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CARIDE SHALL NOT

* %X %

DEE!

by Walter
Kubilius

{({lustration by Fawcette)

The relics of the Caridi civili-
zaiion were the grentest archeo-
logical find in the Solur Sys-
tern. And they were righi on
top of the richest power-spurce
inine in the system, is3!
APTAIN FULSOM of the So-
lar Museum Expedition
dropped his beam wand in de-
spair. “It’s no use,” he said, discour-
agement in his voice, “Can’t find
the slightest trace of artificially-
created structures. The radio waves
reflect nothing but the samz old
crust of Pluto.”
“Then those hieroglyphics
Mars. .. Morely began to say.
“F Fulsom broke in bitterly,

on

Fakes,"”
“If there ever was a civilization on
Pluto we would have found a trace
of it by now.”

Wearily, struggiing with the
clumsy movement of their space-
suits, they made their way back to
the Rocketship Darwin.

Captain Fulsom was lost in
thought, thinking of the millions in-

The being appeared suddenly be-
fore the astonished Bender . . .

30
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vested in the expedition and won-
dering how he would face his col-
leagues back on Earth., A lost civili-
zation on frozen Pluto! Even now
he could see them laughing in the
laboratories and museums of Earth.
He could even hear them as they
jeered. :

“What!” they would ask laughing-
ly, “traces of a lost civilization on
icy Pluto? On the planet that re-
ceives 1/3600 of the sun’s rays that
Earth receives? So, Captain Fulsom,
chasing the ghosts of the past?”

A buzzing within his helmet inter-
rupted his reverie. Someone was try-
ing to call him. He turned around
and saw, far on the bleak snowy

mountain, a small figure leisurely.

waving a gresting to them.

“Must be one of the prostectors,”
Morley said, “hunting for barrite-
crystals, the source of atomic pow-
er.”

“He’s probably starving for a
chance to talk” Fulsom replied,
“Here’s hoping he hasn’t got space-
madness, or we'll never hear ths end
of his adventures.”

“You can hardly blame them for
talking so much. Scme of them
spend months all alone on a planet.”

The prospector soon bounded up
to them. He wore the usual appara-
tus. On his suit’s legs were strapped
pickaxes, rods and blasting equip-
ment. On his back were two double-
sized concentrated oxygen tanks;
this meant he was prepared to spend
more than a month away from a
spaceship or camp.

He was an old man—they could
see his wrinkled face and white-
streaked beard through the visor of
his space suit. “Hi ya friends,” he
greeted them warmly, “ya prospect-
ing?”

His voice came weakly over the
suit-to-suit radio. H’m, thought Ful-
som, he must have been here quite
some time. His powerized battery
is almost shot. “Not exactly,” he
said aloud; “we’re from the Solar
Museum. We're hunting for traces
of lost civilizations on Pluto.”

A flicker of suspicion shone in
the prospector’s eyes and then died
away. He forced a smile to his lips.
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“Scientists, huh? You don’t say!”
he crackled, “Use ta be a scientist
myself. I'm the fellow who invented
the automatic meteor-warner. Yes
sir!” he addsd proudly, “That’s me!”

Fulsom smiiled. The meteor-warn-
ser was invented by nobody; it was
only the logical result of years of
space-traveling. Each rocketeer who
ever left the Earth added something
—each giving what he knew so that
others would follow in the dread re-
cesses of space. But the old pros-
pector was a pleasant sort of liar
nonetheless.

“How long have you been here?”
Morely asked. : :

“Nigh unto twenty years!”

“Twenty years! That's impossible!
How do you get air, food and ma-
terials?”

“Ch, easy enough,” the prospec-
tor said as his face wrinkled into a
smile again. “I buy ’‘em from Toc-
casional prospectors and expeditions
who come along. There’s one around
here every year or so.”

“But suppose no ons came for
over a year?” v

The prospector shiugged his
shoulders and looked at the desolate
scene on the Plutonian landscape.
Sharp jagged mountains cut into a
grim dark sky. Death was easy on
Pluto.

For all he knew, Fulsom thought,
the prospector may have been tell-
ing the truth, When a man travels
through space for a long time he
picks up strange ideas—like spend-
ing twenty years on a piece of ice.
But the old prospector was pretty
sane; he could see ‘that. No space
madman had a sense of humor.

“Say!” the prospector said, “How
about inviting me on board?”

“Sure!” Fulsom agreed, ashamed
that he had forgotten. When a man
wears a space suit for a long time
he gets tired. “Come on’

Arm in arm, chatting as they went,
the trio stepped aboard the Rocket
ship Darwin,

FTER he had relaxed within
the soothing warmth of the

ship and had a few sips of the spacé-
famous Mercurian tea, the old pros-
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pector began to spin his yarns. Ful-
som and Morely, discouraged after
months of fruitless work on Pluto,
were soon smiling again.

“Why,” the old man drawled once
more, taking another sip of Mercur-
ian tea, “I remember the time I got
lost in the rings of Saturn with the
giant of a ship I had then! By So-
lar! But that was a time!” he chuck-
led, “I moved slowly, like a worm,
and wiggled my way through ’em. I
got out into space pretty well for
a couple "of thousand miles when I
look around and what do you think
I saw?”

“Haven't the faintest
two scientists said.

“Them moons were following me!
So help me Solar! There was a
string of them moons behind me!
The Palomar Observatory checked
up on my story and to this day you
can see them on Saturn where my
ship dragged them away. The Old
Prospector’s Strings—that’s what
they call them! Ah yes! Them were
the days! A man could go out into
space and start something or find
something. Tain’t like that any
more. Barrite crystal prospectors ev-
erywhere!”

“But you're a barrite crystal pros-
pector yourself!” Moriey interrupt-
ed. The old man looked at him as
if he was hurt. :

“That’s different!” he said, sud-
denly changing his tone. Morely and
Fulsom listened to him in surprise.
“l mean it!” he went on, “Barrite
crystals are the source of atomic
power. That’s why everybody hunts
for them. Even me. But do you think
they’d use that power successfully?
For the good of the system? Build-
ing a ship to reach the stars, for
example? Hell, no! They build war
rockets! Damn them!”

“Yes,” Fulsom said soberly,
“atomic power is a wonderful thing,
but it becomes horrible when used
in space-war; I've seen it.”

They paused, each one in his
thoughts. The old prospector, more
than the others, seemed to be strug-
gling with something. He found it
difficult to speak. “You fellows,”

ideal!” the

he began hesitantly, “What are you
here for?”

“We're hunting for traces of a
lost Plutonian civilization,” Fulsom
began. “Hieroglyphics on Mar.ian
ruins pointed this way. But we
haven’t found anything.”

“l want to show you something,”
the prospector said, getting up.

He walked to his space-suit hang-
ing on the wall and paused before it
as if giving himself a last chance to
back down. He squared his shoulders,
and trembling hands rummaged
through the suit’s pockets till he
found the precious scrap of paper.
He carefully unfolded it and tender-
ly carried it back and gave it to Ful-
som. “Look at this,” he said, a touch
of command in his voice.

Fulsom took it, glanced at it. Sud-
denly his eyebrows arched in aston-
ishment. “This is the same type of
writing as the Martian hieroglyph-
ics! Where did you get it? Where
is it from?”

“From the Caridi.” )

“The Caridi?” Fulsom and Mor-
ley asked, standing up; “what do you
mean?”

“The Caridi,” he said, looking up
at them., ‘“was the civilization on
Pluto.”

“Good Lord, man!” Fulsom asked
excitedly, “Have you found traces,
ruins?”

“Yes,” he said slowly, “I found
ruins.” ]

“Then that’'s why you are here!”

“Yes,” he added softly, “To see
that no one else finds them.”

“Are you mad?” Fulsom broke in.
“If these Caridi ruins, or whatever
you call them, exist—why, they
might explain the entire history of
the solar system! You can't keep
such knowledge hidden! Where are
those ruins?”

“Those ruins go back thousands of
years. I might even say,” he added
hesitantly, “millions. But there’s
one damn thing!” he shouted. “Those
ruins are placed right smack upon
the richest barrite-crystal layer in
the entire solar system!”

HE PROSPECTOR stood up
and nervously paced the interior
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of the ship. Fulsom and Morely
watched as he gesticulated angrily
with his arms. “Don’t you think I
wanted to have capable scientists ex-
amine those traces of the Caridi and
help decode the inscriptions which
have baffled me? Of course I did!”

“Then why don't you?” Fulsom
demanded.

“Because they would have discov-
ered the barrite-ore underneath!
There’s enough there to blow up the
whole system. Do you think any one
planet could have kept its discovery
a secret? It would have become
known and the damnedest inter-
planetary war would begin for the
control of Pluto! Mars couldn’t af-
ford to let Earth control the ores
and Earth couldn’t trust Mars.
Venus couldn’t let either of them!
And in the fighting that would go
on here every vestige of the Caridi
civilization would be destroyed!”

TI'ulsom and Morely were stunned.
What planet would ever permit a
leisurely examination of pre-histor-
ic ruins that would explain- the dark
pages of knowledge, while knowing
that underneath it was an unlimited
store of barrite, enough to enable it
to master the solar system? It could
not be done; one or the other had
to be sacrificed. Knowledge would
be destroyed by war.

“I think I know what we can do,”
Fulsom said slowly.

The old prospector looked at him
and smiled, “Just what T'm doing?”

Fulsom nodded his head.

“What is it?” Morely asked.

“I could stay here,” he said quick-
ly, “and examine those ruins with
the prospector. I'll put every inch
of the planet under the miscroscope

if necessary, but the secret of our.

solar system and its civilization must
be discovered!”

The prospector and Morely lis-
tened intently while Fulsom paused.

“You,” he said, to Morely, *“could
go back to Earth and say that noth-
ing was found but a few traces which
I am unecarthing; that would satisfy
the' Museum. Above all, say that bar-
rite-crystals are almost non-exist-
ent on Pluto. While planet {fights
planet, they must not come here!”

“We're not expected for six
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months,” Morely decided,
stay and help you.”

“That’s good,” the prospector said,
“Let’s go to the fields now; I'll
show you what remains of a great
but lost civilization.”

Fulsom went to the controls and
the Rocketship Darwin blasted away.
In two days they came to a gigantic
sunken valley on both sides of which
razor-like hills stood protectingly.
The ground was like a multi-colored
candy stick laid down between two
mountain ranges.

“There was a giant upheaval on
Pluto countless ages ago,” the pros-
pecter said, “which exposed the
buried civilization of Caridi. Each
layer is the history of a million

“so T'll

years.”

The rocketship descended and
rested on the dark frozen soil of
Pluto.

SIX MONTHS later, the prospec-
tor came to Fulsom and Morely
as they worked on a map, planning
the next day’s excavations. “I fin-
ished the translation of the inscrip-
tions we found.”

“Splendid!” Fulsom said; *“the
years you spent here were not
wasted. Morely and I could never
have decoded the simplest word.”

Fulzom and Morely dropped their
work and listened. This was a mes-
sage from a people that were a mil-
lion years dead when the pterodac-
tyl screamed on Earth.

“Many were the tears shed in
Caridi today,” he read slowly, “for
evil news has come from the third
planet of our sun”

“That’s Earth!” Morely shouted
in surprise. ‘

“...the colony of Caridi has fallen
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to the ice! The brave men who gave
their lives for the glory of science
shall be ever remembered in the an-
nals of Caridi. Our colony has
failed. Few are the years that re-
main. Here, as on the Third Planet,
the dark night of the ice awaits
us...”

"The prespector put down the pa-
per for a moment.- “From here on,”
he said, “I can’t piece the disjointed
ideas together. There is only one
idea which gives itself to transla-
tion. It is this: ‘...the Caridi will
be born again—on the Third
Planet!...” ”

“They must have tried to colonize
again, but failed.”

“No,” the prospector said, “the
words are definitely ‘will be born
again’. But that isn’t all. This is
what it says later on.”

Carefully, testing the’ weight and
meaning of each word, he read:
“...the intelligences yet to be born
shal! not remember Caridi. To them
we shal] be nothing but ruins upon
a frozen planet. But Caridi shall not
die! It will be born again! It will
live silently in the memory of the
Third Planet, always there, vaguely
hinting and encouraging them to
find their heritage underneath our
ruins.... They shall remember,
looking at the stars, only when their
memory speaks in terms of hope and
progress....”

“That heritage,” Morely said, “is
the barrite crystals! The unlimited
source of atomic power!”

“Not only that, but in those ruins
we will find the accumulated knowl-
edge of a million years—waiting.”

“Those words, the Caridi will be

born again, hint of something else,”-

Fulsom said, nervously rereading
the prospector’s translations. “What
is life? Is it something that is an
accident in the universe? How did it
come to Earth? Those life spores
that some say came from the outer
reaches of space—may not their
source have been Caridi?”

“Some call it Caridi, others call it
God!” laughed Morely.

“Did it ever occur to you,” he said
in answer to Morely’s joking re-
mark, “to ask why Earth has always
been practically teeming with life?

Nothing ever evolved to civilization
on Mars or Venus before Caridi or
Earth colonized  them! Only one
planet in the entire solar system is
immanent with life—and that planet
is Earth!

“I still can’t understand it all,” he

added, his brows hardening into
lines of concentration. “But I feel
that those frozen ruins outside,

incredibly ancient as they are, may
hold the secret of life itself!”

They were silent for a moment,
awed by the full’ impact of the in-
scription they had found beneath
the strata of Pluto. Each one felt
his insignificance as he thought of
the eons of measureless time that
had passed since Caridi had known
its greatness,

Their silence was suddenly bro-
ken. A shrill whistle from the control
board filled the little room on the
space-ship.

Surprised (for who would ever
come to this graveyard planet?) they
turned and watched a quivering
needle on the dial.

“Space-ship appreaching,” Fulsom
said softly.

TANDING ON the surface of

Pluto, they watched the long,
black space-ship descend. When the
rockets had sputtered and died the
trio, dressed in their heavy clanging
space-suits, approached the strange
ship, half in wonder and half in
{ear.

It was battered and worn, a space-
ship that had seen many years of
service in the lanes. There was
something else that made them un-
ecasy as they approached. From
port-holes on the ship peered omi-
nous and powerful gun nozzles.

The air-lock opened and three men
stepped forward. The first_one held
nothing in his hand but a metallic
roll; the other two -were armed.
Cnly a short distance separated them
from Fulsom, Morely and the pros-
pector. The leader motioned with
his arm that he was ready to speak.

“Who are you?” Fulsom heard the
gruif voice through the microphone
of the space suit.

“Captain Fulsom on the Solar Mu-
seum. And you?” -



CARIDI SHALL NOT DIE! 85

“What're you doing here,” the
stranger said, ignoring the question,
“prospecting ?”

“Yes,” Fulsom answered sharply;
“Is it any of your concern?” )

“Looking for barrite crystals in
this valley I suppose?”

“No. There is nothing here of
commercial value to interest you.
We're examining ancient ruins of
a pre-historic civilization.”

The stranger laughed out loud and
then cut it short with an angrv snarl.
“Got a claim?”

“No. We don't need a claim. This
is a scientific expadition from the

Solar Museum of Earth. Who are
you and what do -you want?”

“My name is Bender,” he an-
swered. “Have no claim, eh? Well,
you need a claim to touch land in
the Solar System. Planetary Courts
say so. I got a claim, a mining claim,
for barrite crystals. That old buz-
zard there,” he said, pointing to ths
prospector, “was around when I
first laid my ship down on this val-
ley two years ago. I recognize him.”

“But I got a claim now,” he
shouted, brandishing the metallic
roll before them; “now get the hzll
off my land before I order the thzee
of you shot down!”

“You can’t get away with this,
Bender,” the prospsctor broke in,
“There’s important work going on
here! You’ll' smash those ruins in
order to get to the barrite crystals,
You can’t do that! Those ruins are
important to science!”

“Damn science! Get off my land!”

“I'll appeal to the Planetary
Courts,” said Fulsom; “there are
laws prohibiting the destruction of
archaeologically valuable land.”

“It will be six months by the time
you get to a court,” Bender sneered.
“By that time I'll have enough ore
ready to buy out every court from
here to the sun.”

“Youw’ll pay for this,” the pros-
pector said evealy, “I'm warning
you!” . .

“See those guns on my ship?
They’re trained on yours, If you
are not back in it within twenty min-
utes and set off from this valley, T'll
blast your ship to pieces—and you
too for that matter.”

Fulsom and Morely, hopelessly
furious with rage, cursed the fact
that there was not a single gun on
the Darwin. Turning away, the trio
made their way slowly and despair-
ingly to the ship. Oddly enough, the
old prospector didn't seem to mind;
he smiled grimly to himself as he
trudged along.

‘Within the Darwin Captain Ful-
som paced the floor, pale with anger.
“It takes millions of years,” he
raged, “to discover all that science
has achieved in those ruins, and
they’ll be dsstroyed in six months by
a bunch of barrite-stricken, power-
mad fools!”

“We better start going,” the pros-
pector said; “we have only a few
minutes.”

“We can—
then stopped.

“We can what?” Fulsom demand-
ed.

€

Morely began, and

‘We can ram them,” Morely said
quickly, “That will prevent them
from destroving the ruins. Only one
is needed—"

“I'll be the onz!”

“No,” the old prospector broke in,
“there’s not a chance.” The ship
would be shot down before it got
near enough. Set the motors.”

“Where to and why?” -

“Up to the highest mountain so
we can get a complete view of the

_valley. I'm going to show you what

happened to me twenty years ago.”
“What in the world are you talk-
ing about?” Fulsom asked, irritated.
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“You'll see. I would have told you
before, but you would not have be-
lieved me.”

ORELY turned on the power

and within a few moments
the rocket blasted its way upward.
When it was several thousand feet
above the surface of the planet they
levelled off and shot across the giant
valley to a great peak in the dis-
tance. Near it they stopped and
brought down the ship to rest upon
the mountain top that overlooked
the plain.

“Focus your telescope and watch
Bender and his mob,” the prospec-
tor ordered.

“I still don’t get what you're driv-
ing at,” Fulsom said, but both he and
Morely obeyed. They aligned the
telescoping sights so that a clear
picture of Bender’s rocket ship and
his men could be seen. The black
rocket was like a rotten egg lying
upon a colored sea of sand.

Bender and six men, evidently the
entire crew, were. outside the ship.
They quickly separated, each armed
with a barrite-rifle and each holding
a beam wand. Obviously thev were
losing no time for the blasting would
soon begin. The seventh man, who
wheeled a small carriage, was the
man who would place the charges in
the ground before setting them off.

A. Fulsom and Morely watched,
the old prospector spoke.

“Twenty years ago,” he said, “I
did the same thing. What will hap-
pen to Bender and his men, happened
to me. Watch.”

"Like seven small insects Bender
and his men scurried around the
ship, jubilant that underneath their
feet lay an ore that would make
them the most powerful men on
Earth. Nothing could be seen in the
entire valley but the ship and the
seven dark men.

T lied to you when I said I came
here with my own ship,” the old
prospector continued, “I came here
twenty years ago on the Balter. It’s
on the other side of this mountain
range now. Ours was a prospecting
expedition; we were hunting for bar-
rite-crystals, jsut like Bender is do-
ing. I was captain and we found

that the whole valley was situated
on a gigantic layer of crystals. I or-
dered one of my men to begin blast-
ing...”

Bender could be seen, however
dimly, waving to one of his men.
The man with the carriage rolled up
to him. Bender pointed to a sec-
tion of the valley to which the man
quickly made his way. The man with
the carriage bent down, removed his
tools and plunged them into the
earth,

“He’s boring a hole before blast-
ing,” Fulsom said to Morely.

“Look!” ‘

One moment ago the valley was
empty but for seven men. But now
there was -a eighth!

She materialized suddenly before
Bender and the man who was pre-
paring to set the blast. Her skin was
dark and shone with a faint luminos-
ity. She stood erect, a head taller

than the brawny and muscular
Bender.

Bender reeled back in surprise.
The lmeeling man stood up and

walked back a few steps, stunned.

Bender must have recovered from
his surprise for he moved forward
a few hesitant steps toward the
strange being.

They stood gazing at each other
for a moment, and then Bender’s
arms slowly went up. The' palms of
his suit-encrusted hands pressed
against the sides of his head and his
knees buckled under him as if he
were in great agony.

“For God’s sake, man!” Fulsom
shouted to the prospector, “explain
what’s going on!”

“Telepathy,” he said, “There is no
international language, so thoughts
must be translated into words. The
Caridi just drained Bender's mind
of all his knowledge. Painful.”

“Is that what happened to you?”

“Yes. All I got was one message:
Do not blast. These ruins are pre-
cious. There is knowledge in them.
The sudden pain passed. I turned to
tell my men to remove the blasting.
They laughed at me and...”

“She’s saying something to his
men!” Morely shouted. Fulsom and
the old prospector turned and looked
through the telescreen in time to
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see the figure of Bender facing his
men,

An order was given. Immediately
the five who were armed unbuckled
their rifles and aimed them at the
strange being.

Th»y were waiting only for Bend-
er's command to fire.

ENDER faced the thing again

and both stared into each
other’'s eyes. No word could be
heard by the three who watched the
scene from the top of the mountain,
but they could sense that a battle
raged between them.

One minute had passed when it ap-
peared that the exchahge of thoughts
was finished, but not to the satisfac-
tion of Bender.

He turned and spoke to his men.
At an order from him their guns
spat flame.

The barrite-rifles flashed. At the
apex of the bullet stream from five
rifles, was the being—unharmed! She
stood, unscarred and untouched, as
shot after shot bounced helplessly
off him.

Panic-stricken,

Bender's men
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dropped their guns and ran fran-
tically to the air-lock of their ship.
It was a race that doomed them
from the beginning, for as each one
ran past the being, a ray of white
light flowed from her eyes.

As the rays touched each man
he fell clumsily and became nothing
but a mass of dead flesh and hot
metal as he struck the ground. Six
were killed ih as many seconds.

Bender stood his ground and did
not move. Whether he was too terri-
fied to flinch or whether he was a
man who faced death as he had lived
life—cold-bloodedly, the three men
in the Darwin could not tell,

When Bender’'s withered body col-
lapsed on the frozen soil of Pluto
the strange being turned and looked
toward the spaceship in which Ful-
som, Morely and the old prospector
sat.

It raised a hand in sdent recogni-
tion and then dlsappeared

“That being will never be seen
again,” the old prospector whispered
as it faded away, “Its task is fin-
ished.”

[Turn Pagel
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ULSOM turned to the old pros-
pector who stoed behind him,

leoking at the dark valley.

“Who are you?” he asked softly.

“Just an old prospsctor,” the old
man smiled, “who remembersd.”

“I—1 can’'t understand it,” Fulsom
said, “Who was that being? Could
the Caridi foretell the future? Did
they—did thsy know we were com-
ing? I feel as if it is all really quite
simple, that one fine day every sin-
gle thing that baffles us now will
be clear. It's like—like trying +to
recall something important that had
slipped your mind.”

“It takes time for a race to re-
member,” the prospector said.

“Why do you say, ‘remember’?”

“Isn’t that as good a word as
any? A man remembers his child-
hood. Why shouldn’t a race remem-
ber its own? But here is a transla-
tion of the inszcription on the last
wall of one of the Houses of Science
we excavated. T did not want to show
it to you before.”

He took out a small piece of pen-
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cilled paper and read: “The three
shall descend from the roof of the
mountain and continue the work.
They shall clear away the valley and
bury the dead. And one of them
shall say, I have remembered!

“Yes! Beings of the Third Planet!
You will remember! The suns grow
aud die in cycles that never know
an end. And each star and planet,
like each individual life you live,
wil] someday become still. But we
shall not die!

“When your planet, like ours,
feels the approach of death—fling
the torch of life across the stars!”

The old prospector folded the
piece of paper and gave it to Ful-
som, “I translated that yesterday.”

.“Is there more?”

“Perhaps there is,” he answered,
smiling, “but we will get to the rest
later.”

It was sunrise on Pluto as the
three men descended into the valley,
bearing in their hands the scrap of
paper.

THE END

(This story has been reprinted by popular request.)



