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THE FIST

0F SHIVA

'%anae/ g gaﬂ)uye

Playing God was a secret game the two
boys enjoyed; but neither of them knew then that
someday their power might destroy all of Earth , .,

LARK Granet lay on his
chest in the cool, soft grass
and teased his captive ter-

rapin with a bent twig. Spark, his
brown fox terrier, pranced around
the shelled creature, barking lus-
tily.

The small turtle blinked its black

eyes and Clark imagined it regard-
ed him thinking, “Of course you're
no god! How could a six-ycar-old
be a god?”

It was peuaceful in the meadow
behind his house and he had want-
ed to lie there all day waiching
redbirds in the thicket,




But the terrapih had come and
with it, in the warmth of midday,
had come a new interest. That had
been half an hour ago. Now the
creature blinked its eyes again and
on straining legs, turned away.
There was a loneliness in its eyes,
Clark felt. A loneliness that beg-
ged release. Sighing, he let it go,

watched the dog leap playfully af-

ter it.

Running footsteps jogged to-
ward him and he turned to watch
his brother approach.

“What'cha doing out here?”
Ruszell demanded, plopping on the
ground. A small furry creature,
a pet flving squirrel, left its perch
on his shoulder and scampered in-
to his shirt pocket.

Clark snapped the twig between
his hands. “Nothing.”

“Let's play!” Excitement broke
into the other’s words.

“Down at the park? Ball?”

“Naw—Ilet's play gods!”

Clark turned away disinterested-
ly. “I don’t want to.”

“Aw, come on! It’s fun!”

“It is not! It's unfair! It’s
not right to watch other people.”

“Sissy!”

“I ain’t a sissy, either!”

“Then let’s play gods.”

Clark  hesitated. “Just

. just for a little while.”

Russell fell back on the grass
and closed his eyes. With a sigh,
Clark lay beside him.

once
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Then the warmth of the field
fell away like a heavy cloak. Up
from the surface he rose—up like
the gas-filled balloon he had lost
at the county fair, like the smoke
from the flaming ball of fire that
had buried -itself in the ground be-
hind his home three years before.

Below he could “see” the lazy
meadow (he laughed at the idea
of seeing when he had no eyes
with which to look.) He regard-
ed his body and Russell’s, lying
relaxed as though in sleep.

It is fun, thought Clark.

“Of course it’s fun!” came back
Russell’s unspoken answer.

“This is fun—not spying on
people,” Clark amended, wonder-
ing why it was his brother could
hurl thoughts at him whenever he
wanted to.

“You’ll be able to send all your
thoughts to me too, soon—when-
ever you want to. Just like you
learn to do everything else I can.”

Clark turned his attention to
the scene flying by below. Sudden-
ly he was frightened.

“I'm going back,” he said fear-
fully.

“You're' afraid!
sissy!”

Clark wasted no time in leisure
flight. There was no sensation of
movement or time passage. But
abruptly he opened his eyes and
sat up under the tree in the mea-
dow,

You are a
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“T still say you're a sissy,” Rus-
sell taunted, rising.

“I think we ought to tell mam-
ma about . ..”

“She’ll laugh at you, like she
did before. Anvway, she won’t
even let vou talk about it.”

“But she’ll believe if you tell

her too, Russell!” He grasped
his brother’s arm. “You've got to
tell her!”

Russell laughed and walked to-
ward the house. “I don’t want
anybody to know.”

“Well, 'm going -to make her be-
lieve me! I'll show her. Tl ...”

Russell stopped and turned to
look at him. His eves were mad
and his fists were closed tight. He
looked harder—#harder . . .

“Don’t Russell!” Clark shouted.
His whole bodyv felt like his hands
had the time he spilled the nearly
boiling water on them. “I won’t
tell anybody! Honest, I won’t!”

LL around Clark snowflakes
whirled in their lithe dance
toward the ground as they fought
a chilling wind. But Clark was
not cold. There was no sensation
of temperature, he realized, as he
thought of his warm body lying on
the rug next to Russell in front
of the fire,
Without moving, he hovered over
the road, wondering whether he ac-

father

tually sensed his brother’s unreal
presence, or whether it was just
his imagination.

Behind was his home. Ahead
was the Dbig house where Elaine
Barrow and her family lived. He
looked down and saw that the
road, grooving through the curve
of a hill, was completely covered
by a recent snowslide.

Soon, he remembered, Elaine's
would be driving home
from town with the latest Archae-
ological Journal for her grandia-
ther. But now he’d have to wait
for the snow plow.

Abruptly, he realized there was
something he could do. He had
watched Russzll concentrate on a
bush and had seen the leaves curl
up and smoke and burst into
flame.

Clark narrowed his vision ustil
he could see only the pile of snow.
Then he thought of heat—intense
heat . . . .

The white mound began to
shrink. Water flowed away from it,
down the road and into the gutter.
Suddenly steam began rising from
the pile!

But as he looked up he started.
Like a wave washing up on a
beach, a curling blanket of snow
lapped over from the embankment
along one side and flopped down
upon the road.

Russell!

There was laughter—an amused
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laughter that came from the other
end of the three-hundred {foot
stretch of snow-covered road.

“Go home, Clark!” his brother’s
thoughts came. “I don't want
you out here! 1 don't want an
eight-year-old kid following me!”

“That was mean,” Clark began
a  reprimand, backing away.
“You ... "

“T ought to be crazy like you and
try to help people instead of hurt
them?” Russell was advancing now,
slowly. “Why should I help peo-
ple?”

Clark could almost see the hazy,
wavering space that his brother oc-
cupied. It was like lcoking into
swirling clear air that was about
to gather into a cloud.

“Do vou know,” Russell contin-
ued eagerly, “that while vou were
here melting snow I found out that
if we wanted to we could even
cause an—an earthquake?”

The almost-cloud, Clark imagin-
ed, scemed to be striving toward a
definite form. He wondered if he
“looked” the same way to his
brother.

“It would be easy,” Russell was
near ncw. “Down there—below the
surface—there are layers of rocks.
Some of them are huge, heavy
rocks . . .’

Clark wanted to streak back to
the house and the room where his
father and mother were reading be-
fore the fire. But he didn't want

his brother to think he was afraid
—not too much.

“Why should we do anything
like that, Russell?” he asked.
“Don’t you see . ..”

“Yeah. You're going to tell me
again that we're different; that we
ought to be doing good with the
power . .. We're different, all right!
We're different like—like gods!
That’s what we are Clark! We're
gods!”

Clark’s thoughts were a protest.

“But it's true!”” Russell was avid.
“I’ve read about gods—Greek gods
and Roman gods and all the others.
They went around showing people
how powerful they were—Xkilling
them off. That's what we’ll do some-
day, Clark—when we're strong
enough. We'll let evervbody know
we’re gods and they’ll worship us!”

It wasn't true, Clark shouted,
more to himself than to his brother,
They were like other people—may-
be just a little different. But the
power would go away and they’d
be just like everybody else—Russell
like a ten-year-old boy and he like
an eight-vear-old. But again he
wondered what made them differ-
ent. Was it that someone or some-
thing more powerful . . .

“There’s nothing more powerful
than us!” Russell’s angry thought
broke in.

“But in Sunday school . . .”

“Are you a Sunday school sissy
too?”
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“God made us different,” Clark
said bravely. “He gave us the pow-
er—to do good.”

Russell laughed again. Then
Clark winced as something streak-
ed from the hazy area that was
his brother. Suddenly Clark felt
pain—the pain of heat. It was the
same kind of sensation he felt
when Russell looked at him squint-
eyed.

He turned and streaked back into
the house.

* ok XK

FL.—\Z\IES licked higher into the
night sky. Heat from the
fire was intense. And the bases of
low ciouds, reflecting the blaze,
were tinted a dull white-red.

A deep grumbling welled near
the front of the building. It grew
into an enraged growl as the spire
toppled and crashed into the roof.
A six-foot wooden cross flew out-
ward. Frightened shouts rose as
the crowd surged away.

The cross crashed on the side-
walk and one of its arms snapped
off. Clark grasped Elaine’s hand
and pulled her further back with
him, to the rear of the ring of
spectators.

“It’s awful,” she said, not look-
ing away from the fire. “How do
you suppose it started?”

Flickering  reflections played
against her face, etching her anx-

jety in tense shadows and high-
lights and suffusing her dark hair
with a reddish tint.

A bespectacled teen-age girl
grasped her shoulder. “They say
there was an explosion—in the rear
of the church.” She poir:ed.

If only there had-be:1 something
as simple as an explosion, a natural
fire, Clark thought. Sickeningly,
he remembered having sensed the
ethereal presence of his brother a
few minutes earlier while he and
Elaine were at the drug store,

He looked to his left and sud-
denly saw Russell crossing the
street. Releasing Elaine’s hand, he
followed while she continued watch-
ing the firemen.

Russell tossed away a cigarette,
walked along the side of the school
building and went across the ath-
letic field behind it. Then he sat
on the stoop at the side entrance
to the school, his figure clearly il-
luminated by the yard light.

Clark approached silently, his
fists clenched.

“Why did you do it?” he de-
manded.

Russell started, then smiled. His
hand went up casually to his shoul-
der to stroke a small, gray thing
that was perched there.

Clark looked closer. It was a fly-
ing squirrel.

“Recognize it?” Russell asked.

“Why did you burn the churcin?”
Clark repeated insistentiy.
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“Remember when T was a kid?”
Russell stared absently toward the
fire and the shadows on his face

danced as the flames flared and-

diminished in intensity. “I used
to have a squirrel as a pet—one
exactly like this one.”

Clark stepped forward.

“As a matter of fact,” the other
continued. “It was this squirrel . ..,
this same animall”

Clark frowned puzzledly.

Rucssell held the thing up in the
.palm of his hand and pointed to
its head. "‘Here are the two notches
I cut in its ear for identification . . .
Remember, Clark? The thing was
old when I got it. I was five then.
These animals have a life span of
only a few years . . . And here,
I find it thirteen years later—not
much older in appearance than
when I first captured it!”

HIS anger tempered by curiosity,

Clark watched his brother put
the animal on the step and place a
pecan beside it.

“Watch,” he urged.

The squirrel darted forward,
elongated its body in a strained,
cautious stretch and touched the
nut with its nose. Then it backed
away, staring at the object.

Abruptly a violent, visible aura
of energy enveloped the nut. Clark
gasped as he heard the snap of
the shell.

“See!” Russell shouted trium-

phantly, rising, “The thing’s like
us! It has the power too!”

The animal darted forward again
and held half the pecan between
its front paws, began nibbling on it.

“Don’t vou see, Clark?” Russell
caught his brother’s shoulders in an
eager grip. “I imparted some of
my god-like powers to it while it
was close to me—when I was young.
And it has hardly aged at all! That
means we'll live hundreds of years!
—And you ask why I burned some-
thing as meaningless as a church.
Of course 1 burned the church!
What in hell is a church? Religion
is stupid . . . the kind they have
now. When I.. )

Clark drove his fist into the
other’s face and he fell backward.

Hidden hate flared into Russell’s
expression and he jumped up. But
he did not fight. Instead he stood
rigid, glowering.

He was using the power . . .
the tremendous power! Clark could
feel the searing heat. Damp weeds
around him flared into brief flames
up to within a few inches of his
feet. Suddenlv the heat was visible
to his special sense of perception
and the air around him seemed to
glow aura-like. ]

But there was no pain—only dis-
comfort. The shield-like defensive

‘power that protected him and his

brother from each other was hold-
ing back the energy that Clark
knew would have vaporized any
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normal human—as it had nearly
disintegrated the church.

Now Clark was hurling back his
own destructive force. Now he
watched Russell grimace as the in-
visible energy sphere enveloped
him,

But a new expression of deter-
mination pushed a@way the frustra-
tion in Russell’s features,

“T'Nl kil you!” he shouted in
desperation. “I thought some day
you'd see what we really are! That
it was meant for us to rule—to
have all the wealth and power in
the world!”

In an intense exertion, Clark
hurled even more concentrated
energy at his brother. There was
a flicker of additional discomiort
on his face.

“You're too damned pious!”
Russell’s harangue  continued.
“You can’t see that we’re really
gods! But I'm going to be a god
Clark! No matter how hard you
try to stop . . .’

Clark stepped forward and
hurled his fist into his brother’s
face again, realizing their destruc-
tive energies were stalemated,
powerless against the counter-
force that protected each.

As Russell’s head snapped back,
the mental barrage stopped. Then
Clark hit him again. He collapsed.
When he rose finally, Clark swung
a wide blow to his jaw. He lay
still on the charred ground.

Wracked with indecision, Clark
stood over him. He could kill him
now! He could choke the life out
of his brother, who would be con-
tent with nothirrg less than god-
hood.

Shaking his head hopelessly, he
knelt over Russell’'s form and
seized his throat in his fingers.
Then he tightened the .grip. But
the skin beneath his fingers would
not give! As though it were a
thin layer that hid a body of
marble, it resisted his pressure!

Too late! He had long recog-
nized the parallel development of
a special shield that protected
them from each other’s physical
force—just as the mysterious aura
negated their physical attacks.
And now the physical shield was
invulnerable — unless it was not
too late for a more violent on-
slaught to succeed. He looked for
a brick.

“Clark!
ed?”

He rose
Elaine was

Clark! What happen-

and turned around.
running toward him.

CHAPTER 1II

/’I‘HE crunch of gravel under

rubber was a pleasant mono-
tony as Clark drove Elaine home
in his father’s car after the gradu-
ation dance. The countryside was
a fairyland of shadows and pale
highlights — a monochrome of
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moonlight.

Elaine sat close and as she hum-
med, her animated vivacity seem-
ed to spill over into him and
dispel his thoughts of Russell.
His mind had inescapably dwelled
on his brother, remembering it
had been only a few days after
another graduation two vears ago
that Russell had left home. That
had been the day after the church
burned down.

But resolutely, he dismissed the
unpleasant thoughts and soon was
humming with her.

Theyv reached her house and he
pulled the car up in front of the
gate. With uneasy hesitation he
looked at her a moment, then he
kissed her.

And the soft, warm breeze that
blew in through the window and
ruffled her hair against his face
seemed to sweep his discouraging
thoughts further into hidden re-
cesses,

For a moment, Russell had
never existed. There had never
been a brother two vears older
than himself who had wanted to
be 'a god and had disappeared
when he found he wouldnt be
allowed to be one.

“You're going to accept the
scholarship, Clark?” Elaine asked.

He didn't take his arm from
her shoulder. “I don’t know.”
There was indecision in his voice.
“That would mean another four

vears of studving and . .,

“But four years isn’t so long,”
she objected.

“A lot can happen in four vears.
People you know can get married,
for one thing.”

“Some might,” she admitted.
Then, coyly, “But —but I don't
think a girl ought to get married
before she’s twenty-one, do vou?”

He pinched himself mentally.

‘There was no use acting out the

impossibie dream any longer .
He was different, he reminded
himseli. And so was Russeli—and
the squirrel his brother had shown
him. And the squirrel had lived
its life span four or five times over.
Would he be alive two hundred
years aiter Elaine died?

Suddenly he jerked upright, a
tremor of apprehensnon running
through him.

“YWhat’s wrong?” Elaine asked.

But the question made no im-
pression,

He had sensed the psychic near- .
ness of his brother!

With an impatience he could
not conceal, he went with Elaine
up the walk. Then, leaving her
frowning at his behavior. he turn-
ed and strode nervously back to
the car. the hypersensory impres-
sions becoming even stranger.

N the automobile he watched
Elaine go into the house. Then
he lay back against the seat and
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closed his eyes.

Abruptly the sensation of ma-
terial existence shrank away and
his ethereal alter ego streaked to-
ward his home. Then he saw Rus-
sell—not the material Russell,
but the insubstantial essence,
cloud-like, swirling, ominous hov-
ering over the house.

Suddenly he knew Russell had
detected his approach. A lance
of energy enveloped Clark with
the intensity of a blast furnace.

Almost senselessly, he realized
that here was power—terrible
power! Energy that might pierce
the natural aura of protection sur-
rounding his psychic form . . . per-
haps even the intangible shield
that cloaked his physical body!

He darted aside, escaping the
deadily attack. Then he swung
around in a circle to elude another
‘blast.

The second blast missed. But
beyond him it hit something solid.
There was a fierce flash of com-
bustive energy and he turned in
time to see the blazing disintegra-
tion of his home, down to its foun-
dation! For a moment he thought
of his parents, asleep in the north
bedroom . . .

Then suddenly another scorching
blast swept over him. He tried to
rush away but the focal point of
lethal emanations followed. Sud-
denly, with a burst of speed, he
was clear once mare,

Then he lunged away, outward,
up from the ground, wondering with
horror whether a psyche, if 'that’s
what he was, could be obliterated
by the tremendous power. What
would happen should his supercon-
scious be destroved? Would his
body continue to exist? He knew
it would, but only in death.

In fleeing, he hurled a lance of
destructive energy at his brother.
It halted his pursuit, but only mo-
mentarily.

Another bolt of force swept over
Clark and he shouted his agony in
a tormented convulsion that must
have jarred the entire substructure
of nature.

Fighting off onrushing oblivion,
he streaked away—away from the
eartk! Below bung the huge hali-
light, half-dark world. To his left
blazed the solar sphere. Between.
the two orbs was another globe
split down its center by a line
separating dark from-light. Only
now did he realize the incredible
speed of which psychic transition
was capable.

The sun, as he rushed outward,
became a tiny pinpoint of light
that lost itself in the background
of galactic stars. Then a myriad
stars that seemed to form a collec-
tive group with the sun melted in-
to a faint haze in which none of
them was distinguishable.

Ahead were more stars. But even
as he neared them he knew some-



16 IMAGINATION

thing was wrong. They did not
grow in apparent size as he ap-
proached! Either they had shrunk
or the indefinable area which rep-
resented the space occupied by his
psvche had enlarged! Had flight
at terrific speed resulted in in-
creased mass? But how could it
when there was no mass associated
with his non-physical form?

Another bolt was loosed and a
star ahead and to the left exploded
in a dazzling convulsion of pulsat-
ing light in which the disk seemed
to grow a thousand times larger
than its original size and brighter
than its initial brilliancy.

He streaked past the entire ag-
gregation of stars and nebulae in
what seemed less than a second.
The pain of the last hateful Dblast
persisted, but it seemed insignifi-
cant in comparison with the terror
that was beginning to grow with-
in him.

The entire galaxy now seemed
to be a Lilliputian thing and he
seemed to be a monstrous entity
streaking through its length, stir-
ring celestial bodies and rifts of
star dust in his wake. It was al-
most like he and Russell were . .

“Of “course we're gods!” Rus-
sell’s thought carried through to
him with a new enthusiasm, as
though he had that instant experi-
enced a realization that oversha-
dowed the purpose of the chase.

Russell was no longer drawing

closer. He was faltering in pur-
suit, “We are gods and our do-
main is the entire cosmosphere!
Our earthbound existence has been
but a constricted distortion in min-
iature of our actual size—our real
omnipotence.”

LARK turned and thrashed out

with a lance of might. But
Russell did not strike back. And,
even as the hazy, insubstantial
area that represented the other’s
psyche turned and moved off in a
new direction, Clark was aware
of his thoughts:

“This is my true domalin!”
There was an irrational emotion-
lessness in Russell’s self-directed
observations. “I do not belong to
the infinitesimal world of green hills
and blue waters that revolves
arcund a weak, Insignificant star.
Not even the galaxy! The entire
universe is my domain!”

The thoughts trailed off into
nothingness and Russell was gone.

Stunned, Clark hung motionless
in the frightening, still, cold and
luminous void. Now an overpow-
ering fear engulfed him as he sur-
veved the spotches of light around
him. The fear grew to terror as
he remembered the apparent tre-
mendous increase in immaterial
size of his psyche. Why did it
seem  that he was now larger than
an entire star system? What in-
comorehensible effect of psychic
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existence was responsible for- the
phenomenon?

He drove the maddening ques-
tions from his mind and turned to
streak homeward.

But frenzy exploded within him
with a stabbing force and he froze
again, dumfounded.

Ahead and all around him were
thousands of stars—single stars,
clusters of them—blotches of neb-
ulous material, streamers of lumi-
nous vapor that had either once
been suns or were evolving into
suns.

And each star cluster seemed
alike! Each appeared to beckon
him with a maddening allurement,
mocking, “Here, Clark, this way
is home.”

He was
lessly lost!

Tortured with desperation, he
raced from cluster to cluster—
searching, hoping that one of them
would possess some familiar fea-
ture,

But there was none!

Stricken with a new form of ex-
haustion, he hung motionless once
more, afraid to move, afraid to re-
main still, vowing that if he ever
found earth again he would never
leave it.

But he was not motionless! He
was conscious of movement—move-
ment toward a brilliant cluster in
the distance. Suddenly, as he
gained terrific momentum, he un-

lost! He was hope-

derstood the movement . , . his
detached superconscious was being
drawn back to his physical form
in response to the natural attrac-
tion that existed hbetween the two
entities.

He added his own thrust to the
ever increasing attraction and
surged forward in a furious display
of speed. And, as he approached,
the celestial ‘bodies about him ex-
panded at a frightening rate—ex-
panded toward their natural sizes.

He streaked into the cluster and
was drawn toward one of the pin-
points of light. Reacting to an in-
tensifving pang of apprehension,
he realized now that his brother
had grown stronger than him pur-
posefully; Russell had used the
two years of his absence to develop
his power to the fullest. Clark, on
the other hand, had tried to ig-
nore his power, had even tried to
forget that he was different from
other persons—except for the two
months during which he had star-
tled himself with the gradual dis-
covery of a power of teleportation.

But now he could no longer ig-
nore the weird capabilities. In the
interest of self defense he must
seek to develop them to their ul-
timate.

CHAPTER III

THE wingless nuclojet speared
southward on a secondary
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route in the early morning sky.

Brad Darson settled comfortably
in the passenger seat and with-
drew his absent gaze from the
glistening, damp surface below. He
turned up the heat, tore off the
printed sheet that protruded from
the craft’s press circuit recorder,
and spread the page across his
knees.

He had seen the edition an hour
earlier, before leaving on the flight,

but again the bold type caught his

attention:

SHIVA
COMET

He started to read the storv for
the second time, but the driver
cast a sidewise glance at the paper,
punched the auto control button on
the panel and relaxed.

“What do you think about it,
chief?” he asked.

Brad looked questioningly at
him.

“That Shiva stuff,” he explained.
“The comet.”

“Must be something to it,”
Brad shrugged. “A lot of people
belong to the cult these days.”

“Too damned many . .. Doesn’t
seem possible that millions of peo-
ple would belong to a world-wide
cult that worships a God of De-
struction—not in the latter part
of the Twenty-First Century, any-
way.”

“But, Les,” Brad corrected with
a laugh. “Don’t forget—he’s sup-

CULT PREDICTS

posed to be a living god! That
might make a difference.”

“He’s a crackpot,” Les said sar-
castically.

“I think he’s a smooth opera-
tor.”

Les frowned.

“You've got to admit he’s got
plenty of brains . . How would
vou react if a guy gets up and
says a comet is coming into the
solar system—a comet that can’t
be detected by any scientific
means because it's too far away?
You scoif at first. Then a couple
of weeks go by and suddenly the
most powerful telescope verifies
the prediction . . . Now you don't
think he’s so much of a crackpot.
You begin to wonder whether there
might not be something to the fel-
low after all.”

“I'd still think he’s not all there
in the upper levels.”

“Perhaps so. But then there’s
another prediction, And another

. Eventually there’'s a point
at which you stop being skeptical.
1f the Holy Man from one of his
temples should show up and stick
his palm out at the same time, you
might be moved to kick in a few
hundred toward the cause of the
living god. Mightn’t you?”

“Lock, Brad. I'm your research
director. I’'m supposed to have a
scientific mind. 1 don’t go in for

”
.

“But let’s say he’s performed
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enough miracles to convince you.”

Les scratched his head. “May-
be,” he admitted. “If I've reached
the point where I've stopped being
skeptical.”

“Apparently millions all over the
world have already reached that
point.”

“But the comet—what about that
thing?”

RAD closed his eyes and let

his head fall back upon the
cushioned rest. For a long mo-
ment he was motionless. Even his
breathing was imperceptible.

“About the comet,” Les repeat-
ed. “Do you think that predic-
tion will come true?”

Still Brad didn’t move.

“Chief!” The driver touched his
shoulder, frowning.

“Oh, the comet,” Brad snapped
upright and looked at him. He
smiled. “I rather imagine the
comet will be there—precisely
where Shiva predicted.”

Les laughed brusquely. “You're
not ready to kick in with a con-
tribution, are you?”

“Hardly. We're dealing in sci-
ence-—not superstition.”

“But you say the miracles that
guy performs are not supernatural.”

“They’re nct. They can be ex-
plained scientifically, I'm sure. I'm
equally sure they can be perform-
ed by anyone—with the proper
conditioning or treatment.”

Les’ face was distorted between
expressions of half amusement, half
indecision. “Imagine me proving
I can be in two places a thousand
miles apart at the same time.”

Again there was a silence that
was broken only by the wind
swishing along the side of the craft.

Brad returned his gaze outside.
More vehicles were in the air lane
now. He looked past them at
the surface. Features there—roads,
hills, streams—were attempting to
be pleasantly familiar. But he harsh-
ly pushed aside their friendly en-
croachment on his sentiments,
staring at them with cold, imper-
sonal eves.

It had ail been too long ago for
any impression to survive until
the present;

Les interrupted his thoughts.
“If you think this guy’s miracles
can be performed by anyone as
the effects of a new science, why
don’t yvou dedicate a project to
that end?” :

“Perhaps we already have.”

The driver started. “You mean
this ‘rock’ we're pulling out of
the ground has something to do
with it?”

Absentlv, Brad nodded. A
faintly etched memory image
shown dimly in his mind—an im-
pression of two small boys. It
was late afternocn and they were
lost—Ilost in a wooded area near
their home. They were frighten-
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ed and were running. Suddenly a
fierce, flaming object flared in the
sky overhead. It stayed there only
a split second. The earth shook
as it landed and buried itself deep
in the ground only a few hundred
vards aw The heat blast was
terrific. A little furry thing that
cringed in a pocket of one of the
boys made a frightened noise.
Faces and hands burned as though
from the effects of long exposure
to summer sunlight, the boys turn-
ed and raced away, leaving the
area of felled and twisted and char-
red trees behind. The incident
was their secret, for no one must
know they had been silly enough
to lose themselves . .

HE craft settled lightlv to the

ground and coasted to a stop
near a steel derrick., Taut, heavy
chains stretched downward from
the top of the structure and disap-
peared into the ground. An en-
gine at the base of the derrick puff-
ed restlessly, its clutch ready to
grip the winch that would raise
the chains.

Two men came out of a tem-
porary shack beside a truck and
advanced toward the nuclojet.

Les cut the silent engine and
leaped out. “Who’s going to be
in charge of this new project?” he
asked eagerly.

“I am,” Brad climbed out be-
side him.

“Hell, chief, vou're already per-
sonally directing the space flight
section. How can you do both at
the same time?”

“You'll take
most finished.”

They walked toward the two
men.

“Will T transfer to the Space
Station?”

“No. Everything’s in hand up
there. You can do it from the
ground. You'll stay in the same
lab group so we can stick close to-
gether until we send the first man-
ned craft out on an interstellar
jaunt.”

“Interstellar!”

Brad nodded casually.

“Hell,” Les hissed. “I ought to
get used to these surprises. I
ought to know by now vou’re not
a genius , . . you're a superman!”

They stopped to meet the men
from the shack.

“She’s ready to come up now,
Mr. Darson,” one of them said,
nodding toward the derrick.

“Okay, Jim,” Brad walked in
that direction. “Haul it away.”

The second man went back to
the engine and manipulated a lever
while Brad and Les stood at the
side of the hole. The engine
groaned under the weight of the
mass that was now suspended at
the end of its linkage.

A shaft that needed oil whined
gratingly. Chains clanked as their

it over. It's al-
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links fell against the drum of the
slowly rotating winch. The en-
gine’s staccato thumping became
louder as Jim speeded it up.

But Brad was oblivious of the
noise as he watched the chains
struggle out of the hole. There
was a vague emptiness surrounding
him, it seemed, and he tried to de-
fine the sensation. Tt was as
though he were standing in the
center aisle of a deserted cathe-
dral at midnight.

Was it that the very site he was
on was diffcrent? Was it, in its
own special way, hallow like a
church, or a cemetery? He glanced
at the matting of grass at his feet.
Was it possible that he was stand-
ing on shoots of vegetation which
had existed, not since the last win-
ter, but for over a hundred and
fiftv years—especially strengthened
bv an indescribable power to with-
stand the changes of season? Were
the trees that surrounded the
clearing the same ones that exist-
ed when he was last here?

A dark object appeared at the
mouth of the hole and he stiffened,
his mind relinquishing the vague
thoughts.

Jim threw out the clutch. The
object hung at the end of the four
chains, swaying almost impercep-
tibly. Brad reached out with a
trembling hand and touched it.

Larger than a barrel it was. And
black — encrusted with dirt and

small bits of fused material—pit-
ted with holes and nicks of vary-
ing sizes.

It was coarse, hard, to his fin-
gers. Instinctively, he withdrew
his hand. Then he laughed in-
wardly at his reluctance.

This was it! This was the ob-
ject that had lain hidden in the
back of his memory for over a
hundred years.

¢¢’' T HE rock!” Les exclaimed.

“There it is.” Jim shifted
the engine’s linkage to another
chain that became taul and drew
the object out from under the der-
rick and over the body of the
truck.

Brad sighed, relieved. “Get it
to Laboratory D with that regular
shipment. You know how to han-
dle it and where to unload the
thing . . And, remember, I'm
trusting to the loyalty of vou two.
We're the only ones who know the
details of this operation. I .. .7

But he had spied a sledge ham-
mer leaning against the shack. He
swept it into his hands and aimed
an overhead blow at an irregular
protuberance on the metallic mass.
A chunk flew off. He retrieved it,
inspected it and slipped it into his
coat pocket,

Jim and his assistant were busy
securing the mass on the truck
when Brad turned and headed back
for the nuclojet. Les followed.
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“All right, chief,” Les urged.
“Let’s have the story. You said
there'd be an explanation when you
got the thing.”

“It might not be a pleasant
story yet.” There was a half-
smile on Brad’s face. ‘Let’s wait
and see how the tests work out.”

“But what kind of tests ... ”

Brad had stopped and was star-
ing toward the edge of the clear-
ing. There was a movement in
the tall weeds.
cited whimpering became audible
as motion in the vegetation traced
the slew approach of the thing. It
stopped for a moment and the head
of a dog appeared above the weeds.

The animal came forward slow-
ly and lay on the ground in front
of Brad, still whimpering.

Les whistled. “Damned if that
isn’t the oldest dog I've ever seen!
Seems to be a hermit—cut here in
the woods all by itself.”

Brad reached down and touched
its ‘head, bare-skinned in many
spots that hair had once covered.
It was easy to see that the animal
was blind—or almost blind. Where
teeth had once grown in the strong,
jutting fox terrier jaw were now
only eroded, stained crags.

“It seems to know you, Brad,”
Les observed. “Ever been around
here before?”

A dry tongue came out of the
animal’s mouth and rubbed harsh-
ly over Brad’'s hand.

A weak but ex-

“Spark!” he whispered incred-
ulously. '

The dog made a -feeble effort
at wagging its tail, sounded a final
whine and lay still.

Hardly breathing, Brad stared at
the creature, reeling under a mix-
ture of emotions. His mental
processes suddenly released an al-
most forgotten memory.

GAIN he envisioned the two

‘boys running under the flam-
ing object, a squirrel balled up in
the pocket of one of them. Only,
now the mental picture showed an-
other feature. Running in close
pursuit behind the children was a
small fox terrier,

Les was shaking his head. “If
ever an animal earned death, that
one did. He looks like he’s lived
twice the age of an average dog.
I'll bet he’s at least - twenty-five
years old!”

“At least,” Brad agreed.

Les touched his shoulder. “The
communisignal.” He was pointing
to the red light on top of the nu-
clojet.

“Have Jim bury this animal be-
fore he leaves.” Brad strode off
toward the craft.

“What!” Les frowned after him,
Buts Brad had already opened the
door of the vehicle and had acti-
vated the communication appara-
tus.

“Darson speaking.”
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“Lab D, sir,” a feminine voice
said. “One moment. We have
a direct from the Station.”

He waited.
“Chief?” a
quired excitedly.
“Trouble?”

“The Xr9-A’s missing!”

“Where?”

“Don’t >know. Its video sys-
tem went out four hours ago. We
thought we could effect remote ad-
justments, so we continued with
the flight. XNow there’s no control
linkage at all through hyper.”

“What was your last f{ix?”

“It was direct for Centauri,
three-point-four out, when we lost
video. But we estimate it changed
heading at least five times belore
the complete blowout came.”

“Then there’s hope of picking
it up?”

“No, sir . . . I suppose that’ll
retard the schedule for the first
manned flight?”

“I don’t know, Henrv.” The
frown on Brad’s face was deeply
etched. “Hell, I can't see how
that could happen. The control
system was foolproof! Unless . ..”

The voice was sympathetically
silent. Brad listlessly snapped off
the switch. He closed his eyes . ..

Suddenly he could see it! Space
— cold, black,, unfriendly, star-
specked nothingness. A frightening
void. So big. So empty. So
awful . . . Three-point-four out.

strained voice in-

But so much nothing to Tlook
through . . . Then he had it—bits
of metal. shards of glass, wires,
fused plates. A funnel antenna
here. One of the tubes over there
. . . The 1light of the X 19-A had
ended in an explosion. But there
wasn’t anything aboard that could
explode!

N excited man who called him-

self a god paced the marble
floor in the spacious office of a
temple hidden in the mountains
north of Los Angeles. The tem-
ple’s marvelous architecture and
giant carved statues were unmatch-
ed anywhere in the world. Ti:e man
was clad in brilliantly hued ze-
quined robes that swished as he
walked.

A metallic purr sounded from
the broad. glass-top desk and he
raced over to flick a switch.

“Shiva,” he said.

“Green reporting.”

“How’d it go?”

“It's taken care of.”

“Was there . .. Vou're not call-
ing unguarded, are you?”

“Of course not. 'm oan a
counter-pulse circuit.”

“Where?”

“Lab D N

“Any trouble.”
“No, sir.”
The man

who called huuself
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Shiva smiled broadly. “Tell me
about it.”

“Two days, eighteen hours out
and they lost their picture, The
rest came off as scheduled . . .
Red must have gotten his instruc-
tions straight again. Hell, chief,
evervbody around here acted as
though the laboratcry itself had
blown up . .. How come you know
so much about sabctaging the sec-
ond-stage drive?”

“Divine cognition,” he straight-
ened proudly and arranged ' his
robes, “can hardly ...”

“You can wrap up all that ho-
kus talk with me, chief,” the trans-
mitted voice sounded amused.
“I'm the skeptical kind. But I
know the right lavout when I see
it. That's why I'm with vou—
not because I've been fooled into
thinking vou’re Supergod. You just
know some special tricks, that's
all.”

A flash of rage swept across
Shiva's face, but he did not allow
it expression in his voice.

The office door opened and a
short, stout man in a gray suit en-
tered, brief case under his arm.
“Sent for me?” he asked.

Shiva spoke into the communi-
cator, “Stand by, Green . .. Yes,
Wellman,” he turned. “Sit down.”

The visitor took a chair at the
side of the desk. “What’s the job
this time?”

“How are our connections in fed-

eral circuits here—in Europe?”

“The worth of an—uh, connec-
tion,” Wellman smiled craftily,
“is a relative matter. Its relativ-
ity is determined by—might we
say, cash?”

“Cash is a resource I find unlim-
ited.”

“What do you want done?”

“The Trans-At Company has
held the franchise for U.S.-Europe
service for ten years. There are
two other corporations that are
after it. A week ago we gained
control of one of them. You han-
dled the nratter. You know which
one.”

“You want the franchise busted?”

“Busted and re-issued—in the
right direction, of course .. . Can
it be done?”

WELL.\IAN pouted for a mo-
ment, then smiled. “It’s
hard to operate that type of serv-
ice without violating some of the
terms of the franchise. Both gov-
ernments realize that. I suppose we
can dig up an accidental infraction
and convince cne of the govern-
ments it shouldn’t have been over-
looked—provided . . . ”

“You’ll have whatever money it
will take.”

“One question: Why are we get-
ting into the strato-rocket busi-
ness?”

“I'm  quite
concern you.”

sure that doesn’t
Shiva’s smile was
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impersonal, unflinching.

Wellman picked up his brief-
case and walked slowly tcward the
door.

The robed man returned to the
communicator.

“Green,” he called.

((Xfes.”

“What’s the significance of the
‘rock’ project? What is the ‘rock’?”
“That’s Orange’s assignment.”
“Aren’t vou two cooperating?”

“Yes. But I think you have an

incompetent agent there. Orange
isn’t getting anywhere.”
“Take over then. Or, at least

help out and . . . Oh, Wellman,”
Shiva called out in the direction
of the closing door.

The stout man stuck his head
back in the office.

“You making any headway with
that injunction?”

“A litille. We expect to reach
the right person tomorrow.”

“Get them to make it stiff. With-
in a month I don’t want a single
shuttle craft hopping between here
and the Space Station.”

“That shouldn’t be too hard.
You got them chased out of one
state alreadv.”

“Well make damned sure they
get booted from another.”

“Theyll just go to a third.”

“Find out which one and get to
work on the attorney general there
even before they set up opera-
tions.”

“It'"d be easier if we go after
congressional legislation against
the flights.”

“Then put out feelers in that
direction too. T'll give vou a list
of legislators who are Shivaites.”

“My curiosity would be satisfied
if T knew the purpose of this re-
lentless attack,” Wellman suggest-
ed.

Shiva smiled. “Let’s just say
it's an extension of the old
struggle — science versus religion.
Perhaps it’s my opinion there’s too
much interest in Darson’s person-
alized space conquest program—
too little in the basic value of life,
religion.”

“You through with me, chief?”
the wvoice in the communicator
asked.

“Yes. Build a fire under Orange.
Let’'s get some results on this
‘rock’ thing.”

ETE

CAROL Sanders stood nervously
before the window in the large
office of Laboratory D. She ran
a hand over her blonde hair, rear-
ranging disheveled strands.

The door opened and she whirled
around.

“Hi,” greeted Ray Hartley.
“You filing too?>” He was a small
man with thick glasses and he
wore a laboratory apron.  Still
smiling, he crossed to the bank of



26 IMAGINATION

files at the other end of the room
and slapped a stack of papers on
top of one of the metal cabinets.

“I've finished,” she said, cross-
ing over to the desk. “Waiting for
Brad.”

“What’s he got you on now?”
Ray began dealing the papers into
the drawers.

She laughed. “I’ve become the
keeper of the mice. Ever try
giving daily physicals to a hun-
dred scurrying animals?”

“What's he keeping so many for?
He only uses one on each test
run beyond the Station. 1 under-
stand there’ll only be about three
or four more unmanned {lights.”

“He's got something else in mind
for the animals, I guess.” She el-
evated herself onto the desk and
crossed her legs, arranging the
hem of her skirt. “Won’t say what
it is yet.,”

“Well,” F- 3 closed the files and
crossed to the door, “I hope you
wrap it up in a hurry. We could
use you back in bioclimatology.
But I've got a hunch vour next
move is going to be closer to this
office, rather than farther away.”
He looked down at her calves jok-
ingly and whistled a shrill note
that slurred off into one of lower-
pitch.

“Ycu aren’t trying to infer,” she
asked laughingly, ‘“that Mlaster
Brains may have a less scholarly
side?”

“If he has you could find it,
even without trying . . . See you.”

She was alone in the room again.

With a sense of growing impa-
tience, she walked around the desk
and sat in the swivel chair. Her
hand went out to a stack of papers
in a bin as she =yed the door ap-
prehensively.

Then she dropped her gaze to
the miscellaneous letters, notes and
memoranda. The top sheet drew
a gasp from her lips.

It was a rough, penciled map
marked off in a series of air
routes. One end of the continu-
ous, zig-zag line touched what
represented Laboratory D’s land-
ing area. The other end, three
hundred miles away, was the cause
of her excited concern. It’s ter-
minus was near a small city. The
line ended at a spot marked with
a small dot. Written below the
dot was the notation, “depth, 70
ft.”

Biting her lips, she stood up and
drummed her fingers on the desk
thoughtiully.

The door swung open and Brad
Darson strode in.

“Carol,” he seemed surprised.
“How's the menagerie today?”

“Healthy, happy and hungry,”
she quipped.

“I'll need the best specimen late
this afternoon. Keep him hungry
until then . .. Find me a cat with
a voracious appetite too.” He
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reached into his pocket and with-
drew the stained lump of metal,
set it on top of the notes on his
desk.

“A cat!” Carol exclaimed. But
then she saw the bit of metal.
“Is this the ‘rock’?”

She picked it up and inspected
it. “It certainly looks like it’s
been seventy feet underground.”

He registered surprise, then an-
ger. “How did .., . ?”

“Now Brad,” she protested light-
ly, “you're not pretending the proj-
ect is secret any longer—not when
you leave notes like this lving
around.” She thumped a polish-
ed nail on the penciled map.

His jaw tightened and he shook
his head self-reprimandingly as he
folded the map and put it in his

pocket.

“Suitl secret?” Carol asked so-
licitously.

He nodded. “It has to be . . .
top secret.”

“That’s bad. I can name at

least eight persons who were in
here while I was waiting for vou.”

“Give me a list of them—in the
interest of security.”

“What about those who came in
to file before I was here?”

“0’Connor will remember them.”

“Your secretary took the morn-
ing off. He just came back about
ten minutes ago.

“Brad,” she asked hestitatingly,
“what makes the project so se-

v

cret—so important?”
He grasped her
“When I'm ready to
you’ll be the first
promise that.”

shoulders.
tell, Carol,
to know. I

CHAPTER 1V

RAD double-bolted the heavy

metal door and snapped on the
recess lighting system of the small
laboratory room. Crossing to the
single bench against the opposite
wall, he carried two cages that
swung as he walked.

He placed the first on the bench.
A frightened mouse scurried
across its floor and squeezed itself
into a corner, its fur sticking out
between the bars like bristles.

Brad took the cocp with the
cat to the opposite end of the
room where he opened a thick
metal door. It was a closet. He put
the cage on the floor and closed
the door. The animal mewed piti-
fully, the muffled sound coming
through the crack underneath the
heavy panel.  Brad opened the
door a bit.

Back at the bench he moved the
mouse’s cage to one side and tight-
ened the jaws of a caliper-like vice.
Its fingers bit solidly into opposite
sides of the clump of fused metal
he had removed from the “rock”.

Protruding from the surface of
the bench immediately below the
dlump was a pencil-shaped metal
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pipe, a pinpoint hole in its tip. It
lacked only two inches of touch-
ing the small mass.

Brad pressed a button and the
orifice in the pipe hissed violently
as gas under pressure rushed to
escape. He activated another cir-
cuit and the knife-like, invisible
stream burst into vigorous flame,

He regulated the tongue until it
bathed the irregular metal lump
with its vision-prohibiting purple
fire. Then he placed the cage as
close to the flame as he could
without endangering the mouse.

He backed away and waited—
a minute, two minutes, five min-
utes.

Finally the purple hue of the
flame faded in the vicinitv of the
metallic specimen. It became red,
a more brilliant red. Now it was
a faint white. A stronger white.
A brilliant white.

Abruptly, he extinguished the jet
flame, But the lump, heated to
incandescence, continued to gluw,
He placed his hand close to it;
withdrew it in an instinctive jerk.
It was even hotter than he had
expected.

Brad’s breathing was rapd and
his throat was dry as he pushed
the cage closer. His eyes were
alive with a fire that matched the
glow of the white-hot substance
even as they reflected it,

The mouse cringed in the far
corner of its enclosure. And once

more Brad shoved the coop closer,
until ‘it almost touched the glow-
ing mass. t

Slowly, the incandescence faded
and the lump was a soft red in
hue. Five minutes later it was its
original dull gray color.

He removed the cage to the oth-
er end of the bench. The heat
gone, the almost domesticated
mouse began to act normal once
more, scampering across the floor
of its enclosure and touching its
nose to the bars.

Brad removed a cellophane-cov-
ered piece of cheese {rom his
pocket, tore loose the wrapping and
placed it on the bench a few inches
from the cage.

There was: perspiration on his
face and his hands shook as he
held up the food to attract the
animal’s attention. He let it drop
back onto the bench.

The mouse caught the scent and
raced over, tried to force its snout
between the bars.

REATHLESSLY, Brad waited,

watching the famished animal
scurry back and forth along the
bars, emitting an intermittent high-
pitched note of distress.

Three minutes passed and Brad’s
expression of tense expectancy be-
gan to disappear It was replaced
by disappointment,

“The power!” he banged his fist
in frustration on the bench. “Use
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the power!”

A cry shriller than usual was
sounded by the mouse. But other-
wise its behavior did not change.

“You work by instinct!” His
tone was pleading as he gripped
the edge of the bench and stared
into the cage. “You've got to be
able to use it right away! You
don’t have to learn it gradually.
You don’t have to stop and figure
it out step by step, like I did!”

Impulsively, he darted from the
bench and retrieved the cage with
the cat. He opened it and with-
drew the animal, placing it on the
bench beside the first coop.

The cat tensed and sprang at the
enclosed mouse. Its paws stretch-
ed wide, bared nails gripping the
metal uprights, the animal worked

its way erratically,
around the cage.

Scurrving across the floor, the
mouse managed to keep on the op-
posite perimeter of the enclosure.

“Protect vourself, damn you!”
Brad shouted at the smaller crea-
ture. “Fight back! You can kill
a hundred like him, without even
touching them!”

But the cat continued to scamp-
er around the cage and the mouse
showed no deviation from its pat-
tern of confined flight.

Ten minutes later Brad’s shoul-
ders sagged. Stricken with final
and utter despondency, he forced
the cheese through the bars and
put the cat back in its container.

With a cage in each hand, he
stepped outside.

frenziedly
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Ray Hartley was waiting beside
the door.

“How'd it go?” he asked.

Brad shook his head sullenly

“Carol asked me to stand by
for the specimens. I needed a cou-
ple of her pets for a bioclimatology
experiment; she went to select
them . .. Any special treatment for
these two?” Ray nodded toward
the cat and mouse.

Brad banded them to him.
“Nothing special,” he said numbly.
“When that piece of hot metal
on the bench in there cools off
send it to metallurgy. Have them
see what it is.” .

RAD’S hand was still tremb-

ling as he poured another
drink from the half-filled, dark-
colored bottle and set it back
down on his desk.

He downed it in a gulp and
wiped perspiration from his fore-
head.

The door opened and Les entered,
half sat on the desk top. “I just
got the word that—whatever it was
supposed to be—didn’t go too well
. . . Anything I can do?”

“Yeah,” Brad slurred. “You can
take -a drink and tell O’Connor
to scare up another bottle.” He
poured another and tossed it down.

“It wasn't that rough, was it,
chief>—The experiment. I mean.”

His eves; as he stared momentar-
ily at Les, carried all the sarcasm

he could have put in words. He
shoved a glass across the desk,
filled it, and refilled bis own.

“Damn!” Les exclaimed. “You're
drinking like a sot who hasn’t
tasted the stuff in twenty years.”

Brad laughed. “Or a hundred
and twenty years.”

Les walked around the desk and
grasped his shoulder. “Whatever
it was, chief, it isn’t hopeless, is it?”

“Afraid so. You see ”
Part of the liquor came back up
in his throat. He wasn’t used to
it. Pausing, he mopped his brow
with a handkerchief and stood up.
He swayed, reached out and grab-
bed the edge of the desk and sat
down again.

“Well, let’s just say the hell
with it, Brad. Dammit, man—
you've got enough stuff working
now. What's one more project?
After all, 1sn’t space conquest—
starting off with a bang with in-
terstellar flights—enough for any
one man in history?”

Brad laughed sarcastically.

“You mean,” Les asked unbe-
lievingly, “that even the space
deal was secondary to this new
thing?”

“The space deal . . . was going
to be only a means of, let's say,
draining oif the by-product of this
new thing.” Brad was having
trouble making his loose ‘tongue
perform.

Les frowned, waiting for more.
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“Hell,” Brad rose, steadving him-
self and loosened his collar  “I
was going to make every man a
genius—a, a superman. But first
I was going to give them the gal-
axy so there would be a star for
everybody who wanted one. Then,
when everybody had his own pri-
vate sun and his eight or nine
planets and all the wealth that the
whole of humanity owns now, then
I was going to make them .. ."”

He gagged, but managed to hold
it down. Erratically, he reached
for the bottle, but missed, knock-
ing it over. Les righted it; help-
ed Brad back into his chair.

Les’ frown changed to an amused
smile. “Sure, chief,” he pampered.
“You were going to make every-
body a god—just like Shiva.”

“Just like Shiva,” Brad repeat-
ed. The words slurred into one
another. “Just like Shiva and . ..”
he hesitated. “O’Connor!” The
last word roared from his throat,
directed at the door.

Les laughed. “Like Shiva and
O’Connor, then.”

The secretary looked into the
room. His slim form stiffened in
surprise as he readjusted his eye-
glasses.

“Find a couple more bottles of
this stuff,” Brad ordered.

The corners of the secretary’s
mouth sagged downward disdain-
fullv as he backed from the room.

“Brad,” Les began hesitatingly,

“why don’t you forget about work
for a few days? You’ve been at it
too long and too hard. Wise up.
Look around you. You might find
something interesting . . . Carol
Sanders, for instance.”

Brad jerked upright. The name
had a sobering effect.

“You couldn’t find a more
worthy woman in the whole damn-
ed world,” Les continued. “Nor a
prettier one. They don’t come
any better.”

Brad hiccoughed. “You trying
to sell me something?”

“No. I'm trying to help you
see the grass under your feet. Why
don’t you take a few evenings off?
Get out and do somg of the things
other young people do? Try
dancing for a change--maybe a
few shows. She could use the new
routine too. You've been work-
ing her pretty damned hard late-

ly."

OR a moment Brad was even a

bit more sober as he stared in-
tensely at the paper weight on his
desk. Even through the haze of
alcohol-clouded thoughts, he could
picture Carol clearly—in a labor-
atory uniform, in a colorful frock,
in a business suit. Her dress made
no difference. She was beautiful
in any attire . . . Beautiful like
another girl he knew—how many
generations ago was it? How long
ago had her grandchildren died?
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Would bhe know Carol’s grandchil-
dren? Her great-grandchildren?

“I’m not interested in Carol,”
he said curtly.

“T know you're drunk, Brad,”
Les leaned across the desk, speak-
ing distinctly as though to force
the meaning of his words through
the curtain of intoxication. “But
are you sincerely not interested in
her?”

Brad nodded brusquely, his chin
jutting out.

“Then you won’t.mind if I aim
my sights at something that seems
as high as your Station right now. I
figure that mavbe within the next
hundred generations the race might
produce anogher Carol Sanders—
not before.”

Brad emptied the bottle in his
glass and drank it, his cheeks
flushing. After he was sure it
was going to stay down, he said,
“You've got a green light, Les,
She’s all yours.”

“dAnd what does Brad get as his
part of the bargain?”

Les whirled around. Brad look-
ed up at Carol standing in the
doorway, her features rigidly set.

“Now that I’'m through being
traded, wrapped and delivered,”
she said, “let’s turn our speculative
thoughts to a more pressing mat-
ter.”

Her heels beat an angry tattoo
across the floor as she came to the
desk. “O’Connor’s holding a high

priority message out there, but he’s
afraid to bring it in because he
says the chief is drunk. The mes-
sage says vour Washington agent
has learned the Trans-At franchise
is going to be dropped next week
when it comes yp for renewal . . .
Cause?—That half-mile short drop-
in on the East Coast terminal last
week was considered a disqualify-
ing violation.”

Bradis eves closed and his head
wavered. “The hell with it,” he
said “Drop the thing. T don’t
want it any more. Liquidate the
holdings.” He lowered his head
onto his forearm on the desk.

“Rather drunk, isn’t he?” Carol
looked helplessly at Les.

“Rather,” he agreed. “Just a
moment ago he was talking about
being a god.”

Her face
then relaxed.

“I think he’s going to be sick,”
said Les.

Carol rolled up the sleeves of
her smock with determined mo-
tions. “Get some hot coifee,” she
instructed, heading for the lava-
tory. “I'll drag out the cold rags.
When you get back you can shove
him under the shower.”

“Uh—Carol,” he called out af-
ter her. “I'd appreciate it if you’d
forget what you overheard.”

She said nothing.

tensed momentarily,

L T



THE FIST OF SHIVA 33

VERY muscle tensed, Shiva

stood beneath the collonade of
the two-hundred-foot-high temple
that was a masterpiece of carved
marble and sandstone. The robed
figure was dwarfed by huge pil-
lars in the shape of grotesque hu-
man forms, each supporting the
overhang of the roof on its head
and upraised fingertips.

A broad grin seized his face as
he watched the nuclojet appear
over the mountain top and settle
down on the lawn in front of the
steps. Even before the craft came
to rest its passenger leaped out and
raced up the steps.

Shiva turned before the man ar-
rived at the entrance. He stirode
in, heading toward his office and
beckoning to the other to follow.

He held the door open while
the man, breathing heavily, brush-
ed in and continued to the desk,
his stride unbroken. Shiva locked
the door and joined him.

The man tossed an irregular, me-
tallic object on the desk top and
stepped back, his expression beg-
ging for a word of approval.

“The rock?” Shiva asked excit~
edly.

“The rock,” the man verified.
“Orange got it and relayed it to
Green. He thought I ought to
get over here with ‘it right away.
He called?”

“Of course. What do you think
I was waiting for?”

Shiva picked up the object and
turned it over between his fin-
gers several times. “Commendable
work, Red,” he said. “Tell Or-
ange and Green I am well pleased.”

He tossed it in the air, caught
it and dropped into his chair,
placing the mass on the desk di-
rectly before him. “What’s it sup-
posed to be?”

Red shrugged.

“You ought to know,” Shiva said
with -annoyance. “Youre sup-
posed to be an expert on metal.”

“But I haven’t run any tests
yet.”

“What’s your guess?”

“Well, it looks like something
that’s been subjected to terrific
skin heat. It resembles a good
many meteorites I've seen.”

“Meteorite?” Shiva asked puz-
zledly. Then he shoved it aside.
“Did you bring the drawing?”

“The reproduction of the map?
—Here.” Red handed over the
folded paper.

Shiva spread it open before him.
Then he leaped from the chair in
astonishment.

“Why, it’s . . . its ... 1”

He held the paper shakily in
his hands while he repeatedly ar-
ticulated the name of the town
near the end of the penciled flight
route.

“That notation, ‘depth, 7o ft.’,”
Red offered, “also leads me to be-
lieve this thing may have been a
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meteor that buried itself in the
ground.”

Shiva stared at the map and
the object, alternately, thought-
fully. He imagined the two should
touch off some associated train of
nemories in his mind. But some-
how they didn’t.

“What were they doing with the
thing?”

“Orange said they had set up
laboratory equipment to subject it
to high temperatures.”

Shiva’s frown became deeper.
Heat was another clue, a clue
that should have unveiled the as-
sociation his mind was groping for.
But it didn't.

“Did Orange spirit this thing
away without covering up?” he
asked.

“Started to. But Green put it
off a few hours while I manufac-
tured a reproduction to slip in its
place.”

“Then they don’t suspect it'’s
gone?”

“Most probably not.”

“All right. Get to work on it.
Find out what it is. Where it
comes from. What it’s worth.
What it’s for. What happens when
it és heated up ... Work on it in
the laboratory here,”

“But what happens,” Red pro-

tested, “when I turn up missing
over there?”
“Mothing. Youre just an as-

sistant who walked out. We won’t

not attacked each other.

need vou there any longer any-
way.”

Red pocketed the mass of metal
and left the office,

HIVA folded his arms over
the embroider work on his
ceremonial robe and stood staring
out the window at the purple-
tinged Verdugo Mountains in
which his main temple nestled.
If only he could project a per-
ceptive thread into Laboratory D!
Then he could observe what was
going on without being seen, even
while he sat in his office.
But the laboratory had been seal-
ed off for years now ... It wasn’t
a material shield that prevented
his psycho-receptive pulses from
entering. It was a psychexinetic
protective aura maintained by the
subconscious processes of Brad
Darson—an aura identical to the
one that he, Shiva, had established
around his main temple. Both
auras were comprised of the same
impenetrable force that eilicient-
ly protected them from each oth-
er’s lances of unseen destruction.
Shiva sighed forlornly. It had
been stalemate now for a long
time—for almost two generations
. He could not injure Darson
phy51cally or psychically. Darson
could not hurt him.
For over f{ifty years they had
It was
not that he wasn’t willing to con-
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tinue trying to break Darson’s
shield. It was that he was con-
vinced of the uselessness of such
tactics. He knew also that Dar-
son’s reluctance to attack reflect-
ed neither fear nor frustration.
Rather, Darson held back the force
because each encounter was an
open invitation to destruction,
death that might affect hundreds
of others in the vicinity.

Until now it had been two
worlds, not one: Shiva’s expanding
sphere . . . and Darson’s, which
might be said to be holding its
own, he thought.

Shiva laughed confidently . . .
It wouldn't be that way long.

CHAPTER V

RAD clutched the arm rests of

his chair as he strained for-
ward to stare into the face of the
man who stood rigidly on the oth-
er side of the desk. He was a large,
big-shouldered  individual  with
hands that stretched below his
cuffs like bludgeons.

“I can't believe it!” Brad said
incredulously,

The man dropped his gaze guilt-
ily to the floor.

“Hell, Chet,” Brad walked
around the desk and stood beside
him, looking into his face, “I
picked you myself — three vears
ago. Remember? 1 even con-
vinced Waymore you were the

first he should sign up for the
Station crew.”

Chet turned his face away.

Brad sighed despondently and
exchanged glances with Les and
Carol, seated at one end of the
desk.

“How did vou do it, Chet?” he
asked suddenly.

The man shrugged. “A faulty
transformer in the video circuit
that coudn't carry the load

through more than a hundred or
a hundred and fifty remote activa-
tions . . . A timing device in the
tanks that detonated the bulkhead
separating the less-than-critical
masses of fuel.”

“But why, Chet? Why?”

“Well, you see—Shiva . . .

“Shiva!”™ Les leaped up.

“Of course. Shiva,” Brad snort-
ed. “He’s been behind all space
project-wrecking moves for the
past thirty-five years.”

Les was still frowning quizzically,

“He’s building kis kingdom on
earth,” Brad explained bitingly.
“I don’t imagine he’s receptive to
the idea of his potential su&jects
wandering out of his sphere of
control.”

He turned back to Chet. “What
moved you to make this confes-
sion?”

“I lived in L.A. before I joined
up with you. I was a member of
the central cult . . . Sure I be-
lieved in Shiva!” His voice rose

»
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suddenly. “I still do.”

Then his words dropped almost
to a whisper. “But blowing up
metal hulls in space with only
instruments in them is one thing
. . . Soon you’re going to be send-
ing up manned craft. I don’t
want anything to do with this
business when there are people in
those hulls thousands of billions
of miles away from home . . . So

I'm finished with this sabotage de--

tail; I don’t care who orders it
—even Shival!”

Brad let himself limply back in-
to the chair. ‘“Okay, Chet. Take
the next shuttle back up to the
Station.”

Chet’s face, contorting, raced
through a series of expressions,
settling for one of mixed surprise
and disbelief.

“What!” Les shouted, leaping
up and knocking his chair over.
“You’re going to let him go back!”

He turned to Carol. “He’s
broken down! The man needs
psvcho reconditioning!”

“Chet.” The girl looked at the
huge man who was shifting un-
easily. “You say wyou still be-
lieve in Shiva?”

He lowered his eyes.

“You're an intelligent engineer.”
She spoke the words slowly, con-
vincingly., “You should realize
as quickly as anyone that he’s a
fraud.”

“He’s not!” the Station man

protested, reddening.

CAROL set her teeth tightly to-
gether. “He’s a cheap fraud
with an assortment of sensational
tricks in his bag. He’s a char-
latan. A phony!”

Chet balled his huge fists “If
vou were a man ...  He glow-
ered at her.

Brad rushed around the desk.
Les advanced on the man {rom the
other side, his hand reaching out
restrainingly for the spaceman’s
shoulder,

“The hell with your job,” Chet
stared back at Brad. “I don’t
want it!” He turned and strode
through the door.

Les looked reprovingly at Brad.
“Chief, you're a genius. But some-
times you run out of brains. I
hope Carol proved that within a
week he’d be ready again to take
orders from his superior—his real
superior.”

Brad nodded submissively and
walked over to the window.

Then he spun around suddenly.
“Les, do you know what this
means? It means the final robot
test flight would have been a suc-
cess! Chet’s confession was tan-
tamount to removing the last bug!”

He smiled and enthusiasm
spread over him like a visible cloak
as he paced the floor eagerly. “We
will get on with the plans .
Les, you recruit a volunteer crew
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of three. Contact the Station and
tell them to go ahead with con-
verting the X-20 . . . Carol, vou
get in touch with bioclimatology
and have Hartley send a crew up-
stairs, I want the X-20 as livable
as a sun parlor,”

He went back to the desk and
began scribbling notes rapidly.

Carol pushed a cigarette between
his lips and held the desk lighter
under it. “I hope this flood of
gusto means you’ll have more drive
to go after the Trans-At franchise
again, It isn't too late, you know.
It’s only been a week since it slip-
ped out of our hands.”

He puffed on the cigarette and
stubbed it out. “No,” he said
determinedly. “Our  phase of
ocean hopping with passengers is
over.”

“But that was your chief source
of income to sustain the labora-
tories,” she persisted.

“Sure, Brad,” Les agreed. “That
was your main money maker.”

“We're through making money
now . . . We've reached the spend-
ing stage.” Brad punched a but-
ton on the desk. “O’Connor,” he
spoke into the communicator. “Get
in here.

ESS than a minute later O’-
Connor, cleaning his eyeglass-
es, and Brad’s attorney entered.
Brad addressed the latter. “I
want you to clear the way for

Bring Monrow with you.”

setting up a private educational
institution. We're going to start
training two thousand young men
to push buttons on space craft.
Get a charter under the name
‘National Spacemen’s Academy,’ or
something like that.

“O’Connor, you draw up a list
of assets, resources, as of today.
On the basis of one and a half
million per ship, estimate how
many craft half our available cap-
ital will build.”

“You want to plan on complete
liquidation of all other holdings?”
the secretary asked.

“All except one main laboratory
—and, of course, the Station.”

Monrow puffed on his cigar.
“You may run into some trouble
getting a charter to train those
men.”

Brad stretched his fingers wide
on the desk. “Then we’ll do it
on an international basis, if we
can’t do it otherwise. We'll get
a fleet of mothball carriers and con-
duct our operations from them . ..
O’Connor, find out what we can
buy aircraft carriers for.”

O’Connor and the lawyer left.

“Les,” Brad suggested, “you’d
better relay those orders to the
Station. Then come back and we
will draw up some more plans.”

After Les left, Carol came over
and placed her hand over Brad’s.
“I'm happy to see you finally
shrugged off that ‘rock’ experi-
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-~

ment defeat like this.” She smiled.
He looked away, hiding the sul-
lenness that suddenly swept over
his face.
“Care to tell me what it was
all about now?” she asked.
He didn’t answer,
“It couldn’t have been very im-
portant—it came up so suddenly,”

-

she offered.

“And it seems to be
finished already.”

He centered his eves on a re-
flection of her face in the chrome

lamp-stand Dbase. Experimentally,
he tried to ignore her beauty—
look upon her as impersonally as
he would any other woman. But
it didn’t work.
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“I had made plans around that
lump of metal for almost fifty
.. .7 He bit his lips, then went
on, “ . . . for what seemed like
fifty or a hundred years. At any
rate, it took quite an extensive
search to find it. But apparently
my hypotheses were wrong.”

“And now,” she laughed lightly,

“we can forget about it.”

“Yes,” he agreed glumly.

“Even without telling me what
your ideas were?”

Again he was silent.

Les re-entered, holding up a
wire-transmitted copy of the af-
ternoon  newspaper. “See  this
chief?” he asked, placing it on the
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desk.

Brad read the headline:

COMET PREDICTION BY
SHIVA VERIFIED

The story carried a Los An-
geles dateline and read:

Scientists at Palomar Observa-
tory last night announced they had
sighted for the first time a comet
whose existence and position had
been prophesied over a week ago
by Shiva, the self-styled Hindu
“deity,” at a time when it was out
of range of the most powerful tel-
escope.,

The celestial object, named “The
Fist of Shiva” by .its predictor, is
believed to be headed in the gen-
cral direction of Earth . . .

His eves dropped to a smaller
story whose headlines announced:

THOUSANDS JOINING

CULT OF HINDU ‘GOD’

Brad looked up and Les laughed.
“I haven’t vet reached the point
of losing my skepticism.”

“Good,” Brad smiled. “You
can hang on to that contribution
for a while then.”

Taking Carol by the arm, Les
went toward the door. Brad
watched them leave the office, his
eves studving the girl’s back. When
they were gone, he lay his head
back in the chair and closed his
eves,

Now his ego no longer responded
to physical sensations. Instead,
his superconscious was only aware

of the vast, pressing nothingness
of space as his parapsyche streaked
away from the shining blue-green
globe.

Ahead, at a remote distance be-
yond the pitted, milky-white sphere
that hung nearby, was the Fist of
Shiva.

AROL left Les on the second

floor and walked down to the
first. In front of the freight ele-
vator, she paused and looked in
both directions down the hall. No
one was in sight.

Quickly, she stepped onto the
platform and sent it down to the
storage sub-level. Down the cor-
ridor, she went cautiously past the
open door of the lighted room.
The clerk had his back turned, so
she passed unseen, unheard.

In the main storage vault, her
eves scanned the room for the odd-
sized crates that contained the air-
restorer units. They should be
near the entrance, she assured her-
self, remembering that they had
been sent over from the other lab-
oratory only a short while before
—on the same day that Brad had
flown to the mysterious spot in-
dicated on the pencil-drawn map
and had returned with a lump of
gray metal., Laboratory C was in
the general direction of the site
where the ‘rock’ had obviously been
dug from the ground.

She found the area where the
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air-restorers were stored. =

As she walked over to the bulky
crates, she thought of the small
lump of metal. Practically its en-
tire area was gray, rough, pitted.
But one small surface was smooth,
shiny—as though it had been brok-
en off from a greater mass.

Hesitatingly, she surveyed the
dozen crates. There was nothing
about any one that distinguished it
from the others——except perhaps
the one on the end nearest the wall.
There was red lettering on it.

She stood before it and read:

“Defective—Hold in Stock.”

Tkis could be it, she thought.

Eagerly, she-attacked the wing-
nuts that held on the lid. There
were four of them. They all un-
screwed easily.

The cover off, she brushed hair
out of her face and bent over to
look in the box.

Footsteps!

Carol darted around the side of
the .crate, taking the lid with her,
and squeezed in between two taller
boxes.

The clerk walked down the aisle
where she was hiding.

She held her breath.

He went past, got a small plas-
tic carton off a shelf at the end of
the aisle and returned.

Again she held her breath and
again he went by, apparently no-
ticing neither her nor the uncov-
ered box.

When he had gone, she stepped
out and glanced quickly into the
crate.

She had been right! The metal,
was identical to the piece she had
handled.

Excitedly, she wedged a corner
of the cover under a small, slender
protuberance on the mass. Then,
using the edge of the box as a ful-
crum, she put her weight on the
other side of the lid. The slender
knob snapped off and arched out
into the aisle.

Carol -retrieved it and slipped it
into the pocket of her smock.

Then s*e replaced the lid on the
crate and secured its bolts.

ok ok

‘HE communicator signal buzz-

ed harshly, impatiently on

Shiva’s desk. He threw the switch.

“They’ve decided to send out

the manned rocket!” the voice
barked excitedly.

“Is this Green?”

“Yes . . . They're going ahead
with it!”

Shiva sat back and laughed—
boisterously, long. Then he calm-
ed himself. “They were taken in?”

“Completely.”

“What happened to Black?”

“After he got through with his
confession Darson blessed him and
told him to get back to work!”

“No!” Shiva exploded in dis-
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belief. “You mean he was fool
enough to want Black on the Sta-
tion again?”

“That’s what Black reported.”

“The fool! The lenient, simple
fool! Maybe I should have let
Black return. It would have been
amusing to make a two-time sim-
pleton out of Darson with the
same agent.”

“That might have been the
wiser course.” The voice was in-
dulgently reproving. “Black was

a good man to have on the Sta-
tion. I'm wondering whether it
was worth his services just to
coax Darson into continuing with
his manned ship experiment.”

“Agents are expendable. Any-
wav, I've already recejved other
reports that the maneuver's desired
end was achieved . . . Even now
thev're riding on a false sense of
security. And you say they are
ready to stumble blindly into their
last experiment.”

“What good does. that do us?”

“The quicker thev send out the
flight, the quicker they lose the
ship with its personnel. When the
government learns people have been
sacrificed in a mad experiment, it
will be easy to get the courts to
padlock their enterprise.”

“Hell, I'm not sure that’ll work.
Darson’s been able to keep his
failures secret.”

“He won’t keep this one secret
—not when Yellow quits the Sta-

tion disgustedly and tells how
three ships, the last one manned,
were all destroyed in tests.”

There was a silence over the
communicator. Presently Green
spoke. “I’m afraid Darson might
still be one step ahead of you. He’s
out to acquire a fleet of obsolete
aircraft carriers. Looks like he in-
tends to run his business on the
open seas if any more governments
interfere with him.”

Shiva stared absently across the
room. Slowly, he smiled. Then
he spoke softly into the commun-
icator.

“I understand from recorded
history that carriers became cbso-
lete because thev could be easily
sunk. I don’t think sitting in per-
manent drvdocks has made them
any less vulnerable.”

HE conversation over, Shiva
collected his robes about him
and stepped into the small elevator
set in the rear wall of his office.
At the temple’s second sub-sur-
face level he strode out and cross-
ed the polished floor of a huge
laboratory. Red’s figure was sil-
houvetted by the steadv, brilliant
white flame of a small, raw fire
before which he stood.

“Find out what it is yet?”
Shiva drew up beside him and
stared at the lump of metal sus-
pended in the torch’s jet.

“The damned thing defied analy-
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sis,” Red said without looking
around. “Frankly, I haven’t any
idea what it’s comprised of . . .
I've called in a couple of experts
from back East. Thev may be
able to get somewhere. In the
meantime I'm heating it to see
what happens. 1 have practically
the same setup that Darson was go-
ing to use.”

“What do you think's going to
happen?”

“T’ll let you know in about five
minutes.”

Shiva leaned against the table
and watched the mass hypnotically.
Even as it began to change color
while it achieved greater incan-
descence, he did not move his
eves.

Within five minutes it was white
hot, seemingly even more brilliant
than the flame which fed it.

A frown of puzzlement spread
over Shiva’s forehead. He must
concentrate. He knew there was
something he must remember! The
sphere-like mass, brilliantly aglow,
was a vaguely familiar thing.

Suddenly he was trembling and
his fists tightened until his nails
dug into the flesh of his palms.

He seized Red’s shoulder and
spun him around. “It definitely
could be a meteorite?” he demand-
ed.

Red nodded. “I think so.”

“It could have been heated to
the same degree of incandescence

in plunging
phere?”

“Undoubtedly it
been.”

Shiva’s strained breath blew hot-
ly into the agent’s face and he
clamped down on Red’» shoulder
in a brutal grip. “An- .n a fall it
could have appeared much larger
than that, couldn't it?”

“Might have. The aura of in-
candescence might have spread out
over a large area. Then, too,
anyone observing it fall might have
been the victim of psychological ex-
aggeration.”

“But there could be more to it
than this?”

“It’s possible . . .

Shiva released the agent and
backed away. His voice was a
hoarse whisper. “Then I'm mno
god! It was an accident!”

Red frowned at him in confu-
sion.

Shiva’s face twisted as an ex-
pression reflecting sudden realiza-
tion seized his features. “And if
it happened to me it could happen
to anyone else! Even you!” he
shouted, pointing a finger at the
agent.

Bewilderment, fright leaped into
Red’s eyes.

Shiva advanced on him. Even
now, he thought—even now the
change could have already taken
place! Even this exposure of a
few minutes could have been suf-

through the atmos-

must  have

”»
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ficient!

He stiffened. Then he summon-
ed his telepathic powers and sent
an unspoken sentence spearing to-
ward the other’s mind:

If you can receive my thoughts
you are a cod, likc me.

Red’s . oat constricted sud-
denly with terror and he clamped
his hands over his ears. Then he
screamed. °

Shiva braced himself mentally
and lashed out at the agent with
a single, violent blast of hellish
destriiction. The agent disappear-
ed in a shimmering flash. Only a
circular, black incrustation lay on
the floor to mark the spot where he
had stoud.

But even before the brilliance of
the blast disappeared, Shiva turn-
ed his attention to the still glow-
ing lump of metal. With another
forceful display of psychokinetic
energy, he teleported the thing a
million miles away. There, in the
star-studded vacuum, he imparted
to it a terrific impetus and watch-
ed it speed on its course out of the
Solar System.

CHAPTER VI

GAINST the brilliantly span-
gled ebony blanket of infinity,
the Fist of Shiva was a magnificent
green teardrop — f{rightening, awe-
some, expanding in size as Brad’s
detached superconscious approach-

ed.

Motionless, Brad stood at a dis-
tance and surveyed the dazzling
celestial object as it sped past him
and continued its inexorable rush
toward the central regions of the
Solar System.

Even now, he realized suddenly,
it should have been close enough
for the nebulous material that
surrounded it to be forced away
in the form of a tail by light pres-

"sure of the sun's radiation. But

instead, the comet dust staved
close to the main ball, pressing in
upon it like a dense halo. He
wondered why. '

Passing it in its flight, he stood
on its course and directed at it a
stream of deflecting psychokinetic
energy.

Nothing happened.

Even the small amount of force
behind his  thrust should have
caused it to swerve slightly off
course.

He retreated before it at a much
faster speed, swerving off its course
once more and then turning to con-
centrate another blast of force at
the object.

This time the intensity of the
blast was sufficient to attain visible
proportions. Like molten steel
falling to a concrete floor, the lance
splattered against the comet in a
brilliant pyrotechnical display.

But still the comet did not al-
ter its course by even the smallest
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angle.

Puzzled, Brad drew alongside
and studied it. Undoubtedly, he
had used sufficient force. The last
bolt, he imagined, would have been
almost intense enough to disin-
tegrate at least a small portion of
the object. But its surface was un-
affected.

Angered, he mustered the total
intensity of the destructive power
within him and hurled it savagely
outward.

Flaming hell broke loose all
along the surface of the stubborn
globe. It was a sustained blast
that outshone the remote sun to-
ward which the comet was hurtling.

When the blast subsided it was
obvious that still not the smallest
change had been effected in the
course, speed or outward appear-
ance of the comet.

Grimly, Brad swept through the
Stygian expanse of nothingness,
paralleling the thing, studying its
form in bewilderment.

It was large—a quarter or half
the size of the moon. Through its
nebulous blanket he could almost
discern surface features. The comet
had a solid nucleus—a large solid
core. No nebulous mass of dust
particles was this celestial behe-
moth,

Cautiously, he drew closer for a
more thorough inspection. And it
grew larger in his field of vision.
Now it occupied almost half the

celestial sphere.

Suddenly his approach halted.
He had not consciously directed a
halt in his advance.

He willed himself to continue
to the surface.

But he could draw no closer!
It was as though an invisible, im-
penetrable barrier existed between
him and the Fist of Shival

Brad’s parapsyche circled to the
other side and he tried another ap-
proach. But again he was stop-
ped.

Abruptly there was comprehen-
sion . . . The comet was shielded
by a totally enveloping psychokin-
etic barrier, a barrier constructed
and sustained by subconscious in-
tent — Russell Granet’s or Shiva’s
subconscious intent!

Stunned, Brad drifted along with
the object in a lethargy of near
despair—a half hour, an hour . . .
The sensational manifestations that
Shiva had wrought with his special
powers had been many over the
half century during which he had
boasted of eternal youth and claim-
ed to be a god.

There had been convincing
earthquakes, and tidal waves and
volcanoes and fires — for all of

which he had assumed responsibil-
ity. And each ruse had succeeded
in swelling toward gigantic pro-
portions the cult of which he was
the self-proclaimed head.

But this was the first time he
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had employed a universal threat
and had insured against interfer-
ence,

L I

AROL closed the door behind

her and strode over to the
desk. “Hartley wants to know
how big a crew to prepare the X-20
for.”

Brad didn’t move.

“Mr. Brains,” she called. star-
ing at him. He sat stiff in the
chair, his head back against its
cushioned rest, his eves closed. But
he could not be asleep, she reason-
ed. His figure was too upright
for that.

She called his name louder.

But he did not stir.

Suddenly she gasped, throwing
her hand in front of her mouth.
Her note pad dropped to the floor.

Brad was not breathing!

Dumfounded she could not re-
move her eyes from his motionless
chest,

Then she snapped into action
and rushed around the desk, grasp-
ing his wrist and groping for his
pulse.

“Oh, Brad!” she sobbed as she
knelt beside his chair and clutched
his arm desperately.

The rationality that was left
within her tried to suggest that
he had suffered a heart attack.
Then the hope shouted it might not

be too late to do something. But
despair was the stronger sentiment
that held her in a rigid, trembling
heap beside his chair.

Abruptly, she "stiffened—uncon-
scious of the hopelessness, the sense
of loss that had thrust itself into
her chest like the blade of a knife.

Trembling violently now, she
released his arm as though she had
been holding a poisonous snake.
Her wet eyves wide with terror, she
leaped up. backing away and sti-
fling a scream.

His arm had been hard! Not
stiff, as though in death. But kard
—like granite, like the most dense
alloy.

Beating down the waves of
fright, she went back to the chair,
extending a shaking hand to his
face, touched his cheek.

It was cold! Tt was like touch-
ing a diamond!

Disheveled hair
across his forehead.

Bewildered and terrorized, she
raised her numb f{ingers to brush
it back upon his head.

But it would not move! His hair
was like bristles of steel that could
neither be bent nor snapped ofi!

Petrifving fright was an almost
overpowering sensation now as she
cast her eyes wildly about the
room. But she fought the im-
pulse t¢ flee from the building—
to forget her purpose and leave the
laboratory, never to return. Even

hung down



THE FIST OF SHIVA 47

in her bewildered consternation,
a rational thread of mentality call-
ed out to her that she must stay,
that she had no alternative,

Quickly, she crossed to the lav-
atory and entered, hiding behind
the deoor where she could see
through its crack into the office.

[ S

RAD’S head nodded forward.
He brushed the hair off his
face as he rose from the chair and
began pacing in front of the desk.
There was dismay in his features.
His head hung low and his fists
were clenched tightly.

In f{ront of the desk his foot
kicked a note pad that lay on the
rug. But he ignored it as he lean-
ed forward and studied the front
page of the paper Les had brought.

Theie was a picture on the sheet
—a picture of a colossal temple
that dwarfed the human figures
which stood on pyramid-like steps
leading up to the main entrance.
Dominating the edifice was the
gigantic stone figure of a leering
god whose waist flowed into the
curved lines of the largest of three
domes comprising the roof. Arms
upraised in supplication and face
tilted toward the sky, the great
statue stared with burning eves.
Its cruelly twisted lips bared sharp,
fang-like teeth.

It was the central Temple of

Shiva. Inset in the engraving was
a smaller picture—one of Shiva.

Brad wondered how much re-
semblance the features in the in-
set bore to those of the leering god
atop the dome. Or was it mere-
ly psvchological consideration that
suggested the similarity?

How long had it been since he.
had seen his brother? Thirty-five
years? Forty?

He walked to the window and
stood staring out into the western
sky.

There was a knock at his door.
But he was only dimly aware of
the disturbance as he reached in-
to the inner core of his mentality
for the total power of his super-
conscious.

He disappeared. Like the extin-
guishment of a light, he was gone.

A muffled gasp sounded from the
lavatory.

THE knock at the door repeated
itself impatiently.

Presently the door opened and
Les entered. He looked casually
at the vacant desk and turned
around.

“O’Connor,” he called through
the doorway. “I thought you said
the chief was in?”

“Of course he is.”

Les walked to the lavatory. The
door was wide open and it was
obvious no one was in there.

“Better get yourself tested for
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new glasses,” he laughed as he
walked out past O’Connor’s desk.

Frowning, O’Connor looked into
the inner room.

“That’s odd,” he exclaimed. “I
was sure he was there.” He fol-
lowed Les down the hall. “If you
see Mr. Darson tell him I'm tak-
ing off early for lunch.”

The secretary stopped at an ele-
vator, but Les continued toward his
private laboratory.

At his worktable, he stood before-

two units of electronic equipment
—mazes of tubes, resistors and
wires. He got a length of wire
with metal clamps on each end
from the drawer. Attaching one
end to the plate lead atop a tube
in the set on the left,.he stretched
the other end to the second unit
and made another temporary con-
nection. He extended another wire
from the first unit to his ear.
“Let me have the chief,” he said
suddenly, speaking softly into the
crystal pickup of the unit on his

left. He waited for almost half
a minute.

“ ., . . Okay,” he said. “This
is from Lab D ... ?”

Interrupted, he listened.

“Yeah, it’s me. Who else? Now
listen, I don’t have much time: The
X-20 is being converted. Itll
blast off . . . 7"

“ ... Howd you know?
¢ ... Oh. Well, anyway, here’s
the joker. I'm going to make the

[{

first hop . . .

“ . .. Now wait, chief. Don’t
lose all your steam. I've already
told vou I’m interested in this bus-
iness. When you .sent me on the
job I said you were making a mis-
take—that I'm a scientist at heart
and that there was a good chance
I'd desert vou . . .”

Frowning, Les waited and lis-
tened for fully fifteen seconds.

“If that's the way vou feel,” he
said gruffly, “you can have my
resignation now . . .

“Okay, then. Tl stick. But
it'll be on my terms, I'll still re-
port in because I'm convinced Dar-
son’s an okay Ruy and I know all
my reports will be complimentary,
But I'm going to make that first
hop.”

He paused once more while he
pressed the receiver closer to his
ear.

“Now don’t try any threats,” his
face set itself more firmly. “They
don't work with me. You've got
my terms and you'll have to meet
me all the way . ..

“ . . . We should be readyto
shove off in two or three days .
That’s right, there’ll be a report
as soon as I get down from the
Station.”

Les disconnected the shunt and
placed the wire in the drawer.

BRAD stepped from a clump of
bushes mear the roadway in
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front of the temple. He could
neither see nor feel it, but the
shield that was too dense to admit
his perceptive probes lay immedi-
ately in front of him. He felt as
though he could almost reach out
and touch the force field.

Stepping onto the roadway, he
joined a group of Shivaites headed
toward the huge edifice. He walk-
ed along with them for twenty or
thirty feet, then dropped behind.
Once more he stepped into a group
of flowering shrubs. He was past
the shield. Now his psychokin-
etic powers could be used without
restraint within the shielded area.

He closed his eyes. Suddenly
he was looking across a psvchic
bridge into the office of the temple.
Shiva was there—alone. Brad tel-
eported into thé room and stood
before-the desk.

Startled, Shiva leaped up. But
almost immediately he regained
his composure and reseated himself,
smiling and folding his hands on
the desk.

Brad braced himself, mentally
and psychically. His features be-
came taut.

“Since I value the furnishings
here,” Shiva said calmly, “you may

relax. I have long been aware of
the uselessness of force between
us.”

Brad relaxed—all but his eyes.
Tensely, he stared into his broth-
er’s face.

“Undoubtedly,” Shiva prodded,
something moved you to pay me
this visit. What is it?”

“Why are you interfering with
my space project?” Brad demand-
ed coldly.

“My dear brother, I assure you
that 1 am not . .. ”

“That is a lie,” Brad ac-
cused. “Chet confessed.”
“Chet?—I have no idea who

Chet is.”

It was apparent Russell Granet
would admit nothing. Brad fought
the temptation to hurl forth a psy-
chokinetic blast, knowing it would
be useless.

“Please, Clark,” Shiva feigned
an entreaty in an obviously sar-
castic gesture, “no cosmic display.
If this temple is damaged, I assure
you that many of your holdings are
quite vulnerable for retaliatory
purposes.”

It wasn’t the threat that restrain-
ed Brad. “You're still willing to
let others suffer, I see, in an at-
tempt to settle our differences. To
you all humanity is still nothing
but an inexhaustible supply of
pawns for a chess game.”

“TI dun’t deny those sentiments,
however crudely you may be ex-
pressing them,” Shiva rose, folding
his arms. “What are others, if
youll allow me to be a little
dramatic myself?—Insects, flies,
pawns? Call them what you like.”

Brad hissed disgustedly. “Then
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you are still convinced you are a
god. And you're continuing your
strategy of sabotage so your sub-
jects can’t become scientifically in-
clined and go darting away from
under vour nose to other worlds.”

Shiva’s smile was the only an-
swer.

It was increasingly irking Brad.
“But they are going to, Russell.”
He made no attempt at constrain-
ing his voice. “Soon the first will
experience th® accomplishment of
gaining another star system, find-
ing another world.”

Brad waited.

“Is that what vou came here to
discuss?” his brother asked I[inal-
ly.
“No,” Brad replied. “I want to
impress upon vou the fact that
your material holdings are much
more extensive than mine—more
vulnerable.”

“Now, brother.” Scorn was thick-
er in the other’s voice. “You're
forgetiing that I am perfectly will-
ing to revert to roughhouse tactics
—any time vou're ready to initiate
them. What are a few temples?
They can be easily rebuilt. As a
matter of fact, I welcome the op-
portunity to have some of my
followers martyred to science.
There’s no quicker way of reju-
venating the interest of potential
converts.”

A fury was raging inside Brad’s
head. But he tried not to let it

find further expression in his fea-
tures.

Suddenly Shiva laughed. “I im-
agine you find it quite deplorable
that I have finally maneuvered in-
to a commanding position. You
must admit the tomet is an ingen-
ious instrument, together with its
shield. It shall perhaps be the
proverbial stone that will kill not
one, but all the birds I'm after.”

Brad leaned forward over the
desk. “What about the comet?
What do vou intend doing witn it?”

“The plan is simple. I've nev-
er hidden, not even to authorities,
the fact that my aim is to enfold
all humanity in one mass beneath
me . . . The world for Shiva. My
following has grown. Tlere are
hundreds of millions paying hom-
age now. My power can reach in-
to any earth government. But that
isn’t enough. There will be zo
other authority. Either I'll have
the world, or I'll destroy it and
select another with intelligence
upon it . . . There are others, you
know. I learned that during the
seventy-five vears vou thought I
had disappeared completely.”

BRAD was speechless with fury.

“No, Clark,” Shiva con-
tinued. “In this new world there
will be no place for you—or your
science. There will be no space
projects—just earth . . . my earth
. .. or there won't be any earth.”
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“Then the comet is a weapon of
coercion?”

“I believe that’s what I've just
said. All earth governments will get
the ultimatum soon . . . It’s fun
Clark—this business. You should
have joined me in it.”

“You won’t do it!” Brad said
incredulously, his voice low.

“We shall wait and let time re-
solve my ability to carry through
the plan.”

Brad smiled suddenly. “I've a
simple solution,” he announced
eagerly, wondering why he hadn’t
thought of it before. “I'll merely
throw up a shield around earth—
just like the one you have around
that thing out there in space.”

A coarse laugh interrupted him.
“I'd expected you would,” Shiva
said confidently. “The result
should be quite interesting. Per-
haps you and I shall resolve the
eternal proposition — what would
happen should an irresistible force

meet an immovable object. We'll
observe it together.” *
Utterly hopeless, Brad turned

dully and headed for the door.
“There is another interesting as-
pect that bears watching,” Shiva
called after him. “Can you imagine
how long you’ll stay in control of
your rockets when people learn
the comet is on a direct collision
course? But perhaps that won’t
be your problem when the time
comes. I understand another in-

junction is about to be issued to
restrain operations from your pres-
ent site.”

Rather than listen to the derisive
laughter he knew was coming,
Brad teleported back to the fringe
of the shield surrounding the tem-
ple and walked across the area of
invisible restriction.

Even as he teleported back into
his office, he re-erected the shield
around his own cluster of laberatory
buildings.

The laugh that Brad had expect-
ed broke the sudden silence in
Shiva’s office. But it was cut
short as the communicator buzzed.

“This is Green,” the voice said
after Shiva opened the two-way
circuit, “They're preparing their
manned rocket.”

“I know., Evervone has his in-
structions. There are no changes
in the plans.”

“Anything else that has to be
taken care of?”

“The rock . .. have you located
any more of it?” B

“No. We scoured every labora-
tory facility in Labs A through E.”

CHAPTER VII

BRAD put out another cigarette
47 in the heap of smoldering
butts that almost overflowed his
ash tray. He nervously lit an-
other.

Carol, leaning against the edge
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of the desk, fidgeted with a hem
of her laboratory apron.

“T've never seen you this unset-
tled,” she said, not looking into
his drawn face.

The . intercommunication box
sputtered and he tensed. But no
words came out of the speaker,

“Why, Carol?” he pleaded sud-
denly. " “Why did Les do it?”

She shrugged. “He wanted to
surprise you. He thought he could
have the flight over with and spare
vou the nervous tension of sweat-
ing it out.”

“But why did ke have to go
without consulting me?”

“Les knew you’d never consent
to his being the third member of
the crew. He knew you'd spout
off about his being too valuable.
And ... "

He interrupted her, shouting in-
to the intercom, “Am I still con-
nected with the Station?”

“Yes, sir,” the submissive voice
came back.

“Anything on the tape yet?”

“No, sir. A report should be
coming through now.”

“It's two minutes late, isn’t it?”

There was no answer for a mo-
ment. Then, “It’s coming through
now, chief.”

Brad waited. Carol leaned clos-
er to the box.

“It's three-point-six,” the voice
finally sounded.

Carol relaxed. But Brad’s ex-

pression did not change.

“Something wrong?” she asked.

Why hide it, he thought. “They
are still dropping behind the
schedule we figured out.”

((why?”

Answerless he looked away.
“That's why I wanted the flight
to be held off for another few days.
Kastling’s only a few hours away
from solving the problem of di-

‘rect voice connection through hy-

per‘))

“But whatever’s wrong is only
causing a delay, isn’t it>” Her face
was twisted into a heavy frown.
“It doesn’t mean they might not
—come back?”

Brad glanced into her tense
eyes. “You want him back,
don’t you?” he asked solicitously,

Her eves opened wider for a mo-
ment. Then they narrowed again
into an impersonal stare,

“Of course I want him to come
back,” she snapped.

“Sorrv to interrupt, Mr. Dar-
son,” O’Connor was at the door.
“But you've disconnected the in-
tercommunication  system  and
there’s a Mr. Clyde Harrison—
from the state Supreme Court.”

HE man nudged O’Connor
aside and walked in. There
was a stiff, folded document in his
hand. He gave it to Brad.
“I have a court order here,” he
announced. “It temporarily re-
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strains you from conducting ex-
traterrestrial flights anywhere in
this state. I call to your atten-
tion the fact that a hearing has been
set—the date noted therein—to de-
cide whether a permanent injunc-
tion is to be issued against you.”

Tensely, Brad spread the docu-
ment open and read it.

“You will close down vour Space
Station,” the server continued, “but
you will not be allowed to land it
or other equipment in this state.
You may, however, land one
craft—to return your personnel.”

“There’s mothing here,” Brad
tapped the sheet with the back of
his fingers, “that concerns the Sta-
tion. Anyway, it is not in the jur-
isdiction of this state.”

“But . . . ,” the server began.

“There is also nothing authoriz-
ing you or any agent of the state
to interfere with any other oper-
ations, other than to post guards
around the space crafts.”

The secretarv was still in the
doorway.

“O’Connor,” Brad called, “please
show Mr. Harrison out . . . and
find Monrow.”

Harrison, red faced, left.

Brad followed him to the door,
dropped his hand on O’Connor’s
shoulder. -

The secretary looked at him ex-
pectantly. “What are we going
to do?” he asked.

“As soon as we settle down from

this first flight we’ll dismantle the
ships and get them ahoard carriers,
as we planned.”

O’Connor’s small eyes blinked
behind his thick glasses. “But you
can’t expect anyone to try to land
one of those things on a floating
ship!”

“I know, O’Connor. I'll handle
the flights myself until we can
find an island and a government
willing to sell it.”

Carol was standing by the win-
dow. “Brad,” she called, pointing
toward the rocket landing field.

He went over and looked. Sever-
al State Guard trucks were barring
the three entrances to the barb-
wire enclosed field.  Scores of
armed troops were beginning to
take their posts.

“Mr. Darson,” the intercommun-
ication box sputtered.

He raced across the room, Carol
following.

“Yes.”

“X-20 at three-point-six-five.”

Brad checked his watch. “She’s
fallen behind another minute!”

“Yes, sir,” the voice agreed
glumly.

Brad’s fingers clenched and un-
clenched nervously.

“Carol,” he said suddenly. “How
about going down to the cafeteria
and selecting a nice lunch for me?
Have yours while you’re down
there.”

“NOW?”
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“Yes, now,” he said sternly,

“Guess I'll be better off if I do
stop listening to the bad news.”
She paused to powder her face.

After she had gone he leaned
forward and lowered his head onto
the desk, closing his eyes. Out
there, he thought, almost all the
way to the star slightly larger than
the sun, with its smaller compan-
ion. With his psychic vision, he
searched , . . Now he saw it.

* % %

HE drumming of the main

drive converter beat monot-
oncusly into Les’ brain. He ran
fingers over the stubbles on his
chin, surveved the confines of his
small compartment, and returned
his eyes hopelessly to the louvered
cabinet, watching its indicator
needles fluctuate alarmingly.

He removed another panel from
the cabinet and began making ad-
justments with a screw driver,

“Find the trouble?” Mlatthews’
strained voice sounded from the
main compartment.

“Not yet,” he shouted back.

“Try to hurry.” Arlington, also
in the other compartment, made
no attempt to conceal the plea in
his voice. ‘“The whole damned
universe outside the ports is go-
ing topsy-turvy!”

If he could only find the trou-
ble! But then the mass-increase-

restrictor unit trouble could only
be diagnosed properly in a lab-
oratory, Supposedly, it was high-
ly improbable that anything could
go wrong while it was in use.

Matthews stepped through the
hatch, stood beside Les.

“Any suggestions?” Les asked.

“I'm no electronics expert. I just
pilot this crate . . . Is that the
thing that's causing the trouble?r”

Les adjusted ancther rheostat,
watched for the effect on one of
the indicators. There was none.

“Why is that thing so import-
ant?” Matthews asked. “And why
is it causing all the hallucinations
outside?”

“They’re not hallucinations,” Les
said grimly. “Each time there’s
3 power drop in the main circuit,
our mass takes a surge upward.
Greater mass, more resistance to
motion and we slow down a bit.
Also, we’re displaced partially
from the continuum whenever
those needles flicker. That’s what’s
distorting the scenery outside.”

Matthews scratched his head.
“It's still somewhat beyond me.”

“If it wasn’t for this thing,”
Les explained, “we wouldn’t even
be able to travel faster than the
speed of light at all. Normally, as
speed increases, mass increases. At
the velocity of light, the mass of
a moving body becomes infinite,
offering infinite resistance to mo-
tion. There’s nothing left for the
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moving object to do but pop out
of the continuum into some other
plane that happens to be moving in
the same direction at a compensat-

ing speed. There's an equation
that governs it. It says m is equal
to m/o over the squarc root of
one minus . ”

“Skip it. 1 wouldn't know what
vou were talking about anyway ...
The chief must be a pretty smart
joker to figure out things like that
and . .."

“Yeah,” Les agreed. “He’s pret-
ty smart.” He tried to conceive
the true extent of the knowledge
and ability Brad Darson possessed.
He imagined any normal man

would have to spend generations
learning as much and acquiring an
equal amount of inventive genius.

Matthews joined Arlington in
the other compartment. The nee-
dle  fluctuated again, dipping
lower on their ranges than before,
Les glanced fearfully out the port.
The stars did a fuzzy, mad dance,
almost extinguishing themselves,
then flared again to regain their
normal brilliancy and clarity.

He wiped perspiration from his
forehead and swore. Then, with
trembling hands, he began making
more adjustments.

Suddenly he tensed.

“Matthews?” he called in a low
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voice. “Arlington?”

No answer.

He spun around. But there was
no one in the compartment. The
skin on the back of his neck tin-
gled. There was somecne in the
compartment — or something! 1
was nothing he could see. But it
was a presence he could sense un-
erringly.

Dumiounded, he dropped the
screw driver and surveyed the
cold, gray bulkheads.

Brad! he thought. It was as
though Brad was in the compart-
ment with him! Not physically.
But in some inscrutable manner. It
was as though he unmistakenly
sensed the esscuce of the man.

As he stood in the corner, rigid,
not breathing, his eyes were again
attracted by the needles. They
were dipping in another fluctuation,
They were beyond their previous
low mark! It was apparent they
would cover the range in their
drop this time. There was smoke
coming from the unit!

He closed his eyes and waited.

* & %k

HIVA looked up from his desk,

an exuberant smile showing.

“When does the firecracker ex-
plode?” he eved Wellman, seated
across from him.

“Right now,” Wellman
looking at his watch.

said,

“Every government—at the same
time?”

“Every one. Plus every medi-
um of news dissemination.”

“You think they’ll listen?”

Wellman leaned back, expand-
ing his chest with a deep breath.
“What would you do? Suppose
you’re the head of a country and
the religious leader of almost two
hundred million people throughout
the world tells you the earth is
going to be destroved within two
weeks unless you meet his terms—
practically turn your country over
to him?

“At the same time your astron-
omers verify the fact there has
been a change in the course of an
approaching comet and collision
with earth is inevitable. A large
percentage of your country is al-
readv Shivaistic. You know that
with docm approaching, the ma-
jority will turn Shivaistic.”

Wellman spread his hands in a
gesture of  hopelessness. “You
wouldn’t resist long. I've a sus-
picion that vou’d be among the
representatives to attend that—uh,
shall we sayv—surrender conference
here next week.”

Shiva folded his arms and stared
thoughtfully across the room.

“How will the people take it?”
he asked.

“Within a week there’ll be four
hundred million Shivaites. The
number should skyrocket addition-



THE FIST OF SHIVA 57

ally during the final week.”

Shiva leaned back, contentedly.
“Then we have two firecrackers
exploding today.”

Wellman looked questioningly at
him. '

“At approximately this minute
the X-20 is being swished out of
existence.”

The attorney raised his eye-
brows.

Shiva looked at the clock on the
wall. “It’s over now,” he said
with an air of accomplishment.

“When the news gets out,” Well-
man suggested, “it will be easy to
get action through the federal
courts—if you let the courts con-
tinue operating . . . Incidentally,
they’re closing the deal on those
carriers today.”

“Block it.”

“But I don’t know if I can!
It’s a private deal!”

“I said block it!”

“All right. T'll do it.”

“You're damned right you will.”

* %k ok

RAD raised his head from the

desk in time to watch Les
materialize in the center of the
room. The research director
screamed in abject terror and threw
both arms over his heavily sha-
dowed face. His stiff, greasy cov-
eralls failed to conceal the trem-
bling of his legs.

For only a second Brad looked
indecisively at him , ., If he would
only remain frozen in fright and
confusion for another few moments'

Closing his eves again, he sent a
perceptive probe leaping back to
where the ship sped toward Alpha
Centauri. But it was too late to
teleport the other two crew mem-
bers back! His psychic vision
enfolded the craft even as it was
seized in a tremendous, instantan-
eous expansion that seemed to in-
crease its size and mass to limits
which the entire universe could not
contain, Then it was gone, with-
out a trace.

Despondently, Brad rose and
walked over to Les, pulled his hands
away from his face.

But Les jerked his arms free and
backed away, his eyes flashing ter-
ror.

“Get away from me, you devil!”
His voice was low and hoarse as he
cringed in the corner. Once more
he clamped hands over his {ace and
shook, sobbing.

“It’s not supernatural, Les,”
Brad attempted to calm him.
“There’s a logical, scientific explan-
ation. I don’t know it all my-
self, yet. But ... ”

“Mad. That’s it! I'm mad!”
Les was whispering now. Unexpect-
edly, he addressed Brad, but his
eves stared dazedly through him.
“If I could faint, I'd be out now.
But there’s some damned thread
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of rationality that won’t let go
. .. Why can’t I go completely
crazy?” The last was shouted.

Brad reached out for him. But
he jerked away again. His flailing
arm struck a chair. He grasped
it by the back-rest and swung it
viciously over his head.

Making no attempt to dodge,
Brad ctood there pitying the man.

The stout legs of the chair
crashed down on his head. Splin-
tered wood flew about the room.
As the jagged edges of the legs
continued downward with the mo-
mentum of the swing they ripped
the lipel off Brad’s coat on one
side, tore a strip out cn the other.

But he felt no pain. There was
no injury.
“You're not hurt!” There was

even more incredulity in Les’ voice
—in his expression.

Brad watched his eyes roll back
into his head and he caught him
as he collapsed.

The door swung cpen and O'-
Connpor swept in.

“What happened?” he demand-
ed. “I heard a noise. I ... Les-
ter Roberts!”

“Everything’s all right.” Brad
shouted angrily. “Get out.”

“But Les! I—wasnt he ...

“He didn’t make the flight.”

“But_”

“Get out!”

O’Connor slamnied the door be-
hind him.

.ter control of himself.

‘just happened.

Brad propped Les in the desk
chair and began slapping his face.

“The X-20’s six minutés over-
due on its last report,” the inter-
com announced.

“Six minutes,” Brad acknowl-
edged automatically, snapping the
instrument off.

MINUTE later Les came to.
It was apparent he was in bet-
But his
eves were still dazed as he regard-
ed Brad in what must have been a
forced stare.

“Don’t try thinking,” Brad ad-
vised. “Just listen. At least it
can't seem as irrational as what
But what I'm go-
ing to say can't be repeated—I
wouldn’t be telling you if this had-
n't happened. Nobody must know
about me until the stars belong
to the race.”

“I knew there was something su-
pernatural about you,” Les mutter-
ed absently, “when I found out...”

“Not supernatural,” Brad cor-
rected. “Superhuman at the most.”

“ ... when I found out it was-
n’t vour father who ran your en-
terprises ‘before vou arrived on
the scene, but vou in disguise—
in a disguise that made you look
twice vour age.”

“The story starts,” Brad con-
tinued, “a hundred and forty-six
vears ago with two small boys, a
squirrel and a dog in the woods.
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At least, I thought it started there,
Now, since the rtock experim.ent
failed, I'm not so sure ... ”

Twenty minutes later he finish-
ad talking. Les’ face was still
blank. There were no questions,
There would be—later, after the
shock wore off, Brad knew.

He slapped Les’ shoulder. “Now
go to your quarters and get some
rest.”

Les said nothing as he stumbled
from the room.

Ten minutes later Carol returned,

“The ship’s lost but Les is all
right,” he said abruptly. “We got
the wrong information from the
Station. He changed his mind at
the last minute; didn't make the
trip.”

Relief flooded over her face. But
was there as much relief as he had
expected?

“Thank God,” she said.

But there was no smile. Again
her features became an interlocking
maze of taut lines.

“The comet’s going to  hit
earth!” she announced, breathless-
ly.

“What!”

“In two weeks! It changed
course. Shiva said he caused it.
Astronomers have already verified
it’s' going to hit.”

“And Shiva announced he would
save the world if it turned to him?”

“If all governments recognize
him as supreme authority over

earth, with wunrestricted control
over all countries . . . He's going
to have all the heads of state come
to him for a conference—a surren-
der conference.”

It was apparent she was dazed.
She was staring through him.

He grasped her shoulders. “It
won't happen,” he promised. “The
comet won’t. hit and Shiva won’t
have the earth.”

She looked into his eyes and her
brows twitched as though she was
striving for comprehension. “I
think I Dbelieve you, Brad,” she
said.

‘They were both silent.

“Brad,” she said absently.

((\'es?)’

“Brad, I ..."7"
“What is it, Carol?”
“Nothing . It wasn’t any-

thing important.”
CHAPTER VIII

OOK at them out there.”

Hartley stood at the win-
dow cleaning his fingernails with a
pocket knife. “If it weren't for
the troops around the Janding field
thev’d rush this lab too.”

“Why shouldn’t they?” Brad
asked sullenly. “They didn’t spare
the other six labs.”

“I understand our people have
had it plenty tough at all those
installations.”

Brad nodded.
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“Total losses?”

“All of them, from the reports
we've received.”

“Why, Brad?” Hartley seemed
confused. “Why are they attack-
ing the laboratories?”

“Look at that mob, Ray.” He
pointed. “They look like normal
people. I guess most of them
were, until three days ago—when
a fanatic cult leader and their
scientists told them their world
was going to be destroyed. Their
scientists said nothing at all could
be done. The leader of the cult
promised salvation—offered them
their only hope. Now they are
Shivaites, perhaps in a desperate
sense, but still Shivaites.”

Hartley was still confused. “And
he wants your laboratories de-
stroyed?”

“He’s indicated science must go.
Perhaps he’s even passed the or-
der around without giving publicity
to it.”

“Yeah,” Hartley mused, “I re-
member that pronunciation: ‘There
must be a total return to religion;
humanity must abandon the world-
I Y'H

Brad watched a score of State
Guard troops, wielding gas guns,
advance on a mob that was con-
gregating on the northwest edge
of the .field. They gave way be-
fore the uniformed men. The threat
over, the troops extended the per-
imeter of their protective ring.

“Think they’ll let up enough to
give us a chance to dismantle the
ships and transport them to the
carriers?” Hartley asked.

“We're out of luck on the car-
riers too,” Brad said glumly.
“The deal is off. The govern-
ment’s holding them in a standby
status, with the rest of the obso-
lete fleet units. I guess they fig-
ure they might need all available

-equipment within the next few

days.”
Hartley swore,
“At least,” Brad rationalized

aloud, “we were lucky enough to
get our platform crew down.”

“I don’t call that luck,” Hartley
said acidly. ‘“It would have been
better if they’d stayed up there
. .. Then Munstalf wouldn’t have
been able to spout off about the
lost flight. That’s responsible for
some of those people being out
there. It partly justified the
cult’s reasoning that such experi-
ments were too dangerous.”

Both men were silent for a mo-
ment. Then Hartley swore again,
ramming his fist into his palm.

“Damn!” he exclaimed through
clenched teeth. “Why don’t they
blast him out of that temple?
Why ...”

“The answer to that one,” said
a voice behind them, “has been
provided by all the news services.”
Brad turned to face O’Connor.

“If you kept up with the news,”
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the secretary closed the door be-
hind him, “you’d know the main
temple’s been under attack all day
by fleets of aircraft. But he’s got
some kind of gimmick that keeps
the bombs from hitting.”

“Sounds supernatural,” Hartley
suggested, only half jestingly.

“Most observers claim it is,”
O’Connor  offered. “They say
there’s an invisible, impregnable
dome surrounding the temple.”

“When did he perform tkis mir-
acle?” Hartley asked.

“Supposedly yesterday,” O’Con-
nor moved back to the door. “They
say an attempt was made at as-
sassination on the temple steps.
Somebody emptied a pocket ma-
chine gun at him from a range of
five feet.”

“Five feet!” Hartley started.

“Five feet . . . but he wasn’t
hurt.” O’Connor returned to the
outer office.

For a long while Brad and Hart-
lev stood in silence at the window,
watching the deepening twilight.
Floodlights went on around the
field and around the cluster of lab-
oratory buildings. Camp fires
sprang into flickering existence
among the throngs that waited im-
patiently outside the ring of uni-
formed men.

He was caught in the middle of
an assortment of ironic contrasts,
Brad thought. There were the
floodlights and the rockets on the

"ed around their fires.

one side, and the primitive camp-
fires on the other. And there
were the buildings dedicated to
scientific advancement, permeated
with the essence of hope and
achievement—lined up against the
aura of hate and intended destruc-
tion that squatted around the fires,
waiting for the moment when it
could engulf that which was so
flimsily protected.

“There it is, Brad,”
pointed to the east.

Green like a brilliant emerald,
shining like an evil leopard’s eye
in a dimly lighted jungle, the Fist
of Shiva hung low on the horizon.
It was not a pinpoint of light, as it
had been on the night before. Now
it was a small, well-defined disk.

Brad turned back to watch the
mob. They were no longer ring-
Now they
were standing, almost without ex-
ception—standing and staring at
the comet.

Hartley

LES made the connection be-
tween the two units in his pri-
vate laboratory and raised the
camouflaged receiver to his ear.

“You're ten minutes late,” the
voice said immediately.

“I couldn’t break away to make
contact,” he explained. :

“IWhat about the complete re-
port on that test flight? You
promised it for yesterday.”

“I've been correlating all the
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material . . . And I still haven’t
decided whether I'll turn it in.”

The voice spluttered angrily.
“You've got to turn it in! So help
me, if you refuse you’ll regret it
for the rest of your life!”

“Which might not be too long,”
Les laughed dryly.

“Why did you change your mind
about making the flight at the
last minute?”

“If you get the report, that’ll
be in it.”

A terse, vulgar word exploded
through the wire. “You've got to
cooperate! Are you insane? Don’t
vou realize , . . Who was the third
man aboard? Why are there con-
flicting reports? What happened?
How far did the ship get?”

“Look,” Les exclaimed impatient-
ly. “I’m as confused as hell on
this whole thing. Actually, there
was a point where I almost went
insane on it. But I do know this
much . . . Darson’s okay. He's
trying to do more for the human
race than has ever been done be-
fore by any ten men. It’s a com-
pletely altruistic expression. TPer-
haps I'll actually go crazv before
it's over. But I think I'm doing
the right thing by switching loy-
alty.”

“What the hell difference does
2ll that make now? Don’t vou
konow Darson’s through? That ev-
ery move he’s tried has been
blccked?”

“Then it’s all over, as far as
vou're concerned,” Les shrugged
inwardly. “Why bother about a
final report then?—Anyway, you
have other sources.”

“But none as close as you.”

Les was thoughtfully silent. Only
the hum of the carrier signal came
through the wire.

Finally, the person on the oth-
er end of the wireless connection
spoke:

“Until now my threats have
seemed rather watery. I'm sure
ycu’ll think the one you're- about
to hear isn't . . . If I don't get
that report within an hour I'll ex-
pose vou to Darson.”

Les’ shoulders sagged hceless-
lv. What difference would one
more Dbetraval make to Brad?
Only a handful of words would
satisfy his other obligation. Then,
since there would be nothing more
to report on, he could completely
sever the connection. Then he could
devote his entire time to helping
Brad in any way he was able . .
Anvway, he could not conceive
of how the complete information
would injure Darson’s cause.

“The. flight, even considering
the loss of the ship and two lives,”
he began, “was a complete success.
Darson has achieved his goal of

perfecting interstellar flight for
the masses. In his struggle to-
ward another achievement—one

also intended to benefit humanity
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—he has run into an obstacle. But
I have an idea he will surmount it
too. Yousee...?”

k koK

CAROL left the laboratory work
bench and checked to make

certain she had locked the door.
There was practically no chance
that anyone would be passing in
the lower level corridor this late
at night. But she did not want
to Dbe discovered.

Reassured, she
bench and turned
flame under the
irregular metal.

It was white hot now. She back-
ed away, wondering whether it
was her imagination that was sug-
gesting the mass was giving off
even more heat than it had ab-
sorbed.

Eagerly, she removed her cloth-
ing. placing the articles neatly
across the back of a chair while
she watched the metal fragment
attain an even more brilliant de-
gree of incandescence.

Then she returned to the appar-
atus and extinguished the flame
benecath the lump. Drawing closer,
she let the heat irom the. glowing
metal caress her bodv. She stooped
so its rays could fall on her face,
her shoulders. Raising her arms
over her head, she turned around
slowly and exposed her back to the
warmth. She extended her arms
and let the shimmering light play
across her hands, her forearms,
her biceps. Stretching upward on
her toes, she felt the heat fall up-
on her thighs, her knees.

It was a pleasant warmth, a
soothing sensation that seemed to

returned to the
up the spear of
glowing bit of
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flow in through her skin and per-
meate the most inward parts of her
body—comfortingly, invigoratingly.

Until the incandescence disap-
peared, she remained before the
bench. Then she dressed herself
quickly, as though, with a sudden
sense of modesty, she had become
aware of the impropriety.

Hesitatingly, she looked at the
bare wall at the other end of the
long laboratory room. Then, tens-
ing, she closed her eyes.

Abruptly, she disappeared and
materialized at the other end of
the room. Repeating the process
in reverse, she teleported back to
the bench. For a moment her
features were strained with inde-
cision. Then again she disappear-
ed, leaving the room empty. She
was gone for not more than a min-
ute.

But when she returned there
were glistening snowflakes cling-
ing to her blonde hair and lving
on her shoulders. She shuddered
with cold and felt her damp feet,
still encrusted with snow.

There was surprise on her face,
but only for a moment. It fad-
ed quickly as deep lines of com-
cern moved in on her forehead.
And suddenly she shivered once
more. It was not caused by the
cold to which she had subjected
herself when she had teleported to
and walked through the shimmer-
ing but normally invisible dome

that surrounded Laboratory D,
then teleported four thousand miles
to the polar region. The reaction
was the result of fright.

A grim terror crept slowly over
her and she bit her lips to keep
them from trembling.

* Xk ¥
(14 HY didn’t you report
this before?” Shiva sat

tenselv before the communication
unit on his desk.

“I didn’t think it was import-
ant,” came the voice from the
speaker. “I was only mentioning
it casually just then.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course I’'m sure she’s in love
with him.”

“But, is ke in love with her?”

“I rather imagine so.”

“What proof do you have?”

Laughter. “After all, I'm in a
good position to observe these
things.”

“How much does he love her?”

“Enough to try to convince her
she’d be happier with another
man because he thinks he isn’t
good enough for her.”

“I think I understand . .. How
does she react to this, this attempt-
ed sacrifice on his part?”

“She shows a good bit of reserve
over the matter. I am not sure
of the reason for that. Perhaps
it’s because she resents the at-
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tempted sacrifice.”
Shiva drummed the desk with
his fingers. “So he doesn’t think

he’s good enough.” He laughed
sardonically.
“Apparently not . . . He once

told his chief research director that
he, the director, was a more nor-
mal human and deserved the girl
more. But I didn’t think you'd
want to know about things like
that. As long as we do our job
here and . . . ”

“Yes, I want to know about it
—all about it!” Shiva slapped the
desk with his hand.

“Well here’s something else . . .
Remember when vou got the re-
port Darson disappeared from his
office—the day the comet predic-
tion was verified? Well, she was
in the office at the time and . .. ”

“What! And she didn’t say
anything about it to anyone?”

“To no one. She entered about
a half hour before he disappeared
and didn’t come out until after it
happened. She was hiding in the
lavatory.”

Shiva leaned back and stared
thoughtfully at the ceiling.

“Through with me vet?” The
question came out of the speaker.

“Not yet. Stand by. I'm de-
ciding on something.”

Again he turned to his thoughts.
Brad Darson—Clark Granet—in
love! He laughed. Until dow he
had been sure that the only things

his brother regarded affectionately
were science, research, laboratory
buildings and rockets. But now it
was something else. Something ir-
replaceable . . . Darson couldn’t
be hurt—physically. But, 3Shiva
nodded appreciatively, there were
other ways of bringing pain—deep-
er pain—than through bodily in-
jury.

“Green,” he called into the com-
munication unit,

“Yes‘”

“You’ve got to get her outside.”

“Outside?”

“Outside the reservation—outside
the laboratory area. You'll have
to decide how you can trick her
into leaving. Perhaps you can say
he's waiting out there. And TI’ll
have to know the instant she is
clear of the—laboratory area.”

“How’ll T do that?”

“Get one of the others 'to co-
operate with you. Have him watch
while you escort her outside. Then
he'll be able to report when it’s
accomplished.”

“But I don’t understand.”

“I have to get her here—in the
temple. But all you have to con-
cern vourself with is getting her
away from the reservation. The
rest will be taken care of.”

“It might not be easy. It might
take*a day or two before the op-
portunity presents itself.”

“Not more than two days!” It
was a command.
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CHAPTER IX

¢¢Y¥T’S down, I tell vou!” The

excited voice barked violent-
lv in the receiver on Brad’s desk.
“It exploded and fell not a half
hour ago!”

“How’d vou find out?” Brad
leaned closer to the communica-
ticn unit,

“We've been tracking it on ra-
dar ever since we took the crew
off three days ago.”

Carol gripped his arm,
is it, Brad?”

“Space Station,” he said without

looking around. Then he con-
tinued talking into the apparatus.
“Where'd it fall?”
. “In the Atlantic. No  harm
done. We started to notify you
as soon as it exploded and began
falling. But we were too busy cal-
culating trajectory so we could get
out warnings, Whatever hit it
stopped its orbital speed complete-
]y'”

“The ships?”

“They’re all okay. They were
in orbit five hundred miles farther
out and in opposition with the Sta-
tion.”

The informant was silent mo-
mentarily. Only his heavy breath-
ing rasped in the speaker.

Brad cursed himself, realizing
ncw the incaution he had displayed
by thoughtlessly dropping the
shield around the Station when he

“What

removed the crew. The ships would
have been down too, he knew, if
he had made the mistake of dis-
continuing their shield.

Carol walked absently to the
window and looked out. Below, a
truck coasted down the exit ramp
and headed across the lawn for
the far corner of the wire-enclosed
reservation. The driver seemed to
be in a hurry. There was a single-
crate load on the platform that
bounced as the truck roiled.

Suddenly she started.

“When did it fall?” Brad's voice
rose again. .

“A half hour ago, like I said.
It was at about the same time that
Nanking was being destroyed—
just Dbefore Sydney was razed.”

“Okay,” Brad sighed. “Alert
the coast crew and tell them to
see if anything can be salvaged—
i any of the 'chutes worked.”

“Bowers already tried to reach
the boys on the beach. It seems
you don’t have a beach crew any
longer—they went home to their
families.”

Brad shut off the communicator.

Carol watched the man park
the truck in the corner of the field
and walk back toward the build-
ing. He was tog far away for her
to recognize him.

“What are you
Brad asked.

“Nothing . . . Shiva still destroy-
ing cities?” She returned to the

looking ~ at?”
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desk.

“If we can take his word for
it,” Brad looked down at his
hands, “he’s through now. Svd-
ney was supposed to be the last
to go.”

“That made seven, didn’t it?”

“Seven,” he nodded. “I guess
the destruction was spectacular
enough to convince the govern-
ments of those countries they have
no choice other than to be repre-
sented at .the temple conference

tomorrow.”

A SHORT man in a black rub-
beroid apron entered. He held

a sheet of paper in his hand.

“Your secretary wasn’t there to
announce me,” he said apologetic-
ally, “so T just came busting in.”

“What is it, Summers?”

“You still interested in Report
No. A-13272?”

“At a time like this?
are kidding, of course.”

Summers shrugged, wadded up
the paper and threw it in the
waste basket. “Just thought you
might be waiting for it. It was
due about a week ago.” He turn-
ed and reached for the knob.

Brad looked up. “What was it
on?”

“That chunk of metal you sent
down for analysis. It was assign-
ed to Garfield. But he walked off
the job the next day. We found
it in his desk, together with the

You

order, and I put it through the
works this morning.”

“Forget it,” Brad said. “It's not
important any more.”

“Mavbe we’d better find out
what it was,” Carol suggested.
“Summers,” she called, “what did
the test show?”

The man laughed. “Permolite—
we figured you were playing some
kind of joke on us, chief.”

“Permolite!” Brad lurched up.
“You mean ... ?”

“Sure. The same stuff the skin
of your ships and the Space Sta-
tion is made of.”

“But—but,” Brad sputtered,
“that’s impossible! I perfected
that alloy myself only eight years
ago!”

“You thought it was something
else?”

Brad scratched the back of his
neck. “Something at least a few
hundred years old.” .

Summers laughed again. “Then
the joke’s on vou.”

Brad brushed past
strode” down the hall.

Carol followed. “Where are you
going?”

“To storage. Come on.”

“But, Brad ... ”

“No time to explain now.”

They stepped into the elevator.

In the storage sub-level he raced
to the bank of crated air restorers.
Abruptly, he stopped and count-
ed them,

him and
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“Eleven!” he exclaimed.
Then he quickly inspected the
sides of each one.

“It’s gone!” he shouted.

N a corner room on the seventh
floor of Laboratory D, a thin
man, his actions erratic and un-
easy, bolted the door and reached
into a cluttered corner of a metal
wall closet. His hand withdrew
a small box with a grid in one
end. He snapped a switch on the
other end.

He waited a few moments, then
he spoke into the box in a whis-
per.

“Shiva!”

“Yes?” The answer came from
the louvered metal object.

“This is Green . . . It's done!”

“What?”

“The rock. You were right. There
was more to it!”

“There is! Where . .
ten . .. "

“I don’t need any instructions.
I tell you it’s all done. I remember-
ed that on the day he came back
with the specimen he was damned
particular about a shipment of ma-
terial coming in from another lab-

. Now lis-

oratory. I checked the equipment
a few minutes ago. The rock was
there!”

“Where is it now?”

“I had to act quickly. Darson
was occupied and the rest of his
staff had their hands full. T got

a truck and transported the crate
to where you said—the northwest
corner of the reservation—just in-
side the wire fence. I left it there
in the truck just a few minutes
ago. Had to pass his office win-
dow, but I'm sure he didn’t see
me . .. [ didn’t have time to cam-
ouflage it, so there’s still a chance
he might spot the box out there.
I hepe you've got things set up so
you can get it away quickly.”

There was a smile of accom-
plishment on the man’s face. It
was highlighted by rays from the
setting sun that slanted in through
the window and turned his eye-
glasses into two eerie disks of
sparkling illumination. He listen-
ed to instructions.

“Stay there,” he was told. “I’ll
be with you in about five minutes.”

HIVA,) trembling with anxie-
ty, leaned back in his chair and
closed his eyes. Excited as he was,
it was difficult to concentrate. But
he forced himsel{ to constrain his
anticipation while he hurled out
a perceptive probe.

The great silver dome loomed in
the center of his psychic vision.
Clustered around it were hundreds
of civilians. Between them and
the dome were troops. At four
equally spaced points along the
perimeter of the scintillating hem-
isphere, right angles of a barb-
wire fence protruded. The straight



THE FIST OF SHIVA 69

lines of the fence were concealed
by the dome,

He narrowed his vision to in-
clude only the northwest corner.
THe truck was parked there. He
looked on its platform.  There
was no crate! He looked under
the vehicle and around it, but did
not see what he sought. Hastily,
he inspected the other three cor-

ners . . . Nothing!
In his office, Shiva snapped up-
right.

“You lied!” he shouted into the
communicator. “It’s not there!”
“But that’s impossible! I just
put it there! Nobody could have
had time to move it. I still have

the keys to the truck . . . Wait,
I’ll look out the window.”

Shiva wailed.

“The truck’s there!” Green
shouted presently. “But the crate’s
gone!”

“You failed, Green,” Shiva said
in a low, accusing voice. “You know
what that means?”

“Wait! I tried my best!”?
“Do you know what that
means?”

“The girl—she might have no-
ticed!”

“You failed on her too.”

“T’ll get her out there,” Green
blurted. “I’ll get her out there
today!”

“You were supposed to get her
out by vesterday.”

“Today! It’ll be today!”

“Find that rock! Get that girl!”
Angrily, Shiva slammed the

“off” switch down on the com-
municator.

“Wellman!” He shouted com-
mandingly.

“Yes,” the attorney entered from
the anteroom.

“I want Laboratory D destroy-
ed! Now!”

“Any particular way?”

“Have the temples nearest the
scene flood that mob around the
laboratory with the most fanatic
members of their congregations.
Instruct each priest that his temple
will be destroyed, and him with it,
if Laboratory D isn’t a shambles
by tomorrow night. I'll get in
there if I have to have every tech-
nician killed! By tomorrow night
I don't want anvthing left that
Darson would think worth pro-
tecting.”

“The troops? There isn’t any
time left to fix their withdrawal
with the government.”

“We'll own the troops by to-
morrow afternoon. If we don't, to
hell with them Just get
enough Shivaites there to surge in
over their bodies!”

* ok 3k

LIMP hand against his fore-

head, Brad leaned back list-
lessly against a crate.

“Shiva!” he whispered. “He got
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it!”
Carol shifted uneasily,
away from his eyes.

“How did he know it was here?”
His voice was still low, incredulous,
“How did he arrange the substi-
tution? How did he get it out
when he learned what it was?”

“There must be others like Chet
—in Lab D,” Carol suggested hes-
itatingly.

“But only Les knew I brought
it here.”

“QOthers must have been in on
it. Otherwise, how else could you
have gotten it in here?”

“The loyalty of the men who
brought it up can’t be questioned,”
he continued thoughtfully. “Be-
sides, only thev and Les knew
where it came from. There was
no way Shiva could have guessed
its significance! Only those three
men had the information to betray
me . . . those three men and—
you.”

“What is its significance, Brad?”
Carol asked uneasily.

“You!” he repeated, his face re-
flecting confusion. “Those three
men and you were the only ones!”

“Brad,” she backed away. “You
don’t think I .. .7

His eyes focused on infinity as
his thoughts went back to the day
he bad ineffectively fought the
inexorable advance of the Fist of
Shiva. His superconscious had re-
turned to his office and he had

Jooked

paced the floor there a few min-
utes before teleporting to the site
of the temple. Now he recalled the
toe of his shoe coming in contact
with a note pad, sliding it under
the desk . . . It had been Carol’s
pad! Why had it been on the
floor? Had she dropped it at a
moment of surprise—perhaps over
seeing his torporific form in the
chair?

“You saw it!” he said accusing-
ly. “You dropped your note pad
when you saw me in the chair!
Then you left without saying any-
thing to anyone. And you hid
your surprise expertly!”

“I—TI don’t know what . .. ”

He stared piercingly into her
eyes. It was there! It was all
there—the guilt, the deceit, the
cunning. She was one of them!

Brad fell back against the crate,
stunned.

“You—a Shivaite! And to think
that all the time I trusted you—
more than anyone else in the en-
tire ogganization. Even more than
Les!”

The cunning left her eves and
for a moment he thought there
was pity in them. The impression
only spawned rage in his chest.
He tightened his fists and his fea-
tures became rigid with scorn.

“And to think I actually fell in
love with you!” The words were
bitter. “I loved you enough to
sacrifice you to another man be-
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cause you could never be happy
with me—not for more than a few
years.”

She smiled broadly., Was she
ridiculing him? Was she blatant-.
ly- expressing her derision?

“Carol!” he shouted, anger again
surging within him. “Why did
vou do it?”

She advanced and placed a hand
on his trembling arm. “I could
never be happy with you, Brad?
Not for more than a few years?—
Come with me, to my laboratory.”

She backed away.

Then she disappeared.

T was as though a lethal bolt
of psvchokinetic energy had
seared his mind.

Paralvzed, not breathing, Brad
was staring at the spot where Car-
ol had stood smiling unaccountably,
even appearing alluring despite his
new-found hate.

Then she had disappeared! She
had dematerialized, just like . . .
She had said, “Come to my labor-
atorv.” She had teleporied to
her laboratory!

But it was impossible!—Unless:
it was a trick . . . That was it, he
assured himself. It was a trick.
She had had access to the meteor-
ite!  She had exposed herself to
its incandescent glow! Then it had
worked! His hypothesis had been
correct!

Whether it was a trick or not,

he must follow.

In her laboratory, he whirled
around. She was behind him.

“What . . . ?” he began.

But then his eyes focused on the
crate behind her—the one with the
red lettering. He attacked the
wing-nuts on its lid,

“The rock’s in there,” Carol
said, still smiling. “When vou
were talking with radar I watched
a truck drive it toward the edge of
the dome. T couldn’t see who was
driving it. But at least I "was
able to teleport it ‘back up here
before the truck went through the
dome.”

Bewildered, he snatched off the
lid and stared at the meteorite.

“But—but, T .. .” Confusion
had paralvzed his throat. Was
she actually on his side after all?

“It won't take long to tell my
story, Clark Granet,” she said.

Another bolt of bewilderment
rammed into his conscious.

“You—you know me?”

“Yes.” Again she was smiling
mystically. “And yox should know
me too. Perhaps you would—if
I hadn’t dyed my hair and altered
my appearance . . . for the sixth
time, incidentally.”

“Who . . . ?”

“You once told me you didn’t
want to take a scholarship to the
university because ‘a lot can hap-
pen in four years; people you know
can get married, for one thing.’
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And 1 believe 1 said, ‘I don’t think
a girl ought to get married before
she’s twenty-one.” At that time
I didn’t realize I meant before she’s
a hundred and twenty-one.”

“Elaine!” he gasped. “Elaine
Barrow!”

(44 ES, Clark. I'm like you. I

didn’t know we were simi-
lar until I recognized you accident-
ally four years ago. Even then I
would have thought that the re-
semblance was just a coincidence.
But then, there was another person
who resembled someone else I once
knew—Shiva-—Russell Granet. The
double coincidence couldn’t be ig-
nored.

“I joined vour staff—as a spy.
You were right when you suspected
that much. But I was spying on-
ly for myself. I wanted to
know why I could extend my vis-
jon anywhere in the world; why
I could teleport for short distances
—even as far as fifty feet; why
I was growing old at the rate of
about one year every twenty-five
years; why I had to live in one
place ten or fifteen years, then
move on, changing my name and
appearance so people wouldn’t be-
gin to suspect.

“Then this Shiva burst on the
scene a generation ago. And, in
the past few years, he started
boasting of immortality, not try-
ing to hide it. Then I found you.

->
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“If T was to learn all the an-
swers, it would have to be under-
cover and either from you or Rus-
sell. Both of you had apparently
accepted your superhuman aspects
and abilities and had settled down
in some sort of definite plan.

“But I couldn’t let you know

who I was. How could I know
that both of you weren’t being mo-
tivated by ulterior purposes? It
was even possible you were work-
ing together in a camouflaged
threat over the rest of the race . ..
At that time I had no conception
of the tremendous power you both
possessed.
" “I considered the possibility
you were working together even
more seriously when I watched
you teleport to the edge of the
dome surrounding Russell’s temple
and go in for a talk with him.

“But I was really confused when
I looked in on his displays of de-
structive powers and your ability
to teleport yourself and other ob-
jects inconceivable distances. It
was doubtless that both your pow-
ers were equal. And in many ways
I was like you and your brother.
But why was there the difference?
—I had no power, no destructive
power, at all.

“TIt was when you brought up
the meteorite that I learned why!
When I saw the sample and loca-
tion of the thing, I remembered...
I remembered a scene of two boys
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running through the woods; a dog
following close by; a flaming me-
teor crashing down; the boys cring-
ing from the heat of the thing.

“You see, Clark, I was in that
picture too. But I was so far
behind the boys, not wanting them
to see me following, that I felt
little heat from the object.

“When I saw the setup you were
going to use to experiment with
the specimen from the meteorite, I
guessed that rays from the incan-
descent glow of the thing were
what would do the trick. I experi-
mented to make certain. I was
right. After the test I was able to
teleport great distances. But still
I had only little assault power.
I guess it takes considerable ex-
posure to increase that . . . It’s
not that I want power—I don’t.
I don’t even want the abilitv to
teleport or see without looking.
It would have been better, even,
if none of us had enjoved any un-
natural longevity at all.”

BRAD was reeling under the ef-
fects of the disclosures. “And
you didn’t tell me about it?”

“I couldn’t—not until I was sure
that yvou weren’t actually aligned
with Russell, or that vou weren't
out for some sort of world control
yourself. Not until T was sure
I wouldn’t be locking myself up
in an execution chamber by letting
myself be known.

“I would have told you several
days ago, as I said. But watching
you go to Russell confused the en-
tire issue. But I didn’t give up
hopes then—or even abandon my
‘spying.” I even obtained your
specimen of the rock and ran it
through a metallurgical test to find
out why it didn’t work for you.
That was why I was so anxious a
few minutes ago for you to hear
out Summers on his report. Again
I was becoming convinced that the
entire series of events wasn’t a
scheme by vou and your brother.

“You see, before then I suspect-
ed that even if you weren’t aligned
with Russell, you wanted the rock
as a means of making vourself
more powerful than him and usurp-
ing his dominant position. If that
were the case, then I would be
caught in the middle of a power
squeeze and would be asking for
elimination. You see, I can't
control comets and raze cities and
hurl bolts of destruction. 1 can’t
even erect domes that thought
stuff can’t go through-—or other
domes invulnerable to bombs.”

“Elaine Barrow,” he murmured.
Trembling, he took her hand.

Then she was crying. Her throat
convulsed with deep sobs and she
shut her eyes to hold back the
tears. Trying to hide her face,
she came to him and pressed her
cheek against his chest, clinging
desperately to him.



74 IMAGINATION

“It’s just a reaction,” she ex-
plained bravely.

He held her around the waist.
“Go ahead and crv it out.”

“Oh, Clark,” she cried. “It’s
been torture—the nostalgia that
stayed for a century; then finding
someone like myself and having to
work against him . . . And now—
this—the chaos, the comet!”

He held her close. “It’ll be all
right now, having the meteorite
and being able to experiment with
it. I’ll get more power! Addition-
al exposure is bound to result in
more power. Then his shields
won’t stop me . .. But we’ve got
to find out who has been working
against us in the laboratory. We
can’t let anyone know about the
rock . . . If only we knew who
brought it outside the shijeld!”

She used his handkerchief to dry
her cheeks. “I'm sorry 1 failed
on that. It would have been sim-
ple to use the power to look into
the truck and see who it was at
the wheel, but I guess I was too
elated to think of doing it .
too elated in realizing that since
you were actually being sabotaged
bv Russell’s agent, it was even less
probable that you were working
with him.”

“Mr. Darson ... Mr. Darson ...
Mr. Darson.” It was the public
address system in the corridor,

He went out the laboratory and
to the nearest hallway responder

box. “This is Darson.”

“Mr. Darson,” O'Connor’s voice
was almost shaking, ‘“the troops
have invaded the building!”

“T’ll be right down.”

AROL followed Brad into his
office. An Army officer sat
at his desk.

“I'm General Lampson, US Ar-
my. We've superseded the state
troops here.”

Brad looked suspiciously at the
two sergeants on either side of the
desk.

“You have the necessary legal
documents to show your author-
itv?” he asked.

“Hell, man.” the general replied
irritably, “I don't need anv doc-
uments. What's going on ali over
the world isn't a Sunday school
picnic . . . Can you fly one of
those crates of vours?”

“No,” Brad lied. “I hire men
to do that.”

“That doesn’'t quite correspond

with previous information we've
been given . . . Sergeant.” Lamp-
son nodded to the man c¢n his
right.

The non-commissioned cfficer
sprang around the desk. Belore

Brad could move he clamped hand-
cuffs on his wrists.

“We've already taken into cus-
tody four of your employees.”
The general glanced at notations
on the desk pad. ‘“They are Les-
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ter Roberts, David Schoneman,
Herve Masters and Cyril Pane.
They will be held on a standby
basis to flv four of those ships
on the field, You will fly the
fifth at our direction . . . Sergeant,
take him to confinement.”
“Brad!” Carol raced to him.

“Don’t worry.” He winked as
the sergeant led him out the door.
“I'll see you soon.”

CHAPTER X

O’CONNOR squirmed uneasily”
in the leather waiting chair in
the outer office.

Caral, seated beside him, stud-
ied his face as he stared across the
room at the colonel who occupied
his desk. The secretarv’s thin
form was rigid with unspoken pro-
test.

He leaned toward the girl. “Do
you suppose they’re reallv acting
under government orders?” he
asked. “Or are they taking over so
they can use the ships personally?”

“I can’t see that it makes any
difference.”

There was indecision on his face.
“Miss Sanders, I’'m afraid there
can’'t be any safetv for us here
now. Again I ask, won't you let
me try to get you off this reserva-
tion? If the mob out there gets
enough courage to attack the
troops, there may be a good deal
of trouble. I'm sure Mr. Darson
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would feel easier if he knew you
were away from here entirelsy.”

Inattentively, she shook her
head.
O’Connor  sighed impatiently

and reached to the vacant seat on
the other side of him. He got a
small, Jouvered box and placzd it
on his lap.

“What’s that?” Carol showed in-
terest.

“Mr. Tatum put it togethe: for
me in the radio lab so I coulé keep
track of what happens outsie now
that our communication channels
are down . . . It picks up audis sig-
nals from the commercial stations.”

He turned on the set and
tated its only dial.

Carol cupped her chin ia her
hand and closed her eves.

Brad, she thought, can you hear
me?

The answer came immediately,
Yes, Carol.

What’s happened? Why .. . ?

Pm all right. I'm in a sixth
floor room with Les and the two
pilots.

They can't hold vou!

Of course not. But I’ve got to
wait until I can escape by normal
means. If they get the impression
I used supernatural force I'd never
be Mr. Darson again.

Ok.

Pve dlready transported the
rock out of the laboratorv. It’s in
the woods. As soon as I can get

ro-
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free we'll go there.

No more impressions came from
him.

The colonel went into the inner
office and closed the door.

Sounds began issuing from the
speaker of the box O’Connor held
. . . tumultuous roaring, the mui-
fled hissing of a nuclojet’s engines.
The sound intensity diminished and
an announcet’s voice broke in:

“These are scenes of the final
stages in the destruction by Shiva
fire of the city of New York. No
comment is necessary.”

Carol was glad the little box
couldn’t bring in the picture too.
It wouldn’t be nice to look at.

Again only riotous sound crack-
led from the speaker. After almost
a minute, it faded abruptly.

“And now,” the announcer be-
gan once more, “‘the Presidential
Mansion—where President Lind-
arn has just announced the United
States will be represented at the
Central Ter:nle conference tomor-
row. The announcement followed
by less than an hour the disclos-
ure by Argentina that it, too,
would send its chief of state. Ar
gentina was the second to last na-
tion to submit to the demand for
a world meeting . .. ”

Sound welled in the audio re-
ceiver—angry shouts, shrill whis-
tles. the bark of gunfire.

The noise attained stentorian
proportions.

Carol stiffened . . . Not all the
sound was coming from the receiv-
er. There were other whistles lusty
shouts, more gunfire—outside the
laboratory building.

The inner office door burst open
and General Lampson, followed by
the colonel, raced into the corri-
dor, their sidearms drawn.

Carol rushed to the window. A
hundred spotlights, casting their
swinging rays from atop every
building, illuminated the field
around the laboratory enclosure.

A score of rapid-fire gun em-
placements spat ferocious streaks
of blazing lead toward the wire
fence—breached in a dozen places.
The hundreds of attackers” who
spilled through the gaps returned
even more gunfire than was heing
hurled at them.

“It’s too late, Nliss Sanders,”
O’Connor reproved in a trembling
voice. “I told you you should
have let me take you outside.”

Clinging to the now silent re-
ceiver, he mopped his forehead
with a handkerchief. His trem-
bling hand dislodged his eveglasses.
They clung to one ear for a mo-
ment, then fell to the floor, shat-
tering. But he made no attempt
to retrieve them,

Carol watched the masses sweep
over the gun positions and race
for the Dbuildings. Most of the
lights were out now. But still the
scurrying figures were easily dis-
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cernible in the weird green illum-
ination that shone down from the
Fist of Shiva, almost overhead,
larger than anvthing in the night
sky except the moon.

¢ ¢ RAD,” Les whispered, “if

you've found the rock and if

you can use it to make vourself

stronger than that damned comet-

hurler, let’s get the hell out of
here!”

“As soon as . . .

“I know! As soom as that
conference is finished in the hall-
way so you’ll have a chance to
break the door down. What dif-
ference does it make if we just

»

disappear? To hell with consider-
ing the future . . . There might
not be one!”

Brad looked at the three pilots
who stood by the window watch-
ing the restless crowd in the feld.
Then he closed his eyes. “It
won’t be long. Theyv're getting
ready to break up in the hall now.”

“But what if they leave a guard
out there?”

“I'll find a way to attract him
down to the other end of the hall.”
“I don’t like it. Carol .. ."”
“She can take care of herself.”

“Since you told me she's like
you, I don’t doubt that at all.
But she’s just a girl. She still
doesn’t know all the tricks you
know.”

Brad laughed.

“She can be hurt, can’t she?”
Les persisted. “And vou've ad-
mitted there are still Shiva spies
in the laboratory. Suppose ... ”

Brad frowned suddenly. “All
right . . . Let’s get to work.”

The night air outside was sud-
denly a sea of riotous sound.
Gunfire drowned it out.

“They’re attacking!” Les shout-
ed.

Brad turned abruptly toward the
window, his eyes focused on the
three pilots.

The trio disappeared.

Even before he heard Les’ gasp,
he explained, “I sent them out
near the road where they’ll be
safe.”

He turned, faced his research
director and closed his eyes in
concentration. When he opened
them he said, “O'Connor was with
her. 1 teleported both of them
out in the woods with the rock...
Let’s go.”

HEY materialized in front of

Carol, who was looking help-
lessly at O’Connor. The secretary,
his eyes casting Irighteningly
around him, was backing away from
the girl and the large, pitted mass
of metal.

“You should have left him
there,” Les suggested. ‘“Looks like
he isn’t going to be easy to han-
dle.”

“He’ll spap out of it, I hope
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.. . OConnor! Don’t be fright-
ened. T...7

“You're like Shiva!” the secre-
tarv gasped, still clinging to his
receiver. “You can do miracles
too!”

Tt might not be as bad as he
imagined it would, Brad thcught.
“Yes, I'm like Shiva. So is Carol
Sanders.” - He took her hand.
“But it’s all a rational prccess.
And ... "

Les stepped between the two

men. “You get on with what you
have to do, chief. I'll take care
of him .. . You see, O'Connor,

it’s this way ... ”

Brad and Carol went over to
the rock. For a moment he stood
before it, staring intently at its
charred and rough surface. It
cast a double shadow on the ground
on either side—one, its silhouette
thrown by the bright light of a
gibbous moon, the other, a well-
defined outline etched by Lhe al-
most equally bright comet-shine.

“If only T bad time to experi-
ment,” he said regretfully. “For
almost thirty years I've dreamed
of placing a subject before-.its
heat—a human subject! Of seeing

n

“But you're already certain!”

Carol objected. “You, me, Russell
. . And T went before it a sec-
ond time.”
“All T want is a chance to find
out if the power it gives can be

utilized immediately . . . if, when
a person is placed before its in-
tense glow, he can at once have
the benefit of protracted vision,
teleportation, telekinesis, psycho-
kinetic action. Or whether there
must be a long period before the
power coalesces within an indivi-
dual; before he can use it.

“You see, it took us—Russell
and me—vears before we achieved
full use of the power. But I feel
that was because we didn’t sus-
pect it was there and had to wait
until we accidentally  discovered
its various effects. On the other
hand, if a person is subjected to
the experiment. and told that he
can teleport himself, will he be
able to do so immediately?”

Les walked out into the clearing.
“Sounds like an interesting test.
I'll be your subject. (O’Connor can
stand his bewilderment a little
longer.” .

“Thanks,” Brad acknowledged,
“but I'd rather do the ground
work with someone a Dbit less val-
uable,”

“It can’t be dangerous,” Carol
suggested. “It didn't hurt us. It
didn’t hurt me the second time.”

Brad paused indecisively. “Okay,
Les.” he said finally. “You’re cov-
ered.” He turned toward the rock.

But Carol caught his arm. “Can
we risk the loss of time?”

“We're not risking anything.
I can expose myself at the same



THE FIST OF SHIVA 79

time that I learn what I want to
know.”

“Then,” Les reminded, “all you
have to do is find a way to heat
that thing up.” He pointed to
the meteorite.

Without answering, Brad stared
at one edge of the mass. An in-
tense aura engulfed one of the
larger protuberances and the clear-
ing was suddenly illuminated by
the fire-like manifestation.

But it was extinguished abrupt-
ly as Brad looked around. “Where’s
O’Connor?” he asked.

Les surveyed the clearing. “The
last I saw of him he was follow-
ing me back here, still clutching
that little black box.”

“Box? What box?”

“An audio receiver,” Carol ex-
plained. “He’s been listening to
telecasts with it. Said Tatum
made it so he could follow world
events after we lost contact with
our outside sources.”

“Tatum!” Brad snapped. “Ta-
tum was transferred to Lab A over
a month ago!”

Les swore, spun around.

But O’Connor was nowhere in
sight.

ko kX

¢ ¢ QPEAK louder, Green,” Shiva
instructed over the communi-

cator. “I can hardly hear you.”
“I can’t speak any louder,” the

whispered voice disclosed. “I can
be overheard.”

“Where are you?”

“Somewhere in the woods — a

few miles south of Laboratory D,

I believe. There’'s a mountain
range . . ."”
“What! What are you doing?”

“T have the rock! I have the
girl!”

Shiva gripped the corner of his
desk. His hands were white, the
skin taut. “I’ll tell you how you
can help me get a fix on your lo-
cation. All vou have to . . . ”

“You didn't tell me he was like
you,” Green said bitterly.

“That’s not important now. Con-
centrate on . . . ”

“But it is important. He can
kill me any second. You should
have warned . . .”

“Look, you’ve got to think!”

“You didn't tell me the girl was
like you too. Did you know that?
Were you holding that from me
too?”

Breathless, his pulse pounding,
Shiva clutched the robes in a tight
wad in front of his chest. “The—
girl—too?”

“Now that I know he’s like you,”
Green continued, “I can under-
stand why vou fought him so
much. You knew what he was
but vou were afraid to try to get
him out of the way because he has
as much power as you .. . So
you hired us to nip at the heels of
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Goliath, so you wouldn’t get hurt.”
There was acid in his voice. “I'm
through. You can get yourself
another sucker!”

“Green,” Shiva was unconcern-
ed with the other’s emotions. “Are
vou sure she’s like him?”

“You know she is. A person
with that kind of power couldn’t
exist in the same world without
evervbodyv else with the same pow-
er knowing about it . . ., And to
think I've been playing with a
dcuble-dose of hellfire!”

“You can’t quit, Green!” Shiva
shouted.

“The hell you say.”

“Don’t go! Listen — TII give
vou the power too!” The exhor-
tations were frantic. “If she's got
the power. he zave it to her! With
the rock! That’s how he did it!
I can give you the same power with
the same rock! You've got to
‘help me get the rock. And the
girl, too! With the rock we can
destroy him! And her too! Then
there'll be just the two of us ...
Green! Green! O’Connor!”

Only the background crackling
of the communication circuit an-
swered him.

“O'Connor!” he shouted desper-
ately.

After
here.”

“You’ll help? You'll stay with
me?” Shiva's voice was desperate,

“You make the arrangement too

an eternity. “I'm still

enticing . . . T’ll describe this lo-
cation.”

CHAPTER XI

ES tried to subdue the mnoise

of his progress as he raced
through the dark shadows of the
trees.

Suddenly, he checked his dash,
Ahead, in a small area bathed in a
shaft of moonlight stood O’Connor.
The metal box was pressed close
to his face.

Slowing his pace cautiously,
Les continued forward noiselessly.
Now he could hear O’Connor
speaking into the communications
unit:

« . make the arrangement
too enticing. I'll describe this lo-
cation.”

Les sprang the last few feet,
crashing his fist into the side of
O’Connor’s face. The blow land-
ed just as the secretarv detected
the approach and as he turned,
startled.

His head snapped to one side
and the box flew from his grasp.
crashing against a tree. He fell
limply and lav on the ground, not
moving.

“I feund him, Brad,” Les shout-
ed. “No damage cone.”

“Hold on,” Brad called back.
“I'm coming. Did he report our
position?”

“No.” Les sent his heel crashing
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through the thin metal side of the
receiver. “He was about to, but
I stopped him in time.”

Brad arrived as Les swung O’-
Connor, still unconscious, over his
shoulder and started back for the
clearing.

“You can warm up that rock,”
he told Brad, who was beside him
now. “We've got the guinea pig.”

MORE than a quarter of the
surface of the metallic ob-
ject glowed brilliantly under Brad’s
steady stare. Les and Carol had
backed away from the immediate
vicinity of the incandescing mass.
But the full, brilliant glow bathed
O’Connor’s limp form, on the
ground only a few feet away from
the rock.

“Aren’t vou through yet?” Car-
ol called urgently.

“Almost. This is a rather crude
way of transmitting the power.”
He spoke through the side of his
mouth so he would not have to
turn from his task. “It can be
worked out on an intravenous basis
so the transference will be thous-
ands of times more efficient and
more economic. At this rate the
meteorite wouldn’t last for more
than a hundred subjects before
there’d be nothing left to it.”

“When are you going to start
dealing this juice out on a uni-
versal basis, Brad?” Les asked.

“Not for a long time—perhaps

two or three hundred years. First,
humanity’s going to get used to
having the galaxy as its heritage
so they don't destroy it in a fight
for this one world.”

O’Connor groaned.

Brad took his eves from the
meteorite, The glow began to
fade.

O’Connor raised to his knees.
Then he saw Brad and fear con-
torted his features.

“You won't be hurt,” Brad as-
sured. “This isn’t going to take
any explaining. You already seem
to know almost as much as we
do . . . I’ve subjected vou to an
experiment to give vou some spe-
cial powers. You are capable of
projected vision. You can tele-
port vourself. You've also receiv-
ed the sense of telepathic commun-
ication.”

O’Connor rose hesitatingly. “You
aren’t going to kill me?”

“It's more important to expcri-
ment with vyou.” Brad did not
speak the words.

Immediately, he received O’Con-
nor’s impulses of surprise. “It’s
true!” he told Brad telepathically.
“I can do it!”

“Teleport to the other side of
the rock.’

The secretary disappeared and
materialized at the spot where
Brad had indicated.

“Good God!” he cried incred-
ulously. “I’'m—I'm not human!
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I'm like you! I’m like Shiva!”

“What else can you do?” Brad
asked.

Les and Carol came forward and
stecd beside him.

*“I can travel instantaneously! I
can talk without speaking! I can
see without looking—thousands of

miles!” (’Connor’s eyes  were
clcsed and the excitement in his
voice was uncontrollable, “I'm
looking now—a thousand miles
awey!”

Carol grasped Brad’s arm. “Kill
him, Brad!” she whispered ur-
gently. “Kill him—now!  He’s
evil—like Russecll!”

“You made a mistake, chief,”
Les grasped his other shoulder.

An undeniable sense of forebod-
ing surged within him and, with-
out hesitating, Brad gathered his
own psychokinetic powers and hurl-
ed 1 bolt at O'Connor. The site
whers he stood flared brilliantly,
even outshining the still incandes-
cent meteorite.

Les sighed. “That was close—
too close. He might have ... ”
“He’s gone!” Brad exclaimed.

“Thank God,” Les added.

“No ... he wasn't killed! He
teleported away—just before the
energy struck the spot!”

Les swore.

“Oh, Brad,” Carol gasped.
What's he going to do? How . . .?”

“It's not all that serious,” he
said. “I only suggested that he

was capable of harmless applica-
tions of the power. He still doesn’t
know about his destructive energy
—about the shields.”

“But suppose he goes to Shiva?”
the girl asked frantically.

Brad hadn't considered that. If
O’Connor had gone there to report,
he realized, it was doubtless that
Russell would come to the site of
the rock without delay.

ko kK

€6 REEN!” Shiva’s face was

flushed and his hands were
wadded into whitened fists as he
pleaded with the communication
unit. “Green! O'Connor! Answer
me!”

Ile was hoarse now, but again he
jiggled the switch and called out
for his agent.

It was no usc.
had been bLroken.

Despondently, he dropped into
his chair and buried his face in
his hands.

He continued to shake. But now
it was from disillusionment, appre-
hension, uncertainty . . . For over
a century it had been Russell
Granet and Clark Granet, he
thought. The power that they pos-
sessed was possessed by no other
person in the universe.

But now, suddenly, there were
three of them: Russell Granet and
Clark Granet and a girl. He caught

The connection
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his breath with a sudden, demor-
alizing comprehension . . . There
were three now. But soon there
would be four! Then five! Then
a dozen! A hundred! A million!

Tomorrow the world would have
been his. At the most, it would
have heen his and Clark’s, con-
sidering that he might eventually
have to make a concession to equal
power. But now it would belong
to three. And soon it would be-
long to three million! Soon the
total three billion of the world's
population!

He laughed a dry, sarcastic
laugh. “Three billion Shivas,” he
murmured. “Everybody a Shiva.
Everybody a superman . . . like
Clark wanted!”

Tears were on his cheeks as he
rose, his shoulders sagging. He'd
leave! Another world—another gal-
axy—anywhere. Any course would
be better than remaining and
watching the materialization of
Clark’s plans.

But suddenly he stiffened and
rammed his fist down on the desk.
Hope returned and with it came
rationality, clearer thinking . .

Maybe it wasn’t too late! If
he could get the rock, then there
would be no more Shivas! He could
never hope to eliminate Clark.
But the girl—perhaps she wasn’t
as strong as him. She coulin’t be!
She could be eliminated! Then
there would be only Russell and

Clark once more.

Where had O'Connor said they
were? — South of Laboratory D,
only a few miles away from the
research - facility. Abruptly he
dropped the shield of psychokin-
etic energy that protected the tem-
ple from metaphysical intrusion.
He would find them with protract-
ed vision.

Now he was looking down on the
general area. There was the lab-
oratory buildings, ablaze with gut-
ting fires. Five broken space ships
lay on their sides, where they -had
been toppled by the sheer weight
of surging, climbing humanity.

He sent his circle of vision sweep-
ing southward.

But suddenly he sensed an ab-
normality in his office. Abandoning
the search, he opened his eyes.

O’Connor stood before his desk!

“Green!” Shiva exclaimed. “I’'m
tryving to find them. Where are...”

But suddenly he jolted under the
effects of a terse, painful realiza-
tion.

“You teleported here!” he rasp-
ed. “You're like us!”

O’Connor smiled. “Yeah, I'm like
you now. I don’t have to take
orders any more. I don’t have to
bow down to a damned fanatic who
thinks he’s the Lord God Almighty
. . . I've watched you manipulate
your damned miracles twenty vears
now. And now I'm going to start
working a few myself.”
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O’Connor was the fourth onel
Shiva threw a damp hand over his
forehead and staggered back. The
lowly O’Connor—a travel agency
clerk until he joined the Central
Temple staff!

Uncontrollable rage exploded
within Shiva. He turned on O'-
Connor while he felt the vortex of
destructive energy swirling up
from the depths of his supercon-
scious. Then he lashed out hate-
fully with the lance of death pow-
er.

O’Connor disintegrated where he
stood.

Shiva gasped unbelievingly, then
smiled. It was not too late! The
third and fourth Shivas were not
equal in power with the first and
second. They could be destroved!

Again his hypervision sought out
the area south of the laboratory.
After a moment’s search he saw

the bright glow emanating from
the clearing in the woods.
The glowing object was the

rock! The rock in its entirety!
And it was enclosed in no shield
that would prevent him from tele-
porting it away.

He saw the two men and the
girl standing nearby, but he ig-
nored them as he reached out to
cloak the meteorite with a blanket
of teleportive force.

BRAD did not try to constrain
the sense of urgency that well-

IMAGINATION

ed within him once more as he
stared at the rock. But this time he
did not cast out the energy that
would heat it to incandescence.
Instead he summoned the special
power to erect an impregnable
shield around it—a screen of force
that would make it as much an un-
disturbable object to Russell as the
Fist of Shiva was an undisturb-
able object to him.

In only a moment, the undetect-
abe force had coalesced around
the still warm meteorite.

But before he could turn around,
Les shouted hoarsely.

“She’s gone!” He stumbled back-
ward. “She disappeared!”

Frenziedly, Brad scanned the
area. But he could see Carol no-
where. Then he closed his eyes.
Now he was looking at the Central

Temple. There was no shield
around it! He looked into the of-
fice,

Russell was there—withk Carol!
She lay stiff on the floor.

Brad teleported into the temple
office.

“T knew yvou’d come,”
said.

Brad bent over the girl, grasp-
ed her shoulders. But he couldn’t
lift her!

“I’m afraid vou'll find she’s ade-
quately shielded against any influ-
ence by you.” Shiva stood calmly
behind his desk, his hands spread
palms downward upon it.

Shiva

y
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Brad turned upon him. “Let
her go!” he demanded.
“Perhaps I shall . . . I hoped

you would follow. That’'s why I
made it possible for you to tele-
port into the temple. I thought
perhaps we might be able to—uh,
bargain.”

Puzzled, Brad remained silent.

“You see, I was going to tele-
port the rock here instead. I
was going to place a similar shield
around it. But I’m afraid I was
a second too late. Just as T reach-
ed out for it, you erected your
screen . . . So I took the next
best thing—the girl. I suspected
she would be a good bargaining
point.”

Not breathing, Brad stared at
him.

“You release the rock,” Shiva
continued with a shrug. “You let
me bring it here and slap my own
shield around it ... and I'll release

her.”
Brad drew closer. “And what
»
“If vou prefer not to accept the
agreement,” Shiva interrupted,

“then T shall allow you to see her
destroyed . . . She isn’t very pow-
erful, you know. She hasn’t vet
achieved a personal protective
coating, like you and me—other-
wise I would have been unable to
place her here.”

Indecision held Brad immobile.

“You see, Clark,” Shiva said em-

phatically, “I'm quite -determined
that although there are three of
us, there will be no more. O'Con-
nor was here a moment ago. I've
destroyed him.”

Brad groped desperately for a
stalling point.

“Do we make the deal?” Shiva
demanded.

Brad stared at Carol. Almost
instinctively he had no doubt that
his brother would not allow her
to live after he got the meteorite.

Suddenly Brad turned and faced

him again.
“It's too late for bargaining. Rus-
sell.” He smiled confidently.

“You're one half a day too late, I
treated O’Connor tonight as part
of an experiment—I made certain
that he did not learn the total
extent of the power at his dispos-
al. Ididn’t even let him know that
he could erect a shield around
himself that would make any at-
tack bv vou fruitless. O’Connor
was a spy. I wasn’t very consid-
erate of him.

“But, I was much more consid-
erate of the safety of the one hun-
dred employves of mine who were
transformed this afternoon
Theyv ate all as invulnerable as I ”

“You're lying!” Shiva gasped.
“There were only four of us. Now
there are only three.”

“Of course I'm not lying,” Brad
forced conviction into his voice.
“T woudn’t take any chances with
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ker life . . . I'll contact the first of
the one hundred telepathically. You
can listen in.”

Brad praved that Les had been
close enough to the glowing me-
teorite in the woods to absorb some
of its power.

“Les,” he sent out the thought
impulse. “Les Roberts. This is
the first chance you've had to try
out telepathy. Les Roberts, this is
Darson.”

“Chief!
swer. “Where are you.
R 4

Shiva jolted. “It’s true!” Dazed,
he dropped into his chair.

Brad!” came the an-
What

But suddenly he rose again,
scorn in his expression. “I've lost
a world, Clark,” he said. “But

so have vou!”
He fell forward across his desk.
Brad touched his shoulder . ., .
Like granite! His superconscious
was detached from his physical
form!

CHAPTER XII

OLLAPSING on the floor, Brad

let his parapsyvche streak from

his physical being — upward and
outward.

Now the earth was below. Above
and all around him shimmered the
celestial sphere, ablaze with its
planets and myriad stars and the
flaming sun with its coronal
tongues vacillating in the black

space about it.

Then his searching perception
orientated itself and he looked up-
on the huge ball of green hell—
the Fist of Shiva. But even as he
louked. the comet surged forward
in a frightening display of speed.

But where was Russell?

As though in answer to the un-
spoken question came the thun-
derous, sustained laugh in a tele-
pathic impulse that defied the uni-
verse.

And the comet lurched forward
in another burst of acceleration.

Brad collected the entirety of
his psychokinetic force and hurled
it in sustained pressure against the

comet. But the Dblasting energy
was still powerless against the
shield!

Now he could sense Russell’s
malevolent presence as the impell-
ing force behind the sphere of de-
struction. Brad drew closer and
to one side of the onrushing Fist
of Shiva and, for the f{irst time,
his protracted vision could per-
ceive the vague area of distorted
ether that signified the space oc-
cupied by his brother’s parapsyche,
It seemed to be attached to the
rear of the comet.

Brad hurled a frantic barrage
of vicious explosive force at the
insubstantial figure.  But there
was no effect . .. The psychic en-

‘tity was as adequately protected

against him as was the comet.
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And all the while the Fist of
Shiva gained momentum in its
rush toward the earth.

Abruptly, Brad imagined him-
self, the entirety of the psychic be-
ing that was Clark Granet, as an
opposing force—a vortex of en-
ergy with the comet itself as a fo-
cal point of application. He im-
agined the force pushing back,
countering the power which Rus-
sell was applying—hoping all the
while that he had absorbed suffi-
cient energy from the incandescing
meteorite to exert his power on
the object despite its shield.

Suddenly he was aware the com-
et was gaining no more momen-
tum! He was countering the ef-
fects of the impersonal shield!

But his efforts failed to retard
the progress of the object. True,
his power cancelled out Russell’s
and the Fist of Shiva gained no
acceleration, but there was noth-
ing Brad could do to decrease its
speed or alter its course!

HEN he was aware of the
presence of another supercon-
scious.

Carol!

She was out here too!

Now he saw the vague, ethereal
configuration that represented her
presence. It, too, was immedi-
ately behind the comet, next to
the formless, insubstantial mass
that was Russell. Her psychokin-

etic force was being applied con-
certedly with Russell’s!

“Carol!” Brad called.

But there was no reply.

And again he received the im-
pression of his brother’s laughter.

Words followed. “She will not
answer. Her actions are no longer
under control of her will . . . But,

Clark, there is no shield of pro-
tection around her! There is
nothing to stop vou from destroy-
ing her parapsyche, if you wish—
and her along with it . . . Destroy
her, Clark! She is one of the forces
threatening the world with destruc-
tion now!”

The Fist of Shiva surged forward
in new, [rightening acceleration.
Now it swept the relatively weak
force that was Clark Granet before
it, like a toreador being thrust
backward on the horns of a charg-
ing bull.

Desperately, he fought it. Des-
perately, he drained his super-be-
ing of all the stored power it con-
tained as he tried futilely to halt
the advance of the comet.

But his strength—even with its
recent intensification before the
meteorite—was as nothing before
the momentum of the body and
the force being applied by the two
parapsyches.

Faster and faster
came! _

Abruptly, he thought of its mass
and the change it must be under-

the comet
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going as the result of the enormous
speed. There was no electronic
mass-increase-resistor unit attach-
ed to the Fist of Shiva, he real-
ized.

How many thousands of miles a
second must it be going? How
close must it be reaching toward
the limiting speed of physical
things in the universe?

The question seemed to strike
a chord of abrupt comprehension.
Suddenly he knew what he must
do!

Withdrawing the force he had
been exerting against the object,
he hastily imagined a change of di-
rection of application. Now he
focused his total energy behind the
Fist of Shiva, impelling it forward
together with Russell and the
slave-psyche which his brother
controlled! '

He sensed Russell’s bewildered
reaction. And, as the emotion gain-
ed in intensity, he was also aware
of the other’s sudden release of
his hypnotic control over the girl’s
superconscious.

Seizing control, Brad hurled her
psyche earthward, watched it cov-
er the distance in a fraction of a
second as it rushed back to her
physical form.

Then he reapplied his force to
the comet, sending it hurtling to-
ward the brilliant sphere of blue
and green shadings that hung in
space, unprotected.

USSELL had overcome his be-

wilderment. Brad could sense
that! Now his brother was again
applying his enthusiastic force to
the driving motion.

And more rapidly did the comet
plunge toward the cataclysm!

It must be only seconds away
now!

But still it gained speed! Terrific
speed!

As though his point of percep-
tion had suddenly become detached
from his area of cosmic energy ap-
plication, Brad viewed the comet,
the earth, as though from a dis-
tance. .

With f{rightening speed the gap
between the two masses was van-
ishing.

But now he saw the change in
mass he had expected of the comet.

The Fist of Shiva was no longer
the apparent size of the moon. It
was tremendous! It was larger
than the sun—now larger than the
solar system—now larger than the
cluster to which the sun belonged!

Now! thought Brad.

He snapped his parapsyche from
the immediate vicinity of the
comet.

In his mad enthusiasm, Russell
continued to apply force.

As the Fist of Shiva gained even
greater speed, its expansion became
more marked. But the extension
was in an unfamiliar dimension!
It grew in size in a direction which
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Brad could not wholly perceive.

Now it was larger than the gal-
axy! Larger than all infinity!

But it was no longer an abject
existing in the universe! As it had
gained size and mass, it had lost
substance, paradoxically. Any ob-
ject approaching the speed of light,
Brad remembered, could he expect-
ed to react in that manner. Any
object exceeding the limiting
speed, he rationalized, would no
longer exist in the material uni-
verse.

He started. The Fist of Shiva,
having gone faster than the laws
of nature would countenance, was
gone! It was no longer evident
in the vast reaches of infinity!
And the superconscious, the spark
of intelligence that sustained life
in Russell Granet, was gone too,
leaving only a normal, dead body
behind in the temple .. .

L R

T was an unnatural quiet that

lay over the desolate area that
had been occupied by Laboratory
C. Fires that had gutted the
buildings during the night were
out now and only thin whisps of
smoke curled up into the pink
sky. Where thousands hzd fought
a fierce battle, goaded by hate and
superstition, now there was only
stillness—stillness and bodies.

Brad helped Carol over the fall-

en barb-wire and they walked to
the edge of the landing field.

Toppled from their steel sup-
ports the five space craft lay on
the concrete apron like fallen
giants. Their once smooth metal
skins, ruptured from the force of
the impact as they fell, were pierc-
ed with jagged metal struts from
the interior of the ships, like
broken bone through flesh.

Brad surveyed the vessels des-

pondently.

Carol clung to his arm. “You've
other ships, Brad,” she encour-
aged. “A fleet of them.” She

looked up beyond the sky.

“They were built out there,” he
shrugged hopelessly. “They can’t
come down into the atmosphere,”

“But surely some of the labora-
tories must be in good enough
shape to salvage something—
enough to finance more shuttle
ships, another Space Station.”

He shook his head dejectedly.
“There’s nothing . . . We have to
go into orthodox business again to
get capital. It'll be vears — dec-
ades — before we’re ready once
more to build ships and space sta-
tions and academies.”

He leaned against one of the
fallen craft and ran a hand
through his hair.

Carol sat on a fin beside him.
“But we'll do it,” she smiled. “We
will get the capital and we’ll build
the ships and we’ll give every man,
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woman and child a star. And then
we’ll give each one an injection,
that will make them just like ... ”
She frowned suddenly. ‘“Brad
. suppose—suppose the effects
of being exposed to the heat of
the meteorite aren’t hereditary?”
His tired face relaxed and he
smiled. “At least, that’s one
thing we don’t have to be con-
cerned over. I worried about it
for a good while—until I found
out that Spark was still alive.
That offered an opportunity to do
some checking. We learned that
seventy-five years ago a newspa-
per in that vicinity carried an ac-
count of a strange litter of puppies.
It was a humorous feature story
which told of a farmer’s frustra-
tion over six disappearing puppies
and his almost futile attempts at
killing the ‘haunted critters’.
“I’'m sure, though, that was the
only litter Spark sired. It seems
certain that in the animal world
normal animals instinctively shy
away from superanimals. That
must have happened in the case
of Russell’s squirrel too. Other-
wise we would certainly have a
species of supersquirrels in that vi-
cinity that would be sweeping
away all other life forms before it.”
“Then, in the case of your dog,”
she suggested, “it seems that the
power was both hereditary and
dominant.”
He nodded, looking at his watch.

“Les should be getting back now.”

“What did he have to go into
town for?”

“He had to report.”

“What?”

“I'm afraid I'm guilty of spying
on him—just as he’s been guilty of
spying on me for the past several
years.”

AROL’S face was a mask of
disbelief.

“When he seemed so anxious to
get to town,” Brad explained, “I
tracked him with protracted vision.
He filed a report to the federal Of-
fice of Internal Investigation.”

“You mean ., . ?”

“Yes—he’s an agent. All along
the government was investigating
the feasibility of space flight,
along the lines of our experimenta-
tion. They were also concerned
over my intended application of
the fleet I was gathering together.”

Carol laughed. “Poor Brad . ..
You didn’t have anyone who was
completely loyal, did you? What
are you going to do about Les?”

“When he gets back I'm going
to pat him on the back. He’s had
a rough time trying to decide
whether to be loyal to Washington
or to me.”

Les walked from behind the
wrecked ship. “I’'m damned glad
to hear that, chief. I’ve been sit-
ting under this hunk of metal over
an hour trying to prepare a speech
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to tell you what you already
know.”
Brad said nothing. His smile

was one of complete understand-
ing. Grinning, Les sat beside them.

“And the age of miracles isn’t
over vet,” Les continued. “They
feel responsible over the loss of
vour lahoratories and the Space
Station and ships. Theyv want to
make it good . . . Don’t get the
wrong idea—you’re not being sub-
sidized.  There’re no obligations.
It’s just that they feel they didn’t
give vou adequate protection
against the forces that were work-
ing against you within the gov-
ernment. I understand there’ll
also be a grant-in-aid for your
academy project.”

He leaped to the ground and
started to walk off.

“Where’re you going?” Brad
asked.
“It’s been a little rough and I

guess it’'ll be some time before you
get all this mess cleaned up. I'm
going to take a couple of weeks’
vacation befcre I get back on the
job. Anvway, there’s a girl back
home and .. ."”

Carol placed a hand on his
shoulder. “Les . .. ” she Legzan
solicitously.

He laughed. “The brushed off
would-be suitor doesn’t need anyv
condolence. I thought you were
pretty classy, Carol—until I found
ocut vou were old enough to be myv
great-great-grandmother.  Uh-huh,
no Methuselah for me!”

Brad and Carol watched him
teleport away.

THE END



