, “will have to
be on our own. Your father, Peter, has
lived here, and likes these people. Even
he can’t see them as they are. Doubtless
they did grow altruistic—peace-loving—
all that he told us. But humans are
humans. They think they see a way to
personal gain. This government is greedy
to get whatever It can out of Graff—"
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Freddie commented: “I wouldn't trust
& shock from any of these people with a
broken battery. Graff is the worst. Imag-
ine little Zetta trying to bargain with a
villain like Graff!” Freddie’s admiration
for Zetta was profound. “But she ought
to be watched. Heaven knows what a
girl like that will try and do!”

“I'd trust Kean,” sald Dan. “He's the
only one.”

‘We argued to very little purpose from
a dozen angles. I think all three of us
were sorry we had not leaped upon Graff
—made an end to him at once, up there
on the Garla street corner.

“It would have been simple,” said Dan.
“But—killing a man in broad daylight—
they'd have had us locked up by now—
I wonder how they punish murder in this
place.”

‘We had Kean to ourselves later in the
day. It was before we went to the Scien-
tists’ Grotto. Kean said he had never
seen the Garland weapons, though he
knew where they were kept, under heavy
guard. But he thought that during the
evening meeting Graff was to hold, he
would perhaps be able to plan a way to
get Into the grotto arsenal. With the
physical force we three of earth were
capable of using we could break into it.

During the meeting, attention would
all be centered there. Most of the guards
would be at the meeting. Kean planned
to investigate conditions at the arsenal
—and report to us. If we could get the
weapons—get them to our vehicle— We
would try attacking Graff first, here in
Garla. Or, preferably, as Kean pointed
out, catch him on his way to the Braun
city. And then, if we brought the wrath
of the Garlands upon us, we would all
escape to earth. Kean said very solemn-
ly: “I trus’ Zetta’s woman conscience on
this. She heard you talking of it this
morning. Did you know that?"

“No,” T sald.

“Well, she did—we Garlands have ver’
sharp ears. I ask her advice. You see,
that man Graff called me traitor. That
hurt—I was traltor, from the way
he sees it. Not again would I be traitor
—mos’ of all, not to my own worl’. But I
ask Zetta. She says for us to take the
Garland weapons to save the other worl’
is just.” He was very earnest. “Not to
take anything which by losing my Garla
would be hurt. There is such a thing.
It you planned to steal it, Zetta and I
‘would not permit—"

“The Infra-red Control?” said Fred-
i

e.

“Yes. That, Zetta and I would not let
you touch. The ordinar’ weapons—of
those Garla has many. The loss of some
will help your worl’, and cannot harm
mine.”

A very manly fellow—quaintly digni-
fled as he stood earnestly explaining.
One Garland at least, whom we could
trust. And Zetta.

We said nothing to father, or to Hulda,
or Zetta. In mid afternoon, before start-
ing on this visit to the grotto which
father had arranged, he took an hour
and told us more of the strange science
of this world. I feel that it would be out
of place for me to set it forth in detail
here. It is not my purpose to encumber
this personal narrative with scientific
data. Volumes of scientific text books
will be written concerning Xenephrene,
with father’s voluminous notes as a basis.
So I have summarized here merely such
fundamentals necessary to make clear
the strange adventures on earth, so brief-
ly on Xenephrene and back again on
earth, into which my family, friends and
myself were plunged.

The basis, father told us, of all natural

X

on was
an entity called Reet. An “etherlc fluid.”
A of "

He used both phrases. In its essence,
Reet, he said, was an enigma. A force
“akin perhaps to our electricity.” It ex-
isted in nature—in the rain, the clouds,
the air. It was the growing, life-giving
essence of all vegetable and animal or-
ganism.

Just as we of earth, in a wide varlety
of forms, had learned to harness elec-
tricity, so on Xenephrene, Reet was har-
nessed. On earth a common electrical
current, a bolt of lightning, a magnetic
field, fluorescence of a Crooke's tube, the
heat of an electric coil, a giant, leaping
electric spark, the X-ray, radio waves—
all are akin. We know that now; we
learn it more surely every year. On
Xenephrene, a score of scientific phe-
nomena were all manifestations of Reet,
In various forms, under various abnormal
conditions.

UR earth now is using Reet for the

antigravity vehicles which now are
adventuring into Space; and our scien-
tists say that Reet itself is but another
form of electrical force.
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Father told us how our vehicte oper-
ated. The force of gravity itself is mere-
ly a vibration flowing between two ma-
terial bodies, connecting them wn.h a

seemed to gain reality. My imagination
perhaps. I do not know. But when once
we entered the tunnel, I was newly con-
scxous of them. As though this were their

tendency to draw near, to
fundamental tendency in all nature when
in vibratory contact. The Reet current,
applied in a form abnormal to nature,
slows down and stops this gravitational
vibration.

It is, to me at least, a deep subject; I
leave it to father’s text books. But
with several of the Reet rays, we were
to have diabolical dealings! Their con-
trol of the hidden, unseen forces of
nature—we saw a little of it that after-
noon in the Scientists’ Grotto.

‘The grotto, at least this one to which
we were admitted, seemed to be a series
of underground passages; converging in-
w a number of underground rooms.

their very place. Or per-
haps, their jml where f.hey were held

of any chance to escapeA All fancy, yet
as I was soon to learn, it had a very real
basis of fact.

My fancy was oversharp; my nerves
taut. An insect loitered idle against the
burnished tunnel-wall; a purple ball of
light was over it. I fancied the thing
tensed itself as though to spring upon
me. Idid not breathe again until we were
past it.

A scientist was leading us now. Fred-
dle, Dan, myself and father—we had left
the girls at home. We came to the barred
entrance to a room. Its heavy metal door
the circular door to a vault in

perhaps, of weapons and equipment of
war. We were shown none of that; we
saw, indeed, but one room. Enough to
leave us shuddering.

On the ground, beneath the forest, we
came to the tunnel entrance. A guard—
a man’standing there, with half a dozen
of the insect things lying watchfully be-
side him, passed us in. A tunnel sloping
downward; smooth, gleaming, metallic
walls; shifting purple and red lights; a
stea of artificially
air for ventilation; vague, pungent
smells; in the distance, ahead of us, the
murmur and throb of machinery.

It was like plunging into yet another
brand new world. Outside the grotto,
the Garlands seemed a primitive, pastor-
al race. This was like a plunge,

a New York bank. Nothing flimsy here;
solid metal, everywhere. My heart sank.
Kean had said that with our great
physical strength we might be able to
force our way in; it did not seem very
reasonable.

A scientist met us. He smiled gravely
at father—a short, slim man, garbed in
smooth, dull black. His white hair was
clipped close; heavy bull's-eye goggles
made his face grotesque. His ears were
clasped with a device in appearance not
unlike a radio headphone; he removed it,
stepping over its dangling wires as he
laid it aside.

“Come in,” said father softly to us.
“This is the control room. I wanted you
to see it.”

into the future. An inferno of the future.

From a cross tunnel, the sudden whine
of & dynamo tore at us. A wave of gas,
not unlike chlorine, Freddie said, brought
us up gasping and choking, until a blast
of fresh cool air fortunately dissipated it.
A place of shifting lurid lights; work-
men passed us—sometimes with masks,
but all wearing what seemed heavy in-
sulated garments.

An inferno, frightening in its strange-
ness. Frightening, also, in another way.
‘The half-seen world of the Infra-red had
never left my consciousness since I first
set foot upon Xenephrene. It was with
me all that morning in the upper streets
of Garla, but I had ignored it.

Here, in the gloom and welirdness of
the grotto, the crimson chattering things

A low, black lted room. I could see
nothing but a small railed area on a two-
foot metal platform in the room’s center.
Within this low metal railing, on a bare
flooring of burnished metal, two small
mechanisms stood side by side. Two
transparent globes, each about a foot in
diameter. Within one, a fluorescence of
purple; the other held a crimson glow.
Wires connected them to near-by .bat-
teries; wires ran to a bank of indicators
—dials and pressure gauges. Above the
neck of each globe, fastened to it, was a
small grid of wire; from one, a vague,
violet-purple beam streamed out; and
from the other, the beam was crimson.

I could barely see the scientist as he
moved about us; there was no light save
these purple and crimson beams.

The man seemed adjusting his goggles,
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and replacing his headphone. Then he
moved a switch. The crimson globe
sprang into greater intensity. The beam
from it 1t seemed

that night the cylinder arrived. “And a
still greater intensity would reduce you
to the plane of the Infra-red—dissolve

out across the room, through the further
wall of metal rock—streaming out and
opening to my gaze a blackness of dis-
tance unfathomable. A murmur was com-
ing from it! A myriad tiny growls and
screams! The crimson sounds! The red
things lurking around me responded to
it! Or were they making the sounds? I
could not tell. They seemed rushing out
from the unseen, into visibility—search-
ing—one almost seemed plucking at me.

'ATHER murmured, “It is bringing the

Infra-red nearer to us. Or swinging
us nearer to it—all the same. Bringing
the two planes closer together. That ray
permeates the whole of Xenephrene.
Like a broadcasted radio wave on earth
—it goes everywhere! If it persisted—a
day—an hour—the Infra-red would be
let loose upon us! Possessing us_"

The scientist was saying, “Let one of
them try it. This is very weak—"

“Try it, Peter.” Father drew me for-
ward. “Stand, there in the red glow—
just a moment. When you—feel too queer
—come back out.”

Every instinct In me revolted, but I
ylelded to him as he shoved me gently
into the red glow. It bathed me with a
tingling warmth. Or was it burning?

The red things were howling around
me. One came up—a great crimson
shadow. It seemed condensing into the
form of a man. Suddenly I heard my-
self laughing. Why, this was funny! It
looked like me! A crimson shadow of
Peter! Or was it my evil spirit? Its face,
malignant, like some dlabolical travesty
of my own, came close and leered at me.
I was trying to get into my body. I
laughed; but I was thinking, “Why, this
is madness—"

Father’s hands Jerked me back into
the darkness. I stood trembling; my face
and hands were flushed, as though in-
flamed.

“Madness indeed,” sald father, and
then I knew that I had shouted the words
aloud. “They think that the Infra-red is
perhaps the evil nature of man held sub-
merged. A greater intensity of the crim-
son sound would have burned you.” I
recalled how Freddie and Dan had been
burned in their fight with the intruder

you Into the fate of Davis
and Robinson, when they attacked the
crimson sound. Near New York, with
their aeros—remember?”

I did indeed. The sclentist moved back
the switch; the red glow faded. Father
said, “On earth we have no such con-
dition. Here on Xenephrene, the sub-
world is always striving for mastery. The
purple glow from Pyrena is nature’s ad-
Jjustment; it holds in check, banishes the
sub-red world. But since Xenephrene
came into our sunlight, things are chang-
ing. Our sunlight seems favorable to the
Infra-red. So an artificial adjustment
has to be made. The purple haze you see
in Xenephrene’s air—it all comes from
this little globe.”

The purple globe now was active—the
beam deepened. Around me the red
things seemed vanishing. A great peace,
a stillness came to the vaulted room. I
had not realized under what subconscious
strain I had been laboring until it was
removed.

Freddie said, “Why use the crimson ray
at all?> Why not just the purple ray, and
banish the red things completely?”

“The red-world cannot be banished

, here on " father
answered. “Too great a use of the pur-
ple—it would swing our plane too far
toward the Ultra-violet—be injurious to
human life. The best balance which can
be maintalned—that is the purpose of
these two globes—this control room.”

A solemnity, greater than I had ever
heard before came to father’s voice.
“The Brauns had no spreading rays on
earth, like these. They tell me, here in
Garla, that these two little globes are
the only ones of their kind In existence.
Without them, in a month, or a few
months at the most, Xenephrene, bathed
in our sunlight, would be overrun with

the demons of the Infra-red! A world
gone mad!”
(13 WORLD gone mad!” His words

rang shudderingly in my head all
the rest of that afternoon; echoed
through the evening meal, and those
tense hours while we walted for the time
when we were going to hear Grafl’s
speech in the stadlum. “A world gone
mad!” Father meant Xenephrene. But
with what diabolical, prophetic vision,
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my thoughts kept swinging to earth! A
world gone mad!

From .our visit to the grotto we re-
turned home where we had left the girls.
I was suddenly impatient to get there.
A feeling was upon me that it had been
wrong to leave them. Would Zetta take
this opportunity to slip away? To at-
tempt to see Graff?

My fears were dispelled. The insects
were quietly patrolling the grounds. The
girls were busy about the house. Hulda
whispered to me, “We're getting ready
to leave.”

“Leave?”

“Yes. If you should be successful to-
night—if you get the weapons—you
might want to leave for earth at once.”

And we had thought to keep our secret
from these glrls! Hulda added, “Zetta
is coming with us. Kean also. Neither
has any ties here—"

Zetta coming! If only everything would
work out like this—

With the afternoon passed, I thought
no more of Zetta's threatened attempt to
see Graff. After the evening meal, we all
tried to sleep for a time. But I was rest-
less. After an hour in our room with
Freddie and Dan, I slipped away to the
roof to smoke alone. I found it vacant;
dim with straggling moonlight.

I had no thought of Zetta, save that
she was resting beneath me in the house.
She was coming back with us to earth.
‘When these terrible times were over, I
would take her in my arms—claim her—
I wondered if she loved me. I am not
unduly vain; truly it seemed at once im-
possible, but inevitable—

I have no idea how long, with roam-
ing fancy, I sat there. Half an hour per-
haps. Above me a figure suddenly came
fluttering down from the foliage, landed
lightly on the roof, within a few feet of
where, In a stunned surprise, I was sit-
ting. It was Zetta. Her face was flushed;
she was panting.

“Zetta!” I sprang to my feet..

“Oh—is it you, Peter? I did not know
you were up here.”

“Where have you been? I thought you
were downstairs. Zetta, have you been
up to see—"

“Let go of me! Peter, don't do that!
You hurt me! You—forget how strong
you arel”

I had grlpped her shoulders; I cast
her hastily off. “Where have you been?
‘What have you been doing?”

She eyed me. The impish smile was
twitching at her Ups. “You are ver’ much
like a master—you deman’ knowing
where I have been?”

“Yes. I do.” .

“Sit down.” I sat in my chair and she
sat cmeslegged at my feet. “There. This
is better.”

“How did you get out?” I demanded.
“Father said he was having you
watched.”

“He 1s. But he forget—those insects
know me better than himself. I took
them with me.”

She was smiling broadly. She added
calmly, “I have run away from tHem,
coming back. They will be here soon—I
have been up to see Graff.”

I knew it! I made no comment. She
went on, as calmly, evenly as before. “I
thought—before to-night when you three
men try to get the Garland weapons—I
thought I would make one las’ try for
Graft.” She gestured. “I met him—up
there on the street. We were alone—"

She saw my expression. She laughed.
“Oh, no, Zetta is not a fool! We were
alone so that none could hear us. But
many were near. My own insects—and I
made sure the city guards were close by,
watching. I was quite safe.”

She paused. But when I did not speak,
she went on quietly.

“I have fall". I tol’ him openly that he
—could have me for his wife, as you call
1t—" She was stumbling, but only for &
moment. “I tol’ him that. But when I
tried to bargain—I am no fool—I tol’
him I would have to be satisfy he would
not trick me-—then I saw it could not
succeed. I could not trust him. That I
could tell by the way he talked. Yet I
believe he really thinks he loves me—"

She added the last words as though to
herself.

T exclaimed: “Why would you make &
sacrifice like that? Or perhaps it isn't
such a sacrifice?”

Unworthy, churlish thing for me to
say! The impulsive words were no sooner
out than I hated myself for them.

Her wide eyes searched my face. “I
forgive you—for saying that, Peter. I
would almos’ rather die than be his wife.”
For just an instant she ylelded to the
shuddering emotion she was holding in
check; then again she was calmly im-
perturbable.

“You say, would it be a sacrifice? Of
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me—yes. But what am I? Jus’ one small
woman. I am thinking of your earth—
all those millions of people—"

Brave, foolish little Zettal

If she could have trusted Graff, of
course, it would have been best. But I did
not feel it so at the moment. She was
more to me, this one small woman sitting
now at my feet, than all the millions of
distant earth. I interrupted her gently.

“You were going to sacrifice some one
else, Zetta. Some one—"

Her face turned quickly up; her wide
eyes were on mine. I found myself hold-
ing her against my knees. Ah, then I
felt the strength of the force between
us! “Zetta, don’t you know I love you?
Can’t you feel it—as I feel {t2”

Bhe forced herself back from me; did
not rise, sat leaning backward, pushing
at my knees as though holding us apart
against the surge that was drawing us
together.

“Peter! Peter, don’t say that yet!”

“Why not? It's true. I love—"

“No! You can't be sure. It—will sweep
us if you talk like this.”

Sweep us, Indeed! Love! It was that!
Love physical, mental and spiritual. The
trinity—complete. I knew it! I heard my
pleading voice telling her so.

“No, Peter! Trus’ me—I understan’
better than you. Peter—smile at me!
Smile! Do not be so serious!”

8he was so pathetically earnest! I
strove for calmness. I smiled. “All right.
There you are, Zetta.”

' 1 could feel her relax. Her hands left
my knees; she sat on the roof-floor a few
feet away from me.

“Thank you, Peter.”

I laughed. “You're quite welcome.”
The stress of our emotion was broken.
I lighted a clgarette. I felt quite calm,
master of myself—and of her. Masterful,
because now in my calmness, I knew I
was unchanged. It was love, and I knew
she loved me.

“I'll say it differently, Zetta. Listen:
Ilove you. When we get through all this
mess we'’re in—your world and mine—
I'm going to marry you. There—that’s
calm enough, isn't it> Nothing peculiar
about that, is there?”

Her surprise made me laugh again. She
stammered. “Peter—you—do not ask—
it I love youl”

“No. Why should I? I know it.”

“But I am not sure, Peter.”

“Of course, you are.”

“I am not. Perhaps on earth your girls
are able to judge when they feel a swift
heap of emotton—"

“Yes,” I sald blandly. “That's it.”

But I could not make her smile. She
shook her head. “We of Xenephrene are
different. The emotion—is not always to
be trusted, Peter.”

“Let’s trust it,” I sald.

“No. I cannot—yet.”

She was on her feet and I stood beside

“I think—I'm very glad we had these
moments together, Peter.”

She was about to leave me; I could not
let her go. “You do love me, don’t you?
Say it!”

“I think—mos’ llkely—I do!” She gave
a little jump; her lips brushed mine. Be-
fore I could catch her she was gone,
down into the house leaving me alone.

CHAPTER XV
GRAFF’S TREACHERY

¢JT'S time,” sald Hulda.

start?”

Another hour had passed. Zetta had
not mentioned her escapade into the city
to meet Graff; nor had I. We were ready
now to start for Graff's meeting. It was
our first adventure abroad at night on
Xenephrene. We had been twice before
up this Incline into the streets of Garla;
but this time it seemed very different.

A sense of evil lay heavy upon me. It
was a cloudless night, with Pyrena, the
moon, a great purple round disk. The
forest was full of purple shadows; the
red murmuring things were abroad, and
I blessed with a new understanding, this
purple light which held them in check.
We ascended the incline and came upon
Garla’s main street. The two girls were
shrouded in cloaks of white. Father the
same. Once, Hulda raised her cloak like
a hood over her head until Freddle asked
her to lower it.

“You look like a ghost in this moon-
light.” He laughed, but it was high-
pitched and nervous, unlike him.

Dan whispered to me: “Kean is to join
us at the stadium entrance. Do you think
he will, Peter? If anything goes wrong—""

“We'll sit near the back,” I whispered.
“He’ll find us. You and Freddie and I
must sit together, where we can slip
away.”

Freddie edged toward us as we walked

“Shall we
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along; the street swayed and bent be-
neath us. “This cursed flimsy city! Where
did Kean say he'd join us? Peter, give me
my knife and revolver—thank Heaven
for these dark cloaks—"

We three had seen cloaks of a dark
woven fiber lying in one of the rooms of
Under Gardens. We had wanted to wear
them, and father had acquiesced.

A cable they let down was hooked onto

me; | was hauled up the fifty-foot height.

++ - In an hour, | knew, the great cylinder
would embark for Earth

I raised my cloak, surreptitiously
handed Freddle the weapons. We each
had a short, wide dirk—and an Essen
soundless automatic—the only weapons
we had brought from earth. They were
very welcome now!

“Move back,” I whispered to Dan.
“Father will wonder what we're talking
about.”
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We were determined to get into the
grotto by whatever desperate expedient
Kean would think possible of success.
Father would approve—we did not doubt
that. But he would want to go with us.
That we did not desire. In the event of
failure, we wanted him, at least, to re-
main in safety. He would not, very prob-
ably, be blamed by the Garlands for our
attack. He would be left to look after
Hulda. And—I added to myself—look
after Zetta.

8hrouded in our cloaks, we hastened
through Garla’s tree-top streets. In the
purple moonlight the dark houses seemed
glant birds’ nests; the giant leaves which
occasionally hung over them were mo-
tionless in the still night alr. A breath-
less silence brooded over everything. The
houses showed occasional glows of light;
but most of them seemed unoccupied.
There were many pedestrians. All were
going our way.

From a doorway a woman clutching &
baby at her breast, gazed down on us
with an obvious hostility. “A Braun,”
T thought. But she was not.

Hulda pointed her out—a Garland.
From over us, as a crowd of young people
‘went past in a leap, some one dropped a
flower. A heavy thing—it struck Dan a
blow on the shoulder which brought a
startled curse from him. Hulda waved
her white arm upward in a friendly ges-
ture; but her face was very solemn.

“I don't like this,” father murmured.
“They're hostile—in all the months we’ve
been here, it's never been like this.”

Father had stopped. “I think we'll go
back.” He drew me aslde. “It’s only
curlosity taking us here—we know what
Graff will say to the people. The Gar-
land government will decide against us
to-morrow. The time is short, Peter—if
we're going to do anything.”

Father lowered his voice. “Look here,
I want to get you three alone—without
the girls. We'll have to try something
desperate. Peter, if we let Graff get away
from us—If he gets to earth—whatever
we do, we ought to try it to-night.”

I drew him along. Good old father—he
‘would have plunged into the most des-
perate adventure with us. It went against
me to let him down, but I thought it best.

“Let%s go—Jjust a little while. And Kean
1s to meet us—right ahead here, at the
entrarfice.” A Braun went sailing by with
a menacing, derisive shout; but father
did not notice him. I called to Dan and

Freddie; warned them with a significant
word and glance. They joined their urg-
ing to mine, and father ylelded.

We went on. The crowd began pressing
around us as we approached the stadium
gate. Out of the moonlight Kean came
salling at us; landed lightly beside me.
Dan and Freddie crowded up. I whis-
pered: “It’s all right, Kean?”

“Yes. They are remove most of the
guards to atten’ the meeting here. I will
get you seated, then go back and see how
it 1s. In half an hour, we will be ready
to try it.”

Father approached us. “You coming
with us, Kean? The Garlands are hostlle;
I've never seen anything like it. Have
you heard from the border?”

“No,” sald Kean. “Something is wrong.
No Brauns have left. There are many,
oh, ver’ many, around here in Garla to-
night—"

Freddie asked:
‘Where is he now?”

“Inside,” Kean gestured. “On the up-
per platform leap. The woman Brea is
with him—and many Brauns.” He whis-
pered aside to me. “Are you guarding
Zetta well? When we leave, only the pro-
fessor will be with her and Hulda, so I
order’ your insects to come—yes, here is

“You seen Graff?

An insect appeared upright at our el-
bows. Then another. Kean told father he
had ordered them. “Good,” said father.
“Tell them to stay close to Zetta. But
we’ll be with her anyway.”

HE stadlum was a great moonlit area
on the tree-top supface. A high wall
of latticed boards surrounded it. We
passed through a gate. Inside, banks of
seats swung around a great circle. They
were jammed with people—tiers of seats,
one above the other, with glant project-
ing trees serving as uprights to hold
them.
The branches, too, were crowded. Upon
a thick vine, swinging like a cable across
one end, men clung like flies, dark blobs
in the moonlight. The seats everywhere
seemed bullt in disorderly array, banked
high or low according to the contour of
the growing vegetation. At intervals
around the outer circumference small
jumping platforms were set. They were
all black with people.
An oval running track was perched on
stilts at one side; another track stood
vertically, as though races might be held
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on its inner surface like a squirrel cage.
People clustered both structures. There
was a single row of flimsy fifty-foot high
poles, set upright in a line; ten of them,
at intervals of ten feet or so. Gymnasium
apparatus. A man clung now to the bend-
ing top of each of them.

Upon every point of vantage, people
were clinging. The top of the lattice
fence, which was at least fifty feet high,
held a fringe of young men and girls
perched precariously there, laughing. Oc-
caslonally one would fall off and come
climbing nimbly back.

In the purple moonlight it was a scene
of confusion. The audience was assem-
bling, leaping from the gateway, climbing
to where space seemed to offer. A man
and girl leaped hand in hand. They
missed their intended perch and fell a
dozen feet in a heap. A great shout of
laughter went up.

We entered with our heavy, dragging
tread. People craned to see us. A murmur
rose. A few girls called to Zetta, or to
Hulda. Some shouted derisively. We
were in a deep shadow of the gate. In
the gloom, father stumbled, fell heavily.
A flimsy empty seat broke where he went
down; Dan kicked another seat to frag-
ments as he jumped to pick father up.

“I'm all right, Dan. Thanks.” His
words were almost drowned In the jeers
around us.

“We'll sit here,” I whispered to Kean.
“Here near the gate. Go ahead now,
we’ll walt here. Come back as soon as
you can.”

We took these first empty seats, just
inside the gate. Platforms and poles
partly obstructed our view; but we could
see enough. The rostrum from which
Graff was to speak was In clear sight—a
platform in the center of the stadium,
raised about a hundred feet. A bank of
soft lights up there cast a lurid purple
glow which did little more than intensify
the moonlight. Brauns were crowded up
there; among them I could see the tower-
ing figures of Graff and Brea.

We sat in a line; father, Hulda and
Zetta were at one end, we three con-
spirators nearer the gate. Behind Zetta,
our two insects were lying prone on the
surface of a vine. The thought occurred
to me then, as it had several times be-
fore—these Insects were not armed. There
were police guards all over the stadium;
some seemed to have a single small
weapon—Iit was the only weapon I had

ever seen In Garla. I had my dirk in its
sheath at my belt; and the Essen auto-
matic in its holster—with the black

cloak them. But I
what was the nature of the police guards’
weapon.

Zetta was next beside me. In all the
turmoil of my thoughts, I was wholly con-
sclous of it. I leaned over her. “Zetta,
when he begins talking, youll have to
translate for us.”

“Yes,” she whispered. Her long white
halr lay on the seat between us. In the
darkness my fingers found a lock of 1t
and clung. She did not know it—or per-
haps she did? I fancled her shoulder
bent toward me.

“Peter,” she whispered, “be ver’ care-
ful what you do to-night—keep out of
harm if you can. I did not tell you, I
have arrange’ with Kean that if you are
successful, your father, Hulda and I will
meet you out in the open country, where
your vehicle can pick us up—"

An abrupt hush had fallen over the
audience. The towering figure of G
had come to the edge of the platform fac-
ing us. Some one had turned a light full
upon him; he stood etched in the dark-
ness, a lurid purple figure. A hush. He
raised his arms;*he was smiling behignly
as he regarded the sea of upturned faces
beneath him. A very kingly scoundrel!

A moment; and then he began to
speak. His volce, with its words unintel-
ligible to me, rolled out over the silence.
Soft, persuasive, yet powerful. It evi-
dently carried to every far corner of the
amphitheater. Sometimes he turned to
regard those behind him. Speaking quiet-
ly. Then, with a sudden, explostve, thun-
dering statement; then a gentle, persua-
sive question. All the tricks of the ora-
tor! A very kingly scoundrel! He was
carrying them.

Applause broke out; his gesture was
deprecating as he silenced it. I wondered
when Kean would return for us. We
could easily slip away from father.

My thoughts were roaming; Kean
ought to come shortly. Now was our
chance, with most of the guards here at
the meeting. Graff was unconsciously
playing into our hands—drawing all the
guards away from the grotto to hear
him talk.

Kean dropped before me! I looked up
to meet his white, agitated face. “Peter,
don't cry out! Get your father—all of
you get out of here!”



& FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

Something was wrong! I recall that I
felt a little tug as the lock of Zetta's hair
pulled from my fingers. Just a little tug
—1I forgot it at once, gazing into Kean's
horrified face.

“What—" Freddie and Dan were shov-
ing toward us to hear. It made a slight
confusion. I repeated, “What—" Half
rose to my feet.

A shout stiffened me. It came from a
small house by the gate, where officlals
as the crowd assembled had been direct-
ing the seating. A shout from there. An
official’s voice, bellowing. Accents of hor-
ror, and command.

Kean gasped his news: “The Infra-
red Control! The crimson and purple
globes—they have been stolen!”

‘The news was already here! The fright-
ened voice from the gate was bellowing
it. Graff’s volce died away. There was an
instant of horrified silence. Kean mur-
mured: “I found the tunnel guards mur-
dered! The controls are gone! These
Brauns—"

Tpe amphitheater broke into a pan-
demonium. Shouts; the thump and rat-
tle of scrambling, panic-stricken Gar-
lands. Pigures leaping up. The official
voice was bellowing. A police guard near
me raised a weapon toward the platform
where Graff was standing. But he did
not fire. The lights up there were sud-
denly extinguished. A red glow took their
place.

The crimson barrage Graff had used
on earth! His Brauns had smuggled it
into Garla—they had its apparatus now
on the platform. A great circular red cur-
tain enveloped the rostrum up there.
From a dozen points about the amphi-
theater the police guards were firing
their short purple stabs of flame at it.

A panic of confusion was around me.
A sailing figure—a man trying to leave
the stadium—came down and landed full
on me. I was knocked sidewlse; kicking,
trylng to disentangle myself from him.
‘We crashed through a seat, and with my
weight we fell half my height to a lower
level. I got to my feet, fighting the press
of frightened people who were shoving
me. I could still see Graff's barrage; I
could hear its squeals above the pan-
demonium of shouts.

Up there in the purple moonlight, over
the barrage, a black object was descend-
ing from the sky. A vehicle? A flying
platform—I could not see it clearly. It
dropped swiftly down within the barrage

circle. In a moment It came sailing up.
It passed high over me. A flying plat-
form. The escaping Brauns crowded its
ralls. The crimson barrage faded out;
the rostrum was empty.

Graff’s treachery was lald bare. He
had stolen the globes of the Infra-red
Control!

‘Without them, Xenephrene in a month
or two was doomed. These frightened
officlals of Garla, these panic-stricken
people, all knew it. A world gone mad!
But my thoughts were not concerned
with that; the cold horror within me
sprang from another thought. A realiza-
tion. Graff had stolen the Infra-red Con-
trol to use on earth! My shuddering
imagination leaped ahead. A world, our
blessed earth, gone mad!

CHAPTER XVI
ON OUR WAY TO CONQUER THE EARTH!

N THE confusion I found myself pushed

a considerable distance, separated from
all our party. I could not see any of
them; with the scrambling throng, the
changing scene I could not at first de-
termine where we had been sitting. Then
I saw the place; it was empty. I strove
to get there, fighting my way. The amphi-
theater was fast emptying. The officlal
volce was still bellowing. Guards: were
leaping away, perhaps rushing to the
grotto. In the distance across the city a
siren was sounding—a long electrical
scream.

I thought, over near the gate through
which a press of people were surging,
that I saw father. I forced my way in
that direction; went through the gate.
They ought to be waiting for me here.
But they were not.

A cross street ran down at an angle
here into the forest vegetation—a nar-
row, shaky-looking causeway of fiber.
It was unlighted, dark with straggling
moonlight—a  purple, ghostly-looking
street. It seemed at the moment empty
of people—the throng surged past it,
keeping to the upper level.

From behind me as I stood there a
dark-cloaked figure darted past me and
plunged down it. Dan! It was as tall as
he; seemed moving with our earthly
heavy tread. I started down after it; I
would have shouted, but the words
choked me. It was not Dan—not anyone
of earth, for all its solid gait! It passed
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through a shaft of moonlight; from the
c!on.k I saw a white arm hanging. Wav-

Thls ‘was & man, carrying some one; I
caught a glimpse of the bulk of the other
body he was holding in his arms, under
his cloak. He disappeared down into the
purple darkness. Memory of the little
tug I had felt in my fingers as Zetta’s
hair was withdrawn sprang to me now.
Was that Zetta under that cloak? Her
arm I had seen waving from beneath it?

With the Essen automatic in my hand,
I found myself plunging, half falling,
down the flimsy street. Beneath the
strain of my Incautious descent, it bent
and crackled. Houses like nests were set
here in the dark, pod-laden follage. They
sagged with me as I passed. A woman
came to the window of one of them and
shouted.

I reached the ground. A vaulted, tun-
nel-like street was cut through the
jungle. Ahead of me, a hundred yards
or so, the moonlight showed clear where
the jungle ended and the open country
began. I thought I saw the hooded figure

if

tore at me—a ring of them struggling to
hold me.

I burst through them; but, like birds,
they were at me again. One I lifted bodily
and hurled a dozen feet. Another I caught
by his legs, whirling him, a thirty-pound
bludgeon to knock the others away. Ihad
almost reached Zetta. I shouted to her
—I do not know what. She answered; but
it was a scream of warning. I turned too
late. Some one from behind crashed a
block of metal stone on my head. I went
down Into soundless, empty darkness.

HEN I recovered consclousness I was

lying on the platform. It was in
mid-air; T could feel it sway, feel the
rush of the wind past me on that thirty-
foot square, railed platform. Some fifteen
men crowded near its center, where in a
small pit, its antl-gravity, lifting mech-
anism was Installed. It was this pit—a
‘white glow there—which first I saw when
I opened my eyes. The glow shone up-
ward upon the faces and figures of the
seated men. Brauns. I sat up unsteadily.
One of my captors was beside me. He

hurrying out there. I ran—I
I would get a chance to shoot. If that
were Zetta he was carrylng I would not
dare.

I think now I have never been, before
or since, so Incautlous. I came with a
rush out of the dark depths of the forest,
into an open moonlit area. A red glow
hovered like a circular curtain near at
hand. Within a dozen steps of me, a
small railed platform lay upon the
ground. Men were on it. Brauns! A
black-hooded figure was standing hold-
ing Zetta! Zetta, with fear sweeping her
face as she saw me appear.

I must have stood for an instant in
confusion. I remember casting off the im-
pediment of my cloak. A dozen men came
leaping at me. I fired the Essen, but hit
no one. It was knocked from my hand
as one of the leaping bodies struck me.

They closed in on me. I turned and
swung at them. Flimsy things! My dirk
tore into the shoulder of one. He went
down with a scream. The dirk had
buried, hilt and all; Ilet it go. I wrenched
an arm loose from around my neck; hit
another man full in the face. Two others
I knocked aside with a sweep of my arm.
Another leaped astride my back, but I
heaved him off as though he were a child
clinging there. They must have been
‘without weapons. They clung, bit and

an
but when he saw I only intended to sit
up, he relaxed.

The platform was sailing through the
purple moonlight. I was too far from the
rail to see over it to the ground, but in
the distance I could make out a line of
the metal mountains—naked crags glis-
tening under the stars.

From behind a platform a yellow fire
streamed out, llke a vessel's wake; we
were being propelled forward by the im-
pulse of its thrust against the air. Verti-
cal and horizontal rudders were back
there. In front also, and to the sides,
were small lateral wing-rudders.

A gentle hand touched my shoulder.
Zetta was seated beside me. Unharmed,
her face lighting with relief that I, too,
seemed uninjured. My head was roaring
from the blow; blood, now drying, matted
my hair. But it seemed only a scalp
wound.

‘The man guarding us called to his fel-
lows; two of them came and looked me
over, and then went back. The guard
moved to seat himself betweeh us and the
rail. Zetta and I were left free to talk.
She had been seated beside me in the
Stadium; when the panic began she had
turned to see our two insect guards van-
ishing under a tiny red beam.

She had leaped up, unnoticed in the
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confusion, and had seen me fall. Hulda
was nearest her. She called, but a hand
over her mouth stifled it. She was carried
off. Her captor had crouched hidden near
the gate, with his cloak over them, wait-
ing his chance to get unobserved down
the little street. At the forest entrance,
‘when they were about to take her on the
platform, I had burst upon them.

This was not the platform upon which
Graff and his men had escaped from the
amphitheater. “That i§ much larger,”
sald Zetta. “It is ahead of us now.”

“They’re taking us to the Braun city?”

“Yes. It is not so much farther. Oh,
Peter, you have been lying here like death
80 ver' long time!”

Zetta’s account of her abduction, it
suddenly struck me, did not ring wholly
true. I eyed her.

“Did you try to escape from the man
who seized you in the Stadium?” I de-
manded.

She understood me at once. She shook
her head. “No. Mus' I confess it? I will,
Peter. I heard that the controls were
stolen—doom for my worl'—perhaps for
yours.”

She stopped. I said:
yourself up? Is that it?”

“No. Not jus’ that. The man had me—
but you ask me frankly if I try to escape.
I sald no.”

“You mean you're glad you're here?”

“Yes,” she said solemnly. “In what
other way possibly could I help my Garla,
or your earth?”

“You think you can help them?”

She shrugged. She was almost unbe-
levably calm, but I knew it was a pose.
“Perhaps. If there is any way I can in-
fluence Graffl—I am no fool, I will do my
best—oh, Peter, not you would I have
sacrificed! I did not know you were fol-
lowing—did not know you would be

“But Zetta, darling—"

“Peter—please!”

She was building a wall up between
us! “Iam not pledge’ to you yet, Peter—"

I thought it best to drop the subject
then.

“So you gave

There were many other such small
platforms escaping from Garla. They
came presently, converging in upon us.
‘We sailed high over the border—a thin,
very tall latticed wall stretched over the
country to mark

it.
Zetta pointed. “The border search-

beams are gone. Our guards all dead—
it was what Kean feared. These plat-
forms came into Garla unseen—taking
back the Brauns and what they have
stolen.”

‘The Infra-red control globes! They
were on Grafl’s platform, undoubtedly.

“See!” exclaimed Zetta. “There are the
city lights!”

Ahead, a great yellow radiance illum-
ined the sky. The full moon was low to
one side of us; to the other, the dawn
was coming. Almost soundlessly we swept
on. Over a sea of deep purple water, with
a barren metal plain beyond it.

‘The city came up into view. Tremend-
ous metal buildings, set in terraces upon
a barren metal rock surface. Fantastic
structures, aerial like a glant hive.
‘Spider-web bridges of gleaming metal;
giant ladders; metal causeways swinging
from cables at heights tremendous. All
aerlal, spiderlike, fantastically unreal.
Glaring with blasts of yellow light; roar-
ing with the noises of industry.

We swept over it at a considerable
height and dropped into a broad metalic
pit in the plain beyond. A pit two hun-
dred feet deep and several miles across.
It was flooded with yellow radiance.
Brauns crowded close around us; but I
caught glimpses of a great actwity. A
thousand men at least were busy here.
Platforms were landing, like ours from
the directlon of Garla. A large one was
already here.

Zetta and I were pushed to the ground.
A dozen or more space-flylng globes of
various sizes—somewhat simllar to the
one Dan, Freddie and I had used com-
ing from earth—stood about. At a dis-
tance one glgantic affair—a great ter-
raced cylinder with banks of windows
like a monster modern steamship—lay on
a raised stone platform. Leaders led up
to it from the pit-bottom. Our captors
shoved us, though not ungently, in that
direction.

Graff's expedition to earth! His forces,
embarking now! I saw very little of it as
with a crowd of Brauns around me I
was shoved toward the monster vehicle.
The sloping ladders had wide steps one
above the other at nearly ten-foot inter-
vals. At a word of command, Zetta
bounded up.

They let down a cable, hooked it on
me, hauled me up the fifty-foot height.
I saw them leading Zetta away. She
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turned toward me, but they forced her
on. A Braun abruptly threw a metal
hook around me, pinning my arms. I
was jerked through a doorway, down a
long echoing metal passage and thrown
into a metal room, which had a single
bull's-eye window. The door slammed
upon me. I was left alone.

‘Within an hour, in the light of my
second dawn upon Xenephrene, we left
the purple planet on our way to conquer
the earth.

CHAPTER XVII
PLANNING THE CONQUEST

(13 ELL,” sald Graff, “I had not
thought to have you with me, but
you are welcome. A pleasure—"

I got to my feet; T had been lying on
the bare metal floor. We were well be-
yond Xenephrene's atmosphere now. And
so insistent are the human mundane
needs—amid all my perturbed thoughts
of the future, my worry over Zetta, my
aching head with a miserable gash and
lump on it—my chief trouble at the mo-
ment was an almost intolerable hunger.

I swayed as I stood up; Graff put out
his hand to steady me. “Yod're not
hurt?”

“No. I'm hungry.”

“That is good. Zetta said you would be.
‘Well, you shall be fed. Come with me.”
He stood off, regarding me. I must have
been a disheveled enough figure; wide-
flaring, corded gray riding trousers, tight
over the knee; heavy rolled stockings; a
white shirt, open at the throat, torn and
with Braun blood upon it; and with my
own blood matting my tousled hair.

“You are a strong-looking little fel-,
low,” Graff chuckled. “My men, worse
luck to them, told me how you fought
them. It is my idea—now that you are
here with me—you would not run wild
like that again. Is it so?"”

“Yes,” I agreed. Why not? Of what
use for me to try to fight, penned up
here? I added: “Besides, your men took
my weapons.”

He was leading me down a long metal
passage with closed doors along it at in-
tervals. “Yes. They look interesting—
the mechanical one particularly. I mus’
get you to explain it to me. Zetta says
you will be ver’ helpful to me. I think
she is right. A clever little girl, Zetta.”

His words made my blood run cold!
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But I kept silent. We entered a wide
room, set amidship of the vehicle;
through its windows I could see the black
firmament on both sides—the great, star-
filled vold of Space.

Zetta was here, perched on a bench be-
fore a high table littered with parchment
sheets. She flashed me a smile and a
warning glance. Food was on the table
near her.

“Your breakfast, Peter,” she sald calm-
ly. “Sit here.”

I ate. Strange meal! Strange food of
Xenephrene, but stranger still we three
as we sat there. Graff sat pleasantly
talking. He seemed in 2 high good hu-
mor; wholly frank and sincere. But I
wondered; sometimes I fancied he was
gently ironical.

“There were two or three other earth-
men besides yourself who came into my
hands, Peter. All of them—unfortunately
—died. You—I think—may not die. Do
you know why? Firs', because Zetta has
ask’ me to let you llve—and I would do
anything to please her. That is—almos’
anything. Second, because she has prom-
ise’ me you will help with my campaign.
‘Wwill you?”

At his brusque question, I hesitated;
Zetta’s warning glance decided me.

“Yes,” I sald.

“I mean, really help. I will be able to
guess at once you try to fool me. Do not
try it, frien’ Peter!”

I began: “I don't see how I can help
you—

“He'll help you,” Zetta put in.

“Information about your worl’,” Graff
explained. “There are many things you
know, which I do not. Zetta and I have
been talking over my plans—I will be the
greatest man on your earth, Peter—"

It decided me. A vain glory was his
weakness. He wanted to impress Zetta;
he seemed even to take pleasure in im-
pressing me. Zetta was playing upon it.
We would give him information, authen-
tic enough, which would help him un-
doubtedly. But we would learn his plans,
too. Work with him, as he wished; and
once on earth—

I sald: “I can see no harm in helping
you. Especially if it will benefit me.” I
smiled shrewdly. “Will it?”

I thought perhaps he swallowed my
bait, but I could not be sure. He sald
emphatically: “If you work with me, I
will make you secon’ greatest man in
your worl’.”
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And Zetta? I wondered. I had only an
instant alone with her that day. She
whispered: “You were perfec’, Peter.
Work with him—learn what you can. Tell
him truthfully what he asks. It is neces-
sary—best in the end.”

“But Zetta, you—"

“I can take care of myself. He would
not harm me. He wants to make me love
him. That, truly, he desired. I am let-
ting him try.”

“He won’t give up his plans—he'll give
up nothing for you—"

“No, of course, not. But I preten’ I
think maybe he will—move! There he
comes! In a few days perhaps he will
leave us more alone.”

“When we get to earth—"

But she had moved away from me as
Graff approached.

WE WERE twelve days reaching earth.
Dan, Freddie, and I had made the
voyage In eleven days. In this great ship
we were traveling faster; but the dis-
tance, with Zenephrene drawing away
from the earth, was greater now.

It was a monotonous voyage. I was
housed alone in a cabin with fairly com-
fortable furniture. Three times a day,
Graff personally came and took me to
that larger room where invariably I
found my meal waiting me. Of all the
rest of the ship_its men, its equipment
—I saw nothing.

Zetta very often was in the cabin when
1 was brought in to my meal. Occasional-
ly I saw the woman Brea. Once, when
for a moment Zetta and I were alone, I
glanced behind us to see Brea’s glant
figure lurking in the doorway. Watching
us; I caught a gllmpse of her face—
white, thin-lipped, with eyes that seemed
smoldering with fury. There is a menace
in the aspect of a man who is a scoun-
drel; but it is mild and meek indeed com-
pared to the scoundrel woman!

“Zetta, is that Brea ever left near you?
Alone with you?” .

“No. Oh, no. I watch her.”

“She’s there now in the pasage door-

“Yes. I see her.”

“Don’t farget. She tried to have you
murdered! Does Graff know that?”

“I think so. She would not dare harm
me here—he would kill her.”

“Don’t you be too sure. A woman—a
{ealous woman—might do anything.”

But Zetta only laughed. “Perhaps we

may use her, Peter. When we get to
earth—" She would not say any more.

Graff was constantly questioning me.
The chaos Xenephrene’s coming had
brought to earth seemed intensely in-
teresting to him. He understood astrono-
my far better than I did, undoubtedly.
We talked of the changed inclination of
earth’s axls; the changed climate. He
questioned me about the different coun-
tries—most of them were only names to
him. He wanted to know the distribution
of the people; the different races; the
present great centers of population; the
agricultural areas.

“You are ver’ helpful, Peter.” He
seemed to mean it. “It is all quite con-
fusing. So big a worl’—populate’ over all
its surface. A ver’ great conquest for me,
Zetta, don’t you think so?”

I trled to get Information from him.
It was not easy. He only wanted to talk
generalities, both about earth, and about
himself. He had asked me nothing about
alrplanes or warships—nothing at all
about the weapons of war on earth. Ex-
cept the Essen automatic of mine which
he had taken. He laid it on the table be-
fore us. I explained it to him; the whole
theory o.l explosives.

“That’is mos’ interesting.” But he did
not seem greatly impressed. “I suppose
you make these things quite large?”

“Yes,” I agreed. And since he asked no
more, I volunteered nothing further.

From Graff I learned that there were
already on earth several hundred of his
men. Hiding, as he put it. They had
with them only a very small hand bat-
tery with which they could fling around
them the crimson barrage. The fellow
who had attacked us at Cains’, trying to
steal the Reet battery, was one of them.

I said: “That crimson barrage—in a
larger form—was all you had yourself,
when you were on earth before?”

He laughed. “I had other things—it
was no time to use them.”

“But now—you have other things with
you now?"”

“Oh, yes, I have other things, Peter.”

He had in this expedition some ten

d nearly a
of the Garland insects. And there were
several thousand women and children.
‘The Braun race—earth’s f%ure ruling
race—these were to be the ploneers. They
were not all on this vehicle; there were
others, equally as large. And several
small globes, This vehicle held only the
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main th
for war. He mentioned flying platforms,
more mobile for low-altitude alr trans-
portation than this great Space liner; I
gathered that they were platforms sim-
lar to the one on which Zetta and I had
been brought from Garla.

“How are the other Space vehicles go-
Ing to find you?” I suggested.

“We are leading. I shall pick out an
earth base and then signal them where
it 1s. Soon, Peter, before we get to earth,
you and I mus' talk some serlous details.
You will help me pick our earth base—"

I saw then the wisdom of Zetta's plan
that we should be in Graff's confidence;
here, at least, I could influence him, His
landing place on earth; I would urge him
as best I could to where he would do
earth least damage. Perhaps I might
even be able to sway his whole campaign
Into a channel least damaging to us.

Once I mentioned the Infra-red Con-
trol. He shut me up very sharply.

HERE was one time during the voyage

when by chance I overheard Graff
and Zetta when they thought they were
alone. It was Graff in a new light. Amaz-
ing scoundrel! I thought at the time—
and I still think—that in this one in-
stance at least, every word that he ut-
tered was truthful and sincere.

T could hear and see both him and
Zetta plainly. They were in Graff’s cabin,
where I ate my meals; I was in the
length of passageway leading to my
room, which now was freely allowed me.
I cannot claim I did not try to eaves-
drop; for most assuredly I did.

Graff was saying: “If you insls’ I talk
in English I will do it. For the practice,
as you say.” Did Zetta know I overheard
them? Did she want me thus to realize
upon what basis they were? I think so;
but I have never known it for a certainty.
“And {f we are to live on earth, Zetta, it
is best. The race which speaks English
is greatest on earth. Is it so?”

“I think, yes.”

They were sitting by the table; I saw
him reach out and touch her arm, saw
her involuntarily shrink away.

“Zetta! You hurt me much when you
do that.”

“I cannot telp it, Grafl.”

He leaned toward her. I could see hls

for the moment absol

ly sl .
"You ue afraid of me?”

“No, I am not.”

“Do not be, Zetta. I love you—I want
you to marry me in whatever fashion
they use on earth.” His volce was impas-
sioned. “Oh, Zetta, what a future there
will be for you and me! Cannot you see
it? Look ahead! I will be greatest man
of this great worl".”

He suddenly stood up before her, drawn
to his full height, his great bare arms
with the dangling chains extended up be-
fore him with a gesture of power. A
kingly figure indeed! A white-halred,
blue-eyed Viking of old; but there was
about him as well, an aspect of modern-~
ity—a modern, conquering scientist.

“Look at me, Zetta! A man of whom
you will be proud! You—jus’ a little girl
—to yourself you will say: ‘There is my
man, greatest in the worl’. I love him.”

“Ah!” she said. “If I did, Graff.”

“You will. I treat you gently.” Ab-
ruptly he held one of his huge hands be-
fore her. “With this hand, I could twist
the neck of that Peter.”

I doubted it very much!

“I do not do that, because you ask me
not to, Zetta.”

“And because he will always be of great
help to you,” she retorted slyly.

He was taken somewhat aback.

“Yes, that Is true. But for the other
reason also. I try to please you—"

1 could see her gaze measuring him.
She looked so small, sitting there before
him; but I knew that with her keen
woman’s instinct she was planning how
to handle him best.

“You captured me, Grafl. Brought me
here, by force. When we get to earth,
will you let me go?”

“No! I had to bring you—I mus’ keep
you with me. How else, if you are not
with me, can I make you love me?"

She said gently, “Perhaps you go about
it wrongly.”

“No. I think not. I tried leaving you
alone. I was a ver’ great man among my
Braun people—but you say you have nev-
er loved me. It is the love I want—noth-
ing else! You know that! Your love—
without that, you are nothing!”

I must admit he said 1t with regal dig-
nity which to the woman must have been
impressive. For just that moment, Zetta’s
emotion must have been ‘touched. Her
hand went impulsively toward him.

“I belleve you, Graff. It is why I have
no fear of you.”

He did not follow his advantage. He
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sald, “I am glad. In a few days we will
land upon earth. I shall be ver’ busy—
we will talk no more of this for a long
time. But I want you to know—every-
thing I do will be for you.”

She said slowly, “If you want to please
me, give it up. You have stolen the Red
Control. You have doomed your own
_worl’ and mine to disaster. And now you
would attack the earth, which never has
harmed you. Walit, hear me this time,
Graff! Perhaps—if now we to turn

and plan the generul campaign. Here,
Zetta, help
He \mroned n ‘white opaque parchment
some four feet by six. Zetta fastened it
flat to the table. For a pen, I had a metal
point in a small handle, with a dangling
wire. The point glowed and etched a
thin dark line on the parchment. And
there was a very serviceable set of draw-
ing Instr for
angles, the equwalent. of a ruler, a com-
affair which drew

back—perhaps back on Zenephrene I
might ind—I loved you—"

He checked her; he was frowning.
“You have said that before—do not say
it again! I love you—but I am a man—
a ruler. You are nothing but a woman.
Do you think my love is so unworthy of
us that I would let you wreck our des-
tiny? I will not! The man who is mas-
tered by a woman no longer is a man!
You would not love me! That is a le!
You will love me as I am, and I am made
for great deeds. Enough of this!”

He strode way from her; stopped and
turned. “When I am master of the earth
we will talk of this again. You say wom-
an's love comes unbidden? Perhaps it
does—we will wait then upon its pleasure.
But remember this: No woman ever
loved a man who was a weakling. I want
not that kind of woman’s love!”

He strode from the room.

ET us get to the detall:

My supper was finished; he pushed
away the dishes. We were approaching
the earth; slowing down now; in another
twenty-four or thirty-six hours we would
be ready to land. Zetta was seated across
the cabin. Graff had drawn two long
tables together; a bank of parchment in-
sect lamps was over them with the {llumi-
nation shaded downward.

Graft added, “Zetta thinks you might
be able to draw me a map of your worl’.
Could you?” -

Geography had been rather my hobby.
“I think so,” I said readily. “I can draw
you one, fairly acurate, on the old Merca-
tor’s projection.”

“What is that?”

I explained it; the surface spread flat;
the lines of latitude and longitude at
right angles rather than in a simulation
of the globular surface. He nodded.

“That will do all right. Try it now. I
will watch you, and you mus’ explain as
you do it. We mus’ pick our landing place

t will every variety of curve—circle,
ellipses of every eccentricity, parabola,
hyperbola, many ether curves which
Graff named, but which were unfamiliar
to me. And there was a pantagraph—

He explained the uses of these various
instruments. “Go ahead,” he said.

I took perhaps two hours. It was
doubtless a very crude world map I drew
from memory. But in its broadest fea-
tures it was fairly accurate. I laid down
the horizontal equator; spaced parallel
lines, above it, and below; drew the
Greenwich meridian and the others at
ten-degree intervals.

There was a time, in my university
days, when I knew with falr exactitude
the latitude and longitude of most of the
world’s great cities. I marked them now
as dots; and from them, the coast lines
grew.

Graff was Intensely interested. When
I had the main natlonal boundaries
sketched in, he stopped me. “That will
do us ver’ nicely. Show me where the
daylight is now.”

Icalculated. It was now by earth-time,
the noon of July 7, 1957; almost exactly
mid-spring in the north and mid-au-
tumn in the south. The equator was
pointing toward the sun. The days and
nights were now about equal at the
equator—each some twelve hours long,
shading off into twilight at the poles.

“And next month?" said Graff.

“The nights are lengthening in the
south. The days are lengthening in the
north.”

He made me mark it all on the map;
the changes of daylight and darkness,
and the approximate climate from now
until early October, when the North Pole
would point to the sun. Then it would
be all heat and daylight ire the north,
shading to equatorial twilight, down to
the night and cold of the southern hemi-
sphere.

“My campaign may run until then,”
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he said. “It is these months I am mos’
interes’ in." He added abruptly, “Where
would you advise me to land?”

‘WAS my opening. “That depends on
many things—there’s a great deal
yowll have to tell me, Graff,” I.sald
frankly. I smiled. “You can't have a
council of war, with your chief councillor
wholly ignorant of everything.”

“Ver' true, Peter. I will tell you what
you want to know.” My heart leaped
with exultation. I had his confidence at
last!

“Our weapons,” I said. My first inclu-
slon of myself with him! He took it
without notice. “Our weapons. Our
method of warfare. What countries we
think best to attack first. We'll have the
whole world agalnst us, you know.”

“I know it."”

“Our defense—"

“That is simple, Peter. We have only
one, but it is impregnable against any-
thing they have on earth.”

“The crimson barrage?”

“Yes."

“Can_you lay It over a wldespread
area? How wide? Grafl, is it your idea
to capture a great spread of country—
devastate it—"

“I cannot,” he sald. “I can include
within the barrage an area that you
would call a circle of ten-mile diameter.
Four such circles, if I wish to divide my
forces. Not much more.”

He described how his batteries sup-
plied projectors of the crimson light. It
would extend some fifty thousand feet
into the alr and sidewise some five hun-
dred feet on each side of its source. A
projector thus must be set about every
thousand feet. He had enough of them
to Include four ten-mile areas. His stor-
age batteries would last, he sald, for con-
tinuous use some three months.

“I can stand the barrage up into the
alr, or tilt it forward, level with the
ground—It is then a beam which will an-
nihilate what it touches—"

“With about fifty thousand feet—ten
miles—effective range,” I finished.

“Exactly so, Peter. But with it in that
horizontal position we have a barrage
height of only five hundred feet. It is
my plan to select a base, in some area
not ver’ crowded. From there we can
move within our barrage over any area
of country we wish to take.”

“Move how, Graff? On land? Sea?”

“And in the air—over land and sea.
‘We can mount the barrage projectors on
our platforms. They will fly; and they
will float upon earth’s ‘water'—I have
made sure of that.

‘We discussed it for another hour. Mid-
night came; Zetta served us with food
and hot drink. Graff was planning to de-
stroy what he could of earth until such
time as the leading governments would
acknowledge shis supremacy.

“I will have them bring all their
weapons before me—we will send them
into nothingness with our crimson sound.
Our Braun weapons then will rule earth
indeed! I shall build my city upon your
faires’ land, and all your nations will
pay me tribute. My Garland Insects will
work for me. The earth people will work
for me. Our Braun race will spread—"

His plans after conquest were of a
rosy hue. He dwelt on them, while Zetta
and I listened in silence.

“Your colony will be small,” I sald
finally. “Your five thousand women—"

“A new race will come on earth. The
blending of the two worl's.”

“Won't you bring more of your people
from Zenephrene?”

Zetta sald suddenly, “Xenephrene is
doomed.”

Graff frowned at her. “That was neces-
sary, Peter. Ver' unfortunate. No. We
who have left, plan not to return. Nor
send for others—the best of us are here.
Zetta Is a sllly child—silly with woman
sentiment. Why should we bother with
Xenephrene? A ver’ small worl’, so little
of it habitable. I was master there—"

He had not been master, save of his
small i in
“—But it was not bilg enough for me. I
have lef’ it to its destiny.”

Left it to its fate—its doom! But I
only smiled. “We must decide where we
are to land upon earth,” I suggested.
“Do you want the daylight or darkness?”

He ran his finger along the line of the
equator. “Here. In the equal days and
nights. It will be warm?”

“Yes.”

“That I want. How warm?”

“Like Garla. Warmer probably.”

He nodded. “And from there, I will go
north, following the warmth and day-
light. What is here, Peter?”

I8 finger was on the equator in S8outh
America. My heart quickened. Our
new great citles of the Western World
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‘were springing up, there in Ecuador, Ven-
ezuela, the Guianas, northern Brazil. This
area was thronged now with colonists.
‘They were planning, at the Falls of the
Iguazu, to supply light and heat through
all the Americas. Vast industrial plants
were planned for these new cities. It
would be the industrial and mining cen-
ter of our western hemisphere. He must
not land there!

“It used to be jungle” I said casually.
“And small rather backward nations.
Down there In Bollvln and Peru—all the

glon—th were

“I understan’,” he said gravely.

“You are right in that, Peter. We will
bring them to yield—ver’ quickly, I hope.
‘Tell me in detall what they will use as
weapons against us.”

He seemed tireless. For another hour
or two, I explained as best I could the
armament of the great natlons. It was
all chaotic since the Great Change. In-
deed, I was sure of very little I said. Most
of the world capitals had moved; all the
races and centers of population had
shifted. Natlons were disintegrating,
as their people moved in whole-

Anq
great mining posslbllltles, largely unde-
veloped. It has changed a little now.”
I led his interest elsewhere. The East
Indles, where my great Dutch Islands
were thriving now w|th a new actlvlty,
drew his

sale flight to new areas.

In a few years most of the world would
be united almost like one big family.
There had been no thought, since the
Great Change, of maintaining national
‘The worst possible time to

We determined at lut upon the plains
north of Mombassa, in British East Af-
rica. A fair land with the new climate,
but as yet not densely settled, except to
the north and north-west.

In the north were Abyssinia and the
Egyptian Sudan—the great valley of the
Nile. To the northwest, the Libyan and
Saharan deserts. These were springing
into fertile, temperate areas. The gov-
ernments of Great Britain, France and
Spain were locating down there. But I
felt I could keep Graff away from this
region. Graff would want to move north.
I would make him move northeast—up
the African coast, over Eastern Abyssinia
and get him across the Gulf of Aden, into
Arabia, Persia and thence to the sparsely
settled, still barren lands of the Central
Aslan Socfalists.

“What about your food supplies?” I
demanded. “You can't maintain your
people very long with what you've
brought, can you?”

“No,” he said. “But I will get food from
the country we capture. You must show
me where at this season the agriculture
is under way. Perhaps, too, you have
some large gov'ment storehouse now
which I could seize.”

He listened carefully as I pointed out
the route into Socialist mid-Asia. “What
we want,” I sald, “Is to frighten the
world—bring it to our feet. Not to deva-
state it completely, with nothing to rule
afterward but a chaos. You must be
careful, Graff, as future emperor, not to
wreck the food supply of your new
domain, It’s precarious at best now.”

have an invader from another planet at-
tack us! But this latter, I did not explain
to Graff.

8till another hour. “Graff,” I said ab-
ruptly. “You never mention the Infra-
red Control. What part will it play?”

I expected he might frown his dis-
pleasure. He did not. He met me with an
imperturbable smile. “You are tired,
Peter,” he sald calmly. It was nearly
dawn; Zetta had been listening to me
silently, but keenly aware of my motives.
But she, too, now was tired. She flashed
me a warning look when I mentioned the
Control.

Graff’s slow smile continued. ‘Peter,
you go to your cabin. I will work this
out.”

I slept. It must have been noon when
1 was awakened, not by Graff, but by a
Braun I had never seen before. In
Grafl’s cabin my meal was waiting. Zet-
ta was not there. Graff was still poring
over my map; I think he had not left it.

“Sit down, Peter.”

When I was fairly eating, he gestured
at the map. “I have made my decision.
We will land in north Brazil. I will also
sen’ a force to Central Africa. It can
move north over the Sahara grain flelds,
into Europe. And from Brazil we can
move north and south. I think that
North and South Americas and Europe
and Africa are mos' Important places to
attack, Peter. We will frighten them, if
we attack them there!"”

Irony was in his voice and in his
smile! And I had thought to influence
this fellow!
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CHAPTER XVIIL
THE EARTH AT BAY!

ISTORY will record that the forces of
Graff, the Xenephrene, landed upon
earth at 2 AM, July 9, 1857, in north
Brazil, at one degree fourteen minutes
north latitude, and sixty-one degrees

Around our encampment in north Bra-
zll, the barrage projectors were mounted
on the ground for a permanent stay. A
ten-mile circle. It included a stream. I
found Graff had apparatus for distilling
the water, for drinking supply. He for-
aged out for food, even though he had a
three months’ supply with him. He began
bullding dwelling houses for his women
and child it he had

twenty-two minutes west
There was no one person on earth who
saw more than a fragment of what fol-
lowed during those frightful weeks; out
of a myriad accounts, history will piece
a pallid, dispassionate vision of the whole.

For myself, I witnessed many horrible
things. But only fragments—as an ant
with its tiny viewpoint sees the forest
through which it crawls, and might
futilely try to describe it. I can only
name facts; imagination must supply the
rest, and even then inevitably fall far
short of the grim, tragic reality.

1 was crouching with Graff and Zetta
at a floor window of the giant Space liner
when, that July 8, we slowly settled to
within a thousand feet of the ground. A
dark, tropic, overcast night.

From beneath our bow a crimson,
howling radiance, one of the barrage
projectors, sprang downward. There was
no one left alive over the ten-mile cir-
cular area around which our barrage was
flung that night, to tell what happened.
I saw the houses of this newly-settled
agricultural area melt and vanish as we
swept them with the radiance.

‘The barrage went up. By dawn, all the
country near us was deserted of its
people, who fled in terror as far away
from us as they could get. The tropic
jungle had wilted since the Great
Change. The land here was cleared;
broad, fertile fields, planted now with
graln, corn, and garden produce. Pros-
perous farms, crowded with settlers in
their small, new houses. New villages.
Several small citles. Over a hundred
mile area they were deserted In a day.

Graff’s other vehicles arrived. One was
dispatched to Africa. It landed in the
French Sudan, In latitude fifteen de-
grees flve minutes north and longitude
three degrees nineteen minutes west—
not far south of the city of Timbuktu,
‘which had tripled in size and importance
since the Great Change. The red barrage
was flung up here, but it was on the fly-
ing platforms. Within a day it began
moving directly north.

g
brought, and materials his Insects
dragged in from neighboring, abandoned
villages.

A incredible activity. By the end of
July his permanent base was well estab-
lished. We had been attacked. I can
only hint at the surprise, the panic, our
landing caused all over the world. Since
the Great Change, the last thing that
had been thought of was war.

The nations were concerned with their
bare existence—the welfare of their peo-
ple. War between them was an impos-
sibility. The great battle fleets of Britain,
the United States, France and Japan
were no longer armed for combat. Most
of the vessels had been dismantled of
their armament, converted into trans-
ports, for the people in distress and for
the transportation of food.

Armies were organized now as govern-
ment industrial and agricultural work-
ers. Every government was in the busi-
ness of producing, buying, storing, and
selling food. The war alrplanes were used
for transportation; thousands of the
great Arctic A type were in commission—
but few of them were armed.

The world was wholly unprepared and
unequipped for war. Nevertheless, Graff's
base in north Brazil was attacked. Rail-
road lines were near us. They were aban-
doned to traffic’ within fifty miles of
us. But an armored train was run up in
the night. It shelled us with a long-
range gun. One of Graff’s foraging parties
outside the barrage was struck and most
of its members killed. But the screaming
shells—they came all one night at twen-
ty minute intervals—exploded harmless-
ly against our barrage.

A few planes came up cautiously to
inspect us. One must have risen over the
ten mile helght of our barrage. It
dropped bombs. One of them fell within
our lines. It killed a dozen men and
ing inccets, and wrecked some of our

pparatus; it baicly missed our group of
vc}uclhs lying cna the river bank in the
center of our encampments. I doubt if
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that aviator ever knew how true was his
aim of that one bomb.

‘The train with its thirty-mile range
gun was gone at dawn. But it came
again the next night. I went with Graff,
aloft on a small platform, high over our
lines. Through the red glow of our bar-
rage we could see the train in the dis-
tance—a blur of moving lights. We car-
ried a single small projector. At dawn
we sailed out, through a momentary
break in the barrage. The train saw us
coming. It retreated, swinging and sway-
Ing over its rails at an eighty-mile-an-
hour gait. It was a Garga locomotive,
and a flat car. Puffing, snorting, careen-
ing through the country to avoid us. But
we caught it. There was nothing there
in & moment but a tumbled heap of its
heavier steel parts. We sailed back.

\HE world during these days must have

been frantically assembling its arma-
ment. Our Brazil base continued to be
harassed. By July 15, our river quite sud-
denly went dry. We found that some fifty
miles up the course on a distant rise of
ground they had mounted a queerly-
fashioned projector. It might have been
from Zenephrene itself!

1t was Freddie’s heat-projector, sent
here from Miami by the United States
government. It had an effective range of
some two miles, and its heat—they must
have been applying it continuously for
several days—had dried up the small
‘water-course, sending it up In clouds of
steam.

Graff qrdered an attacking platform
out. It never returned. Miraculously, a
long-range gun must have hit it. Then
we found that, still farther up, they were
damming our stream. Graff let them
alone. We sent out foraging parties at
intervals for water. They were fre-
quently attacked.

From Zetta, I sometimes had trans-
lated accounts of these hand-to-hand
engagements. Graff had a varlety of
small hand weapons with which his for-
aging men were generally armed. Hand
batterles of the purple Reet-current.
They shot very short, purple stabs of
flame. I recalled seeing the guards use
them that night in the Garla Stadium.

‘There were hand knives, not unlike the
Spanish machete. And occasionally
Graff used a lethal gas. It clung its
weight close to the ground. The wind
would sometimes sweep it over a village.

‘The small purple flame projectors in-
terested me particularly. I persuaded
Qraff to show me one. The crimson bar-
rage was a form of Reet; so was this pur-
ple light. The one a low vibration rate;
the other, a high. Both, of course, were
akin to the Control globes. I tried again
to mention the Control, but Graff shut
me up. He was not using It, as yet. I
found out soon afterward that, by every
artifice in her power, Zetta was holding
him back.

But he explained the purple flame. It
stabbed into the crimson barrage, neu-
tralized it. With one of these small pro-
Jectors, a man at a distance of ten feet
or so could stab a small hole through our
red radiance. Graff used this small hand
projector to blind the earthmen at short
range, and to explode their gunpowder
weapons in their hands—both of which
1t evidently did with great efficacy.

I said casually: “The Garlands had
these purple projectors?”

“Of course, Peter.”

“And, Graff, why couldn’t that be made
in a larger form? A giant purple beam?”

“It could. The Garlands have it.”

My were running
ly. Father, Dan, and Freddie were up
there in Garla. I said, still casually:
“Then the Garlands could have pene-
trated our barrage—neutralized it?”

He smiled lugubriously. “Yes. That is
what they did to me when I attack’ them
years ago.”

Graff was in a good mood this day. He
showed me some of the defensive ap-
paratus he had brought along. “I do
not need 1t here, Peter. But I have it,
Jjus’ the same.”

Insulated garments which one might
wear and be protected, at least partially,
from the red barrage. Infra-red goggles
to protect the sight; ear grids to bar out
the sound—to raise it again to the nor-
mal vibration to which our human ears
are accustomned.

“Why,” I said, “with these one might
walk through our barrage!”

“Yes,” he agreed, “I should not care to
try it—but one might get through safely.”

He put them away.

E HAD no reports from Africa. But

it was over there that in these early
days the greatest damage to earth was
done. The flying ring of platforms, with
the vehicle in their midst, had immedi-
ately begun moving northward.
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Slowly some two or three hundred
miles a day, but inexorably, impervious
to every attack that could be sent against
them, they blazed a ten-mile twisting
trail, northward across Africa—a trail of
queerly blank, dead-gray surface of emp-
ty earth.

It was as though some giant finger of
death were dragging, trailing itself over
the continent. It cut a swath through
Timbuktu, trailed over the newly settled,
newly fertile Sahara, swung east over
the mountains into the erstwhile Libyan
desert; then north over the Mediter-
ranean. It was there by July 20.

A fleet of warships, hastily assembled
from every nation, was in the Mediter-
rnean. The red enemy flew high. Its
barrage was downward. The ships, at a
falr distance, withstood the red glow.
Especlally at night. The world was learn-
ing the nature of this gruesome enemy.

During this perlod the few Brauns
whom Graff had sent previously to earth
now began to make their appearance. A
few, scattered individuals; they were
found in various localities, and by the
earth people summarily killed. In mid-
Europe a group of them—a hundred or
more—suddenly appeared and made a
stand, Graff’s expedition rescued them,
took them aboard the flying platforms.
They were the last, I think, of the scat-
tered Xenephrenes; no others ever ap-
peared, anywhere on earth.

The last week in July saw us spread-
ing out in South America. Our perman-
ent camp housed the women, children
and the older men. They maintained the
barrage. The insects were working with
the men building the town.

With a ring of flying platforms, we
made a sortie north. A week up and
back. We laid waste a swath through
central to the coast; we re-'

‘The crimson
seemed more deadly, more uncanny in
the darkness of night. But it was not.
Our sunlight was favorable to it; by day
its range was greatly increased. Graff
knew it. He had told me he would follow
the daylight northward!

The great steel ships in the Mediter-
ranean—if they kept off several miles—
were safe, especlally at night. Safe from
annthilation! But on them must have
been queer, uncanny scenes!

One, just south of Malta, was caught
in a fringe of outflung red beam. Those
on board have told what for a minute
or two they went through. It was night.
‘The ship’s lights went out. Its dynamos
were burned. There were several ex-
plosions aboard. But the ship escaped.
Its men were half deafened; eyes red,
smarting and strained; a queer Irritation
of the skin. And many were laughing
with an hysteria which no one could ex-

lain.

The invaders turned east from Malta.
They were never unduly aggressive, the
barrage generally was closely held for
defense—save that over the land It
blighted always that ten-mile swath.
They passed over thé Isles of Greece and
again turned north. Heading up into
mid-Europe. Before them—as well as
their course could be guessed for it al-
ways was erratic—the country was de-
serted. A rout, with occasionally an old
fortress, or a group of armed earth
planes, or a rallroad line with an armored
train, making a brief, futile stand.

turned with a western swing, through
Colombia, Ecuador, north Peru and back
to our base. By July 30 it was evident
that the earth people were doing thelr
best to evacuate all the territory inclosed
by the circle we had cut. Graff saw it;
a new idea gripped him.

“We can patrol it, Peter. With a few
platforms I can hold this territory—and
spread farther.”

It was an area roughly from five de-
grees south to seventeen degrees north
latitude, and from sixty degrees to sey-
enty-eight degrees west longitude. A
small Space-flying globe was now dis-
patched with a message to the east. It
Jjoined Graff's other force in mid-Europe.
Together they moved in one leap to the
Orlent, landed in Java, and began sweep-
ing the East Indies. They attacked the

rich Dutch islands near the equator,

which with the new climate we Dutch
had proudly thought would become the
fairest places of the earth.

From an island there was no swift es-
cape for the multitudes of panic-stricken
people—I have read that they flung
themselves into the sea by thousands.

I have seen the great Javan temples,
which in the 1940’s before the Great
Change, we Dutch were using as a lure
for the tourist trade—seen them in ruins
as they looked when the Xenephrenes
had passed. They say that the Banda
Sea, in August, reeked with the bodies
floating in it.

Falr, green islands, metamorphosed
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from the tropic to a temperate zone,
were lald waste without a living human
remaining. From twenty degrees north
to twenty degrees south—down into the
best land of the Australian continent, up
beyond the Philippines—the East was de-
vastated.

Grafl's plan was to drive the world's
people away from the equator. There
was only mid-Africa left, and his force
now went back there.

13 'LL see,” sald Graff. “Perhaps—

long ago, who knows, they are
willing to yield. You can go with me,
Peter. We will deliver them a message
and see what they have to say.”

It was the first week in August. We
took a small Space-flying globe. Just
Graff and I, with three or four of his men
to handle {t. Then Zetta wanted to go.
Graff agreed. He was always pleased to
bhave her with him; his vanity was
pleased that she should see his triumphs.

I think, too, that he would not have
cared to leave her in the camp with Brea.
The woman was a snake-like menace.
Graft seemed contemptuous of her. He
told me once he had promised long be-
fore, to marry her, but had since decided
1t was not to his liking.

‘We started in the globe, and sailing
high, watchful that no airplane could
get up to attack us, we went to Miaml.
At a twenty-mile height, we walted for
nighttall. The nights were brief now in
this northern latitude. We had prepared
a small metal cylinder. I wrote the mes-
sage to go in it.

“To the governments of the earth,
from Graff, the Xenephrene.”

We told them that if they wished to
yleld, we would name our terms, and give
directions for the destroying of all their

n of

One
we named now, In advance.
From ten degrees north to ten degrees
south latitude, all the land in the world
to be

was to be
held by the Xenephrenes.
Graft, with his fifteen or eighteen
thousand people, could not possibly be
expected to use or need more than a
fraction of thls land area, as I had
pointed out to him. But he had great, if
i plans.
Earth men and women from several dif-
ferent earth races chosen by him, were
to be sent, to be selected and judged by
him as the old Eugenic sect once thought

to judge the applicants for future par-
enthood.

A hundred thousand such earth peo-
ple would come and swear alleglance to
his ruling government. With his Brauns
they would build new cities; populate
this most benign central region of earth;
build their new and greater civilization
—breed their new race, the best of the
two worlds.

We directed the Miam! authoritles that
if this message were received, they should
notify us by a swaylng white search-
light beam from Miami Beach the fol-
lowing night. We would then walt an-
other two nights. Then, the night of
August 7, if the beam showed agaln,
swaying, we would know they desired to
yield. But if it stood straight up into the
sky, we would
they still defled us. We made no threats
—our deeds, not our words, would speak
for us.

‘We dropped the cylinder Into the out-
skirts of Miami. It went down, flaming
like a beacon from the blazing gas we
had ignited in its top. It fell, as close as
1 could judge, near the Greater Miami—
Fort Lauderdale line. By daylight we
hung fifty miles high, waiting.

HAVE been told, and I can fairly

imagine, the scene at the conference
which was held in the Miami War De-
partment during those three following
long days with the brief nights between
them.

At this daylight season there was a
freight and passenger air line flying from
Miami to the Canaries, with connections
at the Canariés for the recently estab-
lished capitals of Great Britain and
France, near the Barbary Coast.

Upon one of these liners representa-
tives of all the European governments
came hastily to assemble at Miami; from
Japan came leaders of the Oriental pow-
ers; and from Caracas—greatest capital
now of Latin America—came the newly
elected President of the Pan American
Unlon.

Graff and 1, in our devastating swing
up through Venezuela late in July, had
passed not far west of Caracas; those
had been anxious moments for me.

I need not picture that grave, solemn
conference of the World Powers in Miami
that August 6. I understand it lasted
without intermission for some thirty-six
hours. They had determined to yleld.



A BRAND NEW WORLD 9

A glant searchlight was erected at Mi-
ami Beach. It swayed its answer that the
cylinder had been found—that Graff's
message was being considered. We saw

With my gloved hands | ripped at the
wires of the diabolical crimson globe; and

kicked with passionate fury at the
instrument of destruction

it. We hung far, i -far aloft,
walting for the decision.

‘The night of August 7 came. The con-
fterence was ending. The definite decision
to yleld had been reached. From the
‘War Department a telephone was con-
nected with the little house at the beach
where the operator was ready to flash
the signal. Our War Secretary rose to
his feet.

“Shall I phone him now, gentlemen?”
‘They say his volce nearly broke.

There was a silent assent. From the
adjoining room a telephone rang sharp-
ly; then another. A contfusion In there.

ringing, and the government
a

radlo Y

call. A confusion, while the War Secre-
tary stood Irresolute. Then an Under
Secretary burst into the room. “A globe
from Space has landed in the Ever-
glades!”

A few moments, and from a dozen
sources came the details. Professor
Vanderstuyft had arrived from Xene-
phrene! With his daughter, and Dantel
Cain, Frederick Smith—and a young
man, a Xenephrene friendly to earth—
named Kean. They had weapons with
them with which to fight this invader!
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‘They were no more than fifty miles from
Miami, and were being rushed to the con-
ference by a government Arctic A.

WERE crouching over the floor of

our hovering globe, gazing down at

the shadowy outlines of the Florlda coast.

The twilight of August 7 deepened into

night. No searchlight beam showed. We

walted. We did not see father’s globe

come down: I did not know anything
about it until afterward.

The hours passed. “They will yield,”
sald Graff confidently. “They postpone
now the humiliating hour. But before
the dawn we will see their searchlight
beam. It will waver, tremble—jus’ as
in their own hesru they are wavering
and trembling.’

And Zetta and I thought so, too. The
short night passed; the twilight of dawn
began showing. And then the white
beam from down there sprang up. It
stood vertical. Motionless!

For a moment we stared at it, almost
unbelleving. Moisture clouded my sight
of it; my brave world, firmly shining its
deflance!

Graff sprang to his feet. “Why! In-
credible! They have not ylelded?”

Anger contorted his face—chagrin was
in his voice. I think he felt the chagrin
more strongly from Zetta's presence.

“So they will not yleld? The worse for
them! You shall see now the Red Con-
trol, Peter!”

“No!"” burst out Zetta.
do that, Graff!”

His laugh was grim.

“You shall see! The Red Control—I
will loose it now upon them!”

“You mus' not

CHAPTER XIX
RED MADNESS STALKING THE EARTH

AYS of grim activity in Graff’s camp
followed. I think Graff had no in-
timation of the rgason for the earth’s
deflance; he seemed to feel that our gov-
ernments were fool-hdrdy, stupid—stub-
born beyond the point of human reason.
He had been in a towering rage, but that
passed. He moved about his tasks now
with a cool, careful eficlency. But I
could see a certaln almost awed grim-
ness about him for the diabolical nature
of this thing he was dolng.
His mood was reflected in all his men.
And they changed toward me. Never

more than contemptuously tolerant, they
were now openly hostile. Gibing at me,
the earthman.

I was passing one morning down the
line of flimsy houses which was the main
street of the camp. A woman leaped
from a doorway and struck me in the
face. My guard was at hand. Graff never
let me move anywhere without an armed
man to watch me. He sald to protect me,
especially from the giant insects which
lurked about the camp, and which, in
truth, I always feared; but I knew Graff's
motive was to watch that I did not try to
escape. The woman struck and reviled
me until my guard pulled her away.

Graff had sent a globe at once to
Africa, to order back his force operating
there. It came in, crowding our camp.
Near the north line of our barrage Graff
bullt a small stone house. Within it the
control globes were being erected. He
would never let me or Zetta near it.

‘The barrage throughout its entire cir-
cumference was strengthened. All our
projectors were in use, triple-banked in
some places. Graff had built a chemical
laboratory in the camp. His scientists
had for weeks been working in it, en-
deavoring to produce the Reet current
on earth for a renewal of the storage
tanks which had been brought from
Xenephrene. I was now barred from this
building; they were working in it on the
Control-globe mechanisms.

Above our camp a flying patform now
constantly hovered at a ten-thousand
foot altitude. It spread a thin, red bar-
rage like a celling above us. Graff an-
ticipated that he would be attacked more
vigorously than ever before;he said so to
me once, with his sardonic smile—and
he had not forgotten that one aviator
who had dropped a bomb upon us.

By August 14 our force had returned
from Africa, our lines about our base
were strengthened, the Control-globes
were erected In the little house, and ev-
erything was ready. About the camp,
and at intervals five miles out fo the
barrage line, small projectors the ‘Size of
a man’s hand had been erected; wires
in conduits ran from them back to the
laboratory. There must have been fifty
or more.

On the afternoon of August 14 a cur-
rent was turned into them. They
hummed gently; when the twilight and
night came, I saw them emitting a faint
purple radiance. Within an hour it hung
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over the camp—over all the inside area
of the barrage—like a purple haze. The
haze I had seen in the air of Xene-
phrene. It was to protect us here, in
our enclosed area, from the effects of
this thing we were about to broadcast
over the earth!

A week from that night over Miami
when we were defled—and now Graff
was ready. An anxlous week for me. A
thousand times I had thought of a thou-
sand vague plans of something desperate
I might do. But what? I was more close-
ly guarded than ever before. A very
psuedo-liberty was all that was permitted

me.

Zetta, in a few snatches of talk I had
alone with her, still seemed to think she
might persuade Graft to stop. Futile
hope! Her brave endeavors had from the
first been futile. At last, she seemed
convinced.

A warlness of manner, an alert, cal-
culating look whenever she was with
Graff, came upon her. I can only guess
now, what thoughts and plans were be-
hind that grim, masklike little face. She
sald nothing of her thoughts to me; there
seemed an added
between us.

During the evening of August 14, while
I was watching the purple haze, Graff
sought me. Zetta was near him.

“We are ready, Peter. I thought that
you and Zetta would like to see these
little globes that are so powerful to tri-
umph for us.”

“Walk out to the Control house?”

“Yes. I am going now to turn the cur-
rent into the Red Globe.”

I strove not to show my emotion; I
thought he might dismiss my guard—
and he, Zetta and I might take the walk
alone. If I could watch my chance and
spring upon him.

But he bade the guard follow close
behind us. It was a dark, overcast night.
Our little town by the dried river bank
was almost in the center of the circular
barrage lines. From here it was some
five miles to the north of the barrage.

W‘E WALKED over the slightly un-
. dulating dead-gray waste of what
had been the Brazilian farm country.
The ground was covered with a gray dust,
like burned powder. Graff and Zetta and
my guard could have leaped over the
distance in a few minutes. Graff was
impatient, contemptuous of my slow

progress. He forced me forward at a trot.

We passed the occasional towers he
had built; a few sailing platforms on the
summits of the slopes. The purple pro-
jectors standing on the ground at in-
tervals were all humming, casting up
their purple haze into the still night air.

Ahead of us loomed the red curtain of
the barrage. The night now was filled
with its howl. A Braun appeared from
the darkness—one of the interlor ground
guards. His white, half-naked body, with
bullet head of clipped white hair, was
edged, lurid with the reflected crimson
glow. Goggles were on his eyes—thick
glass cones projecting out grotesquely;
his ears were muffied with small wire
grids. He spoke to Graff, and stood defer-
entially aside to let us pass.

The stone house was set close behind
the barrage, bathed in the crimson—a
small, one-storied house with a single
door and no windows. At the door two
guards stopped us. My personal guards
walted outside. The room we entered was
tiny, with one small white light. Evident-
1y the sleeping room of these two interior
guards. They wore goggles and ear-grids,
and tight trousers and smock of black;
insulating fabric; a cap with a black
mask, now raised; and black gloves.
Here, near the broadcasting of the.Infra-
red Control, exposed to its nearness
over a long period, the men needed utter
protection. A rack on the wall held other
similar protecting garments, masks, gog-
gles and ear-grids. “We will not need
them,” sald Graft. “We will be here but
a2 moment. Jus' a moment—but long
enough!”

‘The room had one Interior doorway—
a small, round opening with a heavy
bull’s-eye door. We stooped to pass
through; emerging into a low, black-
vaulted room. On a small railed plat-
form stood the two little globes. Another
man was here, robed in the tight-fitting
black garments; gloved, masked and
goggled. Grotesque executioner! He
murmured to Graff, and stood aside.

There was a tense moment. The room
was dim, and dead silent. No windows.
No opening save the round doorway into
the room through which we had entered.

Graff said slowly: “We will give them
a few hours of the Red vibrations—to-
night and to-morrow perhaps, and then
broadcast from the purple globe—restore
normality.” He added grimly: “We will
see then what they say, Peter.’
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The two globes were white, opague
and silent. Graff turned to a switch. For
the first time that evening Zetta spoke;
an involuntary ery of protest.

“No! Graff—no!” She gripped him,
but he thrust her roughly aside. I was
tense; I think then I was about to leap
upon Graff. But from the hand of the
black-robed man a weapon was point-
ing quietly, menacingly at me.

Grafl's face was grimly inscrutable
He reached up suddenly and threw the
switch. The dim light from somewhere
in the room faded and vanished. A crim-
son glow from one of the globes took
its place; the other globe stood milk-
white, silent, alert.

A humming. From the grid over the
active globe a faint red beam was stream-
ing. It spread; it deepened; it streamed
out through the solid black wall of the
room. I stared after it. Sidewise—up-
ward; I seemed to be gazing out into a
black illimitable distance, red-tinted.
Long h
now around our world! They were al-
ready around and back again and start-
Ing anew.

“Come,” said Graff’s voice abruptly.
“That’s all.”

The black-masked operator was seated
at his little table, watching his dials. The
red globe had settled to its steady hum
as we left the room. Strangely brief, un-
dramatic scene! I sensed that Graff had
made it so—a cloak to hide what emo-
tions sweeping him, only he would ever
know. A matter-of-fact casualness.

Yet I have never witnessed a scene of
such potential horror. A small stone
house, black-vaulted room with its lone,
black-garbed man. Just a single small
globe, faintly humming, glowing crim-
son. But I knew that within a day or so
our great earth would be at its merey!

Back on Xenephrene, in Garla that
evening at the Stadium, there had fol-
lowed a night of confusion. With the
Infra-red Control stolen, the Garlands
were in a panic. The frightened people
had rushed for the grottos; by the time
the authorities were able to bring order,
the night had passed. At dawn, pursuit
had started for the Braun city. Too late.
Graft’s expedition had left for earth.
The Brauns remaining on Xenephrene
learned now .their leader’s duplicity.
They, too, were stricken with fear and
horror.

There is an old saying on earth,
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“When the devil is sick, the devil a
monk would bel” The Garland author-
ities were very ready to listen to father
now! They sent at once for him and
Dan and Freddie. They begged his ad-
vice; there was nothing they would not
do to help him, if only he could suggest
a way to get back the Control.

Their sclentists had spent years re-
fining by slow process the vital elements
necessary to its construction. The work
had started when Xenephrene came
within the first faint rays of our sunlight.
There was no time now to repeat that
process. Unless they could remove the
Control, within a few months, at most,
they were doomed.

HEY had been truthful in telling

father that there was no inter-
planetary vehicle ready in Garla. And
Graff had left none in his Braun city.
There was only the small vehicle in
which Dan, Freddie and I had arrived.
It was decided that father and his earth
people were to return in this globe to
earth at once, taking Kean with them.
Kean could be taught by father how to
navigate the vehicle. If on earth the
Control were recovered from Graff, Kean
would bring it back to Garla.

They walted about a week, gathering
weapons and equipment with which to
fight Graff on earth.

The globe was too small to take very
much. They brought to earth four glant
projectors of the purple ray with which
to stab neutral openings in Grafl's bar-
rage; a projector of the crimson barrage
itself; and the insulating equipment for
some four hundred persons—black-
hooded suits, masks, gloves, Infra-red
goggles and ear-grids.

It seemed very little, but the best that
could be done. The Garlands promised
to rush another vehicle to earth with
other weapons. But the vehicle would be
some weeks yet in construction, and the
distance between the worlds was dally
lengthening.

It was, even now, a long voyage for
father’s party.- They arrived—dropped
into the Everglades on the evening of
August T—as I have told. Father, at the
conference, would have none of the idea
of surrender. And the delegates from the
World Powers, heartened with the weap-
ons now at hand, with Freddle and Dan
vigorously stating that they knew how to
use them—reversed their decision. The
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searchlight beam held steady with its
deflance.

Both Dan and Freddie have since told
me how forcefully father spoke in Miami
that night. On Xenephrene an ineffec-
tiveness had seemed to be upon him. I
had noticed it. A strange world, among
strange people where he had lived and
worried all those months, had beaten
him down. He had seemed years older;
an almast querulous, ineffectual old man.

Subconsciously realizing this, Dan,
Freddie and I had discarded him from
all our planning. But back on earth,
among his own people, his own environ-
ment, his forceful character returned.

He told them, that night at the con-
ference, about the Control. It was dis-
turbing news. But Graff obviously had
not used the Control as yet. Perhaps on
earth it would not operate.

There was much to do before Graft
could be seriously attacked. Four Arctic
A warplanes were to be equipped with
the four purple ray projectors. They were
to be armed with long-range Essen-Bloc
guns. Thesé guns, developed in the early
fiftles, just before the Great Change.
were for aircraft use in war.

They fired a peculiarly destructive
shell which, it was thought, would be
most effective against the light Xene-
phrene structures—Graft's Space-vehicles
and his flying platforms. There also was
the crimson barrage projector to be as-
sembled and mounted. And a fighting
force of some two hundred planes, whose
pllots and gunners were all to be black-
garbed and goggled.

It would take a week or two for these
preparations. The attack would be made
against Graft’s Brazilian base; it was
found now that his mid-African force
had withdrawn and returned to Brazll.
All the Xenephrenes were concentrated
there; it was exactly what the earth
leaders most desired.

‘There was a week of complete inactiv-
ity from Graff. Scouting planes, ordered
not to approach too close, reported that
his barrage seemed deepening in color
and sound; and he hnd placed a red

seemed
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surprise. One great surprise rush, by
night. They belleved in Miami that they
‘would be ready by about August 20.

The world publics walted, expectant.
‘The news-of the arrival of weapons from
Garla was hushed and suppressed lest
by some chance it get to Graff. The
world public was fed with radio propa-
ganda; the Invad.rs had withdrawn from
Africa because they feared the earth’s
attack; they were concentrated in Bra-
zil—their power to harm earth was les-
sening; soon the earth forces would fall
upon them; destroy them. Or perhaps
even now, the Xenephrenes were plan-
ning to withdraw from earth, as they
had before.

Upon such opiate as this the public
was fed. It is always so In times of warl
Newspapers printed pages of learned
technical explanation of what would
happen, by all the laws of mathematics
and logic, when once the world powers
went into battle. Newspaper experts an-
alyzed the sclentific facts from every an-
gle, reaching always the same triumph-
ant solution—experts who knew no more
of the real facts than did their readers.
And the public waited expectant.

Freddie and Dan, chafing at their
forced inactivity, persuaded the Mlami
authorities to let them try Freddie’s heat
ray, in advance of the main earth at-
tack. It was Freddie's plan, and father
also agreed to its merit. Graff would be
suspicious at this long silence from his
enemy—just as Miami was daily grow-
ing more suspicious of him.

Freddie's projector could create, with'a
two-mile range, a heat of some three
hundred degrees Fahrenhelt; it had a
three-mile range, if the heat were con-
centrated to a six-foot striking area.
Graff’s barrage was vertical. Its horizon-
tal area of danger was no more than five
or six hundred feet.

In a muffled, unlighted plane, selecting
a dark night, Freddie and Dan could get
within a few miles of the barrage; the
heat might wreck some of the barrage
mechanism. There was no one to say
whether these heat vibrations would

threatening to the Mlaml authorities.
All the earth preparations were going
hurriedly forward in Miaml.

It seemed an ominous lull, while both
sides were preparing. Graff, it was hoped,
did not know what the earth was plan-
ning. He would be taken complet-ely by

the crimson glow or not. It had
never been tried. And at least it would
create a diversion which Graff would
think a normal earth attack. He would
expect none other for a time.

Freddie and Dan planned to start on
the night of August 15. By evening of
August 14 they were in the Miami War
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D last i
The official radio was droning its routine
messages.

was a sudden interference. A

chaos of welrd voices such as only the

radlo—particularly in the old pioneer

days—could produce. The interference

grew worse; then the radlo :ent dead.
an

The

cables all had sudden interference, but
they kept in operation. The new “Invis-
ible light-beam” phones, as they were
popularly called, withstood it, but service

1liner very nearly plunging into the China
Sea because its pilot was laughing uncon-
trollably, and then weeping with realiza-
tion of the tragedy he had so nearly
caused.

People In crowded Oriental villages
running amok, shot down by the police.
A Miami surgeon at an operation killed
his patient with a sudden vicious stroke
and cried like a child that he had done it.
A thousand incongruous, horrible inci-
dents.

From every quarter of the earth, medi-
ca] authoritles, sclentlﬂc bodles and

were di ding an expla-

S nder The
electric lights went dim, almost out; then
brightened suddenly; and dimmed again.

This, all within a few minutes, that
evening of August 14. In Miami, and all
over the world it was the same. And then,
almfost unnoticed at first, slowly, insidi-
ously, inexorably, the reign of the Red
Madness began. The great mass of people
throughout the world did not understand
it, had no idea what was happening to
them. They called 1t, they still call it, the
Red Madness.

It began with a feeling of uneasiness.
An oppression. The feeling one has some-
times when the barometer falls in the
lull before a coming storm; the feel, as
they would say, of electricity in the alr.
Thousands said that, undoubtedly. A
growing uneasiness. The countries in the
daylight felt it most.

The sick, the weak, the nervous, were
most quickly affected. In hospitals there
was a sudden hysterla among the pa-
tients. In a Miami hospital early that
evening an old woman patient ran

and that
red demons were after her. Perhaps, of
all the millions, she was the first.

She leaped into the street; Freddie and
Dan recall her shuddering scream and
eerie laughter as it floated into the open
windows of the War Department.

At the War Department the reports
from abroad were increasingly alarming
Within an hour every official channel of
communication was cluttered with news.
A diversity impossible to picture! At first,
abnormality in the sick, the old, and the
very young. Infants wailing, unable to
sleep; old people stricken with hysteria,
a morbid, weeping melancholia, or a wild
frenzy of madness.

A lone old man suddenly gone mad;
then, not only old people—a mob rushing
screaming down a ¢ity street; a great air-

naﬁon of Miami. And then the world of
the Infra-red began showing. Not only
to the Infirm—to every one. The strong-
est man was frightened—terrified, some-
times, at his own mad desire to laugh.
Vague red shapes were in the air, mur-
muring, chattering.

I personally did not experience any of
this. Father and the others say it was at
first like the sensations we had felt on
Xenephrene. The red things were not so
tangible or visible—nor so clearly audible,
perhaps. Not at first. But every hour,
every moment, they were intensifying.
Soon, it was far worse.

The world could not understand, but
the authorities in Miam} knew at once
what was happening—that Graff was
using the Red Control. It promised dis-
aster; worse, a fate unspeakable—the
world gone mad.

The of the Mlami
now hastily assembled again in confer-
ence, was intensified by the red hysteria
which was affecting them, as every one
else.

Hulda was there; she says it was a bed-
lam within an hour. She sat quietly
watching and listening to the red things
coming out from their invisible world.
She sat there terrified, not of them so
much, for to her they were familiar
things—terrified at what they were doing
to our world.

A bedlam surged around her, in which
father, Freddie and Dan strove to hold a
sanity. The President of our United
States, listening to what was being re-
ported from abroad, burst into tears. He
had never been in robust health; the
strain of the past few days had worn his
nerves nearly to the breaking point. They
took ‘him away, and by then he was
laughing and raging alternately.

Out at the beach some one had given
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orders for the searchlight to signal a
world surrender. There was no enemy to
see it; but no one thought of that. It
was wavering up into the sky; but no
one In the War Department heeded it.
‘Then it held steady. Then a shouting
throng of people rushed it; smashed it.

Father, Freddie and Dan were busy
getting the equipment they had brought
from Xenephrene Into hasty use. The in-
sulated suits were unnecessary. The
Infra-red glasses and ear-grids were able
to bar out this storming red world. The
officials donned them. With normality
regained they sat together trying sanely
to determine what should be done. A
world going mad around them.

Even as they sat, news of the glasses
and ear-grids had spread into the city; a
mob was surging around the building,
shouting demands that the glasses be dis-
tributed to them. A few hundred glasses
and ear-grids, needed by our fighting
aviators, and now the hundreds of mil-
lions of people would be demanding them!

An official at the conference seized his
telephone to call the head of the Gov-
ernment Research laboratories, demand-
ing that this necessary equipment be
manufactured in quantity at once, for
world distribution. The very madness in
the alr made the conference burst into
gibing laughter at the futility of it.

Freddie and Dan had had the heat-
projector hastily transferred to a Nungess
monoplane-type flyer. A tiny affair—
nothing, for their purpose, like the huge
Arctic A. But it was capable of some four

CHAPTER XX
THE NIGHT PROWLERS

(13 [ERE the devil are we?” de-

manded Dan. “I can’t see any-
thing—much less with these cursed
glasses.”

“Put them back on!”
sharply.

They had run into a gale from the
north, soon after crossing over Cuba. It
‘would have been accounted a storm-wind,
before the days of the Great Change. But
such winds now were common. A steady,
fifty-mile-an-hour blow. Flying with it,
they had made great speed. Over Ja-
maica, across the Caribbean, to strike the
Colombian coast near the mouth of the
river below Baranquilla.

It was a race against the dawn; by day-
light they would be seen by Grafl’s
watchers, before they could get near the
barrage; and to wait another day, wif
the Red Madness stalking the earth, was
unthinkable.

At Baranquilla they were flying low.
No lights showed. From Baranquilla to
Cartagena had been one great city of
small farms. It was deserted now. Graff
and I, in that swing up to the coast, had
cut a swath through it; and the people
all fled.,

Freddie and Dan swept southeast. A
vast territory; mountains, with mines all
abandoned; and the forests, and lower
farm lands, uninhabited now.

The dawn must have baen very near.

sald Freddie

hundred miles an hour under
conditions. They donned suits of the
black insulated fabric; they had the
glasses and ear-grids; the heat-projector,
and a small Essen-Bloc airplane gun.

Within two hours they left the chaos
of the War Department, took off from an
adjacent stage for Graf's Brazilian en-
campment. This now was no mere test
attack to create a diversion! They were

i b

Y
means, to stop the Red Control.

‘They left with the assurance that the
earth’s main attack would follow them in
a few days. A few days! If the workmen
assembling the weapons could hold their
reason. The War Secretary laughed a lit-
tle wildly as he said it. White-faced
Hulda flung her arms around Dan and
wept. There was in her mind no other
belief but that she would never see him
again.

Dan was , fearfully for
it. The Infra-red glasses turned every-
thing a dull, dead gray; the ear-grids
muffled sound to an annoying hush.

Dan occasionally would cast them off.
The red things were riding the night with
the plane. They hovered outside the
small inclosed cabin in which Dan and
Freddle were sitting. They seemed crowd-
ing the cabin itself, their voices jabbering
over the muffied motor-throb.

“Keep on those glasses!” Freddie re-
peated sharply. “Think I want to take
any chances, cooped up here with you!”

“I'm all right,” Dan growled. “Where
the devil are we? You said we were al-
most there.”

“We'll see it shortly. I'll look.” Freddie
raised the goggles from his eyes. Faintly,
far ahead through the overcast night, the
crimson glow of Graff’s barrage was
streaming above the horizon.
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“It’s there, Dan! Don't look! I'll de-
scend—"

‘They swung down, barely skimming the
tree-tops; over the roofs of dark farm-
houses, white lines of fences, empty flelds
—abandoned farm country. The barrage
came fully over the horizon; they could
see the points of concentrated light at
intervals around its base where the
ground-projectors stood. With the glasses
on, it seemed to vanish. It was soundless
through thelr ear-grids; without them
its howl was plainly audible.

They were over devastated country now
—a dead gray, blank waste. Skimming
close over it. Three mlles from the bar-
rage. Dan had taken the controls. Fred-
die was with the heat
and with the Essen-Bloc gun beside it.
‘They donned thelr black gloves, dropped
their masks over their faces; their heads
were black-hooded.

“Easy, Dan! Not too low!”

Dan swung them up. Freddie lifted his
glasses. He hoped he would see some sign
of the Red Control ray streaming through
the barrage. They must determine the
location of the Control— And then rush

at 1t—

“Off, Dan! Close enough!”

“Too close!” Dan murmured. “If they
8pot us—"

It would be failure; they must locate
the Control first. They swung to the left,
paralleling the barrage. Every moment
they feared it would tilt suddenly down
with its beam darting at them. They
could withstand it, but their plane could

not—

“Freddle! What's that?”

On the dead-gray surface of the ground
ahead of them, figures showed. Two black
blobs. The crimson light faintly edged
them. Dan swung the plane up, then
down, undecided. Two black-garbed fig-
ures, running along the ground, away
from the barrage. Men! A man, and a
half grown boy. The boy leaped ahead;

then waited. The man was running.

steadily—heavily—

M the Control house—that brief
scene when Graff had turned the cur-
rent Into the crimson globe—Zetta and I
‘were led back to the encampment. Graff
gave orders to my guard, and left us, busy
with his other duties. The guard was
alert, but he seemed out of earshot. I
whispered:
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“Zetta, you never want to talk to me
any more! I must do something to-night
—stop that damnable thing—"

“Peter, hush! He'll hear you

“I can’t help it. Zetta, listen—"

In truth I had no clear idea of what I
wanted to say. Some desperate plan! To
remain idle and let that crimson globe
broadcast madness upon our world was
dastardly. My hand went to Zetta's arm,
but she drew away sharply.

“Hush, Peter! Do nothing! Go to bed
—jus’ trust me—"

Trust her! The barrler she had built
up between us seemed to fall.

“Zetta, dear, what do you mean? Have
you some  plan—something, later to-
night—"

She knew so much more of conditions
here in the camp than I did; she had had
more freedom, living almost unguarded
in a house with one old woman. And she
spoke the language of these Brauns. If
she had a plan it would be more rational
than mine!

‘“What is it?” I demanded. “What did
you mean by that?"

“Peter, hush! Trust me.” She shook
me off. “You go to bed. Please, I ask that
of you! Trust me—I know best.”

She leaped away, leaving me standing
there.

I occupled alone a little house which
had been built for me by Grafl. It stood
at an end of one of the cross streets,
where the gray blank waste land
stretched out to the distant line of bar-
rage. The dry river bed was near it.

My bedroom had one barred doot and
two barred windows. My guard, relieved
by another at intervals, sat by the door.
Occaslonally at night I could hear him
prowling about the house.

I went to bed, but could not sleep. The
darkness of my room seemed luminous
with purple haze—the protecting purple
glow which hung throughout the camp.
The world outside had no such protec-
tion. The broadcast crimson vibrations
were seeking out every tiny corner of the
earth.

I must have drifted off—I was awak-
ened by a hand over my mouth; a dark
form was beside me in the blackness; a
voice murmured in my ear.

“Peter! Be quiet! Don't struggle!”

Zetta’s voice! I relaxed. Then I sat up.
I could see her dimly. She was dressed
in a tight-fitting black smock; tight, lang
trousers to her ankles, Joining black cloth
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shoes. A black hood, pushed back with
dangling mask. Black gloves pulled up
over her tight black sleeves. The insulat-
ing fabric!

“Quiet, Peter!
Hurry!”

She thrust garments at me. In a mo-
ment I was dressed like herself. We car-
ried our Infra-red goggles and ear-grids
in our hands. There was no time for me
to question; she gave me a long curved

e

Here, put these on.

-knife.

“If you have to, use it, Peter. I will lead
—hurry—"

I sensed her shudder. The knife was
wet. 1 Knew why; in the darkness out-
side, my guard lay motionless, sprawled
face down on the ground. Zetta leaped,
1 stepped over him. She waited for me;
then leaped lightly forward again.

The camp was dark and silent; we
avolded a low-humming purple projector.
1 ran, with Zetta leaping ahead of me.
We got safely past the houses. The in-
sects were quartered at the opposite end
of the town. None were allowed abroad
at night; I was thankful for that. The
night was overcast, darker, it seemed,
than before. I wondered how near dawn
1t was; probably very near. Zetta came
to the bed of the dry watercourse;
jumped down into it. I climbed down,
thirty feet, perhaps. In the blackness I
ran forward.

Zetta now was at my side, holding one
of my hands, trying to draw me on. Miles
of this; it seemed hours. A guard from
the bank appeared suddenly over our
heads. He called softly. Zetta answered.
She leaped up and stood beside him;
spoke to him; held his attention. I crept
up through the gloom, lunged with the
knife. He fell.

The barrage line at last was before us;
its red glow bathed the bottom of the
river bed. Zetta stopped me.

“You mus' get your breath, Peter.
Then, run fas’. We will be through it In
a few minutes. Oh, Peter, you go so
slowly!"”

“You run ahead,” I told her. “Get
through as fast as you can—then wait
for me.” We were adjusting our glasses,
strapping on the ear-grids. “Zetta, where
did you get these?”

“From Brea!” The red {llumination
showed her faint, ironical smile. “We
have been planning it for & long time.
She was afraid again to try and kill me.
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But she wants that I never see Graff
again. Jealous—and so she has help’ us
escape. I did not tell her—naturally not
—that we would try for the Control
house.”

“And me? Why help me escape?”

“You, Peter—I tol’ her you love me. If
she help you escape, then you would
marry me. You see? Brea wants that—
then I will be los’ to Graff forever. 8o
she waited a chance and steal these
things—"

'Y ARMS went around her. What a
time for love-making! But my emo-
tion took no account of the time.

“Marry you, Zetta? Oh, if you will let
me! You said ‘I am not pledged to you
yet, Peter!’” Those words of hers had
been like 2 weight on my heart; a weight
which I wanted now to dispel forever. I
held her close. “Zetta, you love me—"

She pushed me away; more rational al-
ways than 1. “That I said—because then
the sacrifice to Graff might have been
necessary.”

“But now—it isn't?"”

“No. Not now. Peter—come—run fas'.”

At the edge of the barrage a guard was
standing on the river bank. He flung a
tiny white beam down on us. Zetta called
up to him, tried to lure him down. But
abruptly he shouted an alarm. From
across the river another figure came in a
leap, sailing over our heads. We ducked
into a hole; above us the two guards stood
consulting.

“Zetta, call again! Talk to them—I'l
climb up.”

T got behind them on top of the bank.
I could hear Zetta calling up something
about Grafl. I lunged at them. One
stabbed at me with a short purple flame;
but it missed, or my black garments
killed 1t. I struck into them as they
stood together; struck with my knife and
flailing arms. I could feel their flimsy
bodies crack. They sank at my feet.

‘There seemed no general alarm given;
these two guards doubtless were the only
ones within Nearing at this section of the
line. We went through the barrage. Run-
ning. With the glasses on, it was all the
dead gray of night, and soundless. But I
could feel it plucking at me; once I got
the impression I was almost wading
through it, fighting it. A panic of fear
seized me; I laughed to ward it off.

I was laughing when Zetta gripped me,
Jerked off the glasses and my mask.
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“Peter, stop that! You are all right!”

The cool night air steadied me. We
were in the darkness, well beyond the
barrage. It was a mile, perhaps, to the
Control house. We followed the barrage
line, creeping, running, taking advantage
of every gully, every hillock. Garbed in
black, we were doubtless not easy to see.
There was no alarm given.

The dawn was near. We got back
through the barrage, inside the line
again. A guard near the Control house
came up to us. Fortunately he had not
seen from which direction we came. He
was less suspicious than the others; our
masks, glasses and black garments were
more to be expected here by the Control
than elsewhere. Zetta told him we were
from Graff. He sank soundlessly as my
knife slashed at his throat.

‘The two guards in the outer room were
almost equally easy. But one screamed.
The Control-keeper came out at us. My
fist crushed his face.

We were in the Control room! The
crimson globe stood there murmuring.
Diabolical thing! With my gloved hands
T ripped at it; tore its wires; tumbled it
down; kicked and wrecked it with a pas-
slonate frenzy.

“Enough, Peter! Here, help me with
this.”

Zetta had been swiftly unfastening the
inert purple globe. She gathered up its
mechanism, handed it all to me.

“Here—be ver’ careful.”

It weighed only a few pounds. It
seemed not unduly fragile, and I put it
under my arm. We were outside again in
& minute or two. No one accosted us this
time; there seemed no one about but the
three sprawled figures; one was twitching
as he lay there.

Again we ran. At the barrage I stuffed
the globe under my jacket to protect it.
When we were outside the red area I
could feel the skin of my stomach and
chest burning where the light had en-
tered. But we were safe. We ran north,
over the gray empty country. The bar-
rage faded to a radiance in the distance
behind us. A mile—two miles—I was on
the verge of exhaustion. I could not run
much further now. But I forced myself.
It we could get far away before the dawn
we would escape being seen. Then, rest.
And by daylight, travel on.

But what a distance! I figured that
heading northeast was our best chance,
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but it might be a hundred miles or more
before we encountered any one. The
wrecked Control would be discovered by
Graff. Pursult would overtake us. Per-
haps I had better send Zetta on ahead
with this purple globe. Send her on to
safety.

To one side of us, up in the darkness,
a shape suddenly took form. A small
aero, flying low. An earth airplane! This
could be no enemy! Zetta had been leap-
ing ahead of me, waiting after each leap
as I plowed my heavy way along. We
stood together. I waved my arms.

A small white searchlight caught us as
the plane passed close over us. I flung
back my hood and mask to meet the
light. The plane circled, came back, land-
ed on the level gray expanse.

In a moment we were with the amazed
Dan and Freddie; the precious purple
globe was safe on board. The twilight of
dawn was silvering our plane as we head-
ed northwest, flying for Miami.

CHAPTER XXI
A NEST OF VERMIN

RE are some things which may be
pictured by a shuddering imagina-
tion. But one does not voluntarily put
them into spoken words; certainly they
are never printed. History will say that
for twenty-four hours, August 14 and 15
of 1957, our earth was swept by a wild
insanity.

The burning of Cape Town by a mad-
dened mob will be mentioned—the glare
of the clty against the night sky, the
thousands who, bereft of reason, cast
themselves with screams into the flames.
The wrecking of the two great surface
liners, with three thousand lives lost.
The major riots of a dozen great cities.

The attack by crazed men and women
on the Biskra arsenal; the frenzied, half-
crazed soldiers who waded heedlessly in-
to the mob, wildly firing; the ten govern-
ment planes circling over the city whose
aviators, crazed by what they saw in the
streets and the red madness of the air,
firing down with machine guns and then
plunging their planes to crash headlong
Into the crowd.

All high lights. History will only hint
at the million indlvidual incidents. Ma-
rauding, lustful men, breaking by night
into dwellings. Lone criminals, crazed
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into thoughts unspeakable, prowling the
dark streets, seeking victims.

But the details, the full or the real
truth will never be known. They revolt
all but an imagination most morbid. The
Red Madness of 1957 had best be forgot-

n.

It was late in the afternoon of August
15 before the frantic chemists in the
government laboratories at Miami could
assemble the purple globe and begin the
broadcasting of its healing waves. All
that evening they were flung out into
the ether. The radio was again working
—though badly, because the purple vibra-
tions also Interfered with it. The world
was assured by radio that the danger
was over—the Red Madness in a few
hours would be gone.

By midnight, August 15, the “ether-
plane,” as scientists now term it, had re-
gained normality. The current was cut
from the purple globe. The world rested,
exhausted, bewildered, gazing back stu-
pefied at what it had been through.

For hours more, governments, soldiers,
police, with sanity come at last, fought
sanely with the eddies and backwash of
the storm. It wore itself out. Order was
restored. There remained the smoking
ruing of property destroyed, and the
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“My worl’ has brought great disaster
upon you. I am sorry. I think you will
defeat Graff easily now. I hope so.”

Our air force was to start at Graff
within a day or two; we were all tense
with the thought of it. Kean said good-
by to Zetta; shook her hand in our earth
fashion. “You choose a ver’ wonderful
worl’, Zetta—and a man ver’ good.”

A wave of color swept her, but he
turned away. His gaze went to Dan and
Hulda, who were standing together. “I
shall never see you again. I think now,
Dan, at the las’, you will not mind if I
say how ver’ much I—love Hulda.”

Dan’s hand went out and gripped his
heartily.

“No, of course not, Kean. You—you
are very complimentary. I mean, Hulda
and I appreciate how manly—"

Dan was floundering. Good old Freddie
came to the rescue. He clapped Kean on
the back.

“Kean, listen. You think you're going
back to Xenephrene to eat your heart
o;l over a girl you didn’t get. That the
idea?”

“Why, I—"
“Well, listen. Look at me—I'm a bache-
lor.”

A gleam of humor came to Kean's blue
“r

eyes. , Freddie.”

dead, the maimed, and the of
poor miserable creatures with reason per-
manently gone.

A single day of the Red Madness! May
there never be, on this or any other
world, another day such as that!

On the night of August 15 we were all
with Kean in the Miami War Depart-
ment. He was ready to start back to
Xenephrene with the purple globe. Zetta
and I were sure that we had destroyed
the Red Control; Graff could not use it
again. Earth had no further need of the
purple. Nature would hold our ether-
plane at normality, as it always had be-
fore. But not so on Xenephrene. Its In-
fra-red world would not, like earth'’s re-
main hidden. What we had been through
soon would be coming upon them. Xene-
phrene was very far from earth now; it
would take Kean a month to get there.

Opposition developed in Miami to our
sending the purple globe away so soon.
But it was overruled; Kean was told to
take 1t and go. He stood before us, bid-
ding good-by. The same quiet dignity he
always bore was on him. He turned to
our officials who were gathered in a group
to wish him well.

“Good. Now, listen. I've got some ad-
vice for you—the advice of 2 man who's
a bachelor and always will be. I've got
some deep theories about women—" -

Freddie winked broadly at Zetta and
Hulda. “All women are marvelous things,
Kean—one is as good as another, and
maybe better. Remember that! You'll
save yourself a lot of trouble in life. And
if you miss out with one, just stand still
—another one will be along in a minute!”

The strain we had all been under for
so long made us laugh immoderately. All .
but Kean. He was twinkling; but his
voice was quietly solemn.

“I thank you, Freddie. It is ver' good
advice.” _

He bowed quaintly; his fingers barely
touched Hulda's outstretched hand. He
left us hastily.

'ROM the roof of the War Department
we watched his tiny globe ascen
into the star-filled night. Would he ever
reach Xenephrene? We never knew; to
this day we do not know. But we think
so. Father told us then what astrono-
mers, just before the Red Madness, had
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discovered. Xenephrene had broken the
orbit of her eclipse about the sun! She
seemed heading outward again. Leaving
our Solar System, perhaps? Father
thought so.

He had suspected, back in those days
of QGarla, that it might happen. He had
mentioned it in his letter to us, saying
that Freddie would understand. It had
now probably occurred. Xenephrene, the
wanderer, might soon be gone from our
ken forever.

Best for them—without our sunlight,
their purple moon would hold the Infra-
red in check, even if Kean, with the pur-
ple globe, never reached them. I have
wondered since if perhaps those scien-
tists of Garla were not capable of direct-
ing, to some extent, their planet’s move-
ments? Perhaps their departure was
thelr own method of saving themselves
from the Red Terror.

There was another thing which father
hinted at now. He believed, with Xene-
phrene gone, our earth’s axis might
swing back to its former inclination. He
thought—but this no one yet knew—that
it was already swinging. The old order of
the day and night, the familiar progres-
sion of seasons, would return to us. Our
great cities—New York, London, Paris,
Buenos Alres—now almost abandoned but
not yet fallen into ruin, would come back
into their own.

“Oh, Peter,” he exclaimed, “if you lads
can now overcome this enemy! Stamp
out these vermin! I will live yet to see my
old familiar world restored!”

On the morning of August 18, our air
force was ready to start. From Brazil
news came that Graff's encampment out-
wardly showed no change. But it was
thought, and afterward we decided it was
a fact, that he was planning a new flight
of devastation with his flying platforms.
1t never took place; our attack was first.

Our expedition consisted of a hundred
and fifty Arctic A warplanes, each with
two or three men, pilot and gunners. We
were all garbed in the black garments,
with glasses and ear-grids. One plane
carried nothing but our lone crimson ray;
four other planes carried the four purple-
ray projectors and Essen-Bloc long-
range guns. The rest carrled guns only
—the Essen-Blocs and the short-range,
old-fashioned machine gun.

Dan, Freddie and I were to fly together.
Our plane carried a purple projector, an
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Essen-Bloc, and a machine gun. We were
chosen to lead the expedition because of
our familiarity with the Garland weap-
ons, and my knowledge of (Graff’s lines.
‘The most skillful, most daring young avi-
ators of the world—the pick of a dozen
nations—comprised this force we com-
manded. The plane carrying the crimson
projector was flown by Davis and Robin-
son, sons of the men who had given their
lives attacking the Xenephrenes near
New York during Graff's first invasion.

‘We were all linked together by the
modern Rand system of air phones—the
first time it had been given a practical
demonstration. For a test we circled that
morning above Miami. Dan ordered them
to wheel, to loop, to execute a variety of
movements which they did with the
skilled precision of a regiment on parade
ground.

‘The people thronged Miaml's streets
and roof-tops, and cheered. Biscayne
Bay was crowded with boats, as at a holi-
day festival People everywhere cheered
us to battle.

I had just a moment alone with Zetta
before we started. How many warriors,
in all the ages, of every race and every
time, have parted thus upon the eve of
battle from the woman they loved!

Zetta at first held out her hand timor-
ously. “Be ver' careful, Peter.”

She had said it llke that, back in
Garla!

“Zetta, aren’t you sure now?” I pleaded.

“Of what, Peter?"

“Your love for me. Our love—Kean
sald. ‘You've chosen a good world, Zetta,
and a good man.’ Do you think that?
Have you—chosen—me?”

My arms were outstretched. Oh, it was
sweeping me, this love for her, as always
it did when I would let it! But I would
not force her. “Zetta—haven't you—
aren’t you sure, now?"”

She came suddenly drawn into my
arms. Unresisting at last; our love sweep-
ing her into my opened arms; her lips
seeking mine. And whispering, “Yes, Pe-
ter—I am sure now.”

All my dreams of all my life came into
reality with the coming of her love.

N THE sunlight of that morning of

August 18, our shining planes left the
Mlami alrport, and, like silver birds soar-
ing with motionless spread of wing, flew
southward.
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It was full night when, out of the star-
Uit sky, we sighted Graff's barrage. Our
four planes with the purple ray were
leading, the others were massed behind
and below us. Graff had a brief warning
no doubt. We were several miles off when
one of his red beams swung down. We
could see it coming—a broad band of
crimson, like a giant searchlight beam.

It missed us with its first swing. Dan
roared his orders into the Rand-phone.
1 was at the controls. I headed the ship
down, in advance of our line, to protect
the planes behind us. Freddie leveled
our projector. Its narrow purple beam
sprang forward at the barrage. Behind
us the planes were strung out. Davis
and Robinson were well behind.

We were determined not to use the
crimson projector in the mélée of battle.
1t would confuse our other planes, and
be too dangerous to them. We also
wanted to protect it, for use in case of
last, desperate need. Davis and Robinson
were ordered to keep close behind our
purple rays.

This showing of opr purple ray was
Graft's first real knowledge that here on
earth the Garland weapons were to be
used against him. There must have been
panic sweeping the Xenephrene camp
at that Instant!

Freddie evidently had caught the
range. Our purple light mingled with the
crimson—mingled and merged into a
vacant blackness through which the
farther stars showed dimly. The whole
‘front crescent of the barrage swung down
at us now; but our four purple beams
held it. We roared forward. Black holes
of neutral emptiness were ahead; the
front face of the Zenephrene red line
was broken by gur rays.

At two miles we began firing the Essen-
Blocs. Graff’s crimson beams were wav-
ing confusion now from every part of his
line. Some of our shells were caught and
fired in mid-air; but some got through,
undoubtedly. It was soon a chaos, as we
darted in. It was to be one brief, des-
perate, reckless attack; there was not a
man of us who had been willing to plan
it otherwise.

At a mile we could no longer hold our
phone communication. The air was snap-
ping and hissing with its mingling, war-
ring vibrations; the phones went dead.
Each plane now had to act for itself.

I headed ours straight in. Freddie was
firing the Essen at swift intervals. Our
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purple light held steady before us, boring
its black hole in the confusion of crimson
—a black hole into which Freddie was
firing as I headed our plane into it.

A few minutes only. It seemed hours.
We were so close now that beams from
the side angles of the barrage were com-
ing at us. The edge of one caught one of
our wing-tips, melted it off. We wavered,
but I steadied us.

I had taken off my glasses and ear
phones for a moment. The night was a
confusion of hissing, crossing beams.
Vivid glares—crimson and purple, merg-
ing black; a myriad sparks snapping
around us; and ahead, a growing yellow-
red glare of distant buildings burning.
Our shells were finding their mark!

A chaos of color and of sound! The
throb and thrum of our motors; the
steady click and sharp report of our Es-
sen; the screaming howl of the stricken
barrage; the whistling of our shells; the
distant crash of their explosions.

Dan was busy passing up the shells to
Freddie, and tossing out the falling emp-
ties. Once he growled at me: “Look over
us, Peter! Damn that fellow Davis~look
where he’s going!”

Our other three planes, carrying the
purple projectors, were flying level with
me. But most of the others had climbed.

\HE barrage beams were all swinging

out and downward. I could see a
hundred of our planes in a group mount-
ing to climb over the camp. Davis and
Robinson were up there. The crimson
beam of their projector showed for a mo-
ment, then went out. They seemed
climbing higher than all the other planes
—spiraling now, straight up. I lost sight
of them.

A stray red beam caught some of the
soaring planes; they came wavering
down, spirals of light, vanishing. One
melted as it passed near us; flickered
into nothingness like a flame dying.

Our planes up there were firing down-
ward. And then, coming over Graff’s
line, they were dropping bombs. The
yellow glare from the camp village was
spreading.

We were now well over Graff’s lines.
+Every one of our planes, save those which
we had lost, were over the line now. The
very desperation of our attack was ir-
resistible. Graff had no time to prepare
a defense. Once within his lines, his
immobile ground projectors were im-
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potent to harm us. The barrage was
flickering; in sectlons now it was dark
even when our purple rays were turned
aside. It was broken, flickering out. Our
shells doubtless had hit many of its
ground projectors; the planes from high
up had hit others with thelr bombs. The
distant south segment of the barrage
‘was still active. Suddenly the whole bar-
rage vanished completely, as one of our
shells must have hit its power house. I
knew the location of that low frame
bullding in by the river bank; I had been
trying to direct Freddle's aim at it.

Five hundred feet above the dead gray
ground we flew in toward the camp itself.
‘The barrage was gone; a single last beam
came up from the river, caught one of
our planes full, and suddenly vanished.

Below us now the ground within
Graff's lines was glaring yellow-red from
the conflagration of the village. We
could see the figures of people and the
glant insects running in aimless panic.
Our planes shot them down.

Flylng platforms were standing in a
long line, where Graft had had them
ready for his new attack. Panic-strick-
en Brauns were crowding onto them.
Our planes swung low, firing now with
machine guns. Across the river most of
Qrafl’s Space-vehicles were wrecked and
burning from our shellfire. But, at inter-
vals, the small Space-globes were rising.
And from everywhere the flying plat-
forms were trying to get away. Our
planes attacked them; and far overhead
I could now see Davis and Robinson’s
crimson beam. They were up there, wait-
ing, and any vehicles which escaped us
they caught and annihilated.

From the river bank Graff’s huge
cylindrical Space-liner now struggled up.
Its end was gone: smoke and flame were
rising from its interior fittings. It rose
laboriously, painted red-yellow with the
lurid glare from below. I have often
wondered if Graff were on it! Making
his last effort to escape!

It evidently had no weapons; it rose
heavily, with our planes darting after it
like wasps, circling it, stabbing its huge
vitals with shellfire. It did not get very
high; it came down presently, turned
completely over, crashed and broke into
leaping flames and black smoke rolling
up in a cloud.

I had guided our plane across the en-
campment and back, then circled, as a
score of our other planes were circling.
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We kept firing steadily with the machine
gun. We had long since abandoned the
purple beams. Most of our planes were
norz flying low, using the machine guns
only.

There were scenes down there in the
burning town—where half an hour be-
fore more than fifteen thousand people
had been living—scenes which now I do
not like to remember. They filled us at
the time only with trlumph—for the
memory of the Red Madness was too
vivid upon us. No quarter to be given
here!

We had determined upon it—all four
hundred of us—when we had planned
our desperate assault which was to win
salvation for our world, or bring death to
all of us. No quarter here! A nest of
vermin and we were stamping it out.

But Freddie suddenly flung off his
glasses; with his hood pushed back, I

‘saw that his face was pallid, and wet

with sweat.

“Peter, fly higher! I'm done—I can't
do it any more! By God, there are wom-
en and children down there! I've been—
shooting them down—"

I headed into a climb. Dan tried to use
his phone to order the others to stop.
But the phone seemed permanently
dead.

And then Davis and Robinson’s plane
abruptly appeared below us. Its red
beam sprang downward! Under its
crimson light the ground was turning
blank! The burning village; the wrecked
and burning vehicles; the panic-stricken
people left still alive; the dead bodles
now strewn everywhere about—all melt-
ing, vanishing into nothingness.

Dan with a growling curse had
fumbled with his phone and then cast it
aside. Perhaps Davis and Robinson, sit-
ting grimly behind their crimson pro-
jector, steeling their hearts with memory
of the Red Madness, with memory, too,
of their fathers, and with no desire save
to protect their world—perhaps they
were right in doing what they did. It is
not for me to judge.

We climbed, and for a long time I did
not again look down. When I did, the
yellow-red glare of the conflagration had
vanished. A circular ten-mile spread of
blank, dead-gray ground lay beneath us.
Over it, some of our planes were circling
low, with white searchlights examining
it. Vacancy complete—where so short a
time before had been the most diabolical
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enemy, the greatest menace which ever
had assalled our earth!

CHAPTER XXII

PEACE ON EARTH

T IS common knowledge now how the
great purple star departed as in-
scrutably as it had come. Throughout
those concluding months of 1957, it
steadily faded until at last it was gone.
The Wanderer! It is out there now, wan-
dering somewhere among the stars. With
our imaginations we may follow it, but
no way else. It has left the name we
gave it written large across the most
tragic pages of our history—but itself is
only a memory.

It would be superfluous for me to re-
count familiar world events as the old
order of day and night, the old progres-
slon of the seasons gradually returned.
By September, 1957, astronomers had an-
nounced that the earth’s axis was swing-
Ing back to its normal inclination. It
reached there, they told us, in June, '58.

There was another year of adjustment
—storms, torrential rains, flopds, a dis-
arrangement of all our earth-activities
newly established since the Great
Change. But fortunately, the new con-
ditions had existed for a very short time
—It was not difficult to return to the old.
I saw, In our Western World, swift evi-
dence of that. Property in the north was
reclaimed. Settlers In the tropics began
returning. By the end of '58, New York
and all the other great cities of the tem-
perate zones, both north and south, were
well on their way toward rehabilitation.

‘With us of human mold, lifelong habits

111

are not easily broken, and are quickly re-
sumed. It is good to feel the warm sum-
mer of July, with daylight and darkness
coming as they should! Welcome
autumn days, merging into winter—with
the knowledge that spring will come
agaln!

Within my own lifetime I suppose,
there will be slight evidence left any-
where on earth of the Great Change.
‘They say that the tropics will always be
more densely populated than before;
that some of the industry started there
will remain. But on the whole, those
fearsome tragic months will linger only
as a memory; and soorf, when all of us
on earth now have passed—they will
fade from memory into tradition; then
into legend. And the world will go on
into the other great changes perhaps—
and even legend of thls one will be for-
ever forgotten and lost forever.

But now as I write, with the curtain
so recenty rung down upon its horror, it
is all too vivid. The old routine is come
back to earth. Father and Freddle are
with the Dutch Astronomical Bureau, in
Chile, where I am to join them when I
have finished helping reestablish the
ABA. in New York. Dan and Hulda are
in Porto Rico. Things are very much as
they were before. Our world, for me, for
every one, Is hardly different.

But there is a difference. Out of the
tragedy and horror of those months, has
come, I think, a benefit to our world. The
Great Change brought all the nations,
people of every race, into a sudden com-
munity of interest. Like brothers in a
family sorely pressed, they fought united
against a suddenly wrathful nature. And
then fought the invaders from Xene-
phrene.
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‘We four hundred young men—the pick
of the world united—when we flew
against Graff that night in Brazil, I
think we raised then a monument to a
new earthly spirit. It was our united
world against another world. Our united
lite, or death! We cannot soon forget

at.

A lesson from Xenephrene! Econ-
omists sometimes use that phrase. There
was much that the Garlands had come to
realize which we of the earth might well
heed! Economists are saying it.

And we are heeding it; I see it now in
little things all around me. The nations
are planning now to establish a working
basis of industry and agriculture where-
by each may produce without compe-
tition from the other, what it can give
the world best and most cheaply. An
economy of effort! It will décrease
enormously the world’s work.

‘They had been planning a gigantic
municipal subway to run the length of
Long Island, to handle the new popula-
tion which is coming steadily from the
tropics. But the subway plans were yes-
terday defeated. New York, they claim,
will not grow so large. The new radio
power-sending stations will make every
farm a small factory if need be.

The age of steam flung us into roaring
‘nfernos of cities; the age of electricity
will send us back into God's green coun-
try. They say that is happening now.
And T have read in newspaper editorlals
—and heard, just this evening in the

radio that we
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would do well, by ourselves, and most of
by our children, if we heeded the
lesson from Xenephrene.

I have been just now in Zetta's bed-
room, standing in the dimness gazing
down Into the cradle where our little
son les sleeping. Xenephrene brought
tragedy upon our world—a lesson for
good, perhaps; but to me it brought a
great happiness. I see Zetta lying there,
like a little child herself, so early asleep
to-night. She gave up everything for me.
I mentioned it to her once, soon after we
were married. She smiled her quaint
smile and held me close.

“Back in QGarla, Peter, your father
used to read from his Bible. A ver’ won-
derful book—for the Garlands, for all, it
is all the same. There was a place in the
Bible, I memorize’ it. You say, Peter, for
you I have given up my worl’. And I an-
swer, like Ruth:

“‘Whither thou goest, l wtll go; thy
people shall be my people—’

I sit here to-night finishing these
pages. A great thankfulness is upon me.
Out of the horror of the past, I have
come to-night with a dear father still
holding his health and strength; a loving
sister, happily married to a man I re-
spect and admire. I have a bachelor
friend, joyous with his chosen lot.

I have a beautiful, adoring wife, to
realize every romantic dream of my boy-
hood, to mother our lusty little son
growing up to personify all the good
which is within us both.

I am very singularly blessed.

THE END



