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WHAT had happened during the few hours that Hart Niles,
Carole, and Dr. Beckwith were away?

HOW had nearly the entire Earth been transformed

into a burning desert?

WHEN had New York, London, Paris, and all the

other cities disappeared?

WHERE wvas civilization? Were they three the
only human beings alive?

WHY did all roads seem to lead to this

fantastic and utterly strange City of Glass?
What were the Glassmen?

You'll find the answers to all these questions,
and many others, in this rousing tale of ad-
venture in worlds to come.
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The Glassman's eyes seemed to pierce through them.
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Chapter One

Hunger — 1941

in slow.moving swirls. It fell across a park bench where a

man lay sleeping on his back. The man stirred, pushed the
damp newspaper off his face and sat up, shivered and pulled his coat
collar tighter around his neck. He knew now why they said Amarillo
was the coldest spot in Texas.

The man was tall, the lines of his face a little angular, and his jaw
was hard and defiant. He stared at the swirling fog and dug deep
into his coat pocket. He brought out a tiny package of something
wrapped in the corner of a newspaper, unfolded it and counted the
coins again. )

“Sixty-two cents—and for the last week I've had nothing but pan-
cakes, one stack a day.” What I'd give, he thought grimly, to set my
teeth into a veal sieak!

THE SUN came up and scattcred. mist through the park trees

He stared at the thinning f bered for the thy dth time

og,
that he was in a strange country, unknown, even hoping he would not
5



6 CITY OF GLASS

be recognized, watching his last nickels slip away in those tiresome
stacks of pancakes.

He got up and stretched some of the stiffness out of his muscles.
He rubbed his ten-day beard, and then abruptly caught himself get-
ting careless. He looked around. Behind his own bench, thirty feet
away, a heavy-bodied tramp sat reading a paper. The tramp’s head
moved quickly, as if he had not been looking at the printed words.

Hart Niles approached him casually, remembering just in time to
let his strong shoulders slump with his shapeless coat. “Is that the
morning paper, buddy? Could I see the classified?"” .

The tramp glared over the top of the paper. Niles swore mentally
at the University of Berlin that had taught him flawless English but
hadn’t shown him how to take the gutturals out of his speech.

“Git movin".” The tramp’s voice was ugly. "I been watchin’ you,
mister. You ain’t no bum—and you talk like a foreigner.”

"But»-"

"‘But nothin’. Us hoboes have got honor, too. You can’t git any-
thing out of us. Move on.” He jerked his dirty thumb.

Niles moved; there was nothing else to do. He found a saloon and
made his way to the restaurant counter at the back.

“Hot cakes,” he said. ¢

“Stack!” the girl called, and set out a glass of water. “Brother, you
like your hot cakes, don't you?”

He fingered the little packet in his coat. -

“Yes,” he said slowly, listening to the sizzle as the cakes spread out
on the griddle. The warm smell of food made him weak all over.

The girl brought his coffee. “You've been around here about a weck
now. Where you working?”

He looked straight at her, seeing her peroxide hair for the first
time. Working!

She saw something in his gaunt face, and the rest she heard in his
flat statement. “I'm not working.”

She was instantly sorry. “A man can’t do much when his luck goes
bad.” She slid the butter plate across the counter. “There's some
mighty smart men out of work.”

It relieved his grimness a little and he smiled at her. “That's right.”

The stack came, four high. The first bites hit his stomach with a
jar. For a moment he was sick, but he got over it and finished the
meal. The girl poured him a second cup of coffee. He unfolded the
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little packet of money and paid for the hot cakes, wrapped carefully
the coins that were left. N

“Thanks, mister.” She eyed him as he got up.

Niles headed for the employment agency; maybe a job would turn
up today. And if he ever got a couple of dollars, he'd buy himself a
steak as big as a table. He sat on a low iron railing next to a poster
urging young- men to enlist in the Marine Corps, and rubbed his
whiskers. He was tempted to spend twenty cents for a shave—but that
represented more than a day’s food. What was the difference, any-
way, how he looked? His hand came out of his pocket.

His breakfast settled at last, and he went into the employment of-
fice. It was dirty and bare. A blackboard on the wall had one scrawled
notation in chalk.

DAIRY HAND AT LUBBOCK.
$30 A MONTH

_Hart Niles grinned. “The hand that runs a cyclotron isn’t worth a
cent for milking cows,” he said to himself.

But he pushed through the men at the counter—Dbig men, little men,
all stubbled with whiskers, all wearing coats with pockets that sagged
from carrying a man'’s belongings in the sun and rain.

He stopped short. A small, well-dressed man stood with his back
to the counter., “Fifty dollars a day,” he was saying.

Niles caught his breath. Fifty dollars a day! But the men -were
shaking their heads stubbornly. -

“Sixty dollars a day,” said the little man defensively.

He had a very gentle face and absent-looking blue eyes. He, too,
wore whiskers, but they were trimmed and parted in the middle of his
chin and carefully brushed back to each side.

Niles pushed up. One day's work would— "I'll take it,” he said
quickly. “When do I start?"”

s
THE ABSENT-MINDEDNESS faded from the man’s eyes. He

looked at Niles as if he was startled that some one actually had
accepted. He started to nod his head, but a quick film of suspicion
came over the small man’s face. Niles shrank a little. He had forgotten
his erect bearing, the correctness of his shoulders; he knew he didn’t
look like a bum.

“I'm a college man,” he explained. "I need the work.”

“I'm Dr. Beckwith,” the little man answered scrutinizing him. “1
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want someone to help me on an experumental rocket flight.”

“I—" Niles repeated eagerly.

“But I don't want anybody who might be trying to steal my se-
crets,” Dr. Beckwith said firmly. “This is a time of war, and I can't
take a chance.”

“But I could help,” Niles said earnestly.

He was thinking fast. It would be fatal to let this man see how
much he really knew about rocket ships. “I've helped on experiments
with rocket motors. I know something about pressures and heat.”

Dr. Beckwith began to shake his head stubbornly.

I know all about the proper shape and efficiency of the nichrome
nozzle,” Niles said quickly.

That should do the trick. Nichrome nozzles had been discarded by
most inventors in favor of tungsten alloys.

It worked. Dr. Beckwith barely suppressed a smile at the out-of-
date knowledge of this tall young man. “Well, perhaps,” he 'said.

“Come along and we'll see.”

Niles drew a deep breath; he had a chance, anyway. One day’s pay
would seem a fortune. He followed Dr. Beckwith out, so excited that
he hit the door frame with his shoulder and it turned him half around.
They walked along the street.

“By the way.” The absent-minded look was in Beckwith's eyes
again. "We have already—I mean, have you had bteakfast"'

Niles Jooked down at him. “Uh—yes.

“And my theory is—oh, yes, breakfast. 1 haven't eaten. Perhaps
you'd like a steak or someth::s

Steak ? Hart Niles swallowed, then he grinned. The pancakes seemed
already to have evaporated, and he was hungry again. “If you in-
sist,” he said.

They went into a restaurant. “Order anythmg you like,” Beckwith
ll'lVl(e

He looked well able to pay, and Niles ordered a sixteen-ounce sir-
loin with onions and mushrooms. He watched the waitress go toward
the kitchen, and his mouth began to water.

“Now, then,” said Beckwith. He rubbed his eyes as if they were
tired. “I've been working out here in the New Mexico desert.”

Niles remembered his role. “With Dr. Goddard?”

“No, my work is not connected with his; I've been trying to- attain
higher spceds by the—by a different method.”

Hart Niles checked the excitement in his throat. He leaned forward.
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“You mean—you are aiming at cri-
tical velocity?”

Beckwith nodded.

“But I thought the fuel

weight—" Niles was watching his
words with care; he frowned in-
voluntarily.

Beckwith smiled at this novice.
I dropped liquid fuel long ago.”

“Oh.” Niles flushed. “You mean
—you are using uranium?"’

“Yes. It's a process developed
first by Dr. Gerhard Wolff, a
Hollander who unquestionably is
the world’s foremost authority on
the fission of uranium. Or, that is,
he was. I haven't heard a word
from him since the war started.”

He sighed. "My own problem is
to ascertain what speed I can at-
tain. If it is the speed of’—his
eyes had grown bright, but sud-
denly they filmed over and he
watched Niles intently—"if it is
the speed of escape,” he went on,
“T'll offer my invention to the
President. It might be enough to
win the war.”

Niles drew a deep breath. Criti-
cal velocity, the speed of escape
from Earth, was seven miles a sec-
ond—over twenty-five thousand
miles an hour. Incredible speed in
itself. But that was not the most
amazing thing about Dr. Beck-
with's statement.

For Hart Niles knew this little
professor was concealing some-
thing. He saw that Beckwith was

not concerned about the speed of.

Here was & victim of
mysterious plague.

the
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escape, that he probably had attained that already, and now had some-
thing else in mind hing bigger, dously bigger.

NILES PICKED his next question with care. “"Have you made a
flight with human passengers?”

Beckwith answered abstractedly. “Oh, yes; my daughter and I have
been up. Past the troposphere, in fact. But it is hard work for just the
two of us— Ah! Here comes our meal.”

Niles' eyes grew round. The steak was brown and juicy and siz-
zling. His fingers fumbled as he picked up the knife-and fork. He cut
a small piece, controlling himself to avoid betrayal of his hunger. The
first bite was halfway to his mouth when Dr. Beckwith laid down his
fork. “There's Carole. I wonder what—"

The girl was smgll like her father. A green-and-red plaid skirt
switled as she hurried to the table. Niles put his fork down and
stood up. The girl glanced at him but spoke to Dr. Beckwith. “The
plane is leaving in twenty minutes, father.”

Dr. Beckwith frowned absent-mindedly. “I thought—"

“The plans have been changed,” she said patiently but firmly.

Her lips parted. She was about to say more—to explain why the
takeoff time had been set forward, Niles thought—but she glanced at
him and her lips closed.

Dr. Beckwith sighed. “Very well.” He got his hat. “Carole. this
young man wants to work with us.”

“‘My name is Niles,” said the object of Carole’s scrutiny.

“How do you do.”

She studied his face and locked into his eyes for a moment. Then
she smiled quickly and turned to her father, who was gazing absently
at the floor. "We must hurry. father.”

Beckwith looked up. “"This young man knows something of rocket
ships. and—"

Carole’s brown eyes studied Niles with new interest. “That’s fine.”
she said.

Dr. Beckwith put on his hat.

“It takes'a week to get through the mountains by mule,” he ex-
plained to Niles. “I'm sorry you have to leave your meal. I hope you
don’t mind.”

Hart Niles looked at the steak, browned in crisscrosses like a waf-
fle. His jaws tightened and he drew a deep breath. Then he gazed at
Carole. She was quite like her father, but very much alert; her eyes
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were alive, and her firm little chin showed practicality. She ‘seemed
logetic, and he stepped to her side. "I don’t mind,” he said, “at

all,

But another thought was more prominent. Dr. Beckwith had not
actually hired him yet; Carole’s entrance had disturbed the absent-
minded little man’s train of thought. It might be that the professor
expected_Carole to pass on Niles' suitability. It seemed so, from the
way Beckwith had spoken to her.

But now, concerned because she had disturbed Niles at his meal,
she seemed to take for granted that her father had hired him. Well,
cither way, the further he should go with them, the harder it would
be for them to send him back.

Niles drew a deep breath and went through the door at the girl's
side. They followed Dr. Beckwith to a taxi. But Carole, with her slim
fingers on Niles' rough coat sleeves, held him back. “Father isn't very
practical,” she said, “but the War Department—" She stopped, watch-
ing him.

"Do you mean,” Niles asked as casually as he could, “that your fa-
ther's work is under the War Department?”

""Not exactly. But the commander of the Seventh Corps Area, at
San Antonio, is an old friend of father’s. There’s nothing official—
yet.”

There was an undertone of apology in her statement, Niles under-
stood that she was begging him to be warned. He studied her brown
eyes, but Dr. Beckwith called from the taxi window. Niles helped the
girl into the cab. calmly and smoothly, and followed her in as if he
were quite sure of himself,
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Take-Off Time

OUR HOURS later the plane bellied down through hot winds
to the high desert plain of central New Mexico. It bumped
along a cleared space in the sand and stopped. Hart Niles,
Dr. Beckwith and Carole got out.
The pilot waved and the plane roared off in a vortex of sand.
“What do you think of it?” asked Dr. Beckwith.
Niles stretched his arms in shapeless coat sleeves toward the clear
blue sky. “This is wonderful,” he said, breathing the clean dry air.
He studied the purple mountains in the west and the endless stretch
of gray-green sage to the east. “It feels so—so free,” he added.
He caught himself. He hadn’t meant to say that, but all during the
flight he had watched for a black speck in the sky behind them.
Carole looked at him oddly. He avoided her eyes and stared at the
countless miles of white soil on the south-—an alkali plain that cov-
ered bear-grass and prickly pear and mesquite bushes with heavy white
lust.
“I've never seen so much room going to waste,” he said.
“It isn’t good for anything,” Carole agreed. “That's why it's isolat-
ed—and why we like it out here.”
“‘Back—"
Niles caught himself. He had been about to say that back in Europe.
a space like this would have supported five million persons. But he
remembered in time.
“Back over there”—he pointed—"are those mountains?”
*“The Saguaches,” Beckwith told him. “Rough country.”

12



TAKE-OFF TIME 13

His bilateral beard nodded absently at the hills, hazy in gurple
clouds, then he turned to the right. “I'll show you your room and then
we'll inspect the ship.”

Niles stared ahead. Nothing was there but the endless gray-green
spikes of sage. “I don't see anything,” he frowned.

“The buildings are down in the canyon,” said Carole, “'so they won't
be so noticeable.”

Niles didn’t se¢ the small canyon until they were nearly at the
edge. The sides went straight down for two hundred feet; and at the
bottom were four adobe buildings, exactly the color of the soil. They'd
be invisible even from the air. Dr. Beckwith might be absent-minded,
but he must have a hidden strain of practicality somewhere behind
that divided beard.

They walked down a steep trail no more than a foot wide. At the
bottom of the canyon Niles glanced around. “I don't see the ship,” he
said, puzzled.

o Ee ship is in another branch of the canyon, around the turn
there,” Beckwith told him. “There’s a hangar blasted out of the can-
yon wall.”

“The Army men insisted on that,” Carole added.

“How do you bring in supplies? Where 1s the road >

Carole looked at him quickly. “There isn’t a road. That’s nothing
but a trail (hrough the sand up above. The nearest town is Encino,
and the census gives it about four hundred population”—a little gay
maliciousness crept into her voice—"most of them Mexicans.”

Niles gazed at her. She was very personable, even in the glaring
light of the midday sun. Her eyes were a russet brown and they were
deep. She turned away from his direct appraisal, and Niles liked the
swing of her red-and-green plaid skirt.

Niles smiled. “Well,” he said, “it looks as if Saturday nights would
be dull around here, since we're off the beaten track.”

She raised her chin abruptly but didn’t answer.

N ONE OF the adobe huts Niles left his coat. He looked over his

dirty winte shirt and shrugged. If they had water around here he'd
wash it tonight.

Beckwith took him down the canyon. They rounded a chalk butte
and walked into a maze of steel girders. Up above, near the top of the
clift ' the steel supported two cradlelike runways a hundred yards apart.
The runways pointed toward the sky at their outer ends, and their
inner ends slanted down and disappeared inside the cliff.
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Beckwith led Niles into a small tunnel at the base of the chalk wall;
they went inside.

At first Niles covldn’t see, but then his vision began to discern
things in the dim light. He stepped onto a wooden floor and stopped,
his eyes trying vainly to see better.

There in the bowels of the earth was a spaceship, thirty feet of
sleek beryllium steel, gleaming darkly and powerfully in the near

loom.
: Beckwith led Niles up the iron steps of the ship. The walls inside
were covered with dials round and square, levers, green and red indi-
cator lights. Niles studied them in amazement. This absent-minded
man with the divided beard actually had constructed a spaceship—and
the world knew nothing about it!

Except. of course. the War Department. For that matter, who knew
how many ships like this were hidden over the Earth, with scientists
everywhere working feverishly to perfect them?

Beckwith’s examination of the ship was perfunctory. He led Niles
back outside into the dazzling light.

“You're all alone out here.”” said Niles. “Except—! suppose you
have some helpers.”

“No.” Beckwith replied. “The Army Engineering Corps furnished
men to build the runway and fit the ship together. but I can’t do my
work with a lot of people around. Besides.” he said absently, “our
isolation itself is a protection.” He dismissed the matter entirely. “Let's
get back and see about dinner.”

They met Carole on the canyon floor. with the sunlight shining in
her eyes and a hawklike bird on her wrist. She clapped a leather hood
over its head when she saw them.

“You have a falcon.” Niles said admiringly. .

The bird raised one clawed foot and a tiny bronze bell tinkled. It
set the foot back on the girl's wrist and settled down.

“It's a yearling goshawk. I have a pair that 1 have trained myself.”
Carole said proudly. .

“Excellent,” murmured Niles.

“She treats those birds as she would her own brother and sister,”
Bgcll:with added indulgently. “She even takes them up in the ship
with us.” :

“I imagine,” said Niles, “it does get lonely out here.”

Carole looked-at him with gratitude shining in her eyes.
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"What about dinner?” asked her father. "I suppose Mr. Niles is
hungry.” !

“The man hasn’t come from Encino with the eggs and meat,” she
said. “But we'll have lunch.”

The lunch wasn't steak, but it tasted good. Carole had warmed a
can of beans, and there was salmon, coffee with evaporated milk, and
oranges for dessert. Niles didn’t leave any food on the table.

“We'll have to get up at four o'clock in the morning,” Beckwith
told him. “T'll call you.” 4

“Fine,” said Niles.

After lunch he helped Dr. Beckwith wheel wooden boxes into the
ship, and a large crate of live cottontail rabbits, which Beckwith said
were for testing effects of gravity. When this work was finished, he
went to his adobe hut.

After dark Niles took a bar of soap and went outside. Through the
windows of the main hut he saw Carole and her father working over
charts. He walked on down the sandy floor of the canyon. The cliffs
brooded in mysterious shadows under the light of brilliant stars. The
stars looked close, out here on the western desert. but Niles pondered
that it took four years for light to reach the Earth from the nearest
one.

He walked down a different branch of the canyon and came to a
tiny creek. He took off his soiled shirt, washed it out, rinsed it, took
it back to the hut and hung it over a mesquite-root chair to dry in the
cool night air.

WHEN DR. BECKWITH called him in the morning, the desert
was fully lighted but the canyon was still cool and quiet, as if
all life had hidden from the advancing heat of the sun. Niles put on
his shirt and went outside.

“Good morning,” said Carole. She was fresh and cool, ard her eyes
sparkledwith energy. “Did you sleep well >

“Very well,” Niles assured her.

He watched the red-and-green of her skirt swinging as she went
down to the creek. He carried three big cartons of food—bread,
oranges, canned goods—into the tunnel and placed it inside the ship.
Then Carole came with a falcon on each wrist.

"Are just we three going up?” Niles asked her.

She studied his face for an instant. *'We can handle the ship,” she
said, and added, “Father and I are armed.”
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Niles studied her a moment and drew his shoulders erect. “I need
the work,” he said, “but I don’t want to go any further on a misun-
derstanding. It would only cause unpleasantness when you find out
the truth.”

“What do you mean?”

“You handle most of the details when your father deals with the
outside world, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Carole said wonderingly.

“Then why didn’t you hire me?” -

“Why—father did that himself.” .

“No, he didn't,” Niles told her frankly.

“Well—"

I thought,” said Niles, “that you and he would find that out be-
fore this. To be candid, I didn’t think you'd send me back, but—"

Carole had been studying him. Now she held up her hand. “I think
you're honest, so consider - yourself officially hired, Mr. Niles. Now
excuse me; there’s work to do.” -

Her plaid skirt swirled as she went past him into the ship.

Hart Niles grinned. It must be the way he combed his hair. He
rubbed his hand across his.face, then he studied-his reflection in the
beryllium side of the ship. He really didn’t look bad in a beard.

The take-off time was near. Dr. Beckwith came up the tunnel, car-
rying a steel box as if it were made of the most fragile glass. Niles
followed him into the ship and watched him disappear into the stern
compartment, to return a few minutes later empty-handed. The pro-
fessor w&nt to the bow, seated himself before banked masses of dials
and needles and indicator lights.

He threw switches, pressed buttons and set dials. He leaned back for
a moment to-check his work, his beard sweeping in quick, jerky mo-
tions from one side to the other. Then he seized a copper knife-switch
and closed it firmly. A hum arose from the stern of the ship.

"dVIVarming up the activator,” Beckwith said, his eyes on a moving
needle. )

Niles watched sharply but said nothing.

THREE MINUTES later a tiny red light began to blink. Beckwith
started a motor. He moved a lever and a clatter came from the
stern. It grew into a roar. Beckwith watched his,dials; he shifted a
lever and Niles felt the ship jerk forward. Stop. Jerk forward again.

Beckwith inched it around the curve of the track, slowly. He re-
turned the lever and the roar died to a hum.
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“You can help me outside,” he said to Niles. * .

They descended. Far.ahead, up a straight track of gleaming steel,
Niles saw an opening in the sky. At Beckwith’s direction, he liftccl. a
big steel hook into a ring at the stern of the ship. They got back in.
Niles screwed tight the oval door. Beckwith seated himself and moved
the lever upward.

A roar shot out at the stern, but Beckwith pushed the lever up until
the roar grew into a giant rumble of power. The professor slipped on
a pair of heavy green lenses.

The tunnel outside became charged with a dazzling white light that
flooded the spaceship through small quartz windows. The rumble grew
into a deep, vibrant hum that made the ship strain at its anchor. It
quivered on the rails; the hum deepened and deepened; the tunnel
became brighter until the blast of light was unbearable and Niles
closed his eyes. -

“Nozzle "velocity, twenty thousand,” he heard Beckwith mutter
tensely. “Hold on!"

Niles seized a railing around the wall of the ship. He sensed Beck-
with's quick movement. The ship hurtled up the rails like a steel
dragon chn}ging from its cave, roaring and quivering and spouting
unbearable fire. Niles' arms were wrenched at their sockets; he was
sick for an instant, but he felt the cessation of light and opened his
eyes. The tunnel mouth was behind them and they roared on into the

sky.

“Lord,” Niles breathed. *"We made it! We're up!” .

No one heard him. Carole and her father were ipteat on their in-
struments. He glanced down. They were three thousand feet high al-
ready. He found an air-speed dial. It read six hundred miles an hour.
He looked down again. The earth was turning into 2 miniature map
of brown and white and dull green.

Hart Niles stared. Down on the desert an olive-drab speck was
crawling through the sage. It was a car and from the cloud of dust that
trailed behind, it was coming fast. Niles caught his breath. He knew
that olive-drab color.
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Test Flight

R. BECKWITH was_ watching his instruments. The ship
D roared up at a steep slant. Beckwith set his lever and glanced

back; he saw the olive-drab car. Suddenly he looked up at
Niles, frowning.

“They're from Albuquerque,” said Carole behind them. *The pilot
must have called them.” -

“They should have got here sooner,” Beckwith grumbled, “if they
have business with us.”

“There might have been some trouble on the road,” Carole sug-
gested.

Dr. Beckwith frowned. He stared at Niles. “We can’t go down
now,” he declared. "They'll be there when we get back.” He turned
to his instruments. "I want you to help Carole,” he said.

In silence Niles took three steps through the narrow aisle, holding
himself back against the pull created by acceleration.

“Your principal job,” Carole told him, “is to pull this big lever if
anything happens. It opens a section of the top and releases two big
parachutes.” N
5 "Ol:u ," he said. He looked around. “Where are your fuel tanks?”

e asked.

He knew there wasn’t much space for fuel. This ship weighed thirty

tons. By the mechanics of ordinary space flight they would have to
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W

I ﬂ'l

carry at least a hundred and twenty tons of fuel for take-off and land-
ing alone. But this ship wasn’t crowded with fuel tanks.

“Father brought it in that lead box. It's ten pounds of Uranium.”

“Ten pounds!” Niles pretended to be amazed. “There isn't sup-
posed to be that much isolated.”

“Father did it,” Carole said in a manner that settled everything.

“But all Uranium can do is boil water; that would take—" He
stopped suggestively.

She shook her head and the brown eyes were deep. “Not by father's
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rocess. He doesn’t use heat. The exhaust from the tubes is only 2
y-product.”
“But—"

“It's direct atdmic power,” Carole explained patiently. “It's differ-
ent from anything else, the same as electcic power is different from
steam. You will understand that I can’t be more specific now.”

“Oh,” said Niles. :

This was what he had wanted to hear, but he dismissed it as if it
meant nothing to him. “You've been up before, your father said.”

She nodded and started to speak, but a red light flashed.

“Number One tube thirty-two hundred degrees,” she called to her
father. He reached to the left and shifted a lever; the red light grew

im. .

“We've been up before,” Carole went on, “but this is the final test,

the one toward which father has been working for years. He thinks”
- —she hesitated—"he thinks this power will give us infinite speed.”

Niles' eyes widened. He'd been expecting this, but still it was a
:_lx;ck). “Infinite speed?” he repeated. Do you mean the speed of
light 2"

sHe tried to sound only superficially impressed, but it was hard to
control his real eagerness.

Then Carole’s face was turned toward him, and he saw that it was
white. “Yes,” she whispered. "The speed of light; we're going to try
for that now. I'm afraid something—something will go wrong.”

Niles stared at her, trying to take her words in and fully appreciate
;hem. But Dr. Beckwith’s voice came to them. “Twenty thousand

eet.” ~

Carole opened an oxygen valve.

Niles glanced at the gravity indicator. It showed a constant accelera-
tion of four gravities.

He studied the instruments and asked questions of Carole.

"We're at eighty thousand feet,” she announced presently.

“Lord!" exclaimed Niles. “That's a world’s altitude record.” He
looked out. “You can see the curvature of the Earth quite plainly.”

THE SKY was purple-black. Stars stood out like yellow pin-heads.
Niles looked at the pressure gauge. “The mercury is almost at” the
bottom,” he noted. “Temperature eighty below zero.”
A bell sounded one note. Beckwith switched a control knob.
“Father has a special air-speed indicator.” Carole explained. “When
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the velocity reaches a hundred thousand miles an hour, father switches
in a dial that indicates miles per minute.”

*“A hundred thousand miles an hour!” Niles exclaimed.

The needle dropped to fifteen hundred when Beckwith shifted the
knob. That represented miles per minute, Niles reminded himself. The
needle settled once and then began to climb; it was almost impossible
to believe.

This little man and his daughter, working alone, out of contact with
the world, had done what a thousand scientists would give their lives
for. They had harnessed atomic power to a vehicle. Now they were
traveling two hundred times as fast as man had ever gone before!

“How much faster—"

"I don’t know.” Carole watched her instruments. “There is a dial
to register miles per second.” Her voice was tight. “We've never used
it-—yet.” N

B{':l it was apparent they would use it soon. Dr. Beckwith held the
ship at four gravities. The miles-per-minute needle crawled steadily to
the top of its arc. Through the windows, the Earth was now a distinct
ball, the globes continents like those flour-and-paste relief maps Niles
had made in school.

“Which way are we going? -

"l:ll the general direction of Sirius,” Carole told him. “See there;
ahead ?” :

Niles looked at the blackest, most perfectly defined sky he had ever
seen. Ahead of them was the constellation of the Great Dog and the
dazzling whiteness of Sirius, brightest star in the heavens. Niles shud-
dered; if they kept going at this rate, they themselves soon would be
in the heavens. .

Dr. Beckwith came out of his abstraction and spoke to them. “We're
going over the asteroid belt,” he announced. -

Niles stared at the professor. He looked at the chronometer over the
professor’s head and down at the accelerometer, which still showed
four G's.

“It isn’t possible,” Niles said. “We've been gone only a few hours.
At four G's it would take—let's see—" He thought a2 moment. “It
would take about thirty hours to reach the asteroid belt. And we—"

“You forget,” Dr. Beckwith said, “that gravity itself is relative.
Near the Earth’s surface you would fall thirty-two feet per second. A
force of four gravities would carry you away from the Earth at a speed
that would increase’by one hundred and twenty-eight feet each second.
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But that speed moves against the force of gravity; in other words, it
lifts whatever you weigh.”

“Of course,” said Niles. “I—"

“Sh-h!"” Carole warned. “When he gets started you can’t stop-him
till he delivers his lecture.”

“Out here,” Beckwith went on with a reproving glance, “'you weigh
only a fraction of an ounce, as far as the Earth is concerned. Thus the
same force that moves one hundred and eighty pounds on earth, at an
acceleration of four gravities, will move you now at an acceleration of
hundreds of gravities and cause less discomfort than it did when we
left Barth.”

“Then,” said Niles slowly, “acceleration can progress infinitely.”

“Exactly. The only approximation of our actual speed is the ether
indicator.”

The bell sounded a single tore. Niles' eyes shot to the speed dial.
It went dark for an instant, then the needle that showed miles per
second left its starting post and began to climb. The last figure on this
dial was 186,000—the speed of light. .

AROLE saw the movement of Niles' eyes. “The bell will sound
twice just before we reach that velocity—if we ever do,” she said
huskily.

It was some comfort to Niles to know that she was scared. He
walked up to Beckwith's side, astounded to realize that time had passed
sc swiftly that he himself must have stood in one spot for hours,
watching Carole and examining the controls. He still had to lean for-
ward against acceleration, for of course that had increased as his weight
decreased. Now it must be terrific; the needle on the dial was mount-
ing steadily.

“You know what will happen if we should reach the s of
light?”" Niles asked. pPe pecd

Beckwith didn't hear him, so he said it again. The professor glanced
around quickly, confused. His beard lifted. “What? Oh, yes. Yes, 1
see—l mean, I know. Don't- worry, don’t worry.” Impatiently he
turned back to his instruments.

Time went very slowly from then on. Hours, and possibly days,
passed. Niles quit watching the chronometer. They took turns sleeping
in 2 narrow bunk. They ate lunches and fed the rabbits. Dr. Beckwith
examined the animals from time to time. Carole had Niles kill a rab-
bit to feed the falcons.

Eat and sleep and eat. And always Beckwith drove the ship on and
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on and on, never slackening that terrific velocity through the black
cold of space. It grew by the hour, by the minute, by the second. The
ether-speed needle crawled so slowly they couldn’t see it move, but
always, when they looked, it was a little higher than before.

It reached the top of its arc, the halfway mark, and started down on
the other side.

The stars seemed to grow closer and closer. Finally, when the veloc-
ity was 2 hundred and twenty-five thousand miles a second, Niles
spoke to Carole. “Shouldn't we at least start back? We've been gone
several days, haven't we?”

Carole’s brown eyes looked bravely at him. “Father won't let any-
thing happen.” She was trying to reassure him, but her voice was
ragged.

The velocity passed a hundred and sixty-five thousand; Carole’s face
lost its color. The needle went to a hundred and seventy-five thou-
sand. The stars glowed in the quartz windows, glowed brightly and
receded. One hundred and eighty thousand.

Niles' throat became tight. He didn’t seem even to be hungry any
more. His gaze was always fixed on Beckwith. This little man with the
bifurcated heard had done the impossible; he was attaining infinite
velocity, and with infinite velocity they would have infinite mass.

Thev would outgravitate the universe. No man could know what
would happen.

The ncedle hovered over a hundred and eighty-five thousand. The
bell rang twice. It broke Niles’ restraint. He leaped ux the narrow aisle
and shovted at Beckwith “You've got to stop! Another thousand
miles a second and you'll upset the whole universe!”

Niles was hardly prepared for Beckwith's reaction. The whiskered
head shot around. Beckwith's dreamy bluc eyes were sharp. He stared
at Niles with more presence of mind than he had yet shown. “What
do you know,” he demanded. “of infinite mass?”

I was just thinking of Einstein’s—"

“Why were you thinking of Einstein? Why did you, at a time like
this, relate his theory to the conditions under which we are traveling?
Why-—"

1LES INTERRUPTED this time. He forced a smile. “You're a

true scientist. Dr. Beckwith. Always hunting the answer.” wut
now-—" His eyes swept the mass of dials and his face became grave.
"Yor must—-"
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“Why?" Dr. Beckwith repeated, talking to himself. “You're well
taught, you've had much work in physics, familiar with rocket ships—""
His voice trailed off.

Carole had come up on the other side of her father. She stared at
Niles, her brown eyes wide. “Niles.” She said the name thoughttully.
“I've seen your face—or your picture.”

She hesitated. Something hard to define came into her eyes. It
might have been fear. “Who are you?" she demanded.

Hart Niles looked from one to the other. He started to speak, but
hesitated. The only sound in the steel ship was the high, fast vibration
that came trom the throbbing hum ot the atomic-power engine. Out-
side it was purple-black, and stars swept by the portholes.

Inside, no lights flashed on the instrument board, but the miles-per-
second needle hovered over the 185,000-mark and began its crawl to-
ward the last line on the dial. “I am Wolff,” Niles said simply.
“Gerhard Wolff, of Rotterdam.” N

Beckwith stared. Carole’s eyes opened wider. “He's telling the
truth,” she whispered to her father. “He 45 Dr. Wolff!"

Dr. Beckwith jumped from his seat. “Wonderful!” he said, shaking
Niles’ hand. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“You wouldn’t have believed me.” With his free hand Niles reached
quickly around Dr. Beckwith and threw the power switch. “And please
call me Niles; I'm used to it."”

*“But how—"

“I got out during the collapse of France. Entered the United States
on a passport 1 bought in Portugal. [t they find that out—they’ll send
me back.”

*“No, they won't; I'll be responsible for you.” Beckwith insisted.

“Thanks.” Niles indicated the ship’s controls. “Youd better take
over.” he suggested.

Beckwith turned back. “You're right. I want to get back and report
to Washington. The democracies can win the war within 2 month.”
He murmured to himselt: “And I had you carrying boxes for us!”

Hart Niles started back to Carole. but as he passcd the quartz win-
dow he halted. “You've already turned around!” he exclaimed.

" Beckwith stared. The Earth was closc: the Nor.h American conti-
nent was halt in sunlight. halt in darkness.

“"Why, yes, so | have.” he said puzzled.

Niles rubbed his stomach. He was hungry. tamished after those long

“hours of tensencss. Perhans whon thev oot down
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“Say,” he exclaimed, “'the continent doesn’t look right! See how it's
shrunk up on the Atlantic coast.”

Carole was beside him, looking down. Her hair was softly fragram
in his nostrils. The ship circled the Earth with amazing speed. Dr
Beckwith had power on the forward tubes now, and they felt the pull
of deceleration toward the bow.

"Look at Europe!” Carole whispered.

The continent was in moonlight—as much of it as they could sec
The British Isles had disappeared. )

They stared. Beckwith ‘made a choking noise in his throat. “We're
too late! Some secret weapon—they've blasted the islands out of ex-
istence!"

“It may be hidden by clouds,” Niles suggested, but as he spoke he
realized there were no clouds anywhere in sight.

It seemed days before they lost sufficient speed to get nearer to the
Earth, but always they circled, losing speed and getting closer. They
ate, but the food didn't taste right. Eventually the Barometer began to
rise from its pocket.

Fifty miles from Earth, Niles calculated. They were losing speed
and going lower. And after they circled the Earth until they had seer:
it all in sunlight, Niles verified something that unaccountably chilled
him.

“There are no tlouds on Farth!” he declared.

No one answered. At a height of twenty-five miles, Dr. Beckwith
turned the ship over the Mediterranean and shot back above the Atlan
tic Ocean. They approached the eastern shore of the United States
Something was wrong there. Badly wrong. Suddenly Carole clutched
Niles’ arm.

“New York!” she whispered. “Where’s New York City?”

Niles stared. "It's gone,” he said huskily.

Thev flack-d over the Great Lakes.

“Chicago. too! Chicago isn’t there.” Dr. Beckwith's voice was trem-
“lous and strange. “It's nothing but prairie.” he muttered.

“You're right.” said Niles in 1 queer voice. “There are no man
made structures anywhere on Earth!”
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AROLE gripped Niles' arm desperately, trying to find assur-
ance. But Hart Niles could not provide it. “And there aren’t
any trees!” she pointed out.

D,o you realize.” he said huskily, “that the polar ice-cap is also
gone?”

The ship was vold inside, freezing, it seemed. Niles felt dizzy. Dr.
Beckwith looked around wildly. “Something terrible has happened,”
he sputtered.

For the first time since Niles had met him, the little man was com-
pletelv alert. “We must get back to our base at once,” he declared
hoarsely.

The ship glided down to the southwest. Twilight was creeping over
1 desolate area that should have been Kansas. Dr. Beckwith watched
his charts. He swung back north and traveled in a great circle. Pres-
ntly his beard came up and they saw his harassed face.

26
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“Even the mountains have changed,” he said. T can't find our can-

éarole's face whitened. Her hand found Niles' and he held it re-
assuringly. Her fingers were soft and warm; it was nice to have some-
one look to him for confidence.

“I don’t understand it at all,” said Beckwith perplexedly. “We
should at least have crossed the Santa Fe railroad’s double-track line
through Albuquetque.” ) N

“We haven'’t seen a single railroad,” Niles reminded him tersely,
“or a highway.”

Then he almost grinned. He was thinking the Army car wouldn't be
waiting for them, but he didn’t say that. “Aren’t we just about over
the spot from where we toak off 2"

“If my figures are right,” said Beckwith.

But certainly there were no landing runways here. They cruised
south. .

“It's all so flat and so—so lifeless,” said Carole, shuddering. “How
can we land?”

Niles shrugged. “How about the parachutes?” he asked Beckwith.

"They're not big enough to get the ship down safely.”

“I think,” Niles observed dryly, "we'd better be concerned about
getting down alive.”

“If we could find a sandhill’—Beckwith said—"we might save the
ship.™

Niles was studying the desert beneath. "There’s a black mound off
to the left there,” he suggested.

They swung over it.

“It's high enough,” Niles said. He looked through the window.
“It's a strange substance—and it's firmed in straight, regular lines—
as if it had been made by men.”

But Beckwith was worried about the ship. “Free the parachutes,” he”
directed presently. “We'll try it.”

Niles pulled the big lever. Two great cracks reached his ears and
the space ship lurched as the parachutes took hold. Beckwith manipu-
lated the controls and the ship slanted down toward the mound. The
ground went by them fast. The ship ground against the black sub-
stance, skidded and settl~l. Thev heard a shattering.

“It’s breaking!” Niles shouted. "We're going through!”

The ship lurched. Backwith’s hands were clenched on the controls.
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He tried the power tubes. The ship went forward, crushing the sub-
stance beneath them. They were almost on the sand. The stern of the
ship dipped and they started to slide back.

But the little professor gave the tubes a last spurt of power and the
ship leaped out on the sand. It bumped once, skidded, rolled over on
one side—a?d stopped.’

ECKWITH released the controls and got up shakily. Carole
straightened her skirt and rose from where she was sitting on the
floor by the instruments.

“Let’s get outside,” said Niles, and helped her up.

He unscrewed the door that was now in the bottom of the ship. He
let himself down through the opening, and they followed. He walked
about gingerly. His feet sank into the earth. He stooped to pick up a
handful and let it sift through his fingers.

“Just plain, fine-grained sand,” he announced.

“What did you think it would be—plastic?"" asked Carole.

He looked at her kindly. Her smile was brave but her voice had
been tense.

Dr. Beckwith was querulous. “What's going to happen to us?” he
demanded.

“T don’t know,” Niles said soberly. “Some great change has come
over the earth; it's as if we were on a different planet. The things we
knew are gone. Undoubtedly there are many other things here that we
know nothing about.”

. He paused and stared at the black mound on which they had land-
ed. “From now on,” he said slowly, “we must be very careful.”

Carole’s face was white and drawn.

pBeckwith looked toward the mound. "I wonder what that's made
of 2

The big ship had left a trough that looked very much like the debris
of black shatterproof glass. Niles picked up a small piece and turned
it over in his fingers, felt its weight.

“T think—""

“There’s someone behind us!"”" Carole screamed.

Niles wheeled. From somewhere had come eleven men, tall and
dressed in strange clothing - knee-length pants and short tunics of
some finely woven material that gleamed softly in many colors. Shoes
of some flexible trarsparent material. Waven placs. Niles thought.
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But the oddest thing about these men was a peculiar sound they
made as they moved—a small crackling and gritting.

Like preces of glass rubbing together, Niles thought.

One of the men stepped out in front and threw up his arm in a
signal. The crackling was sharp as he moved his arm, and then the
sound died. /

Carole gasped over Niles' shoulder, and Niles admitted then some-
thing he had been trying to ignore. He'd been telling himself it was a
trick of the tading light, but now he knew that it was true.

That odd, brittle skin was a strange color, like the skin of no human
being he ever had seen.

“Théy're green!” Carole moaned.

There was no doubt of it. Their skin was a deep, fleshy shade of
green. Not an unhealthy green, but rather a color that seemed to be-
long to them. Niles backed a step.

“What can we do?" whispered Carole at his side.

Niles answered steadily, keeping his eyes on the green men. “Wait,”
he ordered.

Niles saw the three of them were cut oft from the ship.

Now one ot the green men approached. He stopped suddenly. The
crackling ceased as he halted. His mouth opened and he spoke to them
in a smooth but untamiliar language. The skin ot his tace separated
into geometrical three and four-sided areas as his mouth moved. The
areas closest to his mouth shitted the most. and rubbed against one
another with a tiny metallic noise.

“It's their skin!” Niles whispered to himselt. “Their skin makes
that noise; how 1s it possible?”

Niles listened to what the man said, then shook his head and looked
at Beckwith. The protessor st stared at the green man in the blue
glass tunic, who stood still now, waiting.

“Can you speak English?”" Niles asked them.
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. MOMENT'S hesitation. Then the leader shook his head, and his

neck crackled as it moved.

“Sprechen sie Deutsch?” Niles asked, and when he saw their puz-
zled faces he gave the answer: “No.” He turned to Carole and her
father.

“T'll try,” said Beckwith. His beard rose. “Parlez-vous francais?” he
demanded.

Blank faces. Then Carole tried. “Habla usted espanol?”

But the men in the glass tunics were still puzzled. The leades broke
out in strange, elided sentences.

“It doesn’t sound like anything I've ever heard,” said Beckwith fi-
nally, “though their features are like Americans’.” )

The leader gave an order and the men sprang into a circle around
them. Carole shrank apainst her father. Dr. Beckwith’s beard made
uncertain motions. “This can’s be Earth!” said Carole. “Not with these
creatures here!”

Niles_compressed his lips. “Wherever we are,”
watching the green men, “we’ll do the best we can.”

He glanced at Beckwith. The little man had an arm around his
daughter, but Niles saw the uncertain wavering of his beard. Niles'
jaws tightened. He had no idea what they should do next.

The green men moved closer. Niles spoke to Beckwith without turn-
ing his head. “You may need your pistols,” he said. “But don’t show
them—yet.”

The circle of green men moved a step and the leader looked at
Niles. He spoke slowly and motioned with his green arms.

“They don’t want your weapons,” said Niles; “but they want us to
go with them.”

“No!" Carole protested. “We don’t know anything about them!"

Niles spoke carefully. “I believe we'd better. They haven't touched
uls so"far, and perhaps we'd be better off with them than out here
alone.

"I wish we could go back!” Carole moaned.

"We'd better do as Niles says.” Dr. Beckwith told her.

They followed the blue-tunicked leader to the base of the black
mound and into the mouth of a frosted glass tunnel that glowed with
a soft. pleasant light. )

Niles felt the glass with his bare hand. "Cold light.” he said. "And

he said carefully,
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it'sdentinly diffused. There doesn’t seem to be a bulb anywhere be-
hind it."” :

They reached the end of the tunnel. A glass wall rose before them;
they passed through and came out on a platform. There, surrounded
by the strange green men, they stopped involuntarily, looking out over
a silent, beautiful City of Glass.

Perhaps half a mile from where they stood, reared a huge gold-col-
ored glass dome in the center of the underground city, glowing with a
mysterious soft golden light. From the dome, as from the center of a
ciccle, streets radiated to the edge of the city.

There were cross-streets like circles around the Golden Dome, and
t:e dcity was filled with shimmering glass buildings in many colors and
shades.

-But at regular intervals on the straight radial avenues and the curv-
ing boulevards were other domes, smaller than the Golden Dome and
of different colors. Some were the deep blue of cobalt, some vivid
green, some a soft violet; others were delicate pink and a vivid ruby
red. Some were opalescent, with a milky whiteness that shifted into
blue and red.

“It's magnificent!"” Carole whispered

There was activity through the city. They saw the movement of
green-skinned men in glass tunics, the shifting of lights, the flashing
of transparent glass cars in a tunnel-like framework above the streets.
But through all of this, the City of Glass was amazingly silent. There
was no clank of machinery or hum of motors. There was only the
brittle crackling of skin of the Glass-men around them as they moved
restlessly.

“It’s like sinking down into a featherbed,” said Niles.
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'HEY FOLLOWED the leader down from the platform and onto

a glass sidewalk that lighted before them as they walked. They
crossed a pavement of glass bricks and stepped onto a moving walk.
which carried them toward the Golden Dome in the center of the city..
But near a warm-colored peach dome they were halted.

A glass car flashed to a silent halt in the tunnel framework above.
They were motioned to get in with their guide and two other Glass-
men, and the car shot off smoothly and soundlessly but for a swish
of air,

Dr. Beckwith was puzzled. “What furnishes motive power for these
cars?”" he wondered

*1 think,” said Niles, “they are propelled by magnetic repulsion and
attraction, like an electric motor.”

“But,” said Carole, “they seem to float through this framework
without touching it.”

“That could be accomplished with magnetism.”

“But why is. everything made of glass?” she went on.

“'Probably because their supplies of metal are limited. Come to think
of it, there is nometal at all in this car. I suppose they have a way of
impregnating glass with some material that makes it a conductor of
electricity.” .

Dr. Beckwith came out of his abstraction. “You ‘said something
about a motor run by magnetic repulsion. I thought all motors were
based on the attraction theory.”

“No,” said Niles. “There have been a number of motors based on
the principle that like poles repel. The Thomson and the Eichberg are
two, and then there is the Deri motor which has been successful in
Europe. There’s really no difference. And that’s the principle of these
cars.

“'Say, for instance, the front end is the positive pole and the back
end the negative. Then the magnets in the track would present nega-
tive poles and would first pull and then push.”

Dr. Beckwith looked up from the flowing colors of glass on both
sides. “It's a privilege to have you with us,” he said. “You are con-
sidered one of the greatest atomic scientists in the world.”

“You'd be better off,” Niles observed dryly, “to have a linguist.
Someone who conld speak the language of this City of Glass.”




Chapter Five

Where Are We?

HEY FLASHED through beautifully colored. streets, passed

many green-faced men walking in their tnnsiuent shoes and

in tunics of red, pink, peach, orange, purple, blue, black—and
even white. But over all was that strange, soft silence, like rubber
wheels rolling on steel. -

The car floated to a stop before a yellow dome. They went through
a glass door and into 2 room of yellow glass that glowed with a soft
white jight. Dr. Beckwith was staring at the walls. I can't believe it,”
he said. -

“You don't have to,” Niles said cryptically.

They were contronted by a tall, green-faced young man. with an odd
design on the shoulders of his yellow glass tunic. He questioned them
in what seemed to be several different tongues, but they had to shake
their heads.

“He’s evidently a linguistic expert,” Niles remarked, “and he's very
eager for us to talk. He seems worried about something.”
The Glass-man pressed a tiny glass bar and waited.

“Do you realize,” €Carole asked suddenly, “'that we haven't seen a
single woman in this city?”

Niles smiled at her. “Saturday nights,” he said, “ought to be inter-
esting for you from now on.”

She lifted her chin and turned her head.

Four more Glass-men came through a wall into the room. They
spoke to Niles as if he were the leader of the three, but he recognized
no words whatever. One of the Glass-men looked at Carolc and then
spoke rapidly to the others. They all stared, and her color Iz ~htened.

Niles was hungry. He made signs to the’ Glass-men, as of eating.
They werc puzzled. He opened his mouth and nointed down his throat.
They crowded around, watching. The tall young man looked down his
throat, stepped back and shook his head.

Abruptly he thought of something. He snapped an order. A mo-
ment later the three were taken to the street. whisked in a magnctic

33
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car to a blue glass dome, into a room lined with glass shelves that held
many small instruments.

“A surgical laboratory,” Niles observed.

A small, wrinkled Glass-man examined them, much as a physician
would have. He seemed perplexed. He spoke into a glass plate that
was obviously a voice i Another Gl entered. “Look
at his eyes!” Carole gasped.

The green man'’s eyes glowed like a cat’s in the dark. He came close
to Niles and stood silently, seeming to look through him. He moved
his head in a circle over Niles' thorax and abdomen. He shook his
head and went to Carole.

When he started on Dr. Beckwith, Carole turned to Niles. ““What
is he doing?” she asked anxiously.

Niles suppressed a grin. “I think his eyes operate somewhat liké a
fluorescent screen, and he’s trying to see what we'd do with food if
we had it.”

“A fluorescent screen!” Carole’s color rose in her cheeks.

“Personally,” Niles remarked archly, "1 don’t need a fluorescent
screen to see what a nice figure you have.”

The Glass-men conferred. They looked at the three and talked ear-
nestly. Then they spoke into the glass plate. Another green man en-
tered the room, ancr this time Carole screamed.

“1 can't stand it!" she cried.

HE WAS A very old man, this one. He had enormously big eyes,
bigger than anything Niles had ever imagined.

But Niles spoke calmly. “There’s nothing to fear. Those three-inch
pupils merely mean microscopic power. Either by mutation or by very
careful breeding—"

“Or both,” said Dr. Beckwith.

“Yes,” agreed Niles, “probably both. These Glass-men have devel-
oped him to use his eyes as a microscope.”

The man came very close and turned his enormous pupils on their
skin. He had Niles move his fingers and watched caretully. He spoke
to the fphysi:izn, who came with a glass knife and deftly cut a tiny
piece from the lobe of Niles' right ear. He put it on a slide and
the green man examined it with his huge eyes.

He spoke in a shrill voice to the physician. A moment later the two
of them, joined by the man with fluorescent eyes, gathered in an excit-
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ed conference, and finally turned to Niles and shook their heads slowly
in awe and bewilderment.

Niles spoke casually to Carole and Dr. Beckwith. “No steak here,”
he said.

They were taken outside, past a peach-colored dome to a pink glass
building. Their guide, the man in the blue tunic, took Carole by the
arm and seemed to Niles oversolicitous. They stepped onto stairs that
started moving upward at their weight. Inside the building everythin|
—floor, walls, and ceiling—was glass ot sott shades, and all glow
with soft light as they approached.

They were shown into a four-room apartment of pink glass. Their
guide looked at Carole with a strange light 1n his eyes.

He swept the room with his crackling arm, said something in his
strange tongue, and lett them.

Niles telt unexpectedly resentful of the guide’s attention to Carole.
“You've made a hit,” he said.

Carole turned away so quickly her skirt swirled, its red and green
vivid against the soft pink walls.

“It's a lovely apartment,” she said, gazing at the glowing glass ceil-
ing and the glass beds and chairs.

“I'll bet that’s 2 nice mattress,” said Niles, standing in the doorway
to the second room. “It’s made of glass threads.”

“But it's wonderfully soft,” Carole decided, sitting on it.

“What 1 waat to know,” said Dr. Beckwith, “is where do we cook ?”"

Niles grinned. “You're more practical than I expected, Doctor.”

There were two more bedrooms. But with the living room, they
comprised the entire apartment, and there was no place to cook or eat.

Niles reported this.

“The first thing we'd better do is try to make some decisions,” he
then added.

" "1 agree,” said Dr. Beckwith, his beard in the air. “Where are we;
in the first place?”

“And why, in the second place,” Niles reminded them.

Carole was sober. “And how do we get out?” she wanted to know.

Niles studied her thoughttully. “And if we should get out, where
could we go?”

She looked at him, perplexed. The three of them discussed their
position, with Niles saying little. No delinite conclusion could be
rcached. Finally Carole turned to Niles.
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“I'm awfully sorry that I made you leave your meal in Amarillo.
You must be very hungry now,” she said.

"No more than you,” he told her. “But I think a good move is to
explore the city and see what I can find—if they will let me.”

“Be careful,” she warned.

NILES REACHED the street. Where would 2 man go to find food
in a place like this? The peach-colored dome would be worth a
try. Niles stepped on a moving sidewalk and rode as far as the dome.
No Glass-man was in sight when he got off. He approached the glass
door. It slid up and he stepped inside.

He chose a hallway to the left and walked softly along it, but at
once a red flash came throtigh the peach-colored glass.

He tried to go back, but a glass wall had come from somewhere and
closed the hall. ’ "

He started to run forward, but three Glass-men came toward him,
their green skins crackling rapidly as they moved.

Their hands were empty, and Niles didn't try to fight them.

They looked at him curiously and spoke to each other. They exam-
ined his hands and seemed actually relieved about something. Then
they took him through the streets to the yellow building, where Niles
again faced the man who had first questioned them inside the city.
This man listened to the report, and Niles saw disappointment grow-
ing on his green face, as if he had recommended Niles to be trusted
and now his judgment had been proved wrong.

“Well, what the heck would you have done,” Niles demanded aloud,
*if you were hungry?”

The tall young man motioned him to leave. But one of the three
who had captured him followed him all the way back to the apartment.
When Niles got inside he looked for a window. There wasn’t any. The
walls were opaque, but he found a small globe mounted on a tube
that led down to the street.

“Hm-m!” said Niles. “"Now we have curved light.”

For in the frosted surface of the globe he could see the entire street,
with the Glass-man stationed before the entrance to the building.
Across the street was another, and on each side, fifty yards away, were
a third and a fourth.

. They weren’t taking any more chances with him. *Now things are
in a fine mess,” Niles declared. *“Whatever chance we might have had
to escape is gone completely.”



Chaptor Six

Lapse Of Time

’
ART NILES stood looking at the tiny colored figures in the
I—I globe. Carole came to his side. She saw the guards. She
glanced quickly at Niles and her lips tightened.
“Have you found out about their language?” asked Dr. Beckwith.
“1 am beginning to,” Niles d. “Within a few days 1 think
I'll be able to talk to them. It seems—"
“Hold on!” Beckwith exclaimed. “Look at the globe! There come
some yellow people!” *
Niles stared. “You’re right! Their skin is yellow instead of green.”
Two persons were walking along the street. The tunic of one was a
brilliant ruby red, the other’s a soft violet. But their hands and arms
and legs were a bright golden yellow. They stopped for a moment to
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exchange gossip with the blue-tunicked green man before the apart-
ment door.

“They're girls!" Carole said intuitively.

Niles nodded slowly. "I must be losing my grip. They are girls!
But why—"

“Evidently,” said Carole, “their systems lack some secretion to form
the green color—some substance that #§ present in the men's bodies."
You add blue to yellow and get green, you know."”

“What we've got to do,” Becﬁwith declared, his beard pointing at
the floor, “is hold a conference to answer these questions: one, where
are we? Two, how do we get food? Three, how can we get out?”

“And four,” Niles added slowly, “where would we go if we did get
out?”

“We have to go somewhere,” Carole said’in a strained voice. "I
can’t stand these green people who stare at us as if we were strange
animals. And that guard”—she shuddered—"the way he looks at me!”

“And what about my work?”” demanded Beckwith of Niles. “Is all
my experimentation to be wasted because we're in this infernal place
that has no right to exist?”

“It strikes me,” Niles pointed out, “that you'd better present your
grievances to someone who knows the answers bettet than I do.”

Beckwith’s blue eyes stared at him, then he went on absently. ““This
is the most absurd situation I've ever been in. We left New Mexico in
my spaceship. We returned a few days later to find the entire tace of
the world altered, civilization wiped off the Earth.”

He groaned and put his head in his hands. "Now we are captives
in this incredible City of Glass. Where is it?"" He appealed to Niles.
“How can such a place exist?”

“We'll find out more when I can speak their language,” Niles said
soberly.

“Can’t you do something?” asked Carole anxiously. “We just can't
stay here like this.”

“I think I'll make a try for the ship,” Niles told her. “There’s
plenty of food there, at least.”

“"How can you get by the guards?” She was watching the globe.

1 have an idea they don’t want to hust us. For some reason they
aren’t atraid of us. You remember how the physicians acted when they
examined us? They're puzzled more than anything else.”

Carole nodded slowly.
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“They don’t understand us, primarily because we are not the same
color, but they don’t intend us any harm.” Niles got up f:9m his glass
chair. “I'm going outside.”

“What will they do to you?" asked Beckwith.

Niles grinned. “I'll know better in a minute or so.” .

He stepped on the escalator and it started down. The glass door slid
up at his approach. He went outside and pretended not to notice the
Glass-men on guard. He started off, but on impulse he turned and
waved. He knew Carole would see his gesture in the globe.

He walked on. The Glass-marrat the door followed him but didn't
try to stop him. Niles d 2 moving sidewalk and the Gl
got on a few feet behind. They rode slowly toward the exit of the city.

HE WASN'T stopped until he started up the steps to the platform,
on which they had stood when they first looked over the city.
His foot touched the bottom step. There was a swish at the top of the
plattorm and a glass wall slid down, cutting him off completely.

Niles turned to the guard behind him. “You boys are pretty effec-
tive, aren’t you?"

The green man stared at him. His spinach-colored face changed
from puzzlement to a slight leer.

“So that’s it,” Niles remarked. ‘“You're going to be smart about it.
Just tor that, I'll show you. Incidentally,” he went on, since no one
would understand him, “you've got a stray look in your eye that I
don’t like. You'd better watch your step around Carole, mistec; I'll
handle that end of the situation.

“Your job is to watch me, and I hope you don’t forget it. You go
monkeying around my girl and I'll cook you up into a mess of greens!”

This was the first time in months that he had been able to tell any-
one exzctl{ what he thought, and even though the Glass-man didn’t
understand a word, it was still very satisfying.

The leer left the guard's green face. There was a tiny popping as it
changed to a look of‘;:-rotound puzzlement. Niles wheeled and headed
tor the rolling sidewalk. The guard came after him with his skin
crackling.

Niles rode the sidewalk down the radial avenue past a kaleidoscope
of colored glass buildings toward the shining Go;:en Dome. There
were more and more Glass-men as he drew near the dome. Their col-
ored tunics moved silently but swiftly in all directions, like a ri¢h,
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shifting spectroscope, dotted with the movement of Glass-women with
golden yellow skins and long black hair.

The only thing Niles couldn’t understand was the silence. It was a
spot as busy as Grand Central Station, but as quiet as a country tele-
graph office. There were no newsboys, no train announcers, no bells,
no gscaping steam—only the thud of mute feet, the tiny rhythmic
crackling of a thousand skins, the regular soft swish of magnetic cars.

It made Niles feel that a great jar-bell had been clamped down over
the central part of the city and he was looking in from outside.

He was within two blocks of the dome, but still he seemed to ride
the sidewalk without attracting notice. Every Glass-man was intent on
some mission that seemed to emanate from or to be destined for the
great Golden Dome.

They hurried straight ahead, not loitering et stopping to talk, show-
ing in their faces 2 common look of tenseness and even of anxiety.

Some carried burdens to the Golden Dome, others came from the
glowing doors and rode quickly away on the moving sidewalks, Glass
cars stopped at intervals of a few seconds, with only that soft swish of
air. They discharged passengers, took on more and flashed away.

But in all this silent bustle, one man did not forget Niles. A block
from the dome his guard stepped up beside him, pointed to the dome,
his arm snapping as it strelcl‘:ed out, and shook his head with finality.

Niles raised his eyebrows. “You need some oil on your neck, Buddy,
but T guess it's okay if you say so. What's in that dome that’s so’im-
portant? Must be a gold mine.”

The green man shook his head profoundly to show that he didn't
understand. Niles grinned. “If you—"

He stopped abruptly and his eyes swept the street. Red lights flashed
on overhead, and there was a su?den rush from the street. Every Glass-
man within sight ran for cover with a popping and rustling that filled
the central part of the city, but the street was completely deserted with-
in five seconds.

THE GUARD was gripping Niles’ arms. His face was anxious. He
ushed Niles into an open doorway. A transparent pane fell be-
hind them.

“What the devil,” Niles demanded, “is the matter with everybody?”

The guard was watching the street with straining eyes. Down its
silent, deserted, red-lighted length came a strange party. Four Glass-
men, each with a set, resolute look on his green face, bore a stretcher
made of glass poles and woven fabric.
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On the steetcher was a big glass boot, transparent and sealed at each
end. It was twice the size of a coffin, and Niles' lips tightened. His
jaws hardened into knots at what he saw inside the case.

It might have been the body of a Glass-man. But now it was black
instead ot green. Black, and swelled until it almost filled the big glass
coffin. Niles' guard sucked in his breath and drew back:

The stretcher-bearers walked solemnly down the center of the streer
as if they all were doomed. Niles stared. The bearers looked to ner
ther side, but straight ahead. There was a sudden movement inside thc
casket. The body moved. It burst and shrank, deflated. But the four
bearers marched on. -

Niles shuddered and closed his eyes. A moment later, Glass-mc:.
began to reappear on the street. Niles looked at his guard.

“You've got your own problems here, buddy, and I think you an:
1 had better explore.”

He stepped to the door. It raised and he walked through with hi
guard behind him.

Hours later Niles alighted from a magnetic car, with his guard stil*
behind him. He vaulted up the moving stairs into the pink glass apart
ment. Carole faced him with quivering eyelids. “l—we were afraid
something had happened to you,” she said.

Niles looked into her soft brown eyes and his face relaxed. “I'm ali
right. I've found a way to answer some of our questions.”

“Thank goodness.” Carole said fervently. “Now maybe we can
leave this place.”

“Where are we?"" asked Dr. Beckwith.

"“You'd better come with me,” said Niles.

Briskly Dr. Beckwith put on his hat. They went down the moving
stair, The guard's face lighted up when he saw Carole, and he fell in
behind them. Niles stopped a magnetic car and they rode in it to the
yellow glass building. -

“This seems to be a sort of library,” Niles said.

They were met by the Glass-man with the queer insignia on the
shoulders of his woven yellow tunic. His face glowed with a tiny
tinkling when he saw Niles, and he motioned them to sit down.

"As near as I can understand,” Niles told Carole and Dr. Beckwith,
“this man’s name is Perso. Beyond that we have to answer our own
questions.”

“But how—"" Dr. Beckwith began.
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“Just a minute,” said Niles. “You remember I said this is a library.
It has a map that shows that geographically we are about fifteen miles
from what once was Roswell, New Mexico. Not far from where Dr.
Goddard conducted his experiments, I should say.”

Dr. Beckwith's beard shot up. “Then we're really on Earth,” said
Carole. N

*“That's right.”

He rose and went toward the wall. He turned and looked inquiring-
ly at Perso. The yellow-tunicked man nodded. Niles went on. The
wall lighted and revealed rows of books in colored glass bindings. He
took down one book and opened it, turned the pages with faint clicks.

“This paper is very interesting,” he observed. “It's made of glass,
and much thinner than the paper you are familiar with.” He stopped
turning the pages and faced them squarely. “This is the last historical
reference to the Earth in our own language. I imagine it was recovered
from a time-capsule of some sort, and the Glass-people have photo-
gn&hed it for g:csﬂvation." X

role leaned forward tensely. “What does it say?” she asked in a
strained voice.

Niles grinned at Beckwith. The little man’s beard jutted forward
defiantly. Niles turned his eyes to the book and read slowly:

The third era of the Metal Period was from 1 A. D. to about
3000 A. D. It was characterized by the spread of Christianity, by
alternate periods of progress and retrogression in arts and science,
and by continued destructive wars.

At the culmination of this period, an insane man attempted to
conquer the Earth by taking advantage of the world’s attempt to
eliminate figblin;. He was dc/eated‘ eventually, but the Earth's
population included many el that refused to become uni-

Ppop
fred.

There was continuous strife between these elements and those
that tried to bring about international stability, until now, in the
year 5000, only a handful of men is left on Earth. Our continued
existence is doubtful, and we leave this record for those who some
day in the uncertain future may find it and may be able to read.

Niles closed the book softly. “That is all,” he said to them.
Carole’s eyes were bright—too bright. “It says—it says ‘now, in the
year five thousand’. Niles, what does that mean?"”



LAPSE OF TIME 43

It means the year five thousand A. D. is far in the past,” Niles said
ently.
& "l-{ow far?”" demanded Beckwith.

Niles drew a deep breath. “That is something I can only estimate
from the various divisions in the books of history here. You see, the
written language of the Glass-men has evolved into a series of charac-
ters something like those of geometry.”

“"How far?" repeated Beckwith.

“Yes, how far.” Carole’s voice was faint.

Niles looked straight at them. “My calculation is supported by the
chinges in the topography of the Earth,” he stated. “Our little test
flight lasted an incredibly long time.”

Carole sank into her chair. Beckwith stared and his whiskers trem-
bled. And in spite of himself, Hart Niles, at the repetition of what he
had already learned, felt cold, though sweat rolled out on his fore-
head. But he attempted to pass it off."

He looked at Perso. The Glass-man was watching the anxiety in the
faces of Carole and Dr. Beckwith, and his own green features showed
as much suffering as theirs,

“"How long?"" muttered Dr. Beckwith.

Niles cleared his throat. "I estimate,” he said slowly, “that we are
now in the year eight hundred thousand A. D.”




Chaptor Seven

Strange Journey .

“I don’t believe that!" he said defiantly.
But a half moan escaped trom Carole’s lips. “Hush, Father.”
She rose trom her chair. "It seemed like only a few hours,” she said
faintly.

Nilycs heard a crackling and saw the blue-tunicked guard start to-
ward her. “No, you don’t,” he muttered under his breath. He reached
her first and took her by the elbows. “Imagine,” he said softly. “It
took a hundred years for you to drop the lids over those brown eyes.”

“Eight hundred thousand years!” repeated Dr. Beckwith. “I still
don’t believe it.”

“"Why not?” asked Niles, after Carole was seated.

“I just do not see how such a preposterous thing can happen.”

“That’s easy,” said Niles. “We traveled at nearly the speed of light.
Our bodily functions and our perceptions slowed down until time
meant nothing to us. We could travel forever at that speed; we would
age but little and would be unaware of the passage of time. Then when
we slow down, our perceptions would spced up until, as they are now,
they would be quite normal. Simple, isn’t it?”

“Why did our bodies slow down at that speed?” Carole asked.

. “You remember the Michelson-Morley experiment in Eighteen
Eighty-one? The failure of that experiment was explained later by the
Lorentz-Fitzgerald contraction theory. They assumed—and proved with
mathematics—that any moving thing contracts in the direction of its
velocity, until at the speed of light it has no forc-and-aft dimension.”

“But—"" said Dr. Beckwith.

“Einstein later proved with h ics that mass i with
velocity. But energy doesn't increase with mass. If my weight is in-
creased double, my present energy will move me at only half speed. If
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I NVOLUNTARILY Dr. Beckwith stiffened. His beard shot out.
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my weight is increased a thousand times, I will move at one-thousandth
my normal speed.”

Beckwith spluttered, but Niles went on imperturbably.

“If mass increases with velocity, and if light velocity is infinite,
as Einstein says, then any mass that can reach light velocity will also
be infinite. In plain wqrds, as mass approaches light velocity its mass
increases, and the electrons that compose it therefore move more and
more slowly.

“At one hundred sixty-one thousand miles a second mass is dou-
bled, and from there on’it increases rapidly, until at nearly one hun-
dred eighty-six thousand miles a scccnnclP it would take you a thousand
years to draw a full breath.”

“He's right, father,” whispered Carole. “It’s terribly logical.”

"But we didn’t notice anything like that!" Beckwith protested.

“Of course not,” Niles replied. “Your perceptions slowed in pro-
portion. You could travel a million years at the speed of light and you
wouldn't age a day and you wouldn't realize it. You could shoot a
running wa‘ch around the universe at light velocity, and when it got
back its hands wouldn't have moved at all. But as soon as its velocity
slowed down, it would pick up right where it left off. .

“You have done the same thing, Dr. Beckwith, with no more
awareness of it than the watch would have, because naturally your
perceptions slowed down along with the rest of your existence.”

BECKWITH was still fighting reality. “Preposterous! I know the
theories, but they are merely theories.”

"I think you've heard of relativity," Niles said dryly. “This change
in the rate of existence is relative. It isn’t real to you, because you can’t
detect it. As far as we are concerned Ehysically, we've been gone only a
few days, but to those on Earth it has been eight hundred thousand
years.

“Maybe,” he said whimsically, “maybe the man on Earth is wrong.
Perhaps he travels too slowly and lives too fast; it all depends on the
point of view.”

“He's right, Father,” Carole declared earnestly. “‘You know the
theory of increasing mass has been proved—and we did travel at near-
ly the speed of light, and the Earth certainly has changed. The coast-
lines have sunk into the sea in places, the mountains have tended to
level off, civilization has disappeared. That couldn’t happen over-
night.”
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Beckwith sank back dejectedly. “Maybe so,” he said, “but—" He
sat up suddenly. “How did we get back to Earth?” .

“That isn’t hard to explain,” said Niles. “You aimed at Sirius. Your
ship shot through the galaxy, was pulled back by the combined gravi-
tational force o? the entire galaxy, and swung toward the Solar System
like a comet. And by a billion-to-one shot, by the time we were back
in the Solar System our speed was down to a reasonable figure again.
Otherwise we would have gone on through and we'd still be going.”

Carole shuddered. Dr. Beckwith gave up. "I s:ipose you're right,”
he sighed. “I was so busy on my ship I didn’t think of that.”

“What you need,” said Niles, “is a drink—but you can’t get one
here.” .

“What is our status here?”” Beckwith asked after a moment. “Are
we prisoners—or what?”

“I think we are free to a certain extent. They don’t want us to ap-
proach the Golden Dome. Our skin is white, you know—not like
theirs, and so we are strangers, and I don’t think they would like for
us to leave the city.”

“You mean,” Carole said, “we can’t go outside?”

“Not if they know about it,” Niles answered.

 And that was that.

Back in the pink glass apartment, Niles sank into a green-tinted
glass chair. “There isn’t much we can do but wait,” he said. “Where
would we go if we could get outside?”

“If we could use the ship,” Carole told him, “we could at least
explore the Earth. These people haven't seen much of it for thou-
sands of years, and there might be other human—or near-human—
races where we would fit in better.”

“I doubt it,” said Niles. He was thinking how vivid was Carole’s
;gd-lnd-green skirt against the faintly glowing yellow glass of the

ivan, N

“I agree with Carole,” declared Dr. Beckwith. "I think we should
try to get away as soon as we can.”

Niles shrugged. “Very well. I can get to the ship and examine it,
though I don'’t see how you can take off without a runway.”

Dr. Beckwith was indignant, "I built that ship, young man. I—"

“Father,” Carole said softly.

Beckwith blinked, but his beard continued to project at an obsti-
nate angle.

Niles got up. “We're all on a primitive level now,” he said.
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“Nevertheless, I'll side with the majority. It may take several days,
"

He broke off. A section of the wall was opening. A wheeled tray
slid into the room.
“Food!” exclaimed Niles. "I don't believe it!”

'HEY GATHERED around the dishes filled with vegetables.
“It looks good,” said Carole. “I'm starved. But—where did it
come from?"”

“That is something else we'll have to find out,” Dr. Beckwith de-
clared. “At any rate, it looks as though those physicians who exam-
ined us diagnosed our needs.”

“Hothouse spinach,” said Niles, studying the tray. “That one looks
like carrots. This could be lettuce—maybe. Hm-m, tastes like asparagus
—or hing. These red they 2

Carole tried them and made a face. “They don't taste like any-
thing.”

“These orange ones have no taste at all,” said Dr. Beckwith.

“Anyway,” Niles grinned, “soup's on.”

They finished the meal, leaving nothu “I1 wonder if a man can
live on that kind ot stuff indefinitely,” Niles said.

Carole looked at him gently. “A man like you needs something sub-
stantial, like meat,” she declared.

But at leastthey had caten.




Chapter Light

Suspicion

time in cautious exploration of the City of Glass. He lis-

tened carefully to-the Glass-men’s speech, and began to pick
up words and phrases. He often saw Perso, who was a research work-
er; Perso helped him learn the language. Niles discovered the city was
controlled by a Regulator, named Magrum. Before long he verified the
approximate date of their new existence, and told Carole and her fa.
ther. He ascertained the interval at which their food was sent them,
and though he did not leave a scrap of vegetable on the tray, he be-
came ravenously hungry.

“You've got to have meat,” Carole said one day.

“I think you're right. Even a can of beans would help.” Niles got
up decisively. “We all need tood we're used to; I'm going to the ship.”

He left the apartment, but haltway down the stairs he heard his
name called softly. He waited when he reached the bottom.

Carole rode the steps down, her brown eyes tremulous. “I want you
v take my pistol.” She put it in his hand. “And please, Hart—don't
zet in trouble.”

He drew a deep breath. His eyes scarched hers. “I'll be back,” he
.-omised.

He touched her warm little hand and left. Before he went through
“1¢ door he stopped and removed a bullet from the gun.

Zudat, the guard in the blue tunic, turned in behind him when Niles
\ppeared on the street. Niles grinned at him. “Come along, buddy,
ou're going for a ride.”

Zudat grunted suspiciously. A magnetic car appeared far down the
street, its glass reflecting many colors as it flashed between the glass
ouildings. Niles pressed a rod to stop it. He climbed in, and just as
nhe was sitting down he threw the bullet across the street with a quick
motion. Zudat whirled to see what he had thrown. Niles pressed the
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THE NEXT few days were quiet. Niles spent most of the
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control lever and the car shot off. He waved cheerfully as Zudat
started to run after him.

Another car was coming, but Niles only grinned. He watched the
rear. As Zudat got into the second car, Niles stop, the first one,
lea) out, touched the lever to send the car on, and stood motionless
under the center of the tunnel. The cars were transparent, of course,
but Zudat would pass him before he knew what was up.

The car flashed overhead. Niles heard the rush of wind as it
slowed. He ducked down a fadial street and forced himself to walk;
he mustn't be seen running. ’ .

He reached the next radial avenue and stopped a car going toward
the exit of the city. He ducked low inside just as Zudat turned the
corner with a crowd of excited Glass-men following him. The car shot
along at high speed. It had almost reached the wall of the city, where
the black bricks sloped down to the second-story level of the build-
ings, when it halted without warning and threw Niles against the front.

He knew what that meant. Zudat had had all power cut off from
the cars. R

They'd be looking for him.

The chase began to take on aspects of seriousness. Up to now Niles
had thought of it only as a game. These Glass-men hadn’t seemed to
know anything about defending th Ives, but it began to look as if-
he had underestimated them. -

He got out of the car quickly. The street was empty. He walked in
the middle to avoid the self-lighting sidewalks. He reached the Flat-
form that led out of the city, stepped quickly to one side in a slight
shadow, waited, half under the platform.

In a moment a Glass-man ran onto the steps. His green face was
grim and there was a purposefulness in his stride that made Niles
wish he hadn't started this. For 2 moment he considered giving him-
self up, but he felt the pistol in his pocket and remembered the look
in Carole’s eyes when she had given it to him.

No, he didn't feel like turning back—particularly not when he
thought of Zudat and his black eyes gleaming at Carole from his
green face. .

Niles heard the soft swish of a car coming. He looked around
quickly. It took him a minute to see it, up near the roof of the city.
It was bigger than the ones that ran through the streets, and was com-
ing more slowly. It carried refuse, likely.

His glance shot around. The Glass-men had gone outside and
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there was no one in sight. Just over his head, the track turned and
went through the glass wall to the outside. If he could get up there—

He ran back to a glass post that supported the roof. The car wogald
pass it. On the far side were projections for workmen to climb. Niles
was up the post in an instant, He leaned out over a wide space in the
frame of the car tunnel, fixed his eyes on a spot six feet away.

The nose of the car passed that spot and Niles let go. He landed
with a jolt in an almost empty car. He rolled on his shoulders and
came up against a pile of gravel. Just as the car passed through the
wall he heard more Glass-men running up the platform, but he didn’t
think they had seen him.

In a few seconds the car came to a stop as if it were up against an

" air cushion. A door opened suddenly in the bottom and Niles poured
through with the gravel. He floundered to his feet, pulling rocks out
trom between his neck and his shirt collar. Glass-men were running
toward him. He darted into the darkness.

It was sandy out there. Sandy and pitch black. The night was cold.
He heard a large body rush past him in the ebon gloom. He circled
back to the city, found the edge ot the glass bricks and followed
along until he located the space ship. ~

He checked it over, partly by teel, partly with a cautious use of
matches. One of the two forward tubes on the bottom was half torn
away. The number two stern tube was gone comq_leiely. The stern keel
plates were sprung, at one place an inch apart. The ship would never
get into the air again without a good deal of repair.

Hart Niles shrugged. He went inside. He thought he heard a
strange sound in the dark interior ot the ship. He struck a match and
looked around. decided it was nothing but the rabbits they had
brought along. He went over and ted them. How good a rabbit stew
would taste!

When he thought of that, he left extra feed for them. He opened
some canned tood for the talcons, but he did 1't kill a rabbit for them,
.because he thought stewed rabbit would be better than fried falcon.

Niles managed to get three oranges 1n each coat pocket, and started
out. He took 2 last look around and dropped the match. His fingers
closed on the door handle.

And some other fingers tightened on his neck!

The slimy teel ot them shocked Miles Hart into ferocious action.
For there weren't just ten fingers closing on his windpipe. It felt as
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though there were about twenty fingers and thumbs trying to throttle
him. .

NILES THREW himself backward, hanging onto the door handle
just long enough to pull the door open. He hit a body and went
to the floor on top of it, but those strangling fingers didn’t loosen.
They were everywhere, on his throat, over his face, probing at his nose.
Niles tore himself loose, saw the darker shadow against the oval of
the door and tackled it head-first. -

They both went through the door and landed in the sand. Sud-
denly there were more fingers pulling at him. Slimy fingers. Multi-
tudes of them. More than had any right to be on human hands—or
Glass-men’s hands. They fought him silently in the dark.

Niles slashed out furiously and heard grunts. The fight seemed to
be growing. Skin was crackling and rasping around him, but that
same tenacious sheaf of fingers was tightening on his throat. He was
down; his face was in the sand.

Then he thought of the pistol. With his lungs bursting, Niles worked
the pistol from his pocket, held it over his shoulder and fired past his
ear. -
The explosion deafened him, but the thing on his back went limp,
and Niles squirmed out from under with his gun in his hand. The
fight was over.

A light flashed on. The Glass-men had arrived. Niles shoved the
gun into his pants pocket just before the light swung around to him.
At his feet was a body. .

He felt revulsion at the unhealthy white skin. Part of the body was
covered with a crude garment of some woven fabric. He turned the
body over with his foot. The thing was shaped like a man, but there
wasn’t much left of its face. . .

Niles’ gaze went to the hands. He looked at them a long moment,
counted the fingers and shuddered—for there were twelve white,
snaky fingers on each hand.

Niles turned to the Glass-men. “Let’s get back,” he said, and head-
ed for the lights that marked the entrance of the city.

The Glass-men walked on either side of him, but he looked straight
ahead. There'd be trouble enough now.

Back inside the city he faced Zudat, whose black eyes gleamed sus-

: ciousl Imost tri hantly—in his verdant tace. “What are you

pictously P Y
so happy about?” growled Niles.
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Zudat's eyes roved over him, stopped at the bulges in Niles' coat
pockets. He rapped an order. Two Glass-men came from behind Niles
and explored his ‘pockets. They took out the oranges and delivered them
to Zudat. He scowled at them, his green face rasping. He turned them
over and over, his suspicion increasing.

He snapped out an order, and Niles was marched down the street
toward the Golden Dome. Far behind him came a Glass-man with the
oranges, holding them gingerly as if they were bombs.

“Well,” thought Niles, “‘this will be the first time a man is accused
of sabotage for carrying half a dozen oranges!”-

But he didn't feel easy, for he'd been captured outside of the city,
where he didn’t belong.

He was right back in the position he'd occupied eight hundred
thousand years before, when he'd hidden from American immigration
officials. But this time he was a prisoner; if they decided he was a
spy, he would have no defense.

Another thought struck him—a thought that set his jaw in hard
lines, that made his erect shoulders sag. If they decided he was a spy,
they would consider Dr. Beckwith and Carole as spies, also.

Nine
Threat To The City

HEY STOPPED at a Green Dome that gleamed in its glass
I depths like an emerald eye. Niles was taken before a man who
wore a golden tunic, and whose green skin was beginning to

turn yellow, whose hair was black no longer, but white.
This man spoke to him in a deep, firm voice. Niles understood some
of his words and tried to answer. He knew from the man’s bearing of
authority that he was talking to Magrum, the Regulator, and he tried
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to give coherent answers. He ex-
plained why he had gone to the
ship. He told Magrum the oranges
were food, and Magrum appeared
to believe him.

But at Niles' side, the green face
of Zudat began to show a dull blue
tinge. He stepped forward and shot
words at Magrum. The Regulator’s
face turned into a slow frown. His
brittle skin sounded like breaking
glass. He started to speak sharply
to Niles, but there was a sudden
stic in the room and the popping of
Glass-men’s skin.

Perso and his yellow tunic ap-
peared at Niles® side, his tall form
facmg Magmm Perso’s face was
serious. “Porme lom alee?”’ he said.
“Why is this man here?”

The blue in Zudat’s face’ flared
to a deep purple. “Why are you
here?”” he demanded of Perso.

The tall Glass-man regarded him
levelly. “Remember,” he said to
Zudat, “you have been accused be-
fore of having atavistic instincts.
Under our law, you will recall, no
man with such instincts may be
allowed to live in the City of
Glass.”

Zudat’s face turned from purple
to gray. He started to answer, but
closed his green lips.

“It is necessary,” Perso explained
to Niles, “that every inhabitant
of our city have complete control
of himself and absolute respect
for others. Aati-social tendencies
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have almost entirely been bred out of the race, but sometimes—"

He looked leisurely at Zudat, but the guard now had recovered his
composure. “I need you,” Magrum said to Perso. “Our men have cap-
tured a Cro and I want you to question him.” .

He touched a, glass rod. A door slid up in the wall, and three
Glass-men came in, two of them holding the Cro.

Niles backed a step when he saw the prisoner. The man was repul-
sive, like a snake. His face was white, J:coloriud as if he had never
seen the sunlight. Though he appeared to be a young man, his head
was completely bald. and in his beady eyes was a menacing, defiant
look. Niles stared at his hands; on each hand were twelve long, white,
curving fingers and a thumb.

“He was trying to get into the city,” one of the guards reported,
“with two comEanions.AOne was killed; the other escaped.”

“How was the one killed?” asked Magrum.

The guard hesitated, then pointed to Niles. “This one ased some
kind of fire, probably electricity, that destroyed the Cro's face.”

Magrum turned to Niles. “Is this true?”

Niles nodded. X

“Where is the instrument?”

Niles hesitated. Should he deliver the pistol to them? But he was
saved; the guard spoke up. “We scuches the ground but found no
battery,” he said.

Niles was relieved. He understood now why they had not searched
him from head to foot. They were looking for some cumbersome weap-
on that couldn’t possibly be hidden in a man’s clothes.

“Ask the Cro,” Magrum directed Perso, “what he was doing near
the city.”

PERSO SPOKE to the twenty-six-fingered man in harsh gutturals.
The Cro's eyes gleamed but he refused to answer. Perso asked more
questions, calmly, unexcitedly, while the gleam in the Cro’s eyes be-
came a writhing thing, gathering itself to strike.

Perso prodded him steadily. At last, in answer to a soft but persist-
ent question the prisoner's eyes glittered madly and he broke forth into
an explosion of harsh, animal-like grunts that ended in a string of
sibilants.

Perso turned calmly to Magrum, but Niles saw that Perso’s breathing
was faster than before. "He says that soon Ytla will attack us in force;
that the Cros have some secret, terrible device that will render us
helpless.”



THREAT TO THE CITY 55

Magrum was silent for a long time. His face became heavy, and
older. “"See if you can find out what this device is,” he said finally.

Perso started another series of questions, but the Cro stared at the
floor and refused to answer. Magrum directed Perso to ask him if
Niles was one of their race. The Cro looked at Niles’ hands, at his
brown skin, tanned by sun and wind in the months he had been in
America, and shook his head. Magrum motioncd him away.

“"Why don’t you send some Gl4ss-men to Ytla and make peace with
him?" Niles asked Perso.

The intc?)reter regarded him gravely. “"We have sent ambassadors,
but none of our race has ever penctrated the Cro stronghold and re-
turned alive. We have tried to find out why they want-our nitrate, but
without success.”

“From what this Cro said, it looks as if they mean business now.”

“Yes,” Perso said slowly. “I am afraid this means danger. There
seems to be no solution but the extinction of one of our races.”

“"What about me?” asked Niles. “What is my status?”

Perso spoke rapidly to Magrum. The Regulator nodded. Perso
looked straight into Niles' eyes. “Magrum will release you in my cus-
tody,” he said simply. “If you commit any crime, I shall receive the
same punishment as you.”

Niles glanced at Zudat. The guard was furious; his face was turning
blue again. Niles shook Perso’s hand. “Don’t worry,” he said. “From
here on I'll be a model prisoner.™

Perso nodded, his neck emitting only a faint crackling. “And your
possessions? Those round objects?”
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“They're oranges—food.”
“Fogizm B

“Sure. Want to try one? They're good; they have fine flavor.”

Perso shook his I:Zad.«"All fez’ods gzor:dalikee{o us. We lost the sense
of taste many thousands of years ago.”

He turned an orange over in his green hand, felt it'with his fingers.
He spoke briefly to Magrum. The Regulator nodded. “You may have
the or-ranges,” said Perso. A4

Niles dropped them into his pockets and turned to leave at Perso’s
‘side. But a red light flashed in the glowing walls of Magrum's office.
There was scuffling outside on the glass floor, 2 popping and crack-
ling. Magrum snapped a command. The door slid up.

Three Glass-men were on the floor. They got up slowly, gripping a
fourth man’s arms. They stood there in the door, three men with green
hands and faces holding a fourth man whose skin was neither green
nor white.

This man had twenty-six fingers; he was bald. His eyes gleamed
like those of a cornered snake about to strike. But he wasn’t white. His
skin was a mottled black. .

Magrum’s face turned to a lighter, thinner shade of green until it
was almost white. | .

Perso stood where he was. The three Glass-men, holding firmly to
the Cro, did not move, but watched Magrum as if in dread while
Perso shot questions at the Cro.

“This one,” Perso told Magrum, “is the one who escaped when the
other was captured.”

*And he has been in the city all this time?” asked Magrum.

“Yes.”

Magrum'’s face became heavy. “There will be many outbreaks of
bitro,” he said. “I am afraid we can fight no longer. This man has
roamed through the Green Dome and has spread his condition to
many, many Glass-men.” He shook his head and his neck grated slow-
ly. “There will be an outbreak of his condition now that may wipe
out the entire city.”
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Niles Offers Help

ILES STUDIED Magrum and Perso, saw the deadly fear
N they had of the disease. He saw the Cro with his mottled

skin. The man was certain to die quickly and unpleasantly,
and yet there was a fanatic gleam of hatred and triumph in his eyes.
This, then, was the purpose of the Cro’s presence in the City of Glass.
He had been sent to spread the dread disease.

Niles swung back to Perso. “This is Ytla’s weapon,” he said quick-
ly. “He'll keep sending afflicted Cros in here until the disease spreads
beyond control and wipes out the Glass-men!”

Perso stared at him. He spoke to Magrum. Magrum shook his head
sadly.

"%Ue are doomed,” said Perso. “We have no way of stopping it.”

Niles couldn’t understand. Did these people give up so easily?

“Why don’t you isolate the' known cases and fumigate the city?”

Perso was puzzled. “What do you mean, ‘fumigate’?”

“Use sulphur, formaldehyde, hydrocyanic acid—anything to kill the

erms.”

8 “Yes,” Perso said thoughtfully, “we know something of germs, -of
course. And I recall that Kasner has mentioned germs that carry
disease. But through his methods diseases were climinated, and we
have not the personal knowledge that would enable us to combat them.
Work like that, I should think, requires a great deal of spccialized
training.”

“How about your ihysicians ”

“Their work is with hereditary and environmental factors, and with
actificial means of adjusting the race to a silicon economy. They know
nothing of illess, because there is none.”

Niles’ eyebrows twisted. “Did you say a silicon economy?”

“Yes.”

“Do you -
57
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“We are living now on carbon-based food, produced by intensive
cultivation. But we are changing our body economy because we foresee
the day when our supply of nitrate will be exhausted. According to
present calculations, that will be approximately another half million
years. By that time we expect to be able to subsist on something else.”

“"What is that?"

“Sand,” said Perso. And at the astonishment on Niles’ face, he
smiled for the first time. "It isn't so strange; silicon is much more
pleatiful than carbon. It is the same to the mineral world as carbon
used to be to the plant and animal world. Your body is adapted by
nature to a carbon economy. Ours is being adapted by necessity and by
scientific means to a silicon economy.”

“That’s why your skin is brittle—like glass!"”

“That is true. Of course, we had to work very gradually, and as yet
our bodies don't assimilate thomughlx, even the small amounts we
use. Our lab ies- use y bard; from ium to
q_l:pare an isobaric form of silicon, which we take in small quantities.

en, through selection and scientific encouragement, we have adapt-
ed the once useless appendix to use sunpower and prepate a hormone
that acts as a catalyst which reduces silicon to a usable fuel. The hor-
mone acts the same as chlorophyll in plants, but I can’t tell you bow
it works.” .

“Scientists were never able to
either,” Niles recalled. .

“Then,” said Perso, “the part of silicon that is not assimilated comes
to the skin, the same as starch in plants.”

"It sounds reasonable,” Niles agreed. “And in the course of a mil-
lion years or so, your bodies will become completely adapted to sili-
con?”

*“We believe so. Our scientists work from light to light to find ways
of speeding up the change.” -

“And the hormone catalyst makes your skin green?"

“Yes.”

1 holl d

phyil op

how chl

IT WAS ALL most interesting. “Hm-m.” Niles considered. “Seems
to me you have an ideal life, all protected from storms and weather.
Wait until the Florida Chamber of Commerce hears about this. And
you have glass for everything. Glass that can be bent, sawed, ham-
mered, nailed, that can be magnetized or made into mattresses. I think
T'll stick around. There'll be nothing to worry about for half a million
years.”
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“It would be ideal,” Perso agreed, “if it were not for the Cros and
the bitro.”

Niles was alert. “What about this bitro?”

“It affects Cros and Glass-men the same; they turn black and swell
up, and finally burst.”

“In plain words,” said Niles, frowning, “you're in a spot.”

“Yes,” Perso said gravely. “Four Glass-men have developed this
condition within the last period.”

Niles was deadly serious. “That means the three of us, too,” he
said reflectively. “If it affects the Cros and the Glass-men alike, we
can’t hope to be immune.”

Magrum broke in. “Ask the Cro why Ytla wants our nitrates,” he
directed Perso. N

Perso did, but Cro’s mottled face set stubbornly. The Glass-man
persisted, until finally the Cro began to writhe. He tried to break
away, but his c:gto:s held him. His face turned blacker than his hands.
Perso kept pr ding him in that calm voice, until finally the Cro
broke forth in a string of defiant gutturals.

Perso listened and turned to Magrum. “He says that before thirty
revolutions of the planet we shall be helpless from bitro, and that
then Ytla will attack us with all his men.”

Magrum stiffened. He pressed a glass rod and spoke hurried words
into a glass plate. He turned to the men who held.the Cro and waved
them away. “They will develop the disease, won't they?” Niles asked
Perso. .

“Yes,” said Perso, “but they will not infect the rest of the city. They
will take the Cro into the desert as far as they can.”

“But—"

“Have no fear. Their deaths will be quick and painless, away from
the energy of the sun-power banks.”

“But I thought the sun-power was to furnish a catalyst,” Niles said.

“That is true. But in the process there is a by-product of energy, and
through hundreds of generations our bodies have become dependent
on it.”

“‘These men will die, then?"

“Within a few hours,” Perso assured him. “If the desert animals
don’t find them.”

“But that's murder!”

“I am not familiar with the word. In the City of Glass, all personal
interests are subject to the perpetuation of the race.” X

“Maybe this isn't such a bad society, after all,” Niles said half
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aloud. “Here’s one ‘rlace where survival of the species is more im-
portant than survival of the individual. This is what I'd call a real
democracy; moreover—"

"I don’t understand,” Perso broke in, puzzled. -

“Listen.” Niles brushed aside the query. “I can show you how to
control this disease. I can make a serum that will counteract it!"”

Hope sprang into Perso’s eyes. He talked to Magrum and turned
back to Niles. “How long will it take?”

“Several planet-revolutions. Perhaps eight or ten.”

AGRUM looked doubtful when Perso told him this.
“We will give him whatever help he requires,” he said to
Perso, “but he must be watched. It may be a trick.”

There was more that Niles did not understand, until Perso inter-
rupted.
‘The Regulator wants to know about the instrument with which
you killed the Cro.”

“That,” Niles said cautiously, “was nothing but a weapon.”

“Weapon? You have used that word before.”

“If you hadn’t been so complacent all these years,” Niles pointed
out, trying to avert the subject whilé he considered it, “you would have
weapons, t00.” B
“True. But we did not want to waste our men and women in fight-

in| :

g"l‘ve heard that one before,” said Niles dryly, “but it's too late to
speculate on it now. So you want a weapon?”

“If it will keep the Cros from invading our city.”

“This weapon,” said Niles cautiously, “is just the thing for that; it
will kill at a distance.”

Perso showed delight. “That is exactly what we need. Otherwise the
Cros have only to keep sending their afflicted members into the city
until this—this disease, as you call it—wipes us out entirely.”

“I thiok I can make the weapon,” sai iles. .

He was beginning to wonder if he hadn’t. taken on too much. He
hadn’t meant to, but here was Perso, who had defended him. He real-
ized that he deeply wanted Perso’s race to survive. ’

“I'll make one,” he said, “if you need it. But why can’t you just bar
the ;nt;ance to the city? Isn't your glass strong enough to keep them
out?”

“It is for 2 while,” Perso told him earnestly, “But there are over
fifty thousand Cros. If they attack us all at once, with their stones and
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metal clubs, they will certainly be able to break in and destroy the
c

“You're right,” Niles said soberly. “You wouldn't have a chance. So
I'd better get to work; no telling when the Cros will be after us.”

The atmosphere in the room was heavy with foreboding.

"We can provide you a laboratory,” said Perso.

But Niles was thinking. “Now, hold on. There must be other peo-
ple on Earth, some who have scientists who would be more familiat
with your conditions. It would be better—"

“The City of Glass,” Perso said solemnly, “has two thousand five
hundred men and women—the only real human beings left on Earth.
And our one aim is to perpetuate this species. That is the end toward
which all our effort is directed.”

“Are the Cros the only others?"

“Not entirely. There are a few small groups scattered over the
Earth, but each has evolved separately, until no two are of the same
species.” )

“Are they all advanced like the City of Glass?”

Perso shook his head sadly. “"Some of them have science of a sort,
but all groups we have discovered have failed to develop control of
the emotions or respect for anything but force.” !

Niles snorted. “Sounds familiar. Do they all live underground ?"*

“Yes,” said Perso. “Partly as a result of their heritage, partly from
necessity. About the year four hundred thousand there were twelve
hundred years of tremendous sunspot activity, and the only survivors
of the terrific storms were those who took refuge in deep caves.”

TLES FROWNED in thought. “Does that mean that you people
have lived here ever since?”

“Yes. For nearly half a million years we have lived in this city.
Conditions outside have remained so unfavorable that we agreed to
limit our population and to devote all our energy to preservation of
our species, in the hope that some day we can again resume our place
upon the surface. That hope,” Perso said sadly, “has been all but for-
gotten except in our archives.”

“Haven't you tried ?"

*About fifty years ago we established a colony a few diameters from
here, but that was a mistake—a serious mistake.”

“Why?" Niles wanted to know. “Couldn’t you protect yourselves
from the storms, after all this time?”
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“We had worked out methods of protection from the elements and
from the savage beasts that now populate the world. But—"

“Animals?" asked Niles. “Then there must be vegetation.”

Perso shook his head.

“There are no plants, but there are animals that have adapted their
bodies to live on power from the sun, and others that live on what
moisture they can find. They can no longer eat flesh, but the age-
long, unsatisfied instinct to kill is still deep within them. However,
they are not our worst enemies.”

Niles trowned. “What is your worst enemy?”

“The Cros. They live in a huge hole about a hundred diameters to-
ward the sun from here.”

Carisbad Caverns in New Mexico, Niles thought reflectively.

“They have always outnumbered us greatly and they have attacked
us at every chance. So, some eighty thousand years ago, we gave up all
attempts to live outside. Under the leadership of Kasner, our greatest
scientist, we retired permanently to this city. And except for some
minor adventures, we have been here ever since.”

“Couldn’t you whip them? Couldn’t your scientists make weapons?”
“"Weapons?”

“Yes. Something to fight back,” Niles declared impatiently.

“Fight back? I do not understand.”

“Well, look,” said Niles. “When one man attacks another in the
city, the other one fights back, doesn’t he?”

“We don't fight,” Perso said simply; “it is a waste of ‘energy.”

Niles was nonplussed. “If I hit you, what would you do?”

“Why should you hit me?” asked Perso. “I have no intent of harm-
ing you.”

“You mean,” asked Niles incredulously, “that nobody harms any-
one else?”

“Very seldom, because any who show outcroppings of the old com-
bative instinct are banished from the city.” -

“Then,” Niles decided, “'you don’t know what a weapon is!”

“That is. true. Kasner said our only hope of preservation was. in re-
treating to our city.”

“Have the Cros tried to penetrate the city in force?”

“They didn’t for a long time. But recently a new leader named Ytla
has gained control of the Cros. He is directing them in systematic ef-
forts against us.”

"What do the Cros waat?"
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“Our—" Perso hesitated, searching for the word. “Our nitrates.
Kasner had us build the city over a great deposit of sodium nitrate, so
we should have material to raise our plants for food.”

““Why should the Cros attack you for. nitrates?"" asked Niles. “Aren’t
there deposits all over the Earth?”

“No. This is the only. dcrosih We have explored thoroughly, be-
cause without nitrate we could not live.”

“Couldn’t you eat these sun-power animals?” Niles suggested.

‘hey are not edible.”

“It scems,” Niles reflected, “that the warring nations in the twen-
tieth century must have exhausted all the nitrate deposits to provide
explosives. But listen, don’t you ever go outside?”

“"We send out expeditions on glass sleds occasionally for the small
supplies of metal required in our work. But that is hazardous, and our
principal working material is sand. That is why everything is made
chiefly of glass.”

“Well, well.” Niles paused. "It looks as if it's up to me to help
you fight these Cros.”

Perso seemed relieved.

"What material will you need?” he asked.




Cleven
A Deadly Serum

ART NILES paused and began to enumerate. “‘Let's see.”
H A thousand test-tubes. Beakers. Hypodermic needles. Glass
slides. The Glass-man with microscopic eyes to help him.

“How about iron?" he asked finally.

“We have small amounts for laboratory use,” Perso told him.

“What do you mean by ‘small amounts’? A thousand pounds?”

Perso’s eyes flickered as he translated pounds into /ibas.

“No,” he said. “Ten or fifteen pounds, perhaps. But we have

lass-—" :

“Will it stand a sudden strain?”

“Sudden—yes. We can make it to withstand any amount of sudden
shock. It cannot be used for sustained heavy work such as structural
supports, but—" .

“Then for the weapons,” Niles said quickly, “I shall want twenty-
five bars of your best glass, each as long as my hand and with longti-
tudinal holes the size of this.” He held out a .38-caliber bullet. “Can
this material be ground to exact shape?”

“As much as you need. We use a good deal of it in our electrical
controls.”

“Sulphur?”

“That 1s plentiful.”

“I must have also as much nitrate as the weight of a man.”

This request made Perso hesitate. He spoke to Magrum. The Regu-
lator turned grim; he asked a question.

“He wants to know if there is anything else you can use,” Perso
said.

Niles shook his head. Magrum studied him and touched the glass
switch-rod. Faces appeared on the visiscreen. Magrum spoke to them.

“He is calling the Council in the Golden Dome,” said Perso.

“What's the matter? Is there a shortage of nitrate?”

o4
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*“No. It is only that nitraie is essential to our life. We cannot waste

“Hm-m,” said Niles.

Magrum finished his conference. He turned to Niles and nodded
gravely. He issued orders into the glass plate.

*“All the material you have asked for will be furnished,” Perso said
in-a low voice. ““Your laboratory will be in the Red Dome.”

“Good. Let's get started. I want to talk to the physicians about the
disease.” .

From the doctors Niles ascertained that bitro had an incubation pe-
riod of ten to twelve days, and that it affected Cros and Glass-men
alike. It was highly infectious. In one instance it had been caught when
a Glass-man had sat in a chair where an infected Cro had been.

Niles found out also that the first symptom in the case of a Glass-
man was the failure of his system to utilize sun-power.

Niles obtained a hypodermic needle, some culture tubes, a pair of
flexible glass gloves as thin as paper, and took his leave. .

In the Tink glass apartment, Carole and Dr. Beckwith were finish-
ing a meal of the Glass-men’s vegetables.

“We've saved yours,” Carole said softly, “and I've kept it warm.”

“I'mt sorry. No time to eat; there’s work to do.”

Niles was startled at the intensity in his own voice. The old eager-
ness for work had come over him, unnoticed.

“1 wish we could get somewhere so I could go ahead with my ex-
peri " Beckwith complained .

Niles left, but Carole followed him outside.

“Do you think,” she asked in a small voice, “that we can leave
soon? I—this tasteless food—and that green-faced man is trying to
make love to me!” She shuddered.

ILES CAUGHT her firm little shoulders. “If Zudat isn’t careful
I'll give him a taste of atavistic treatment,” he said sharply.

He hadn't intended anything else, but he was drawing Carole closer.
The touch of his hands on her warm shoulders, the loneliness in her
brown eyes— His arms went around her and he kissed her hard. She
let him hold her for a moment, then he drew back quickly. “I love
you, Carole,” he said.

He wheeled and was gone. There was work to do. He had to find
the dead Cro, somewhere qut on the desert, and draw some blood
from the body to prepare a serum.

The desert was just turning light. Niles found tracks in the sand.
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Dragging tracks, as if the Glass-men had had to pull the Cro away
from the city.

The sun came over the eastern edge of the desert. The black sun-

power banks of the city disappearcd behind the sand dunes. The desert
began to steam. Still the tracks led on. The Glass-men seemed to be car-
rying the Cro now. The disease must have made him unconscious, but
.the Glass-men were taking him as far as they possibly could from the
city.
Niles came across a strange spot. Outlines of skeletons lay white
against the sand. He stopped to examine them. They weren't painted;
they were like a design set in a mosaic. He picked up some of the
white stuff between his thumb and finger. It felt gritty, like crushed
bone. His face tightened as he studied it, then he went on slowly.

He found the Cro at last. The body had exploded and deflated. The
Cro was no longer a menace to the City of Glass, but three pairs ot
footprints led on into the desert. The steps were short now, with the
ebbing of the Glass-men’s energy, but the tracks went on and on, as
far trom the city as they possibly ‘could.

Niles knelt in the hot sand by the Cro’s body, avoiding the marks
made by it. He drew on the glass gloves and filled ten tubes, sealed
them over, closed the air-tight glass lid of the case. He threw away his
gloves and the needle. -

He stood up and looked around him. There was no movement any-
where in the desert. Only the sun edged higher in the sky, and the hecat
rolled over the desert in smothering waves.

He looked at the tracks leading over the next dune and had an ir-
resistible desire to follow them. He walked through the sand to the top
ot the hill—and stopped.

A quarter of a mile away was a small group in the sand. He shout-
ed and waved to them. He thought he saw movement ot the bodies,
but they didn't respond- to him. He started toward them—three men
dying 1n the desert for the future of their race—but then he caught
himselt, shook his head slowly. His jaws tightened. There was nothing
he could do for them; he turned slowly and started back through the
burning sand. :

Niles reached the city and found the Red Dome. Up moving stairs
he went, to a big room under the dome. The walls were lined with
benches and glass shelves. He found row after orderly row of spark-
ling test-tubes, Crookes’ tubes, beakers, burners, apothecaries’ scales,
mortars and pestles, stands and dropping tunnels.

They shone under the soft light. It looked as if all the chemical
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equipment of the city had been turned over to Niles. He picked out 8
place to work, put on glass clothes and prepared to divide the serum
in the tubes.

BUT THE broth Niles had requested hadn’t arrived yet, and he de-
cided he would need a filter for his mouth and nose. He went
down to the glowing street and took a magnetic car to  the Golden
Dome. He alighted before the dome and started to enter the big %l:ss
doors. But a dozen Glass-men rushed before him and pushed him back
to the street.

h"My, my,” said Niles aloud. “Must be about ten tons of uranium in
there.”

The silence of the city was broken by the bristling and crackling of
brittle skin. Red lights were flashing. Three more squads of Glass-men
converged on Niles- and three minutes later he was facing Magrum.
Perso came running in, his face pale green.

“You must not try to enter the Golden Dome,” he said, his face
crackling with anxiety.

“But I need more equipment!” Niles protested.

"It is better to call the dome on the visiphone,” Perso said gravely.

Magrum spoke sharply to Perso. There was some argument, but
Perso resisted and finally Magrum gave in.

“Please, my friend,” Perso told Niles when they were outside, “do
not approach the dome again.”

“Why?”

I cannot tell you. I can only say—nothing.”

The new material was waiting for Niles in the laboratory, and he
went to work in earnest. Within half an hour he was absorbed, pre-
paring cultures and labeling them. He discovered then that he needed
a watch. He had just dipped his glass gloves into a hasty preparation
of iodoform when the sEding door at the end of the laboratory lifted
and he heard short, quick steps.

“Carole!” he exclaimed. "My dear, why are you here?”

She came across the glass floor of the long room, her red-and-green
skirt swinging with each sure step. “Hart Niles,” she said, coming
close to him, “you nced someone to help you.”

He stared at her. “It’s dangerous,” he said finally. “It's one of the
most deadly diseases ever known on Earth.”

“All the more reason,” she insisted, “why there should be two of

us,
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She stopped. Her eyes were large as she looked into his. “Hart
Niles, you told me this morning that you loved me—but you didn’t
ask me how I felt about you!”

Niles stepped back, frowning. “Well, I—you—I'm not the kind of
a man for you.”

“No,” she said, “you're not. You're the one man for me! You're
risking your life to help these people who aren’t even of your own
species. What's good for you is good enough for me—and I'm going
to help.” She looked around quickly. “Now dig me up some cﬁuothes
so I can get busy.”

He studied her, the poise of her capable chin, the tenderness in her
eyes, the purpose in her firm shoulders.

“You're the one I need,” Niles said softly, and went to a glass cab-
inet. “I had to have a steam cabinet made,” he explained. "It 1sn’t a
finished product, but it's efficient—I hope.”

HE STRUGGLED to forget that this girl was Carole. From now
until this crists was over, she was his helper—an efficient one,
he could see quickly, for she took in the array of tubes with a business-
like glance. .

“Where do I start?” she asked gravely.

“You can help me divide this broth. We've got to produce, in not
more than a week, enough serum to ‘inoculate a hundred Glass-men.
We'll use Pasteur’s first method.”

1 know,” she said firmly. “We'll prepare full-strength culture and
attenuate separate quantities of it with heat, so that after seven days
the portion Jongest exposed will be very weak. Then you'll start inocu-
lating with the weaker serum first. Then the six-day serum, the five-
day, and so on.”

Niles was wide-eyed. "What do you know about it?” he asked.

“12" Carole asked primly. “I studied bacteriology.”

“W-It T'll be doggoned ! said Niles.

The rose glow from the walls lighted the fl:l’s cheeks, and he start-
ed toward her. Then he remembered. “All right,” he said briskly.
“Start on this rack. Label them. We'll call this—what day is it, any-
way 2"
w:{ncd. X

“About June fifteenth.”

“Call this June fifteenth. We'll start from there.”” He chuckled. A
day or two won’t make much difference.” He put the mask over his
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face. “But you must be very careful.” His voice was a little muffled.
“Don’t get even a tiny drop of the culture on your skin.”

She looked through the slit in her mask. “Is it that bad, Dr. Niles?”
she asked archly.

“It is highly virulent.” His voice was crisp. “Any kind of direct
exposure will be fatal.”

Chaptorn Jwelve

First Attack

HEY WORKED long hours on the cultures, bringing them up to

I full strength, subdividing them, drying them out, labeling, label-

ing, lahcling. Niles ordered five thousand more test-tubes.

They worked side by side for long hours. Carole was as efficient as
she was lovely. Magrum visited them the second morning and asked
many questions.

The man with microscopic eyes came in and peered for hours
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through his immense pupils at the cultures Niles prepared for him.
The Glass-man isolated the bitro’ germ and drew a picture of it with
chalk on a glass plate, his enormous eyes growing even bigger and
rounder as Niles explained the nature of the germ.

In these hours Carole and Niles were careful to maintain a profes-
sional attitude toward each other. But on the second afternoon, when
Zudat came up in his bright blue tunic and hovered over Carole, Niles
snapped at him. “You're bothering us.”

udat glowered, but Niles brusquely told him to let them work.
Zudat left reluctantly. ’
lHde ought to get the disease,” Niles growled to Carole, and she
smiled.

That evening Perso took Niles to the Peach-colored Dome. With an
air of secrecy he was admitted to a huge inner room.

“Our most profound séientists have been at work for a long time,”
Perso said proudly, “and have constructed a weapon.”

“A weapon?” repeated Niles. “But I thought—"

“Perhaps you can suggest improvements,” Perso said. “If our weap-
on is efficient, you will be able to devote all your time to the serum.”

“Well,” said Niles, skeptical, “let's see it work.”

He couldn’t see how these people, with no experience in war for
half a million years, could posssbel; develop an adequate weapon. There
was a possibility, of course; they might have something entirely new.
But he was disappointed when he saw it.

The “weapon™ turned out to be a very simple catapult, with a car-
riage running along a glass slide propelled by an elastic glass bow-
string. They put a glass ball the size of a man’s fist in the carriage,
and a Glass-man pulled the carriage back and locked it. Another
Glass-man pushed S:e entire contraption around on the floor to get it
located.

“You see,” said Perso. “We can change direction with it.”

“Yes,” said Niles. “But can you hit anything?”

They set up a six-feet-square sheet of glass at the other end of the
room. The. man holding back the carriage squinted along the track
and moved the catapult around for a full minute. Then he released the
carriage. The glass ﬁall hit one edge of the target and tore 2 hole in it.

Perso turned proudly to Niles. “You see! It is powerful.”

Niles shook his head sadly. “It won't do, my friend.”

“It will certainly kill 2 man,” Perso insisted.

“Sure,” Niles retorted, “if you hit him. That target’s only forty feet
away and you almost missed. If that were a Cro, he’d be down here
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before you could load a second shot. And what would you do against
ten thousand? No, it isn’t enough. You've got to have something bet-
ter than that.”

“‘But Magrum likes it.”

Niles snorted. "I don't give a hoot what Magrum likes. 1 can prove
to him it won't do at all. I'm going to work on this weapon business
myself. How about the glass rods?”

‘We have them ready.” Perso said doubtfully.

“'Is there another room in the Red Dome where I can work?"”

“I'll ask Magrum.”

“You'll play ball with me!” Niles sna at him. “Get the stuff in
that room and I'll work on it tonight. Wl;:e fighting a war!”

There was authority in Niles' voice. Perso studied him solemnly. “I
will see that it is done,” he said. .

“And I want a chemist and a couple of men who know how to
work with glass,” Niles added.

“Very well,” said Perso.

Niles wrote out a list of material he would need. He had a qualm
when he thought about how he was putting Perso on the spot, but
there was little time, and Perso had great influence with Magrum.

THE GLASS-MEN were efficient. By the time Niles reached the
Red Dome the material was there. And three men were waiting
for him—a Glass-man with long, strong fingers, and another with a
chest twice the size of Niles'. The chemist was a thin, intelligent-look-
ing fellow.

“What are you?" he asked the big-chested man.

“I'm a glass-blower,” the man said; "' can make anything you want.
in rough form. This man finishes it up.”

“Good. I'll show you what I want.”

Niles drew the pistol from his pocket. He found an instrument that
resembled a screw-driver and took the gun apart. He showed them the
individual pieces. He swallowed when he came to-the mainspring. He
had forgotten about that. But the big-chested man tried it between his
thumb and forefinger.

“We can duplicate that,” he said, unconcerned. “We have a special
glass thread that acts in the same way.”

Niles was dubious again when he came to the shell casing. but thc
glass-worker tested it for strength and hardness and announced he
could produce a glass case exactly like it. )

Apparently there was little in the way of small metallic parts that
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could not be duplicated by the thousands of years® experience of the
Glass-men. They took careful measurements and went to work.

) h'Ln one revolution of the planet,” they promised, “it will be fin-
ished.”

“That's fast work if you can do it.”

Niles started the chemist with mercury and nitric acid and alcohol.

) "Eu?ny you boys haven't learned to drink that stuff,” he said of the
alcohol.

The nitrate, Niles found, was easy to work, and before long he was
mixing potassium nitrate, sulphur and charcoal to make black Funpow-
der. He went up to check on Carole’s work and sent her off to bed.
When he returned, the chemist was precipitating the gray crystals of
mercuric fulminate. .

Twenty hours later, astonishingly enough, the glassworkers finished
putting together a glass duplicate of Carole’s .38-caliber revolver.
Niles tried the action and found that it worked. He complimented the
men in their own language. .

They gave him halﬂ 5eoun cartridge cases, which they showed him
could be crimped the same as brass. Niles poured fulminate into a
hole and plugged it up. He filled the bottom half with some of the
black powder he had made, put in a glass bullet and crimped the edges.

"W‘:”ll try one of the bullets in my pistol first,” Niles said.

He put the cartridge in the chamber, spun it into ition, threw
the chamber into place. He held the gun far from his face, aimed at a
bag of sand and squeezed the trigger. Nothing happened; the Glass-
men looked blank.

Niles frowned, then he ejected the glass shell and looked at it. His
face cleared. “'Look here, you fellows made this of unbreakable glass
all the way around. This spot in the center must break easily.”

Three hours later they presented him with some new cases, with per-
cussion caps set exactly as they were in his own cartridges.

“My error,” Niles said; I should have had more confidence in
‘you from the first, instead of trying a short-cut.”

He put another glass bullet in his pistol and squeezed the trigger
again. The explosion shocked the Glass-men. They jumped for the
door, their skins rattling a protest. But Niles, with success warm in
his face, called them back. He was looking at the cartridge case. It
wasn't even swelled.

Niles nodded. He examined the bag of sand which had served as
the target. It was punctured in the middle.

But he still had misgivings when he tried a cartridge i the glass
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revolver. He held his breath, expecting a shower of glass in his face—

but dldp't get it. He let out his breath in a long sigh of relief. The
glass pistol worked as well—or almost as well—as his own.

He appreciated then the skill and knowledge of perhaps a thousand

ions of gl kers, and the ing accuracy of their tools.

PERSO ARRANGED a test before Magrum, and the Regulator was
pleased. He assigned Niles enough men to turn out twenty revol-
vers and a thousamf cartridges a day.

Then at last Niles returned to the bacteriological laboratory. Carole
was sweeping up some broken glass. . °

“You're tired,” he said gently. “You're getting circles under your
eyes.”

- "'So are you,” she said. "I can’t stop while you are still working.”

'Go home and sleep a few hours,” he insisted.

“But there isn't time.” Her small white hand swept the room. “The
cultures. There are thousands of tubes—" -

“Never mind.” He took her by the shoulders and turned her around.
“Four hours, at least,” he ordered.

She dropped her glass apron on a bench.

“Look out for Zudat,” she warned him. “He doesn't like you; he'll
try to do something to hurt you.”

Niles snorted.

The tubes had multiplied incredibly fast. He worked steadily until
morning. Then Carole returned and sent him to sleep. He awoke in
the afternoon, checked the pistol-makers, showed a Glass-man how to
load cartridges and went upstairs.

*“Our ordnance department is going full blast,” he.told Carole. His
lean brown hands tilted her face to the light. “*And we've got a beau-
tiful brown-eyed bacteriologist.”" His fingers left her face reluctantly.
“But”—his face drooped—"no eggs for breakfast; no oatmeal; not
even hot cakes. I'm so hungry for real food I could—" He hesitated.

“Eat glass,” she suggested. Her eyes were twinkling.

He looked at her and rubbed his hands together.

“Damn near,” he said.

AT MIDNIGHT they both stopped for sleep. And at seven o'clock
the next morning Niles was called by Perso. “The first twenty
guns are ready.”

“And ammunition?"”

“Plenty of fire-power.” Perso was getting into the spirit of things,
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Niles thought. “That’s fine,” he said. “Get twenty men up there and
I'll-teach them how to handle that artillery.”

The men were there when Niles reachcdy the Red Dome. He arranged
silhouette targets against sacks of sand, showed the men how to load,
their pistols.and how to aim them.

“It'll be crude,” he told Perso, "'but it'll be bloody, too; they won't
all miss,” .

But Niles had forgotten that the Glass-men were selective above all.
Perso had chosen twenty men most suited to the usc of a pistol, and
though they were nervous at first, they soon straightened out and began
to hit the targets.

“Boy, oh, boy!” said.Niles glcefully. “These fellows would make a
fine army. I wonder if the Cros need protection from the dastardly
Mammoth Cave people in Kentucky.” N

Perso stared at him, trying to figure it out, but Niles laughed. "'Skip’
it, pal. We're all— Whar's 1 22"

The white glow of light from the walls changed suddenly to red,
back to white. red again.

Perso started to run. “"The Golden Dome!” he cried.

But Niles shot after him and seized his arm. "Find out what's the
trouble!”

Perso looked at him an instant. then ran to a desk, turned on a tele-
gs?r. He shot words into it, then listened. He turned haggardly to

iles. .

“A hundred Cros have overcome the guards at the entrance to the
city. They are marching totard the Golden Dome!"

“Okay,” Niles said coolly. "We're between them and the Dome,
aren’t we?”

“Yes, but—" .

Niles glanced at the box of cartridges. “Four hundred—twenty
rounds apiece. That's plenty. Here”—he passed out cartridges to the
twentv marksmen—"load your guns. Keep the rest of the cartridges
for reloading. Now—follow me!”

“What are you gding to do?" asked Perso.

“I'm goingto find out,” Niles said grimly, “whether your Uncle
Niles stays here to eat fried tripe for breakfast, or whether he gets
skidded out on his ear!”

He led the men at a hard run to the street up which the Cros were
coming. The soft quiet of the city was shattered by the invaders’
hoarse yells. Niles stopped his green-faced marksmen at a corner.

“'Listen to me! Six of you hide in the doorways on each side. Four
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stay here with me. When the Cros get close enough I'll shoot once.
Then all of you shoot at the Cros. And try to hit them!”

T Glass-men scattered. In thirty seconds the ambush was ready.
Niics waited in the middle of the street. The band of Cros reached the
next correr and yelled derisively at-him. Niles stood calmly. studying
the ranks of unhealthy white skins, noting the hands with their great
flanges of fingers.

THE CROS were not in order but they were closely packed. They
- poured across the intersection; they swarmed up the street to the
middle of the block. but still Niles didn't move. He wanted them to
get close enough so his Glass-men would hit some of them.
~An iron club hurtled through the air at him. He let it clatter by on
the street, waiting. When the first rank was forty feet from him he
raised his arm, with the revolver held in his hand. “Stop!” he com-
manded.

As he shouted, he hoped his snipers hadn’t forgetten they were sup-
posed to shoot at his first shot. : §

The Cros came on. Niles aimed at the leader and fired. The Cro
staggered as if he had been struck; blood flowed out on his chest and
he shricked.

The next instant seemed ages to Niles. But he had forgotten that the
Glass-men in no sense were fools, but highly  intelligent people and
readily adaptable. Before the Cro fell to the ground, the four men
with Niles were firing, and the roar of black-powder explosions rolled
around the cul-de-sac at the end of the street.

Red fire spouted from twenty guns, and glass balls tore through
hairy white torsos. Hoarse cries came from the Cros. Niles fired again
and the Glass-men began to shoot in earnest: by the third volley a
dozen Cros were down and more were injured.

Niles advanced on them with th¢ four men at his side, shooting
steadily That is, four were shooting steadilv. Niles was only pretend-
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ing to shoot, because he alone of the defenders had failed to bring ex-
tra ammunition.

The Cros began to break and started back up the street to the exit—
slowly at first, then faster.

“They don’t even take their wounded,” Niles observed.

He followed with his twenty marksmen, cautioning them to fire in
turn, but only four or five at a time, so their ammunition would last
until the Cros got away. The invaders fought one another to get
through the broken doors, shouting and cursing, screaming when
they were hit by glass bullets.

The last Cro leaped up the steps, turned and threw his club at them
defiantly, then wheeled toward the doors. But a Glass-man’s bullet
caught him as he whirled. He spun around and around, his eyes staring
from his white face, then toppled over the edge of the platform and
landed on the glass walk with a crunch. His twenty-six fingers closed
and spread convulsively.

Niles gathered his snipers and commended them. Then he got Perso
off to one side. “We've licked them this time, but they'Il be back
for more. We'll need more guns and more ammunition—lots more
ammunition! They won’t be so easy to stop the next time.”

1 am afraid you are right,” said Perso.

“Listen. We've got to make a lot of cartridges—thousands and tens
of thousands. I want ten tons of nitrate sent to the Red Dome.”

“Ten tons?” Perso said gravely.

“Yes. Ten tons! The weight of a hundred men! And don't let
Magrum talk you out of it.” >

IT WAS TWO o'clock in the afternoon. Niles went to the laboratory
and had a lunch of tasteless vegetables with Carole. Then he was
called to the televisor.

“Magrum wants you,” said Perso’s image in the glass.

Niles went to the Green Dome. White-haired Magrum sat at the
head of a table. Four other Glass-men sat around the table and studied
Niles curiously.

“We have noted your success in repelling the Cros today,” Magrum
began in his deep voice, “and ave are very thankful.”

Niles wet his lips and waited.

“We have also your request for a large quantity of nitrate to make
more ition for. hat is it—pistols.”

o4
“Yes,” said Niles. “We must get up a good stock—"
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“I am sorry,” Magrum interrupted. “The regulating body has voted
unanimously that this request must be refused.”

“Refused > Niles felt as if he had been struck on the head with a
hammer.

“Yes. We have agreed that no more nitrate, not even a small
amount, may be used for your purposes.”

“Not even as much as I had before?” Niles asked slowly.

“I'm sorry,” said Magrum. “Not a single unit of weight; it is the
regulating body’s decision.”

Niles was stunned. He felt like a trapped animal. He was hurt—and
bewildered. He looked around the table; there at the foot was Zudat,
grinning evilly.

Chapter Jhinteen

Powder vs. Proteins

ART NILES controlled himself as he looked at Zudat. Zudat

was an ordinary garden variety of scifish man. He was willing

to risk the future of the City of Glass and of his own species,
rather than let Niles get the credit for saving them. How big a part
did Zudat’s designs on Carole play in this game of treachery?

But Magrum in his golden tunic was rising slowly, his brittle skin
protesting. “I am sorry, Niles.” His voice was kind. “We have decided
the continued future of the race is more important than our imme-
diate safety.”

“But—""

“There are perhaps some things about our way of life which you do
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not understand,” Magrum said kindly. “You've never gone past the
Golden Dome to the other side of the city, have you?”

“No, I haven't.”

““Then come with me.”

Ten minutes later Niles stepped up to Magrum’s side and stared out
over a great slope of sparkling glass and green plants. It stretched
away for half a mile to tEe wall of the city, and then sloped upward to
meet the black sun-power blocks that formed the city's roofs.

“Lord,” Niles breathed. "Millions of plants—all in glass cases!”

They ranged back row after row and upward tier upon tier. Trans-
parent cases filled with flourishing plants. Acre after solid acre of
sparkling green.

_"Here,” said Magrum, “is the vital portion of our food suﬁlly.
Silicon, you know, as yet furnishes only about one per cent of our body
needs. The process of adaptation, even with all our advanced work, is
slow in reaching a point of practical use. '

“Out there”—his arm swept the desert outside—"are incalculable
quantities of sand with its silicon component. But our bodies will
accept only a few grams a day, and even most of that is not assimilated.
It comes to the surface and is eliminated through the skin; that is why
our skins have this peculiar brittle quality.” .

“But these plants—"

“We have eliminated all but a few species. Into those we have bred
aH the essential elements.”

“Vitamins, you mean?”

Magrum smiled. “That is an archaic term. Your vitamins and cal-
ories and carbohydrates and proteins are all part of a complex whole
that differs with each plant.”

“You seem to have advanced hydroponics to its ultimate.”

“Yes. We grow the plants artificially with light, heat, water and a
chemical food made of potassium phosphate, calcium nitrate, boric acid
crystals. and the sulphates of i ium, iron and man-
ganese.” .

“And no dirt at all?” Niles asked.

“We use a coarse sand to support the roots, but nothing in the way

-t

of soil.”

“They grow fast, too, I imagine.”

Magrum smiled. “The plants you call potatoes require three months
to mature in the desert. Here it takes only two weeks.”

Magrum bent over a glass case, pushec{ aside the vines and showed
Niles the liquid in the bottom.
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“You can d our plete dependence for survival on our-
selves and our own resources. We have none of the natural vegetation
that once covered the Earth.”

“I see,” Niles said.

Magrum went on. “The essential element is nitrogen, which we
must obtain from the vast deposit that underlies this city to a depth of
nearly a mile. We know the exact extent and purity of the deposit, and
have gauged our use of it accordingly. For at our present rate of ada{ta-
tion, it will take three hundred and fifty thousand years more before
we can live entirely on silicon.”

*“And you calculate—"

“We £now that our supply of nitrate will last for exactly that length
of time. If our rate of adaptation should slow down, we would be
forced to reduce our population. You see, therefore, why we guard our
supply so closely. If we permitted you to use the nitrate to make %un-
powder, we shoufd be endangering the existence of our species. That
we cannot do.”

Niles' brows kait in a thoughtful frown. “I understand,” he con-
ceded. “'As time went on, you would require more and more gunpowder
to fight off the Cros, until the drain would be too great.”

“That is it precisely.”

"“There used to be a great many deposits of nitrate over the world,”
Niles said slowly. .

“They do not exist now. We have neglected no possible source;
this is the only remaining supply of fixed nitrogen on Earth.”

“But plants can fix nitrogen.”

“That is true, but they must be in the open on normal soil. It would
require tens of thousands of acres of ordinary soil to produce the food
raised here in a comparatively small area.”” Magrum’s jaws tightened.
“There is not that much soil in all the world,” he said with finality.

“I wonder what happened to the big nitrate deposits in Chile and
Australia.”

“We have some records of those, but they seem to have disappeared
about the time you left'the Earth.”

“Oh,” said Niles. “That means they were completely exhausted by
warring nations.” !

“Exactly what we are trying to avoid,” Magrum pointed out
shrewdly.

Niles studied him and then offered his hand. “You are right, he said
soberly. “You are properly the Regulator of this city. I am sorry for
interfering.”

d
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MAGRUM returned to the Green Dome and Niles went slowly to
the pink glass apartment. Dr. Beckwith was fussing with some

chemicals in glasses on a table. <

“I wish you'd get me a laboratory, so I could go ahead with my
work,” he said peevishly.

His Farted beard bobbed up and down as he examined the glasses.

“It looks,” Niles said wearily, “as if you can have my arms lab-
oratory in the Red Dome.”

He sank into a chair. The soft glass cushions were relzxinﬁ. He start-
ed to talk to Beckwith, but in reality he was arguing with himself.

““'We've been making black gunnowder, which is out. Smokeless pow-
der is from cellulose, again a nitrogen base, which would require fer-
tilizer. So that's out. Nitroglycerine also requires fixed nitrogen—and
it isn’t even a propellant. Same for the fulminates.

“There is the ammonium salt of hydrazoic acid, which is not an
organic compound, but even in the days of specialized war they never
developed it to the point of practical use.

“Oxygen and liquid air can’t be controlled. Uranium is a powerful
explosive, but too scarce. So what?”" he asked disgustedly.

eckwith jumped. “What's that? What did you say?”

Niles drew a deep breath. )

“In my quaint way, 1 was just saying that we've reached a bottle-
;_Icck." He got up, feeling very tired. "'I'd better get back to the serum

actory.”

H:y sent away the men making pistols and cartridges, but took the
chemists upstairs to help Carole. Their work was becoming moun-
tainous. At midnight they went home.

Niles pondered the problem of a weapon but drifted into an uneasy
sleep. They ate their usual tasteless breakfast.

“Boy, how I could go for a luscious stack of hot cakes—twelve
high!”* said Niles. .

“With molasses and butter?” Carole smiled at him across the table,
her brown eyes soft with understanding and sparkling with humor.

“With axle grease and the trichloride of arsenic—if the hot cakes
were underneath.” Niles grinned at her. “And if you werc across the
table.”

But down in the City of Glass a grim thing was happening. Niles
discovered it when he saw a group of fifteen grave-faced men and
eight golden-yellow women in varicolored tunics walking up the center
of the street toward the city’s exit.
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Perso was at the laboratory. “Seven men showed one of the first
symptoms of bitro when their systems refused their morning ration of
silicon,” he exPlaincd. “The others were close enough to these to have
been infected.” .

It hit Niles like a blow. Twenty-three human beings had gone out
to die in the desert. They were brave. There was no crying, no resistance
to the regulations. For t{\e race must go on.

But the eight women in the group reminded Niles that all these
people had others who loved them and who would grieve for them
He bad to get that serum ready!

“'Others may have been infected unknowingly,”said Perso. “Do you
think you can help us, Niles?”

“I've got to,” Niles answered grimly, and went to work.

He started checking and testing, with Carole, silent but efficient,
at his side. The Glass-man with three-inch pupils came in wearing his
orange tunic, and Niles put him to work examining the attenuated cul-
tures. By noon Niles made a terse announcement. “There’s enough to
start,” he declared. .

“You won't give it without testing first?” asked Carole.

“'OF course not. Do you think 1I—"

“How arte you going to test it?" )
f'Vghy. on—oh, Lord!” Niles groaned. “We haven’t any guinea-
igs.

Pg“No, but—wait, Niles! The rabbits—father's rabbits!" .

He looked up. His eyes widened. “Sure! That's it. Those rabbits.
I'll go after them right away!”

But the Glass-man with the huge eyes dropped a demolition bomb
on Niles’ eagerness. . )

“Do these—these rabbits,” he said, milling over the won?i as he said

L o

it, “have the same phy as we
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ILES STARED at the man in the orange tunic and then sank

onto a stool. He ribbed his jaw with his lean bronze hand.

Incongruously he noticed, for the first time since he had left
on the sg:ce flight, that he was still wearing 2 beard.

He'd better see Perso and get something to cut his whiskers. It would
be a glass razor, probably. He chuckled to himself, thinking of all the
jokes that had been written about 2 man’s shaving with a piece of win-
dow pane. -

But he had to see Perso about something else. He pulled himself to-
gether and got up.

Two hours later Niles sat slumped in a glass chair in the pink
apartment. On the visiphone screen he watched Magrum select one
hundred Glass-men to form a test-inoculation group. Carole, at Niles'
side, smoothed out her skirt and pulled her legs under her. watching the
screen and Niles alternately. The old Glass-man with microscopic
pupils, whom Carole affectionately called Big-eyes, sat behind him.

But Niles' eyes never moved from the screen. He saw Magrum, in
his golden flexible-glass tunic, step onto a platform. “Glass-men,”
he said, and his deep, vibrant voice rolled from the screen. “we have
to select one hundred of our number to undergo a test. One of our
visitors has devised a method of protection from bitro, and it is nec-
esiary to inoculate first a small group, so that we may observe the re-
sults.

“Since this group must be representative, and requires no special
qualifications, we will choose it by chance. I have ruled. under Kasner's
Law Number Four for the Preservation of the Species, that our women

_shall not participate in this group.”
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He turned to an instrument at his right. It looked like a numbering
machine, with faceted glass disks a foot in diameter. Each disk had
ten facets, and each facet held digits from one to zero.

The unit disk was red, the disk for the tens was yellow, the hun-
dreds green, the thousands violet, and the ten thousands black. The
last three disks were orange, blue and brown.

“You will be selected by your birth-numbers,” Magrum said, and
pressed a button. -

The wheels spun dizzily, with light flashing from their colored
facets. Abruptly they clicked into position and stopped. The colored
numbers flashed on 2 screen. “Number one-nine-seven-six-two-four-
eight-one,” said Magrum.

_ Niles was taut. He watched Magrum press the button. This time the
disks whicled at dizzy speed. They didn't stop, but Magrum presently
called another number. A moment later he called a third. But the
wheels didn't stop.

“I don’t see how he can possibly pick any numbers,” Niles said to
Perso, who had just come in.

“It's stopping all the time,” said Perso, "but it starts again so fast
you can't see it."”

“But how can Magrum tell the numbers?”

'Th? are recorded by photographs, synchronized with the instru-
ment. Isn’t that clever?”

Niles turned to stare at him mirthlessly.

“Yes, it is.” He watched the screen. “‘fhat machine goes up to nine
million. It'll take ages—"

*“No. The first four disks always stop at the same figures. There are
only about three thousand numbers to cover, and the machine gives 2
hundred decisions a minute. That means the selection will be finished
in half an hour, by your way of reckoning time.”

He tried to follow Perso’s figures, but his mind wouldn’t click. He
put his hand on Perso's arm and spoke earnestly. “Listen, Perso. I
don’t think we ought to do this.” -

“How else can you do it?" asked Perso logically.

“I don’t know,” Niles said dully. He sank Eack into his chair. “But
you can't experiment on human beings like guinea-pigs. 1 haven’t made
any preliminary tests at all. T don’t know if the stuff will work. It
might kill them.” He shuddered, watching the wheels flashing on the
screen. “They might develop the disease.”

Perso shook his head. “If we cannot find protection from the
disease, the Cros will get us all sooner or later, anyway. If you are
successful. the race i< saved. Magrum would have it no other way.”
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“He's got Plcnty of nerve,” said Niles.
*“Magrum ts logical,” Perso responded.

ITHIN an hour, Niles was back in the laboratory. Carole had

stayed at home, saying she needed rest. Something about the way
she said it seemed strange to Niles, but he realized that she had worked
very hard, so he told her to take it easy for a day. N

He reached the laboratory and put on his ase[gtic glass gown. Big-
eyes followed suit. Perso and Magrum watched. Dr. Beckwith puttered
at the other end of the laboratory. One hundred green-skinned Glass-
men in colorful tunics moved restlessly on the floor, making a contin-
uous, intermittent crackling and popping.

Niles was preparing a hypodermic needle. He examined his tubes of
culture indecisively, and suddenly wheeled to Magrum and Perso.
“Let’s inoculate just ten,” he said. “That will be enough for a test.”

But Magrum was firm. ““The test must be conclusive.”

Niles wet his lips. “Even if the test is successful,” he said desper-
ately, “it is not unlikely that ten per cent of them will develop the
disease anyway.” .

But Magrum shook his white head. “Most of these are young men
who can be spared. None is over sixty years old.”

“Sixty!” repeated Niles. “Young men!”
= “Of course.”

“But sixty is—was old when I left the Earth.”

“It isn't now,” Perso said. “Since we have bred eugenically and
have weeded out the unfit, and since we have had no disease for count-
less generations, we live much longer. I myselt am only thirty-eight,
but Magrum here is two hundred and forty-six, and Big-eyes, as you
call him, 1s three hundred and twelve.”

“Lord " Niles exclaimed.

He filled the h) ermic needle. His hands were steady but cold,
and his heart was slugging against the walls of his chest.

He faced the hundred men. “I'm ready for the first one,” he said
tensely.

A Glass-man started forward. Niles took his arm. Big-eyes rubbed
a sgot with alcohol. Niles started the injection.

ut there was a sudden commotion in the room. Niles stopped.
Someone was pushing through the crowd. He stepped out in front de-
fiantly, and Niles looked into the Bleaming eyes o Zudat.

Zudat turned his back to Niles. “This is a trick,” he said to Magrum.
“This man is trying to give us all the disaase!”
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Niles was silent, though he raged inwardly. Too bad, he thought
d?“l{’e"h“ the Glass-men hadn’t been able to breed men like Zudat out
of their race.

ZUDAT WAS talking, with venom in his voice. “We don’t know
where this man came from, or why he is here. He was found near
his ship with three Cros. He killed one of them—but how do we know
he didn't do it to establish himself as a friend! How do we know it
isn’t a trick all the way, a trick to wipe us out with bitro!”

“Talk about fifth-column work,” muttered Niles. “This guy invent-
ed the technique.”

But Perso spoke up. “The newcomer is a friend,” he declared. “He
proved that by driving away the Cros with 2 new weapon.”

“Yes,” Zudat growled. “That was a very clever way of trying to
deplete our nitrate supply!”

Magrum frowned. "I trust Niles,™ he said. "I do not believe what
you say—but it could be true. And since I am responsible for the fu-
ture of our race—"

He paused. He turned to the hundred Glass-men waiting there.

They were murmuring. Their skin was rustling. Their looks toward
Niles were not friendly. .

Niles studied the crowd, rubbed his beard, glanced at Magrum. The
Regulator was undecided. He trusted him, that much was plains But
Magrum was weighing the possibility of error.

“Then if it can be true,” Zudat insisted, “it is your duty to stop it
until we are certain.”

Niles picked up the hypodermic needle and stepped before the hun-
dred human guinea-pigs.

“When you are certain,” he said in a ringing voice, “it will be too
late. You and your wives and your children and your race are in the
greatest danger. 1 am here by accident, true. But I have stayed here be-
cause you are my kind of people, because I feel a close kinship with

ou.

I have stayed also-to help you, because.in the enmity of the Cros
you ate facing a kind of peril that you have not learned to cope with
When 1 left the Earth, we were fighting on a world-wide scale the
same kind of danger. Delay is what almost cost our side control of its
own destiny. Because a part of the world delayed too long, you your-
selves were forced to Hmit your numbers for self-protection.

“If the world had been well organized at the time of the sunspots.
the race could have protected itself. But because part of the world was
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slow in recognizing the danger and in preparing itself against it, the
entire world was destroyed.”

Niles put every shade of emphasis he could muster into his next
words. “That same catastrophe will happen to your own race now—if
you cannot protect yourselves against this disease. 1 know this test is
dangerous; }) never have maintained anything else. If there were any
other way to test this serum without subjecting you to the danger, 1
would do it. But there is no other way. I have put all my ability into
this work and I have faith in it.

*“To prove that to you, to show you that I myself am willing to take
any risk 1 ask of you”—Niles hel! the hypodermic high, then swept it
toward his arm—"I am inoculating myse{ first!”

But something deflected his arm, and there at his side stood Dr.
Beckwith, his bifurcated beard high.

“If you should contract the disease,” he reminded Niles, “the work
would have to stop, even though it should be successful in every other
case.

“But Carole—"

“Carole is not a bacteriologist, young man; she told you that, just
because she wanted to help you in the work. They need you, Hart
Niles!” The little man’s beard was trembling with excitement.

Niles was silent for a moment. This absent-minded, impractical lit-
tle man who never had seemed aware of any problems but his own, had
suddenly come to life. And an instant later Niles knew what the scien-
tist was going to do. .

He was an instant too late. Niles started back, but Beckwith seized
the hypodermic, shot the needle into his own arm and pushed the
plunger home. “There!” He turned to Magrum and then to the awed
crowd. “One of your men is a coward, but the rest of you are not, I
know. I'm nqt afraid of Niles. Are you?” '

An answering roar came from the Glass-men. They surged forward
toward Niles, baring their arms. But it was a full minute before he re-
covered his poise. He had never in his life been so completely over-
whelmed by the confidence of another person. .

Little Dr. Beckwith had trusted his life to Hart Niles' knowledge
and sincerity.
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A Note On Glass

INALLY Niles took the hypodermic from Beckwith’s hand and
looked long into the little man's blue eyes. “Thank you, Doctor,”
he said simply.

He sterilized the needle, filled the hypodermic again and turned to
Magrum. The Regulator was impressed, but still he hesitated. Niles
could see what was going on in his mind. He was weighing the possi-
bility that there was even yet a trick.

And now for the first time Niles felt really discouraged. Dr. Beck-
with had risked his life to convince them. How could anyone do more?

But someone did do more.

Perso in his yellow tunic came Txietly forward, his green face un-
emotional. “"Here is my arm, Niles,” he said. “Inoculate me."

Niles groaned inwardly. Did all those closest to him have to under-
go this risk?

He started to refuse, until he glanced at Magrum and saw the Reg-
ulator watching him closely. He raised the needle slowly, then started
to turn it aside.

“It is for the future of our race, my friend,” Perso said calmly. “You
have done your best: 1 am willing to do mine. Go ahead.”

Niles shook his hcad. trying to clcar the mist from his brain. He had
been overwhclmed by Dr. Beckwith's unseclfishness. But now Perso, a
man not even of his own race—

Slowly he raised the ncedle. It had been worth coming the eight
hundred thousand ycars to find men like fhese. He pushed the needle

87
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in and pressed the plunger. His eyes didn’t leave Perso’s unmoving
face.

He withdrew the needle and stepped back. Magrum was looking in-
quiringly at Zudat. The guard bit his redish-green lip; he was strug-
gling with himself. He wanted to discredit Niles, but a thousand cen-
turies of tradition were demanding the race have a chance for survival.

Zudat's green face was streaked and mottled as he fought within
himself. He glared at Niles, but his look softened when he turned to
Perso. He looked at the hundred men waiting for his answer. He staced
out over the thousand glowing colors in !ge City of Glass that had
stood for half a million years. '

All the energy and intelligence of Zudat's race was directed toward
insuring the ciiy's stand. His mind flashed back to Kasner and all the
men who had followed Kasner, devoting tt Ives to one single pur-
pose—the survival of the species.

He must have seen fiftcen men and eight golden-skinned women
trudging without complaint up the long street that led to the desert
and certain death—all because they wanted the race to live bn.

Here in Zudat's struggling mind must have been a fight for real
democracy, which requires that its members shall when necessary give
up their personal interests for the future of the state.

And democracy won. .

Zudat turned back to them, his face a pale gray-green. He came
slowly forward, his skin rustling faintly in the stillness, and offered
Niles his arm.

T TOOK an hour to inoculate the hundred men. and another hour

to check pulse-rates and temperatures and make out cards for them.
When it was over, Niles" shoulders were sagging from the heavy re-
sponsibility of a hundred and three lives.

“These hundred men,” he told Magrum, “should be isolated for
observation. There will be one injection a day for the next eight or
ten days; and within five days, Dr. Beckwith, Perso and Zudat must
also be isolated, to prevent spread of the disease if they should develop
it.”

Magrum’s voice was deep. “We shall do it,” he said.

Niles resumed his work on the cultures. 'He had to arrange them so
he would have sufficient semam of the proper strength for each of the
succeeding eight or nine days.

He had to continue with the more extensive preparations to inoculate
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the other twenty-four hundred Glass-men, as soon as the test proved
successful—if it did. And only Niles realized the heavy risk he had
taken by inoculating the test-group.

A disease of which he knew almost nothing, a race with alien phys-
iologies had confronted him with the greatest test of his life.

It might even be that the Glass-men’s bodies, having had no disease
germs to' combat for so long, had lost the power of manufacturing
anti-bodies. In that case, all the hundred men would develop bitro—
and they all would die.

Perso and Zudat—perhaps even Dr. Beckwith—would die. And
death by bitro was terrible even to see. Niles” face was tight and grim;
he never had been so depressed in all his life.

Late that night he disturbed Dr. Beckwith while the professor was
throwing cightecn-inch sparks from a static machine into a vial
of colorless liquid.

“I nced more cquipment,” the little man muttered, “and 1 wish
they'd let me have my uranium from the ship.” .

“I will get that tomorrow,” Niles said wearily. “Right now it's
quitting time.”

Carole was asleep and they didn’t waken her. Niles opencd his eyes
carly next morning and slipped out of the apartment quictly. He'd
let Carolc sleep as long as she could.

Big-cyes was waiting for him at the lahoratory. They swung into
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the work smoothly and efficiently, checking the labels on culture-tubes.
separating new cultures, setting aside fifty tubes for the second inocu-
lation that afternoon. R .

Niles left for a while, saw Perso and obtained permission to recover
the uranium. He fed the falcons, which were restless and quarrelsome.
and took care of the rabbits.

Perso took the uranium to the Golden Dome, where he said it
would be safe. But Niles was not allowed to enter.

The hundred Glass-men in the test group had an entire black glass
dome to themselves, at the edge of the city near the field of plants.
They were cheerful. Some teag the glass books, others were playing
guessing games that involved colored glass disks. .

With Perso and Big-eyes helping, Niles checked their temperatures
and pulse-rates. He %ud set a normal Glass-man’s temperature at
100.2 degrees. He surmised it had become higher than an Earthman’s

p to facilitate elimination of the silicon. The pulse-rate.
correspondingly, averaged 135.

Niles set down the readings on each man’s glass card. Big-eyes ex-
amined the skin of each one to detect any change in metabolism, and
when all were found normal, Niles gave the second inoculation.

DOCT OR ‘BECKWITH was not in the laboratory when they re-
turned to it. Niles made a final check of their work and then took
2 magnetic car to the apartmént. The pink glass walls dida’t look so
cheery tonight. They seemed to have a depressing dullness about them
that never had been there before. Even the light that glowed from
within them appeared no longer soft. but harsh and elaring.

He rode up the stairs. The pink door slid upward and he stepped
inside. And there he got the most startling shock of his life.

Dr. Beckwith was sitting on the edge of a glass chair, his arms
spread over a table, his face hidden, sobbing softly.

“Lord!" said Niles. "What's going on here?”

;l'hde little professor raised his head. His eyes were red, his beard
wilted.

“'Carolc is gone.” he whispered. -

“Carole gone?” Niles repeated. He strode to the professor and
Thook his shoulder. “"What d‘:;ou mean, gone?” he demanded fierce-

y.
Beckwith handed him a glass plate, with lines written on it in
Carole’s round. regular script It read:
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Dear Hart Niles:

Six dayi ago 1 broke a tube of culture in my bare hand. 1
washed my hand in antiseptic, but 1 didn't tell you because you
were overloaded already. Today my pulse rate bas been 110 and 1
hare had [ever.

1 am developing the disease, and to kéep from infecting you I
have gore away. Don't look for me, dear. If you should find me,
we would both die. Love to you and father, Carole.

Niles stood like a man made of solid glass. He stared at the plate in
ais hands, not seeing the words. He raised a haggard face to Dr. Beck-
with,

“Wherte has she gone?” he asked dully.

Chaptor Sixteen

Into The Desert

OR A MOMENT Niles couldn’t speak. He couldn’t think at all.
F He could only feel the loss of the girl he loved. But finally he
forced himself to think, to be practical.
“Where would she go?” he asked aloud, and added,,"the desert is
about the only place anyone could go from here.”
“What can we do?” asked Beckwith despondently.
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“We can find her!" Niles
shouted back, and sprang into
action. “Meet me at the labora-
tory in fifteen minutes!” he di-
rected the professor, and ran for
the stairs. .

He didn't wait for the steps to
carry him down. He vaulted down
them as they descended, and raced
for a magaetic car.

In twelve minutes Niles was in
the laboratory, breathless. Dr. Beck-
with was there waiting for him.

“Carole went out on the desert
alone,” he told her father, “about
noon. She told the guards she had
to take care of the ship, and they
let her through the doors. She's
out there now,” he said grimly,
“with the heat and the Cros and
animals we know nothing about.

“Now listen!” Niles shook Beck-
with fierc#ly by the shoulders.
“You've got to take over the inocu-
lation until 1 get back.”

“Where are you going?” Beck-
with asked dazedly.

“I'm going to find her. I'll take
serum to inoculate her. She’ll get
well. I'll show you!”

But he knew, as well as Dr.
Beckwith, that the hope was small.
Even if he could find her right
away, and assuming the serum to
be effective, Carole was already
showing the symptoms. That was
a dangerously late time to start
treatment, evi under the most
favorable conditions.

But Niles didn’t allow himself
to think of that. He took Beckwith

The

Cros burst in...
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over to the bench and started explaining the inoculation.

“It's nothing but a duplication of Pasteur’s first experiments with
hydrophobia,” he said. “We're using heat to attenuate the cultures. 1
used the weakest culture for the inoculation. That had been subjected
to heat for seven days. Yesterday we used a six-day serum. Today it is
five, and so on.

At the end, use the full-strength for five days. The tubes are all
labeled, and Perso will see that you get help. Use about ten c.c.’s to
the injection.”

“But I've been inoculated,” Beckwith protested. “I may develop it,
top. You'd better stay, and let me go after her.”

“You can do better here,” Niles said kindly. “If there’s anything
youI t;n”ug against, Big-eyes can help you. He knows as much about it
as I do.

Perso came iato the laboratory and started to tell Niles something,
but he felt the tenseness of the two men.

“You are in trouble,” he said at once. .

. “Carole is developing the disease,” Niles told him. “She has gone

into the desert—and I've got to find her. Can you get me one of those

rocket sleds?”

hePe"’:lo hesitated and wet his lips. He looked at Niles. “I think so,”
said.

“Good! I've got to take serum and equipment to inoculate her.”

He started gathering material. Perso went out.

"Meet me at the outer door as soon as you are ready,” the Glass-man
told Niles. *

Niles nodded. He was sealing test tubes over a flame, stowing them
in a case and packing glass fibre around them to prevent breakage.
As a last thought, he filled one coat pocket with unused glass pistol
cartridges before he went to the city doors. Perso was waiting for him,
and without a word he took him through to the outside and the blaz-
ing sun.

The sled was waiting, a large carriage equipped with two broad
runners of tough, transparent glass, and four firing tubes at the back.

“It is the only type of free conveyance we have,” Perso told him, as
they set out. “Kasner designed it and it is very efficient but the fuel
is uranium and for that reason we do not oftén use it. I had to gather
all the uranium we had for this trip.”

“Uranium?" Niles repeated when he finally realized what Perso
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had said. “Why, that stuff I brought in from the ship is uranium—ten
pounds of it! There's plenty. Maybe—"

f"l §Io not think,” Perso said firmly, “that it would be wise to go
after it.”

They were in the shadow of the crashed spaceship now. lts sleek
beryllium walls reflected dazzling blotches of light under the hot mid-
morning sun. Niles went into the ship and packed a box with canned
food. He stowed it away beside his medicine case, and Perso showed
him how to operate the sled.

“This-tank is filled with water. You don’t have to worry about that.
The activatin, wer comes from the sun, gathered by this bank of
small black bricks, the same as those over the city. You move this lever
to start the activating process, and this—"

He stopped abruptly. A bell had tinkled somewhere behind them.

Niles glanced around, but no one was near them. Perso was standing
stiffly. He reached down and turned a dial on the sled’s portable tele-
visor. .
Magrum’s voice came to them clearly. Niles saw the Regulator's
white hair and green face grow on the visiphone screen. “Hart Niles,”
he said, "I have received word that you have left the city. I must
forbid this. Twenty-one of the hundred men you inoculated are ill.
Three are very ill. If you have been acting in good faith, | command
you to return at once. Otherwise we shall be forced to treat you as an
enemy.”

Niles groaned. He pushed Perso from the sled and seized the act-
ivating lever. “Goodby!" he said to Perso, his voice choking.

The sled shot out over the desert.

The sled was fast. It slid over the sand at sixty miles an hour.
Niles went out about a mile and started a circle around the city. He
heard again the tinkling of the visiphone bell but he didn't turn it on.
He drove the sled grimly to its limit. .

A great cloud of dust rolled out behind him. The wind in his face
was like the hot breath from an oven, but he drove on in slowly
widening circles, hunting for tracks that would tell him which way
Carole had gone. But in most places the sand was hard on the surface
and showed little sign of disturbance.

NILES drove up over a dune. It didn't matter how far he had to
80. He'd find her. He had to find hrr Sk« lnved him and trusted
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him. Life anywhere, on Earth as he had known it or in the City of
Glass as he knew it now, wouldn’t be worth much without her.

He hit the top of the dune and something flashed in his eyes—some-
thing with all the brilliant, glaring, concentrated power of the sun.
Then it scemed that he was driving straight into the sun itself.

The light blinded him completely. He couldn’t see anything, but in-
stinctively he knew the Glass-men were trying to capture him. They
must have some kind of great mirror out there in the desert to stop him.
Well, he'd tool them!

He closed his eyes against the glare, but it came straight through his
eyelids with the force of incalculable candlepower. He shifted the con-
teol lever to concentrate all his driving power in the right-hand tubes,
but the sled didn’t respond.

His speed was dropping. That terrific concentrated power of the sun
‘was intertering with his activator. ’

It they stopped him, he'd never have a chance to find Carole. She
would die out there on the desert, trom bitro or starvation—or she
mught be attacked by the animals that roamed the sand, or even captured
by the white-skinned Cros. .

Niles was chilled at this last thought. He drew his shoulders together
and felt the heaviness of his pocket.

That touched him off. The reflector must be glass; it would not nec-
essarily be a tough -glass. It might be easily broken. He snatched the
pistol from his pocket. He was completely blinded, but he drew twn~
cartridges from his pocket and stutfed them into the cylinder. ~
snapped it into place and aimed straight into the center of the light.

He shot twice, held his fire and listened. He thought he could feel a
resucge of power in the sled, but the light in his eyes didn’t lessen. He
faced into the center of the glare. The sled now was shooting over the
sand. He changed its direction by feel, but the light in his eyes didn’t
lessen. Werc they still able to hold it on him?

The sled lurched and almost overturned. Niles cut down the specd.
His sight began to return. He looked around for the murror. Two miles
behing him a tiny group of men was on sand. It was too far to tell
what they were doing.

Niles rubbed his eyes. He understqod, then; he had disabled the mir-
ror, but his eyes couldn’t adjust themselves so soon.

The sled hit a soft strip of sand and slowed down a little. Suddenly
he swung the sled and cut off the power. He jumped to the ground.
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The burning sand was hot on the soles of his feet, but he went to his
knees, examining tracks. They showed small, flat heels—the kind that
might be left by a woman’s sport shoe.

He jumped back in the sled and followed the tracks across the sand.
And just before the sled left the area of soft sand, he was puzzled by
another track on the desert. It swept up to Carole’s tracks ang followed
them, a broad indentation, as if a cylinder twelve feet long had rolled
over the desert of its own volition. It must have been quite heavy
Where it had passed, the sand was pressed down at least three inches,
and when it went out on the hard sand the crust was broken through.

Looks like a rolling tank, thought Niles.

AS HE CONSIDERED that possibility, he speeded up. The Cros had
metals; he knew that from their clubs. And it was not beyond rea-
son that they had some kind of self-propelling machine, which moved
over the desert on a single wheel twelve feet wide. That would be a
natural development ot desert travel.

The trail was plain now. Niles drove straight south into the fiery
maw of the sun. He loaded his pistol again and put it in his pants
pocket, dropped his coat between the medicine case and the box of
food. He wiped the sweat from his forehead, and his hand came away
caked with a fine white mud.

“No wonder the Glass-men built their city underground,” he said
half aloud.

The sled was approaching the top of a long hill. Niles swerved sharp-
ly as he reached the ridge, for most of these hills with a southern face
had been ground away iy the wind, until they were perpendicular on
the south side. On some of them the drop was a hundred feet.

This one turned out to be what Niles had expected. He stopped a
moment to find the quickest way down. The tracks led to the right; or.
rather, the track of ﬂ’le big wheel---because this was hard ground and
Carole’s footprints did not show. Niles looked across the sandy depres-
sion to the top of the next ridge, and stiffened.

Something had moved uE there. Something huge and cumbersome
had shown against the hot sky for an instant and then had disappeared.
It had been the color of sand, and Niles™ first impression was that it
was a part of the dune. But it had disappearcd too quickly for that.

He scanned the desert as far as he could sce. Toward the east, the
dunes sloped down into rolling plains and shallow valleys, but to the
west were high, rugged hills. Nowhere did Niles observe any Fiving
thing. There was no sage. no mesquite. no cactis: nas eren he thought
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grimly, a buzzard. There was no cloud in all the blazing sky. No move-
ment.

He followed the wide track to the west. It went down through a
wind-cut ravine to the floor of the depression. And in' the ravine
Niles' eyes widened, tor it was barely wide enough for his sled. The
track he was tollowing decreased in width, while its mark deepened
in the sand.

The sled came out on the floor of the valley and started climbing
the slope. And through the heat waves that shimmered up from the
desert floor there came a cry. “Help! Help!”

It was a woman s cry, so lZint Niles could not be sure it was Carole’s
—but there was desperation in it. His fingers fumbled at the control
lever, but he hesitated an instant. The sled passed over a strange spot,
like the one he had seen betore, with the vague white outlines of bones
in the sand.

He swerved the sled back from the top of the ridge just in time to
avoid going over. The tracks again led to the right. But down there at
the bottom of the next valley, a girl was running in the sand, running
hard, floundering. talling, ‘rising desperately to run again. “Help!
Niles, help!” he heard her scream.

BEHIND Carole was the wheel. It wasn’t mechanical ; it was a living
creature. Its bulk was huge. It rolled or tlowed along over the
sand, like a drop of water on a greased skillet. But this thing was
twenty tons ot flesh. It didn’t have a head or legs, but it followed
Carole with amazing agility, turning when she turned, hesitating when
she tell, then going on after her swiftly when she got up.

Niles shoveﬁ down the control lever. The sled roared away. He shot
down the track and through a cut in the ridge. He came out at the
bottom ot the valley. The hot wind seared his face until he could hard-
ly see, but he could hear Carole’s cries. He steered the sled straight
after the rolling blob of sand-colored flesh.

He couldn’t stop the thing, he decided; it was too big for him to
injure. AFpatentI it couldn’t hear, for it paid no attention to the
ronringro his tubes. He drew close behind it, peering into the hot
wind. The thing didn’t have an animal smell. -

“Okay, buddy!" Niles growled. “Pull over. I'm going by!"

He drew out and cut in. Carole now was hidden completely by the
wheel’s bulk. Niles gave the sled its last atom ot power. It tiﬁped up
on the left runner as he drove in before the wheel. He saw her run-
ning. She heard the sled and looked around. At the same time, her
weary legs got crossed in the sand and she started to fall.
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In another second the wheel would have passed over her. But Niles
Atove the sled across the wheel’s path. The thing was eight feet high,
“ut he gauged the sled’s course at an angle. He held on with one hand
wnd leaned far out. He grabbed Carole from the sand, swept her onto
he sled and held with all his strength to the control lever.

“Niles!” Carole murmured, and sat limply on the floor of the sled,
sraced against the housing over the power generator. “It's been fol-
lowing me for miles,” she whispered in"a half sob. "Oh God, what a
-hing to fight off!"

"I know,” said Niles tensely. “Get a grip on yourself, darling.”

He was {'ust learning something else. He was learning what real
zrror Carole had been under, for she must have seen that the wheel
ould crush her at any time it chose. It was coming after them now at

vlmazing speed. Sure( the sled could outrun it, but— Niles glanced
ver his shoulder. 'I%ne thing was gaining! In spite of its bulk, it
“lowed along over the sand smoothly and almost without effort.

Niles sycs narrowed grimly. He swerved the sled and sent it at
nigh speed down the floor of the depression toward the open country
it the east. The monster turned after him and drew closer. The sled
was doing better than sixty miles an hour. but the wheel was only fifty
‘eet behind. Perhaps, if he could get into level country, Niles thought
lesperately, he could tire it out.

But he gasped when he looked ahead. Half a mile away, cutting off
the end of the valley completely, was a column of men marching in
loose military order. They were ten or twelve abreast and Niles could
not see either end of the column. The light reflecting from their white
faces identified them as Cros. Several hundred were in sight, and they
were marching toward the City of Glass!

NILES COULDN'T take a chance on breaking through the column
of Cros. He would overturn the sled if he drove into them.

“Niles!"” Carole screamed. “The wheel! It's going to get us!” She
covered her face with her hands.

Biit Niles swung the sled in a wide arc and headed back He skirted
the precipitous north wall. He couldnt seem to find the place he had
come down. He darted into one cut but it was a dead- end. He shot
back out just as the wheel was starting to roll its twelve-toot width
across the entrance.

He gained distance when the wheel wasted a few scconds turning
around. The west side ot the dcpression was high and rugged. He
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didn’t dare try it. But then he studied the ridge ahead and his eyes
lighted.

“Hang on!” Niles shouted. “We're running for it!"”

The wheel acted angry now. It was coming on at thunderous speed.
Niles drove the sled stn:ﬁhﬁ at the top ot the ridge. The wheel came
within fifty feet again. Then it was only thirty, and then twenty. The
sled neared the top.

Niles glanced back. The shadow of the wheel was failing on them.
Carole was holding tightly to the sled-rail. Niles braced himself, swung
his body tar. out to the left and cut the left tubes. The sled swung in a
screaming arc, the glass runners gritting on the sand.

It tipped. Niles gave a burst on the left tubes and it settled. But
they were perilously near the edge; he cut the left tubes and they shot
along the top of the ridge. .

He looked back. The wheel hadn’t been able to stop. Its mass was
too great. Since inertia or momentum is the product of mass and veloc-
ity, Niles had figured correctly ‘that he could swing the sled faster
than the wheel could turn.

The wheel struggled for an instant, poised at the edge of the cliff,
its huge, sand-colored form writhing against the sky. Then it went
over. .

A great, watery thud reached Niles and Carole. Niles looked back -
and saw the thing spread over the base of the cliff. There wasn't any
blood in it; it was all water.

He slowed the sled and wiped the alkali mud from his forehead.
“That thing must live on moisture, any kind of moisture. That's why
it followed you,” he said hoarsely to Carole.

She raised her head and managed a wan smile. “Why did you follow
me?” she asked, glancing back at thej;-ulpy monstrosigz with a shudder.

“Why did you run away?"” he asked her. “'Did you think we couldn’t
fight this crazy disease together?”

He stopped the sled. He didn’t have the heart to tell her that the
serum roE:bly wouldn't work, anyway. She would succumb to the
dreaded bitro, as all the rest.
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Chief Of The Cros

ART NILES opened his medicine chest. “Do you suppose it's
I—I possible for an animal to live on water?”” Carole asked, to avoid
talking about her own illness.

“Why not? That is, if its needs and its processes are ad,usu:d to it.
And that monster seems to have adjusted itself very well.”

He selected a tube and started to break the seal. “Wait!" Carole said
sharply. ““Those men—running up here!”

Niles’ jaw tightened. He haﬁ forgotten the Cros. A company of them
had spread out and started to encircle the sled. But the upper end of
the valley was still open. Niles snapped the tube into the case and
seized the controls. He swung the sled around and drove it bzck up
the ridge.

He wanted to cut back to the north, but he feared being caught in a
blind alley where he couldn’t turn around. He swept up the ridge to
the west end, looking for a ravine that would allow the sled to pass.
Al these ravines widened out toward the bottom, and so it was safer
to go south until he got ‘into different terrain.’

Niles found a depression and the sled went through. Down at the
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east end of the new valley were still more Cros, in a never-ending col-
umn. He drove on across the ravine to the next ridge.

They went two miles before the country opened out so they could
go where they wished. Niles stopped the sled at the top of a rise, where
he could see any approach, andpmoculated Carole from the first tube.

“You'll feel better tomorrow,” he said, as calmly as if he was quite
certain.

“Did it really work on the Glass-men?”

“It really did.”

“Then you'd better inoculate yourself; you've been exposed, you
know.” Her brown eyes were filled . with concern.

He looked at her, taken aback for an instant. But he grinned. “That's
right, I have.”

Very calmly Niles injected the rest of the tube into his own arm.

“It’s ken'ib{y hot,” Carole observed.

“Yes, but you haven’t much internal fever. Here, I'm going to ri
up this coat for a little shade. The thermometer says a hundred an
twenty-five degrees, translated into Fahrenheit.”

“Won't you get a sunstroke?” she asked. “Isn’t there something—"

“Me?” He grinned. "I'm used to the weather. The freight trains I
used to bum never provided much shade. How about some lunch?”

She breathed deeply. “I've been hungry for a week!”

Niles opened a can of beans and then’another. He looked in the
provision box. N

“How about a nice mess of fresh sardines, aged eight hundred thou-
sand years?”

“Just so it's food,” Carole said. “Listen, Hart, what can we ever
do?’ I mean—if T get well?”

“Do? Oh—get married, I suppose,” he said, opening another can ot
sardines.

She smiled. "But what can we eat in this glass world?"*

“1 have ideas,” he said, opening a can of tomatoes. “Right now
we'd better get back.” -

They finished the meal. Niles threw-away the cans and started the

sled.

“All set?” he asked.

There was no answer. He looked around quickly. Carole had fainted.

He shook his head worriedly. “Too much heat. I've got to get her
to some shade. But where?"”

Niles scanned the desert. A mile farther south was broken country.
He thought he could see a cave. At least it was dark; and where it was
dark, it would be cool. He washed Carole’s burning face with water.
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She moaned and stirred. He arranged her as comfortably as he could

and drove the sled carefully to the hills.

It was a cave—a big one. Niles drove up near it and helped Carole
off the sled. There were great stones around the cave-mouth, and he
took the sled farther down along the base of the hills, until he found
a place where it would be fairly safe from discovery.

He wglked back to Carole. Her face was white but she got to her
feet when he came up. The girl straightened out her skirt and walked
with him into the cave-mouth. She relaxed in the cool darkness and
sank down thankfully with her back to the wall.

“I think,” Niles said, “we’ll wait here until it gets dark. The moon
comes up early and we can find our way. It may be cold, but it won't
take long to get back.”

“You mean-—home?”

He grinned. “That's exactly what I do mean.”

. “What is that thing out there?” Caole was staring at one side of the
+ cave, where the sunlight was strong.

Niles followed her gaze. “I don’t know,” he said. “It’s flat and seems
to kind of grow out from the center, like—"

“Like a flowering pancake,” she suggested.

“Don’t say that word! It makes me hungry. Yes, it does, if you can
imagine a pancake twenty feet across.” -

“But what is it, Niles?”” She moved closer to him. "I thought— I
saw it move.”

He studied it. “I believe it is moving a little. Slowly, but—"

“But it's coming this way!"

“Oh, take it easy,” Niles said a bit pevishly. “One thing I'm not
afraid of is pancakes. Anyway, I don't think that is an animal. It looks
more like a plant.” He felt in his pocket and brought out a glass bullet.
“Here, I'll find out.” .

He raised his arm and tossed the bullet at the big disk. But instead
of ricocheting off, the bullet sank in.

“There, you see, it—"

Niles dodged instinctively. From the plant had come an explosion,
and from the ceiling of the cave dropped pieces of rock.

“ "l;grd! That thing shot the bullet right back at us. What's the big
idea?

“I would say”—there was a touch of archness in Carole’s voice—
“that it didn’t want your bullet.” . '

He looked at her and grinned. “There’s one nice thing. It isn’t com-
ing after us. It doesn't seem disturbed at all. Therefore, it has no high-
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heref.

, it is still a plant. But

. “But it does have a certain degree of

mobility. It's moving with the sun.”
Niles was studying the thing. He tore a strip from his handkerchiet.

wadded it up, walked over sz dropped it on the flowering ‘pancake.

“Damn!" he said, jumping back. It burns!”

INSTANTLY the scrap of cloth had flared up in flames.

“I get it!” Niles declared. “Since anything combustible is ignited
on contact with the thing, obviously it can't use ordinary food. It
soaks up sunlight all day long. It must live on sun-power—and turn
that into some other kind of energy. I wouldn't ‘want to walk across
it.”

“You'd never get across,” Carole observed. “Your shoes would be
ignited at the first step.” °

“Sh-h!” Niles Pressed hef back. “Four men are coming over the
hill! They're Cros.”

“And coming toward this cave!” Carole whispered. .

The white skins and bald heads ﬁleamed in the sun. They wcre
close enouﬁh so Niles could distinguish their multisle fingers.

“We'll have to get back; it’s too late for the sled.”

They tiptoed back a hundred feet. The cave grew bigger. They
stopped at the first turn to watch.

“They're coming in!" WNiles said softly. “They're careful to walk
around that flowering pancake.”

“They're coming straight back,” Carole amended. “What are we
going to do?”

“Keep ahead of them. And be quiet.”

Carole shuddered. “It’s dark in here. We can’t see.”

Niles was watching the Cros over his shoulder. It struck him the)
walked into the cave as if they were familiar with it. They didn’t hest-
tate or seem curious about their ding. The first gli ing of
a chill came over Niles. -

He calculated rapidly. They had come, he estimated, somewhere be-
tween twenty and thirty miles from the Citz of Glass. That might be.
The Carlsbad Caverns, Niles knew, never had been fully explored in
his time, but it was known they extended miles in every direction.

Perhaps this tunnel was a nerthern outlet that had been discovered
by the (?xos; or perhaps it had mot existed at all, until the Earth had
gone through its period of severe change
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4 “l:l'hey're following us,” Carole whispered; “they can see in the
jarl "

Niles hurried on, looking for a branch opening where they could
hide while the Cros went on by, but it was almost pitch black. He
bumped into something and recoiled.

"Xes(alagmite!” he muttered. Then a cold thought struck him. “Why
don’t they pay any attention to us?” He fingered the pistol in his
pocket. “They must have heard us by this time.”

“'Because,” Carole whispered faintly, “there is a bigger party behind
them!”

Niles swallowed. “More? How many?”

Her warm hand was on his arm for an instant. ““Too many for you
to shoot through,” she said.

And then, quite suddenly, they were trapped. They rounded a turn
and came into a lighted cavern.

Its floor surface was the size of a city block and its ceiling was three
hundred feet high. Huge stalactites hung like dous icicles from
the roof—icicles of cFlit!el'ing white and pale green and vivid orange.
They cast weird shadows over other masses of rock formation that rose
fifty feet from the floor, some straight and tall and slender like cathe-
dral spires, others with broad bases, rising tier upon tier like white
coral on a hillside.

“What can we do?" said Carole, then stiffened as her panicky voice
whispered back at them from a hundred places in the cavern.

NOW IT WAS too late to try to hide. Niles snatched the girl's
hand. He ran with her to the center of the room, faced in the di-
rection of the approaching Cros, and waited.

“What—"

t—

“'Be quiet,” he ordered, “and follow my lead.”

The ftirst Cros came out into the room. Niles threw his hand into
the air. "How?" he said, and grunted.

They stopped. One approached cautiously and grunted back. “We
are friends,” said Niles in everyday English.

The four came up and looked them over suspiciously. They talked
among- themselves. Then the second came in. One of them
seemed to be a leader. He issued orders. Niles' arms were clamped
upon by two Cros and he was marched off, with Carole beside him.

“Hart,” she asked in a flat voice, “what are they going to do with
us?”

"We'll soon know.” A tightening of the grip on his arms warned
him to be quiet.
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They passed through room after room of fantastic limestone forma-
tions, through g que shad, and overwhelmingly huge columns
of rock. Always down, down, until Niles guessed they were a thousand
fect below their starting point. The caves became bigger and higher.
White faces peered at them from behind stalagmites, and then dsnsap
peared into the gloom. Feet pattered around them.

They were in the greatest hall of all. Its ceiling was so high, it was
lost in’ darkness. Its far end was a quarter of a mile away, and the en-
tirle great room was studded with crystals that glittered in a thousand
colors.

“It's beautiful I"" breathed Carole. N

They were stopped. A voice came to them. It seemed only a few
feet in front of tEem, but they saw no one.

“Roog dy ohm zu?”

E Nilehs stared ahead. He saw no one, but ke answered in dignificd
nglish.

§We rgPresent the National Association for the Advancement of
Jitterbug Coll " he said solemnly

A grunt answered him, and then a guttural syllable:

“Mugh.”

They were moved forward. Niles widened his eyes and stared at the
far end of the great hall.

“Lord!" he said to Carole. “The acoustics are perfect. Do you real-
ize that voice came from a quarter of a mile away?”

They made a slow trip actoss the limestone floor, until finally they
faced the man who had spoken to them. He sat in a seat carved in the
side of a purple stalagmite. He wore only a loincloth of some loosely
woven fabric. His chest and legs were hairy like an animal's, but his
head was bald.

His skin was that same queer, unhealthy white, and his twenty-six-
fingered hands rested on the arms of his seat. He grunted words to
the Cros. Niles and Carole were pushed closer.

“I'm afraid!” said Carole suddenly. “What is it?"

“We are being received——somewhat formally, I should say”—Niles’
voice was tensely whimsical—"by his majesty Ytla, chief of the Cros.”




Chaptor Lighten

"My People Need Food"

TLA LOOKED at them from crafty black eyes. The whites

! showed full below the pupils. He grunted again.

Niles made a low bow. “What, Your Majesty, is the price of
eggs in China?” he asked gravely, Then he broke into the smooth
speech of the Glass-men.

“Alaru. Emalarse esiama natho.” “We are friends. We come to
make peace.”

Ytla’s crafty eyes narrowed. He answered in the speech of the Glass-
men, a broken, rough version, but understandable. “Why do you want

eace "
P “To save lives. To save the lives of Cros as well as Glass-men.”

““Why are you interested in us? You never have been before!” Ytla's
voice became suddenly bitter. “"You have everything. We have noth-
ing. My people have been forced to live in these caves past the memory
of any of them. You Glass-men have food, shelter, warmth. We have
little. Wh{l is the great City of Glass suddenly interested in the well-
being of the Cros?”

But Niles was not daunted. "‘Because we have not known what it is
you require,” he answered. “I have come to find out. You have things
we want; there is no reason why we cannot trade.”

Ytla's eyes became crafty again when Niles mentioned trading.

*“What do you need?” he asked.

“Let me ask a question. Why do you want our nitrates?” B

Ytla's eyes dilated. His white face grew dark with indignation.
“Why do we want nitrates!" he roared., “Have you been so uninteresi-
ed in our welfare that you never have asked that question before2™
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“We have sent you ambassadors,” Niles reminded him.

“And none of them ever returned alive,” Ytla boasted.

“Nevertheless,” said Niles, unperturbed, “we are willing to trade.”

He saw Ytla's eyes grow suddenly small with suspicion.

“You are not a Glass-man,” he said. “You are white-skinned.”

Niles heard Carole draw in her breath, but he had an answer ready.

“We have been trying to approximate your conditions, to learn
something of your problems.”

Ytla did not believe that, but nevertheless he was impressed. I sent
a delegation to you not long ago,” he said, “and you killed many of
them and forced the others to leave. Why do you-murder my people?”

“It was a misund ding,” Niles said hly. "V;e thought
they had come to fight; when we finally learned they were on a peace-
ful mission, we at once arranged this visit to you to make amends.”

He took a deep breath, but he was remembering that a big lie is

- more easily believed than a little one.

“Our supply of nitrates is not unlimited,” he went on. “But if your
people need them, we can trade with you. What we do not yet under-
stand is why you need them.”

Ytla surged upward from his purple throne. “I will show you why
we need them!”

He shouted an order, and the Cros closed in on Niles and Carole
and moved them behind Ytla.

THEY WALKED deeper into the Earth and the caverns became
damper and warmer. Ytla stalked ahead in energetic dignity. Fi-
nally he stopped and swept the interior of a great cavern dramatically
with his arm.

“You see our poor source of food,” he said. “In the soil of these
endless caves, we grow food for my people. But the soil is poor. Our
scientists tell me we must have nitrogen for our plants. We cannot get
it from the air, but you have plenty. You could spare the small amounts
we need.”

Niles moved forward. In the dim light, he saw_acres of sickly yel-
low plants. So this was why the Cros wanted nitrate!

But Ytla was going on. He led Niles through interminable miles of
tunnel showing him over and over the subterranean fields of yellow
plants, pitying himself and his people, berating the Glass-men.

And finally they went through tuanels lined with carved-out dwell-
ings in the walls. Wild-haired, white-faced females stared out at them
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and dodged from sight. Children with protruding ribs and knobby
knees scuttled past them and dived into the cliff dwellings.

“My people need food,” proclaimed Ytla. “We will take it by force
if we cannot get it peacefully!”

“I have come to trade,” Niles repeated for the.hundredth time.

Ytla whirled around. “What can we possibly have that the Glass-
men need?”

But the guestion was rhetorical; he waited craftily for the answer,

“Metals,” said Niles. “Iron, copper and the harder metals. We are
prepared to trade weight for weight. There is no reason why we
cannot live at peace.”

They reached Ytla’s big room again. Carole was tired, and Niles
found a place for her to rest while he parleyed. Ytla continued to pro-
claim the necds of his people in strident tones; but finally Niles had a
chance to talk.

Eventually Ytla agreed to trade. He told Niles to return to the City
of Glass, and sent an escort of Cros with Niles and Carole to the
mouth of the cavern. They walked through the twisting black tunnel
until in the distance Niles saw the star-filled sky.

“We've got to get away from these Cros,” Niles said in a low
voice. “They're not an escort; they're guards, and if they see the sled
they won't let us leave.” .

He turned to the leader of the Cros in the darkness. “We must leave
you now,” he said in the Glass-men’s language. “We are grateful for
your comp:?

He bowed and started off, holding Carole’s hand. The Cros were
hesitant, but Niles walked off steadily. He heard grunts and finally
silence among the Cros.

I think we've made it,” he breathed. “They'll come out in a min-
ute or 50, but we'll be gone by then.” -

“Look there!” Carole whispered. “In the mouth of the cave! That

lant!”
P “Ha, the flowering pancake!” He swore under his breath.

"It covers the opening. We can’t get around it!”

Niles walked on. .

1 believe,” he said thoughtfully, “we can go over it, though.”

“We'll burn up before we get across.” Carole shuddered.

“Maybe not,” Niles muttered. “I have a theory that this thing, ab-
sorbing its subsistence from the sun, is impotent at night. Otherwise
the Cros would have destroyed it. At any rate, we'll know in a min-
ute.” .
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HE PICKED Carole up in his arms and dashed onto the plant. It
was spongy but tough, like leather. In two seconds he was across.

“Only a little warm.” He grinned as he set the girl down, and rubbed
a smoking shoe-sole in the sand. “Come on, let's move.”

Ten minutes later the sled was roaring over the desert, leaving a
trail of blue fire and thundering echoes back from the cave-mouth.
Carole snuggled against Niles. “The City of Glass will look good
now,” she murmured.

"You bet,” he agreed.

The terrain was clear in the moonlight. Clear and stark and desert-
ed. Well, probably not deserted, Niles thought, for there were wheels
and flowering pancakes, and heaven knew how many other weird
things growing in this vegetationless world.

He followed the trail of the second Cro expedition. He noted that
Ytla had not spoken of the expedition—nor had Niles. Diplomacy had
dictated that neither mention the army of several hundred invaders,
from which Niles and Carole had so narrowly escaped.

Niles did not think the Cros would attack the city that night, for
they would hardly have time. But the following night— He considered
that probability and then he moved far out to the east, into open coun-
try, to keep from alarming the Cros.

Carole was fast asleep. She must have been exhausted. Niles drove
north for what he estimated was thirty miles, and then he remembered
that his only chance to locate the City of Glass was to sce the lights at
the entrance. He started circling, but within an hour he knew they
were lost.

The cold of the desert night began to pass. Gray loomed in the
east. Niles was still driving the sled, making a series of what he hoped
were interlocking circles. But here the desert had no distinctive land-
marks and he could not be sure.

The sun had just raised its blazing face above the horizon, when for
the first time Niles saw the track of their own sled. At first he felt
relief ; but as he looked along it, that feeling changed to apprehension.
The tracks of the sled were nét deep; but the ground between them,
for a distance of four feet on either side, was rolled smooth.

Niles forced himself to look for the break in the crust—and found
it. There was no question about it. One of the monstrous, bulky wheels
was on their trail.

A chill went over Niles and he glanced at Carole. She was just w
ing up. He shot the sled away from the tracks.

“Where are we?” she asked.
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“Near the city,” he answered tersely.

He pressed the cantrol lever for more power, but the sled did not
.increase its speed. A moment later he knew it was slowing. A quick
examunation of the controls told him nothing—but the speed was
dropping more and more.

Niles knew what was wrong. Their'fuel was running out. He turned
to the back of the sled and began to try buttons and levers.

It was no use. The sled slowed gradually. Niles worked levers.
Then a voice came to him. A" familiac voice.

“Niles,” it said, “please answer. Niles, please answer.”

It was monotonous, as it it had been saying the same words over
and over. He stared at the visiplate and saw Perso’s young, anxious
face,

“Niles, please answer. Niles, please answer.”

He must have turned on the screen by accident, then. “‘Hello, Perso,”
he said. “Where am 12" .

PERSO’S grave face lighted. “'T will tell you.”
Niles saw Perso reading i then the Gl s green
tace turned to his.

“You are thirty-two diameters toward the sun from the city.”

*“About twenty miles,” Niles calculated.

“Start away from the sun. I will meet you,” said Perso; "I am in a
sled about twelve diameters from you.”

“I can't,” Nibes told him. “We are out of fuel.”

Perso nodded, and even from the visiplate Niles could hear his
neck crackle. “I expected that, when you were gone so long. I brought
your own uranium in another sled. Stay where you are and I will find

o

“You'll have to hurry,” Niles said. “We are being followed by a
wheel.”

Carole’s fingers clutched his arm at the words. “By what?"" asked
Perso.

“A wheel—the big animal that rolls over the desert after people.”

Perso’s tace grew anxious. “How far away is it?” he nskecro

“I don’t know. I can’t see it.” X

“I'm coming,” said Perso, “asfast as possible. If it isn’t in sight
yet, it probably is following slowly.” .

Niles saw Per-o making swift adjustments. The Glass-man’s image
on the screen began to waver as his sled got under way. They heard
the roar of his » cket tubes. N
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"I have a bigger sled than you,” Perso told them a moment later. *'It
travels much faster.”

“Then it can outrun the wheel,” said Niles.

But Perso shook his head. “I'm afraid not.”

“You'd better not come this way, then.”

“Stay where you are,” Perso advised. “I'll be there in a few min-
utes.”

Niles calculated. Perso was seven miles away. If his machine was
“much faster”, he should reach them in about five minutes. Niles
looked back along his trail. Something rolled over the top of a sand
dune 2 mile away. Niles rubbed hard at his whiskers.

But a2 moment later he heard Perso’s sled. It swept into view at the
head of a great funnel of dust. It disappeared in a depression and a
moment later came over the hill 2 hundred yards away.

It ground to a stop. Perso ste down, his green face and his
yellow tunic caked with alkali. “Get in,” he said anxiously. “We're
going. We have a head start.”

“No.” Niles pushed him toward his sled. “Put’some of that uranium
in my sled.”

Perso looked at him. “That I will not do. You cannot sacrifice
yourself for us.”

Niles frowned. “I'm not going to. Give me some fuel, quick !

Perso hesitated, then dived into his sled. Within a few seconds he
came back with a glass tube of silvery white metal. He put it in Niles’
machine and Niles started the activator.

The wheel rolled over the top of the hill, huge and sand-colored,
and came more swiftly as it sensed the nearness of water.

“Get into Perso’s sled!"” Niles shoyted at Carole.

But she shook her small head. Her hazel hair shone in the sunlight.
“I won't,” she said. “"I'm going to stay with you.”

“You will!"" he sm\ppecf

He picked her up. carried her across the sand at a run, set her down
on Perso's sled. “Wait tor me at the top of the hill!" he shouted.

ILES LEAPED [or his sled. The wheel was forty yards away, roll-

ing swiftly now. He jerked the control lever and hung on as the

sled shot away. He had gained a hundred vards before the wheel be-

gan to iacrease its speed. Evidently its: perceptions were not highly
developed and so it reacted slowly.

But when it began 1o roll faster, it came on at ominous speed. Niles'

sled was running wide open, its tubes spitting blue tire inro the glaring
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light of the sun. Niles made a sharp circle. The wheel followed his
path and came closer. A hundred feet away. Fifty. Forty. Thirty.

Niles looked for Perso. The Glass-man had moved his sled. Now
Perso and Carole were standing up, watching Niles flee before the
desert Juggernaut.

Niles headed for the ridge. He gave the sled everything it had. He
would pass within twenty-five feet of Perso, but if he had it figured
right—

gThe sled hit the top of the hill and the wheel was almost brushing
it. Niles left the sled in a giant leap. He jumped. a little forward to
take advantage of his momentum. He landed on his shoulders in the
hard sand and rolled over and over.

He got to his feet and saw the siot where he had hit, just at the
edge of broken crust that showed where the wheel had passed. Then
Perso’s sled came by. Niles seized the Glass-man’s arm and climbed on.
The sled shot off along the ridge.

“The wheel doesn’t hear, or see,” said Perso. "It will find our trail
Eresently, but not until it has absorbed all the water in the sled. You

ave done a noble thing, my friend.”

*“Noble, my eye!” said Niles. “I risked your necks to save my own.”

He looked back. The runaway sled was just crossing the bottom of
the depression. At that instant, the wheel caught up with it and rolled
over it. In the sled’s broad track in the sand was left a flattened mass
of glass. The wheel stopped quickly and returned to settle itself slowly
over the spot.

“We're safe,” breathed Niles.

But the back of his scalp began to prickle. Something was wrong.
He wheeled. Perso was hanging to the controls, trying to stand but go-
ing down slowly.

Niles leaped for him.

“What's the matter?” he exclaimed.

“My—energy battery.” Perso struggled to talk. “I've been on the
desert all night. The battery’s—exhausted.”

Niles saw then the small case of black glass bricks, and the two
wires running to Perso’s upper arms. He had forgotten that the Glass-
men had to have sun-power to live. Evidently this battery furnished it
in something like the form of electricity.

“How long will you last?” -

“Half an hout,” breathed Perso. “Go straight from the sun. Straight
—straight—"" He slumped over unconscious.

o
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Niles eased him down and then grimly seized the controls.

“Half an hour,” he muttered. “Half an hour. If we muss the city—"

He turned the control lever to full power and fled from the scorch-
ing sun. The glass runners shrieked a gritty song against the sand. The
sled sailed over the desert at eighty miles an hour.

But half an hour wasn’t much time to travel twenty miles and find
a black dome in the descrt, considering that Niles didn't know the
way.

Mass Attack

IFTEEN minutes passed, but he saw no dome. Perso was lying
F still, his face a pale green. Niles drove the sled at tull speed into
the withering desert heat. He must be far enough! He ought to
turn. But which way? He guessed left. N
Then Carole was at his side. “Why don’t you turn on the visi-
screen?” she said in his ear.
“"'Why hadn’t he thought of that? He snapped the switch but the
screen was blank. Perhaps it was still attuned to the crushed sled: He
moved a pointer slowly. He turned to watch his steering for a mo-
ment, and Carole gave a cry of delight.
Niles looked back. There were two great owlish eyes staring at them
from the plate. “It's Big-eyes,” Carole said. i
Niles cut the speed and stopped the sled. “Mala,” he said in greet-
ing. “"Hello, Big-cyes. Where ase we from the city>”
Big-eyes dlsaﬁpearcd from the screen. A second later he returned.
“Go to your right four diameters.”
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Four diameters—over two miles. Niles had picked the wrong direc-
tion. He swung the sled around and drove it back.

The Black Dome came in sight. They had been traveling twenty
minutes since Perso had lost consciousaess. Niles shot the sled into
the very entrance of the city. “He needs sun-power!” he shouted at
the guards. !

They looked at him and at Perso, slumped on the floor of the sled.
Then they moved fast, their skins créeking and rubbing. They carried
Perso into a glass room by the doors and clamped the terminals of a
battery on his biceps.

Five minutes later he stirred. Presently he sat up and smiled at
Wiles. “Thank you, my friend,” he said fervently.

“Skip it,” Niles replied, embarrassed at the other’s gratitude.

“You see,” Perso said, “we must have the hormone catalyst that is
stimulated by sun-power. If we are without the power for any length
of time, the hormone secretion stops, and then we are drugged by the
excess silicon in our bodies.”

“But you don't carry a battery around with you in the city,” Niles

pointed out.
“No. The glowing light that comes from all the walls is an emana-
tion of sun-power. We live with it constantly.”

“How soon can you get up?” Niles asked him.

“I can go with you now, This battery contains the power in concen-
trated form; I'll be all right inside the city.”

“Well, come along. I've got business with Magrum. The Cros are
sending a large force to the city.”

Perso’s face became solemn. *'I had hoped they would not attack so
soon,” he said. “"'What can we do?” *

“I don't know,” Niles admitted somberly, “but we've got to lick
them some way. And it won't be easy. They mean business this time.”

They went down the steps into the radial street that led to the Gold-
en Dome. They waited for a magnetic car. It swished to a stop before
them, and Niles gave a sudden whoop. “I've got it! I've got the an-
swer!”

“What is it?" asked Carole. “What can you do now?”

“Listen!” said Niles to Perso. “Can you get me those glass-workers
who helped me with the pistols 2"

“Yes, but—"

“Don’t argue with me. Get them to the laboratory right away!"

“But Magrum—""
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“The devil with Magrum! Get those guys up there and I'll put
them to work. We've got to have 4 weapon, haven't we?”
“All right,” said Perso resignedly. “I'll do what I can.”

THE MEN were at the dome when Niles got there. He started them
to work. One was to build a long gun-barrel with successively ener-
gized-magnetic coils. Another went to work on glass bullets. A third
prepared woven-glass belts to hold the bullets. A fourth worked out
with Niles 2 method to feed the bullets into the gun-barrel by elec-
tricity.

It would have been hopeless if these men had not been exceptional-
ly intelligent and superbly skilled. They did not know metals, but
they could do anything with glass.  * -

He left them and went upstairs. Carole was there in the laboratory,
helping her father. “How do you feel?” he asked anxiously.

“Much better,” she said, and smiled.

“It’s time for another shot.”

Niles gave her an injection and took one himself.

“Well,” he demanded of Dr. Beckwith, trying to be casual and not
succeeding very well, “how many inoculated Glass-men are dead?”

Dr. Beckwith’s pointed beard bobbed at him. “I think you'd better
come with me to examine them.”

“Oh, all right,” Niles said discouragedly. “You hate to tell me,
don’t you? Well, let's get started.”

They rode to the Black Dome. Beckwith held back, but Niles strode
resolutely to the door. He'd better get it over with. He went inside,
and stopped, astounded.

Instead of Glass-men lying on couches and moaning with fever, he
found the green-skinned men very much alive. In the center of the
big room, twenty Glass-men were lined up on opposite sides of a glass
wall, playing a strenuous game with two glass balls and magnetic rods.

Niles' mouth opened. “There's nothing wrong with this bunch,” he
decided at last, pinching himself mentally.

“Here are the charts,” said Beckwith. “Of the twenty-one who were
ill, all have recovered but two. The rest are in excellent condition.
Teerfgentures and pulse-rates’ are normal.~ Big-eyes says there is no
breaking down of the skin.”

Niles sank into a chair and mopged his forehead. “I thought I was
coming back to a public bonfi ut this is about the most pleasant
news I've ever had. Are you ready to give them the fourth injection?”

“All ready.”
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*“And how about yourself 2"

Beckwith'’s eyes opened wide. “I've been takmg it, of course. I al-
ways thought you knew what you were doing.

“Yes, you did!"” Niles said affectionately. You knew it was like
stepping into an open grave. Well, how about the serum? Shall we
have enough to begin more inoculations 1n a day or s0?"

“I bave calculated that we can inoculate three hundred, beginning
tomorrow, if you so desire.”

“We'll see.” Niles rose still somewhat dazed. “I've got to find out
how my machine gun is getting along and then take a nap." He
grinned. “Maybe a little sun-power wouldn’t hurt me, too.”

One of the glass-workers was constructing a chamber to revolve like
that built into the pistols, but in such a way that when the belt was
started into the chamber, the bullets would slip into place through a
chute. And a tiny motor in the stock of the gun would keep the cham-
ber revolving, as long as the trigger of the gun was held back.

There was no problem of a firing pin, because electrical impulses
were sent into the gun-barrel to energize the magnetic coils.

PERSO BESPOKE his qulet admiration.

‘It seems very simple,” he said. “I wonder that we didn’t thnnk
of it ourselves.”

“It is simple,” Niles agreed, “but it isn’t my idea. A man in Cali-
fornia invented an electric gun in the first years of the Second World
War. The wonder is that I didn’t think of it before. If it hadn't bcen
for those magnetic cars—""

He covered his mouth with his bronzed hand. “Ho. hum. I'm going
to turn in. Call me if anything happens.”

He was asleep almost as soon as his head came down on the glass pil-
low. And almost at once, it seemed. someone was shaking him. He
crawled out .of bed and tried to pry his eyes open. “Who is it?"" he
asked, shaking his head.

“It i1s 1, my friend,” said Perso. His face was grave. "'I did not like
to awaken you, but it is late afternoon and the C ros are gathering
around the city. There must be two thousand of them.

“How about the gun?" Niles was awake now.

“It is ready. The men have tested it and adjusted it to operate
smoothly. Magrum has seen it and he is delighted. He wants to talk to

u.
“Fiddlesticks! Magrum would do better to let me do my job.”
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“He is the Regulator, my friend.”

*Oh, sure.” Niles yawned and stretched. *“Well, come on.”

Magrum was pleased to see Niles. “You have done much for us, my
friend, but now we are depending on you to save our city from attack.
1 am sorry for the handicaps we have forced on you—"

“Never mind,” said Niles. “We've got to work out a plan to lick
these heathens. Where are they most likely to attack?”

I don't know that. What do you suggest?”

“How about the ceiling of the city?” Niles asked.

“It is very strong. It is doubtful that they can harm it.”

“Then the weakest part is the entrance.”

*I think so,” Magrum agreed. “The doors are of construction glass,
but they are not made to withstand i ding with metal
clubs.”

“That means they'll come through the doors. And we’ll be waiting
for them,” Niles said grimly. "How about that glass sled? Can you
mount an electric-power unit that will operate the gun?”

“That will be very simple, my friend.”

“Then do,” Niles directed. *And get the sled ready to travel. We'll
give these boys something to remember us by.” ,

When he reached the laboratory it was dark outside, but under the
great dome the City of Glass glowed quietly with soft colors as it al-
*ways did. .

The gun was set up. The green-faced technicians’ stood around it
proudly. Niles noddej to them, stepped up to the gun. He tried it
on its swivel base, glanced over the mechanism and the belts of bullets.

“Where's your practice target?”” he asked tersely.

P

THEY 'WHEELED a sheet of glass into place at the other end of the
room. Niles trained the gun-barrel on it. His hands were steady
but he was tense inside. The fate of the City of Glass rested on the
operation of this weapon.

He pressed the contact. There was a little sound of suction from the
barrel, but no explosion, no smoke, no recoil. But sharp cracks came
from the other end of the room. Niles released the contact and looked
up. He walked over to the target.

In the center of the plate of glass were fifteen or twenty holes, in
an irregular - pattern but one that could be covered by Niles' two
hands. He looked at the back. Every bullet had fully penetrated the
inch-thick glass, and some had damaged the wall beyond!{
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Niles released a deep sigh. He walked back to the gun. “You boys
are real mechanics,” he said warmly, and the glass-workers turned pink-
ish-green with pleased embarrassment.

But now the Cros were marching on the desert outside. The thud of
thousands of feet vibrated through the ground. Green Glass-men and
golden Glass-women huddled in little groups throughout the city.

A flash of light glowed on the visiphone. “A column of Cros
twelve abreast, is marching to the doors,” came an entrance guard’s
report.

Plgiles picked up the machine gun and went down. He set it in the
middle of the street and placed the box of cartridge belts at one side.
“Let them come,” he said grimly.

“Tough!"” grunted Niles.

The marching feet grew heavier. Yells and cries sounded beyond the
doors. The battering of clubs echoed on the glass plates. But the glass
was strong. The metal clubs didn’t break it.

“Maybe,” said Niles, just a little regretfully, “we won't get to try
out this thing, after all.”

The noise at the doors stopped. Glass-men came into the street and
looked happy. But not Niles. “They haven't quit,” he warned.

There was a great crash at the doors. The glass plates buckled and
broke. A huge metal battering ram came through the hole. Cros were
crushed against the broken edges. One Cro held on to the battering ram
and was under it when it dropped to the floor inside.

The Cros poured through the hole by tens and then by hundreds.
Some started up the side streets, but a thousand Cros formed a column
in the street and began their march toward the Golden Dome.

Niles waited until they were close. They swung their clubs and threw
firebrands in the air. There was now no Glass-man on the entire street
except Perso, at Niles’ side. The only sounds were the cries of the Cros
and the thud of marching feet.

“Do not let them get too close, my friend,” urged Perso. His green
face was pale. B

“They won't!” said Niles.

He gave them a sudden burst from the machine gun. Two men
dropped but the rest surged forward. Then began a slaughter. Niles
held back the contact and swumg the gun, raking the column running
toward him. Cros fell by the dozen; but more, pushing in through the
gates, surged on.
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The gun was spitting death, but more Cros poured over their dead
and lumbered forward in’a solid stream.

“They're getting closer!” Perso warned.

“I'm holding it wide open,” Niles snapped. “"Give me another belt!”

E HELD the muzzle on the first ranks and mowed them down. He
fired over their heads to strike those behind, then brought the
muzzle down and sprayed death irto the front ranks again. They were
within forty feet now. For perhaps a minute Niles held the gun on
them. The street was choking with dead.

It was a strange battle. No roaring of planes or booming of big guns.
No chattering of automatic rifles, no rumble of tanks. Oaly the hoarse
cursing of the Cros, the clatter of metal clubs on the glass street, the
deadly soft snarl of the electric gun.

The street became jammed with bodies. A Cro fighter jumped on top
of the heap and shouted, swung his club in the air, urged his followers
on. Niles turned the gun on him and the invader pitched forward, to
fall face down on the glass street.

Niles started another belt. He aimed just over the heap. Now the
Cros, blocked by their own dead, began to scream instead of shout.
They turned and tried to flee, but piled up in mad confusion.

Those nearest the broken doors began to fight their way back into the
desert. A thoroughly terrified stream poured iad: through the sundered
gates.

Niles didn’t want to stop the retreat. He kept his fire on the nearest
ones. Not many were left when he called for the sled.

A dozen Glass-men carried it over the smashed bodies and through
the doors. Perso took the controls and they roared out over the desert.

“‘Go past that bunch over there,” Niles directed.

“You're going to kill more, my friend >

“Enough to settle this war,” Niles said grimly. “It's we or they.”

The sled roared past. A barked command ‘and Cros surged toward
them from the ranks. The machine-gun raked them mercilessly. Men
fell. Others came on, but the sled was gone alteady.

“Circle them!” shouted Niles.

The sled swerved grittingly around the regiment. The electric gun
sprayed death. Cros started for their tormentors, but the sled was always
gone. Two circles Niles and Perso made of the remaining fifteen hun-
dred men. The white desert floor was littered with black blotches. Yet
not a hand touched the sled, for it was much too fast.
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They started around again, but this time a Cro stood out in front with
his hands upraised.

Perso sto]:rcd the sled a hundred yards away. “Look out for a trick!”"
Niles warned.

The Cro came slowly toward them, with Niles behind the gun,
watching every move of the men, glancing behind the sled once to see
that they were not traplpcd

The Cro halted. Niles motioned him onto the sled. He grunted.
Fear shone in his shifty eyes, but he got on.

"Come with us,” said Niles. "We want to make peace.”

The Cro glared at him in futility.

“What are you going to do with him?” asked Perso.

I have just promoted him from general to ambassador,” Niles said
cryptically. "Now back to the city. The hardest job is yet to come.”

Chapten Juwenty

Fruits Of Victory

that Hart Niles and Carole Beckwith had spent a night with Ytla.

It was known, too, that Niles and his electric machine gun, single-
handed, had routed the massed army of the Cros from their attempt to
capture the City 'of Glass.

B Y NOON the next day it was known all over the City of Glass
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Groups of green-skinned Glass-men and golden-skinned Glass-wom-
en were gathered in glowing glass buildings and in the street, talking
of this strange white-skinned young man, who had taken the welfare
of the City of Glass and its inhabitants as his own problem, and who
had risked his life to save them from invasion.

At one o'clock in the afternoon, a delegation of Glass-men went to
Magrum and asked that Hart Niles be given a place on the regulating

y.

At one-thirty Magrum greeted Niles in the Green Dome. “My
friend,” said Magrum sincerely, “you have saved the future of our
race and you have earned a voice in its affairs. For some reason that I
do not fully comprehend, you understand better than any of us the
strange mentality of the Cros and of Ytla.

“We want only to live at peace, but it is now apparent the Cros have
not the same ambition. We do not und d that. Theref I am
calling a meeting of the regulating body to propose that you be includ-

onit.”

Niles stood straight and tall before the white-haired Regulator. His
bronzed face was earnest, his shoulders erect.

“You do me an honor,” he said, “but you have not taken me into
your confidence, Without full knowledge of your liabilities and re-
sources, I can promise nothing.”

“I do not understand,” said Magrum.

Niles' answer was frank. “There is some secret about the Golden
Dome that seems of vital importance to this city.” .

Magrum smiled tolerantly. His skin rustled faintly as it moved.
“Come with me,” he said quietly. “You have earned the right.”

They rode in a magnetic car to the great, glowing Golden Dome.
Before the big doors a guard of six men fell in behind them. ““This is
our greatest possession, our most valuable secret,” Magrum told Niles
solemnly. “I think the Cros suspect the value of the Golden Dome to
us, and that is why their attacks have been in this direction.” He
paused. “Never before, in half a million years, has anyone not a true
member of our race been permitted to enter here.”

He waited for what seemed to Niles an interminable time, gazing on
the great golden glass doors. If Niles could have backed away from
his position then, he would have done so. From Magrum's solemnity
and from the Regulator’s deep feeling, he saw the vital significance
of this dome to all Glass-men. He was ashamed now that he had in-
sisted on penetrating it. .
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But Magrum raised his hand. The great glass doors slid up noise-
lessly. Magrum stepped forward.

Niles followed. At first he saw nothing but sheer beauty—glass
walls in softly shining colors, frosted, glowing floors, Glass-men and
Glass-women going from one room to another.

AGRUM walked with measured, stately tread. The workers lined
the sides of the corridors and stood at respectful attention, si-
lent. The only sound was the soft tap of glass shoes on glass.

Magrum stopped before a great glass instrument board, with lights
and dials in many glowing hues. He scanned it for-a moment, pressed
a glass rod. Doors slid apart. Magrum stepped into an elevator. Niles
and the guard followed.

The doors came together and the room started down. It descended
several hundred feet. Doors slid open and Magrum marched out. Niles
followed, into a world of dazzling soft whiteness.

The immediate chaniber in which they stood was a great hall, carved
from some white material that glowed and glittered from innumerable
lights. It was as large as Ytla’s throne room, but different. Here were
light and cleanness and wholesomeness.

They stepped onto a moving walk and crossed the long length of
the chamber to the far wall. They entered a vast labyrinth of white
rooms and dazzling pillars of white. Here men worked at the walls,
digging out the white material and loading glass cars that swept noise-
lessly toward a central point, dumping their contents into hoppers that
went endlessly up. .

Niles swallowed. He cleared his throat and tried to speak. The
words died. He stared at the dazzling walls and finally got out the
words. “Your nitrate supply!” he said huskily.

“All of it,” Magrum declared simply. “You can understand, per-
haps, why we have protected this supply better than we have defended
our individual lives. In this mine lies the very existence of the race.”

“Yes," Niles said soberly. He was silent for a moment, then he spoke
of a practical matter. “But it must extend for miles in every direction.
Why haven’t the Cros dug into it from outside the city?"”

“For two reasons,” Magrum told him. “They do- not know how far
it extends. They have not asked ‘themselves how much nitrate we have.
They know only that we have nitrate, and—for some reason I cannot
understand—they want it.”
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“But—" .

“The second reason is in the physical nature of the deposit. It lies
under a thick sheet of lava that would frustrate any but the most de-
termined attempt to penetrate it. At the site of the Golden Dome,
where Kasner discovered it long ago, it broke through the surface dur-
ing some long forgotten upheaval of the Earth. But from this point
the deposit slopes downward, until at the edges of the city it is several
hundred feet below the surface.”

“The deposit itself must be very thick.”

“It is,” Magrum acknowledged. “Our men work on some twenty
different levels. We prefer to dig dewn instead of out, because it
simplifies, for the present, our eventual problem of shoring up build-
ings when the nitrate is removed.” -

“But eventually you will have to dig outward. What will you do
then?”

Magrum sighed. "It will be the responsibility of future generations
to secure metals to shore up the city. We shall need iron—a great deal
of it.” N

NILES NODDED as if he had expected this. “What about glass?"”
he asked.

- “We cannot make glass with the rugged tensile strength of steel. Up
to a point, we can design glass for any purpose—but not for this kind
of work. To hold up the structure of the city itself, we must have
something of a different strength.”

“Hmm,” said Niles. “You've got a job on your hands.”

They went through more levels dug out of solid nitrate. They saw
dozens of cars loaded and their contents hoisted to the top. And final-
ly they left the great Golden Dome as they had entered it. Their guard
c{ropped back at the doors.

“Will you meet.the regulating body this aft 2" asked Mag

“In one hour,” said Niles. “But before I am made a member of the
body, I have a proposition to make.”

“You can make it afterward,” Magrum suggested.

*“No.” Niles was positive. “The proposals I shall make will vitally
affect the future of the city, and I want the decision to be made by
Glass-men alone.”

Niles had decided, too, that if they refused his proposition, he could
wot be a member. But this he left unsaid,

At four o'clock Niles stood before the regulating body—five Glass-
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men, including Zudat, at a long glass table in Magrum’s office in the
Green Dome.

Niles stood erect before them, vigorous and sincere.

*“'As most of you know, I have talked to Ytla himself,” he began.

The Glass-men listened intently.

“I believe I understand the mentality of this man as none of you do,
because you never have known such a man. He is a fanatic, a self-cen-
tered egomaniac. Everything is interpreted by him as an addition to or
a subtraction from his own individual greatness. I repeat, he is a fana-
tic. You can deal with him on no ordinary basis.”

“Do you consider him dangerous?” asked a Glass-man.

Niles drew a deep breath but controlled himself. “What do you
think his men would have done last night if we had not had a superior
weapon? His army is still camped outside the city, waiting for his de-
cision as to whether they shall retreat or shall attack again.”

““We still have the weapon,” said Zudat.

“But,” asked a second Glass-man, “can’t we make peace with him?"

Niles smiled a little cynically. “Peace is a thing that depends on
mutual trust—and this man is one you cannot trust.”

Magrum nodded soberly. "I can understand that. But tell us, Niles,
why does he want our nitrate? Is it to make explosives?”

Niles looked straight into Magrum’s eyes. “It might be that. But
primarily I think he wants to feed his people.”

“Feed his people?”” Zudat's astonishment was partly skepticism.

“Exactly. How do you think the Cros live? On air?”

“Why—we've never seen them eating.”

“Nevertheless, in those dark caverns of the Cros, they raise millions
of square diameters of food.”

“You have a suggestion,” said Magrum searchingly.

I have. I propose three courses of action, to be undertaken simul-
taneously.”

“What are they?"

HART 'NILES squared his shoulders and drew a deep breath.
“One,” he said, “give them limited supplies of nitrate.” He
heard a sharp intake of breaths, but went on. “Two, take supplies of
iron and other metals in exchange. And three, perfect weapons for
permanent defense.”
Magrum rapped quickly on the table. “We will discuss points in
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order. First, Niles proposes to give the Cros limited quantities of
sodium nitrate.” .

There was silence for a long time. The Glass-men stared at Niles
and searched his face. ”

“They must have nitrogen for food,” Niles repeated. *Do not for-
get that.”

“Wait.” Zudat raised his hand. "If we refuse to give them nitrate,
won't they die out?”

“Not until they first make desperate efforts to destroy the City of
Glass.”

*“Couldn’t we make war on them?” Zudat demanded.

I expected that question sooner,” said Niles. “We cannot do so
successfully. There are fifty thousand of them, in untold miles of cav-
erns. The Glass-men would inevitably be struck down before we could
accomplish anything at all.”

“But our own supplies,” Magrum spoke up. “You have seen they
are vital to our race.”

“That brings up my second point,” said Niles, “to exchange nitrate
for metals in equal weight. There are two reasons for that, You must
have iron to reinforce the city against attack, because this is the one
place on Earth which you must control to exist. Also, you need iron
for steel to support the city as the nitrate is dug out.”

“Steel?”" asked the third Glass-man.

“It is made from iron and is much stronger. I can show you how.
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Eventually the Cros will have more powerful weapons than they have
now, but that will be many generations hence. In the meantime, you
can build an impregnable city if you have sufficient iron.

“If those items are arranged for,” Niles went on, “the wearon rob-
lem can be handled more leisurely. For the present, a supply of ma-
chine guns is sufficient.” -

“And still,” remarked the third Glass-man, a very old gentleman
with deeply lined face and a pink tunic, “you have not told us how to
replenish our supply of nitrate.” .

“That,” said Niles, “is the easiest problem of all. With the iron we
secure from the Cros, we can build machinery to extract nitrogen from
the air.”

“We never have been able to do that,” replied the Glass-man, “ex-
cept in small quantities in the laboratory. Our growing plants require
many tons daily, and such an artificial production is impossible.”

“Not with iron,” Niles contradicted him. “You have been unable to
fix nitrogen because you do not have the heavy machinery. You cannot
make such machinery from glass—but you can from iron. At five hun-
dred degrees Fahrenheit, and with-a pressure of two hundred atmos-
pheres, using uranium as a catalyst, you can fix nitrogen in quantities.”

“How do we know that?” asked the elderly Glass-man.

“It is necessary only to trade enough nitrate for iron to build the
tirst machine, and I will show you.”

“But our city will be filled with noises,” Zudat protested.

“Not if the dplant is located in the bottom levels of your mine. Air
can be pumped to it, and water for the hydrogen that will be neces-
sy

“That,” said Magrum slowly, “would take care of our nitrate prob-
lem for an unlimited time.” .

“It will,” Niles told him forcefully.
THERE WAS talk, then, around the table, in Glass-man’s language.

Niles made no attempt to hear or to interfere. And finally Zudat,
he of the atavistic instincts, rose, his green skin creaking. He took a
deep breath.

“This man,” Zudat said with emphasis, “has shown himself sin-
cerely interested in the welfare of the City of Glass.” He stopped and
looked searchingly at Hart Niles. “I propose that we make him a
member of the regulating body, with the position of regulator of de-
fense and of trade with the Cros.”



FRUITS OF VICTORY 127

There was complete silence for an instant, and then the august reg-
ulating body broke the stillness with the rustling and rubbing of their
glass skins, as they moved in their chairs and turned to look expectant-
ly at Niles.

Niles breathed a great sigh of relief. It was over, just like that. He
shook hands with all of them.

“I will see the captured Cro general this evening,” he said to
Magrum. “We will give him a ton of nitrate to take back to Ytla with
our message.”

To Zudat, who was last, his words were especially warm. “Thank
you, my friend. You are a true patriot.”

"I do not understand,” said Zudat, “but I know that you are loyal
to us. We trust you and, have confidence in you such as no Glass-man
ever has given to one of a different race before.”

“You won't find me abusing it,” Niles told him solemnly.

He stopped a moment and whispered to Mag The R
nodded and pressed a glass rod.

NILES FOUND Perso in the apartment with Carole and Dr. Beck-
with,

“The news had been flashed all over the city,” said Perso warmly.
“I am glad.” -

“You are as much responsible as anyone,” Niles declared. .

“You had a lot of nerve,” said Carole, “asking them to give away
the nitrate.”
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He turned to her. “Think you can live for awhile in the City of
Glass?”

Carole’s face was beaming. “I'm going to love it,” she said. “I've
just seen Perso’s wife and their baby. She's awfully nice, and the baby
is so cute! His wife is going to make me a new glass d

But she became doubtful. “If we could only fi fs nd somcthmg better
to ezt,” Carole told him.

“Don’t worry,” said Niles. “I'm going to fix that. Magrum is having
the rabbits brought into the city. The falcons are already here. We can
feed the rabbits on those plants. They can learn to like that stuff. Then
we feed the falcons on rabbits. We'll have rabbit fried, rabbit stewed,
rabbit boiled, rabbit baked, rabbit roasted, rabbit—"

*‘Maybe,” Carole suggested, “the plants will be better.

“Stewed falcon,” Niles went on. “Falcon eggs for breakfast Wwe'll
plant orange seeds for fruit. It won't be half bad.”

Dr. Beckwith's bifurcated beard came up. “And—"

Niles smiled. “And you will have your laboratory,” he said.

He rubbed his chin and looked into 2 mirror.

He saw Carole’s brown eyes watchmg him. “What's troubling
you?” he asked.

“Niles,” she said softly, “you are a really great man. You came to
Amarillo on a freight train, afraid even to tell your name. And now
you have saved civilization.”

*“And you with it, Carole.”

A low cry came from her lips. She ran to him, put her arms around
his neck, and he held her tightly.

“Think you'll like me without a beard?” Niles grinned. “If you do,
your Saturday nights will be taken up for a long time.”

A muffled sob came from her.

'Now what?"”" he asked gently.

After all thcse years, Niles, you still can’t have a real meal—with
meat, I mean.”

He held her out and grinned at her. “Among other things,” Hart
Niles said, “before the war I worked out a way to make artificial steak
—with all the proteins. I can even duﬁhcate the taste—if I can re-
member what steak tasted like, after eight hundred thousand years.

“As soon as I get to it, I'm going to make a sirloin as big as a
flowering pancake—and three times as thick!”

THE END
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