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BEASTS OF
NIGHTMARE HORROR

by RICHARD F. WATSON

NOVYELETTE

illustrated by EMSH

The monsters were far too fantastic, far too weird to
be real. They were like evil dreams come to life.. Yet
they caused real terror, real destruction, real death!

HE strange monsters made

their first appearance on
what was otherwise a pleasant
early spring afternoon on the
Terran colony-world of Camer-
on. Cameron had been settled
three years before; its popula-
tion consisted of some five
thousand hard-working settlers.
They had built themselves a
neat, well-constructed village
in the heart of the fertile plain

of Cameron’s largest continent,

and for three years the colo-
nists had known no trouble.
Then, out of nowhere, the
monsters came,

62

They were first seen at the
western edge of town by a ten-
year-old colonist named Jim-
my Wellington. Jimmy had
finished his classes for the day
and was on his way home to
put away his books and go out
to help his father in the fields.
On a young colony-world like
Cameron, there was little lei-
sure time for anyone old
enough to man a power-spade
or guide an electroplow.

He was twenty feet from the
front door of his family’s
plastic-extrusion dwelling bub-
ble when an unexpected shad-
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ow passed overhead—the effect
of a great cloud cutting off
the light of Cameron’s sun,
perhaps, except that on Camer-
on clouds were rare events.
Startled, Jimmy looked up.
The “cloud” had passed by.
And it was no cloud. It was, he
saw with astonishment, some
gigantic flying creature, wing-
ing eastward over the village.

Jimmy gasped. The crea-
ture’s wingspread was at least
fifty feet. Its wings were broad
leathery expanses, dull red in
color, pumping effortlessly up
and down in lazy sweeps. Set
between the huge wings was the
body: short and thick, bright
yellow in color, with two rend-
ing claws and an enormous
beak. Jimmy caught a glimpse
of crimson eyes and a forked
blue tongue. Then the creature
was gone, its shadow floating
beneath over the houses of the
colony like a faithful compan-
ion.

It was a stunning sight. Sup-
posedly Cameron had no large
forms of life at all. At least,
in three years none had ever
been discovered. There were a
few small mammals, no bigger
than rats or squirrels, and the

seas held fairly large fish. But

. nothing the size of the flying

creature had ever been seen on
Cameron before.

And then Jimmy turned to
see the other monsters—

Four of them, marching with
steady tread down the broad
street. In the lead was a bulky
creature taller than the tallest
bubble-house on the block. It
ambled along on four enor-
mously thick legs that ended
in flat pads. Horns a dozen
feet long sprouted above its
immense eyes. Gleaming yel-
low tusks projected from its
vast opening of a mouth, The
beast was covered with short,
stiff green fur.

Close behind came a two-
legged one, almost as tall, with
drooling lips and savage claws.
On the ground crawled some-
thing. like a serpent with a hun-
dred legs, twenty feet long,
whose yawning mouth dis-
played a frightening array of
razor-sharp teeth,

The final creature was even
more terrifying: a smaller
creature, no more than ten
feet high, with ropy tentacles
growing in clusters of six from
each shoulder, and a face that
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writhed with wriggling blue
projections that looked like
worms.

IMMY stared, goggling with

bewilderment, at the crea-
tures trooping down the quiet
street toward him. They were
less than a block away. The
street was empty; everyone
was either at work in the fields
or else downtown doing con-
struction work or administra-
tive jobs. Jimmy let his books
drop unheeded to the ground
and sprinted frantically for
the entranceway to his home.

He burst through the swing-
ing hatch and bolted it behind
him. Heart pounding, eyes wide
with disbelief, Jimmy snatched
up the phone and cranked the
handle for the operator.

She answered, after a mo-
ment. “Downtown. What is it,
please, 403?”

Jimmy said, “Miss- Bryson,
this is Jimmy Wellington. I've
got to talk to Colony Director
Majeski. The most horrible
sorts of monsters are coming
down Cleveland Street—"

In the small town that the
Cameron colony really was,
everyone knew everyone else

“fairly well. The telephone oper-

ator said in reproachful tones,
“Jimmy, you ought to know
better than to waste Mr. Ma-
jeski’s, time with silly fibs!
And T always thought you were
such a good boy, too. If your
parents heard you were spread-
ing silly rumors like—"

“Look, Miss Bryson, there
really are big animals coming
down Cleveland Street. They’re
right outside my house right
now.”

((Jimmy__7’

Sweat cascaded down the
boy’s neck and shoulders.
Through the front window he
could see the creatures clearly,
outside the house. They had
gathered round the bubble-
dwelling across the street, the
home of “the Jenkinses, and
they were prodding at it in-
quisitively. Jimmy prayed that
the Jenkinses were out in the
fields, and not at home. The
big one with the horns and
tusks was trying to push the
house over.

Fighting to keep his teeth
from chattering with terror,
the boy said, “They’re right
outside now. Pushing over the
Jenkins house. There’s a big
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one with tusks, and a slithery
one with a lot of legs, and
something with wings flew past
a few minutes ago—"

The operator began to say
something, suddenly screamed,
and the phone went dead. Jim-
my stared at the useless re-
ceiver for a moment, cranked
the phone fruitlessly, and fi-
nally hung up. Looking out the
window, he saw that the mon-
sters had finished with the
Jenkins bubble-house—it was
an upended ruin now—and had
moved on, proceeding in steady
fashion down Cleveland Street
to the more populous section
of the colony.

The phone had gone dead
because the operator’s atten-
tion had been distracted by a
sudden shape drifting past the
window of her cubicle.in the
Cameron Communications Cen-
ter. The flying beast, advance
guard of the marauding mon-
sters, had winged past her
window, peered inquisitively
in, and flapped on past.

Miss Bryson knew that the
first rule in tending a switch-
board is to remain on duty, no
matter what happens. But this
was an exceptional circum-

stance. She ran to the window.
The immense beast was cire
cling over Liberty Square, It
was swooping—

People who had been peace-
fully going about their business
in the street below now scat-
tered, running for their lives.
As Miss Bryson watched,
chilled, the flying monster
made a diving attack, seized
someone in-its gnarled talons,
and shot upward again, until
it was only a winged blur
against the brightness of the
sun. ’

She ran back to her switch~
board. The board was bright
with calls, now, but she ignored
them. Hastily she plugged in
the jack that contacted her
with the office of Colony Di-
rector Majeski, five blocks
away on Jefferson Street.

Majeski snatched up the
phone impatiently. He was &
big man, with enormous phys-
ical strength and a virtually
limitless capacity for hard
work, who had veen in charge
of the colony since its incep-~
tion. He picked up the phone
with his left hand, continuing
to scribble notes about future
expansion plans with-his right.
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“Majeski speaking.”

“Helene Bryson at Commu-
nication Center. We've been
invaded, Director Majeski!
Terrible monsters—man killed
in Liberty Square—things
prowling on Cleveland Street—
big one with wings—"

“Whoa! Hold it! Hold it,
Helene! Have you gone out of
your wits?” ‘

“It was awful,” the girl gab-
bled. “Jimmy Wellington
called, said he saw monsters
near his house. I didn’t believe
him, of course. But then this—
this thing looked in my win-
dow, some sort of flying mon-
ster the size of a house, and
then it swooped down on the
Square and grabbed somebody
up and flew away with him—”

Majeski wasted no time tell-
ing the girl her story was im-
possible. He knew. that Helene
Bryson was too sensible to be
peddling hallucinations, and, in
any event. if her story were
true quick action would be
needed.

He said sharply, “Okay. Get
off the wire and find me Police
Chief Eames on the double.”

The phone clicked. A mo-
ment later the voice of the

colony’s police chief said, “I
tried to get you before, . boss,
but the line was busy. Some
kind of crazy monster just
grabbed up Mike Carter and
flew away with him. And the
people at the west end of town
are going crazy—more mon-

sters up there, ripping up
houses—"
“All right,” Majeski said.

“Try to keep things calm,
Sound a general alarm and get
your men assembled. Dust off
the guns and we'll start fight-
ing back.”

IN the short history of the

Cameron colony, there had
never been a major emergency.
Never a famine, never an epi-
demic, and certainly never an
onglaught of hostile alien
beasts. The colonists were
caught unprepared.

There was no armed force,
only a twenty-man police corps
that served chiefly as a roving
accident-prevention outfit,
since there was no such thing
as crime in the colony. Crime
is a rarity in any young colony.

The police corps had a few
large weapons—medium-range
tactical guns—but except for
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the semi-annual drills required
by law, they had never had oc-
casion to use the artillery.
Now they gathered, cradling
the unfamiliar weapons under
their arms. The general alarm
had sounded, wailing out over
the farmland, and the colonists
had come in from the fields
to see what was the matter.

There was no sign of the
flying creature. But the other
four had continued their steady
advance down Cleveland
Street, marching west to east
across the town. As.they went,
they destroyed and ruined and
killed when they could. Ob-
servers with communicator
units broadcast a running re-
port of the creatures’ where-
abouts.

The police corps advanced,
reinforced by as many of the
colonists as could use guns. A
small army of nearly a hun-
dred stalked up Cleveland
Street, }ed by Majeski and Po-
lice Chief Eames.

“Lord,” Eames breathed.
“There they are!”

They were plainly visible
now—four enormous creatures
that looked as though they had
stepped out of a nightmare or

out of some fantastic tridim
film. Even at a distance of
half a mile, their loud rumbling
bellows were plainly audible,

Majeski turned to the de-
fenders. “Okay. We’ll stop
here and wait for them.”

The little army dug in, set-
ting. up artillery. Behind them,
the townspeople watched grim-
ly.

When the nearest of the
monsters was a quarter of a
mile away, Majeski gave the
order to fire. A gleaming mor-
tar shell arched into the air,
aimed straight and true. The
monster made no attempt to
avoid the shell. It waited for
it, even though obviously the
trajectory would carry right
through its hideous body.

Suddenly—as the shell
reached its target—the mon-
ster flickered. Its very exis-
tence seemed to cease for a mo-
ment; it returned, wavy and
immaterial, and instants later
the shell crashed to the ground
a hundred yards behind it,
throwing up a tremendous bar-
rage of shattered pavement.

Eames gasped. “Damned if
the shell didn’t pass right
through the beast!”
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“Fire another round,” Ma-
jeski ordered.

Another round was fired—
and another, and another,
while the men with rifles pep-
pered away at the eyes of the
approaching beasts. But the
weapons did not avail. They
passed impotently through the
bodies of the creatures, land-
ing and doing real damage to
the street behind them.

And still the animals ad-
vanced. Now they were less
than a hundred feet away.
Seizing a rifle from one of his
men, Majeski fired again and
again, with a kind of hopless
desperation.

At his side, Eames whis-
pered, “We’d better fall back.
Those things can't be
stopped!”

And indeed they could not.
But before Majeski could give
the order to drop back, the
creatures had reached them—
and went right on through. It
was as if they were images
painted on the air, rather than
solid beings. They drifted past
the colonists and continued on
their way.

Majeski signalled for a halt
in firing. “We’re only wreck-

ing our streets, and the crea-
tures don’t seem to suffer.”

But suddenly a shadow ap-
peared overhead—the fifth
monster, the winged one. It
was plunging downward toward
the assembled band of colo-
nists. There was no time for
anyone to move. Majeski took
one startled step; then he felt
the pressure of the air dis-
turbed by the beating of the
great wings, stared for a mo-
ment into mdlevolent crimson
eyes—and then Police Chief
Eames was gone, snatched
away from Majeski’s side.
Looking up, the Colony Direc-
tor saw Eames writhing in the
grasp of the talons, already
five hundred feet above the

ground. .

“Quick! Fire at it!” Ma-
jeski ordered.

“But the Chief—"" someone
protested.

“He’s as good as dead al-
ready,” Majeski ordered.
“Fire!”

Reluctantly, the men opened
fire. And an incredible thing
happened. As the shells ap-
proached the upsweeping mon-
ster, it too wavered and seemed
to become transparent. Polica
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Chief Eames, released, plunged
downward, The shells dropped
back to the ground, exploding
and scattering the watchers.
And, when the barrage had
ended, the flying creature had
solidified again and flew in de-
fiant circles many hundreds of
feet above the ground.

ATER that day, when the

strange invaders had gone,
the people of Cameron took
stock of their losses. Night was
coming; the big moon glinted
in the sky, and the smaller one
was just beginning to rise. Or-
dinarily the nights when both
moons were in the skies of
Cameron were festive nights,
when people stood outside
staring at the glory of the
heavens, and lovers nestled in
each others’ arms in the fields.
But tonight no one noticed the
beauty of the sky.

The monsters had gone as
suddenly and as strangely as
they had come—simply wink-
ing out of existence, vanishing
as if into a pocket of invisibili-
ty. But they had left behind a
trail of death and chaos.

Fifteen colonists were dead.
Two had been carried up by

the winged monster and re-
leased high above the ground—
Eames "and Parker. ' The re-
maining thirteen had been
killed by the wandering
marauders as they pursued
their eastward way through the
village.

Nearly thirty homes had
been partially or completely
destroyed by the invaders. A
dozen other homes had been
damaged by the colonists’ own
shells as they passed through
the monsters. And the damage
to the streets caused by the
useless shelling would take
many months to repair, and
would remove many useful
workers from the task of ex-
panding the colony.

The colonists met that night
in their town hall to discuss
the frightening situation. Dur-
ing that afternoon Majeski had
ordered all building and con-
struction halted; all able-
bodied men were placed on
immediate militia call.

During the town meeting, a
hundred men roamed the vil
lage, armed with tactical weap-
ons and carrying communica~
tors, in case the monsters
should make an unheralded re-
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turn visit. Even if weapons
were useless against them, the
colonists had to remain on
guard lest they be taken again
by surprise.

At the rostrum, the colony’s
leaders discussed the bewilder-
ing invasion.

“I think it’s an invasion from
some other continent of Camer-
on,” suggested Martin Baird,
the colony’s chief medical
man. “The survey scouts ex-
amined this part of our planet
pretty thoroughly before they
recommended it for human
colonization, and they didn’t
report seeing any such animals
of the size we saw today. Per-
haps these creatures were lurk-
ing on the other side of the sea,
and came across to try to drive
us out.” '

Paul McAfrey, head of the
colony’s construction teams,
shook his head. “I disagree,
Martin. The survey scouts took
a good look at all the conti-
nents of Cameron before we
came here. And they reported
that the piace was not inhabit-
ed by ahy form of large animal
life. I don’t see how they could
have overlooked beasts so big.
My guess is that it’s an inva-

sion from some other planet.”

Colony Director Majeski
broke in to say, “It doesn’t
matter much where the crea-
tures came from, at the mo-
ment. What we have to decide
is what to do if they come
back for another visit.

“Is there anything we can
do?” Martin Baird asked in a
pessimistic tone,

“I don’t know,” Majeski
said heavily. “Our guns didn’t
do any harm to them. All we
achieved was the blowing up
of our own streets.”

“The creatures seem to exist
on two states of matter,” said
the colony’s scientific leader,
Henry Brickman. “When
they’re in the normal state,
they can do damage—and pre-
sumably they can be destroyed.
But the moment we try to de-
stroy them, they shift to that
state of non-matter, and our
shells go right through them.”

“At least they can’t do any
damage themselves while
they’re in thg non-matter
state,” McAfrey pointed out.

“But we can’t very well keep
up a constant bombardment,”
said Brickman. “For one thing,
we don’t have enough ammuni-
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tion for the kind of perpetual
barrage we’d need. For anoth-
er, our shells do damage when
they, land. If we don’t shoot at
the monsters, they remain in
normal state and kill our peo-
ple and wreck our homes. And
if we do shoot at them, our own
shells destroy what we've
built.”

“Call in the Patrol!” shout-
ed a deep voice from the first
or second row of assembled
colonists.

Director Majeski rose to his
feet. Anger and. pain showed
on his massive face. “If we call
in the Patrol to help us, we’ll
be admitting our weakness as
a colony. I refuse to believe
that this is a situation Camer-
on can’t ultimately handle it-
self.”

“How are vou going to han-
dle it, then?” Brickman chal-
lenged. “What happens if the
monsters come back?”

“We’ll work something out!”
Majeski thundered. “There has
to be a defense.”

“Not against creatures that
are unlike anv‘hng else in the
galaxy,” Brickman retorted.
“I think it’s definitely a case
fcr the Patrol. We can’t possi-

bly fight off these creatures
ourselves.”

“No Patrol,” Majeski said
adamantly. “Not until we'’re

.sure we need outside help.”

“Put it to a vote!’” someone
yelled from the back of the
hall.

Doubt appeared on Majes-
ki’s face. Calling in the Inter-
stellar Patrol was a risky step;
it indicated a possible lack of
self-reliance that might go hard
against the colony when the
time came to ask Earth for
complete independence. And
Cameron’s record was spotless
up to this point.

“Put it to a vote!” someone
else cried.

Majeski shrugged. “All
right,” he said. “We’ll put it to
a vote. Those of you who think
Cameron Colony can fight its
own battles without ‘calling in
outsiders, stand up and let
yourself be counted.”

There was silence in the big
hall. Hesitantly a few men in
the ‘front rows came to their
feet, looking around at the
others self-consciously. Then,
gradually, the ringing fervor of
Majeski’s words began to take
hold. A dozen colonists rose;
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then fifteen and twenty more.
The movement became. conta-
gious, Within moments, nearly
three quarters of the people in
the hall were standing.

“Very well,” Majeski said.
“Now let’s see those who think
we ought to yell for help.”

Barely fifty people stood up,
most of them rising half-heart-
edly and slipping quickly back
into their seats when they saw
that they were very much in
the minority.

“I don’t think it’s necessary
to call for a count,” said Ma-
jeski., “I’ll assume it as the
wish of this assembly that
we’ll refrain from calling in
the Patrol. Now—in case of
further attack—the first step
will be to work out a schedule
of alarms. Regular work sched-
ules will be temporarily sus-
pended and reassignments will
be made. We’ll have a round-
the-clock lookout squad posted
effective right away.

“Brickman, I want you to
call a meeting of your science
people and see if you can fig-
ure out any convincing ex-
planation for these on-again-
off-again monsters that at-
tacked us today.

“Tomorrow morning we’il
send out scouting planes to
search for the home base of
these monsters. Perhaps if we
drop a bomb on them by sur-
prise, they won’t get a chance
to shift to their non-matter
state. Does anyone have any
questions?”

“Just one,” Brickman said.
“How are we going to defend
ourselves against monsters that
can’t be harmed by artillery
fire?”

“We’ll work something out,”
Director Majeski said darkly.
“We'll have to.”

IT was an uneasy night in the

colony. The lookouts paced
the streets all night, while in
the bubble-houses the colonists
slept in uneasy half-wakeful-
ness, fearing that at any mo-
ment some lookout would cry
that the attackers bhad re-
turned. But the night passed
without incident; the morning
sun rose as always above the
little colony, and no further at-
tack had taken place.

Majeski and his innermost
council had worked all night,
preparing revised schedules for
the colony in the current emer-
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gency, and when morning came
the schedules were posted at
the usual notice-boards.

Fifty men were assigned to
the task of repairing the shat-
tered streets. A hundred work-
ers were giwven the task of
building new dwelling-places
for the families that had been
made homeless during the at-
tack. A crew of ten scouts was
chosen to man the colony’s
five two-seater jet planes, and
an investigation area was
chalked out for each of the
scout teams.

The upheaval caused by the
attack of the monsters would
set the colony’s growth sched-
ule back badly. But, Majeski
realized grimly, nothing could
be dore about that. He had no
choice but to suspend construc-
tion of the new school, the
recreation center, and the oth-
er half-finished colony build-
ings.

Agriculture and food produc-
tion had to go on, of course,
but colony. expansion would
have to be curtailed until the
threat of the monsters -was
ended.

Work continued through the
morning. The morale of the

colonists remained high despite
the surprise attack, and they
set to work vigorously clearing
away the damage and rebuild-
ing the ruined houses. Director
Majeski held meetings all
morning, in the hope that
someone would be able to sug-
gest a workable means of fight-
ing off the monsters.

No one had any suggestions
to offer. The situation was
simply beyond their compre-
hension. For three years they
had labored peacefully to build
their colony, and now, out of
the blue, came unkillable crea-
tures to shatter their tranquil
existence,

The chief hope was a sur-
prise attack on the monsters’
home - base. But, as reports
came in from one after another
of the airborne scouts during
the morning, that hope grew
dimmer and dimmer, They had
covered hundreds of square
miles already, without a single
sign of the creatures.

There was not even a hint of
the track that monsters so huge
must have created while travel-
ling through the heavily-wood-
ed regions surrounding the set-
tled areas, The scouts were in-
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structed to range still farther
afield, within the limits of their
fuel supply, before returning
to the colony.

In the colony, no one could
refrain from looking back over
his shoulder frequently to sece
whether the new attack had
come. No one doubted that
there would be a second attack,
and probably a third and a
fourth and a fifth. The dark

shadow of fear hovered over,

the colony.

And, shortly after noon that
day, the alarm sirens began to
scream.

This time the marauders
had approached the city from
the north. They had first been
sighted by the lookout squad
posted at the extreme northern

end of ‘the settlement, along

the wide central avenué krown
as.Madison Boulevard that ran
lengthwise through the colony.
At five minutes after twelve
the monsters appeared—wink-
ing abruptly into view at the
entrance to Madison Boule-
vard.

There were seven of them
this time. Two were flying
creatures of the kind that had
seized Police Chief Eames, bu*

they differed from the original
in that they bore a single bony
spike ten feet long mounted
between their crimson eyes.

Behind these two came the
remaining five: a poaderous
thing that looked like a mag-
nified hippopotamus, but with
none of the hippo’s sleepy
characteristics; this was a
fiercely vigorous creature
whose gaping mouth snapped
shut and open hungrily. Its
marching-companion was a
thin, towering monster forty
feet high, with dangling bone-
less tentacles, and a cilia-
girdled orifice in its midsec-
tion.

Three others brought up the
rear—an  eight-legged scaly
creature with a long, powerful
tail surmounted with six sharp
bony projections; a scuttling,
crawling thing like an animat-
ed carpet” covered with eyes;
and a creature that hopped
along on a single powerful leg,
reaching for its prey with arms
that tripled their length to
make the catch and then con-
tracted to normal size again.

The first casualty was re-
corded only moments after the
appearance of the new mon-
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sters. One of the winged beings
flew downward, impaling a
lookout squadman on the point
of its unicorn-like spear, and

flew off with the man still
feebly writhing. The other
lookouts fled, sounding the

alarm as they ran. The attack
had been resumed.

As the shrill wailing of the
general alarm burst out over
the colony, Majeski's defense
plan went into effect. Women
and children hastened to shel-
ter. The mea ran to the weap-
ons dispensaries, grabbed their
artillery, and hastened into the
streets.

“The invasion is at the north
end of the city,” came Majes-
ki's booming amplified voice.
“Five creatures are advancing
down Madison Boulevard, and
two flying beasts are at large
over the city.”

Machine-gun emplacements
were established in the middle
of Madison Boulevard, while
snipers stationed themselves
atop buildings alonz the path
of the invasion That proved
a poor idea; the two wingad
creatures dropped from the
sky without waining, spearing
the defendeis unawares and

carrying them away to death,

The weird procession ad-
vanced down the streets. Only
a couple of unwary colonists
were captured—the one-legged
hopper lashed out with a tele-
scoping arm to snare a fleeing
woman, and the animated car-
pet seized a man and tore him
to shreds. The machine-gunners
waited in the middle of Madi-
son Boulevard—but, before the
creatures came within range,
they split off, shuffling into the
side streets.

Cursing, Majeski ordered
pursuit to counteract the
change of tactics. The monsters
were at large, roaming through
the streets where colonists lay
hidden. The dull boom oi gun-
fire echoed through the city,
but again to no avail; the mon-
sters simply shifted into their
non-matter state whenever ua-
der fire, returning to their more
destructive normal phase once
they were qut of range.

The onslaught continued for
nearly an hour. The monsters,
moving at will, wrecked house
after house, smashing or over-
turning the bubbles in search
of victims, while the winged
creatures disorganized the de-
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fenders by their downward
plunges.

Then, as quickly as they
came, all of the monsters van-
ished, except one of the winged
ones. It circled leisurely over
the town, too high for the guns
of the defenders—and a loud
voice boomed out, “This is
only the beginning, Earthmen!
Leave this planet at once or
you will be completely de-
stroyed!”

HERE was no need for an

open town meeting this
time. Majeski and his group of
advisers came together, two
hours after the end of the raid,
to decide on the colony’s next
step.

Majeski read. the statistics
of the second attack. “Fifty
houses destroyed, nearly seven-
ty people killed and a hundred
injured.” o ‘

“And it was a brand new
bunch of monsters this time,”
Brickman said. “What night-
marish horrors these werel I
didn’t believe the universe
could spawn such repulsive-
looking things.”

McAfrey said, “It seems ob-

vious to me that we're the vic-

tims of some kind of illusion-
ary process.”

“What do you mean?” Ma-
jeski asked.

“Simply that Brickman’s
right—the universe ce»’t spawn
giant horrors like these.
There’s no rhyme or reason to
these monsters. They look like
something out of nightmares,
all right—not like any crea-
tures that could have evolved
normally on any known plan-
et.”

“So you think we dreamed
them, eh?” Majeski demanded.

McAfrey shook his head. “I
didn't say that. But it might
be some kind of mass hypno-
tism—"

“Hypnotism that can kill
seventy people?” Majeski
asked sharply.

McAfrey shrugged. “I don’t
have any explanations at all.
Neither do the rest of us.”

“What about that message?”
Martin Baird said. “We all
heard it. In English, warning
us to leave this planet at once.”

“It’s some kind of planet-
sized blackmail,” Majeski said.

“An attempt to frighten us off

Cameron.”
“A damned good attempt,
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too,” Brickman said acidly.
“A few more raids like these
two and we might just as well
pull up and go. We can't de-
fend ourselves. And so far it's
only been a handful of mon-
sters. What would happen to
us if a - hundred came at a
time? Or a thousand? We'd be
wiped out before we could fire
a shot.”

Majeski was silent, brooding
over the abrupt and violent end
to three years
progress on Cameron. His
council members- discussed the

situation back and forth in in-

creasing tonecs of hoplessness.
Finally Brickman turned to
Majeski and said, “I think
there’s ouiy one possible thing
to do.”
“And
asked.
“The Patrol. Dammit, we
can’t be stubbornly proud
about it any more. We're
licked. Maybe even the Patrol
won’t be able to help us. But
at least theyll evacuate us
while we're still alive. We can
settle somewhere else—"
“After three years of hard
work here,” Majeski said.
“What else can we do?”

that is?” Majeski

of peaceful-

Majeski did not reply. His
eyes showed pain—the pain of
a strong man faced with a sit-
vation totally beyond his own
strength, It was a defeat for
Majeski to have to call in the
Patrol. But he knew he had
no choice.

Further stubborn insistence
that Cameron could handle
these invaders itself was sui-
cidally wrongheaded. Ii he

kept maintaining that the Pa-

trol should not be summoned,
his advisers might possibly re-
move him from office and sum-
mon the Patrol themselves.

He gestured hoplessly. In a
heavy voice he said, “Is it the
opinion of this council that we
should ask for help?”

The vote was unanimous.
Majeski rose from his place at
the head of the table. “Very
well. Prepare a request for
help and send it out on wide-
band galactic communication
at once.”

The message was duly sent.
And, several hours later, it was
picked up by the relay moaitor
station of the Interstellsr Pa-
trol’s base on Kandoris 1V,
five hundred light-years from
Cameron,
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The Patrol’s main job was a
troubleshooting one. Its staff
roved from galaxy to galaxy
as required to help out any of
Earth’s multitude of newly
planted stellar colonies. But it
was considered a black mark
against a world to call in the
Patrol for anything but the
most dire emergency. A sun
going nova, a sudden alien at-
tack—these were valid reasons
for asking for help. Anything
less might be construed by
Earth as a sign of weakness.

Signalman Dworshak read
the Cameron message off the
decoder intake, ran a check to
verify it, and switched on the
communicator channel of Pa-
trol Leader Avery.

“What is it, Dworshak?” the
Patrol Leader asked,

“Message just came in, sir.
A  request from Cameron
Colony on Danimor I1I—
they’ve been invaded by some
kind of weird monsters and
they’re unable to fight back.”

Avery glanced at his adju-
tant, Captain Morse. “Morse,
get me the specifications on
Cameron Colony, Danimor III.
Go ahead, Dworshak. Do they

give any further details about
this invasion?”

“All they say is the monsters
are of enormous size and don’t
seem to mind artillery shelling.
So far they’ve had two attacks,
eighy-five dead and a lot of
property damage. They ask
immediate help.”

“T see. Hold on. Dworshak.”
Avery took the chart from
Captain Morse, ran his finger
down the list of planets, and
stopped at Danimor IIT. He
nodded. Earthtype planet, third
out of six worlds, located at a
distance of some five hundred
light-years from Kandoris IV.
That meant it feill within his
jurisdiction. “All rigat,” Avery

said. “Send a message to
Cameron right away. ' Tell
them well have a Patrol

squad out there in—ah—make
it eight hours. When you've
sent that messige, ring up
Crew Seven get them

and
ready for immediate depar-
ture.”

Avery let the communicator
unit drop back into its mag-
neto-field. “Giant monsters,”
he snorted. “Impzrvious to ar-
tillery %hells. What won’t
these colonials think of next?”
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N hour later, the three slim

ships that comprised Crew
Seven of the Kandoris wing of
the In:erstellar Patrol were en
route, gliding through the no-
space congruzncies acrass the
light-years to Cameron. Avery

himself piloted the leading
ship; Morse guided the sec-
ond, and a Captain named

Norton handled the third.

Six hours after departure,
the three ships snapped out of
nospace and into the normal
continuum. Ahead of them lay
the golden star that was Dani-
mor. The Patrol fleet homed in
on Danimor’s third world, the
one that had been named
Cameron for its first discov-
erer.

At his sigral controls, Dwor-
shak made contact with the
groundside operative at the
Cameron spacefield and re-
ceived landing coordinates. The
three ships spiralled round the
green-and-brown world in front
of them, hooking into the
diminishing orbits of landing,
and made pcrfect touchdowns
on the bare soil of the space-
field. Tt was exactly ten hours
since the 5.0.S. from Cameron
had gone out to the Patrol.

As the Patrolmen left their
ships, a delegation of Camer-
onites came forward to greet
them. A big, grim-loeking man
with an air of authority said,

“Who’s in charge?”

“I am,” Awvery said. “Patrol
Leader Avery.”

“Glad to see you. I'm Ma-
jeski. Colony Director. . It
wasn’t my idea to send for you
fellows, but the circumstances
left me no choice.”

Avery nodded. “Well, we’ll
have a look around. Monsters,
vou say.”

“And a threat.”

“Threat?” Avery repeated.

“After the second attack,
vesterday afterncon, a message
in English was broadcast to
us: something like Get off this
planet, Earthmen, or we’ll con-
tinue to destroy you.”

Avery’s eyes narrowed.
“This planet was supposed to
be uninhabited when you
colonists took it over, wasn’t
it?”

“That’s what the survey
scout people told us,” said Ma-
jeski.

“Have you done any scout-
ing yourselves since these two
attacks?” :
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“We’ve sent some two-man
planes out to explore the im-
mediate vicinity. We simply
don’t have the kind oi long-
range jets we’d need to have
a look at the other continents.
But we haven’t found a thing
within a thousand-mile radius
of the colony.”

“Yet these monsters have
twice popped out of nowhere
and laid the colony to waste?”

“That’s right. Twice on suc-
cessive days. They haven’t
come back yet today.”

“And you've tried to defend
yourselves?”

“With such weapons as we
have, which aren’t very much.
A colony-world isn’t supposed
to bother much about defense,
you know. Our job is to build.”

Avery nodded. “What hap-
pens when you shoot at these—
ah—monsters?”

“The shells don’t have any
effect. It’s as if the beasts are
nothing more than illusions.”

“Maybe that’s all they are.”

“IlNusions don’t kill ninety
people and wreck a hundred
homes, Leader Avery,” said
Majeski coldly. “Come along
to the damage area and I'll
show you what I mean.”

There was no alien attack
that day at all. The Patrol
squad examined the wreckage
and agreed that something
strange had indeed been going
on. But they had nothing else
to go by except verbal descrip-
tions of the invading monsters,
and, Avery had to admit, the
monsters sounded like nothing
ever seen on any world of the
universe.

On the day .after the arrival
of the Patrol, the third attack
on the colony took place. This
time nine monsters converged
on the town from three sides—
one group entering at the west
once again, another appearing
at the southern end, the third
coming through from the farm
regions to the east.

Avery and his Patrol outfit
were stunned witnesses to the
brief, efurious encounter. The
creatures raged through the
city, doing damage wherever
they could, and whenever any
hostile bullet was fired at them
they simply shifted into a non-
material state and let the mis-
sile fly harmlessly past them.

The attack lasted some forty
minutes. And once again, at
the conclusion of the onslaught,
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the enormously amplified voice
rang out over Cameron:

“This is the third attack,
Egrthmen, but it will not be
the last, Leave this world at
once—or prepare yourselves
for total destruction!”

Fifty people had died in this
new invasion, seventy others
were homeless, and nearly two
hundred had suffered minor
injuries. Majeski and his ad-
visers met in the Colony Di-
rector’s office, and this time
Avery and four officers of the
Interstellar Patrol were with
them.

“Well?” Majeski demanded.
“Can you help us, Avery, or
should we just pack up and
get out? I'm a stubborn man
and I'd hate to see this colony
forced to disband—but I can’t
ask my people to stay here and
face certain death.”

[ 4

The Patrol Leader shook
his head. “Give us a little time
to figure this thing out.”

“Time? What good will that
do?”

“We'll relay a description
of the invasion to Patrol Cen-
tral, on Earth. They coordinate
all Patrol activities. Perhaps
there’s been a similar attack

on some other world--maybe
there’s additional informa-
tion—"

“We can't fight an enemy
we're unable to hurt,” Brick-
man said bitterly.

Avery turned on the white-
haired scientific director. “You
called for the Patrol,” he
snapped. “Let us worry about
handling this. Take me to your
communications center.”

As the Patro] group left the
room with Brickman, Majeski
glared sourly around at Baird,
McAfrey, and the others. “You
see? They regard us as dirt,
Stupid colonials.”

“Maybe they can save us,”
McAfrey said tiredly. ‘“Let
them have their arrogance. The
Patrol is our only hope now,
and we all know it.”

TWO hours later, Avery.and

his sub-officers returned to
the headquarters of the Colony
Director.

“Well?” Majeski asked.
“Anything new?”

“We've got the answer,”
said Avery. “We checked with
Patrol Central and they re-
ported six other cases of this
kind of attack. Two colonies
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were completely wiped out—
Heifetz in the Deneb system,
and Millman out Procyon way.
What we’ve got on our hands,
gentlemen, is nothing less than
a full-flecged galactic war.”

“What?” Majeski asked in-
credulously.

“A pgalactic war that began
six months ago,” Avery said.
“And a war that Earth may
lose evemr though the enemy
doesn’t fire a single shell.”

“What are you talking
about?” Majeski ~ demanded.
“Wkhat enemy?”

“A small humanoid race out
of the Andromeda Galaxy, mil-
lions of light-ycars from Earth.
We don’t know what they call
themselves. The Patrol bhas
captured some, but they Ilet
themselves be put to death be-
fore theyll speak. They’re
ugly little green oxygen-
breathers. Their own galaxy is
overcrowce.!. They want le-
bensraum— so they’re march-
ing into our part of the uni-
verse.”

Majeski was puzzled. “Small
green humanoids? But what
about the monsters?”

“Thought-nrojections,”  Av-

ery said. “We don’t know how
they do it,-but it’s a devilish
stunt. Somehow they have
projectors that can amplify
and solidify mental images. It
takes a tremendous amount of
power, but they seem to be
‘tapping a nospace vortex to
give it the boost it needs. The
monsters really are nightmare
creatures. Right out of the
nightmares of the little beast-
men out of Andromeda.”

“No wonder our shells don’t
have any effect!”

“Of course. The images are
solid only when the enemy
wants them to be. As soon as
there’s any sign of a hostile
counter-attack, they simply al-
ter the projection flux and de-
materialize the images.”

“When they’re solid, we can
damage them—but we can’t
catch them wunawares. And
once they dematerialize, our
weapons can’t touch them. But
—what do they expect to gain
by this business of monsters?”

“They hope to drive you
colonists out,” Avery said. “It’s
much simpler than fighting
with you. It only takes a crew
of eight or nine aliens to man
the projection station, soime-
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where on Cameron. And you’re
totally at their mercy. They
can keep on raiding you with
their phantom killers until
you’re forced to pull out and
abandon the planet to them.
Whieh is what they
want.

“They can’t tolerate Terran
colonization because of their
own tremendous expansion.
They need every planet they
can get, the devils!”

“Well, they won’t get this
one,” Majeski said. “We'll
fight back—somehow.”

Avery nodded. “If we can
only find their projection sta-
tion, there won’t be any tiou-
ble. But they’re not easy to
find. We have an entire planet
to search to find one tiny en-
campment. Once we do, it'll be
the end of the monster inva-
sions, But until then—"

“Don’t- worry,” Majeski
said. “Now that we know what
they are, we’ll manage to hold
our own until you've rooted
them out.” ~

But the problem, Avery
thought when he had left the
Cameronite men, was not going
to be solved as simply and as
easily as all that. When speak-

really

ing to Majeski, the Patrol
Leader had minimized the im-
plications of the report he had
received from Patrol Central.

So far, six other cases of An-
dromedan invasion had been
reported. On two colony-
worlds, the colonists had been
driven off completely before
the arrival of the Patrol. On
the other four planets, all at-
tempts to root out the alien
invaders had failed, and the
colonists still lay in danger of
constant attack by the crea-
tures conjured up by the
thought-projectors.

No successful counter-attack
had been carried out yet, either
by colonists or by the Inter-
stellar Patrol.

And the Adromedan attack
was spreading like an ugly
cancer. Cameron was the
seventh world to report inva-
sion. Before long, Avery
thought gloomily, there might
be dozens—hundreds. The en-
tire galactic network of Terran
colonization might be imperiled
by the insidious onslaught from
Andromeda.

Patrol Leader Avery spent
the day working out an inves-
tigation-pattern. His fleet of
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three ships was all he had to go
by, since the tiny Cameron air-
ships were useless beyond a
limited distance. And the An-
dromedan base might be lo-
cated anywhere in the milliens
of square miles of Cameron’s
six continents.

The Patrol ships were
equippad for atmospheric navi-
gation and fcr very delicate de-
tection operations. But, Avery
knew, it might -easily
months cr even years before
every inch of Cameron was
covered.

He sent out his men. He
commandeered the five coloni-
al two-man planes and sent out
men in them to fine-comb the
immediate area once again.
Majeski recognized that as a
veiled impiication that the
Cameron men might have over-
looked something important in
their examination of the area,
but the Colony Director held
his feelings in check.

He had called in the Patrol,
and, he forced himself bitlerly
to remember, he had to give
the Patrcl absolute authority
now.

The three Patrol spaceships
went out on more distant rov-

take .

ing operations, to the border of
the continent and then across
the great seas to the other,
supposedly uninhabited, ocon-
tinents beyond them. Patrol
Leader Avery himself remained
behind in Cameron Colony to
coordinate the exploration op-
eration and to receive further
messages from Patrol Central
on Earth, if there were any.

A week went by. The mon-
ster attacks continued, at in-
tervals of about a ‘day and a
half, and though the defenses
of the colony improved to suca
an extent that they could mo-
bilize the artillery within sec-
onds after the arrival of the
nightmare creatures, each at-
tack took its toll in lives and
property.

Nearly two hundred colo-
nists had fallen since the after-
noon when Jimmy Wellington
first saw the monsters ap-
proach the town. The once neat
streets now were blackened and
shell-cratered; the colony
looked like a battleground. The
colonists themselves were fear-
haunted people, all but Colony
Director Majeski. whose fea-
tures showed sadness at the
destruction of his colony. but
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whose spirit remained in-
domitable.

“Any time you _say the

word,” Avery told him, “we
can signal for evacuation. It
may take months for us to root
the Andromedans out. The
colony may be totally de-
stroyed by that time.”

“No,” Majeski replied stol-
idly. “We’re not going to run
away. We'll last this thinz out,
and when it’s over well re-
build.” .

Avery shrugged. “It’s your
colony, Majeski. T can’t force
you to evacuate. But your
colonists can.”

““Are you suggesting the pos-
sibility of a revolution against
me?”

“I'm not suggesting any-
thing. You’re a stubborn man,
and I admire you for your
guts. But we’re up against a
pretty stubborn enemy.”

“I know that. But we’re not
leaving.”

ON the eighth day after the

arrival of the Patrol, a
coded signal flashed across the
Eastern Sea to Leader Avery’s
headquarters in Cameron. It
was from the most distant of

-
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his three roving exploratory
ships. It said simply, We have
located the alien base, and gave
the coordinates.

Immediately Avery ordered
the other two ships to return
from their’ wanderings. His
own flagship stopped at
Cameron to pick un Majeski
and Avery himself, and then
all three ships converged on
the point where the Androme-
dan base had been located.

From forty thousand feet
up, they could see it plainly
on the infra-red visioscope: a
tiny encampment, three or
four tents clustered round a
small spaceship, nestling in a
valley between two thrusting
mountain-ranges in the heart
of the largely-unexplored east-
ern central continent of the
planet,

Avery beamed a message to
the aliens on full-band trans-
mission. ‘“Your location is
known. You have half an hour
to leave this planet, and then
we will be compelled to destroy
you.” .

“Destroy them now,” Ma-
jeski hissed. “Why give them
advance warning like that?
Drop a bomb on the little kill-

»
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ers and make an end of it!”

“No,” Avery said. ‘“There’s
no formal state of war.
obeying interstellar law by or-
dering them off. If they make
no reply, I'm within my rights
in bombing them. But not un-
til then.”

A reply was not long in com-
ing. It thundered out of the
loudspeakers of the hovering
spaceship.

“Earthmen! Your threats do
not frighten us. We repeat our
warning. Leave this planet im-
mediately or we will continue
our raids until the last of you
is dead.”’ ,

“Well?” Majeski demanded.
“Do you need any further ex-
cuses for wiping them out?”

“No,” Avery agreed. He
opened the inship communica-
tor channel. ‘“Attention all
hands. Bombing formation:
prepare to.drop ten-kiloton fis-
sion bomb cn target below.”

The bomb was placed in fir-
ing position; the ship wheeled
into bombing formation. On
the ground, no sign of defensive
activity was forthcoming. Av-
ery gave the order for the
bomb’s release. The small
itomic weapon pluinmeted true

I'm

to the,target. There was a
bright flare of light, and the
mushroom cloud rose heaven-
ward—

And when the cloud cleared,
the Andromedan base could
still be seen, unharmed, in the
center -of the area of atomic
destruction,.

“Another prdjection!” Avery
growled. “They’ve fooled us
with their damned gadget!”

“Not even an atomic bomb
did any good,” Majeski said.

“It would have—if we'd
dropped it on the right place.
But that wasn’t the Androme-
dan camp below us. It was just
a phony—a decoy that they
created with their projector to
dupe us. The real camp may be
thousands of miles from here.”

Signalman Dworshak cut
into the communicator circuit.
“New message from the aliens,
sir, just coming through. Want
me to switch it over to you?”

“Of course, Dworshak.”

“—so vyou have failed,
Earthmen. You will not destroy
us with your clumsy weapons.
Evacuate this planet now,
while you stil] live.”

Avery looked away, scowl-
ing. “The little devils! We’ll
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send them back to Andremeda
yet!” He opened the main cir-
cuit again. “Dworshak! Can
you get any directional fix on
that Andromedan broadcast?”

“I’ve been trying, sir. But
they’ve got a vector-scrambler
working, it seems. I keep com-
ing up with five or six differ-
ent equally likely points of
origin.”

“All right,” Avery said wear-
ily. “Let’s head back to the
colony. We've done all we’re
going to do out here today.”

The three ships turned,
heading away from the smok-
ing slagpit they had so useless-
ly created. An hour later, they
landed at the Cameron space-
field, six thousand miles away,
after rocketing up out of the
planet’s atmosphere and re-
turning- again at the proper
poinxt.

There had been another at-
tack on the colony in their ab-
sence. A formation of winged
creatures had swept overhead,
swooping down to kill four
people, before an artillery bar-
rage drove them off. Ammuni-
tion was running low. Colony
morale was running even low-
er. And time was running out,

as even Majeski was grudging-
ly beginning to admit. The
colonists could not take much
more. Another week of strike-
and-vanish raids and they
would be screaming in the
streets, calling for Maejski’s
overthrow and immediate
evacuation to some safer
planet, :

Three times in the next five
days, Avery’s exploring ships
came upon what they thought
were alien bases, and  each
time they dropped a bomb
without warning—only to see,
by the disappearing and imme-
diate reappearing of the
“base,” that their target had
only been another projected
illusion,

During those five days, there
were two further attacks on
the colony—one a minor one,
the other a severe and pro-
longed attack which cost a
dozen lives and nearly deplet-
ed the colony’s supply of
heavy ammunition.

Time was running out.

T was the end of the second
week since the coming of
Avery and his Patrol outfit.
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Avery’s men had dropped five
atomic bombs—half of the en-
tire supply they had brought
with them—and five times they

had wasted their bomb on a°

phantom decoy. Three hundred
of Cameron’s five thousand
people were dead. And still the
loathsome  drea m-projected
monsters raged through the
city.

On the fourteenth day, one
of Avery’s scouts discovered
yet another alien base—this
one at the very edge of the
continent where the colony was
located, some two thousand
miles to the east of Cameron
on the shore of the ocean. The
scout had flown over the alien
camp, noted its location, and
returned to the colony.

“They can’t all be illusions,”
Avery said wearily. “One of
these times luck is bound to
be with us, and we’ll drop a
bomb on the right place.”

“We can’t be sure,” said
Majeski. “They may be hiding
in an underground cave some-
where, and projecting these lit-
tle camps just to keep us tied
up and wasting bombs.”

Avery shrugged. - “One of

days we’ll blast them. We're
bound to.”

The Colony Director chuck-
led. .

“What’s the joke?” Avery
asked.

“You’re starting to sound
like me, Avery. Making brave
noises so you don’t need to ad-
mit that you’re licked.”

“Do you think we’re beaten,
Majeski?”

“If T did, I'd ask for an
evacuation. But I don’t think
the situation is very cheerful,
Avery. Not at all.”

“Maybe- this is the one,”
Avery said hopefully.

“If it isn’t, you'll just have
wasted another bomb. I have
a better idea.”

The Patrol Leader glanced
up. “Anything is a better idea.
What’s yours?”

“Instead of whaling away
with an atomic bomb, send an
observer in on foot. Parachute
him down in the forest a cou-
ple of miles from the observed
camp and let him take a look
around. If the place is a fake,
he can signal you and you

" won’t waste a bomb, If it’s the

real thing, he’ll give the word
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and you can wipe the filthy
aliens out.” -

Avery brightened. “It’s
worth a try, I suppose. Except
that it’s risky business. I hate
sending one of my men into
an alien camp -alone.”

“Yom won’t have to,” Ma-
jeski said. “I volunteer for the
job.”

l’(You?))

“That’s
tions?”’

“Plenty. This a job for the
Patrol, not for a civilian, Ma-
jeski.”

“I’'m the head of Cameron
Colony. Either let me take the
job, or I'll withdraw my re-
quest for Patrol assistance and
order you off the planet.”

“But—”

“Well, Avery?”

right. Any objec-

The Patrol Leader slumped
in his seat. “It’s a suicide mis-
sion, Majeski, if it really is
the alien base .and they catch
you. But if you're set on com-
mitting hara-kiri, I guess I can
oblige. We don’t have time to
argue, If you’re bullheadedly
going to insist on volunteering,
I accept your offer—reluc-
tantly.”

The spaceship hovered forty

thousand feet above the sur-
face of the planet. The ejection
hatch was~open, and a figure
clad in a bulky dropsuit stood
with his mittened hands grasp-
ing the release lever. He walit-
ed, while the quiet voice in his
headphones counted off num-
bers for him,

“Ten .... nine .... eight
. seven ... six .... five

.... four .... three .... two
one .... jump, Ma-

jeski!” -

The figure in the dropsuit
vanked down on the release
lever and the metal arm cata-
pulted him through the ejection
hatch. A jet flared behind him
—a tiny rocket strapped to his
back, designed to force him
down through the spaceship’s
slipstream. Down and down he
tumbled, spiralling through the
thin air. Even with the protec-
tion of the dropsuit he could
sense the bitter cold all about
him.

The voice in his headphones
never left him. It was the voice
of Avery. “Can you hear me,
Majeski?”

“I hear you fine.”

“You've dropped ten thou-

‘sand feet. How does your head

feel?”
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“It’s still attached to my
neck.” o

“Okay. You’ve dropped fif-
teen thousand feet. You're
twenty-five thousand feet
above the ground. Put your
hand on your chute ring.”

“Got it.” —_—

“Good. Count to five and
pull.”

Majeski counted out Ioud.
At five, he yanked on the ring
and the chute ballooned out.
He glanced up over his shoul-
der after the sudden jolt to'd
himn that his free fall had been
arrested and he now drifted
gently. He could barely see thz
grayish-blue fabric of the chute
above. It was a special low-
visibility fabric, chosen to pre-
vent observation from the
ground.

It seemed to take forever for
him to land, He dropped, fi-
nally, into a heavily forested
area, coming down between two
big trees without fouling his
chute. He cut himself loose,
climbed out of the cumbersome
dropsuit, and took a positional
reading. Then he activated the
tiny microphone in his chin-
band and called Avery in the
hovering spaceship.

“Landing  successful. I'm

four miles due west of the An-
dromedan base. I won’t call
you again until I'm there and
have looked around. Get your
bomb ready just in case this
one isn’t a fake.”

“Right.”

“And don’t be ‘itchy on the
trigeer. Wait till you hear from
me.”

“Check, Majeski.”

REAKING the contact, the

Colony Director began to
walk. Spring was several weeks
old, here in the east, and the
trees were ripening into their
summer brilliance. This was
fertile land out here, he
thought. It was a wonderful
planet.

Someday they would build
their second city here, on the
eastern coast—after the aliens
were driven off.

He walked at a steady pace,
following his compass. He felt
no sense of fear, only the nag-
ging dread that perhaps this
base, too, might be only an il-
lusion. But he knew strangely
that it would not be a mirage.
Fate owed that much to him.

After half an hour of con-
stant trek through the forest,
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he paused and took a new po-
sitional reading. He was less
than two miles from the sup-
posed location of the alien
base. He moved on. Fifteen
minutes later, he checked
again: three quarters of a mile
more. Twelve or.thirteen hun-
dred yards, that was all.

His spirits rose as he drew
nearer and saw unmistakable
signs of activity: trees had
been felled, a path had been
cleared in the forest. This was
it, he thought. The hidden base
from which the attacks on his
colony had been projected!

When he was about half a
mile away, he could see the
alien spaceship—a sleek blue
point rising above the trees.
Now he proceeded more warily.
He was armed with a blaster
and with a knife; the latter
had been his own idea. Getting
closer, Majeski could see the
tents as well, three of them.

And—he sucked his breath
in sharply—there was one of
the aliens!

The Andromedan was com-
ing out of a grove of fruit-trees
to the left of the path, laden
with a basket of gathered yel-
low applefruits. No doubt he
was providing for the aliens’

meal tonight. Majeski smiled
coldly. .

The Andromedan was an
ugly little creature. He was
humanoid, a squat, stocky
bowlegged being with glisten-
ing green skin, who wore only
a brightly woven cloth round
his middle. The alien was hair-
less and slimy-looking. Majeski
scurried up behind him, rais-
ing his knife.

The Andromedan turned just
as Majeski began to lunge. The
Colony Director got a good
look at the alien’s face—little
piggish eyes, a flattened snout,
a wide mouth from which
prominent yellow incisor teeth
projected—and then he drove
the keen blade deep into the
Andromedan’s belly and {wist-
ed upward, The alien dropped
his basket of fruit and tumbled
soundlessly to the ground. Ma-
jeski looked up quickly; no
one had observed.

He exulted. One of the
aliens was dead! That was for
Dave Eames, he thought. A
repulsive  bluish fluid was
gushing in irregular spurts
from the alien’s body. Majeski
knelt and efficiently slit the
creature’s throat, just in case
the first slash had not com-
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pletely killed it. Then he
moved on..

There was no doubt, now,
that this was the real base.
Majeski smiled. The proper
thing to do was to make a
quick exit, get to a safe dis-
tance, and notify Avery that
this was the right target. But
Majeski had no such notions.
He continued toward the three
tents.

He turned toward the right
and entered the first one,
blaster drawn. Three aliens
were in it, bent busily over
complex machinery. Majeski
glanced at the gleaming vision-
screens on the wall and saw
the images in minjature of
hideous monsters. An attack
on the colony was under way!

He fired quickly. His first
bolt went searing through the
body of the nearest Androme-
dan. That’s for Mike Parker,
he thought. He fired again,
killing another. For Eleanor
Johnson. The third stared at
him, piggish little eyes ablaze
with fear, and Majeski shot
him in the face. For Tom
Davis, he said to himself.

He was pleased to see that
the images on the screen

blanked out the moment he
had begun firing. A nauseous
stench of burned flesh was ris-
ing in the tent. Majeski turned.
There were still two tents
more.

He entered the second and
found four Andromedans at
work, servicing some sort of
complex power generator. He
killed two of them at once; the
third leaped wildly at him
with a wrench in his hand,
while the fourth dashed out of
the rear of the tent.

Majeski’s bolt caught the on-
coming alien in the throat and
hurled him back against a live
grid of the generator, where he
sizzled briefly and charred to a
crisp. But for the first time a
hitch had developed. One of
his intended victims had gotten
away.

The Earthman burst from
the tent just in time to see
three additional Andromedans
come racing toward him from
the remaining tent. He ducked
as some kind of energy .bolt
whizzed past his ear; firing,
he cut down the closest An-
dromedan. As he aimed for the
second, the remaining alien
scored a hit: the energy bolt
sang in the air and cut through
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Majeski’s body like a dart of
flame.

Wincing, Majeski put one
hand to his stomach and
methodically cut down the two
surviving aliens before they
could fire again. He looked
around. All was quiet in the
Andromedan camp.

Motion was an effort, but
Majeski forced himself to look
in the third tent. It was empty.
There had only been eight or
nine of them, then, and they
were all dead.

He activated his microphone
and said in a weak voice,
“Come in, Avery....come in.”

“Majeski! What’s been go-
ing on down there? We haven’t
heard from you for so long we
thought you were dead.”

“No....not dead yet.”

“What’s been happening?”

“This is....real camp. An-
dromedans here.”

“For the love of God, get
out of there, then—and we’ll
bomb them to bits.”

“No—don’t. All dead.”

“Dead?” )

“I....killed them,” Majeski
said hoarsely. “All of them.
But their machines. .. .intact,
You come down, take them,
study them. Thought projec-

tors. Use their own weapons
against them, drive them out of
the galaxy....”

“Majeskil Are you all
right?”

“Not....exactly.”

“What do you mean?” Avery
asked. _

“I....wounded. Blaster bolt
in the belly. Not....going to
last long.”

“Majeskit!”

“But....aliens all dead,”
the big man said through pain-
clenched lips. “Captured their
base. And the colony....the
colony....is safe....we can
rebuild, expand....a second
city soon.,..”

The effort was too much.
Majeski clutched his side and
toppled forward. Half an hour
later, when the spaceship had
landed and Avery and his Pa-
trol unit had reached the alien
base, they found Majeski sit-
ting upright, dead, with the
shattered bodies of Androme-
dans everywhere about,

But Majeski was smiling. He
had saved the colony—and ke
had done it, not the Patrol. In
death, his face "gleamed with
triumph,

THE END



