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The Girl

in the Golden Atom

By RAY CUMMINGS

The super-magnifier showed that there was a whole world within the Chemist’s
ring, and he meant to find out what went on in it

CHAPTER 1
A UNIVERSE IN AN ATOM

b HEN you mean to say there is no
I such thing as the smallest particle
of matter?” asked the Very Young

man.

“You can put it that way if you like,”
the Chemist replied. “In other words, what
L believe is that things can be infinitely
small just as well as they can be infinitely
large. Astronomers tell us of the immen-
sity of space. I have tried to imagine space
as finite. It is impossible. How can you
conceive the edge of space? Something
must be beyond—something or nothing,
and even that would be more space.”

The Chemist resumed, smiling a little.
“Now, if it seems probable that there is no
limit to the immensity of space, why should
we make its smallness finite? How can you
say that the atom cannot be divided? As a
matter of fact, it already has been. The
most powerful microscope will show you
realms of smaliness to which you can pene-
trate no other way. Multiply that power a
thousand times, or ten thousand times, and
who shall say what you will see?”

The Chemist paused, and looked at the
intent little group around him.

He was a youngish man, with large fea-
tures and horn-rimmed glasses, his rough
English-cut clothes hanging loosely over his
broad, spare frame. The Banker drained
his glass and rang for the waiter.

“Very interesting,” he remarked.

k{3

“Don’t be silly, George,” said the Big
Business Man. “Just because you don’t
understand, doesn’t mean there is no sense
toit.”

The Doctor crossed under the light and
took an easier chair. “You intimated you
had discovered something unusual in these
realms of the infinitely small,” he sug-
gested, sinking back luxuriously. “Will you
tell us about it?”

“Yes, if you like,” said the Chemist,
turning from one to the other. A nod of
assent followed his glance, as each settled
himself more comfortably.

“Well, gentlemen, when you say I have
discovered something unusual in another
world—in the world of the infinitely small
—you are right in a way. I have seen
something and lost it. You won’t believe
me probably,” he glanced at the Banker
an instant, “but that is not important. I
am going to tell you what happened.”

The Bjg Business Man filled up the
glasses all around, and the Chemist re-
sumed:

“To begin with, 1 succeeded some time
ago in having a microscope made which
was more powerful than any known to
science even up to the present moment.

“T can recall now my feelings when it
arrived. 1 was about to see into another
world, to behold what no man had ever
looked on before. What would I see? What
new realms was I, first of all our human
race, to enter? Wi °furiously beating
heart, I sat down before the huge instru-
ment and adjusted the eye-piece.
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“Then I glanced around for some object
to examine. On my finger I had a ring, my
mother’s wedding ring, and I decided to use
that. T have it here.” He took a plain gold
band from his little finger and laid it on
the table.

“You will see a slight mark on the out-
side. That is the place into which I
looked.”

His friends crowded around the table
and examined a scratch on one side of the
band.

“What did you see?” asked the Very
Young Man eagerly.

“Gentlemen,” resumed the Chemist,
“what I saw staggered even my own imagi-
nation. With trembling hands I put the
ring in place, looking directly down into
that scratch. For a moment I saw nothing.
I was like a person coming suddenly out of
the sunlight into a darkened room. I knew
there was something visible in my view, but
my eyes did not seem able to receive the
impressions. I realize now they were not
yet adjusted to the new form of light.
Gradually, as I looked, objects of definite
shape began to emerge from the blackness.

“Gentlemen, T want to make clear to you
now—as clear as T can—the peculiar aspect
of everything that I saw under this micro-
scope. 1 seemed to be inside an immense
cave. One side, near at hand, T could now
make out quite clearly. The walls were
extraordinarily rough and indented, with a
peculiar phosphorescent light on the projec-
tions and blackness in the hollows. I say
phosphorescent light, for that is the nearest
word I can find to describe it—a curious
radiation, quite different from the reflected
light to which we are accustomed.

“I said that the hollows inside of the
cave were blackness. But not blackness—
the absence of light—as we know it. It was
a blackness that seemed also to radiate
light, if you can imagine such a condition;
a blackness that seemed not empty, but
merely withholding its contents just beyond
my vision.

“Except for a dim suggestion of roof over
the cave, and its floor, I could distinguish
nothing. After a moment this floor became

clearer. It seemed to be—well, perhaps I
might call it black marble—smooth, glossy,
yet somewhat transiucent. In the fore-
ground the floor was apparently liquid. In
no way did it differ in appearance from the
solid part, except that its surface seemed to
be in motion.

“Another curious thing was the outlines

of all the shapes in view. I noticed that no
outline held steady when I looked at it
directly; it seemed to quiver. You see
something like it when looking at an object
through water—only, of course, there was
no distortion. It was also like looking at
something with the radiation of heat be-
ween.
“Of the back and other side of the cave,
I could see nothing, except in one place,
where a narrow effulgence of light drifted
out into the immensity of the distance
behind.

“I do not know how long I sat looking
at this scene; it may have been several
hours. Although I was obviously in a cave,
T never felt shut in—never got the impres-
sion of being in a narrow, confined space.

“On the contrary, after a time I seemed
to feel the vast immensity of the blackness
before me. I think perhaps it may have
been that path of light stretching out into
the distance. As I looked it seemed like the
reversed tail of a comet, or the dim glow
of the Milky Way, and penetrating to
equally remote realms of space.

“Perhaps 1 fell asleep, or at least there
was an interval of time during which I was
so absorbed in my own thoughts I was
hardly conscious of the scene before me.

“Then I became aware of a dim shape
in the foreground—a shape merged with
the outlines surrounding it. And as I
looked, it gradually assumed form, and I
saw it was the figure of a young girl, sit-
ting beside the liquid pool. Except for the
same waviness of outline and phosphores-
cent glow, she had quite the normal aspect
of a human being of our own world. She
was beautiful, according to our own stand-
ards of beauty; her long braided hair a
glowing black, her face, delicate of feature
and winsome in expression. Her lips were
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a deep red, although I felt rather than saw
the color.

“She was dressed only in a short tunic
of a substance I might describe as gray
opaque glass, and the pearly whiteness of
her skin gleamed with iridescence.

“She seemed to be singing, although I
heard no sound. Once she bent over the
pool and plunged her hand into it, laugh-
ing gaily.

“Gentlemen, I cannot make you appre-
ciate my emotions, when all at once I re-
memBered 1 was looking through a micro-
scope. 1 had forgotten entirely my situa-
tion, absorbed in the scene before me. And
then, all at once, a great realization came
upon me—the realization that everything I
saw was inside that ring. I was unnerved
for the moment at the importance of my
discovery.

“When 1 looked again, after the few
moments my eye took to become accus-
tomed to the new form of light, the scene
showed itself as before, except that the girl
had gone.

“For over a week, each night at the same
time I watched that cave. The girl came
always, and sat by the pool as I had first
seen her. Once she danced with the wild
grace of a wood nymph, whirling in and out
of the shadows, and falling at last in a little
heap beside the pool.

“It was on the tenth night after I had
first seen her that the accident happened.
I had been watching, I remember, an un-
usually long time before she appeared, glid-
ing out of the shadows. She seemed in a
different mood, pensive and sad, as she
bent down over the pool, staring into it
intently. Suddenly there was a tremendous
cracking sound, sharp as an explosion, and
I was thrown backward upon the floor.

“When 1 recovered consciousness—I
must have struck my head on something—
I found the microscope in ruins. Upon
examination I saw that its larger lens had
exploded—flown into fragments scattered
around the room. Why I was not killed I
do not understand. The ring 1 picked up
from the floor; it was unharmed and un-
changed.

“Can I make you understand how I felt
at this loss? Because of the great expense
I knew I could never rebuild my lens—for
many years, at any rate. And then, gentle-
men, came the most terrible feeling of all;
1 knew at last that the scientific achieve-
ment I had made and lost counted for little
with me. It was the girl. I realized then
that the only being I ever could care for
was living out her life with her world, and,
indeed, her whole universe, in an atom of
that ring.”

The Chemist stopped talking and looked
from one to the other of the tense faces of
his companions.

“It’s almost too big an idea to grasp,”
murmured the Doctor.

“What caused the explosion?” asked the
Very Young Man.

“I do not know.” The Chemist ad-
dressed his reply to the Doctor, as the most
understanding of the group. “I can appre-
ciate, though, that through that lens I was
magnifying tremendously those peculiar
light-radiati that 1 have described. I
believe the molecules of the lens were shat-
tered by them—I had exposed it longer to
them that evening than any of the others.”

The Doctor nodded his comprehension of
this theory.

Impressed in spite of himself, the Banker
took another drink and leaned forward in
his chair. “Then you really think that there
is a girl now inside the gold of that ring?”
he asked.

“He didn’t say that necessarily,” inter-
rupted the Big Business Man.

“Yes, he did.”

“‘As a matter of fact, I do believe that to
be the case,” said the Chemist earnestly.
“I believe that every particle of matter in
our universe contains within it an’ equally
complex and complete a universe, which to
its inhabitants seem as large as ours. I
think, also, that the whole realm of our
interplanetary space, our solar system and
all the remote stars of the heavens are
contained within the atom of some other
universe as gigantic to us as we are to the
universe in that ring.”

“Gosh!” said the Very Young Man.
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“It doesn’t make one feel very important
in the scheme of things, does it?” remarked
the Big Business Man dryly.

The Chemist smiled. “The existence of
no individual, no nation, no world, nor any
one universe is of the least importance.”

“Then it would be possible,” -said the
Doctor, “for this gigantic universe that
contains us in one of its atoms, to be itself
contained within the atom of another uni-
verse, still more gigantic, and so on.”

“That is my theory,” said the Chemist.

““And in each of the atoms of the rocks
of that cave there may be other worlds
proportionately minute?”

“I can see no reason to doubt it.”

“Well, there is no proof, anyway,” said
the Banker. “We might as well believe it.”

“I intend to get proof,” said the Chemist.

“Do you believe all these innumerable
universes, both larger and smaller than
ours, are inhabited?"” asked the Doctor.

“I should think probably most of them
are. The existence of life, I believe, is as
fundamental as the existence of matter
without life.”

“How do you suppose that girl got in
there?” asked the Very Young Man, com-
ing out of a brown study.

“What puzzled me,” resumed the Chem-
ist, ignoring the question, “is why the gir
should so resemble our own race. I have
thought about it a good deal, and I have
reached the conclusion that the inhabitants
of any universe in the next smaller or larger
plane to ours probably resemble us fairly
closely. That ring, you see, is in the same
—shall we say—environment as ourselves.
‘The same forces control it that control us.
Now, if the ring had been created on Mars,
for instance, I believe that the universes
within its atoms would be inhabited by
beings like the Martians—if Mars has any
inhabitants. Of course, in planes beyond
those next to ours, either smaller or larger,
changes would probably occur, becoming
greater as you go in or out from our own
universe.”

“Good Lord! It makes one dizzy to think
of it,” said the Big Business Man.

“I wish I knew how that girl got in

there,” said the Very Young Man, looking
at the ring.

“She probably didn’t,” retorted the Doc-
tor, “Very likely she was created there, the
same as you were here.”

“I think that is probably so,” said the
Chemist. “And yet, sometimes I am not at
all sure. She was very human.” The Very
Young Man looked at him sympathetically.

“How are you going to prove your
theories?” asked the Banker, in his most
irritatingly practical way.

The Chemist picked up the ring afid put
it on his finger. “Gentlemen,” he said, “I
have tried to tell you facts, not theories.
What I saw through that ultramicroscope
was not an unproven theory, but a fact,
My theories you have brought out by your
questions.”

“You are quite right,” said the Doctor,
“but you did mention yourself that you
hoped to provide proof.”

The Chemist hesitated a moment, then
made his decision. “I will tell you the rest,”
he said.

“After the destruction of the microscope,
I was quite at a loss how to proceed. I
thought about the problem for many weeks.
Finally I decided to work along another
altogether different line—a theory about
which I am surprised you have not already
questioned me.”

‘He paused, but no one spoke.

“I am hardly ready with proof to-night,”
he resumed after a moment. “Will you all
take dinner with me here at the club one
week from to-night?” He read affirmation
in the glance of each.

“Good. That’s settled,” he said, rising.
““At seven, then.”

“But what was the theory you expected
us to question you about?” asked the Very
Young Man.

The Chemist leaned on the back of his
chair.

“The only solution I could see to the
problem,” he said slowly, “was to find
some way of making myself sufficiently
small to be able to enter that other uni-
verse. I have found such a way and one
week from to-night, gentlemen, with your
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assistance, I am going to enter the surface
of that ring at the point where it is
scratched!”

CHAPTER II

HE cigars were lighted and dinner over

before the Doctor broached the sub-
ject uppermost in the minds of every mem-
ber of the party.

“A toast, gentlemen,” he said, raising his
glass. “To the greatest research Chemist in
the world. May he be successful in his ad-
venture to-night.”

The Chemist bowed his ack

a light contraction of tissue, except that it
must be carried further. The problem,
then, was to find a chemical, sufficiently
unharmful to life, that would so act upon
the body cells as to cause a reduction in
bulk, without changing their shape. I had
to secure a uniform and also a proportion-
ate rate of contraction of each cell, in order
not to have the body shape altered.
‘“After a comparatively small amount of
research work, I encountered an apparently
insurmountable obstacle. As you know,
gentlemen, our living human bodies are
held together by the power of the central
intelligence we call the mind. Every instant
dunng your hfeume your subconscious

“You have not heard me yet,” he said
s iling.

“But we want to,” said the Very Young
Man impulsively.

“And you shall.” He settled himself more
comfortably in his chair. “Gentlemen, I am
going to tell you, first, as simply as possi-
ble, just what 1 have done in the past two
years. You must draw your own conclusions
from the evidence I give you.

“You will remember that I told you last
week of my dilemma after the destruction
of the microscope. Its loss and the impossi-
bility of replacing it, led me into still bolder
plans than merely the visual ination of

mind is and directing the in-
dividual life of each cell that makes up
your body. At death this power is with-
drawn each cell is thrown under its own

dividual d, and di: i of the
body takes place.

“I found, therefore, that I could not act
upon the cells separately, so long as they
were under control of the mind. On the
other hand, I could not withdraw this
power of the subconscious mind without
causing death.

“I progressed no further than this for
several months. Then came the solution.
1 reasoned dm af(er death the body does
not i di far more

this minute world. I reasoned, as I have
told you, that because of its physical prox-
imity, its similar environment, so to speak,
this outer world should be capable of sup-
porting life identical with our own.

“I saw then but one obstacle standing
between me and this other world—the dis-
crepancy of size. The distance separating
our world from this other, is infinitely great
or infinitely small, according to the view-
point. In my present size it is only a few
feet from here to the ring on that plate.
But to an inhabitant of that other world,
we are as remote as the faintest stars of the
heavens, diminished a thousand times.”

He paused a moment, signing the waiter
to leave the goom.

“This reduction of bodily size, great as
it is, involves no deeper principle than does

time elapses than I expected to need for
the cell-contraction. I devoted my time,
then, to finding a chemical that would tem-
porarily withhold, during the period of
cell-contraction, the power of the subcon-
scious mind, just as the power of the
conscious mind is withheld by hypnotism.

“I am not going to weary you by trying
to lead you through the maze of chemical
experiments into which I plunged.

“I worked on rabbits almost exclusively.
After a few weeks I succeeded in com-
pletely suspending animation in one of
them for several hours. There was no life
apparently existing during that period. It
was not a trance or coma, but the complete
simulation of death. No harmful results
followed the revivifying of the animal. The
contraction of the cells was far more dif-
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ficult to accomplish; I finished my last ex-
periment less than six months ago.”

“Then you really have been able to
make an animal infinitely small?” asked
the Big Business Man.

The Chemist smiled. “I sent four rabbits
into the unknown last week,” he said.

“As 1 was planning to project myself
into this unknown universe and to reach
the exact size proportionate to it, I soon
realized such a result could not be obtained
were 1 in an unconscious state. Only by
successive doses of the drug, or its retard-
ant about which I will tell you later, could
T hope to reach the proper size. Another
necessity is that I place myself on the

exact spot on that ring where I wish to ~

enter and to climb down among its atoms
when I have become sufficiently small to
do so. Obviously, this would be impossible
to one not possessing all his faculties and
physical strength.”

“And did you solve that problem, too?”
asked the Banker. “I'd like to see it done,”
he added.

The Chemist produced two small paper
packages from his wallet. “These drugs are
the result of my research,” he said. “One
of them causes contraction, and the other
expansion, by an exact reversal of the
process. Taken together, they produce no
effect, and a lesser amount of one retards
the action of the other,” e opened the
papers, showing two small vials. “I have
made them as you see, in the form of tiny
pills, each containing a minute quantity of
the drug. It is by taking them successively
in unequal amounts that I expect to reach
the desired size.”

“There’s one point that you do not men-
tion,” said the Doctor. “Those vials and
their contents will have to change size as
you do. How are you going to manage
that?” .

“By experimentation I have found,” an-
swered the Chemist, ““that any object held
in close physical contact with the living
body being contracted is contracted itself
at an equal rate. I believe that my clothes
will be affected also. These vials I will
carry strapped under my armpits.”

“Suppose you should die, or be killed,
would the contraction cease?” asked the
Doctor.

“Yes, almost immediately,” replied the
Chemist. “Apparently, though I am acting
through the subconscious mind while its
power is held in abeyance, when this power
is permanently withdrawn by death, the
drug no longer affects the individual cells.
The contraction or expansion ceases almost
at once.”

“Is it your intention to take this stuff
yourself to-night?”’ asked the Big Business
Man.

“If you will give me your help, I think
so, yes. I have made all arrangements.
‘The club has given us this room in absolute
privacy for forty-eight hours. Your meals
will be served here when you want them,
and I am going to ask you, gentlemen, to
take turns watching and guarding the ring
during that time. Will you do it?”

“1 should say we would,” cried the Doc-
tor, and the others nodded assent.

“It is because I wanted you to be con-
vinced of my entire sincerity that I have
taken you so thoroughly into my confi-
dence. Are those doors locked?” The Very
Young Man locked them.

“Thank you,” said the Chemist, starting
to disrobe. In a moment he stood before
them attired in a woolen bathing-suit of
pure white. Over his shoulders was strapped
tightly a narrow leather harness, supporting
two silken pockets, one under each armpit.
Into each of these he placed one of the
vials, first laying four pills from one of
them upon the table.

At this point the Banker rose from his
chair and selected another in the further
corner of the room. He sank into it a
crumpled heap and wiped the beads of per-
spiration from his face with a shaking hand.

“I have every expectation,” said the
Chemist, “that this suit and harness will
contract in size uniformly with me. If the
harness should not, then I shall have to
hold the vials in my hand.”

On the table, directly under the light,
he spread a large silk handkérchief, upon
which he placed the ring. He then pro-
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duced a teaspoon, which he handed to the
Doctor.

“Please listen carefully,” he said, “for
perhaps the whole success of my adventure,
and my life itself, may depend upon your
actions during the next few minutes. You
will realize, of course, that when I am still
large enough to be visible to you I shall be
so small that my voice may be inaudible.
Therefore, I want you to know, now, just
what to expect.

“When I am something under a foot
high, T shall step upon that handkerchief,
where you will see my white suit plainly
against its black surface. When I become
less than an inch high, I shall run over to
the ring and stand beside it. When I have
diminished to about a quarter of an inch, I
shall climb upon it, and, as I get smaller,
will follow its surface until I come to the
scratch.

“I want you to watch me very closely.
1 may miscalculate the time and wait until
I am too small to climb upon the ring. Or
1 may fall off. In either case, you will place
that spoon beside me and I will climb into
it. You will then do your best to help me
get on the ring. Is all this quite clear?”

The Doctor nodded assent.

“Very well, watch me as long as I re-
main visible. If I have an accident, I shall
take the other drug and endeavor to return
to you at once. This you must expect at
any moment during the next forty-eight
hours. Under all circumstances, if I am
alive, I shall return at the expiration of that
time.

“And, gentlemen, let me caution you
most solemnly, do not allow that ring to be
touched until that length of time bas ex-
pired. Can I depend on you?”

“Yes," they answered breathlessly.

“After I have taken the pills,” the Chem-
ist continued, “I shall not speak unless it
is absolutely necessary. I do not know
what my sensations will be, and I want to
follow them as closely as possible.” He
then turned out all the lights in the room
with the exception of the center electrolier,
that shone down directly on the handker-
chief and ring.

The Chemist looked about him. “Good-
by, gentlemen,” be said, shaking hands all
around. “Wish me luck,” and without hesi-
tation he placed the four pills in his mouth
and washed them down with a swallow of
water.

Silence fell on the group as the Chemist
seated himself and covered his face with his
hands. For perhaps two minutes the tense-
ness of the silence was unbroken, save by
the heavy breathing of the Banker as he lay
huddled in his chair.

“Oh, look, he’s really growing smaller!”
whispered the Big Business Man in a hor-
rified tone to the Doctor. The Chemist
raised his head and smiled at them. Then
he stood up, steadying himself against a
chair. He was less than four feet high.
Steadily he grew smaller before their horri-
fied eyes. Once he made as if to speak, and
the Doctor knelt down beside him. “It’s
all right, good-by,” he said in a tiny voice.

Then he stepped upon the handkerchief.
The Doctor knelt on. the floor beside it,
the wooden spoon ready in his hand, while
the others, except the Banker, stood behind
him. The figure of the Chemist, standing
motionless near the edge of the handker-
chief, seemed now like a little white wooden
toy, hardly more than an inch in height.

‘Waving his hand and smiling, he sudden-
ly started to walk and then ran swiftly over
to the ring. By the time he reached it,
somewhat out of breath, he was little more
than twice as high as the width of its band.
Without pausing, he leaped up, and sat
astraddle, leaning over and holding to it
tightly with his hands. In another moment
he was on his feet, on the upper edge of the
ring, walking carefully along its circum-
ference toward the scratch.

The Big Business Man touched the Doc-
tor on the shoulder and tried to smile.
““He’s making it,” he whispered. As if in
answer the little figure turned and waved
its arms. They could just distinguish its
white outline against the gold surface un-
derneath.

“I don’t see him,” said the Very Young
Man in a scared voice.

“He's right near the scratch,” answered
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the Doctor, bending closer. Then, after a
moment, “He’s gone.” He rose to his feet.
“Good Lord! why haven’t we a micro-
scope!” he added.

“I never thought of that,” said the Big
Business Man, “we could have watched
him for a long time yet.”

“Well, he’s gone now,” returned the Doc-
tor, “and there is nothing for us to do but
wait.”

“I hope he finds that ‘rl,” sighed the
Very Young Man.

CHAPTER 111
AFTER FORTY-EIGHT HOURS

HE Banker snored stertorously from

a davenport in a corner of the room.
In an easy-chair near by, with his feet on
the table, lay the Very Young Man, sleep-
ing also.

The Doctor and the Big Business Man
sat by the handkerchief.

“How long has it been now?” asked the
latter.

“Just forty hours,” answered the Doc-
tor, “and he said that forty-eight hours was
the limit. He should come back at about
ten to-night.”

“I wonder if he twill come back,” ques-
tioned the Big Business Man nervously.

‘They were silent for a moment, and then
he went on: “You'd better try to sleep a
while,” he said to the Doctor, “you’re worn
out. I'll watch here.”

“I suppose I should,” answered the Doc-
tor wearily. “Wake up that kid, he’s sleep-
ing most of the time.”

“No, I'll watch,” repeated the Big Busi-
ness Man; “you lie down over there.”

‘The Doctor did so while the other settled
himself more comfortably on a cushion be-
side the handkerchief, and prepared for his
lonely watching.

‘The Doctor apparently dropped off to
sleep at once, for he did not speak again.
The Big Business Man sat staring steadily
at the ring, bending nearer to it occasion-
ally. Every ten or fifteen minutes he looked
at his watch,

Perhaps an hour passed in this way,
when the Very Young Man suddenly sat up
and yawned. “Haven’t they come back
yet?” he asked in a sleepy voice.

The Big Business Man answered in a
much lower tone. “What do you mean—
they?” he said.

“I dreamed that he brought the girl
back with him,” said the Very Young Man.

“Well, if he did, they have not arrived,”
answered the Big Business Man. “Youwd
better go back to sleep. We've got six or
seven hours yet.”

The Very Young Man rose and crossed
the room. “No, I'll watch a while,” he said,
seating himself on the floor. “What time
is it?”

“Quarter of three.”

“He said he’d be back by ten to-night,
I'm crazy to see that girl.”

The Big Business Man rose and went
over to a dinner-tray, standing near the
door. “Lord, I'm hungry. I must have for-
gotten to eat to-day.” He lifted up one
of the silver covers. What he saw evidently
encouraged him, for he drew up a chair and
began his lunch.

The Very Young Man lighted a cigarette.
“It will be the tragedy of my life,” he said,
“if he never comes back.”

The Big Business Man smiled. “How
about kis life?” he answered, but the Very
Young Man had fallen into a reverie and
did not reply.

The Big Business Man finished his lunch
in silence and was just about to light a
cigar when a sharp exclamation brought
him hastily to his feet.

‘“Come here, quick, I see something.”
The Very Young Man had his face close
to the ring and was trembling violently.

The other pushed him back. “Let me
see. Where?”

“There by the scratch; he’s lying there;
I can see him.”

The Big Business Man looked and then
hurriedly woke the Doctor.

““He’s come back,” he said briefly; “you
can see him there.” The Doctor bent down
over the ring while the others woke up the
Banker.
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“He doesn’t seem to be getting any
bigger,” said the Very Young Man; “he’s
just lying there. Maybe he’s dead.”

“What shall we do?” asked the Big Busi-
ness Man, and made as if to pick up the
ring. The Doctor shoved him away. “Don’t
do that!” he said sharply. “Do you want
to kill him?”

‘‘He’s sitting up,”
Man. “He’s all right.”

“He must have fainted,” said the Doc-
tor, “thably he’s taking more of the
drug now.”

“He’s much Iarger.” said the Very
Young Man; “look at hi 1”

The tiny figure was sitting sidewise on
the ring, with its feet hanging over the
outer edge. It was growing perceptibly
larger each instant, and in a moment it
slipped down off the ring and sank in a
heap on the handkerchief.

“Good Heavens! Look at him!” cried the
Big Business Man. “He’s all cut and
scratched!”

The little figure presented a ghastly
sight. As it steadily grew larger they could
see and recognize the Chemist’s haggard
face.

“Look at his feet,” whispered the Big
Business Man. They were horribly cut and
bruised and greatly swollen.

The Doctor bent over and whi d

ied the Very Young

“I seem to have stopped growing,” he
said. “Let’s finish it up now. My! how
I want to be the right size again,” he added
fervently.

The Doctor helped him extract the vials
from under his arm, and the Chemist
touched one of the pills to his tongue. Then
he sank back, closing his eyes. “I think
that should be about enough,” he mur-
mured.

No one spoke for nearly ten minutes..
Gradually the Chemist’s body grew, the
Doctor shifting his position several times
as it became larger. It seemed finally to
have stopped growing, and was apparently
nearly its former size.

“Was it all as you expected?” asked the
Banker.

“To a great extent, yes,” answered the
Chemist. “But 1 had better tell you just
what happened.” The Very Young Man
nodded his eager agreement.

“When I took those first four pills,” be-
gan the Chemist in a quiet, even tone, “my
immediate sensation was a sudden reeling
of the senses, combined with an extreme
nausea. This latter feeling passed after a
moment.” He paused to light a cigar.

“You will remember that I seated my-
self upon the floor and closed my eyes.
When I opened them my head had steadied

gently, “What can I do to help you?” The
Chemist shook his head. His body, lying
prone upon the handkerchief, had torn it
apart in growing. When he was about
twelve inches in length he raised his head.
The Doctor bent closer. “Some brandy,
please,” said a wraith of the Chemist’s
voice. It was barely audible.

“He wants some brandy,” called the
Doctor. The Very Young Man looked
hastily around, then opened the door and
dashed madly out of the room. When he
returned, the Chemist had grown to nearly
four feet. He was sitting on the floor with
his back against the Doctor’s knees.

“Here!” cried the Very Young Man,
thrusting forth the brandy. The Chemist
drank a little of it. Then he sat up, evi-
dently somewhat revived.

itself but I was op by a
curious feeling of drowsiness, impossible to
shake off.

“My first mental impression was one of
wonderment when I saw you all begin to
increase in size. I remember standing up
beside that chair, which was then half again
its normal size, and you”—indicating the
Doctor—"“towered beside me as a giant of
nine or ten feet high.

“Steadily upward, with a curious crawl-
ing motion, grew the room and all its con-
tents. Except for the feeling of sleep that
oppressed me, I felt quite my usual self.
No change appeared happening to me, but
everything else seemed growing to gigantic
and terrifying proportions.

“Can you imagine a human being a
hundred feet high? That is how you looked
to me as I stepped upon that huge expanse
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of black silk and shouted my last good-by
to youl

“QOver to my left lay the ring, apparent-
ly fifteen or twenty feet away. I started to
walk toward it, but although it grew rap-
idly larger, the distance separating me from
it seemed to increase rather than lessen.
Then I ran, and by the time I arrived it
stood higher than my waist—a beautiful,
shaggy, golden pit.

“I jumped upon its rim and clung to it
tightly. I could feel it growing beneath me
as I sat. After a moment I climbed upon
its top surface and started to walk toward
the point where I knew the scratch to be.

“I found myself now, as I looked about,
walking upon a narrow, though ever broad-
ening, curved path. The ground beneath
my feet appeared to be a rough, yellowish
quartz. This path grew rougher as I ad-
vanced. Below the bulging edges of the
path, on both sides, lay a shining black
plain, ridged and indented, and with a sun-
like sheen on the higher portions of the
ridges. On the one hand this black plain
stretched in an unbroken expanse to the
horizon. On the other, there appeared a
circular valley, enclosed by a shining yellow
wall.

“The way had now become extraordi-
narily rough. I bore to the left as I ad-
vanced, keeping close to the outer edge.
The other edge of the path I could not see.
I clambered along hastily, and after a few
moments was confronted by a row of rocks
and boulders lying directly across my line
of progress. I followed their course for
a short distance, and finally found a space
through which I could pass.

“This transverse ridge was perhaps a
hundred feet deep. Behind it and extend-
ing in a parallel direction lay a tremendous
valley. I knew then I had reached my first
objective,

“I sat down upon the brink of the preci-
pice and watched the cavern growing ever
wider and deeper. Then I realized that I
must begin my descent if ever I was to
reach the bottom. For perhaps six hours
I climbed steadily downward. It was a
fairly easy descent. According to the stature

1 was when I reached the bottom, I had
descended perhaps twelve thousand feet
during this time.

“The latter part of this journey found
me nearing the bottom of the cafion. Ob-
jects around me no longer seemed to in-
crease in size, as had been constantly the
case before, and I reasoned that probably
my stature was remaining constant.

“I noticed, too, as I advanced, a curious
alteration in the form of light around me.
The glare from above (the sky showed only
as a narrow dull ribbon of blue) barely
penetrated to the depths of the cafion’s
floor. But all about me there was a soft
radiance, seeming to emanate from the
rocks themselves.

“I have not told you, gentlemen, that at
the time I marked the ring I made a deeper
indentation in one portion of the scratch
and focused the microscope upon that.
This indentation I now searched for. Luck-
ily I found it, less than half a mile away—
an almost circular pit, perhaps five miles
in diameter, with shining walls extending
downward into blackness. There seemed no
possible way of descending into it.

“The sleepy feeling that had formerly
merely oppressed me, combined now with
my physical fatigue and the larger dose of
the drug I had taken, became almost in-
tolerable. I yielded to it for a moment,
lying down on a crag near the edge of the
pit. I must have become almost immedi-
ately unconscious, and remained so for a
considerable time. I can remember a hor-
rible sensation of sliding headlong for what
seemed like hours. I felt that I was sliding
or falling downward. I tried to rouse but
could not. Then came absolute oblivion.

“When I recovered my senses I was
lying partly covered by a mass of smooth,
shining pebbles. I was bruised and bat-
tered from head to foot—in a far worse
condition than you first saw me when I
returned.

“I sat up and looked around. Beside me,
sloped upward at an apparently increasing
angle, was a high glossy plane, This x-
tended as far as I could see both to the
right and left and upward into the black-
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ness of the sky overhead. It was this plane
that had evidently broken my fall, and I
had been sliding down it, bringing with me
a considerable mass of rocks and boulders.

“The incline down which I had fallen
was composed of some smooth substance
suggesting black marble. The floor under-
foot was quite different—more of a metallic
quality with a curious corrugation. Before
me, in the dim distance, I could just make
out a tiny range of hills.

“I rose, after a time, and started weakly
to walk toward these hills.

“There 1 found what had evidently once
been a deep forest, but which now was al-
most utterly desolated. Only here and
there were the trees left standing. For the
most part they were lying in a crushed and
tangled mass, many of them partially em-
bedded in the ground.

“I cannot express adequately to you,
gentlemen, what an evidence of tremen-
dous superhuman power this scene pre-
sented. No storm, no lightning, nor any
attack of the elements could have produced
more than a fraction of the destruction I
saw all around me.

“I climbed cautiously upon a fallen
tree-trunk, and from this elevation had a
much better view of my surroundings. I

red to be near one end of the deso-
lated area, which extended in a path about
half a mile wide and several miles deep.
In front, a thousand feet away, perhaps,
lay the unbroken forest.

“Descending from the tree-trunk I
walked in this direction, reaching the edge
of the woods after possibly an hour of
the most arduous traveling of my whole
journey.

“On one of the fallen tree-trunks I found
a sort of vine growing. This vine bore a
profusion of small gray berries, much like
our huckleberries. They proved similar in
taste, and I sat down and ate a quantity.

“When I reached the edge of the forest
1 felt somewhat stronger. I had seen up to
this time no sign of animal life whatever.
Now, as T stood silent, I could hear around
me all the multitudinous tiny voices of the
woods. Insect life stirred underfoot, and

in the trees above an occasional bird flitted
to and fro.

“Perhaps I am giving you a picture of
our own world. I do not mean to do so.
You must remember that above me there
was no sky, just blackness. And yet so
much light illuminated the scene that I
could not believe it was other than what we
would call daytime. Objects in the forest
were as well lighted—better probably than
they would be under similar circumstances
in our own world.

“The trees were of huge size compared
to my present stature: straight, upstanding
trunks, with no branches until very near
the top. They were bluish-gray in color,
and many of them well covered with the
berry-vine I have mentioned. The leaves
overhead seemed to be blue—in fact the
predominating color of all the vegetation
was blue, just as in our world it is green.
The ground was covered with dead leaves,
mold, and a sort of a gray moss. Fungus
of a similar color appeared, but of this I
did not eat.

“I bad penetrated perhaps two miles
into the forest when I came unexpectedly
to the bank of a broad, smooth-flowing
river, its silver surface seeming to radiate
waves of the characteristic phosphorescent
light. I found it cold, pure-tasting water,
and I drank long and deeply. Then I re-
member lying down upon the mossy bank,
and in a moment, utterly worn out, I
again fell asleep.”

CHAPTER 1V
LYLDA

“YJ WAS awakened by the feel of soft
hands upon my head and face. With
a start I sat up abruptly; I rubbed my
eyes confusedly for a moment, not knowing
where I was. When I collected my wits
I found myself staring into the face of a
girl, who was kneeling on the ground before
me. I recognized her at once—she was the
girl of the microscope.
“To say 1 was startled would be to put
it mildly, but I read no fear in her expres-
sion, only wonderment at my springing so
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suddenly into life. She was dressed very
much as I had seen her before. Her fragile
beauty was the same, and at this closer
view infinitely more appealing, but I was
puzzled to account for her older, more
mature look. She seemed to have aged
several years since the last evening I had
seen her through the microscope. Yet, un-
deniably, it was the same girl.

“For some moments we sat looking at
each other in wonderment. Then she smiled
and held out her hand, palm up, speaking
a few words as she did so. Her voice was
soft and musical, and the words of a pe-
culiar quality that we generally describe
as liquid, for want of a better term. What
she said was wholly unintelligible, but
whether the words were strange or the in-
tonation different from anything I had ever
heard, 1 could not determine.

“The gap separating us, however, was
very much less than you would imagine.
Strangely enough, though, it was not 1 who
learned to speak her tongue, but she who
mastered mine.”

The Very Young Man sighed con-
tentedly.

“We became quite friendly after this
greeting,” resumed the Chemist, “and it
was apparent from her manner that she
had already conceived her own idea of who
and what T was.

“For some time we sat and tried to com-
municate with each other. My words
seemed almost as unintelligible to her as
hers to me, except that occasionally she
would divine my meaning, clapping her
hands in childish delight. [ made out that
she lived at a considerable distance, and
that her name was Lylda. Finally she
pulled me by the hand and led me away
with a proprietary air that amused, and, 1
must admit, pleased me tremendously.

“We had progressed through the woods
in this way, hardly more than a few hun-
dred yards, when suddenly I found that she
was taking me into the mouth of a cave or
passageway, sloping downward at an angle
of perhaps twenty degrees. I noticed now,
more graphically than ever before, a truth
that had been gradually forcing itself upon

me. Darkness was impossible in this new
world. We were now shut in between nar-
row walls of crystalline rock, with a roof
hardly more than fifty feet above.

“No artificial light of any kind was in
evidence, yet the scene was lighted quite
brightly. This, I have explained, was
caused by the phosphorescent radiation
that apparently emanated from every par-
ticle of mineral matter in this universe.

“As we advanced, many other tunnels
crossed the one we were traveling. And
now, occasionally, we passed other people,
the men dressed similarly to Lylda, but
wearing their hair chopped off just above
the shoulder line.

“Later, 1 found that the men were gen-
erally about five and a half feet in stature:
lean, muscular, and with a grayer, harder
look to their skin than the iridescent
quality that characterized the women.

“They were fine-looking chaps, these we
encountered. All of them stared curiously
at me, and several times we were held up
by chattering groups. The intense white-
ness of my skin, for it looked in this light
the color of chalk, seemed to both awe and
amuse them. But they treated me with
great deference and respect, which I after-
ward learned was because of Lylda herself,
and also what she told them about me.

“At several of the intersections of the
tunnels there were wide open spaces. One
of these we now approached. It was a
vast amphitheater, so broad its opposite
wall was invisible, and it seemed crowded
with people. At the side, on a rocky niche
in the wall, a speaker harangued the crowd.

“We skirted the edge of this crowd and
plunged into another passageway, sloping
downward still more steeply. 1 was so
much interested in the strange scenes open-
ing before me that I remarked little of the
distance we traveled. Nor did I question
Lylda but seldom. I was absorbed in the
complete similarity between this and my
own world in its general characteristics,
and yet its complete strangeness in details.

“I felt not the slightest fear. Indeed
the sincerity and kindliness of these people
seemed absolutely genuine, and the friend-
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ly, naive manner of my little guide put me
wholly at my ease. Toward me Lylda’s
manner was one of childish delight at a
new-found possession. Toward those of her
own people with whom we talked, I found
she preserved a dignity they profoundly

res| .

“We had hardly more than entered this
last tunnel when I heard the sound of
drums and a weird sort of piping music,
followed by shouts and cheers. Figures
from behind us scurried past, hastening to-
ward the sound. Lylda’s clasp on my hand
tightened, ‘and she pulled me forward
eagerly. As we advanced the crowd became
denser, pushing and shoving us about and
paying little attention to me.

“In close contact with these people I
soon found I was stronger than they, and
for a time I had no difficulty in shoving
them aside and opening a path for us. They
took my rough handling all in good part,
in fact, never bave I met a more even
tempered, good-natured people than these.

“After a time the crowd became so
dense we could advance no further. At this
Lylda signed me to bear to the side. As
we approached the wall of the cavern she
suddenly clasped her hands high over her
head and shouted something in a clear,
commanding voice. Instantly the crowd fell
back, and in a moment I found myself
being pulled up a narrow flight of stone
steps in the wall and out upon a level space
some twenty feet above the heads of the
people.

“Several dignitaries occupied this plat-
form. Lylda greeted them quietly, and they
made place for us beside the parapet. I
could see now that we were at the inter-
section of a transverse passageway, much
broader than the one we had been travers-
ing. And now I received the greatest sur-
prise I had had in this new world, for
down this latter tunnel was passing a broad
line of men who obviously were soldiers.

“The uniformly straight lines they held;

the glint of light on the spears they car-.

ried upright before them; the weird, but
rhythmic, music that passed at intervals,
with which they kept step; and, above all,

the cheering enthusiasm of the crowd, all
seemed like an echo of my own great world
above.

“This martial ardor and what it implied
came as a distinct shock. All I had seen
before showed the gentle kindliness of a
people whose life seemed far removed from
the struggle for existence to which our race
is subjected. I had come gradually to feel
that this new world, at least, had attained
the golden age of security, and that fear,
hate, and wrong-doing had long since
passed away, or had never been born.

“Yet here, before my very eyes, made
wholesome by the fires of patriotism,
stalked the grim God of War. Knowing
nothing yet of the motives that inspired
these people, I could feel no enthusiasm,
but only disillusionment at this discovery
of the ommipotence of strife.

“For some time I must have stood in
silence. Lylda, too, seemed to divine my
thoughts, for she did not applaud, but
pensively watched the cheering throng be-
low. All at once, with an impulsively ap-
pealing movement, she pulled me down
toward her, and pressed her pretty cheek
to mine. It seemed almost as if she was
asking me to help.

“The line of marching men seemed now
to have passed, and the crowd surged over
into the open space and began to disperse.
As the men upon the platform with @Gs
prepared to leave, Lylda led me over to
one of them. He was nearly as tall as I,
and dressed in the characteristic tunic that
seemed universally worn by both sexes.
The upper part of his body was hung with
beads, and across his chest was a thin,
slightly convex stone plate.

“After a few wotds of explanation from
Lylda, he laid his hands on my shoulders
near the base of the neck, smiling with his
words of greeting. Then he beld one hand
before me, palm up, as Lylda had done,
and I laid mine in it, which seemed the
correct thing to do.

“I repeated this performance with two
others who joined us, and then Lylda
pulled me away. We descended the steps
and turned into the broader tunnel, finding
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near at hand a sort of sleigh, which Lylda
signed me to enter. It was constructed evi-
dently of wood, with a pile of leaves, or
similar dead vegetation, for cushions. It
was balanced upon a single runner of pol-
ished stone, about two feet broad, with a
narrow, shorter outrider on each side.

‘“Harnessed to the shaft were two ani-
mals, more resembling our reindeers than
anything else, except that they were gray
in color and had no horns. An attendant
greeted Lylda respectfully as we ap-
proached, and mounted a seat in front of
us when we were comfortably settled.

“We drove in this curious vehicle for
over an hour. The floor of the tunnel was
quite smooth, and we glided down its in-
cline with little effort and at a good rate.
Our driver preserved the balance of the
sleigh by shifting his body from side to
side so that only at rare intervals did the
side-runners touch the ground.

“Finally, we emerged into the open, and
1 found myself viewing a scene of almost
normal, earthly aspect. We were near the
shore of a smooth, shining lake. At the
side a broad stretch of rolling country,
dotted here and there with trees, was visi-
ble. Near at hand, on the lake shore, I
saw a collection of houses, most of them
low and flat, with one much larger on a
promontory near the lake.

“Overhead arched a gray-blue, cloudless
sky, faintly star-studded, and reflected in
the lake before me 1 saw that familiar,
gleaming trail of star-dust, hanging like a
huge straightened rainbow overhead, and
ending at my feet.”

CHAPTER V
THE WORLD IN THE RING
HE Chemist paused and relighted his
cigar. “Perhaps you have some ques-
tions,” he suggested.

The Doctor shifted in his chair.

“Did you have any theory at this time”
—he wanted to know—*"about the physical
conformation of this world? What I mean
is, when you came out of this tunnel were
you on the inside or the outside of the
world?”

“Was it the same sky you saw overhead
when you were in the forest?” asked the
Big Business Man.

“No, it was what he saw in the micro-
scope, wasn't it?” said the Very Young

an.

“One at a time, gentlemen,” laughed the
Chemist. “No, I had no particular theory
at this time—I had too many other things
to think of. But I do remember noticing
one thing which gave me the clue to a
fairly complete understanding of this uni-
verse. From it I formed a definite explana-
tion, which I found was the belief held by
the people themselves.”

“What was that?” asked the Very Young
Man.

“I noticed, as I stood looking over this
broad expanse of country before me, one
vital thing that made it different from any
si ilar scene I had ever beheld. If you
will stop and think a moment, gentlemen,
you will realize that in our world here the
horizon is caused by a curvature of the
earth below the straight line of vision. We
are on a convex surface. But as I gazed
over this landscape, and even with no ap-
preciable light from the sky, I could see a
distance of several miles. I saw at once
that quite the reverse was true. I seemed
to be standing in the center of a vast shal-
low bowl. The ground curved upward into
the distance. There was no distinct horizon
line, only the gradual fading into shadow
of the visual landscape. I was standing
obviously on a concave surface, on the in-
side, not the outside of the world.

“The situation, as 1 now understand it,
was this: According to the smallest stature
I reached, and calling my height at that
time roughly six feet, I had descended into
the ring at the time I met Lylda several
thousand miles, at least. By the way, where
is the ring?”

“Here it is,” said the Very Young Man,
handing it to him. The Chemist replaced
it on his finger. “It’s pretty important to
me now,” he said, smiling.

“You bet!” agreed the Very Young Man.

“You can readily understand how I de-
scended such a distance, if you consider the
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comparative immensity of my stature dur-
ing the first few hours I was in the ring.
It is my understanding that this country
through which I passed is a barren waste—
merely the atoms of what we call gold.

“Beyond that I entered the hitherto un-
explored regions within the atom. The
country at that point where I found the
forest, I was told later, is habitable for
several hundred miles. Around it on all
sides lies a desert, across which no one has
ever penetrated.

“This surface is the outside of the
Oroid world, for so they call their earth.
At this point the shell between the outer
and inner surfaces is only a few miles in
thickness. The two surfaces do not parallel
each other, so that in descending these tun-
nels we turned hardly more than an eighth
of a complete circle.

“At the city of Arite, where Lylda first
took me, and where I had my first view of
the inner surface, the curvature is slightly
greater than that of our own earth, al-
though, as I have said, in the opposite
direction.”

“And the space within this curvature—
the heavens you have mentioned—how
great do you estimate it to be?” asked the
Doctor.

“Based on the curvature at Arite it
would be about six thousand miles in
diameter.”

“Has this entire inner surface been ex-
plored?” asked the Big Business Man.

“No, only a small portion. The Oroids
are not an adventurous people. There are
only two nations, less than twelve million
people all together, on a surface nearly as
extensive as our own.”

“How about those stars?”’ suggested the
Very Young Man.

“T believe they comprise a complete uni-
verse similar to our own solar system.
There is a central sun-star, around which
many of the others revolve. You must
understand, though, that these other worlds
are infinitely tiny compared to the Oroids,
and, if inhabited, support beings nearly as
much smaller than the Oroids, as they are
smaller than you.”

“Great Cazsar!” ejaculated the Banker.
“Don’t let’s go into that any deeper!”

“Tell us more about Lylda,” prompted
the Very Young Man.

“You are insatiatable on that point,”
laughed the Chemist. “Well, when we left
the sleigh, Lylda took me directly into the
city of Arite. I found it an orderly collec-
tion of low houses, seemingly built of uni-
formly cut, highly polished gray blocks. As
we passed through the streets, some of
which were paved with similar blocks, I
was reminded of nothing so much as the old
jingles of Spotless Town. Everything was
immaculately, inordinately clean. Indeed,
the whole city seemed built of some curious
form of opaque glass, newly scrubbed and
polished.

“Children crowded from the doorways
as we advanced, but Lylda dispersed them
with a gentle, though firm, command. As
we approached the sort of castle I have
mentioned, the reason for Lylda’s authori-
tative manner dawned upon me. She was,
I soon learned, daughter of one of the most
learned men of the nation and was—hand-
maiden, do you call it?—to the queen.”

“So it was a monarchy?” interrupted the
Big Business Man. “I should never have
thought that.”

“Lylda called their leader a king. In
reality he was the president, chosen by
the people, for a period of about what we
would term twenty years; I learned some-
thing about this republic during my stay,
but not as much as I would have liked.

“The food was not greatly different from
our own, although I found not a single
article I could identify. It consisted prin-
cipally of vegetables and fruits.

“Lylda visited me at intervals, and I
learned I was awaiting an audience with
the king. During these days she made rapid
progress with my language—so rapid that
I shortly gave up the idea of mastering
hers.

“And now, with the growing intimacy
between us and our ability to communicate
more readily, I learned the simple, tragic
story of her race—new details, of course,
but the old, old tale of might against right,
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and the tragedy of a trusting, kindly peo-
ple, blindly thinking others as just as
themselves.

“For thousands of years, since the mas-
ter life-giver had come from one of the
stars to populate the world, the Oroid
nation had dwelt in peace and security.
These people cared nothing for adventure.
No restless thirst for knowledge led them
to explore deeply the limitless land sur-
rounding them. Even from the earliest
times no struggle for existence, no doctrine
of the survival of the fittest, hung over
them as with us. No wild animals harassed
them; no savages menaced them. A fertile
boundless land, a perfect climate, nurtured
them tenderly.

“Under such conditions they developed
only the softer, gentler qualities of nature.
Many laws among them were unnecessary,
for life was so simple, so pleasant to live,
and the attainment of all the commonly
accepted standards of wealth so easy, that
the incentive to wrongdoing was almost
non-existent.

“Strangely enough, and fortunately, too,
no individuals rose among them with the
desire for power. Those in command were
respected and loved as true workers for the
people, and they accepted their authority
in the same spirit with which it was given.
Indolence, in its highest sense the wonder-
ful art of doing nothing gracefully, played
the greatest part in their life.

“Then, after centuries of ease and
peaceful security, came the awakening.
Almost without warning another nation had
come out of the unknown to attack them.

“With the hurt feeling that comes to a
child unjustly treated, they all but suc-
cumbed to this first onslaught. The ab-
duction of numbers of their women, for
such seemed the principal purpose of the
invaders, aroused them sufficiently to repel
this first crude attack. Their manhood
challenged, their anger as a nation awak-
ened for the first time, they sprang as one
man into the horror we call war.

“With the defeat of the Malites came
another period of ease and security. They
had learned no lesson, but went their in-

dolent way, playing through life like the
kindly children they were. During this last
period some intercourse between them and
the Malites took place. The latter people,
whose origin was probably nearly opposite
them on the inner surface, had by degrees
pushed their frontiers closer and closer to
the Oroids. Trade between the two was
carried on to some extent, but the char-
acter of the Malites, their instinctive desire
for power, for its own sake, their considera-
tion for themselves as superior beings,
caused them to be distrusted and feared
by their more simple-minded companion
nation.

“You can almost guess the rest, gentle-
men. Lylda told me little about the
Malites, but the loathing disgust of her
manner, her hesitancy, even to bring her-
self to mention them, spoke more elo-
quently than words.

“Four years ago, as they measure time,
came the second attack, and now, in a
buge arc, only a few hundred miles from
Arite, hung the opposing armies.”

The Chemist paused. “That’s the con-
dition I found, gentlemen,” he said. “Not
a strikingly original or unfamiliar situation,
was it?”

“By Jove!” remarked the Doctor
thoughtfully, “what a curious thing that
the environment of our earth should so
effect that world inside the ring. It does
make you stop and think, doesn't it, to re-
alize how those infinitesimal creatures are
actuated now by the identical motives that
inspire us?”

“Yet it does seem very reasonable, I
should say,” the Big Business Man put in.

“Y T was the morning of my third day in

the castle,” began the Chemist again,
“that I was taken by Lylda before the
king. We found him seated alone in a
little anteroom, overlooking a large court-
yard, which we could see was crowded
with an expectant, waiting throng. I must
explain to you now, that I was considered
by Lylda somewhat in the light of a Mes-
siah, come to save her nation from the
destruction that threatened it.
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“She believed me a supernatural being,
which, indeed, if you come to think of it,
gentlemen, is exactly what I was. I tried
to tell her something of myself and the
world I bad come from, but the difficulties
of language and her smiling insistence and
faith in her own conception of me, soon
caused me to desist. Thereafter I let her
have ber own way, and did not attempt
any explanation again for some time.

“For several weeks before Lylda found
me sleeping by the river’s edge, she had
made almost a daily pilgrimage to that vi-
cinity. A maidenly premonition, a feeling
that had first come to her several years be-
fore, told her of my coming, and her
father’s knowledge and scientific beliefs
had led her to the outer surface of the
world as the direction in which to look. A
curious circumstance, gentlemen, lies in the
fact that Lylda clearly remembered the oc-
casion when this first premonition came to
her. And in the telling, she described

that characterized her, made me feel that
she embodied all those qualities with which
we of this earth idealize our own woman-
hood.

“I found myself falling steadily under
the spell of her beauty, until—well, gen-
tlemen, it’s childish for me to enlarge upon
this side of my adventure, you know; but—
Lylda means everything to me now, and
I'm going back for her just as soon as I
possibly can.”

“Bully for you!” cried the Very Young
Man. “Why didn’t you bring her with
you this time?”

“Let him tell it his own way,” remon-
strated the Doctor. The Very Young Man
subsided with a sigh.

“During our talk,” resumed the Chem-
ist, “I learned from the king that Lylda
bad promised him my assistance in over-
coming the enemies that threatened his
country. He smilingly told me that our

harming little i had assured him

graphically the scene in the cave, where I
saw her through the microscope.” The
Chemist paused an instant and then re-
sumed.

“When we entered the presence of the
king, he greeted me quietly, and made me
sit by his side, while Lylda knelt on the
floor at our feet. The king impressed me
as a man about fifty years of age. He was
smooth-shaven, with black, wavy hair,
reaching his shoulders. He was dressed in
the usual tunic, the upper part of his body
covered by a quite similar garment, orna-
mented with a variety of metal objects.
His feet were protected with a sort of buck-
skin; at his side bung a crude-looking
metal spear.

“The conversation that followed my en-
trance, lasted perhaps fifteen minutes.
Lylda interpreted for us as well as she
could, though 1 must confess we were all
three at times completely at a loss. But
Lylda’s bright, intelligent little face, and
the resourcefulness of her gestures, always
managed somehow to convey her meaning.
The charm and grace of her manner, all
during the talk, her winsomeness, and the
almost spiritual kindness and tenderness

I would be able to do this. Lylda’s blush-
ing face, as she conveyed this meaning to
me, was so thoroughly captivating, that be-
fore I knew it, and quite without meaning
to, I pulled her up toward me and kissed
her.

“The king was more surprised by far
than Lylda, at this extraordinary behavior.
Obviously neither of them had understood
what a kiss meant, although Lylda, by her
manner, evidently comprehended pretty
thoroughly.

“I told them then, as simply as possible
to enable Lylda to get my meaning, that I
could, and would gladly aid in their war.
I explained, then, that I had the power to
change my stature, and could make myself
grow very large or very small in a short

e of time.

‘“This, as Lylda evidently told it to him,
seemed quite beyond the king's under-
standing. He comprehended finally, or at
least he agreed to believe my statement.

“This led to the consideration of prac-
tical questions of how I was to proceed in
their war. I had not considered any details
before, but now they appeared of the ut-
most simplicity. All 1 had to do was to
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make myself a hundred or two hundred
feet high, walk out to the battle lines, and
scatter the opposing army like a set of
small boys’ playthings.”

“Then like three children we plunged
into a discussion of exactly how I was to
perform these wonders, the king laughing
heartily as we pictured the attack on my
tiny enemies.

“He then asked me how I expected to
accomplish this change of size, and I very
briefly told him of our larger world, and
the manner in which I had come from it
into his. Then I showed the drugs that I
still carried carefully strapped to me. This
seemed definitely to convince the king of
my sincerity. He rose abruptly to his feet,
and strode through a doorway onto a small
balcony overlooking the courtyard below.

““As he stepped out into the view of the
people, a great cheer arose. He waited
quietly for them to stop, and then raised
bis hand and began speaking. Lylda and
1 stood hand in hand in the shadow of the
doorway, out of sight of the crowd, but
with it and the entire courtyard plainly in
our view.

“It was a quadrangular enclosure,
formed by the four sides of the palace, per-
haps three hundred feet across, packed
solidly now with people of both sexes, the
gleaming whiteness of the upper parts of
their bodies, and their upturned faces, mak-
ing a striking picture.

“For perhaps ten minutes the king
spoke steadily, save when he was inter-
rupted by applause. Then he stopped
abruptly, and tumning, pulled Lylda and me
out upon the balcony. The enthusiasm of
the crowd doubled at our appearance. 1
was pushed forward to the balcony rail,
where 1 bowed to the cheering throng.

“Just after T left the king's balcony, I
met Lylda’s father. He was a kindly faced
old gentleman, and took a great interest in
me and my story. He it was who told me
about. the physical conformation of his

tropics. Lylda and I had been talking for
some time, and, I must confess, I had been
making love to her ardently. I broached
now the principal object of my entrance
into her world, and, with an eloquence I
did not believe I possessed, I pictured the
wonders of our own great earth above, beg-
ging her to come back with me and live out
her life with mine.

“Much of what I said, she probably did
not understand, but the main facts were
intelligible without question. She listened
quietly. When I had finished, and waited
for her decision, she reached slowly out
and clutched my shoulders, awkwardly
making as if to kiss me. In an instant she
was in my arms, with a low, happy little
cry.

“F\HE clattering fall of rain brought

us to ourselves. Rising to her feet,
Lylda pulled me over to the window-
opening, and together we stood and looked
out into the night. The scene before us
was beautiful, with a weirdness almost im-
possible to describe. It was as bright as
1 had ever seen this world, for even though
heavy clouds hung overhead, the light from
the stars was never more than a negligible
quantity.

“We were facing the lake—a shining
expanse of silver radiation, its surface shift-
ing and crawling, as though a great undu-
lating blanket of silver mist lay upon it.
And coming down to meet it from the sky
were innumerable lines of silver—a vast
curtain of silver cords that broke apart
into great strings of pearls when I followed
their downward course.

“And then, as I turned to Lylda, I was
struck with the extraordinary weirdness of
her beauty as never before. The reflected
light from the rain had something the qual-
ity of our moonlight. Shining on Lylda’s
body, it tremendously enhanced the iri-
descence of her skin. And her face, up-
turned to mine, bore an expression of

world, and he seemed to prehend my
explanation of mine.

“That night it rained—a heavy, torren-
tial downpour, such as we have in the

radiant h and peace such as I had
never seen before in a woman's counte-
nance.”

The Chemist paused, his voice dying
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away into silence as he sat lost in thought.
Then he pulled himself together with a
start. “It was a sight, gentlemen, the
memory of which I shall cherish all my
life.

“The next day was that set for my en-
trance into the war. Lylda and I had
talked nearly all night, and had decided
that she was to return with me to my
world. By morning the rain had stopped,
and we sat together in the window-opening,
silenced with the thrill of the wonderful
new joy that had come into our hearts.

“The country before us, under the
cloudless, starry sky, stretched gray-blue
and beautiful into the quivering obscurity
of the distance. At our feet lay the city,
just awakening into life. Beyond, over the
rolling meadows and fields, wound the road
that led out to the battle-front, and coming
back over it now, we could see an endless
line of vehicles. These, as they passed
through the street beneath our window, I
found were loaded with soldiers, wounded
and dying. T shuddered at the sight of
one cart in particular, and Lylda pressed
closer to me, pleading with her eyes for
my help for her stricken people.

“My exit from the castle was made
quite a ceremony. A band of music and
a guard of several hundred soldiers ushered
me forth, walking beside the king, with
Lylda a few paces behind. As we passed
through' the streets of the city, heading for
the open country beyond, we were cheered
continually by the people who thronged the
streets and crowded upon the housetops to
watch us pass.

“Qutside Arite I was taken perhaps a
mile, where a wide stretch of country gave
me the necessary space for my growth.
We were standing upon a slight hill, below
which, in a vast semicircle, fully a hundred
thousand people were watching.

“And now, for the first time, fear over-
took me. I realized my situation—saw
myself in a detached sort of way—a stran-
ger in this extraordinary world, and only
the power of my drug to raise me out of
it. This drug you must remember, I had
not as yet taken.

“I glanced around. The king stood be-
fore me, quietly waiting my pleasure. Then
1 turned to Lylda. One glance at her
proud, happy little face, and my fear left
me as suddenly as it had come. I took her
in my arms and kissed her there before
that multitude. Then I set her down, and
signified to the king I was ready.

“I took a minute quantity of one of the
drugs, and as 1 had done before, sat down
with my eyes covered. My sensations
were fairly similar to those I have already
described. When I looked up after a mo-
ment, I found the landscape dwindling to
tiny proportions in quite as astonishing a
way as it had grown before. The king and
Lylda stood now hardly above my ankles.

“A great cry arose from the people—a
cry wherein horror, fear, and applause
seemed equally mixed. I looked down and
saw thousands of them running away in
terror.

“Still smaller grew everything within
my vision, and then, after a moment, the
landscape seemed at rest. T kneeled now
upon the ground, carefully, to avoid tread-
ing on any of the people around me. I lo-
cated Lylda and the king after a moment;
tiny little creatures less than an inch in
height. I was then, I estimated from their
view-point, about four hundred feet tall,

“I put my hand flat upon the ground
near Lylda, and after a moment she climbed
into it, two soldiers lifting her up the side
of my thumb as it lay upon the ground.
In the hollow of my palm, she lay quite
securely, and very carefully I raised her
up toward my face. Then, seeing that she
was frightened, I set her down again.

“At my feet, hardly more than a few
steps away, lay the tiny city of Arite and
the lake. T could see all around the latter
now, and could make out clearly a line of
hills on the other side. Off to the left the
road wound up out of sight in the distance.
As far as I could see, a line of soldiers was
passing out along this road—marching four
abreast, with carts at intervals, loaded evi-
dently with supplies; only occasionally,
now, vehicles passed in the other direc-
tion. Can I make it plain to you, gentlemen,
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my sensations in changing stature? I felt
at first as though I were tremendously
high in the air, looking down as from a
balloon upon the familiar territory beneath
me. That feeling passed after a few mo-
ments, and I found that my point of view
had changed. I no longer felt that I was
looking down from a balloon, but felt as a
normal person feels. And again I con-
ceived myself but six feet tall, standing
above a dainty little toy world. It is all in
the view-point, of course, and never, dur-
ing all my changes, was I for more than a
moment able to feel of a different stature
than 1 am at this present instant. It was
always everything else that changed.

“According to the directions I had re-
ceived from the king, I started now to fol-
low the course of the road. I found it dif-
ficult walking, for the country was dotted
with houses, trees, and cultivated fields,
and each footstep was a separate problem.

“1 progiessed in this manner perhaps
two miles, covering what the day before 1
would have called about a hundred and
thirty or forty miles. The country became
wilder as I advanced, and now was in
places crowded with separate collections of
troops.

“I have not mentioned the commotion
1 made in this walk over the country. My
coming must have been told wildly by
couriers the night before, to soldiers and
peasantry alike, or the sight of me would
have cavsed utter demoralization. As it
was, 1 must have been terrifying to a tre-
mendous degree. I think the careful way
in which 1 picked my course, stepping in
the open as much as possible, helped re-
assure the people. Behind me, whenever
1 turned, they seemed rather more curious
than fearful, and once or twice when 1
stopped for a few moments they ap-
proached my feet closely. One athletic
young soldier caught the loose end of the
string of one of my buskins, as it hung
over my instep close to tbe ground, and
pulled hnmseh‘ up hand over hand, amid
the i cheers of his

“I had walked nearly another mile, when
almost in front of me, and perhaps a hun-

dred yards away, I saw a remarkable sight
that I did not at first understand. The
country here was crossed by a winding river
running in a general way at right angles to
my line of progress. At the right, near at
hand, and on the nearer bank of the river,
lay a little city, perhaps half the size of
Arite, with its back up against a hill.

“What first attracted my attention was
that from a dark patch across the river
which seemed to be the woods, pebbles ap-
peared to pop up at intervals, traversing a
little arc perhaps as high as my knees,
and falling into the city. I watched for a
moment and then I understood. There
was a seige in progress, and the catapults
of the Malites were bombarding the city
with rocks.

“I went up a few steps closer, and the
pebbles stopped coming. 1 stood now be-
side the city, and as I bent over it, I could
see by the battered houses the havoc the
bombardment had caused. Inert little fig-
ures lay in the streets, and 1 bent lower
and inserted my thumb and forefinger be-
tween a row of houses and picked one up.
It was the budy of a woman, partly
mashed. I set it down again I\asuly

“Then as 1 stood up, I felt a sting on
my leg. A pebble had hit me on the shin
and dropped at my feet. I picked it up.
It was the size of a small walnut—a huge
boulder six feet or more in diameter it
would have been in Lylda’s ‘eyes. At the
thought of her I was struck with a sudden
fit of anger. I flung the pebble violently
down into the wooded patch and leaped
over the river in one bound, landing square-
ly on both feet in the woods. It was like
jumping into a patch of ferns.

“I stamped about me for a moment
until a large part of the woods was crushed
down. Then I bent over and poked around
with my finger. Underneath the tangled
wreckage of tiny tree trunks, lay numbers
of the Malites. I must have trodden upon
a thousand or more, as one would stamp
upon insects.

“The sight sickened me at first, for after
all, T could not look upon them as other
than men, even though they were only the
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length of my thumb-nail. I walked a few
steps forward, and in all directions I could
see swarms of the little creatures running.
Then the memory of my coming departure
from this world with Lylda, and my
promise to the king to rid his land once for
all from these people, made me feel again
that they, like vermin, were to be de-
stroyed.

“Without looking directly down, I spent
the next two hours stamping over this en-
tire vicinity. Then I ran two or three
miles directly toward the country of the
Malites, and returning I stamped along the
course of the river for a mile or so in both
directions. Then I walked back to Arite,
again picking my way carefully among
crowds of the Oroids, who now feared me
so little that I had difficulty in moving
without stepping upon them.

“When I had regained my former size,
which needed two successive doses of the
drug, I found myself surrounded by a
crowd of the Oroids, pushing and shoving
each other in an effort to get closer to me.
The news of my success over their enemy
had been divined by them, evidently. Lord
knows it must have been obvious enough
what 1 was going to do, when they saw me
stride away, a being four hundred feet tall.

“Their enthusiasm and thankfulness now
were so mixed with awe and solemn wor-
ship of me as a divine being, that when
I advanced toward Arite they opened a
path i e king,
by Lylda, met me at th edge of the city.
The latter threw herself into my arms at
once, crying with relief to find me the
proper size once more.

“T need not go into det ‘Is of the cere-
monies of rejoicing that took place this
afternoon. These people seemed little given
to pomp and public demonstration. The
king made a speech from his balcony,
telling them all I had done, and the city
was given over to festivities and prepara-
tions to receive the returning soldiers.”

The Chemist pushed his chair back from
the table, and moistened his dry lips with
a swallow of water. “I tell you, gentle-
men,” he continued, “I felt pretty happy

that day. It's a wonderful feeling to find
yourself the savior of a nation.”

At that the Doctor jumped to his feet,
overturning his chair, and striking the ta-
ble a blow with his fist that made the.
glasses dance.

““You know!” he fairly shouted, “that’s
just what you can be here to us.”

The Banker looked startled, while the
Very Young Man pulled the Chemist by
the coat in his eagerness to be heard. “A
few of these pills,” he said in a voice that
quivered with excitement, “when you are
standing in a country and you can walk
over to the next country and kick the
houses apart with the toe of your boot.”
Silence fell in the group as they stared
at each other, awed by the possibili  that
opened up before them.

CHAPTER VI
“1 MUST GO BACK”

HE tremendous plan for the salvation

of their own suffering world through
the Chemist’s discovery occupied the five
friends for some time. Then laying aside
this subj t, that now had become of the
most vital importance to them all, the
Chemist resumed his narrative.

“My last evening in the world of the
ring, I spent with Lylda, discussing our
future, and making plans for the journey.
I must tell you now, gentlemen, that never
for a moment during my stay in Arite was
I free from an awful dread of this same re-
turn trip, I tried to conceive what it would
be like, and the more I thought about it,
the more hazardous it seemed.

“You must realize, when 1 was growing
smaller, coming in, I was able to climb
down, or fall or slide down, into the spaces
as they opened up. Going back, I could
only imagine the world as closing in upon
me, crushing me to death unless I could
find a larger space immediately above into
which I could climb.

“And as I talked with Lylda about this
and tried to make her understand what I
hardly understood myself, I gradually was
brought to realize the full gravity of the
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danger confronting us. If only I had made
the trip out once before, I could have ven-
tured it with her. But as I looked at her
fragile little body, to expose it to the ter-
rible possibilities of such a journey was un-
thinkable.

“There was another question, too, that
troubled me. I had been gone from you
nearly a week, and you were only to wait
for me two days. I believed firmly that I
was living at a faster rate, and that prob-
ably my time with you had not expired.
But 1 did not know. And suppose, when
1 had come out on to the surface of the
ring, one of you had had it on his finger
walking along the street? No, I did not
want Lylda with me in that event.

“And so I told her—made her under-
stand—that she must stay behind, and that
1 would come back to her. She did not
protest. She said nothing—just looked up
into my face with wide, staring eyes and a
little quiver of her lips. Then she clutched
my hand and fell into a low, sobbing cry.

“T held her in my arms for a few mo-
ments, so little, so delicate, so human in
her sorrow, and yet almost superhuman in
her radiant beauty. Soon she stopped cry-
ing and smiled up at me bravely.

“Next morning I left. Lylda took me
through the tunnels and back into the
forest by the river’s edge where I had first
met her. There we parted. I can see now
her pathetic, drooping little figure as she
trudged back to the tunnel.

“When she had disappeared, I sat down
to plan out my journey. I resolved now
to reverse as nearly as possible the steps I
had taken coming in. Acting on this de-
cision, I started back to that portion of
the forest where I had trampled it down.

“I found the place without difficulty,
stopping once on the way to eat a few ber-
ries, and some of the food I carried with
me. Then I took a small amount of one
of the drugs, and in a few moments the
forest-trees had dwindled into tiny twigs
beneath my feet.

“I started now to find the huge incline
down which I had fallen, and when I
reached it, after some hours of wandering,

I followed its bottom edge to where a pile
of rocks and dirt marked my former land-
ing place. The rocks were much larger
than I remembered them, and so I knew I
was not so large, now, as when I was here
before.

“Remembering the amount of the drug
I had taken coming down, I took now
twelve of the pills. Then, in a sudden panic,
T hastily took two of the others. The re-
sult made my head swim most horribly. I
sat or lay down, I forget which. When I
looked up I saw the hills beyond the river
and forest coming toward me, yet
dwindling away beneath my feet as they
approached. The incline seemed folding
up upon itself, like a telescope. As I
watched, its upper edge came into view, a
curved, lumi line against the black
above. Every instant it crawled down
closer, more sharply curved, and its in-
clined surface grew steeper.

“All this time, as I stood still, the
ground beneath my feet seemed to be mov-
ing. It was crawling toward me, and fold-
ing up underneath where I was standing.
Frequently T had to move to avoid rocks
that came at me and passed under my feet
into nothingness.

“Then, all at once, I realized that I had
been stepping constantly backward, to
avoid the incline wall as it shoved itself
toward me. I turned to see what was be-
hind, and horror made my flesh creep at
what I saw. A black, forbidding wall, much
like the incline in front, entirely encircled
me. It was hardly more than half a mile
away, and towered four or five thousand
feet overhead.

“And as I stared in terror, I could see
it closing in, the line of its upper edge com-
ing steadily closer and lower. I looked
wildly around with an overpowering im-
pulse to run. In every direction towered
this rocky wall, inexorably swaying in to
crush me.

“I think I fainted. When I came to
myself the scene had not greatly changed.
1 was lying at the bottom and against one
wall of a circular pit, now about-a thousand
feet in diameter and nearly twice as deep.
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The wall 1 around I could see was almost
perpendicular, and it seemed impossible to
ascend its smooth, shining sides. The ac-
tion of the drug had evidently worn off,
for everything was quite still.

“My fear had now left me, for I re-
membered this circular pit quite well. I
walked over to its center, and looking
around and up to its top, I estimated dis-
tances carefully. Then I took two more
of the pills.

“Immediately the familiar, sickening,
crawling sensation began again. As the
walls closed in upon me, I kept carefully
in the center of the pit. Steadily they
crept in. Now only a few hundred feet
away! now only a few paces—and then 1
reached out and touched both sides at
once with my hands.

“T tell you, gentlemen, it was a terrify-
ing sensation to stand in that well (as it
now seemed), and feel its walls closing up
with irresistible force. But now the upper
edge was within reach of my fingers. I
leaped upward and hung for a moment,
then pulled myself up and scrambled out,
tumbling in a heap on the ground above.
As 1 recovered myself, 1 looked again at
the hole out of which I had escaped; it was
hardly big enough to contain my fist.

“I knew, now, I was at the bottom of
the scratch. But how different it looked
from before. It seemed this time a long,
narrow caiion, hardly more than sixty feet
across. I glanced up and saw the blue sky
overhead, flooded with light, that I knew
was the space of this room above the ring.

“The problem now was quite a different
one than getting out of the pit, for I saw
that the scratch was so deep in proportion
to its width that if T let myself get too big,
1 would be crushed by its walls before I
could jump out. It would be necessary,
therefore, to stay comparatively small and
climb up its side.

“I selected what appeared to be an es-
pecially rough section, and took a portion
of another of the pills. Then I started to
climb. After an hour the buskins on my
feet were torn to fragments, and I was
bruised and battered as you saw me. I

see, now, how I could have made both the
descent into the ring, and my journey back
with comparatively little effort, but I did
the best I knew at the time.

“When the cafion was about ten feet in
width, and I had been climbing arduously
for several hours, I found myself hardly
more than fifteen or twenty feet above
its bottom. And I was still almost that
far from the top. With the stature I had then
attained, I could have climbed the re-
maining distance easily, but for the fact
that the wall above had grown too smooth
to afford foothold. The effects of the drug
had again worn off, and I sat down and
prepared to take another dose. I did so—
the smallest amount I could—and held
ready in my hand a pill of the other kind
in case of emergency. Steadily the walls
closed in.

“A terrible feeling of dizziness now came
over me. I clutched the rock beside which
1 was sitting, and it seemed to melt like ice
beneath my grasp. Then I remembered see-
ing the edge of the cafion within reach
above my head, and with my last remain-
ing strength, I pulled myself up, and fell
upon the surface of the ring. You know
the rest. 1 took another dose of the pow-
der, and in a few minutes was back among
you.”

The Chemist stopped speaking, and
looked at his friends. “Well,” he said,
“you’ve heard it all. What do you think
of it?”

“It is a terrible thing to me,” sighed the
Very Young Man, “that you did not bring
Lylda with you.”

“It would have been a terrible thing if
I had brought her. But I am going back
for her.”

“When do you plan to go back?” asked
the Doctor after a moment.

“As soon as I can—in a day or two,”
answered the Chemist.

“Before you do your work here? You
must not,” remonstrated the Big Business
Man. “Our nation may need you. You
cannot go.”

“Lylda needs me, t00,” returned the
Chemist. “I have an obligation toward
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ber now, you know, quite apart from my
own feelings. Understand me, gentlemen,”
he continued earnestly, “I do not mean to
place myself and mine before the great
fight for democracy and justice which
may soon be waged. That would be ab-
surd. But it is not quite that way, actu-
ally; I can go back for Lylda and return
here in a week.

“Any time that you should take,” said
the Banker slowly, “might cost this world
thousands of lives that you could save.
Have you thought of that?”

The Chemist flushed. “I can recognize
the salvation of a nation or a cause,” he
returned hotly, “but if I must choose be-
tween the lives of a thousand men who are
not dependent on me, and the life or wel-
fare of one woman who is, I shall choose
the woman.”

“He’s right, you know,” said the Doc-
tor, and the Very Young Man agreed with
him fervently.

Two days later the company met again
in the privacy of the club-room. When
they had finished dinner, the Chemist be-
gan in his usual quiet way:

“I am going to ask you this time, gen-
tlemen, to give me a full week. There are
four of you—six hours a day of watching
for each. It need not be too great a hard-
ship. You see,” he continued, as they
nodded in agreement, “I want to spend a
longer period in the ring world this time.
T may never go back, and I want to learn,
in the interest of science, as much about it
as I can. I was there such a short time be-
fore, and it was all so strange and remark-
able, I confess I learned practically noth-

ing.

“I told you all I could of its history.
But of its art, its science, and all its socio-
logical and economic questions, I got hard-
ly more than a glimpse. It is a world and
a people far less advanced than ours, yet
with something we have not, and probably
never will have—the universally distributed
milk of human kindness. Yes, gentlemen,
it is a world well worth studying.”

The Banker came out of a brown study.
“How about your formulas for these

drugs?” he asked abruptly; ‘“where are
they?” The Chemist tapped his forehead
smilingly. “Well hadn’t you better leave
them with us?” the Banker pursued. “The
hazards of your trip—you can’t tell—"

“Don’t misunderstand me, gentlemen,”
broke in the Chemist. “I wouldn’t give
you those formulas if my life and even
Lylda’s depended on it. There agam you
do not di iate between the individ
and the race. I know you four very well.
You are my friends, with all the bond that
friendship implies. I believe in your in-
tegrity—each of you I trust implicitly.
With these formulas you could crush na-
tions, or you could, any one of you, rule
the world, with all its treasures for your
own. These drugs are the most powerful
thing for good in the world to-day. But
they are equally as powerful for evil. I
would stake my life on what you would
do, but I will not stake the life of a na-
tion.”

“I know what I'd do if I had the for-
mulas,” began the Very Young Man.

“Yes, but I don’t know what you’d do,”
laughed the Chemist. “Don’t you see I'm
right?” They admitted they did, though
the Banker acquiesced very grudgmgly

“The time of my departure is at hand.
Is there anything else, gentlemen, before
1 leave you?” asked the Chemist, begin-
ning to disrobe.

‘““Please tell Lylda I want very much to
meet her,” said the Very Young Man
earnestly, and they all laughed.

When the room was cleared, and the
handkerchief and ring in place once more,
the Chemist turned to them again. “Good-
by, my friends,” he said, holding out his
hands. “One week from to-night, at most.”
Then he took the pills.

No unusual incident marked his depar-
ture. The last they saw of him he was
calmly sitting on the ring near the scratch.

Then passed the slow days of watching,
each taking his turn for the allotted six
hours.

By the fifth day, they began hourly to
expect the Chemist, but it passed through
its weary length, and he did not come. The
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sixth day dragged by, and then came the
last—the day he had promised would end
their watching. Still he did not come, and
in the evening they gathered, and all four
watched «together, each unwilling to miss
the return of the adventurer and his wo-
man from another world.

But the minutes lengthened into hours,
and midnight found the white-faced little
group, hopeful yet hopeless, with fear tug-
ging at their hearts, A second week passed,
and still they watched, explaining with an
optimism they could none of them feel, the
non-appearance of their friend. At the end
of the second week they met again to talk
the situation over, a dull feeling of fear
and horror possessing them. The Doctor
was the first to voice what now each of
them was forced to believe. “I guess it's
all useless,” he said. “ e's not coming

back.”
The Doctor sat for some time in silence,
thoughtfully regarding the ring. “My

friends,” he began finally, “this is too big
a thing to deal with in any but the most
careful way. 1 can’t imagine what is go-

ing on inside that ring, but T do know what
is happening in our world, and what our
friend’s return means to civilization here.
Under the circumstances, therefore, I can-
not, I will not give him up.

“I am going to put that ring in a mu-
seum and pay for having it watched in-
definitely. Will you join me?” He turned
to the Big Business Man as he spoke.

“Make it a threesome,” said the Banker
grufily.

And so to-day, if you like, you may go
and see the ring. It lies in the Museum
of the American Society for Biological Re-
search. You will find it near the center of
the third gallery, lving on its black-silk
handkerchief, and covered by a glass bell.
The air in the bell is renewed constantly,
and near at hand sit two armed guards,
watching day and night. And as you stand
before it, thinking of the wonderful world
within its atoms, you well may shudder
at your infinite unimportance as an indi-
vidual and vet glow with pride at your
divine omnipotence as a fragment of human
life.

—_————————————
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