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THE FIRST STORY EVER WRITTEN

A MARTEAN
ODYSNSASNEY

By STANLEY G. WEINBAUM

Author of “The Black Flame,” “Dawn of Flame,”

ICK JARVI1S stretched himself as lux-
uriously as he could in the cramped
general quarters of the Ares.

“Air you can breathe!” he exulted. “It
feels as thick as soup after the thin stuff
out there!”” He nodded at the Maitian land-
scape stretching flat and desolate in the light
of the nearer moon, beyond the glass of the
port.

The other three stared at him sympatheti-
cally—Schatz, the engineer, Leroy, the bi-
ologist, and Harrison, the astronomer and
captain of the expedition.

Dick Jarvis was chemist of the famous
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almost as soon as they are printed. Others
stand the test of time.
Because "A Martian Odyssey," by Stanley G.

Weinbaum, has stood this test, we are nominat-
ing it for SCIENTIFICTION'S HALL OF FAME.

In each issue we will nominate—and reprint
~another favorite of the past.

Will you vote for your fevorile? Write and
tell us what it is.

We hope in this way fo biing a new promi-
rerce io the science fiction gems of yesterday
a~d to perform a real s=rvice for the science
fz-"¢c~ devotees of today and tomorrow.

—
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crew, the Ares expedition, first human be-
ings to set foot on the mysterious neighbor
of the Earth, the planet Mars. This, of
course, was in the old days, less than twenty
years after the mad American, Doheny, per-
tected the atomic blast at the cost of his life,
and only a decade after the equally mad
Cardoza rode on it to the moon,

They were true pioneers, these four of the
Ares. Except for a half{-dozen moon ex-
peditions and the ill-fated de Lancey flight
aimed at the seductive orb of Venus, they
were the first men to feel other gravity than
Earth's, and certainly the first successful
crew to leave the Earth-moon system. And
they deserved that success when one con-
siders the diffhculties and discomforts—the
months spent in acclimatization chambers
back on Earth, learning to breathe air as ten-
uous as that of Mars, the challenging of the
void in the tiny rocket driven by the cranky
reaction motors of the twenty-first century,
and mostly the facing of an absolutely un-
known world

Jarvis stretched again and fingered the
raw and peeling tip of his frost-bitten nose.
He sighed again contentedly.

“Well,” exploded Harrison abruptly, “are
we going to hear what happened? You set
out all shipshape in an auxiliary rocket, we
don’t get a peep for ten days, and finally
Schatz here picks you out of a lunatic ant-
heap with a freak ostrich as your pal. Spill
it, man!”

“‘Specl’?” queried Leroy perplexedly.
“Speel what?”

“He means ‘spiel’,” explained Schatz
soberly. “It iss to tell”

Jarvis met Harrison's amused glance with-
out the shadow of a smile.

“That’s right, Karl,” he said in grave

agreement with Schatz. “Ich spiel es”” He
grunted comfortably and began.
“According to orders,” he said, “I watched

Karl here take cti toward the North, and
then I got into my Hying sweat-box, and
headed South. I set the tvwo cameras clicking
and buzzed along, riding pretty high, call-
ing bazck my position eicry hour and not
kno ving whether you heard me’

“I dig,” snapped Harrison.
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But suddenly things camc drifting along-—small, transparent spheres

oe ‘HUNDRED and fifty miles south,”

LW continued Jarvis imperturbably, “the
surface changed to a sort of low plateau,
nothing but desert and orange-tinted sand.
I figured that we were night in our guess,
then, and this gray plain we dropped on was
really the Mare Cimmerium which would
make my orange desert the region called
Xanthus. If I were right. I ought to hit an-
other gray plain, the Mare Chronium, in an-
other couple of hundred miles. and then an-
ot‘;‘l%r orange desert, Thyle I or I1. And so
I did.”

“Schatz verified our position a week and a
half ago!” grumbled the captain. “Let's get
to the point.”

“Coming!”

remarked Jarvis. ‘“‘Twenty

miles into Thyle—believe it or not—I
crossed a canal!”
“Schatz photographed a hundred! Let’s

hear something new!”

“And did he also see a city?”

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

“Well,” observed Jarvis, “[rom here on
I'll be telling a few things Schatz didn't see!”
He rubbed his tingling nose. and continued.
“I knew that I had sixteen hours of daylight
at this season. so eight hours—eight hundred
miles—from here. I decided to turn back.
I was still over Thyle, whether I or II I'm
not sure, not more than twenty-five miles
into it. And right there, Schatz’'s pet motor
quit!”

A Dying Orb Y

1clds Its Eternal Secret!
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“Qvit? How?” Schatz was solicitous.

“The atomatic blast got weak. I started
losing altitude right away, and suddenly
there I was with a thump right in the middle
of Thyle! Smashed my nose on the window,
too!” He rubbed the injured member rue-
fully.

“Did you maybe try vashing der combus-
tion chamber mit acid sulphuric?” inquired
Schatz. “Sometimes der lead giffs a second-
ary reaction—"

“Naw!” said Jarvis disgustedly. “I
wouldn’t try that, of course—not more than
ten times! Besides, the bump flattened the
landing gear and busted off the under-jets.”
He rubbed his nose again. “Lucky for me a
E:u.nd only weighs seven ounces here, or I'd

ve been mashed flat]”

“I could have fixed!” ejaculated the en-
gineer. “I bet it vas not serious.”

“Probably not,” agreed Jarvis sarcastical-
ly. “Only it wouldn't fly. Anyway, I rigged
up a harness from some seat straps, and put
the water tank on my back, took a cartridge
belt and revolver, and some iron rations, and
started out on shank’s mare.”

“Water tank!”’ exclaimed the little biolo-
gist, Leroy. ‘‘She weigh one-quarter ton!”

“Wasn’t full. Weighed about two hundred
and fifty pounds Earth-weight, which is
eighty-five here. Of course, I took a thermo-
skin sleeping bag for these wintry Martian
nights.”

“Off 1 went, bouncing along pretty
quickly. Eight hours of daylight meant
twenty miles or more. It got tiresome, of
course—plugging along over a soft sand
desert with nothing to see, not even Leroy'’s
crawling biopods. But an hour or so brought
me to the canal—just a dry ditch about four
hundred feet wide, and straight as a railroad
on its own company map.

“There’d been water in it sometime,
though. The ditch was covered with what
looked like a nice green lawn. Only, as I
approached, the lawn moved out of my
way!”

cgEH ?” said Leroy.

“Yeah; it was a relative of your
biopods. I caught one—a little grasslike
blade about as long as my finger, with two
thin, stemmy legs.”

“He ie where?” Leroy was eager.

“He is let go! I had to move, so I plowed
along with the walking grass opening in
front and closing behind.

“It was just before twilight that I reached
the edﬁle of Thyle, and looked down over the
gray Mare Chronium. And I knew there
was seventy-five miles of that to be walked
over, and then a couple of hundred miles of
that Xanthus desert, and about as much
more Mare Cimmerium. Was I pleased? I
cussed you fellows for not picking me up!”

“We were trying, you sap!” said Harrison,

“That didn’t help. Well, I figured I might
as well use what was.left of daylight in get-
ting down the cliff that bounded Thyle. Up
to that time, you know, I hadn’t seen any-
thing worth worrying about on this hali-
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dead world—nothing dangerous, that is.”

“Did you?” queried Harrison.

“Did I! You’'ll hear about it when I come
to it. Well, I was just about to turn in when
suddenly I heard the wildest sort of shenani-
gans!”

“Vot iss shenanigans?” inquired Schatz.

“He say, ‘Je ne sais quoi, ? explained Le-
roy. “It 1s to say, ‘I don’t know what.’”

“That’s right,” agreed Jarvis. “I didn’t
know what, so I sneaked over to find out.
There was a racket like a flock of crows eat-
ing a bunch of canaries—whistles, cackles,
caws, trills, and what have you. I rounded
a clump of stumps, and there was Tweel!”

“Tweel?” said Harrison, and “Tveel?” said

Leroy and Schatz.
“That freak ostrich,” explained the nar-
rator. “At least, Tweel is as near as I can

pronounce it without sputtering. He called
it something like ‘Trrrweerrlll’.”

“What was he doing?” asked the captain.

“He was being eaten! And squealing, of
course, as any one would.”

“Eaten! By what?”

“I found out later, All I could see then
was a bunch of black ropy arms tangled
around what looked like, as Schatz described
it to you, an ostrich, I wasn't going td inter-
fere, naturally; if both creatures were dan-
gerous, I'd have one less to worry about.

“But the bird-like thing was putting up a
good battle, dealing vicious blows with an
eighteen-inch beak, between screeches. And
besides, I caught a glimpse or two of what
was on the end of those arms!” Jarvis shud-
dered. “But the clincher was when I no-
ticed a little black bag or case hung about
the neck of the bird-thing! It was intelli-
gent! That, or tame, I assumed. Anyway,
it clinched my decision. I pulled out my
automatic and fired into what I could see of
its antagonist.

“There was a flurry of tentacles and a spurt
of black corruption, and then the thing, with
a disgusting sucking noise, pulled itself and
its arms into a hole in the ground. The
other let out a series of clacks, staggered
around on legs about as thick as golf sticks,
and turned suddenly to face me. I held my
weapon ready, and the two of us stared at
each other.

“The Martian wasn’t a bird, really, It
wasn’t even birdlike, except just at first
glance. It had a beak all right, and a few
feathery appendages, but the beak wasn't
really a beak. It was somewhat flexible; I
could see the tip bend slowly from side to
side; it was almost like a cross between a
beak and a trunk. It had four-toed feet, and
four-fingered things—hands, you have to call
them, and a little roundish body, and a long
neck ending in a tiny head—and that beak.
It stood an inch or so taller than I, and—
well, Schatz saw it!”

The engineer nodded. “Yah! I saw!”

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

“Perhaps,” suggested Harrison, “it looked
at that nose of yours and thought you were
its brother!”

“Huh! You can be funny without talking!
Anyway, I put up my gun and szid. 'Aw,
don’t mention it.’ or something of the sort,
and the thing came over and we were pals.

(44 Y that time, the sun was pretty low

and I knew I'd beiter build a fue.
I started breaking off chunks of this desic-
cated Martian vegetation, and my compan-
ion caught the idea and brought in an arm-
ful. T reachad for a match, but the Martian
fished into his pouch and brought out some-
thing that looked like a glowing coal; one
touch of it, and the fire was blazing-—and
you all know what a job we have starting a
fire in this atmosphere!

—

G Pioneer of. Scientifiction

“We just couldn’t connect! I tried ‘rock,’
and I tried ‘star.” and ‘tree,’ and ‘fire,” and
Lord knows what else. and try as I would,
I couldn’t get a single word! Nothing was
the same for two successive minutes, and if
that's a language, I'm an alchemist! Finally
I gave it up and called him Tweel, and that
seemed to do.

“But Twecel hung on to some of my words.
He remembered a couple of them, which I
suppose is a great achievemnent if you're used
to a language you have to make up as you
go along. But I couldn't get the hang of
his talk; either I missed some subtle point
or we just didn't think alike—and I rather
believe the latter view.

“After a while I gave up the language
business, and tried mathematics. I scratched
two plus two equals four on tie ground.
and demonstrated it with pebbles. Again

Prior

ERE'S the story that revoiulionized scientifiction!
to the puklication of Stanley G. Weinbaum's first story,
A MARTIAN ODYSSEY, all the interplanetary stories were
ruled by one dominant concept—that future explorers will
step into another world and find conditions there similar
to those on Earth. Authors usually pictured alien human
beings with two feet and iwo legs, two eyes, ele., just as is
the case on Earth, although the chances are not one in a
million that such conditions will prevail.
Stanley G. Weinbaum, fully conscicus of this thought,
smashed 1hese precepis in his first tale. He presented his
own startiing array of inte-planetary life-forms—strange or-

ganisms evolved by strange environments.

A MARTIAN ODYSSEY is morz than a great story. It is
the forerunner of stcries o come arnd it will be forever
Weinbaum,

identified with the memory of Stan'ey G.

Stanley G. Weinbaum

“And that Lag of his!” continued the nar-
rator. “That was a manufactured article,
my f{riends; press an end and she popped
open—press the middle, and she sesaled so
perfectly you couldn’t see the line. Better
than zippers.

“Well, we stared at the fire for a while
and I decided to attempt some sort of com-
munication with the Martian. [ pointed at
myself and said "Dick.” He caught the drift
immediately. stretched a bony claw at me
and repeated 'Tick.’ Then I pointed at him,
and he gave that whistle I called Tweel; 1
can’t imitate his accent. Things were going
smoothly; to emphasize the names, 1 re-
peated ‘Dick,’ and then, pointing at him,
‘Tweel.’

“There we stuck! He gave some clacks
that sounded negative, and said something
like ‘P-p-p-proot.” And that was just the
beginning; I was always ‘Tick,’ but as for
him——part of the time he was ‘Tweel,’ and
part of the time he was 'P-p-p-proot,’ and
part of the time he was sixteen other noises!

Tweel caught the idea, and informed me that
three plus three equals six. Once more we
seemed to be getting somewhere.

“So, knowing that Tweel had at least a
grammar school education, I drew a circle
for the sun, pointing first at it, and then at
the last glow of the sun. Then I sketched
Mercury, and Venus, and Mother Earth,
and Mars, and finally, pointing to Mars, I
swept my hand around in a sort of inclusive
gesture to indicate that Mars was our cur-
rent environment. 1 was working up to put-
ting over the idea that my home was on the
Earth.

“T'weel understood my diagram all right.
He pcked his beak at it, and with a great
deal of trilling and clucking, he added Dei-
mos and Phobos to Mars, and then sketched
in the Earth’s moon!

“Do you see what that proves? It proves
that Tweel's race uses telescopes—that
they're civilized!”

“Does not!’ snapped Harrison. “The
moon is visible from here as a fifth magni-
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tude star. They could see its revolutions
with the naked eye.”

“The moon, yes!” said Jarvis. “You've
missed my point. Mercury isn’t visible! And
Tweel knew of Mercury because he placed
the moon at the third planet, not the second.
If he didn’t know Mercury, he'd put the
Earth second, and Mars third, instead of
fourth! See?”

“Humph!” said Harrison.

“Anyway,” proceeded Jarvis, “I went on
with my lesson. Things were going
smoothly, and it looked as if I could put the
idea over. I pointed at the Earth on my
diagram, and then at myself, and then, to
clinch it, I pointed to myself and then to
the Earth itself shining bright green almost
at the zenith.

“Tweel set up such an excited clacking
that I was certain he understood. He jumped
up and down, and suddenly he pointed at
himself and then at the sky, and then at
himself and at the sky again, He pointed
at his middle and then at Arcturus, at his
head and then at Spica, at his feet and then
}a‘g half a dozen stars, while I just gaped at

im,

GQTHEN, all of a sudden, he gave a tre-
mendous leap. Man, what a hop! He
shot straight up into the starlight, seventy-
five feet if an inch! I saw him silhouctted
against the sky, saw him turn and come
down at me head first, and land smack on
his beak like a javelin! There he stuck,
square in the center of my sun-circle in the
sand—a bull’'s-eye!”

“Nuts!” observed the captain, “Plain
nuts!”

“That’s what I thought, too! I just stared
at him open-mouthed while he pulled his
head out of the sand and stood up. Then I
figured he’d missed my point, and I went
through the whole blamed tigmarole again,
and it ended the same way, with Tweel on
his nose in the middle of my picture!”

“Maybe it's a religious rite,” suggested
Harrison,

“Maybe,” said Jarvis dubiously. “Well,
there we were. We could exchange ideas
up to a certain point, and then—blooey!
Something in us was different, unrelated; I
don’t doubt that Tweel thought me just as
screwy as I thought him. Qur minds simply
looked at the world from different view-
points, and perhaps his viewpoint is as true
as ours. But—we couldn’'t get together,
that's all. Yet, in spite of all difficulties, I
liked Tweel, and I have a queer certainty
that he liked me.”

“Nuts!” repeated the captain. “Just daffy!”

“Anyway, I finally gave it up, and got into
my thermo-skin to sleep. The fire hadn’t
kept me any too warm, but tlat damn sleep-
ing bag did. Got stufty five minutes after 1
closed myself in. I opened it a little and
bingo! Some eighty-below-zero air hit my
nose, and that’s when I got this pleasant lit-
tle frostbite to add to the bump I acquired
during the crash of my rocket.

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

“Man, how he traveled—a hundred and
fifty feet at a jump, sailing through the air
stretched out like a spear, and landing on
his beak. He seemed surprised at my plod-
ding, but after a few moments he fell in be-
side me, only every few minutes he’d go into
one of his leaps, and stick his nose into the
sand a block ahead of me., Then he’d come
shooting back at me; it kept me nervous at
first to see that beak of his coming at me
like a spear, but he always ended in the sand
at my side.

“So the two of us plugged along across
the Mare Chronium. We talkéd—not that
we understood each other, you know, but
just for company. I sang songs, and I sus-
pect Tweel did too; at least, some of his
trillings and twitterings had a subtle sort of
rhythm,

“Then, for variety, Tweel would display
his smattering of English words. He'd point
to an eutcropping and say ‘rock,” and point
to a pebble and sa% it again; or he’d touch
my arm and say ‘Tick,’ and then repeat ‘it.
He seemed terrifically amused that the same
word meant the same thing twice in succes-
sion, or that the same word could apply to
two different objects. It set me wondering
if perhaps his language wasn’t like the primi-
tive speech of some Earth people—you know,
Captain, like the Negritos, for instance, who
haven’t any generic words. No word for
food or water or man, but words for good
fooed and bad food, or rain water and sea
water, or strong man and weak man—but no
names for general classes. They're too primi-
tive to understand that rain water and sea
water are just different aspects of the same
thing. But that wasn’t the case with Tweel;
is was just that we were somehow mysteri-
ously different—our minds were alien to
each other. And yet—we liked each other!”

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

“Well, I like you!” countered Jarvis wick-
edly. “Anyway,” he resumed, “don’t over-
look the point that he managed to under-
stand a little of my mental workings, while
I never even got a glimmering of his.”

“Because he didn’t have any!’ suggested
the captain, while Schatz and Leroy blinked
attentively,

GGYOU can judge of that when I'm
through,” said Jarvis. “Well, we
lugged along across the Mare Chronium.
are Chronium—Sea of Time! It was so
monotonous that I was even glad to see the
desert of Xanthus toward the evening of the
second day.
“I was fair worn out, but Tweel seemed
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as fresh as ever, for all I never saw him drink
or eat. I offered him some water once or
twice; he took the cup from me and sucked
the liquid into his beak, and then carefully
squirted it all back into the cup and gravely
returned it.

“Just as we sighted Xanthus, or the cliffs
that bounded it, one of those nasty sand
clouds blew along, not as bad as tﬂe one
we had here, but mean to travel against.
After the sand storm blew over, a little wind
kept blowing in our faces, not strong enough
to stir the sand. But suddenly things came
drifting along from the Xanthus cliffs—
small, transparent spheres, for all the world
like glass tennis ballst But light—they were
almost light enough to float even in this thin
air—empty, too. I cracked open a couple
and nothing came out but a bad smell. I
asked Tweel about them, but all he said was
‘No, no, no,” which I took to mean that he
knew nothing about them. So they went
bouncing about like tumbleweeds, or like
soap bubbles, and we plugged on toward
Xanthus. Tweel pointed at one of the crys-
tal balls once and said ‘rock,’ but I was too
tired to argue with him. Later I discovered
what he meant,

“We came to the bottom of the Xanthus
cliffs finally, when there wasn’t much day-
light left. We were ambling around the base
ot the Xanthus barrier looking for an easy
spot to climb. At least, I was. Tweel could
have leaped it easily, for the cliffs were
lower than Thyle—perhaps sixty feet. I
found a place and started up, swearing at
the water tank strapped to my back—it
didn’t bother me except when climbing—and
suddenly I heard a sound that I thought I
recognized!

“You know how deceptive sounds are in
this thin air. A shot sounds like the pop of
a cork. But this sound was the drone of a
rocket, and sure enough, there went our sec-
ond auxiliary about ten miles to westward,
between me and the sunset!”

“Vas me!” said Schatz. “I hunt for you.”

“Yeah; I knew that, but what good did it
do me! I hung on to the cliff and yelled
and waved with one hand. Tweel saw it
too, and set up a trilling and twittering, leap-
ing to the top of the barrier and then high
into the air. And while I watched, the ma-
chine droned on into the shadows to the
south.

“I was bitterly disappointed by the failure
to attract attention. I pulled out my thermo-
skin bag and crawled into it, as the niﬁlt
chill was already apparent. Tweel stuck his
beak into the sand and drew up his legs
and arms and looked for all the world like
one of those leafless shrubs out there. I
think he stayed that way all night.”

“Protective mimicry!” ejaculated Leroy.
“See? He is desert creature!” .

“In the morning,” resumed Jarvis, “we
started off again. We hadn’t gone a hun-
dred yards into Xanthus when I saw some-
thing queer! This is one thing Schatz didn’t
photograph, I'll wager!

“There was a line of little pyramids—tiny
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ones, not more than six inches higk, stretch-
ing across Xanthus as far as I could see!
Little buildings made of pygmy bricks, they
were, hollow inside and truncated, or at
least broken at the top and empty. I pointed
at them and said ‘What?’ to Tweel, but he
gave some negative twitters to indicate, I
suppose, that he didn't know. So off we
went, followipg the row of pyramids because
they ran north, and I was going north.

“Man, we trailed that line for hours! After
a while, I noticed another queer thing: they
were getting larger. Same number of bricks
in each one, but the bricks were larger.

“By noon they were shoulder high. I
looked into a couple—all just the same,
broken at the top and empty. I examined
a brick or two as well; they were silica, and
old as creation itself!”

“How do you know?” asked Leroy.

“They were weathered—edges rounded.
Silica doesn't weather easily even on Earth,
and in this climate—{"

“How old you think?”

GCFIFTY THOUSAND—a hundred
years. How can I tell? The little ones
we saw in the moming were older—perhaps
ten times as old. rumbling. How old
would that make them? Half a million years?
Who knows?” Jarvis paused a moment.
“Well,” he resumed, “we followed the line.
Tweel pointed at them and said ‘rock’ once
or twice, but he’d done that many tignes
before. Besides, he was more or less right
about these.

“] tried questioning him. I pointed at a
pyramid and asked ‘People? and indicated
the two of us. He set up a negative sort of
chuckling and said, ‘No, no, no. No one-
one-two. No two-two-four,” meanwhile rub-
bing his stomach. I just stared at him and he
went through the business again, ‘No one-
one-two. No two-two-four.! I just gaped
at him.”

“That proves
“Nuts!”

“You think so?” queried Jarvis sardonical-
ly. “Well, 1 figured it out different! ‘No
one-one-two!l’ You don't get it, of course,

it exclaimed Harrison.

do you?”
“Nope—~nor do you!”
“I think I do! Tweel was using the few

English words he knew to put over a very
complex idea. What, let me ask, does
mathematics make you think of?”

“Why—of astronomy. Or—or logic!”

“That's it! ‘No one-one-two! Tweel
was telling me that the builders of the pyra-
mids weren’t people, that they weren’t intel-
ligent, that they weren’t reasaning creatures!
Get it?”

“Huh! I'll be damned!”

“You probably will.”

“Why did Tweel rub his belly?” Leroy
asked.

“Why? Because, my dear biologist, that's
where his brains were! Not in his tiny head
—in his middle!”’

“C’est impossible!”

“Not on Mars, it isn’t! This flora and
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fauna aren’t earthly; your biopods prove
that!” Jarvis grinned and took up his nar-
rative. “Anyway, we tgulugged along across
Xanthus and in about the middle of the after-
noon, something else queer happened. The
pyramids ended.”

“Ended!”

“Yeah; the queer part was that the last
one—and now they were ten-footers—was
capped! See? Whatever built it was still
mside; we’d trailed ’em from their half-mil-
lion-year-old origin to the present,

“Tweel and I both noticed it about the
same time. 1 yanked out my automatic (I
had a clip of Boland explosive bullets in it)
and Tweel, quick as a sleight-of-hand trick,
snapped a queer little glass revolver out of
his bag. It was much like our weapons,
except that the grip was larger to accommo-
date his four-taloned hand. And we held our
weapons ready while we sneaked up along
the lines of empty pyramids.

“Tweel saw the movement first. The top
tiers of bricks were heaving, shaking, and
suddenly slid down the sides with a thin
crash. And then——something—something
was coming out!

“A long, silver-gray arm appeared, drag-
ging after it an armored body. Armored, I
mean, with scales, silver-gray and dull-shin-
ing. The arm heaved the body out of the
hole; the beast crashed to the sand.

“It was a nondescript creature—body like
a big gray cask, arm and a sort of mouth-
hole at one end; stiff, pointed tail at the
other—and that’s all. No other limbs, no
eyes, ears, nose—nothing! The thing
dragged itself a few yards, inserted its
pointed tail in the sand, pushed itself upright,
and just sat.

“Tweel and I watched it for ten minutes
before it moved. Then, with a creaking and
rustling like—oh, like crumpling stiff paper
—its arm moved to the mouth-hole and out
came a brick! The arm placed the brick care-
fully on the ground, and the thing was still
again.

“Another ten minutes—another brick. Just
one of Nature’s bricklayers. I was about
ready to slip away and move on when Tweel
pointed at the thing and said ‘rock? I went
‘huh?’ and he said it again. Then, to the
accomPa.niment of some of his trilling, he
said, ‘No—ne—," and gave two or three
whistling breaths.

“Well, I got his meaning, for a wonder!
I said, ‘No breath? and demonstrated the
word. Tweel was ecstatic; he said, ‘Yes,
yes, yes! No, no, no breet!” Then he gave
a leap and sailed out to land on his nose
about one pace from the monster!

561 WAS startled, you can imagine! The
arm was going up for a brick, and I
expected to see Tweel caught and mangled,
but—nothing happened! Tweel pounded on
the creature, and the arm took the brick
and placed it neatly beside the first. Tweel
rapped on its body again, and said ‘rock,’
and I got up nerve enough to take a look
myself.
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“Tweel was right again, The creature was
rock, and it didn’t breathe!”

“How you know?” snapped Leroy, his
black eyes blazing interest.

“Because I'm a chemist. The beast was
made of silica! There must have been pure
silicon in the sand, and it lived on that. Get
it? We, and Twee], and those plants out
there, and even the biopods are carbon life;
this thing lived by a different set of chemical
reactions. It was silicon life!”

“La vie silicieuse!” shouted Leroy. I
have suspect, and now it is proof! I must
go see! Il faut que je—"

“All right! All right!” said Jarvis. “You
can go see. Anyhow, there the thing was,
alive and yet not alive, moving every ten min-
utes, and then only to remove a brick. Those
bricks were its waste matter. See, Frenchy?
We're carbon, and our waste is carbon diox-
ide, and this thing is silicon, and its waste
is silicon dioxide—silica. But silica is a solid,
hence the bricks. And it built itself in, and
when it was covered, it moved over to a
fresh place to start over. ,No wonder it
creaked! A living creature half a million
years old!”

“How you know how o0ld?” Leroy was
frantic.

“We trailed its pyramids from the begin-
ning, didn't we? If this weren’t the original
pyramid builder, the series would have ended
somewhere before we found him, wouldn’t
it? Ended and started over with the small
ones. That’s simple enough, isn’t it?

“But he reproduces or tries to. Before
the third brick came out, there was a little
rustle and out popped a whole stream of
those little crystal balls. They're his spores,
or eggs, or seeds—call 'em what you want,
They went bouncing by acrose Xanthus
just as they’d bounced by us back in the

are Chronium. I've a hunch bhow they
work, too—this is for your information, Le-
roy. I think the crystal shell of the silica
is no more than a protective covering, like
an eggshell, and that the active principle is
the smell inside. It’s some sort of gas that
attacks silicon, and if the shell is broken near
a supply of that element, soine reaction
starts that ultimately develops into a beast
like that one.”

“You should try!” exclaimed the little
Frenchman. “We must break one to see!”

“Yeah? Well, I did. I smashed a couple
against the sand. Would you like to come
back in about ten thousand years to see
if I planted some pyramid monsters? You'd
most likely be able to tell by that time!”
z]arvis paused and drew a deep breath.
“Lord! That queer creature! Do you pic-
ture it? Blind, deaf, nerveless, brainless—just
a mechanism, and yet—immeortal! Bound to
fo on making bricks, building pyramids, as
ong as silicon and oxygen exist, and even
afterwards it'll just stop. It won’t be dead.
If the accidents of a million years bring it its
food again, there it'll be, ready to run again,
while brains and civilizations are part ot the
past. A queer beast—yet I met a stranger
one!” (Continued on page 118)
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“If you did, it must have been in your
dreams!” growled Harrison.

“You'’re right!” said Jarvis soberly. “In
a way, youre right. The dream-beast!
That’s the best name for it—and it’s the most
fiendish, terrifying creation one could im-
agine! More dangerous than a lion, more
insidious than a snake!”

“Tell me!” begged Leroy. “I must go see!”

“Not this devil!” He paused again. “Well,”
he resumed, “Tweel and I left the pyramid
creature and plowed along through Xanthus.
I was tired and a little disheartened by
Schatz’s failure to pick me up, and Tweel’s
trilling got on my nerves, as did his flying
nosedives. So I just strode along without
a word, hour after hour across that monoto-
nous desert.

“Toward mid-afternoon we came in sight
of a low dark line on the horizon. It was
a canal.

“We approached the canal slowly; I re-
membered that this one was bordered by a
wide fringe of vegetation and that Mud-
heap City was on it,

65] WAS tired. I kept thinking of a good
hot meal, and from that I jumped to
reflections of how nice and homelike even
Borneo would seem after this crazy planet,
and from that, to thoughts of little old New
York, and then to thinking about a girl I
know there—Fancy Long. Know her?

“‘Vision entertainer,”” said Harrison. “I’ve
tuned her in. Nice blonde—dances and sings
on the Yerba Mate hour.”

“That’s her,” said Jarvis ungrammatically.
“I know her pretty well—just friends, get me
—though she came down to see us off in the
Ares. Well, I was thinking about her, feel-
ing pretty fonesome, and all of a sudden,
there she was,.

“Yes, there she was—Fancy Long, stand-
ing plain as day under one of those crack-
brained trees, and smiling and waving just
the way I remembered her when we left!”

“Now you’re nuts, too!” observed the cap-
tain.

“Boy, I almost agreed with you! I stared
and pinched myself and closed my eyes and
then stared again—and every time, there was
Fancy Long smiling and waving! Tweel
saw something too; he was trilling and
clucking away, but I scarcely heard him.
I was bounding toward her over the sand,
too amazed even to ask myself questions,

“] wasn’t twenty feet from her when
Tweel caught me with one of his flying leaps.
He grabbed my arm, yelling, ‘No—no—no?!
in his squeaky voice. I tried to shake him off
—he was as light as if he were built of bam-
boo—but he dug his claws in and yelled.
And finally some sort of sanity returned to
me and I stopped less than ten [eet from
her. There sﬁe stood, looking as solid as
Schatz’s head!”

“Vot?” said the engineer.
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“She smiled and waved, and waved and
smiled, and I stood there as dumb as Leroy,
while Tweel squeaked and chattered. 1
knew it couldn’t be real, yet—there she was!

“Finally I said, ‘Fancy! Fancy Long!
She just kept on smiling and waving, but
looking as real as if I hadn't left her thirty-
seven million miles away.

“Tweel had his glass pistol out, pointing
it at her. I grabbed his arm, but he tried
to push me away. He pointed at her and
said: ‘No breet! No breet! and I understood
that he meant that the Fancy Long thing
wasn't alive. Man, my head was whirling!

“8till, it gave me the jitters to sce him
pointing his weapon at her. I don’t know
why I stood there watching him take care-
ful aim, but I did. Then he squeezed the
handle of his weapon; there was a little puff
of steam, and Fancy Long was gone! Knd
in her place was one of those writhing, blacé
rope-armed horrors like the one I'd sav
Tweel from!

“The dream-beast! I stood there dizzy,
watching it die while Tweel trilled and
whistled. Finally he touched my arm, pointed
at the twisting thing, and said: ‘You one-one-
two, he one-one-two.” After he'd repeated it
eight or ten times, I got it. Do any of you?”

“Ouir” shrilled Leroy. “Moi—je le com-
prends! He mean you think of something,
the beast he know, and you see it! Un chien
—a hungry dog he would see a big bone with
meat! Or smell it—not?”

“Right!” said Jarvis. “The dream-beast
uses its victim’s longings and desires to trap
its prey. The bird at nesting season would
see its mate, the fox, prowling for its own
prey would see a helpless rabbit!”

“How he do?” queried Leroy.

“How do I know? How does a snake back
on Earth charm a bird into its very jaws?
And aren’t there deep-sea fish that lure their
victtms in their mouths? Lord!” Jarvis
shuddered. “Do you see how insidious the
monster is? We're warned now—but hence-
forth we can't trust even our eyes. You
might see me—] might see you—and back
of it be nothing but another of those black
horrors!”

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

“Tweel? 1 wonder! Perhaps he was
thinking of something that couldn’t possibly
have interested me, and when I started to
run, he realized that I saw something dif-
ferent and was warned. Or perhaps the
dream-beast can only project a single vision
and Tweel saw what I saw—or nothing. 1
couldn’t ask him. But it’s just another proof
that his intelligence 1s equal to ours or
greater.”

GGHE’S daffy, I tell you!” said Harrison.
“What makes you think hig intel-
lect ranks with the human?” .

“Plenty of things! First, the pyramid-
beast. He hadn’t seen one before; he said
as much. Yet he recognized it as a dead-alive
automaton of silicon.”

(Continued on page 120)
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“He could have heard of it,” objected Har-
rison. “He lives around here, you know.”

“Well, how about the language? I couldn’t
pick up a single idea of his and he learned
six or seven words of mine. And do you
realize what complex ideas he put over with
no more than those six or seven words?
The pyramid-monster—the dream-beast! In
a single phrase he told me that one was a
harmless automaton and the other a deadly
hypnotist. What about that?”

“Huh!” said the captain.

“Huh if you wish! The point I'm making
is that Tweel and his race are worthy of our
friendship. Somewhere on Mars—and you’ll
find I'm right—is a civilization and culture
equal to ours, and maybe more than equal.
And communication is possible between
them and us; Tweel proves that. It may take
years of patient trial, for their minds are
alien, but less alien than the next minds we
encountered—if they are minds.”

“The next ones? What next ones?”

“The people of the mud cities along the
canals,” Jarvis frowned, then resumed his
narrative. “I thought the dream-beast and
the silicon-monster were the strangest be-
ings conceivable, but 1 was wrong. The
mound city I’d noticed from the rocket was
a mile or so to the right and I was curious
enough to want to take a look at it.

“It has seemed deserted from my previous
glimpse of it, and if any creatures were lurk-
ing in 1t—-well Tweel and I were both armed.
And by the way, that crystal weapon of
Tweel’'s was an interesting device; I took a
look at it after the dream-beast episode. It
fired a little glass splinter, poisoned, I sup-
pose, and I guess it held at least a hundred
of ’em to a load. The propellant was steam
-—just plain steam!”

‘Shteam!” echoed Schatz. “From vot come
shteam?”

“From water, of course! You could see
the water through the transparent handle,
and about a gill of another liquid, thick and
yellowish. When T'weel squeezed the handle
—there was no trigger—a drop of water and
a drop of the yellow stuff squirted into the
firing chamber, and the water vaporized—
pop!—like that., I think we could develop
the same principle. Concentrated sulphuric
acid will heat water almost to boiling, and
so will quicklime, and there’s potassium and
sodium—

“Anyway, we trudged along toward the
mud-heap city and I began to wonder
whether the city builders dug the canals. I
pointed to the city and then at the canal, and
Tweel said, ‘No—no—no! and gestured
toward the south. I tock it to mean that
some other race had created the canal sys-
tem, perhaps Tweel’s people. I don’t know;
maybe there’s still another intelligent race
on the planet, or a dozen others. Mars is
a queer little world.

“A hundred yards from the city we crossed
a sort of road—just a hard-packed mud trail,
and then, all of a sudden, along came one of
the mound builders!
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“Man, talk about fantastic beings! It
looked rather like a barrel trotting along on
four legs with four other arms or tentacles.
It had no head, just body and members and
a row of eyes completely around it. The
top end of the barrel-body was a diaphragm
stretched as tight as a drum head, and that
was all. It was pushing a little coppery cart
and tore right past us like the proverbial
bat out of Hell. It didn’t even mnotice us,
although I thought the eyes on my side
shifted a little as it passed.

“A moment later another came along,
pushing another empty cart. Same thing—it
Just scooted past us. Well, I wasn’t going
to be ignored by a bunch of barrels playing
train, so when the third one approached, I
planted myself in the way—ready to jump,
of course, if the thing didn’t stop.

“But it did. It stopped and set up a sort
of drumming from the diaphragm on top.
And I held out both hands and said mildly:
‘We are friends!’ And what do you sup-
pose the thing did?”

“Said, ‘Pleased to meet you, I'll bet!”
suggested Harrison.

“I couldn’t have been more surprised if it
had! It drummed on its diaphragm, and
then suddenly boomed out, ‘We are v-r-
riends! and gave its pushcart a vicious poke
at me! I jumped aside, and away it went
while I stared dumbly after it.

‘GA MINUTE later another one came
hurrying along. This one didn’t
pause, but simply drummed out, ‘We are
v-r-r-riends? and scurried by. How did it
learn the phrase? Were all of the creatures
in some sort of communication with each
other? Were they all parts of some central
organism? I don't know, though I think
Tweel does.

“Anyway, the creatures went sailing past
us, every one greeting us with the same
statement. It got to be funny; I never
thought to find so many friends on this God-
forsaken ball! Finally I made a puzzled ges-
ture to Tweel; I guess he understood, for he
said, ‘One-one-two — yes! — two-two-four—
no! Get it?”

“Sure,” said Harrison. “It’s a Martian
nursery rhyme.”

“Yeah! Well, 1 was getting used to
Tweel’s symbolism, and 1 figured it out this
way. ‘One-one-two—yes!” The creatures
were intelligent. ‘Two-two-four—no!—their
intelligence was not of our order, but some-
thing different and beyond the logic of two
and two is four. Maybe I missed his mean-
ing. Perhaps he meant that their minds
were of low degree, able to figure out the
simple things—‘One-one-two—yes,!’ but not
more difficult things—'Two-two-four—no!’
But I think from what we saw later that he
meant the other.

“After a few moments, the creatures came
rushing back—first one, then another, Their
pushcarts were full of stones, sand, chunks
of rubbery plants, and such rubbish as that.
They droned out their friendly greeting,

(Continued on page 123)
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which didn't really sound so friendly, and
dashed on. The third one I assume to be
my first acquaintance and I decided to have
another chat with him. I stepped into his
path again and waited.

“Up_he came, booming out his ‘We are
v-r-r-riends’ and stepped. I looked at him;
four or five of his eyes looked at me. He
tried his password again and gave a shave
on his cart, but I stood firm. And then the
—the dashed creature reachied out one of his
arms, and two finger-like nippers tweaked
my nose!”

“Haw!” roared Harrison. “Maybe the
things have a sense of beauty!”

“Laugh!” grumbled Jarvis., “I’d already
had a nasty bump and a mean frost-bite on
that nose. Anyway, I yelled ‘Ouch’ and
i;“mfed aside and the creature dashed away;

ut from then on, their greeting was ‘We are
v-r-r-riends! Ouch! cer beasts!

“Tweel and I followed the road squarely
up to the nearest mound. The creatures
were coming and going, paying ue not the
slightest attention, fetching their loads of
rubbish, The road simply dived into. an
opening, and slanted down like an old mine,
and in and out darted the barrel-people,
greeting us with their eternal phrase,

“I looked in; there was a light somewhere
below. I was curious, so in I went and
Tweel tagged along, not without a few
trills and twitters, however.

“The light was curious; it sputtered and
flared like an old arc light, but came.from &
single black rod set in the ‘wall of the corri-
dor. It was electric, beyond doubt. The
creatures were fairly civilized, apparently.

“Then I saw another light shining on
something that glittered and I went on to
look at that, but it was only a heap of shiny
sand. I turned toward the entrance to leave,
and tlhe Devil take me if the entrance wasn’t
gone

“I suppose the corridor had curved, or I'd
st:aped into a side passage. Anyway, I
walked back in the direction I throught we'd
come, and all I saw was more dim-lit corri-
dor. The place was a labyrinth! There was
nothilll‘g but twisting passages running every
way, kit by occasional lights, and now and
then a creature running by, sometimes with
a pushcart, sometimes without.

"Well, I wasn’t much worried at first.
Tweel and I had only come a few steps from
the entrance. But every move we made af-
ter that seemed to;niet us in deeper, 1
gumped my water t on the floor and sat

own.

“Tweel was as losat as I. 1 pointed up and
he said, ‘No—no—no! in a sort of helpless
trill. And we couldn’t get any help from the
natives; they paid us no attention at al], ex-
cept to assure us they were friends—ouch!

“Lord! I don’t know how many hours or
days we wandered around there! I slept
twice from sheer exhaustion; Tweel never
seemed to need sleep.

“We saw plenty of strange things. There
were machines running in some of the cor-
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ridors, but they didn't seem to be doing any-
thing—just wheels turning. And several
times I saw two barrel-beasts with a little
one growing between them, joined to both.”

(GPARTHENOGENESIS!“ exulted Le-
roy. ‘“Parthenogeresis by budding-
like Jes tulipes!”

“If you sav so. Frenchy.” agreed Jarvis.
“The things rever noticed us at all. except,
as I say. to greet us with "We are v-r-r-
riends! Ouoch!” They seemed to have no
home-life of ary sort. but just scurried
around with their rushcarts, bringing in rub-
bish. And finally 1 discovered what they
did with it.

“We'd had a little tuck with a corridor, one
that slanted apwards for a great distance. 1
was feeling that we ougk: to be Llose to the
surface when suddeniy the passage de-
bouched into a2 domed chamber, the only one
we'd seen. And man. [ fe!t like dancing
when 1 saw what loscked like daylight
through a crevice 12 the rood.

“There was a sort of machine in the cham-
ber. just an enormoas wheel that turmned
slowly. and one of tke creatures was in the
act of dumping ks rabdsh below it. The
wheel ground 1t with a crunich—sand, stones,
plants. all into powder thar sifted away
somecwhere. While we watched. others filed
in, repeating the process. and that seemed to
be all. No rhyme or reason to the whole
thing—btt thas’'s ckaractenstic of this crazy
planet. And :here was anciher fact that's
almost 100 birarre tc beleve.

“One of the creatores. ~a.ing dumped his
load, pushed his car: aside with a crash and
calmly shcved hirmself under the wheel! 1
watched bim croshed. too stupefied to make
a sound. and a =crzment later. another fol-
lowed him!' Thev were pexriectlv methodical
about it, too; o=e of the cartless creatures
took the abandored pushcart.

“Tweel didn’t -etm sarprised; 1 pointed
out the next swmcide to hum. and he just gave
the most hurran-tke shrug imaginable, as
much as to say. ‘'What can I do about it?’
He must have known more or less about
these creatures

“Then | saw something clse. There was
something beyood the wheei, something
shining on a sort of low pedestal. I walked
over; there was a little crystal about the size
of an egg, fluorescing to beat Tophet. The
light from it stung my hands and face, al-
most like a static discharge, and then I no-
ticed another funny thing. Remember that
wart I had on my left thumb? Look!”

Jarvis extended his hand.

“It dried up and fell off—just like that!
And my abused nose—say, the pain went out
of it like magic! The thing had the property
of hard X-rays or gamma radiations, only
more s0; it destroyed diseased tissue and left
healthy tissue unharmed!

“I was thinking what a present that’d be to
take back to Mother Earth when a lot of
racket interrupted. We dashed back to the
other side of the wheel in time to see one of

(Continued on page 124)
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the pushcarts ground up. Some suicide had
been careless, it seems.

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

“Tweel had his glass gun out and 1
dumped my water tank for greater freedom
and got mine. We backed up the corridor
with the barrel-beasts following — about
twenty of them. Queer thing—the ones
coming in with loaded carts moved past us
inches away without a sign.

“Tweel must have noticed that. Suddenly,
he snatched out that glowing coal cigar-
lighter of his and touched a cart-load of
plant limbs. Puff! The whole load was
burning—and the crazy beast pushing it
went right along without a change of pace!
It created some disturbance among our
‘ver-r-riends’, however—and then I noticed
the smoke eddying and swirling past us, and
sure enough, there was the entrance!

“I grabbed Tweel and out we dashed and
after us our twenty pursuers. The daylight
felt like Heaven, though I saw at first glance
that the sun was all but set, and that was bad,
since I couldn’t live outside my thermo-skin
f!_:ag in a Martian night—at least, without a

re,

“And things got worse in a hurry. They
cornered us in an angle between two
mounds, and there we stood. I hadn't fired
nor had Tweel; there wasn’t any use in irri-
tating the brutes. They stopped a little dis-
tance away and began their booming about
friendship and ouches,

“Then things got still worse! A barrel-
brute came out with a pushcart and they all
grabbed into it and came out with handfuls
of foot-long copper darts—and suddenly
there was a thunderous booming of ‘v-r-r-
riends’ and ‘ouches,’ and a whole army of ’em
came out of their hole.

GGMAN! We were through and I knew
it! Then I realized that Tweel
wasn’t. He could have leaped the mound be-
hind us as easily as not. e was staying for
me!

“8ay, I could have cried if there’d been
time! I'd liked Tweel from the first, but
whether I'd have had gratitude to do what
he was doing—suppose I had saved him
from the first dream-beast—he’d done as
much for me, hadn’t he? 1 grabbed his arm,
and said, “Tweel,’ and pointed up and he un-
derstood. He said, ‘No—no—no, Tick? and
popped away with his glass pistol.

“What could I do? I'd be a goner anyway
when the sun set, but I couldn’t explain that
to him. I said: ‘Thanks, Tweel. You're a
manP and felt that I wasn’t payin’% him any
compliment at all. A man! here are



mighty few men who’d do that.

“So I went ‘bang’ with my gun and Tweel
went ‘puff’ with his, and the barrels were
throwing darts and getting ready to rush us,
and booming about being friends. I had
given up hope. Then suddenly an angel
dropped right down from Heaven in the
shape of Schatz, with his under-jets blasting
the barrels into very small pieces!

“Wow! I let out a yell and dashed for the
rocket; Schatz opened the door and in I
went, laughing and crying and shouting! It
was a moment or so before I remembered
Tweel; I looked around in time to see him
rising in one of his nosedives over the mound
and away.

“I had a devil of a job arguing Schatz
into following! By the time we got the
rocket aloft, darkness was down; you know
how it comes here—like turning off a light.
We sailed out over the desert and put down
once or twice. I yelled, “Tweel?” and yelled
it a hundred times, I guess. We couldn’t
find him; he could travel like the wind and
all I got—or else I imagined it—was a faint
trilling twittering drifting out of the south.
He’d gone, and damn it, I wish—I wish he
hadn’t!”

The four men of the Ares were silent—
even the sardonic Harrison. At last little
Leroy broke the stillness.

“T should like to see,” he murmured.

“Yeah,” said Harrison. “And the wart-
cure. Too bad you missed that; it might be
the cancer cure they’ve been hunting for a
century and a half.”

“QOh, that!” muttered Jarvis gloomily.
“That’s what started the fight!” He drew a
glistening object from his pocket.

“Here it is.”
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