Trade Mark Registered U. 5.
Pateat Oilice No. 378407

WILLIAM B. ZIFF

Chairman of the Board
and Publisher

B. G. DAYIS
President

Vice-Presidents:
MICHAEL H. FROELICH
Dir. Eastern Division

H. J. MORGANROTH

Production Directo:r

H. 6. STROMG
Circulation Director

Secretary-Treasuret
A. T. PULLENR

Art Director
HERMAN R. BOLLIN

Editor
HOWARD BROWNE

Managing Editor
WILLIAM L. HAMLING

Associate Editor
LILA SHAFFER

Art Editor
BRAD PENDLETON

MARCH 1950

THE OBSERVATORY

By The Editor ... ... ..c.o..ii il )
FRESENTING THE AUTHOR

By Robert Abernathy .. ... .. ... ............... 57
CYBERNETICS — [N REVERSE!

By Carter T. Wainwright ........................ 71
SUN-STUFF

By H. R. Stantom ...ovov 7i
STICK AND STONES . ., .

By Jon Barry ... ... ... 21
IMPOSSIBLE PROBLEM?

By LA Burt .. . bH
SPACE-JALOPPIES

By William Karney ....................... . ..... 1i0
MALIGNANT MENTOR

By Leslie Phelps ........ ....... ... ... ....... (AN}
CHANCE . ..

By Jume Lurie .....c.. oo 122
THE WAGER

By A. T. Kedrie ........................ ... 122
REFUGE!

By Sandy Miller ..o v i 123
SMOOTHIE

By Ramsey Sinclair ............................. 143
MERCURIAN MADNESS

By John Weston ... ... . ... ... 178
THE READER'S FORUM

By The Readers .............. ... iiiiiueii.. 189
CONQUEROR!

By Lynn Standish ... ... ... ... 132
GOING HOME . . .

By Charles Recour ..., ... ... ... . ...,
THE CLUB HOUSE

By Rog Phillips ... ... .o 134
FACTS OF THE FUTURE

By Lee Owens ......cocvnvennnnuna. [P 17

Publishied monthly by ALY -DAVIS PUDBLISIIING COMPANY 185 Notth
Wabash Ave., Cittcage &, HL New Yori Ofcice, Minpite state Building,
New York 3, N. Y. Entered as second class matter June 5, 1047, st
the Post Ofrlee, Chicago, Illlnois, under the Act of March ¥, 187y,
Additional gecond  class  entry, Rulyoke, Massachysetts. Subucriptloa:
in U. S., Canada, Mexico, South and Centrsl Amerleu and U. S, PPosses-
sions  $2.30 for 12 lésues; all other f€orelgm countiies $3.50 for 12
lesues. Subsorlbers should aHow at least two weeks for change of address.
All comnubications about subscriptione should be addressed to the Dlrector
o! Circulatlon, Zitf-Darvis Publ'shing Cowmpany, 135 North Wabash Ave.,
Chlcago 1, IL

4



VOLUME 24 NUMBER 3

U STORIES (Zoinfplelt mmmm

THE ULTIMATE PERIL (Short Novel—27,000) ............. by Robert Abernathy ...... 8
llustrated by Rod Ruth

The Earth faced destruction because of one man — and he didn't know he was responsible! . , .,

THE MAN FROM ARBUTUS (Short—6,800) .............. by H. B, Hickey ........... 58
llustrated by Julian S. Krupa
The frontiers of space were no challenge o Magruder — but on Earth he faced grave danger . . .

ALL ELSE IS MUST (Novelette—10,900) by E. K. darvis . ........... 72
Ilustrated by Rod Ruth

Everyone expects a dead man to eventually turn to dust — but here it happened 1o the living!

FOR EACH MAN KILLS (Novelette—10,000) ..........., by William F. Temple ... ... 92
llustrated by Leo Ramon Summers

Jealousy can play strange fricks on & man — tuch as hating a rivel that never really existod!

YOU ONLY LIVE TWICE (Short—5,000) .................. by H. B. Hickey .......... 12
llustrated by Julian S. Krupa

Dick Enson wasn't afraid of death — for in his cese, dying meant a long life of happiness . . .

SWORD OF PEACE (Novelette—I10000) ... ............... by Ward Moore ......... . 124
llustrated by Leo Ramon Summers

A voice echoed throughout the world preaching peace — but at a great cost to mankind , . ,

TWO AGAINST VENUS (Novelotte—20,000) .. ............. by Craig Browning ........ 144

Hlustrated by Edmond Swiatek
They searched on Venus for the stones of life — only to find their own bodies hardening . , o

Front cover painting by Robert Gibson Jones, llustrating
a scene from "The Ultimate Peril."

[ ] L] . . . . L] . . . L] L] ° . L] . . q
Copyright, 194, ZIFF-DAVIS PUBLISHING COMPANY
Member of lhe Audit Bureau of Clrculations
We do not accepl responsibility for the return of unsolicited manuscripty or artwork. To
facilitate handling, the author shouhl enc'-«e o self addressed envelope with the requi-
site postage attached, and artists should «. 'lose or forward relurm postage. Accepted
material is subject to whatever revision is necessary (0 meet requirementf. Payment cov-
ers all authors’, cuntribuiors’ and contestants’ magazine righte in the U.S.A. and all other
countri¢s in the article and—or fllustrations and for publlecity and promoUon In connec-
tion therewith and will be made at our current rates upon acceptance, All photos and
drawings will be considered as part of materlal purchased. The names uf a!l charactera
tnat are used In short slories, serlals and semi-fictlon articles that deal with types are
ticlitlous. Use of a wame that is the same as that of any living person I3 coineidenial.

S



” I NHEY HAD taken the cover off
the target box preparatory to
making a new run and the beam

from the cyclotron was spurting into

the air. Through the periscope in
the control room, the beam looked
like a death ray. In the control room,
graduate research assistant Nick

Zehr waited for Ed Freuhoff’s en-

trance into the chamber that housed

the cyclotron. A frown puckered

Nick’s forehead. In this place of

transition, in this place of hurtling

change, a frown was no new sight.

Every man who worked here habit-

ually wore one. But Nick Zehr’s

frown was something special.

Once before he had seen this thing
happen, when the target box was
disconnected and the beam was
spurting into the air, and he had
simply refused to believe his eyes.
Even in this place of high magic
where a2 new world was in the
making—or an old one being destroy-
ed—even in this place where almost
anything might happen, there were
limits to what one was willing to
believe he had seen. Pink elephants,

yes. Green diamonds, yes. But this
—No!
Freuhoff entered the operating

72

xl ll starts to h‘ap,. nBEFOR: you dle

chamber, In the control room, Nick
Zehr, aware of the big man’s en-
trance, glued his eyes to the peri-
scope and held his breath.

Freuhoff shambled as he walked.
Slow of speech and slow of move-
ment, he looked a little like an ape
that had decided to bhgcome a man
and then had changed his mind about
the whole business when he discov-
ered what being a man mecant—but
could not quite make up his mind to
go back to apchood again. Not too
keen, not too alert, what Freuhoff
lacked in native intelligence, he made
up by plodding work. Day and night,
the man worked.

He walked across the operating
chamber. As he moved past the pur-
ple beam from the cyclotron, the
beam curved in an arc and snapped
at his back.

In the control
froze.

The beam didn’t touch Freuhoff.
It snapped out behind him and
seemed to follow him from the space
of inches. When he started to turn
his head, it promptly snapped back
into its normal position. By the time
he got his head around far enough
to see it, the beam was againa purple

room, Nick Zehr



Right before their startled eyes, he disintegrated into a golden dust and blew away
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glow of ionized air exploding out-
ward from the open target box.

In the control room Nick Zehr
said, “This beats the hell out of me!”
There was shock and surprise and
wonder and awe in his words. And
in him was fear.

“The beam snapped at him. But
when he turned around to look at it,
it jumped back into place.” '

This was the impression he had
gotten. The beam seemed to have
taken intelligent action, whether to
strike at Freuhoff or to examine
him, out of curiosity, Nick Zehr
couldn’t determine.

Nor could he understand how the
beam could take intelligent action.
The glow wa2s simple ionization, the
beam itself was composed of accel-
erated particles. Neither the beam
nor any part of it was intelligent.
Not if man really knew anything
about the universe! Therefore the
beam could not, like a turtle, become
curious about a man and stick its
head out from under its shell for
another look, jerking back under the
shell when it was about to be caught
in the act of looking.

Nick Zehr shivered and a cold
wave seemed to pass over his body.
He had seen the beam lick at Freu-
hoff, not once but twice! What did
it mean? Here in this laboratory they
were exploring the fringes of the
universe. This cyclotron had been
part of the Manhattan Project, it
had helped produce the hell that had
exploded over Hiroshima and Na-
gasaka: the atom bomb. But the bomb
was not important, not really. At
best, it could only be considered a
gadget, important only in the fact
that it was a landmark on the new
‘voyage of discovery, a signboard
pointing the way to new lands that
lay afar, a compass to guide a new
Columbus. Compared to the things
that might follow it, the atom bomb
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was about as important and breath-
taking as the operation of a me-
chanical cigarette lighter, the scrape
of steel on flint.

The beam licking at Freuhoff
scould mean anything. Or nothing.
But one thing was certain—Ed Freu-
hoff and everybody else who worked
this lab, had to be warned. Nick
Zehr reached for the toggle switch
on the squawk box, but before his
fingers reached it, the telephone
buzzed on his desk. He picked up
the telephone—and forgot all about
Freuhoff and the erratic purple beam
spurting from the cyclotron.

IS WIFE'S voice sounded in his
ear. “Nick! Nick! Come home
quickly! Oh, Nick—" The voice was
suddenly muffled and choked.
“Something terrible is happening!
‘Nick—” A clatter came over the
wire. Then silence.

“Nancy, what on earth is wrong
with you?”

No answer. The line hummed
softly to itself, a chorus of drowsy
elfin voices humming unknown
songs.

“Nancy!” His voice was a shout
echoing through the control room.
Frantically he jiggled the receiver
on the hook. “Nancy! Nancy! Oper-
ator, what’s wrong with this con-
nection? You cut me off! Operator!”

“I"l check the connection for you,”
came the cool voice of the operator.
The receiver clicked and hummed.
“The connection is all right, sir. The
trouble seems to be at the other end;
“the receiver is off the hook.”

“Nancy!” Nick Zehr screamed.

There was no answer.

“Shall I try again for you?” the
operator asked.

“No. No. I'll go see.” He flung the
telephone back on its cradle and
paused just long enough on his way
out to yell at Ray Schmidt teo take
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over the control panel. Nick’s shift
was almeost over anyhow and Schmidt
was just coming on duty.

Nick and Nancy Zehr lived in an
efficiency apartment with a pull-
down bed. They considered them-
selves lucky to have even that. Both
worked, he as a graduate assistant
while he completed the dissertation
for his Ph. P., Nancy as a lab assist-
ant in the biology department. As
members of the staff of Gilbert
University, both enjoyed their work
and the way they lived. Until now,
there had been no shadow between
them and nothing had ever threat-
ened the even tenor of their life
together. He could not begin to guess
what might have happened to Nancy
to force her desperate call to him.
“Something terrible is happening!”
Her words rang in his ears. He tried
to imagine what might have hap-
pened to her but his imagination
failed him.

Their dpartment was on the third
floor of a 30-unit building. He
almost ran the wheels off his ancient
jalopy reaching it. The thought had
come to him that perhaps the build-
ing might be on fire, but when he
reached it he saw with relief that
there was no sign of smoke. So far
as he could tell, everything was
normal in the building. He went up
the stairs three at a time.

As he went by on the run, Mrs
Keeney was bringing her baby buggy
out of her apartment. She stared at
him as if wondering what on earth
was the matter. Fuller, the musician,
was practicing on his violin. In one
of the apartments a child was yelling
and in .another a dog was barking.
The smell of hamburger being fried
with onions was in the air. The
building, the people, the sounds, even
the smells, were normal. In this
place where completely sane people
led completely sane lives, what could

have happened to Nancy?

Unlocking the door, he yelled for
her.

There wag no answer.

The reom, he thought, was strange-
ly full of dust. It struck in his threat,
threatening to choke him, and he
coughed. He expected to find his
wife slumped down by the telephone
in the dressing alcove just off the
bathroom. She wasn't there. The
bathroom deor was open, revealing a
tub half filled with soapy water. The
telephone, uttering burping squawks,
hung from the top of the dresser.
Dust covered the floor, dust hung in
the ‘air. It spurted up around his
feet as he moved. Choking, he opened
a window. “Nancy!” he screamed.

The echo of his own voice answered
him.

CHAPTER 11

HIS WIFE was not in the apart-

ment. He ran into the hall,
hoping to find someone who might
have secen her. Mrs. Keeney was
down at the far end of the hall,
waiting patiently for the self-service
elevator.

“Mr. Zehr, is something wrong?”

“Have you seen Mrs. Zehr?”

“No. No, I haven’t.” The elevator
arrived. She began automatically to
open the doors. The sound of Ful-
ler’'s violin caught Nick's ears. He
knocked om the musician’s door.
Fuller, in his socks and shirt sleeves,
said: ‘“Hello, Zehr. What? No, I
haven’t seen her.” He called over his
shoulder. “Honey, have -you seen
Mrs. Zehr?”

Mrs. Fuller was a bosomy blonde,
calendar type. No, she hadn’'t seen
Mrs. Zehr. Was anything wreng?

“]I don’t know,” he admitted. He
explained what had happened. They
followed him back to his apariment.
“Dinner’s cooking,” Mrs. Fuller said,
pointing to the electric roaster in
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the kitchenette. “Maybe she stepped
out for a salad or for a dessert.”

“And maybe she didn't. You don't.

scream that something terrible is
happening and then go trotting off
to get a dessert for dinner.”

“Maybe—" Mrs. Fuller’'s breast
heaved at the thought. “Maybe—well
~—maybe she was attacked.”

“She wouldn’t call up about it,”
her husband said. He coughed.
“Where the hell did all this dust
come from, Zehr?”

“l don’t know and don’t give a
damn.”

“You better call the police,” Fuller
said. “If there’s nothing wrong, you
won’t lose anything.”

Notified by radio, the police cruis-
er needed less than ten minutes to
reach the building. A sergeant and
a corporal came through the open
door of the apartment. “Woman
missing?” the sergeant said. His at-
titude indicated that this was an
odd story. In his days on the force
he had heard bundreds of husbands
report missing wives, or vice versa.
Usually it meant that the little
woman had overstayed her time in
the local gin mill or in the horse

parlor or had stepped out with some’

lad with wavy hair. If the husband
was missing, it might mean a sympa-
thetic blonde or it might mean that
he had simply gotten sick and tired
of looking at the same woman all
the time. Men walked away, so did
women. Usually nobody really gave
a damn, including the other spouse
and the police. Sometimes the walk-
ers stop over at their lawyers’ office
and go on to the divorce court, some-
times they don’t even bother about
the lawyer.

All of this was included in the
sergeant’s attitude and in his voice
when he said, “Woman missing?
Your wife, huh? Let me have the

name and description, please.”

His attitude changed a trifle when
Nick Zehr told him about the tele-
phone call. “Something was happen-
ing to her, huh? She calls you and
tells you its happening? But when
you get here, she's gone?”

“That’s right.”

“Did she say what was hap-
pening?”
IINO-.‘
The sergeant sneezed violently.

“Lot of dust in here.” He searched
the apartment. “Well, she ain’t here,
that’s a cinch. Anything else
missing?” '

“Not so far as I can tell.”

“All of her clothes here?”

Nick searched. “A tan suit seems to
be gone but she might have taken it
to the cleaners.”

“Uh—" The sergeant hesitated.
“She—uh—have any boy friends?”

“Listen—"

“Skip it,” the sergeant said. “I got
to ask questions. Did she have any

- boy friends?”

“No,” Nick said hotly,

HE SERGEANT scratched his

head. “Well, she ain’t here and
I don’t see any evidence to prove
anything is wrong. Except for all
the dust, the place is in order, noth-
ing missing, no sign of a scrap. What
kind of a housekeeper was she, to
leave all this dust around?”

“She worked. I guess she hadn’t
had time to clean it up.”

“Okay.” The sergeant moved to-
ward the door.

“Is this all you're going to do?”
Nick demanded. '

“I'll report it,” the sergeant an-
swered. “Give me a picture of her.
We'll put out a description of her.
Chances are, she’ll turn up herself
in an hour or so. If she don’t come
back by tomorrow, get in touch with



"ALL ELSE IS DUST 77

Lieutenant Cogwell, of the Bureau
of Missing Persons.”

Taking the photograph Nick gave
him, he went out the door.

“Well, if this don’t beat anything
I ever heard of!” Mrs. Fuller said.
Her breasts heaved. “Why, she could
have been killed—" She broke off
quickly, glancing at Nick, “I
shouldn’t have said that. I’'m sorry.
I'm sure nothing has happened to
her. 1 mean—there may have been
somebody she liked—I mean—"

“Madge, you talk too much,” ber
husband said.

Nick took a firm grip on his

temper. “She may have run off with

another man,” he said. “But I don’t
believe it. She wouldn’t have called

me. She wouldn’t have left her
things. There's her ,purse on the
dresser, dinner was coeking, her

clothes are here, except for one suit
—I just don’t believe it. I don’t. I
don’t.” He was almost in hysterics.
“She’ll turn up all right,” Fuller
said soothingly “Mix yourself a big
drink and eat your dinner. If there’s
anything we can do to help, give us
a call. Come on, Madge.” They left.

“I must be calm,” Nick told him-
self. “I'm just worrying about
nothing. She stepped out for a little
while. Maybe some friend called and
asked her to come over, maybe Jean
had an accident, or Helen, and they
called her. Maybe that’s what she
meant when she said something
terrible had happened—"

AMaybe!

By midnight the maybe had be-
come a frightened voice whimpering
in the far corners of his mind. He
had covered the neighborhood, he
had called all the hospitals, he had
called her boss who had said she
had complained of a headache and
had left carly, he had called her
friends and had gotten negative

answers. For the hundredth time, he
had searched the apartment.

Under the dresser, he found some-
thing he had missed in his previous
searches—a ball about a quarter of
an inch in diameter, apparently made
of brass. It looked a little like a ball
bearing except that bearings were
usually made of steel. He rolled it
in the palm of his hand, noting its
extreme lightness. “Must be hollow,”
he thought.

A knock sounded on the door.
Thinking it might be Nancy, he
almost broke a leg getting to the
door to open it. “Nancy—"

But it wasn’'t Nancy. It was Ed
Freuhoff,

“Hello, Nick. I couldn’t sleep.” The
man seemed dazed or maybe a little
drunk. “May I come in? I—” He put
his hand on the back of his head
and rubbed his scalp as if something
pained there. His eyes were a little
out of focus and Nick had the
impression that Freuhoff looked at
him and through him to worlds far
away. He was pathetically glad to
see Freuhoff, he would have been
glad to see the devil himself. “Come
in, Ed.”

“Thanks. Uh—" The vacant gaze
went around the apartment. “Where's
Mrs. Zehr?”

“I wish to hell I knew!” Nick
brought glasses and whiskey and
told the story. Freuhoff’s face
showed amazement. “That’s too bad,”
he said. He sipped at his drink. His
eyes went over the apartment seeking
something, came to rest on the little
brass ball which Nick had laid on the
end table. He picked.it up. “What—
what is this?”

ICK ZEHR was silent. And cold.
The impression of cold seemed
to come from some well inside of
him. He felt like a blind man who
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has been dropped into a den of
snakes and dares not move hand or
foot for fear he will be struck. “How
—how did you happen to come over,
Ed?” he blurted out.

Freuhoff’s eyes were on the little
brass ball. “I—I couldn’t sleep,” he
said. He turned the ball in his
fingers. “An odd thing.” His voice
was thick and heavy. He glanced
sideways at Nick and Nick again had
the impression he was a blind man
in a den of snakes. The wrong move,
the wrong word, and anything might
happen. He lit a cigarette and drew
smoke into his lungs, wondering why
he was scared. He had no reason to
be afraid of this big ape. Or did he
have a reason? How much did he
actually know about this man?

“Do you want to keep this?” Freu-
hoff asked. He turned the ball in
his fingers.

“No,” Nick answered. He shrugged,
forced a casual note into his voice. “I
found it on the floor. It’s a ball bear-
ing, or something. It isn’t important.”

He suspected the moment he spoke
that he had betrayed himself, that
he had somehow overplayed his
casual indifference, that, like +the
blind man among the snakes, he had
not been able to sit completely still.
He had moved, he had made a sound,
the wrong sound.

But he didn’'t know where he had
failed or how or what difference it
made. Some center
shouted a warning to him.

The snake struck.

Very gently Freuhoff laid the
brass ball back on the end table. His
ham-sized fist moved in a short arc
and jammed savagely home against
the base of Nick Zehr's jaw,

CHAPTER III

NICK ZEHR regained conscious-
ness to find himself lying on the

of his brain.

floor of his apartment. A bronzed
face he had never seen before was
looking down at him. “Feeling
better?” the mouth in the bronze face
asked.

Nick sat up. Two men, strangers,
were in the room. One was quietly
phoning from the dressing nook. The
other was looking down at him.

Freuhoff, a slow writhing passing
through his heavy body, was lying
on the floor. His hands were caught
in an odd position behind his back.
As Freuhoff twisted trying to get
free, Nick caught the glint of steel
on the man’s wrists. Handcuffs!

“Zehr? Nicholas Zehr?” the bronze-
faced man asked.

Nick nodded.

“Joswell. FBIL.” He held a cupped
hand in front of Nick’s eyes. A badge
was visible in the palm. “FBI,” Nick
muttered. “What—what do you
want?” His eyes went to Freuhoff,
sitting up now and staring vacantly
at him. “He—he slugged me,” he
said.

Joswell nodded. “We heard it,” he
said.

“Heard it?”

“Uh-huh. How would you like to
take a little ride?”

“Huh?” The situation was some-
how moving too fast for Nick to
grasp it. Where had these men come
from? ‘What were they doing here?
What did they want? “Am I—under
arrest?”

The agent pursed his lips. “That
depends on how you want it. Right
now you are not under arrest. We
want to talk to you and we can arrest
you for questioning, but actually we
don’t want to arrest you at all. If it
will make you feel any better, you're
not the fish we’re trying to fry, but
you may—or may not—know some-
thing important about those fish. So
we want to talk to you. Okay?”
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“Sure. I
wife—"

Joswell nodded, as if he under-
stood exactly what Nick wanted to
say. “We - know she’s gone. She is
one of the people we want to tal
to you aboeut.” '

“Huh? What—2?"

“We'll talk later,” the agent said.

At headquarters, the agent Joawell
took Nick to a plainly furnished
office. Freuhoff was taken else-
where. “Sit down, Mr. Zehr,” Jos-
well said. Nick slid into the chair.
“First of all, where is your wife?”

“I wish to hell I knew. I've been
gaing crazy—" Remembering who
this man was, he caught himself.
“DPo you think I know where she
is?” Anger sounded in his voice.

With his hands, Joswell made
little apologetic gestures. “Take it
easy, Zehr. I'm trying to find out
something. When did you see her
last?”

“This morning. What differ-
ence—"

“When did you talk to her last?”

“This afterneen abeut four-thirty.”

“You haven’t seen her since this
morning, you haven’t talked to her
since four-thirty?”.

“That’s right.”

“Has she, in the past few months,
dropped any hints that she might be
leaving?”

“No, What are you getting at?”

“I wish I knew.” The agent sighed.
“Has she seemed in any way unusual
to you during recent months?”

“Ne. Look—"

“Take it easy, Mr. Zehr.”

“My wife is missing. You seem to
know something about her. At any
rate, you're damned curious. If you
have any information about her, I
want it. Right now.”

Joswell was silent, the bronze face
impassive and quietly sympathetic.

guess so. But—my

The agent took a deep breath. “I
don’t knew where your wife is. I
wish I did. I'm trying to find her.,
She’s a spy.”

43 WHAT?” Nick Zehr gasped.

The word hit him harder than
had Freuhoff’s ham-sized fist. As a
worker in atomic energy, he knew the
care and caution exercised to keep
new discoveries from reaching im-
proper sources. There was no secret
of the bemb, maybe not even any-
secrets of the knew-how, but there
was a chance that new discoveries
were being made. Hence—spies. No
intelligent person deubted that spies
existed. But Nancy was not an enemy
agent. He would bet his soul on her
innocence. “You're crazy as a loen!
You're talking like a man with his
head under water! You're—" Rising
from the chair, he shook his fist in
Joswell's face.

“Take it easy,” the agent said. “It
is barely pessible that I know what
I am talking about. For three
months, we have been watching your
wife. If you thought it strange that
we turned up so quickly after Freu-
hoff slugged you, it might interest
you to knew that we’ve had a hidden
mike planted in your apartment for
the past six weeks. We were in an
apartment in the building. When
Freuheff hit you, I thought it was
time to move in; otherwise we might
lose an impertant witness.”

His tone left no doubt that the
identity of that witness was Nick
Zehr,

“You've had our apartment wired?
You’ve been spying!”

The bronze face showed traces of
an embarrassed red. “Counter-spying
is a better word.” From his pocket he
took a bright object which he laid
on the desk. “Did you ever sce this
before?” he asked,
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Nick stared at the object. “Sure. JOSWELL’S EYES regarded him

It's one of Nancy’s compacts.” She
loved compacts and beught a new
one almost every month, it seemed.
But this one she had kept longer
than usual. “Where did you get it?”

“From her purse before you re-
gained consciousness,” Joswell said.
“Did you ever see her set this com-
pact, open, on the end table beside
the sofa and read aloud her notes on
the day’s work?”

Nick nodded. “Many times.
what has that got to do with—"

Joswell shrugged. “It’s not a com-
pact, it's a miniature radio transmit-
ter,” he said.

“What?” Cold shock waves passed
up Nick Zehr’s back. “Are you cer-
tain of that?”

“Dead certain. It’'s a short range
ultra high frequency transmitter of
an unusual design. And if you doubt
that it is a transmitter and that it
has been used as such, we have re-
cordings of your wife’s voice sent
out over this gadget” His finger
tapped the brilliant vanity case.

Nick Zehr was past the stage at
which his emotional equipment could
respond to additional shock. Or as he
thought. “Who was she communicat-
ing with?”

“We don’t know,”
awered.

“Where did she get this transmit-
ter? I didn’t pay much attention to
the ‘compact but I thought she had
bought it.”

“She didn’t buy it,” the agent said.
“She got it from Freuhoff.”

“What?” Nick discovered that his
emotional equipment was still ca-
pable of registering additional shock.
“Are you sure about that?”

“Certain. We saw him slip it to
her.”

Nick was silent. “I find all of this
hard to believe,” he said.

But

Joswell an-

with sympathy and compassion.
“I'm sorry it has to be this way,” he
said, and meant it.

“Pe you knew where she is?”

The agent shoek his head. He
swore fretfully under his breath.
“The part I can’t understand is how
she knew we were going to arrest
her.”

“What?”

“If she hadn’t skipped out on us,
we would have arrested her within
the next fifteen minutes. Somehow
she got wind of it and pulled the
neatest, most successful job of skip-
ping I've ecver seen. We heard her
make a call to you. Then we heard
you arrive and start yelling for her.
Right then and there I started five
men looking for her. Not one of them
got a trace of her. Between the time
she called you and the time you ar-
rived, she managed to vanish, not
only from you but from us.”

“It doesn’t make sense!” Nick Zehr
whispered.

“You weren’t the only one looking
for her,” Joswell said. “Right now
I've got a dragnet out over the whole
city. By tomorrew, if we don’t find
her, the net will go out over the
whole country.”

“What about Freuhoff?” Nick in-
terrupted. “You've got him. He gave
her the radio. Ask him where she is.”

“We are asking him,” the agent
answered. “Right this minute he is
being asked—" He broke off as a
knock sounded on the door. “Come
in.”

The man who entered glanced at
Nick Zehr. Joswell nodded. “Okay,
Wi ilkinson. It's all right to talk. Has
he begun to open up yet?”

Wilkinson said, “He has admitted
he gave the radio to Mrs. Zehr.
That’s enough to hang both of
them—" Behind him the door was
thrust open.
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The man who entered had not
bothered to knock. “Chief, come
quick!” he gasped.

Like a shot out of a gun, Joswell
leaped from the chair. He went
‘through the door. The two agents
followed him. Nick Zehr brought up
the rear. There was something
strange about the man who had
entered last, he saw, but in the
emotional storm already swirling
within him he had difficulty in
isolating that strangeness. Then he
saw what it was.

From head to toes, the man was
covered with golden dust.

At a run, Joswell went down the
hallway. From an open door ahead of
him, a man looked out, beckoning.
His face, his clothes, his hands, were
covered with golden dust. He was
trying to brush it from his clothes,
mechanically, his mind obviously
entirely on something else. He
stepped aside and they passed
through the door.

T WAS a plain room, with four

stiff chairs, a high barred window,
and a single ceiling light so bright
it hurt the eyes—a room such as
countless law breakers know, not as
a place of torture, but as a room
where a prisoner may be kept and
grilled until the hours turn into days
and the days turn into nightmares.

The bright light shining from the
ceiling was hazed with golden dust.
The room seemed filled with a fog,
this too was dust. Nick Zehr was
aware of men ceughing and sneezing,
felt a familiar tickle grow in his
own throat.

Lying on the floor in front of one
of the chairs were two shoes. Lying
across the chair and on the floor
were a shirt and trousers. Dust-
covered, the clothing gave the im-
pression of being riddled with some

kind of fast-spreading dry .rot so
that now # would crumble at a
touch.

“What i& it, Kilgore?” Joswell said
to the man who had beckoned to
them from the door.

Kilgore left off the mechanical
brushing of his clothes. He pointed
to the chair. His veoice rasped mech-
anically, like a robot reapeating to
its master the things its eyes had
seen. “He was sitting in that chair.
Suddenly it looked like dust was
spurting out all over him.” He
stopped speaking and licked dry lips
with a nervous tongue.

“Go on,” Joswell said.

“By God, right in front of my
eyes, he turned to dust!” Kilgore
blurted out the words. “It looked
like he had turned to dust and then
somebody had punched the switch
on a million little electric fans
inside of him. The fans started
turning and blew him away. By God,
Chief, that’s exactly what it looked
like!”

CHAPTER 1V

N KILGORE’S face sweat was

turning the yellow dust into
mud. He rubbed his hands over his
cheeks, stared at the smear on his
palms. “This damned stuff, Chief,
this is Freuhoff—all that's left of
him.”

“Damn it, that’s not humanly
possible!” Joswell said and stopped
as Nick Zehr spoke without realizing
he was speaking.

“But maybe it’s inhumanly possi-
ble.”

Eyes turned toward him as the
words left his lips. The room was
silent. Again bhe felt like a blind
man in a snake pit. He stood very
still, hardly daring to breathe and
not daring to move. Yellow dust
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gwirled through the room. Josweil

looked at him. “I was thinking that,”
the agent said. “I didn’t dare say it.”

Joswell’'s face was gray. A veiu
throbbed visibly in his forehead. His
gaze went around the room as if he
was looking for something he suas-
pected might be here, yet afrai¢ he
would find it. “All the time I've
thought we were chasing a bunch
of spies trying to crack our atomic
get-up. What a mistake that was!”

Outside was the night, the distant
honk of a taxicab. Somewhere tires
screeched om asphalt. Again Nick
Zehr found himself thinking of alien
intelligences using human beings to
probe the secrets of a world they
could not investigate directly.
Human robots! Had Freuhoff been
such a robot? Had Nancy— He
couldn’t even think it

He had loved her, he had held her
in his arms, he had lived with her.
He knew everything about her. Or
he thought he had known everything.

Joswell’s eyes searched the room
for something invisible, something
intangible, something hiddean from
the senses, for some alien creature
present here invisibly. Knote formed
at the corners of his jaw. “Kilgore,
set a guard on this room. Roust the
chemists out of bed and get ’em up
here. I want an analysis of this dust.
I want this room searched, walls, ceil-
ing, floor, door, chairs, lights. Don’t
miss a thing. Move!”

Kilgore was gone.

“Wilkinson, bring all the records
on Freuhoff to my office. Move.”

Wilkinson moved.

Nick Zehr followed Joswell back to
> the agent’s office. “You saw the
room, you heard what happened,” the
agent said. “What do you think?*

“I don’t think. I can’t think, Its
not possible.”

“I know it's not possible. But it

happened. Why did Freuhoff come
to your apartment?”

“He said he couldn’t sleep.”

“Why did he slug you?”

“I have no idea. It was completely
unexpected.”

Joswell’s bronze face had a gray
pallor. His eyes were hard and cold.
“You and he weren’t very friendly,
were you?”

“As a matter of fact, we weren't.
But we weren’t unfriendly either.”

“Do you have any information that
might help?”

“So far as I know—none.”

“Why did you say it might be in-
humanly possible for a man to be
turned to dust?” Joswell's stare was
unwinking.

“I had no reason. The thought just
popped into my mind.” '

For a moment Joswell watched
him, then the cold eyes were hooded
and the gaze was turned away. “Well,
there’s no use trying to lick this
thing in an hour or two. If I get the
job done during the rest of my life,
I'll figure I'm lucky. Zehr, where do
you want to stay, here or at a hotel?
We've got some rooms fitted up with

" bunks here. You can use one of them

if you wish.”

Apparently he was giving Nick
complete freedom of choice. “Can’t I
go home instead?” Nick asked.

“That’s out,” the agent answered.
“Personally, if I were in your shoes,
I wouldn’t go back to that apartment
for a million dollars—though I'm
damned if I can suggest any other
place that’s much safer.”

“I'll stay here,” Nick said.

“Good. You’'ll at least have some-
body within calling distance.”

OSWELL personally took Nick to
the room he was to occupy. It
was fitted with a double-decker bunk.
Lying down, Nick sank instantly into
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a deep, drugged slumber through
which, like phantoms out of a night-
mare, writhed the impossible shapes
of alien monsters. At ten o’clock the
next morning, Nick was back in the
agent’s office. “Got anything- yet?”
he asked.

Joswell looked like a man who has
not had much sleep. “A lot of noth-
ing,” he said. “I’ve got two chemists
at work on that dust. T had three at
first but when I.told them what the
dust was, the third quit on me. I
think he figured the day of Judg-
ment was at hand.” Joswell shook his
head. “I don’t know that he’s not
tight. I've been talking to doctors,
physicists, chemists, to any scientist
who would hold still long enough to
listen to me, and they all say there
is no known force—ray, radiatien,
disease, or what have you—that will
turn a man into dust within the space
of minutes.”

“Did you tell them you had seen it
happen?”

“Hell, no!" the agent answered.
“I'm not likely to tell that to anybody
yet. If the story got around that
there is something loose in this town
that is turning people into dust we'd
have the damnedest panic on our
hands you ever saw. People are al-
ready scared, of the atom bomb, of
bacteriological warfare, of the next
depression, of this, that, and some-
thing else. I haven’t got anything ex-
cept this, and I don’t know what i¢
is.”

From his desk drawer he took a
small box. Opened, it revealed a brass
ball. “I know what that is,” Nick said.
“I found it under the dresser in my
apartment. I didn’t know you had
brought it with you.”

“I didn’t.”

“No? Then where did you get it?”

“Found it in Freuhoff’s clothes.”

“The devil! Say he had been look-

ing at that just before he slugged me.
I got the idea he thought it was im-
portant, though I don’t know why.
Maybe he brought it along.”

“And maybe he didn’t,” the agent
mused. He picked up the phone on

his desk, gave a number to the
switchboard operator.
“That's my number you just

called,” Nick spoke.

“Uh-huh. I've got a man staked
out in your place. He doesn’t much
like being there, either.” The re-
ceiver rattled and he spoke rapidly
into the mouthpiece. He listened,
then hung up. ‘“There’s another one
of these balls at your place,” he said.

“Well—" Nick said. He picked up
the little brass ball and held it be-
tween his thumb and forefinger.
Twist and turn it as he might, he
could see no importance that could be
attached to it. “I don’t know. I don't
understand. I—" His voice trailed
off. His hunch was that the ball was
important. But how? He did not
know. “What do you want me to do?”
he said.

“There are two things I don’t want
you to do. One is to go back to your
apartment, the other is to go back to
your job.”

“But—" Nick twisted uncomforta-
bly. There was a thought in his mind,

‘a thought he had been trying to

avoid. "My wife—"

Joswell nodded. “I know,” he said.
His voice dropped a notch. “As I
recall it, there was a lot of dust in
your apartment.”

Nick Zehr was on his feet. “Nol
No! Not”

“So far as my chemists can tell, it
is essentially the same as the dust
that came from Freuhoff,” Joswell
said quietly.

“Do you think that Nancy—"

But Nick got no farther. His
mind blanked out on him and refused
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to function. He had been trying to
‘avoid this thought, had been trying
to avoid it ever since he had seen the
dust in the room where Freuhoff had
been questioned. He could avoid it
no longer.

“Here’'s a number,” Joswell said.
“Call it if you think of something.”

He scribbled something on a piece
of paper. Nick Zehr took it, turned
and walked dumbly from the room.

“Keep in touch with me,” Joswell
said.

WITH JOSWELL'S words linger-
ing in his ears, he walked out

of the gray stone Federal building.
Nancy—dust, Nancy—gone. Nancy—
dead. Why did he want to stay alive
if Nancy was gone? There was noth-
ing left, not even his work. He knew
enough about the functioning of se-
curity to know that he would not be
allowed near a radiation laboratory
until Joswell had cleared him. Jos-
well wasn’t going to clear him until
the agent was sure of his ground. It
was not that Joswell suspected him
of being a spy—apparently he was
convinced of his innocence—but he
had been too close to a woman who
operated an illegal transmitter for
him to be entirely clear of suspicion.
Joswell wouldn’t take any chances.
Joswell was a badly scared man.
He had seen the equivalent of a ghost
and he walked in terror. Somewhere
in this city there was an alien crea-
ture and Joswell knew it. But where?
Or was the alien somewhere else, in
some other space-time, manipulating
his controls across the gulf of chaos?
Who knew? Were the people passing
along the street, driving automobiles,
riding in street cars, were they walk-
ing robots controlled by some crea-
ture hiding in another space? Not all
9f them certainly, but perhaps some
of them were such robots. Who knew

which was which? Were they real
people, controlled by an alien intelli-
gence, or were they imitations of real
people? Nick Zehr had always
thought his wife was a real woman
but now he was not certain. There
had always been something mechani-
cal about Freuhoff’s actions. Seen in
the light of his new knowledge, Nick
realized that Preuhoff had always
acted as if he was under the control
of some other power. But where was
this power hiding? And was he in
danger from it?

Inside his mind he was aware of
groping pressures. Then a voice
whispered far away, “I am your
friend. I will help you.”

“What?” he said automatically. It
was in his mind that someone near
him had spoken.

“I'am the alien,” the whisper said.

A shudder passed over Nick Zehr.
He jerked his head around to look
behind him. He was on the steps of
the Federal building. Story on story,
the tall structure rose above him.
Pigeons fluttered around the roof. A
flag drooped languidly in the still
mid-morning air. Cars passed on the
street, their tires singing against the
asphalt A man was sniping for ci-
garctte butts along the gutter.

The whole scene looked complete-
ly commonplace. There was no per-
son and no thing in sight that could
have spoken to him. He reached the
immediately obvious decision. “I'm
nuts,” he thought.

“You are not insane,” the prompt
answer came, “I exist. I am speaking
to you.”

“Where are you?”
A WILD light had appeared in
Nick Zehr's eyes. ‘He began
walking along the street. Somewhere
ahead of him a police whistle shrilled
and traffic moved in response. He
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bumped into a woman and got a curt,
“Why don’t you look where you're
going?” and did not hear a word she
said. He was listening to the veice
speaking to him.

It was a calm, soothing voice. It
said, “I am very near you but you
cannot see or feel me. You can hear
me speak in your mind. That is all.”

Nick Zchr stumbled. The police
whistle shrilled again, sharp.and in-
dignant. Rubber screamed and a horn
blared. He caught a glimpse of a
bright chromium bumper swerving
to avoid him, the face of the fright-
ened and indignant driver glaring at
him from behind the wheel. A hand
grabbed his shoulder. ’

“God damn it, are you trying to
commit suicide?” It was the traffic
cop. “Watch where you're going!”

Without noticing"what he was do-
ing, Nick had walked into the flow of
traffic. “I'm sorry—"

“What the hell’s the matter with
ya? Ya drunk?”

“No. I was thinking. I—wasn’t no-
ticing.”

“Ya better notice! Get on now. And
look where you're going!”

Nick crossed the street. He had
scarcely heard the policeman. In his
mind a far-away voice was screaming.
“You idiot! You almost got yourself
killed just the minute I established
contact!”

Nick walked on. He kept his
eyes rigidly to the front. All over
his body, the flesh crawled. He had
the impression he was being followed,
he was being watched. There was a
drug store on the corner. Joswell had
said to call him if anything hap-
pened. Something certainly had hap-
‘pened. He turned into the drug store
to call the Federal agent.

“What are you going to do?” the
voice snapped at him.

“Uh—I'm going to make a phone

call. It’s something I have to do.”

“You're going to call that Jos-
well!” As the agent’s name flowed
into his mind, there came with it a
blast of burning hate. -

“No. That is—"

“You fool, I can read your
thoughts! You were going to call
Joswell and tell him about me.”

“I sure as hell am!” Nick thought.

“Try it and see!”

Nick started toward the phone
booths at the rear. In mid-stride, he
halted. Something seemed to reach
into his mind and seize his will. Des-
perately he tried to move toward the
phone booths. His heart beat climbed,
he panted from the effort he was ex-
erting but he didn’t move an inch
closer to the phones. From her cage,
a girl cashier stared wonderingly at
him.

“Turn around and walk out of
here,” the voice said,

He found himself turning around
and walking out of the drug store.
The far-away voice chuckled—the
alien gloating over him. “Call a cab,”
the voice ordered. “That man Joswell
is dangerous. He has to be stopped,

.quickly. Stopping him is your job

and you are going to do it.”
CHAPTER V

WENTY minutes after he hailed

the cab and gave the address to
the driver, the cab stopped in an old
section of the city. All during the
ride the alien had been silent. Now
Nick hoped that somehow contact
had been broken.

It was a frail hope. As soon as the
car stopped moving, the voice spoke
again. “Get out of the cab.”

Nick paid the driver. Completely
lost, he stared around him. To his
left was a warehouse, apparently
abandoned. Directly in front of him
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was a small stucco honse with a No
Trespassing sign in front of it

“Go down the alley beside the
warehouse and enter by the side
door,” the veice said. Nick obeyed.
“How—how can you speak my lan-
guage?” he asked.

“I learned it from you,” was the
reply.

Nick reached the door of the ware-
house, rattled the knob in his hands.
The deor was locked.

“Unlock it,” the voice said.

“How?” '

“You have the key on your key
ring. It’s the same as the key to your
apartment. It was made that way, in
case you or anybody else got curious.
An extra key that seemed to fit noth-
ing might have been hard to explain
te Joswell, or to somebedy like him,
but a key to your own apartment
needed ne explanation.”

Nick fitted the key in the lock
The bolt moved back.

“To the basement,” he was or-
dered.

“This is a8 far as I am going,”
Nick said. He planted both feet firm-
ly, intending to move no farther. To
his surprise he found himself walk-
ing down the basement stairs while
a shrill voice like the screaming of an
angry bird scolded him. “You utter
fool! I can force you to obey me. I

can block off your conscious mind so

that you will never remember you
have obeyed me. You are a robot, a
slave. I am your master.”

Slave! Robot! The words echoed in
his mind. He walked into the base-
ment of the warehouse, unlocked a
door that seemed to lead into the
furnace room. He was not surprised
to discover that the key to the cy-
clotron lab fitted the furnace room
door. Nor was he surprised to dis-
cover a well-concealed opening that

looked to be a part of the wall of -

the coal bin across the big room.

He was new in the basement of a
small stucco house next door to the
warechouse, in what looked to be a
completely equipped laboratory.

“Whose lab is thia?” he asked.

“Freuheff’s,” the  answer came,
“And yours.”

“Mine?” he gasped. “But I've néw-
er been here before. I know nothing
of this.”

“Consciously you know nothing,”
the voice said. “But you rented this
heuse and the warehouse, under my
control, fitted the lecks on the doors
and set up the equipment here.”

“When was this?” he gasped.

“You did it last summer when Nan-
cy went home to visit her mother,”
the voice said. “Remember, you had
a vacation then but you said you
couldn’t go with her because you
were busy at the lab, This is the lab
you were werking on. Freuhoff
joined you later, after you had com-
pleted setting up the equipment here.
After Freuhoff joined you, he did afl
the work and you did not come near
the place again, until now.” Far away
a laugh sounded, not a laugh really,
but a feeling of mirth flowing into
his brain.

His eyes went around the labora-~

. tory seeking the laughter,

“There is no point in trying to
find me,” the voice whispered in his
ear. “If you live a thousand years,
you will never find me.”

“Where are you?” he whispered
hoarsely.

“You will never know.”

“Are you in this room?”

“Yes.”. -

“Were you in the cab with me?”

“Certainly.”

“Were you with me yesterday?”

“I have been with yeu for over four
of your years. I have watched from

your eyes, beard from your ears, puz-
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zled out the language that you use,
studied your emotions and feelings
watil I know you better than you
know yourself.”

“Are you matter as we know mat-
ter?”

“Perhaps.” A cautious note was
creeping into the voice.

“Then why can’t I see you? Why
can’t I feel you?”

“For two reasons—because I am.

hidden, and because I don’t want you
‘to see me. In fact, your seeing me
would be disastrous for both of us.”

Nick Zechr took a deep breath
“Where are you hidden?” he demand-
ed.

“You asked that once before,” the
answer came. The voice changed.
“This is enough talk. There is work
to be done.”

“What kind of work?”

“We have to stop Joswell. He
knows more than he hag hinted to
you.”

“Maybe you have to stop him, but
I don't,” Nick Zebr thought. The
idea flashed across his mind and was
instantly gone as he tried to coatrol
his thinking. He wae too slow. The
alien had caught the thought impres-
sion. “You will obey orders,” the
cold voice said. 'Or else! Turn the
current into that generator.”

THE GENERATOR was a comph-

* cated apparatus that looked some-
thing like a high frequency, high
power radio transmitter. “I dor.’t un-
derstand this thing,” Nick Zehr mut-
tered.

“You ought to understand it: you
built it” The alien laughed. “Of
course, you have no memories of
building it.”

If he had done this, what else had
he done? He didn't know and
couldn’t think. “What does it do?”

“It projects control spheses into

the brain of any persen I wish to
control,” the alien explained.

“Control spheres?” Nick Zehr mut-
tered. Something floated up from his
subconscious mind, a description of
the control spheres, a mental picture
of them. He shivered. “The little
brass balls,” the alien said. “I see
some of your memories are becoming
conscious. You found two of them.
One came from Freuhoff, after he
was disintegrated; the other came
from your wife.”

A hard core of pain throbbed in
Nick Zehr's heart. “Don’t be cen-
cerned about her,” the voice said.
“You can get another woman, a hun-
dred if you wish. All you have to do
is project a control sphere into their
minds and they will ceme to you, un-
der my direction.”

“What?”" Nick whispered. The po-
tentialities of this thing were horri-
fying.

*I needed to use your wife for ex-
perimental purposes,” the voice went
on. “She was the only person whom
I could seize that I could also ob-
serve, regularly, through your eyes.
She was the first person I seized by
the control spheres. After her came
Freuhoff, Also, I wanted to use her
to test the effectiveness of the radio
transmitter. The transmissions that
the agent detected were actually
messages to me, from her. It was an
experiment, and a mistake. If those
transmissions had not been detected,
Joswell would never have known I
existed.” '

“These brass balls are actually
placed inside a person’s brain? How
can you do that?”

“They are synthesized there. A
mild anaesthetic is also synthesized
at the same time so that no pain is
felt. Through the spheres I establish
direct contact with the brain of the
person I wish to seize. He has no
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idea that I am controlling him, read-
ing his mind, ordering his actione.
In the case of Freuhoff, I went a
little wrong somewhere.” Worry
crept into the voice. “You noticed
the beam of the cyclotron flick to-
ward him as he walked past it. Ac-
tually the beam was attracted in some
unknown way to the control sphere.
When he turned his head, the sphere
was out of focus and the beam
snapped back into place. I don’t un-
derstand how this happened but in
some ways Freuhoff was a failure.
He actually succeeded in thinking in
a way that I could not detect, though
his thinking led him to the wrong
conclusion. He thought you were his
enemy and he came to your apart-
ment, determined to kill you. This
was the wrong conclusion he had
reached, that you had caused some-
thing to happen to him.”

For a moment, Nich Zehr felt a
wild sympathy for Ed Freuhoff.
‘How the man must have struggled,
first to grasp the idea that something
had happened to him, then to find
out what had happened, then to do
something about it! Actually he was
trying to detect the existence of a
control sphere inside his brain. “Was
that why he slugged me?” he whis-
pered.

“He meant to do more than slug
you,” the answer came. “Somehow
the control sphere that had come
from your wife gave him the final
clue he needed.”

“And you killed him?”

“I disintegrated him, through the
control sphere. He was telling the
agents too much and he was about to
betray his suspicions of you.”

“You sound as if you really want
to protect me,” Nick said.

“I do,” the voice answered.

“And these control spheres, I as-
sume that I—" His voice and his

thoughts faltered. “That I—I have
one in my brain, too?”

“What do you think?” the answer
came.

NICK KNEW what he thought.

What else could he think? He
had been seized, he was a robot, a
slave. He did not know how it had
happened, only that it had happened.
Like a sick dog creeping away to die,
desperation moved through his mind.
Meanwhile his fingers worked at the
generator, largely without conscious
direction from him. In effect, he
seemed to stand off and watch his
fingers work, to see himself as an-
other, different person doing violence
against his will. He closed switches.
The tubes in the generator warmed
to life. In the center of a special
tube that seemed to be the heart of
the apparatus—caught and held in a
vortex of radiation that seemed to
pour in on it from a separate source
—a tiny brass ball began to take
shape—a control sphere in the pro-
cess of synthesization. The voice was
silent. The alien seemed to withdraw
from him and to concentrate its at-
tention on the functioning of the
generator.

What was this alien that rode him
like the Old Man of the sea? Where
had it come from? Where was it hid-
den? He did not know. He had im-
agined that some humans were robots
probing his space-time continuum for
information to be radiated back to
masters located in other universes.
He was familiar with the theory of
plural universes, of the fourth, and
higher, dimension. Perhaps the alien
that controlled him came from some
such universe. '

How ‘could he seek out and find
an alien who might be hidden in
some lost infinity? How could he
destroy such a creature? He did not
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kmow how, all he knew was that there
was in him the fierce desire for de-
struction. This alien had killed Nan-

. ¢y. Between Nick Zehr and the alien
there would never be anything except
deadly enemity. He kept such
thoughts out of his conscious mind
but under the surface they boiled
with hurricane violence. Hidden be-
low the threshold of perception, the
hate in him was as violent as a mini-
ature atom bomb. Freuhoff must have
felt something like this, when he
detected that something—he probably
never knew exactly what—had seized
control of him.

- As to what would happen to him,
eventually, Nick Zehr had no doubts.
He would die. Deep in his mind was
the knowledge that he wanted to die.

Inside the tube, the brass ball be-
gan to grow to proper size. Nick was
aware of irritation. The alien was
itked, maybe worried. Something had
gone wrong somewhere. The ball
stopped growing. Held in the vortex
out of which it grew, it remained a
waiting bronze ball.

“What is it?” Nick whispered.

The alien spoke. “Joswell is not in
his office.” '

How the alien knew this, Nick did
not know. Nor was it explained to
him. Perhaps a form of telepathy or
clairvoyance was involved. “It is best
done when the subject is asleep,” the
alien spoke. “But asleep or.awake, I
have to know where the subject is.”

“And you don’t know where Jos-
well is?”

“No.”

“Too bad,” Nick said. Inwardly he
was thoroughly glad but he kept his
gladness, like his hate, below the sur-
face of his mind. Freuhoff must have
operated in this manner, keeping his
real thoughts and his real feelings
well hidden.

“We will have to wait until I can

find him,” the alien said.

From behind Nick Zehr came a soft
creak, the sound of an opening door.,
He spun around.

OSWELL stood in the door. He
had a .45 automatic in his hand.
Behind Joswell came two other men,
both with drawn guns.
" “Get your hands up,” Joswell said
quietly. He came into the room.

“You—~you found me?” Nick Zehr
whispered.

“We found this, too,” Joswell an-
swered. His glance took in the base-
ment laboratory. “We knew this had
to exist somewhere and we suspected
you knew where. We thought, if we
turned you loose, you would lead us
to it.”

“Me?” Nick said. He saw that Jos-
well did not understand. Finding
him here in this place, Joswell had
assumed he had come here of his own
free will. Joswell thought him guil-
ty. He was caught here in this lab.
No amount of persuasion would ever
offset the fact of his being here

Nick Zehr knew the consequences
of being caught here. Years in prison
would be the best he could hope for.
Tt wae a fate he could not face. Not
now. Somewhere in his soul he found
the courage to smile. He knew what
he was going to do.

“T'o hell with you!” he said to Jos-
well. “You haven’t got me yet!”

From the workbench he snatched a
pair of pliers. With all his strength,
he flung them at the agent.

Joswell dodged.

In Nick Zehr’s mind the voice of
the alien screamed. “Stop it, you fool.
You idiot, you will get both of us
killed!” He felt the controls in his
mind reach for his will.

“You'll never get me alive,” he
shouted, and flung himself straight
at Joswell.
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In the lab, a gun thundered. Néck
felt the bullet hit him. It was not
Joswell who -had fired. Joswell want-
ed him alive, for questioning. It was
Wi ilkinson who pulled the trigger of
the gun. The heavy bullet struck
him, spun him backwards, knocked
him down. Blood spurted from his
chest.

In his mind a frantic voice
screamed: “You fooll I could have
saved you!”

Nick Zehr answered, “To hell with
you!” Here in these last few sec-
onds he had discovered the hiding
place of the alien. Its identity he
did not kmow but he knew its hiding
place and had horrible suspicions of

its real nature. “To hell with you! I

got you anyhow!”

Joswell was bending over him.
“What?” he asked.

“Not me—" Nick Zehr gasped. “Not
me who did this, but something else.”
The feeble gesture of his hand indi-
cated the equipment in the laborato-
ry. “I found him, Joswell.” Some-
thing of triumph sounded in his
voice. “I found him—the alien—and
did all I could.”

In the back of hig mind the raging
voice of the alien was shouting at
him. It was growing weaker. Nick
kmew what that meant. He had licked
his enemy. If he had to lose his own
life doing it, at least the sacrifice
was worth while. In his mind a feel-
ing of triumph came, grew stronger.

“I—I finished the job,” he whis-
pered to Joswell., Inside of him the
feeling of triumph built up to a paen
of victory. As he died, a smile formed
on his lips. )

CHAPTER VI

IN HIS OFFICE, the amazed agent
fumbled sheets of paper. The
whole record of Nick Zehr was here

before him, complete in every detail
His birth, the names of his parents,
his high school and college records,
a photoatat of his army service rec-
ord, the circumstances under which
he had met and married his wife—
everything. It was as complete and
as careful a dosesier as could be com-
piled on any man. There was no hint
of disloyalty in it

Reading the record, Joswell re-
luctantly let go of the idea that Nick
Zchr had been a spy. Whatever he
was, whatever he had been, he had
not been that. Nor had his wife.

Then what was he?

Again and again the agent read
over a single sheet of paper. It was
the report of the medical examiner
giving the results of the autopsy.
The examiner had thoughtfully
stripped it of its technical language.
©One line held Joswell’'s complete
attention.

“Subject was revealed to have been
suffering from cancer of the brain.
Exploration revealed a mass of ex-
traneous brain tissue big enough to
have filled a tea cup.”

Nick Zehr had worked in a radia-
tion laboratery and cancer was some-
times known to result from exposure
to excessive ameunts of radiation.
There was nothing in the case his-
tory to indicate that Nick Zehr had
known he had cancer, which proved
nothing. Many people do not know
they have cancer.

In effect, this cancer, this extrane-
ous growth, could have been the equi-
valent of an extra brain. It had
formed within the other brain, which
meant that normal brain cells had
begun to multiply excessively. There-
fore the growth was abnormal brain
tissue, possibly capable of thought,
of rationalization, of other activities.

“I wonder—" Joswell thought. In
this moment he was very close to
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making the discovery that Nick Zehr
had made just before bhe died—the
hiding place of the alien. The agent
knew nothing of the voice that had
spoken to Nick Zehr but he suspect-
ed that something inhuman had been
involved in this case. Remembering
what had happened to Freuhoff, he
felt chill waves pass over his body, as
if some alien monster from another
universe had paused for a moment,
opened his brain and peeped in be-
fore passing on into the mysterious
void that gave it birth.

Rising from his chair, be strode
to the window and stood looking out
over the roof tops of the city. “He
said he had got the job done,” he

thought. “Did he deliberately throw
himself at me, hoping I would kill
him? Was that the way—the only
way—he could destroy the thing that
seemed to control him?”

Joswell did not know the answer.
If it were true, then Nick Zehr had
been a brave man, one of the bravest.
Dying, he had taken his enemy down
to death with him. Somehow or other,
Joswell thought that this was the
true solution. If it was true, then his
job was complete. Thinking this, he,
and a lot of other people could sleep
sounder of nights. Abruptly, he
turned back to his desk to begin the
task of writing his report.

THE END



