WONDER
STORIES

“The Magazine of Prophetic Fiction”

VOL. 7 No. 3
AUGUST, 1935

Published by Continental Publications, Ine.
IL Ge President; 1. . Manhelmer,
Beudu'ry Publication” Office,  Myrlck
Bagdgi; 20 Worthinglon Street, 8 ring-
lhld. Mnn Bditorial and (eneral Offices,
udsen Mtreet, New York. N. Y.

WONDER STORIES—Monthly— Entered 89
second-ciass matter at the post offico at
Springfleld, Mass., under the Act of March
8, 1879. Tith registazed U. K. Patent
Office. Copyright, 1836, by Continental
Pubbeations, Inc. Text and illustratlons of
this magezine are cnpynz‘hwd and must
not be remwod: without permission of
the right owners, WOVDFH BTORIES
s jAabl l.hod on tho first of the preceding
month, sumbers per year. Subscrintion
price ts n 50 a year In Lnlu:d States and
its possessioms. In foreign countries, ex-
clustve of (hn da, $2.00 a year. Single
eopiem, 18c. Address a]l conLrlbuuom ror
publication to Kdiws, WOND BTON-
TE®, 39 Hudeon Btreet, New \ork Pub-
liashers are not responsible for Jost MSN.
Contributions eannot returned unless
suthors remit full postage.

WONDHR STORIES is for sale at prin-
cipal newastands p the Unlted States,
1F YOU WISH TO SUBSCRIBE 1o
B, make out all re-
mittane®s tp the Owntinenta) Publications.
Ine. Do sure to mention the name of
megazine you wish 1o subscribo for, as we
org also agents for the following maga-
zines: RADIO-CRAFT and EVERYDAY
BCIENCH AND MECHANICB. Rubscrip-
lions can be made in combination with the
above publications at a reduced club rate.
Ask for ioformation. Subscriptions «<lart
g‘llh current 1ssue unless otherwise speci-
ed.

WHEN YOUR SUBSCRIPTION EX-
PIREH, we enclose a renewal blank In the
}ast number. No subseription eontinued
unless rencws) remitiance is received,

CHANGE OF ADDRESS. Always give us
eald as well as ncw addross and notity us
o8 far in advamco as possible.

Chicage Advertising Representative:

Willlam R. Stewart. Inc.,
9 South Clinton 8treet.

Westorn Adverising Representative:
Lioyd B. Chappoll,
511 So. Alexandria 8t., Los Angeles, Callf,

European Ageat:
Gorrimge’s Amerlesn News Agenty,
9A @reen 8t., Leirester Square,
Londes, W. C. 2, England,

Table of Contents

® EDITORIAL

WONDERS OF TRANSPORTATION by Hugo
(T k7] (o ST — BT .

STORIES

THE REIGN OF THE REPTILES by 4. Connell 262

THE WORLDS OF IF by Stanley G. Weinbaum 276

THE MAN WITH THE FOUR DIMENSIONAL
EYES by Leslie . Stone . ............ 286

THE BRANCHES OF TIME by Davzd R Damels 294

THE GREEN MAN OF GRAYPEC by Festus
Pragnell ... 304
(In Three Parts—Part Two)

SCIENCE

What is Your Science Knowledge? ... cenveorsrenne senee S04
Science Questions and ANSWETS .....eommsrsssmesmosssssonnnss JO7
DEPARTMENTS

Forthcoming Stories ...... .. 366
The Science Fiction League .....cooviniiinene 369
The Rcader Speaks

The Science Fiction Swap Column .......... sz
VOTING COUPON

What are Your Favorite Types of Stories? w372

ON THE COVER

This month we find the hero in A. Connell’s thrilling
story, “The Reign of the Reptiles,” about to be sent into
the past, agam<t his will, by the three enthusiastic scu:ntxsts,
where he is on the verge of the strangest experience ever
to confront a human being.

258



(llinstration by Paul)

I left when the moon fell. That was a sight to watch!
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THE BRANCHES OF TIME

By DAVID R. DANIELS

® T met Bell, James H. Bell, B.S., on the

corner by Wallet’s Drug Store. It was
the first time I had seen him in years, since
the summer we graduated, in fact.

“You're looking differently,” I told him
after we had shaken hands. He did, too.
He was much more weatherbeaten than he
had been. There was a look about him
that a lot of these returned explorers, who
really do things, have. “Been off on a
Polar trip?”

“Something of the sort,” he said non-
committally. “Drop around some time
and I may tell you about it. Or better yet,
come home to dinner with me and we’ll
renew our acquaintance. I’ve got a vintage
now that will make the other you praised
look sick.”

“T’ll accept anything before I'll believe
that—unless you show me,” 1 bantered.
“Because of that statement, I'll accept
your invitation. I'm off for the day, any-
how. Wait a minute while I phone my
wife.”

I was forced to admit that Bell had told
the truth after he dug a cobwebbed bottle
out of a cupboard and poured a couple of
glasses full from it. So I said, “You win,
Bell,” and drank to his health.

“Where'd you get it?” I asked when I
found its taste escaped me.

“You'd be surprised.” I noticed a queer
look in Bell's eyes.

Since we had been very intimate in the

-

old days, and because of that look, I said, ,

“Bell, there’s something on your chest.
What isit?” I can usually tell when some-
one wants to do a little confiding.

He stood a while before replying. “All
right. T will tell,” he said at last. “I re-
member you used to read science fiction
as avidly as I did.”

@ To say that this short story contains

some revolutionary time-travel theo-
ries would be putting it exceedingly mild.

When the author, new to our magazine,
submitted this story to us, his accom-
panying letter stated that in it he had
settled the time-travel question once and
for all. We must admit that a broad,
unbelieving grin spread over our coun-
tenances when the author dared make
this assertion,

BUT—the smile soon left our faces
after we had perused well into the yarn
—for, to our chagrin, Mr. Daniels had
really propounded so many brand new
ideas about time and time-travel, and
such logical ones—that ke has not left one
loophole in his argument!

You are perhaps smiling at this, as
we did at first, but all we ask of you is
to read the story, which task you wil
not find hard, for it is filled with as
meny thought-provoking theories as any
science-fiction novel you have ever read
and you will sit for long after finishing
it, pondering upon the fantastic possibil-
ities of this new kind of titme-travel.

“That was a long time ago,” I replied
laughingly, “so don’t scare me by telling
too much about Mars.”

His queer look was more that way than
ever. “It's worse than that,” he warned.

I searched my memory. “Been dancing
among the atoms "’

He shook his head. “Way off.”

“I give up then, unless it’s time.”

“You're right.”

“Huh?” I said somewhat louder than
was polite. *“Come here, Bell.”

“Oh, I'm perfectly sane,” he assured
me. “What's more, I'm sober, which you
won't be if you take any more of that
bottle on an empty stomach. John, we
used to be intimate in the old days, so
listen to what I have to tell you. I've given
you a warning as to what it's about.”
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“All right,” T agreed. “I probably won’t
believe it, but I'll listen; and 1 won’t
laugh.”

“Fine; it’s no laughing matter to me.”

“Fire away, then.”

“I will begin with only a little explana-
tion; you already know the theory of time
as a fourth dimension with our egos, or
consciousnesses moving along our body
extenditures in that dimension—also the
other theory that it should be possible to
move mundane objects in that dimension.

“I started on that and began experi-
menting with time machines. The idea be-
hind the thing is not so difficult if one
understands tesseracts and the principles
of them. But, theory or no theory, it’s ex-
tremely difficult for a three dimensional
essence to construct machinery whose four
dimensions can be made to move all at
the same absolute time. However, 1 final-
ly managed it, though since I've been sure
I was only lucky. Maybe, though, I was
helped somehow. '

“Even now I couldn’t explain the ma-
chine to you; I'd have to let you see it. As
for patenting such a device, I don’t think
the patent office would allow it. Now
what are you laughing about?”

“I was only thinking of the rush if they
did. Everybody would be sailing off to
find past age gold fields; or if that palled,
scientists would go back to study prehis-
toric animals, while dreamers forged ahead
to see how their predictions of Utopia
were working out. Why, I'm afraid I'd
even give up my practice to join in.”

“T'd thought about all that, too,” Bell
said. “It would mess up civilization worse
than it is already, though it wouldn’t make
any difference in the end.”

“Before you start giving us time ma-
chines, you ought to break the news gent-
ly. Kill George Washington, or save Lin-
coln from being assassinated at the right
instant—or something else of the sort,” I
offered.

“And if 1 did, we wouldn’t be in the
same world-line.” Bell paused a few mo-
ments. ‘“That brings me to what I want
to tell you,” he went on. “I don’t suppose
you'll understand; I don't myself. I can’t
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tell it properly. But as far as that goes,
neither could that man after a hundred
thousand years.”

“Been that far?”

“Yes. But to get back to the time ma-
chine — finally I built some apparatus
which I could move in time when I worked
certain levers. At first the thing only had
a little power—1I could go ahead into the
future or back into the past at about
double rate. Though this thing was an al-
together new invention, one still couldn’t
do enough with it to ever really get out of
his own age. And that was what I wanted
to do.

“After a year or so of experimenting,
I finally made a traveler more powerful.

_ But you see, it still wasn’t strong enough,

for I wanted to see the remote past and
the far future—and a gasoline engine, for
such I was experimenting with, couldn’t
possibly do that. The distance was too far.
It would be like trying to drive to the
sun in an automobile. However, after
Eckleson solved atomic disintegration, I
got an atomic engine; then I could move
plenty fast.”

“Say,” I broke in, “just what’s all this
you're trying to feed me? Who’s Eckle-
son? And atomic power? If you've got
that, it’s more than anybody else has
done.” )
® Bell looked sheepish. “I made a mis-

take,” he said. “For the second I was
mixed up as to when this was. What I
meant was that after I'd been working
with time machines for a year, I finally
found that there’s no power today capable
of driving one much faster than at the
rate of about a year an hour, which is still
too slow. But by means of such a ma-
chine I was able to go ahead to the year
1987 when a Swede named Eckleson first
found how to set free atomic power. I
bought one such engine and installed it in
my time traveler; and then I was ready to
go anywhere. The machine was now able
to make over a hundred thousand years
a second at top speed, and it would go to
the end of the world and back on a few
hundred pounds of sand.
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“But that was more power, however,
than it would take to drive all the ships
in existence around and around the world
for the next hundred years.”

“All very well,” I broke in, “but de-
scribe your machine to me.”

“Oh,” said Bell in surprise. “I sup-
posed you’d have an idea of what it would
be like. After all the time stories I'd read,
I made the thing on the usual lines—en-
closed carriage, and all that, and oxygen
tanks to supply my own atmosphere in
case I ran into a period of noxious gasses.

“Also, after I’d installed the atomic en-
gine, I transferred the whole thing into
a twenty-first centpry flyer. I wanted to
penetrate so many ages I knew it wouldn’t
be safe to stay on the surface of the earth.
I might want to stop in some age where
1 was buried under ground, or in the
walls of some great building.

“Speaking of time-traveling, since you
want to hear all about it—the sensation is
quite like it’s been pictured. At first one
feels somewhat nauseated and sick in the
pit of his stomach—like you feel when an
elevator starts down too fast. That’s be-
cause men’s bodies aren’t built for too
sudden acceleration. But if you apply your
power properly, you seem to glide ahead;
then it’s like flying. After you're moving
at even speed, there really isn’t much feel-
ing to it—any more than there is to rid-
ing in an airplane on even keel. Starting
and stopping is nearly always somewhat
uncomfortable, and if you're accelerating
in time and suddenly fly either upward or
downward in three dimensional space,
why, it gets you down. Feels like you
were being torn apart cell by cell. After
I found that out, I always made sure that
I was high enough in space before I
started moving in time.

“While you’re traveling, the sun re-
volves westward faster and faster, if you
are going ahead; if you're going into the
past, it moves from west to east. As you
gain speed either way, day and night be-
comes a blur, then the changing colors
of seasonal differences, and at very high
speeds you move in a gray-white half-
light. That’s all.
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“As T said, I attached an atomic motof
in 1987, then 1 started out to find out
what was going to happen.

“It was awful. Cities were springing up

‘everywhere—great towering things like

New York on Gargantuan style. There
were buildings that covered a square mile
of ground and reached two miles high by
the year 2050. The world had gone build-
ing mad and the people were at nearly the
same social status as ever—lots of quar-
reling, little governments, and uneducated
masses and all that. The countries were
always close to fighting among themselves,
which would have been like children set-
tling their differences with machine guns
and hand grenades.

“I was sure that before long there
wouldn’t be any world — or rather, any
'world of mankind, and I was right. There
were fleets by that time which could go
thousands of miles an hour; there were
war horrors which could blow a hundred-
mile city off the face of the earth in three
seconds.

“Of course, they were always talking
about peace, but anyone with half an eye
could see that the treaties they were mak-
ing wouldn't last.

“The end came when the United States
and Japan, which by then had spread over
nearly all Asia, declared war on each other
in 2083. That was the war our philos-
ophers have been prophesying when the
East would be arrayed against the West.
The whole world joined in. Both sides
were about equal—the two Americas, Aus-
tralia, and Europe had fewer people than
the other side, but their men were better
educated as a whole and therefore knew
how to kill each other better.

“New York, Hongkong, London, Bom-
bay, Melbourne, Berlin, and Rio de Ja-
neiro were destroyed the first day, and
that was only a start. They contained over
a hundred million people all told. But that
many killed didn’t make any difference. It
went on while the leaders and instigators
of the thing stayed back out of sight where
they couldn’t be touched and where they
kept working on the soldiers and keeping
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them at it until everybody was destroyed.”
“Not everyone!” I echoed, horror-
stricken.

“Yes, everyone. There’s a lot of talk
these days about how in the next war the
face of man will be destroyed. It will
be the truth if that war doesn’t come till
2083.”

“But you just said it did happen,” I
contradicted.

“I know. But listen, and you'll see why
I say ‘if.

“Right now there is a lot of talk on
the subject of wars and it has been said
that any great war these days would wipe
the race out. However, we aren’t far
enough advanced, in a mechanical way, to
kill everyone. You see, after so much
fighting, the horror of the thing strikes
everyone and they leave off. Peace is
made for that reason,

“By then, they were, though—not that
people were any worse then than now,
but because of the. fact that they could
destroy such great quantities of things in
so short a time. When a long enough
space had passed that the people should
be sick of killing each other, there wasn’t
anyone left to stop it. The carnage died
for lack of fuel.

“As I say, it ruined the world. It was
because the leaders of the thing had stayed
back out of sight until nearly everybody
else was dead — though even then they
came out of their burrows too soon. If
they had been wiped out early in the game,
the war might have run itself out, since
without leaders there would have to have
been a cessation before they all died.

“But that wasn’t the way it went. So
finally, when the agitators did come out,
there was only one fighting man, one sol-
dier left. The war hadn’t stayed to the
trenches and the air above them ; each side
had bombed non-combatants, women and
children, and everybody, and none could
escape. Only the single soldier remained,
who was a decent sort though he had de-
stroyed a few cities single-handed. He
went into hiding to see what would hap-
pen,
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® “Everybody in South America -was

dead, in Australia, and in Africa. There
were a group of eight or nine who had
entrenched themselves in the Rocky
Mountains west of Denver; there were
the same number in the Alps in Switzer-
land, and another group in the Indian
Himalayas. All told they numbered about
two dozen.

“When that fighting man — Lark his
name was, I believe—found that out and
realized that these people had been the
cause of the whole carnage, he gathered a
few bombs, took them by surprise, and
killed all. them off too—first those in
America, then Europe, then in Asia.

“And being the only human being left
on earth, he did the only thing there was
left for him to do—he put a gun to his
head and blew his brains out.”

“But surely,” I said, “a few men and
women must have been left somewhere—
savages on tropical islands, -perhaps, or
Eskimos in the far north. It seems that
someone would have escaped.”

“I hoped so,” Bell answered. “In fact
I flew almost all over the world to find
out. But not a soul was to be seen, and
finally I went ahead in time, pausing every
now and then till I had reached a million
years. There was a sort of civilization of
ants by that time. They had built houses
and machinery and had learned the use
of fire. But to me they didn’t seem right.
It was all dreary and lonesome with noth-
ing but a tiny realm of ants. Nearly all
the large animals had been killed too, you
see.
“But I kept on until the year when the
moon fell; I don’t know how many mil-
lions of years that was. I had lost track,
but it must have been a hundred or two
hundred, I think, at least.

“Il kept hoping that men might show
up, but they never did, and the ants were
too small to evolve very far. Their size
wasn’t large enough according to earth.
They finally built little ships and flyers
capable of crossing the oceans, but to do
that took them an awfully long time. I
don't suppose they ever realized there
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were other worlds in the sky or tried to
reach them.

“I don’t know, though, I left when the
moon fell. That was a sight to watch!
It happened on the night side of the planet.
At first it seemed to be growing larger
and larger; then there was a roaring in
the air like an enormous steam whistle
coming closer. Just before it struck I
jumped ahead a day in time so the con-
cussion wouldn’t hurt me or affect my
ship.

“Great cracks had opened in the earth,
I found when I looked. The days were
made much longer. But the ants went on
as ever. A few of them were killed, natur-
ally; but as a race they were too strong in
proportion to their weight for the jar to
have much- effect.”

“God,” 1 broke in, overwhelmed for
the moment. “If I had found things like
that, I would have taken the same way
out that last man did!”

“You mean Lark? I came close to it.
Watching the horrors of the latter part
of the twenty-first century was enough to
make anybody sick of his race and of
living. But you see, I had the means and
the urge to see what came of it. By the
time I'd left it all behind about a million
years I was thinking of something else.

“It was this way—"" Bell stopped, paus-
ing indecisively a moment or two. “Now,”
he began, “comes the really hard part. But
it’s beyond me. All I can do is tell it as
it occurred.

“As I said, I got to thinking. I had
seen it all happen. I had been right there.
1 knew that I could have an effect on the
future because my time machine was pow-
ered by an atomic motor, and I moved in
common, ordinary space by means of a
twenty-first-century flyer. Also, I'd been
eating food from animals and plants born
long after I should have died a natural
death.

“Finally I thought, ‘Why couldn’t I
change it?” And the more T thought of it,
the more I came to the conclusion that I
could. The only trouble was that I didn’t
know where to begin.
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“I came back to the time of the last
war and watched it all-carefully. After
seeing it two or three times, I picked Lark
as the most likely person.

“You see, I'd decided that the two dozen
or so leaders who were left when every-
body besides Lark had died might be able
to remedy things. They were the best
educated of the day, and while they were
responsible for the thing, they had the
best minds.

“I decided to act on the evening Lark
had decided he’d blow them up the next
day. I went to him right after he’d gone
to sleep. You understand, I didn’t want
to take any chances with him, for I knew
he was half insane and I didn’t want to
die until I saw what came of my decision,
anyway.

“I found him sleeping in a ruined build-
ing. I didn’t try to parley with him or
talk him out of it; I shone a light into
his face and said, ‘Hands up!

‘“He awoke with a start. He was so sur-
prised to see a living man that he didn’t
know what to do, and by the time he real-
ized what was going on, I had snapped two
pairs of handcuffs on him—one pair on
his wrists and another on his ankles. Then
I bundled him into the time-traveler,
where, after grunting a few times, he went
back to sleep. 1 believe he was drunk any-
way. The solitude was beginning to pall
on him and he had to have some outlet.

“With this much accomplished, I went
ahead a few days to see what would hap-
pen. Sure enough, as I had thought, the
two dozen had sense enough to try to fix
things up after they had wrecked them.
They had all the resources of the world
at their fingertips; and what's more, they
had the knowledge of how to use those
things properly. They didn't try.to get
together—each group kept a continent to
itself and started in,

“It was too slow watching what they
did. When I saw that they were headed
right, I jumped ahead a hundred years.
There were a number of people by that
time, comparatively, and all were work-
ing toward real civilization. In a thou-
sand years they were ahead of any point
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their ancestors had ever reached, and there
hadn’t been any more wars.

“They had all the machines they needed
to begin with, so they started in for men-
tal progress and they accomplished it.
Utopia didni’t come at once, but everybody
was at the same social level, and that was
all that was nceded for them to start push-
ing out toward the stars.”

“But what became of Lark?"I wanted
to know.

“He hadn't wakened up even then. I had
seen all this, you know, in a few hours,
according to my own figuring. I didn’t
want to keep him with me, so I finally
unfastened his handcuffs and dumped him
off about five hundred years after I took
him on. I still had his welfare in mind,
though, so I went ahead ten years to see
how he was making out.

“As I said, he was a decent sort. By
the time he’d sobered up and found that
he hadn’t gone crazy, he started out to
make himself useful. When I looked him
up in ten years, I found him a progressive
citizen ; in fifty more he died an honored
death. By any measure he was quite an
old man by that time, and they remem-
bered him several generations,”

® | had lighted a cigar, but it was cold

and forgotten between my teeth by now.
The tale was so full of paradoxes that I
could make neither head nor tail of it.
“But how could it happen like that?” I
objected. “You just said a few moments
ago that Lark and everybody died before
2200; now you tell bow Lark passed out
again and was remembered by those who

followed him in what must have been
2600 or 2700.”

“That’s where the difficulty comes in;
they had all been dead. You see, I changed
the world.” Bell spoke as nonchalantly as
a god in his well modulated, though some-
what jerky speech. “Everybody who has
ever lived has changed things somewhat.
Think how much Christ did, or Mo-
hammed, or for that matter, Alexander
and Caesar. You, too, have, around here.
Think how different things would have
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been if you had died when you were three
years old.” .

When [ thought of how the papers
howled at what they called my “radical
changes” the year I was elected coroner,
I was forced to admit that Bell was right.
“It's s0,” I said. “But all this has hap-
pened; it couldn’t be any different.”

“So you think,” Bell said. “But chew
on this: I was in a world of no-humans
a hundred million years after the last man
died. I saw the moon fall. Everything
up to then had happened as I saw it hap-
pen; but I went back and changed it, and
all history turned out another way.”

He chuckled. “Naturally I was all
balled up. Here two different histories had
unfolded beneath my eyes, and both were
real. Now anybody I ask will say the fu-
ture can happen, or may, or will happen
in numberless ways. But it dida’t seem so
to me, since I had proven to myself that
it would happen one way; then I pro-
ceeded to strike it all out, and the first
way I had seen wasn't it at all.

“The only answer I could see was that
time itself must be happening in a higher
dimension, and that nothing was so sure
that it couldn’t be changed—or ever has
been so sure. That was the way I theo-
rized it, but still it didn’t make sense.

“Nevertheless, people were coming
along wonderfully, now that I had stopped
Lark's little episode. I thought that if
things went on as they should, T could see
a really advanced people in a hundred
thousand years. I went ahead to see what
they could do for me.

“When I stopped my time machine, I
found everything beyond my small com-
prehension. - As you know, the only civil-
izations of men that I had come in con-
tact with were no further advanced than
a hundred or a thousand years beyond my
time. Naturally, there were things now,
a hundred thousand years later, that I
couldn’t even begin to understand. It was
like bringing one of our tree-dwelling an-
cestors out of the fern forests and show-
ing him our twentieth century civilization.

“Don’t ask me to give in details what
[ saw; [ can’t. People all lived in the
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grassy country. There wasn't a sign,
usually, of anything Mother Nature her-
self hadn’t provided, yet when those folks
wanted a machine or a piece of apparatus,
they had it. Maybe they could think such
things into existence. Or again, maybe
they kept such things somewhere beyond
time and brought them out as they chose
to. I know they understood dimensions
in a way I never will because I haven't
sufficient brain power.

“They knew I was coming to see them,
and a man was ready to meet me-when
I materialized. He was taller than I"—
Bell stood over six feet—*“and he was built
like Apollo. His head was like what the
gods must have. Honestly, he seemed al-
most a deity to me. It made me feel prond
too, since if it hadn’t been for my help,
he and his kind never would have existed.

“His face was ultra-human. He looked
at me in a benign sort of way, as though
he understood everything which ever had
been or might ever be.

“‘So you have come, James Bell,” was
all he said. He didn’t speak in English;
I'm not sure he even talked, but I under-
stood, nevertheless,

“1 was expecting to be greeted as savior
of the race, but when nothing of the soft
happened, I wasn't surprised. I don’t sup-
pose I'll ever be surprised at anything
from now on. .

“Yes, I have come,’” I replied.

“‘And you wish to understand time?
He came to the point at once.

“‘1 do,” I said.

“With that he began an explanation,
but right away he saw that it wouldn’t
work. Even though I'd invented the time-
traveler, I still didn’t have the brains to
comprehend what he wanted to tell me.
As T've said, 1 only hlt upon the machine
by accident.

“The man’s massive brow furrowed a
fittle. ‘Come,” he said after a moment of
thought. ‘“We shall go back’ With that
he led the way to my time-traveler.

“He ran the ship. It was he who knew
where we were going, and he understood
time much better than I did. My time trav-
eler accelerated very smoothly in his
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hands, and he kept going faster until
everything was a blur. He left the lever
far over for a long time. I knew we were
going back almost to the end of the world.
“When we stopped, the sun was a
steaming red ball, huge in a cloudy sky.
The mountains were all sheer peaks, the
tides five times that of the highest today.
The forests were only gigantic ferns.

® “My companion—TI call him that, since

I never learned his name—seemed to
know what he was doing. He guided the
ship over a range of mountains and down
into a little bowl-shaped valley almost com-
pletely surrounded by mile-high crags.
There were a few trees here and a little
stream flowing among them between sandy
banks. We stopped on the sand right be-
fore an egg-shell from which a reptile-
thing had just hatched. It was four-legged
and scaly and crawled around blinking its
eyes. It wasn't all lizard and was one of
the most ugly things I had ever seen.

“Kill it,” the man said- and handed me
—wonder of wonders-—a revolver. Where
he got it from is another mystery.

“He had engendered such a feeling of
respect in me; I believe, that if he had told
me to shoot myself I would have done so.
I took the revolver and killed the thmg——
shot it in the head.

“‘Now we will go forward in time,’
my companion said.

“Again he accelerated the ship, and we
shot ahead a few million years—to about
a period analogous with the building of
the great pyramid, I think.

“But when we stopped, there weren’t
any pyramids; there weren't any men.
The whole world was inhabited only by
reptiles.

“For, you see, 1 had killed the thing
that was a direct ancestor of the first
mammal ; and it happened that no other
animal like it developed after that.

“With one bullet, I killed my compan-
ion and myself, killed all men, even all
warm-blooded animals, in fact.’ I killed
all such things that would ever live—had
ever lived, really, for I'm alive, and you're
alive, and right then I was in the com-
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pany of a man who should normally have
lived a hundred thousand years after I
died.

“‘See what you have done? he said
with a laugh. Then knowing that I was
utterly in the dark, he explained. ‘But it
has all been—this world, your world, the
world of the ants, my world. They all ex-
ist in the absolute time of the Cosmos,
and the possibilities of what have been or
what may be are manifold, like tree
branches—one moves along one limb and
thinks it is the tree; but when he pro-
ceeds to another, lo, it is all diffecent.’

“Still, though, its reality-was beyond
me, True, I could get an inkling of it,
but the whole was too wonderful. If-I
had gone ahead millions of years instead
of hundreds of thousands for my explana-
tion, I might have run onto beings capable
of making me understand.

“But I hadn't; and though my compan-
ion seemed god-like,.his brain was only
greater than mine by degrees. He under-
stood tithe and such things in a way I
never could, yet there were lots of things
in his scheme of the absolute as far be-
yond him as death is beyond me. There
were all sorts of theories around him
whose meaning he couldn’t grasp. For

that matter, however far a creature may °

develop, whatever he may learn, his
knowledge only shows him a multitude of
other things to turn his attention to. . . .

“For awhile we explored the world of
the reptile races. We went ahead for ages,
until the sun was growing cold, in fact.

And”—here Bell’s voice lowered a note—

“in that world the moon never did fall;
it just broke into pieces which formed
rings around the earth like those around
Saturn. -

“Before the end there was a race of rep-
tiles nearly as far advanced as the man
with me. When there wasn’t enough solar
heat coming in to make Earth habitable,
they migrated to the planets circling some
other star, and that was the last we ever
saw of them. My companion and I never
did show ourselves, however. As with the
ant-world, there was something about
their civilization which made me home-
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sick. I didn't want to have anything to do
with them-—nor, for that matter, did the
man with me. There are a few ways in
which people will never change, I think,
not so long as the genus homo remain in
human form. I'm speaking of our world-
line now . . . .

“Finally we went back to where the
reptile-thing was hatching on the sands
in the earth’s childhood. There we waited
for about a minute, then my time machine
appeared in front of us.

“It’s a fact! Though the future-man
and I were standijng together inside the
transparent walls of the traveler, he and
T and it all appeared in front of ourselves.
I saw; it was like looking at the moving
picture of one’s self, though much weirder,

“My friend gave the other me the re-
volver. We were too far away to hear
what we said, but the actions were -all
plain. The other me §§ped out to shoot

our ancestor. 3
“‘Now stop yourselff’ the man told me.
“So, as though I were to doing

this every day, I walked over to my other

self and said, ‘Don’t do it this time.” T

took the revolver. I suppose the other

Beil was too dumfounded to do more

than gape as I threw it into the stream,

After that my companion and I went off

in the time-machine leaving ourselves by

our traveler on the sand. I've often won-
dered what might have happened had we
all got into the same machine and left the
other one that was still it on the edge of
that little stream. . . .

“Now things were as they had been
before, since our ancestor lived and
thrived. We passed the place where I had
kidnapped Lark, and since I did nothing
to stop that action, we went on to the era
of my companion.

“I was beginning to see something be-
sides black in the ink by now. All I can
say, however, is that the world has in-
numerable dimensions in the Cosmos, and
that each one of those dimensions seems
very different to us who see only three
dimensional cross-cuts of them at a time,
We and our world are like things seen by
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some one dimensional being. What, for
instance, could such a creature make of
an automobile, being able to see no more
than a line along its surface. That’s how
we look at infinity.

“I live, and yet I've seen the world
which is this planet peopled by nothing
besides races of reptiles, a world into
which I couldn’t possibly be born. And
probably somewhere—in the Cosmos—
there is a me, a James Bell who never in-
vented a time-machine, but lived a normal
twentieth-century life as the other men
around him did. However, 1 know noth-
ing of that, since at present—in absolute
time — the ego-which-I-am inhabits the
body of the Bell who did travel into time.

“But that there are other Bell-egos, I
know. For instance, there was the me I
took the revolver from. Both men were
Bell, yet in my consciousness there is no
memory of that incident when the gun
was taken away from me. And as to what
that Bell did after that, I have no idea.

“Very probably there is a you, John,
who has traveled in time with me, whether
you ever do in this consciousness of your-
self or not. And as far as that goes, there
may have been a planet Earth which fell
into the sun ere it cooled, or was stolen
by a passing star.

“Well, this absolute theory of time-
traveling, which must be the right one,
takes away certain of the paradoxes which
have baffled imaginative people. Still, you
can’t really understand it. But there will
always be things like that, no matter what
we know,

“But if one follows that thought out,
he can come to almost any conclusion.

“That’s nearly all of the story. After
I took my companion back to his age, I
returned here. However, I first overshot
the mark a hundred years, so I stopped in
at a mansion and acquired exactly seven
bottles of beverage like you drank tonight.
Perhaps the episode has gone down in his-
tory as an unsolved wine mystery.

“I returned here because I wanted a
space in which to think it all out before
I go gazing into infinity again. When I
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do go back, I believe I shall penetrate
into the future until I meet beings who
are capable of teaching me the real rea-
sons behind some of my questions. There
must be such entities somewhere, if they
will let me find them.

“I did have an idea to get together a
band of future-men and go back to make
past ages more liveable. Terrible things
have happened in history, you know.

“But it isn’t any use. Think, for in-
stance, of the martyrs and the things they
suffered. I could go back and save them
those wrongs. And yet all the time, some-
where in absoluteness, they would still
have known their unhappiness and their
agony, because, ig this world-line, those
things have happerled.

“At the end, it's all unchangeable, it
merely unrolls before us.’

@® Bell stopped here; and at that moment,

the summons came that dinner was
served. I believe that neither of us spoke
during the meal.

After we had finished, he asked,
you want to see my time-machine?”

I had been thinking it over, and my
mind was made up. “No,” I told him.
“Like you did, I want a space in which
to think it all over. As it is, I only have
what you told me on the subject, no real

“]h

‘proof. If you showed me such a machine,
- then I would know that part of your

story, at least, was fact; and that would
be the end of my peace. Or if there is
no such machine, it would destroy the
wonderful illusion you created.” '

“But I'm going into the future again,”
Bell said, “perhaps tonight.”

“All right,” I returned, “go. Maybe it
would be better if you didn’t come back
to me, for I have a wife and a family and
a life here which should be lived. I
couldn’t ever attend to such mundane
things again if ¥ saw happenings such as
you relate.”

I laughed. “Here 1 am speaking as
though I were sure every word you had
spoken were gospel fact. I'm making a
fool of myself.”

(Continued on page 366)
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I glanced at my watch. “Well, Bell,
I must be going. Thanks for the amuse-
ment I received from listening to your
little piece of fiction. Let me see you
again some time. Drop in and see us all,
soon.”

“I understand,” my friend said as I was
putting on my coat. “I believe I shall
come back for you.”

He was holding open the door for me
when he spoke again.

“Yes, I'll be back for you,” he said
again. “That is, unless I succeed in do-
ing what I hope to. Maybe after that, I
won't be able to—or I will see a reason
not to. Do you see what I mean?”

“I don’t know,” I said as the door
closed behind me.

THE END



