w TokE AT AMIENS
roRTARYING W18 IMORTALITY

June, 1927

toomac o enenac orrices 20 ri &

e s IUENToh, ADIO NEW
Awazive sronres:
"ovwrs o St Sain W

Contents for June

The Visitation
By Cyril G. Wates

The Electronic Wall
By Geo. R. Fox

The Fate of the Poseidonia
By Clare Winger Harris

In Our Next Issue:
THE ETHER SHIP OF OLTOR, by . Maxwell

214 | story, which deals with Venus and a war there, A

The Story of the Late Mr. Elvesham

By H.G. I"ells

The Lost Comet
By Ronald M. Sherin

Solander’s Radio Tomb
By Ellis Parker Butler

By A. Merritt

The Four-Dimensional Roller-Pres:
By Bob Olsen

Our (‘uvrr

Tater e ‘Amecican Tuhon
bty o Tt e, ok

ot o roep he Norseriin Wi hn

ETseen'oll and The iy v Tt s

253 | time are very cleverly worke:

known to our readers, treats these strange people as
ferocious female, cunnibals—making it 3 somewhat

THE LOST CONTINENT, by Cecil D, White
Third honorable mention story. Some thoughts on
ihe fourth-dimension and a trp centuris back i
e subect of the
I'told.

illustration. A clever, original
THE GRAVITOMOBILE,

260 | Bwarded the
268
fie sppsienty .[ e o a opesdon for
iR of 4 6. fome swapion 3 15 the
=212 | fest“cao eath T Juskfable, Our new
Thor weaves e seience hvang. s snven
. e Sy < cougiy ngetons mar
2 | THE MOON POOL, by A. Merr
The'tnirg and st fatsocnt &

resims of the mysierions Three an
uthor very ingeniously depicts 3 wan,

e Mo P by | tvely fought,betw o the two inderground fctions.

7 A | with weapons entvely new and astounding. The
il | story becomes more and more exciting and inter
< | ing <hapter by chapter

o s S ot o

o ,“M T T

umg, T QUCEURE, 0 o o,
AT PR,

Pty Ammung Dapt.
Apveninta merRgsEy

. e

210 Fift Avene, New York City
v

SRR R

210

I RADID INFERNAGIONAY



SOLANDERS RADIO TOMB

- By Ellis Parker Butler o

Author of “Pigs Is Pigs” and “An Experiment in Gyro-hats”




SOLANDER’S RADIO TOMB

met Mr. Remington_ Solander
shortly after I installed my first radio
S8 set. 1 was going in to New York on the
8:15 AM. train and was sitting with
. Trand Mrchiton and, a8 o matir
course, we were tal ust told
Sarehiaon tot e wis & hebneuded noode s hat
for two cents I would poke him in the jaw, and that
even o pin-headed idio ugt, o know (hat n tube
et was bater thana crystal st, To this Murchison
Pad replied that that setled It He Said he ha
alwaya known T was & moron, and now he was sure
it.

"1 you had enough breine fo 8 » hasaluns hall”

mata s culic - chams heey vt st Huth
what a crystal gives you. You're one of these half-
wits that think they y I they can hear some

Twocent station five handred miles away utter o fow
faint savenks.  Shut up! 1 domt want to tlk (o
you. I dom't want to listen to you. Go and sit

somewhere else.”

Of course, this was what was (o be expected of
Murchison.  And if I did let out a few laps of
ed, Badio fan are
s of erystal

my bare hand and throw his lifeless body out of the

ear window, or tall him a fow things 1 had been

wanting o say ever since he began knocking my
ube 366, when this Teminglon Solan

sitting behind us, leaned forward and tapped me on

the shoulder. I turned and saw his long

sheepl close to mine. He was chewing car-
umon seed and breathing the odor into my facs

sk ¥ w questions about ré
Well, T couldn’t resist that, could 17
fan could. not care much for the lo
Remington Solander man, but for the last few weeks
be steering away from me
gh 1 ara atre 1 never said

changesacer 5o

m
seemed to be fond of my

. that no one can of
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his estate proved to amount to three m.u.m. dollars.
1had seen him often, and [ knes s, but he
was a :Aandaiﬁqh old Iélluw and did nnt mlx, s0 1
had never met a tall man and thin,
somewhat flabby :m(l hc was. pnle in an unhealthy
of way. But, after all, he w: onaire and
a memberol one of lhz “ald familiox” of Westcote,
1 took the seat alongside of him with considerable
Satifaction,
“1 gather,” he said as soon as T was seated, “that
you are interested in radio.”
I told him I
“And I'm just building a new set, using a new
hook-up that T heard of about a week ago,” T said.
“I think it is going to he 3 v\ouder ow, here is the
idea: mmau nl' using a
“Yes, e old nmmm said hastily.
never mind mm now. now

“But

to care for my radio set and I leave all such things
o him.  You are u Tawyer, are you not?

I told him 1 was,

“And you ure chairman of the frustess of the
Westeote Cemetery, are you not" he

1 told him 1 was that also. And T my uy that
the Westeote Cemetery Avsocs
rightest and tightest lttle corpoy
+'has beon I existence since 1608 and Has-poon
exceedingly profitable to thase fortunate enough to
hold its stock. I inherited the small
from my grandfather. R
bought sixty additional ncres adjoining the old
cemetery and had added them o it, and we were
about ready o put the new lots on ¢
$300 apiece there promised to be a
profit in the thing, for our cemetery
fonable place to be buried in and the demand. for
the lots in the new addition promised to be enor-
mous.

EE

Solander’s Will and Testament
@7 OU have not known it,” said Remington
Solander in his slow drawl, which had the
f letting his words slide out of his
moith and aeip down Bis long chin ke cold mola
ave been mak-

—————— nu:'] ingie st 3on
4 PIGS is Pigs” Butler quite surpasscs himself in this 8¢ ave been meaning
P TAe iicaces of vt ave o oot avd fhe o speak to you. I am

ord to make  drawing up a new last

m now gave ouiluwhern ;v;ad)gdrmm_mnm ures. "yr;uu;"mmwpt il and testamnt, and
startled looks when I nesome, After 1 want
neared them. Some even e ik m.,mm Gy 1 e one, of he clauses’ for
climbed over the nearest irth-prov its of humor we  me.”
fence and ran madly “Why, certainly, Mr.
across vacant lots, look- Solander, with in-

ing over their shoulder:
with frightened glances as they ran. For a
had not been able to get any man of my acquaintance
to listen to one word from me, except Murchison,
and he is an utter idiot, as I think [ have made clear,
So I left Murchison and sat with Remington
Solander.
A Rndia Set Proposed for the Cemetery
way T was proud to be invited to sit with
Remington Salandor, because he was far and
away the richest man in our town. When he died,

creased pride.  “I'll
SR Be of servxre to you”

u for the work,” Remington
“hecause you Kaow love radio
a3 T do, jou are a trusteo of the ceme-
tory Sascclation.  Are you o religious mant

“Well,” 1 said, a little uneasily, “some.
but not much.
“No matter,” said Mr. Solander, placior & hasd
on may arm. “'am. 1 have alwiys
Ty suslieat youth my mind has been on sarious
things. As a matter of fact, sir, I have compiled a

Snlnnder i

Some,
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manuseript collection of religious quotations,
hymns, sermons and uxlhmm; PGl il o
fil fourteen volumes, dll in
Fortunataly, I inheritad mnney a0 this eallestion
is my gift to the wos

“Rnd a noble one, T'm. pure’” T said.

Most mobl” asid Mr. Scleader, Bt o
"ny activities £o the study S
T have kept my eye on the progress of the world.

t seems to me that radio, this new and wonder-

ful invention, js the greatest discovery of all ages

and imperis But, m, it is being twisted to
chop umee. Jum! Chesp scnal Woekly words
and musicl That 1 mean o

“Well,” might be . OF course,

peopl like what they like?

“Some nobler souls like better things,” said Rem-
ington Solander solemnly. “Some more worthy men
and women il welcome nobler radio broadesatiag.
In my will T am putting wsids one milion dollrs
to establish and maiatain 8 broadcas
that will broadeast only my fourteen volumes of

ymns and uplifting material. Every day this
e will g0 forth—gormans, octures on probition,
noble thoughts and religious poem:

Arranging the Contract

m that some people might be
#had fo et hat—that a 1ot of people mighty
uct, and that 1 could write that lnto bid

will wlthmn. any troul
A1 said Remingion Solander,

aready fn my will
my wil i angther clause

Ut that in
to write for
Y Tean Jo buid, n your

tery, a high-class and imperishable granite
om0 myset: 1 mekn to place I an that saole
that high knoll—the higheat spot In your cometery,

What 1 want you to write into my will is a clause
providing for the perpetual care and maintenance
of my tomb. T want to set aside five hundred thou-
sand dollars for that purpose.”
el ¥ asld to the shesp-facad milionaire, *1
can do that,
os." 1 agroed. “And T wand 4o give to my
family and relations the remaining million and a
halt dollars, provided,” he said, accenting the “pro-
vided,” “they carry out faithfully the provisions of
tha claass providing for i care and
nce of my tomb. £ they don't care and
hat

itten Dogs.
“They'll care and maintain, all right!" I laughed.
“I think s0,” said Remington Solander g
“I do think s0, indeed! And now, sir, we come to
the {raportant part. You, as T know, are a trustee
of the cemetery.”
“Yes,"” 1 said, “I am."”
“For drawing this clause of my will, if you can
draw it,” said Remington Solander, looking me full
in the eye with both his own, which were like the
eyes of a salt mackerel, “T shall pay you five thou-
sand dollars.”

1 almost gasped. It was a big lot of money
for drawing one clause of a will, and I began to smell
8, 7ot right there,  But, I may say, the proposition
Remingion Solander made fo me wii ono I was able,
after quite a little i i Ty fellow trustees of

AMAZING STORIES

the cemetery, to carry out. What Remington Sol-

Toud-speaking outflt permanently set at 827 meters
pavelength, which was to be tho waverlength of
is endowed broadcasting station. I don'
o Teminglon Soandor et gof. ths remarkabls
idea, but about that time an undertaker in New
York had rigged up a hearse with a phonograph so
that the hearse would loud-speak suitable hyrans on
the way to the cemetery, and that may have sug-
gested the loud-speaking tomb to Remington Sol-
ander, but it is not important where he got the
idea. ' He had it, and he was set on having it car-
ried out.

‘The Dissemination of Religion from the Cemetery

VHINK,” he said, “of the uplifting effect of

On the highest spot in the cemetery

will stand my noble tomb, loud-speaking in

ections the solemn and holy words and music

1 have collected in my fourteen volumes. All who

enter the cemetery will hear; all will be ennobled
and uplifted.”

‘That was 50, too. T saw that at once. I said so.
So Remington' Solander went on to explain that
the income from the five hundred thousand dollars
would be set aside to
batteries supplied,

terost me, but 1 41 think Remington Solander
Tol & frasi o, 1. ol ERy o semmiazy
stand oul. People would come from everywhers 1o
see and listen. The lots in the new addition would
sell ket cakes.

T did have a little trouble with the other
trasiees, ‘They balked when T explained that Rome
igton Solander wanted the sole radio loud-speaking
rights of our cemetery, but some one finally sug-
gested that if Remington Solunder put up a new
and artistic iron fence around the whole cemetery
it might be all right. They made him submit his
fourteen volumes so they could see what sort of

meant to broadeast from his high-class
fone and they agreed it was slemn enovgh; it
s lf solen end 220 and gloomy, st the
for a cemetery. Remington Soh.ndzr
agreed % bulla the now iron fence.they
formal contrach with him, and I drew up the cause
for the will, and he bought six lots on top of th
high knoll and began erecting his marble mauso-
leum.

The Building of the Monument and the Death
of the Tenant

OR eight months or so Remington Solander

Fwns busier than he had ever been in his life.

He superintended the building of the tomb

and he had on hand the job of getting his endowed

it ras given the lttars W22
i

radio station going—i

uner:
in Westeote. T should judge that five thousand peo-



SOLANDER’S

ple attended his remains to the cemetery, for it had

becoms widsly Ko that the Sest WEZE peogram

ived and loud-spoken from Remington

Solander's tomb that Afvasoor, | the first selection

on the program—nhis f; mn—beginning as

the funeral cortige lat the e he pro-
continuing until dar)

T'll say it was one of iy mult  Wfecting ocouions

I have ever witnes ody was being car-

rioa It the tom the iond. lpuker Tareian 8 s

Rev. Petar L Ruggus. full of sob ataf, and

every one o the five thousand preu And

Tuneral was estly Baished: ver s thous,

remained to hear the rest of the program, which

consisted of hymns, missionary reports, static and

ereased the

dollars per lot immediately, and we
that .mmm und b tvm ta
big met
cnctery Tl pago ustrted attites he nows Sun-
day, and we received durin,
three hundred Intars, mostly from minletas, Srale.
ing what we had d
Increased Sales on Lots
that was not the best of it. Requests
for lots began to come in by mail. Not only
people in Westeote wrote for prices, but
x o

them go to the higheat bidders
ington Solander's Talking Tomb was becoming
mationally famous. We began o negotiate. with

figured on buying them and making more new addi-
tions to the cemstery.  And then w found we conld
not use three of
e reasan was that the loud speaker [n Reming-
ton Solander's tomb would not carry that far
it was not strong enough. So we went to the execu-
fors of his state nd ran up Againat ancther eoag
_mmn. in the radio outfit i ould be
altere ver. ‘That was in the
will. ie loud speaker had to be maintained,
The same wavelength had o he kepts the shraa makes
of batteries had to be used, the same style of tubes
emington Solander had thought
of all that. So we decided to let well enough alone
Zit wan all we eould do anyway. We bought the
Tarmy that were reached by the loud speaker and
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had them surveyed and 1aid oot in loti—end then
the thing happe

The Cemtery Ruined by Jazz
S, sir, L'l sell my cemetery stock for two
cents on the dollar, body will bid that
Along came the Government of e Unitad Statas,
regulating this radio thing, and as

lengths to all the broadcasting ltlhnn!. Ity .m
Remington Solander's endowed broa

WELZ ' 855-meter waverength ang hat
station st Dodwood —siation PR the 527-meter
ave-length,

and the next day poor old Remington
Solander's tomb poured forth “Yen, We A1

No Bananas” and the “Hot Dog” jazz and “If You
Don't See Mama Every Night, You Can't See Mama
At AIL” and Hink Tubbs in his fumy starie, ke
“Well, one day an Irishman and & Sy

? So Mike
Tench So.the Swede e
silk stockings, ‘Mebby you ban
Soe 8 peach, ke, but 1 han-ses one ‘mighty nice
Well, the other day I went to see my mother-
m~hw—"

w the sort of program. 1 don't say that
the Deople who Iike thers are nok entiied tn them,
but I do say they are not the sort of programs to
loud-speak from a tomb in a cemetery. I expect old
Remington Solander turned clear over in his tomb
when those programs began to come through. 1
know our board of trustees went. xight up in the air,

but there was not a thing we could do about it,
The newspapers gave us double pages the next Sun,
y—"Remington _Solander’s Jazz "

“Westcote's Two-Step Cemetery.”

And withina

like one of those Great War battleields-. ke s lot
of shollholes. Not a man, woman o chid was left
place—except Remington Solander in his
Sranite tomy am top of the high knoll. What we've
ot on our hands is a deserted cemetery.
They all blame me, but I can't do anything about
lo is groan—every morning I grab
the paper and lock for the PKX program and. then
1 groan. Remington Solander is the lucky man—
he's dea

THE END.



