Summer

Jcience™

QUARTERLY

TWO NEW COMPLETE NOVELS

Science Fiction

Number

THE GREAT MIRROR .............civvveenvnee.. Arthur J. Burks 4

Out of the heart of Tibel come the summons to an American orchaeologist, a call
that was to plunge him inlo fontastic conilict with another world. For the people of
the High Lama had siolen o thing valuable beyond price to Mars ond the Martians
were detlermined to punich Eorth ond ite inhabitants!

Fantasy Fiction
STARSTONE WORLD .................... ceevssvs-... Hannes Bok 88

The science of this lar lond was #0 strtange as 1o border upon witcheraft, even though
the man, trapped in an alien body, Imew that all that happened was due to natural
laws, weird as they may be in this world. And his quesl to find a way back to the
Earth he could not forget led through the grim fire-tunnels lo—Sulo, mistress of the
starstone!

THREE OUTSTANDING NEW SHORT TALES

UP THERE .......... i etieetectiteteaneiaane... Martin Pearson 85

Which is more {antastic: the theory that the siars are incredibly distont, or that they
are very close to a siationary Earth?

BOOMERANG ...................cievvvveven.... Bowen Conway 138

He thought he could influence the future by shooting this mon in, to bim, the {ar paest.
It worked—he did influence the future!

STROKE ........... fetieieiciiterisecsaceses. John L Chopman 142
Something aboul that piiful body on the beach looked familiar. . .

SPECIAL DEPARTMENT
PRIME BASE .......cccoiveeneennaeeneacinnesenenn .. The Editor 144

Cover by John B. Mussachia from a scene in "Starstone World”
By Hannes Bok.

SCIENCE FICTION QUARTERLY, Nc. 7, Samrer, 1842, publiched by CCOLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS,
INC. Offlce of publlcation, 1 Appleton Htreei, Holyoke, Mass, Editorial end exccutlve offlces at @&
Hudson St., New York Entered as second claes matter at the Poet Office ot Holyoke, Mars, Bingle
coples, 285¢. Yearly subscription $1.60.

3



THE GREAT MIRROR

Mustrated by John B. Musacchia

Into the secret heart of Tibet, whence no foreigner had before penetrated, he was
taken to serve in the strangest conflict ever known. For over, not only Tibet, but all
Earth hung the menace of outraged Mars and the shadow of terrible but just retribution!

AN OUTSTANDING NEW NOVEL BY ONE OF
4



rising up before the horsemen

% ARTHUR J. BURKS

(Author of “Earth, the Marauder”, “Survival”, ete.)

RATTLE of rifle shots Gobi. Our Chinese workmen ut-
came out of the miles-high tered weird cries and stopped their
high pall of red dust which work in the pit, jumped to their
blanketed the vast expanse of the ifles. A surge of terror went
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through me, for Martin Funston,
leader of the expedition, had left two
days before for Urga on business
connected with our expedition, and
I was in command of the outfit, a
job for which I was enough fitted
so long as there was no interference.

This business of rifle shots was
certainly in the nature of interfer-
ence, and the coolies looked to me
for leadership. I heard my Compra-
dore cry out:

“Mongu jen!
gols! Mongols!”

But I knew too much about the
peoples near the roof of the world
to think for an instant that whoever
fired on us were Mongols. Mongols
didn’'t work that way.

Tibetans, however, invariably in-
troduced themselves by firing on
strangers. And yet, how could there
be Tibetans in the Gobi? Funston
had said no when, just before his
departure, I had said to him:

“You're quite sure we're not in-
gide the borders of Tibet? It seems
to me, if T know anything about
maps, that we’re dangerously close
to the borders of Ngolokwa. And
the Ngoloks are the savages of the
Tibetan tribles, inclined to shoot first
and ask questions afterward.” I
knew something about Tibetans: two
years before, 1 had spent some time
in that wild, mysterious country,
with another expedition, in exactly
the same capacity as my present one:
official photographer for the Geo-
graphic Research Societ;". There was
one difference only, in this expedi-
tion: we were here in the Gobi be-
cause Funston was sure in his own
mind that here somewhere we would
find the cradle of the human race.
There would be fossils for me to
photograph, piecemeal as found, and
as a whole wheu Funston and his
experts had assembled them. Mat-

Mongu jen! Mon-

ter of fact, he had gone to Urga to
meet some of his experts and bring
them out to the diggings.

“Mongu jen! Mongu jen!”

The cries of the Chinese were
filled with terror. They were tradi-
tionally afraid of Mongols. But 1
dared not tell them that these at-
tackers were Tibetans, Ngolok
tribesmen, for their terror would
have numbed their hands so that
they couldn’t have worked the bolts
of the rifles we had taught them to
us.
I hurried to the side of Hsung
Chun, my compradore, or foreman,
He spoke some English and under-
stood a lot more than he was willing
for anyone to know.

“Tell your men,” I said to him,
far more calmly than I really felt,
“not to shoot to kill, or even to
maim. Tell them to fire over the
heads of those people, but plenty
close, understand?”

“But they catchee shoot to kill!”
said Hsung.

1 called his attention to the ob-
vious fact that while scores of bul-
lets had come extremely close to us,
none had struck down any of our
men, or even our animals—though
the animals were in wild disorder,
pulling at their tether, threatening
to break loose and stampede into the
red dust.

“They’re not enemies until they’ve
killed someone,” 1 said, afraid to say
more for fear that he would realize,
as I did, that the oncoming mounted
men were Tibetans. This business
of firing was their way of saying
howdy. Hsung barked to his men
in Pekingese, and our rifles spoke
sharply, a veritable volley. I looked
over the rim of the pit in which we
were working, and saw the eerie
shadows, far out in the dust, pull
their wiry animals to a halt. There



must have been two-score of them.
And they were milling about, ob-
viously holding a conference — the
usual Tibetan habit when strangers
return the ‘“greeting” of hot lead.
They had killed none of us, we had
killed none of them, therefore it was
quite possible we could be friends.
It was more or less up to us. If
we couldn’t take a joke . . .

UT Tibetan jokes could be seri-
ous, as 1 very well know, since
myself and one other man—now a
mental wreck in an American hos-
pital—had been the only survivors of
that Tibetan expedition of two years
ago. And that expedition had been
careful to stay clear of Ngolokwa!
“Tell the men to cease firing,
Hsung,” 1 said. “But post them
about the diggings in such a way
that they can fire on those people if
they get out of hand.”

Our own firing ceased as Hsung
shouted. I stared at the queer forms
out there in the red dust. Red dust!
It was the bane of existence of those
who live anywhere mnear the Gobi.
When the great winds sweep across
th Gobi, all of China directly south-
ward from the desert suffers from
the dust. No house can be secured
against the filtering of the plague.
During those storms, even ships far
out in the Yellow Sea become coated
with the dust, which smears the
decks and works through closed ports
into the clothing of passengers.

And here we were in the very
thick of it.

“Davies, hsien sheng,” said Hsung.
“My catchee think this no belong
good, us go let these Mongu jen come
into camp.”

My name is Howard Davies—not
that it particularly matters. At Jeast
not that I thought it mattered then.
Tibetans could have no possible in-
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terest in me personally. I was juat
a gangling, six foot two, one hundred
and fifty pound camera crank, with
a yen for wild adventure. The af-
fair of two years ago. . . .

But it hadn’t happened here. These
Ngoloks — 1 was sure that’s what
they were—were simply out for loot,
attacking us through the storm be-
cause they knew no Mongols would
be out in the appalling red dust to
prevent their crossing the border.

And now they were approaching,
a big man on a horse that looked to
be white, leading them. They had
fanned out to right and left of this
man, and I was a little afraid that
they planned an encircling move-
ment, or a direct charge, though that
wasn't usually the Tibetan way. It
might be, though, if they knew the
weakness of our force, and the fear
which filled my men at sight of them.

The Ngoloks must not know our
situation. That left it up to me. I
must go out and parley with them.
1 never hated to do anything s0 much
in all my life, but it was either that
or be wiped out completely. And for
the life of me 1 couldn’t understand
why I took my prize camera with
me. It was just a hunch, maybe. 1
put aside my rifle, stepped out of
the pit, and moved into the dust to
meet the Ngoloks, first telling Hsung
to guard against surprise, and to or-
der every man to fire if any tricks
were played on me.

A strange exhiliration went with
me on that march to meet what
might be death. The Ngoloks had
always intrigued me, more than any
other Tibetans. Maybe that's why
I took the camera, if 1 had any real
reason; I wanted to snap pictures of
a people rarely if ever photographed.

Also, T wondered if they would
think it odd that 1 had an unusual
command of their language. .
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S I started walking, the Tibetans
lashed their horses into a trot,
which didn’t help my peace of mind
any. They could so easily run me
down. It was then that I saw some-
thing like a pennant, held aloft by
the leader of the Ngoloks, and knew
that they were going to make at least
a pretense of amity. The pennant
was a Kadakh, s symbol of friend-
ship.

But showing a confidence I did not
really feel, I stopped and held up my
hand commandingly. The horsemen
reined into a slow walk, and the
leader rode out to meet me. Even
through the veil of red dust which
chocked the nostrils and filled the
lungs, I could see the face of the
leader. There was ferocity in it,
fearlessness, ruthlessness. The man
was imperious, contemptuous of all
lesser mortals. I was sure in that
instance that the Kadakh was an aft-
erthought, which migh well spell
treachery. Tibetans will pull deadly
tricks and regard their victim as a
poor sport if he gets upset about
them!

When the leader of the outfit was
within twenty paces of me I sig-
naled again. He reined in. Then [
motioned him to dismount and come
forward afoot. No Tibetan likes
this, either, for Tibetans will not
walk if they can possibly ride. How-
aver, with some hesitation, he obeyed.
His horse, reins dropped over head,
stood like a western cow-pony, as
though tied to the ground. The
Tibetan, a man well over six feet in
height, and twice as broad through
the shoulders as myself, marched to
meet me. The Kadakh—a rich piece
of red satin with a blue border—was
lying across his outstretched palms.
This was the traditional method of
presenting the Kadakh. And I had
always thought that the Kadakh

could so easily cover a pistol which
could pump a bullet into the belly
of the would be recipient. The
Tibetan inclined his head a little, and
stuck out his furry tongue. The
tongue was a long one, the end of
it coming down to the tip of his chin.
The Kadakh in the upturned palms
and the protruding tongue meant,

“No evil on my tongue, no weap-
ons in my hands.”

I had no Kadakh. 1 had only the
camera. But we had a basis for
negotiations. @ The Tibetan came
close enough for me to extend my
palms, which he could see held no
weapon, and receive the Kadakh. I
had slung my camera over my
shoulder.

“You are Howard Davies?’ said
the Tibetan, to my utter amazement.
Not in English, but in Tibetan, with
the Tibetan rendition of my name.

“Yes,” 1 said shortly, not knowing
just what 1o do with the Kadakh on
my palms at this juncture, and ig-
noring it for the moment. “I am
Howard Davies. Who are you?
What do you want? How dare you
cross the border into Mongolia?”

He smiled and answered, “I am
Wann Ta Chih, leader of the Ngoloks
in this area. I come to make friends,
and to speak of the Mirror from
Outside. As to the border, there has
always been some question as to just
where it runs. You say, perhaps,
and the Mongols say, that this 1s
Mongol territory. 1 say it is part
of Ngolokwa.”

“I know nothing of border dis-
putes,” I said. Which was a mis-
take, because it showed him that I
myself did not know where the bor-
der ran—and, insofar, placed me at
his mercy. He could be sure of him-
self, and I could not.

“Then,” he said. imperiously, “you



are scarcely in position to demand
explanations, are you?”

“I can still ask what you mean
about the Mirror from Outside, can’t
I? And how it could possibly in-
terest me?”

“You speak Tibetan,” he said calm-
ly. “You know my country and my
people. Besides that, you know the
people of the world outside, which
is far more important.”

I was thoroughly mystified, and a
frown crossed my forehead in spite
of myself. I looked away from Wann
Ta Chih. 1 looked down at the Ka-
dakh, conscious for the first time
that there was something most un-
usual about it — just as there was
something about this Tibetan 1
could not exactly place. He was, ob-
viously, a leader of bandits, for the
Ngoloks lived by banditry. Yet the
Tibetan he spoke was the Tibetan of
the highly educated lamas. And he
knew of my connection, certainly,
with the expedition of two years
ago. How else could he have known
so0 much about me? I'd have sworn
none of my men was a traitor, for
none of them would have contacted
the Ngoloks for all the good in Tibet.

But, the Kadakh.

It was more than just a piece of
cloth. It was heavy as a piece of
chain mail, and though it looked to
be satin, there was a squirmy, al-
most snaky quality about it. The
thing, writhing on my palms when-
ever I so much as breathed, seemed
to be alive with a baleful, unearthly
aliveness that gave me the shivers.
In order not to show my feelings,
my growing uneasiness, I reverted
back to the Mirror, which meant ab-
solutely nothing to me.

“What is this Mirror from Out-
side?’ I said.
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IS answer was strange indeed.

He raised his head as though

he were scanning the heavens—
though through that pall of red dust
one couldn’t see fifty feet in the air.
We all almost swam in the red dust.

“It came from Outside,” he said
simply. “From outside the earth.
From another earth. There is trouble
about it. Tibet needs the help of
your world.”

“Look,” 1 said testily, “I know a
lotabout your mystical stuff. I know
your people use telepathy. I know
the high lamas can, or claim they
can, project their astral entities half-
way around the world: I know yeu
claim to be able to levitate yeour-
selves. . . .”

“We do all those things,” he in-
terrupted.

“Suppose you do?’ I retorted.
“You can’t levitate yourself to the
Moon, or Jupiter, or Mars, can you?”

He nodded — again to my utter
amazement. I was sure he was pull-
ing my leg—some Tibetan idea of a
great joke.

“The Mirror,” he stated flatly,
“comes from Mars. We brought it
away from Mars three months ago,
on the occasion of our first visit to
that planet.”

I had lost patience. 1 had taken
all the nonsense 1 was going to from
this Ngolok bandit.

“I suggest,” I said, “that you take
back your Kadakh, and take your-
selves back across the border to
wherever you came from. I am too
busy a man to be annoyed by Tibetan
riddles.”

“We'll go,” he said quietly, “but
you must come with us.”

I guess my mouth must have
flopped open like that of a gaffed
fish. He grinned at me. His eyes,
cold they were, danced with a kind
of macabre merriment,
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“I've no time to go anywhere,” |
said.

“You will come with us,” he re-
peated.

“No!” I held out the Kadakh on
my palms. I knew that to return
it was an insult, but I did it any
way. Wann Ta Chih seemed not to
take offense at all. He extended his
palms for the strange, writhing piece
of cloth. His horny, rough hands
touched mine. In the instant they
did it was as though I had been
sucked into a vortex beyond descrip-
tion. It was as though the atoms of
my body were disintegrating, flying
apart, exploding me into bits—
though there was no sensation of
pain. Just a swift fading out of
everything I knew. Of Wann Ta
Chih, of his bandit gang, of the red
dust, of the Gobi itself. One thing
I noticed, just as Wann Ta Chih
touched the Kadakh, uncovering my
hands, was the time indicated by my
wrist-watch. It was three-fifteen in
the afternoon. The date, for the sake
of the record, was November 27,
1940.

HEN I regained consciousness

I still stood with my hands
touching the * Kadakh. The man
across the writhing cloth from me
was not Wann Ta Chih, but a
Tibetan lama of the Yellow Hats, and
he was gravely smiling. My hands
were still uncovered, or almost un-
covered, as though the lama were
taking the Kadakh from me, as
Wann Ta Chih had been. So, I
looked at my watch. The time was
three-sixteen!

But I had been in this room al-
most two years ago, and recognized
it instantly as the visitors’ room of
the Lamasery of Godrang! I knew,
as I held my breath with amazement,
that Godrang was over six hundred

miles from our diggings in the Gobi!
What nonsense was this, anyway?
Had 1 been unconscious all the time
it had taken whoever had knocked
me cold, to bring me to Godrang, a
journey of several days on horse-
back?

“What is the date, Father,” I
asked horsely.
“November 27, 1940,” he said

mockingly, deliberately using the
western calendar I knew. He looked
down at my watch, went on: “It is
three-seventeen in the afternoon!”

If he spoke the truth I had been
six hundrd miles and more distant
from here, two minutes before! And
most of those two minutes had been
spent right here in Godrang. To say
that I was taken aback is a miracle
of understatement.

I could have come no faster on a
radio wave!

“In the name of your Living
Buddha, Father,” I said desperately,
“I insist on the truth!”

He straightened slightly, proudly.

“It is my habit to tell the truth
always,” he said.

There was just one thing I wanted
in that instant: out! I knew better
than to offer violence to any lama.
But I jerked away from the Kadakh
as though it had really been a poi-
sonous reptile, hurled myself past
the lama, intent on fleeing from God-
rang as though the Devil were chas-
ing me. The lama did not try to
stop me.

CHAPTER 1II

1THE SECRET OF TRANS-
FLUNG myself outside, still
not believing—only to see the

MISSION
l cobblestones of the rough

street of Godrang, and know that I



was actually in the place. That 1
had come here so swiftly 1 also knew
to be true, for that lama would not
lie to me. I had seen the truth in
his eyes.

The street was filled with lamas,
and if I had not been so excited I
would have realized instantly that
there was something terribly wrong
with them. None of them said his
beads, none of them spun a prayer-
wheel. There was abysmal horror
in the eyes of each and every one.
And a grim determination, which
was what I read first. 1 was not to
escape the lamas, though 1 certainly
intended to try. There were fewer
lamas to the south, so I flung myself
straight into the thick of them, my
fists flying out, smashing into fat
brown faces, slugging hard at big
stomachs. My blows went home with
terrific force, for I am a powerful
man in spite of my odd build.

I knocked one lama rolling with
a blow on the button, just as three
lamas jumped me from behind, held
me in spite of my struggles, while
a fourth carvefully took the camera
from my shoulders! This was cer-
tainly an odd circumstance. Lamas
understood cameras, for I had taught
many of these very lamas how to use
them. But why should theyv be so
careful of my camera? | hadn’t
thought of what could happen to it
in a fight, when my camera was
usually my first consideration. The
lamas had thought of it first. But
it didn’t strike me just then what
this might mean; not that 1 could
have guessed in any case, beyond the
fact that they wanted both me and
my camera. But why go to so much
trouble, and how, exactly, had it been
done?

1 asked none of these questions
then. I was hysterical in my desire
to get away. I slugged like a mad-
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man. 1 kicked. I even bit. But the
lamas pushed against me, .reaching
for my body with their fat hands,
yanking at me, trying to make me
a prisoner—but careful all the time
not to injure me. As I remembered,
last time 1 had been here they had
not been nearly so careful, either
with me or my friend, who had got
cracked over the head so hard he
hadn’t yet recovered and possibly
never would.

Their careful handling of me was
a break of which 1 took full advan-
tage. 1 smashed one flat, broad nose,
and the blood spurted. The victim
looked pained, but did not cry out.
He simply stepped out®of the fight
and covered his face with both hands.
Blood oozed between his fingers. I
suppose I should have felt ashamed
of myself, though it didn’t occur to
me at the moment. 1 wanted to
knock down all the lamas between
myself and the gate. I knew that I
would be pursued, but even that
didn’t matter.

I had never been in such a panic
in my life. Nor had I ever lost my
head so completely.

I must have knocked down a dozen
of them before they piled onto me
en masse and bore me to the cobble-
stones. Two years ago they would
have battered me to a pulp if I had
resisted so strongly. I was whipped,
and the knowledge that this was so
added to my terror—nor have I since
found any reason to be ashamed of
that terror. I think the bravest man
I know would have behaved no bet-
ter, all things considered.

The odor of rancid butter and un-
washed bodies was in my nostrils.
I could give up now, or struggle on
and be smothered under the weight
of Yellow Hats. 1 chose the lesser
of two evils. If I became unconscious
again, no telling what would happen
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to me, recalling all that already had!

“I'll give up,” I said, my voice
muffled under the weight of men. But
it must have reached the lama I had
first met, for I could hear his voice
come #hrough:

“Release him!
word!”’

He will keep his

HEY stepped back from me,

leaving me free to scramble to
my feet. I looked at the first lama,
noted the vast concern in his eyes,
and the same numb bewilderment i
had already noticed in the eyes of
all the other lamas.

“What is this all about, anyway?”
I asked of Gelong Tse Gatze, the first
lama. “Why am I being treated like
this?”

“If you'll be calm,” said the Ge-
long, “I'll tell you. Certainly you
are entitled to an explanation.”

Puffing, I tried to put my rumpled
clothing to rights. I was acutely
conscious of the cold of the heights,
for I still wore the clothing in which
I had been working on the Gobi,
where, in the pit at least, it had been
warm enough. When I had got back
some of my lost dignity, I looked
around, a bit sheepishly, at the lamas
I had knocked around.

I stuck out my tongue at them,
trying to grin at the same time, with
not too much success. 1 sucked in
my tongue when the lamas answered
the greeting by sticking out their
own tongues. One or two of those
tongues were bitten almest through
because I had slugged their owners
on the “buttons” with lusty right-
handers. They forgave me freely.
At the same time I felt that they
weren't particularly interested, one
way or the other. Their job had
been to keep me from escaping, and
they had done it. If I were of im-
portance to the Gelong, that was all

right. 1t did not matter to them
directly.

I turned and walked, with such
dignity as I could muster, back into
the room in which I had “awalened.”
As I passed a lama who was holding
my camera, he calmly looped the
strap over my right shoulder—as
though he had just been holding it
for me while I fought, and now were
giving it back. It was so much like
a second holding a fighter's coat, and
giving it back to him after he had
got licked, that it was all 1 could do
to keep from bursting into hysterical
laughter.

Gelong Tze Gatze followed me back
into the visitors’ room, where he
squatted on a thick rug. He barked
at one of the other lamas, and a rug
was brought and spread for me. I
sat down, cross-legged, and faced the
Gelong.

“Well,” I said, “go ahead and talk.
Begin by telling me how I got here!”

“You know our contry and our
people,” he began. ‘“You've bheen
here before. . . .”

“Skip the preliminaries,” I said,
angrily. “I don’t feel like being
polite, inasmuch as I have been kid-
napped. How did I get here?”’

“Some preliminaries are essential,
Howard Davies,” said the Gelong
patiently. “You know that some of
our most ascetic lamas, myself in-
cluded, are able to project our entities
across great distances? You have
read reports of lamas appearing to
their friends hundreds of miles dis-
tant from where the lamas actually
were, and even speaking to them?”’

“Yes, but I never believed it.”

“It's quite true,” he said heavily.
“And I must ask you to regard as
a confidence, what I am about to tell
you,”

“All right, 1 won't talk until you
tell me I may,” 1 said, somewhat



recklessly, now that I come to look
back at that moment. “I've heard
you can project yourself, as you say,
but I never believed it.”

“One thing only is not true,” he
said, “and this is a secret known
only to the initiate. We do project
ourselves, but there is nothing mys-
tical about it. None of those who
have ‘seen’ us do this has ever ap-
parently noticed that a Kadakh al-
ways figures in the ‘miracle’ of pro-
jection. It is not done by will-power.”

1 waited for him to go on.

“Certain Kadakhs,” he went on “in
the hands of advanced lamas, are
not mere symbols of friendship. They
~re what your civilization would call,
I suppose, mechanical creations.
They are, in short, magnetic disin-
tegrators and reintegrators. Such a
one was tendered to you by Wann Ta
Chih of the Ngeloks. At the same
moment, Wann Ta Chih and I being
in ‘contact,” I held the mate to that
Kadakh. The Kadakh in your hands
was a mechanical contrivance which
instantly, at the will of either Wann
Ta Chih or myself—a will expressed
by touching an infinitesimal mech-
anism in the corner of the cloth—
disintegrated you at a spet in the
Gobi, reintegrated you right here op-
posite me, as you ‘awakened. In-
stantaneously! It is a mechanical
secret high lamas have possessed for
several centuries.”

I can find no words that really ex-
press what I felt at that moment. But
that some grave situation existed I
knew from one solemn fact: not even
an armed invasion of Tibet would
have induced any lama to thus di-
vulge one o1 the major secrets of
his hold over his people. Therefore
what has happening here, and what
the Gelong was afraid would happen,
must be something earth-shaking,
literally.
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But why had they picked on me,
a slightly more than average pho-
tographer, but scarcely more than
that? That | knew Tibetan, and
several European tongues, and the
people of Tibet, the United States
and Europe—as Wann Ta Chih had
said—scarcely seemed enough. Plain-
ly there was something here, some-
thin, unbelievable, which I hadn’t
even guessed at as yet.

oe ON’T tell me that you visited

Mars by making a journey
like the one 1 just made here from
the Gobi?” 1 said caustically. ‘“Tell
me if you wish, but- don’t forget
to tell me just how you managed
to get a second Kadakh to Mars
first!”

He sighed heavily, paused a mo-
ment before going on.

“You are one of the few men who
know that Tibetans, especially high
lamas,” he said, “possess knowledge,
scientific knowledge, far beyond that
of most of your famous scientists.
For years your scientists have talked
of sending rockets to the nearest
planets. Tibetans have done it. [
hope and trust I shall not be com-
pelled to tell you from what high
peak in Tibet the rockets were fired.
Nor through what trial and tribula-
tion—working in absolute secrecy—
the rockets were developed. It was
planned that they should break into
many pieces on contact with the sur-
face of Mars....”

“And each rocket,” 1 said sar-
castically, “contained one of your
Kadakhs!”’

“Exactly! Three of the Kadalkhs
actually landed on Mars.”

Understand, as the Gelong talked
I knew that every word he spoke
was the solemn truth, or that he
believed it was the truth. One had
but to look into his eyes to have all
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doubt removed from one’s mind. Here
was a man in grave trouble who
needed help—needed it so badly he
would bring a comparatively insig-
nificant foreigner to Godrang, and
give him secrets that would, if told,
destroy the religious prestige of
Tibet. Plainly he was willing to
take that chance—which told me far
more than I could grasp.

“The Living Buddha of Godrang,”
said the Gelong, “selected a dozen
important, highly educated lamas,
and despatched them to Mars . . .”

He said it as simply as he would
have stated that a dozen lamas had
been sent to the corner to get a
dozen candy bars!

“Our Astronomical observations
and calculations had convinced wus
that earthmen had to wear clothing
equipped in a certain way, for them
to be able to live on Mars. We so
equipped our explorers to the Out-
side. One by one they left for Mars,
from this very room . ..”

Of course I know how it sounds!
But I can’t change facts, no matter
how they sound. I'm not saying at
this point, mind you, that those
twelve Tibetans went to Mars as 1
had come to Godrang from the Gobi,
but only that the Gelong, whose
greatest pride was insistence on the

truth, said they had.
@@ F they had only explored, then
returned to us with their find-
ings!” said the Gelong. “If only they
had become acquainted with the Mar-
tians, even to the extent of inviting
them to visit us here in Tibet! But
they went further. The Martians
introduced them to the Gargantuan
mystery of the Martian Mirror—and
they could not resist it. They brought
it back with them! It is here in
Godrang, in a secret place. The Mar-
tians know, and want it back. You

can understand why, when I take you
to it, and explain, as far as I am
able, the almost Infinite Potential of
the Mirror.”

“Good Heavens!” I said. “The
Martians, using your own thunder,
are coming here, via the Kadakh ...”

“No!” The Gelong almost exploded.
“When our lamas returned they
thought they were preventing pur-
suit by making sure to bring back
every one of the Kadakhs! The Mar-
tians are filtering into Tibet—by
some means which is a mystery to
the most learned of us! Somehow
they are coming through a break in
the Heaviside Layer and . . .”

He broke off in the midst of a
word. His tongue started to pro-
trude in a way which in no wise re-
sembled the Tibetan greeting of
friendship. His face was changing.
His hands lifted toe his throat, as
though he would tear away throttling
hands—invisible hands. His voice
was hoarse, rasping. He managed
to emit one word:

“Kil!”’

But whom he meant T should kill
I could not even guess. I could only
wateh with horror, a ghastly change
in the face, form and demeanor of
the Gelong Tze Gatze. The brown
of his cheeks took on a greenish tint.
The shape of his face altered slight-
ly, changing from obese to what can
only be called hawk-like. I tried to
cry out to lamas I knew to be wait-
ing outside, beyond the door that had
been closed to assure Tze Gatze and
me of privacy. But no words would
leave my lips. It was almost as
though I, too, were being throttled.

The hands of Tze Gatze, which
were also changing in a horrible way,
that made me think of tentacles,
fluttered down from his throat. His
thumb caught in his prayer beads,
and his head bent a little as he looked



at the beads. He frowned a trifle,
as though the beads puzzled him.

Then he straightened, and a grim-
ace which might have been intended
for a smile—and succeeded in being
a ghastly travesty of one—touched
his lips that had gone cruelly thin.
This thing which, I sensed, played a
horrible Mr. Hyde to the Gelong’s Dr.
Jekyll, raised the right hand. Out
of the thin lips came a reedy voice,
uttering, in Tibetan, the most as-
tounding words any Earthman ever
harkened to:

“Greetings from Outside, Howar’
Davees! Listen for a moment before
you cast your lot with our enemies!”

1 realized, with a numbing sense
of catastrophe, that a denizen of
Mars spoke to me from the body of
the Gelong Tze Gatze!

CHAPTER I

GATHERING HORROR

OR a minute or an hour—I
could never afterward decide
how long—the world stood

still as I Lried to realize this uvtter
impossibility. As I looked at this
monstrous stranger, who smiled back
at me enigmatically, with an air of
superiority that in itself was enough
to terrify the bravest, thoughts went
through my brain like lightning
flashes. In times of great stress
some men are numbed to inactivity,
even to thought. Some men are filled
with thoughts. This particular time
my brain was busy, while my body
stood there like a statue, my eyes
meeting those of the stranger be-
cause | could not tear them away.

Some of my thoughta were ir-
relevant.

The manner in which I had come
to Godrang, for instance. Qbviously
the Tibetan disintegrator-reintegrat-
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ors were operative on anything in
contact with the Kadakh at the time
the “signal” was given. That ex-
plained why I had made the “trip”
fully dressed, with the camera over
my shoulder. It explained how the
Tibetans—though 1 was not yet
ready to believe this thing—had
landed on Mars fully equipped for
existence there. The mechanism of
those Kadalkhs was something 1
might never be able to understand,
but if the gods were good to me
I'd take one of them apart as soon
as possible, and photograph the thing
in detail.

Yes, even in my terror I was a
photographer first, instinctively.

Then, Gé¢long Tze Gatze had spoken
of being “in contact” with Wann Ta
Chih at a given moment. Had he
been able to see the Ngolok across
six hundred miles of range and moun-
tain and valley? Were the Kadakhs
radios and televisors as well? Natur-
ally there was none who could an-
swer me. The Gelong Tze Gatze. ...

Where was the Gelong Tze Gatze?

Obviously this monster who
“wore” his earthly casement was not
Tze Gatze. And 1 had associated
with scientists too long to have any
great belief in the soul. Or so I
had thought for years, until I was
now faced with this impossible thing.
A Martian had taken possession of
the Gelong. But how? And with
what? Through the medium of some
living essence that was all of the
Martian, whatever all of him might
be, except his material hutment?
What was that all? 1’d have to call
it soul, spirit, essence, anything, until
1 found an answer that the world
I knew would accept.

Accept? 1 hadn’t the slightest
hope that any part of my world would
accept any part of this. The Chinese,
back on the Gobi, would tell Funsten



16 % % K Science Fiction Quarterly

such a tale of my disappearance that,
when relayed out to the press of
the world, it would give rise to all
sorts of tales, some of them per-
haps even more fantastic than the
truth.

A voice seemed to whisper inside
me:

“Kdl! KUur

I could feel the word. It was like
a single tentacle, probing in my very
brain, trying to make itself {felt,
heard, understood. I was accustomed
to telepathy, for I had had Tibetans,
adepts at it, experiment with me in
times past. The Gelong Tze Gatze
wasn’t here now, or if he was I
couldn’t see him, but he was trying
to make me conscious of the last
word I had heard him utter:

“Kil! Kill!”

He was urging me to kill the
monster. But instantly, even if I
could manage to do so, what would
become of the Gelong who had been
displaced by him? That the Gelong
himself, wherever he was, knew the
answer to that, and still urged me
to kill his body, didn’'t make me feel
any less squeamish about it. I had
a horror of killing almost as great
as that which is the life-blood of
the truly religious Tibetan. One of
his most inviolable commandments
is:
“Thow shalt not kil!” Tibetans
even prayed for forgiveness when
compelled to slay animals for food.

It takes time to tell, though it
happened in lightning flashes of
thought. I recalled, as the primary
eommandment flashed through my
mind, of another almost as inviolate:

“Thow shalt not steal!”

Yet Tibetans had stolen the Mar-
tian Mirror! That fact indicated
something to me that would not have
occurred to anyone not familiar with
Tibetans. To Tibetans, believing in

reincarnation, in Karma, the law of
Cause and Effect, every sin must
be paid for. Life on earth was
punishment. Stealing anything, how-
ever small, meant that the thief, in
order to atone, must reincarnate and
make payment in successive lives
until full restitution had been made.
What sort of payment would those
thieving lamas on Mars have ex-
pected to make for something so
earth-shakingly important as the
Martian Mirror seemed to be? A
creation, an implement, so important
to Martians that they had found a
way of their own to reach the earth
to get the Mirror back! A horrible,
monstrous way.

What in Heaven’s name was the
Mirror of Mars?

IGHT here in front of me, while

I tried to figure out what to
do, was a creature who could give
me the answer, in the Tibetan he
must have learned from the lamas
who had committed the rape of Mars.
But how did one go about question-
ing such a one?

“Kil! Kill! Kill”

Over and over in my head now,
like tremendous drumbeats, ham-
mered the one word which had been
Tze Gatze's last frenzied attempt to
communicate with his world before
he had been displaced by this Mar-
tian who waited so calmly for my
next move. And I could feel the
Martian himself probing my brain,
trying to anticipate that move. I
knew there was a ceremonial sword,
used in Devil dances by the sorcerers,
on the wall behind me. If I could
get my hands on that sword....

“If you knew all the details,” said
that reedy voice suddenly, ‘“of the
matter which lies between Martians
and Tibetans, you would not consider
slaying me. I am come only to take



back that which belongs to the Great
Selfless Ones!”

“Great Selfless Ones?”’ I stam-
mered. “Who....what....?”

“Martian guardians of the Mir-
ror,” he said. ‘Martian scientists
whose families, through succeeding
generations, are consecrated to the
guardianship of the Mirror.”

Another hint of the immense im-
portance of the Mirror! Families on
Mars, guarding it generation after
generation—a dynasty of guardians,
almost an institution of divine right.
Iniportant enough for a dozen Tibet-
ans to barter their souls, to accept
punishment—in their own minds at
least—through many lives, to pos-
sess the Mirror.

Moreover, the Gelong had said that
the Tibetans had been chosen for
the journey to Mars by the Living
Buddha himself—a man whom the
people regarded as a living, physical
godhead! The Buddha hadn't told
them to steal the Mirror, but since
it had been in Tibet for three
months, according to Wann Ta Chih,
he plainly had not returned it!

I it were that important, even
to a Living Buddha, then it seemed
to me there was no question as to
my stand. Tibetans were alien to
me, but Tibetans, considered beside
Martians, were my own people—
Earthmen. My way was clear, nebu-
lous though the reasoning which dic-
tated it.

I whirled to the broadsword on
the wall. I had it in my hand, was
rushing on the Martian, when he
spoke softly,

“How will you explain the death
of Tze Gatze to his people? Are you
sure enough of yourself to risk cer-
tain death to encompass mnot my
death, really, but that of Tze Gatze?”’

“T will eonvince his people of the
truth,” I heard myself saying hoarse-
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ly, though I checked the movement
of the great sword.

“I am,” he said quietly, “as far as
they are concerned, the Gelong Tze
Gatze!”

I was thunderstruck. 1t had been
the voice of Tze Gatze which had
just come from the person of the
invader. But it hadn’t actually been
Tze Gatze who had spoken. I was
sure of this in the next instant, when
that single word hammered again,
more savagely, until my head ached
with it, in my brain:

“Kil! Kil! K:ll”

THOUGHT, in another of those

flashes, that the people of God-
rang would certainly be able to no-
tice how Tze Gatze’s face had
changed, his hands, his eyes, every-
thing about him. Mimicry of his
voice could not hide those differences
that were so startling to me. The
Martian read my thought, seeeming-
ly, for he lifted his hands, pulled
the hood of Tze Gatze's robe over
his head, so that it shadowed his
face. 1 knew that no devout Bud-
dhist would think of pushing back
that cowl to look at the face be-
neath. 1 was checkmated at this
point.

Nor was that all. The Martian was
suddenly telling his beads with those
changed hands, so swiftly that he
might have done it all his life, as
Tze Gatze had! All 1 could think
of, to explain it, was that he did it
with the accustomed hands of Tze
Gatze himself. The longer I delayed,
the wmore completely this monster
possessed every capability of Tze
Gatze!

I made my decision, though I knew
I might well die for it. There was
no mistaking the despairing urgency
of that whispered command within
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my brain; that command to kill....
kill. . . .kill!

I swung into action with the cere-
monial sword. The Martian ducked
under the slashing of the blade,
which had all my strength behind
it. He activated the body of Tze
Gatze with far greater ease than had
Tze Gatze himself, a fact which
filled me with unutterable horror.
The man must die!

“Others will take my place,” he
said calmly, “for we are many?”’

How many of his kind were al-
ready in Tibet, in full possession of
the bodies of bandits, lamas, nukhwas
(sorcerers), marshalling their forces,
of which earthmen could have mno
real conception, to force the return
of the Martian Mirror?

I came much closer with my next
sword-blow. I grazed the top of the
monster’s head, almost felling him.
He began then a scurrying back and
forth, and roundabout, in the narrow
confines of the room. But even as I
almost beheaded him, half a dozen
times, I felt that he held me in con-
tempt, was laughing at me—that I
but worked into his hands by trying
to kill him, because I was really giv-
ing him more time to complete his
possession of Tze Gatze.

“Kill! Kill! KiUu!”

The word had become a shout in
my aching brain. It had become a
prayer for mercy on all Tibet, on all
the world. It had become a despair-
ing litany. If I failed....

But I would not fail. I tried to
out-maneuver the Martian, tried to
trap him in a corner, where I could
smash him down, slash him to rib-
bons.

And now he became more nearly
Tze Gatze than ever he had before,
He cried out for help, to the lamas
and attendants who waited outside,
They began battering at the door.

I could have jumped to the wall and
restored the sword, but my mind did
not work that way. Instead, I re-
doubled my efforts to slay the Mar-
tian. How he ducked, how he evaded
all my blows, I can’t for the life of
me imagine. The body of Tze Gatze
was like that of a mongoose, under
the Martian’s control. That fact, in
such a comparatively simple and
earthy matter, suggested far vaster
power than I had even dreamed of so
far.

The Martian kept crying out—and
laughing soundlessly at me as he did
80. The lamas outside had set up a
terrific uproar. I heard the Martian
ingsist that they batter in the door.
As T redoubled my efforts, while
sweating blood in my increased speed
with the sword, I heard the lamas
bring a battering-ram into play
against the huge, nail-studded portal.

“They’ll kill you,” said the Mar-
tian.

“You will not be here to see them
do it,” I grated.

“It is not within your power ac-
tually to kill me,” he said. “The most
you can do is strike down the body
of Tze Gatze, thereby forcing my
instant return to Mars!”

“Then why are you trying so hard
to save yourself?” I yelled.

“To avoid the delay involved in go-
ing to Mars and returning here—and
finding another body suitable for my
purposes! A matter of hours, at
most, but hours are important to the
Great Selfless Ones.”

There it is; make of it what you
will.

All I can say is that I came within
hairsbreadths, a score of times, of
touching the Martian fatally. Yet I
did not even break his skin. He
seemed never to tire, while the sword
was becoming a ton of lead in my
hands.



And then, the door came down, and
lamas poured into the room. They
took in the situation—or what they
thought the situation to be—in a
glance. The Martian stepped back,
stood aloof, his hands out of sight
in his robe, his face shadowed again
by the cowl.

The lamas attacked me ferocious-
ly, and this time they were not try-
ing to save my skin. In their minds
I had committed, or tried to commit,
the unforgivable sin. I had attacked
the person of a holy lama. They had
caught me in the act of trying to
cut him to ribbons.

Fists smashed into my face and
body. Heavy shoes crashed against
my shins. I went down, and they
began to kick me. I was done for,
in a matter of minutes, unless . . .

HAT will do,” said the Mar-

tian, in the voice of Tze Gatze.
“I am inclined to mercy. Secure him,
put him to rights, and take him be-
fore the Living Buddha, with Whose
Holiness I shall discuss what is to
be done with him!”

They yanked me to my feet. 1
glared at the Martian from puffed
eyes. I screamed through mashed
and bleeding lips:

“He is not the Gelong Tze Gatze!
He is a Martian, here to take back
the Mirror! He has taken possession
of the body of your priest!”

For a brief moment there was
silence. The Martian chuckled, said,

“Think you, really, that any evil
force could displace me?”

How well that monster knew the
Tibetan mind! To Tibetans nothing
was impossible to a Gelong—of a
rank so high that he could stand at
the right hand of any Living Buddha
in Tibet. That any entity could
forcibly displace the soul, spirit, es-
sence, of one of their Gelongs, was
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as utterly beyond belief as that such
an entity could cast one of their Liv-
ing Buddhas down from his spiritual
throne.

I was lost, sure enough. But the
Martian had saved my life. Why?
And he had commanded that I be
taken to the Living Buddha. What
was he up to? He could fool these
lamas, but did he hope also to fool
anyone as psychically powerful as a
Living Buddha? He must be quite
sure of it. What then, was the
source and extent of his power?

Would to Heaven, I said to my-
self, that T had been able to slay
him—though by so doing I condemn
Tze Gatze himself to punishment for
a dozen lives. Tze Gatze had been
willing and eager to pay the price,
that the Martian might be destroyed.
I had failed miserably. Tze Gatze
could have no further use for me.
The Martian, however, must have
some use; else he would not have had
me spared. But T wasn’t finished
yet.

“Take me to His Holiness,” I said,
“but as you value the safety of Your
Living Buddha, as you value the
Mirror, as you value the freedom of
Tibet, imprison this man in this
room, and surround it with many
guards!”’

One of the lamas slapped me across
the face with his long sleeve, which
was like a whip, the way he used it.

1 was jerked and hauled from the
room. I tried to look back to see
whether the Martian followed, but
when I tried to turn, the sleeves of
many lamas, used as whips, cracked
across my face to discourage me. 1
had forfeited the right even to be
concerned about the creature they
were sure was the Gelong Tze Gatze.

I must gain control of myself, en
route to the palace of the Living
Buddha, high on the side of the cliff
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where the lamasery was built. Some-
how I must convince him of what
had happened. 1 felt, deep inside me,
that he would understand.

Yes, he might understand. Be-
sides, he knew me of old, from two
years before. Rimpoche Emdap Muh,
Living Buddha of Godrang — age
nineteen years! But with a wisdom,
as I remembered, to shame the brains
of some of the greatest intellectuals
I knew.

1 fought for control. I looked at
the lamasery buildings, huge piles of
stone against the slant of the moun-
tain. Roofs sagging with gold, above
walls that were topped by layers of
rhoedodendron stalks. Massive, cold-
looking buildings built for ascetics,
looking more like fortresses and
prisons than the abodes of human
beings, however devout. Scores and
hundreds of those buildings.

Above the heads of the marching
lamas, who now were chanting and
whirling their prayer-wheels as they
neared the Palace, I could see the
open country beyond and below the
Jamasery. 1 could see the chortens
in which rested the ashes of impor-
tant lamas. 1 could see great crowds
of Tibetans, some of them camped
on the open ground, some of them
sitting their horses afar off. . . .

But I missed one thing, at once.
There was no endless crowd cir-
cumambulating the lamasery—no
vast line of men and women, slowly
marching around the lamasery, spin-
ning the great prayer-drums set into
the outer wall, or measuring their
own lengths by successive prostra-
tions on the ground as they made
the holy circuit. It was the first
time 1 had ever seen or heard of,
Tibetans standing immobile before a
holy place—with no apparent regard
to the safety of their own souls!

How can I hope to make an out-

lander understand what that sight
meant to one who knew? Tibet
was standing still, forgetting even to
pray, because its people sensed a
catastrophe too great for even prayer
to avail!

As though the Martian, somewhere
behind me, had read my thought, I
was conscious, the instant I recog-
nized this tell-tale dreadful sign, that
he chuckled with hideous amusement.
But perhaps not. My captors paid
no heed, if even they had heard.

Could the Martian, telepathic as he
seemed to be, keep even lamas from
thinking, surmising, sensing what
had gone wrong? Could a master
telepathist shut out thought, or will
others not even to think—and do it
successfully? 1 was ready, now, to
believe that, to this one Martian at
least, anything was possible.

I was numb with terror. 1 tried
to allay the numbness by concentrat-
ing on the Martian Mirror. Where
was it? What were its capabilities?
How large was it? But my unan-
swered questions only served to em-
phasize the proportions of the grow-
ing horror. Deep in my heart I even
whispered, with a dreadful urgency
(and this will show you how deep all
this had entered into me, that 1
should so forget my scientific train-
ing) to Tze Gatze, wherever he might
be.

“Help me lo say the right thing!
Reach, somehow, the brain of the
Living Buddha, and warn him. Give
me a chance to redeem myself, for I
am beginning to realize how great
is the meed!”

Over and over I concentrated on
the thought, as though it had been
a prayer from the depths of my soul.
But I could sense no answer.

I had never been so alone, with
such a terrific weight of responsibil-
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Here was a man in grave trouble, who meeded help . ..

ity upon shoulders totally untrained
to bear such responsibility.

I sensed only the gleeful chuckling
of the Martian.

CHAPTER IV

DOORS BEGIN TO OPEN

SEE NO reason for a long de-
l tailing of the ways through

which men must pass to gain
audience with a Living Buddha. Be-
sides, in my case most of those steps
were disregarded. Ritual and rou-
tine had been almost broken down
by the darkest shadow that had ever
hung over Tibet—the land of dark
shadows, wherein holy men work
side by side with sorcerers—who
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work with the King of Hell—to look
after the souls of their people.
The chanting, the funeral march-
ing of the lamas, was all that re-
mained of a ritual that, the first
time I ever visited this man, had
lasted for many hours. There was

an emergency here, and even the
marching was hurried.
I entered the palace, passed

through several doors, and was left
standing before the largest and most
ornate. Beyond that door, I knew,
was the Rimpoche Emdap Muh, who
must certainly knew of my coming,
as well as a great many things that
were still a mystery to me.

My captors swung away to right
and left, emphasizing the fact of
their careful guardianship ot His
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Holiness, who was the temporal and
spiritual head of a vast area in Tibet.
1 was to go in alone.

I stepped to the door, when it was
opened—by, of all people, the Living
Buddha himself! Great indeed must
have been the urgency, that he did
not leave such menial tasks to his at-
tendants. The face of the Rimpoche
was very grave. His dark eyes took
note of me, then flashed over the
faces of those who had brought me.
His voice cracked like a whip when
he cried out,

“Secure at once the body of the
Gelong Tze Gatze and bring it to
me!”

1 was the first to notice the pe-
cularity of the wording of the com-
mand. And the lamas were not far
behind in understanding. Some of
them jerked their heads to look at
me, and I knew that every last one
of them recalled just what accusa-
tions I had made. But it was too
late to rectify mistakes, 1 knew at
once, for I could not see the Martian
anywhere. He had vanished, a fact
of which all were aware on the in-
stant, so that a murmur of conster-
nation ran through the assemblage.
The murmur rose in intensity, in
spite of the presence of His Holiness,
to whom not one of the Tibetans had
remembered to bend the knee. The
murmur became a paean of terror.
I could read the minds of the Tibet-
ans, and I am no adept in telepathy.
They were thinking what a terrific
power an entity must wield, that he
could steal away the body of Tze
Gatze, from Tze Gatze himself.

“Move!” said the Rimpoche. “Dead
or alive, I must look upon the body
of the Gelong Tze Gatze, or we are
all undone!”

What a terrible admission for a
godhead to make, a fact which none
of the lamas missed. It added to

their terror, which perhaps His Holi-
ness fully intended. They began to
boil from the palace, forgetting all
about me, and that T might well con-
stitute a menace to their spiritual
leader, who now seemed to be con-
scious of me for the first time. His
eyes looked deeply into mine for a
few moments. Then a gentle smile
broke over his face. A smile that
was sad as it was gentle. I knew, as
I had always known that here, mis-
guided or nof, was a holy man—if
for no other reason than that he was
regarded as a living god by so many
thousands of people. He gave to his
people a Diety they could see, feel,
and hear, something on which to
focus their religion, something of
which they could conceive.

“Ah, my friend Davies,” said the
Rimpoche. “I had intended sending
for you.”

He came to me and held out his
hand. We clasped hands, a gesture
I myself had taught him during a
period which has no important con-
nection with this account, though it
motivated it from beginning to end,
as I was soon to discover.

“How did Your Holiness know
what had happened to the Gelong?”
I demanded. I felt I already knew
the answer he would make, though I
would never know for sure whether
it was the right one—and whether
or not, from beginning to end, I was
having my leg pulled. Still, a Living
Buddha would not play pranks, and
1 had been brought a long way by
strange means, to have jokes played
on me for the amusement of nobody
in particular, especially myself.

“I had it, Davies, from the Gelong,
Tze Gatze. His spirit has been im-
ploring me to take action.”

I let it go at that, knowing bet-
ter than to try to understand, though
I had a pretty good idea because of



the single word, “Kill!” which had
hammered so insistently on the ret-
ina of my own brain.

Fmdap Muh led the way into his
private chambers, sat down, and
beckoned me to sit on a cushion be-
low his dais, or throne. Then he
waved his attendants out of the
room, though they protested audibly.
He had no reason to fear me, and
knew it very well. His attendants
were not so sure.

HERE isn’t time to describe his

dress, except that it was Tibetan
royalty, gorgeous throughout, so
brilliant in the coloring of its silk
and satin that it almost flamed. His
ornaments were worth a king's ran-
som, many times over. The gold
in his palace alone would have paid
off the debt of many a smaller na-
tion of the world—even some of them
at war, and carried on the war be-
sides.

But Emdap Muh, to me, was just
a nineteen year old boy. A holy boy,
reincarnation of a god—according to
his people—but a boy just the same.
A handsome one, with a sweet face
and a brilliant mind, but still a boy.

“Your Holiness caused me to be
brought here,” I began, knowing 1
need not stand on ceremony of ad-
dress as far as he was concerned,
thus beginning about where we had
left off when he had been seventeen.
“May I now know why?”

“To understand a very great and
important work, for the betterment,
perhaps even the salvation of the
world!”

I gasped.

“But I am only a photographer
with a scientific expedition.”

“But you are an unusually expert
photographer, and that is exactly
what we need.”

I began to get a glimmer, though
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some things had still to be cleared
up.

“Then Wann Ta Chih, the Ngolok
bandit....”

“Is a Gelong, and no bandit. The
Ngoloks cooperate with all the rest
of Tibet on a spiritual mission, for
one of the few times. Wann Ta Chih
simply substituted himself for a
Ngolok leader.”

“Then he, too, is back in Godrang?
He came back as I was brought
here....”

“He did not will to come, because 1
was not yet ready. There is still
the matter of your expedition, in the
Gobi. Your leader there is still your
best contact with the outside world.
Wann Ta Chih remains in Ngolokwa
to reassure your people that you are
safe, and that they should continue
with their work.”

“He did not need to open fire on
us,” 1 said hotly.

The Rimpoche grinned. “Was any-
one slain?”’

“No,” I said slowly.
wasn't.”

“You should make allowances for
Tibetan humor, Davies. I do. I am
glad that there is still a sense of
humor in Tibet, where it is so sorely
needed.”

His face went grave again, and I
knew that there would be no more
levity, nor so much as a hint of it.
He hesitated for a moment before
going on. 1 helped him a little.

“The Martian Mirror?” I said.
“Though why a Living Buddha
should connive at theft....”

“The good of the world,” he said
softly, “is more important to me than
my soul, though I live a thousand
years in Hell for condoning that
theft. The Mirror of Mars may prove
the salvation of the world—provided
we can retain possession of it until
we have worked out the plan that

“No, there
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we have for making the fullest wse
of it. His Holiness, the Dalai Lama,
has commissioned me to do the ex-
ecutive work...."”

“But what is i1t?” 1 demanded,
frowning, not caring at all about the
niceties of address. “What's all the
fuss about a Mirror? And where is
it? What are its properties?”

I had, for a moment, forgotten all
about the Martian. This Emdap
Muh’s personality was so striking, so
suggestive of power, I think he af-
fected everyone with whom he came
in contact, the same way. He ab-
sorbed visitors into himself, so that
they forgot all else. If only there
were room in my world for some
of his kind who were as sincere as
that boy !

He said his beads for a moment,
seeming to consider, seeming to have
forgotten me. Then he rose, went
to the door, opened it again himself,
and snapped commands at his wait-
ing attendants.

“Bring me the bodies of....”

And he rattled off, like machine-
gun bullets, at least forty Tibetan
names! Someone screamed with
terror, beyond that door. The scream
was broken off by a slapping sound,
as a stronger lama struck the scream-
er across the mouth with his long
sleeve. Emdap Muh turned back to
me, his face graver than ever.

“Forty one of my people have been
displaced,” he said, “and more may
be expected hourly. We must get
to work then, for it may be that we
shall lose control of the Mirror, shall
not be able to prevent its return to
Mars. If this happens, perhaps we
can make another....”

But he shook his head, changed
the subject.

“‘Thou shalt not kill’ is a strong
command with us, Davies. But this
is so important that I would com-

mand that every invader be slain, out
of hand, though his gods be my gods
—and 1 would, however much I suf-
fered, risk the lives of my people and
my own, to retain possession of the
Mirror.”

“I’ve heard enough about the Mix-
ror, Your Highness,” I said. “If I'm
to see it, where is it? If I must
work at my trade, for any reason, let
me know about it. I'm tired of be-
ing kept in the dark. Can’t you
take it for granted that I am with
you?”

E stared at me for a moment.
He did not take offense, intui-
tively knowing my sincerity—or may-
be telepathically. I still could not be
sure how he had discovered that
forty one of his lamas had been “dis-
placed,” proof, no matter how he had
learned it, that the forces of Qutside
were gathering.

“Come with me,” said the Rim-
poche. 1 rose and followed him,
through a door behind his throne.
Into a smaller room, where an at-
tendant slept, through another room
—by which time I knew that we
had entered a part of the dwelling
hewn out of the solid rock of the
mountain on which the lamasery was
built.

Back and back we went, through
a succession of rooms, now all lighted
by flambeaus, until we came to the
one where I knew the Living Buddha
slept—and which not even an army
could have reached, save by stealth.
The Tibetans of Godrang certainly
looked after the safety of their
youthful godhead!

We went on through that room,
through a door, and started swiftly
down a circular stairway, cut out of
the stone. There were guttering can-
dles set in niches everywhere along



the way. The Rimpoche paused to
tell me an astounding thing.

“I, and I alone, enter here. I even
see that the candle and the flambeaus
are lighted, doing it with my own
hand. You are the first outlander
ever to so much as see this staircase.
No feet save those of former Living
Buddhas have touched these steps
since this vault was hewn out of the
mountains. None of the workmen

who did it live today, nor do their de-

scendants know of them.”

Strange words. They sent a chill
through me, emphasizing the vast
difference between this man’s world
and mine; a chill that was not in the
air of the vault, for that was almost
uncomfoertably warm. What was I
going to see? The Rimpoche, going
gently down those steps, talked on a
bit more,

“I and I alone held the Kadakh by
which that which you are about to
see, became the most precious pos-
session of the Lamasery of Godrang,
of Tibet, of the world. My hands
alone set it in place.”

I was in a fever of impatience. The
world I had always known had drawn
a long way off from me so that 1
remembered it as in a distant, misty
dream. I might be descending into
Tibetan Bardo, for all I had to do
with the things I knew.

At last, the bottom, and a vaster
room than any I had ever seen. The
Rimpoche looked around him, such
an expression of reverence on his
face as I have never seen in my life.
He indicated the piles and boxes and
shelves and crates, groaning with
scrolls, books, tablets of stone on
which there were Tibetan charac-
ters. ...

‘“Here are the secrets of my race,
Davies,” he said calmly. ‘“Here are
the most ancient of our manuscripts.
Here are secrets of longevity, of re-
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incarnation, of Karma, of the great
thaumaturgists, of which the world
does not yet know. The world must
go through its flames before the time
shall come when it may possess, be-
cause it has earned the right, the
wisdom of the ages which my people
have gathered here. Godrang, Da-
vies, though few know it, was the
capital of the Dalai Lamas, long be-
fore the Potala became known to the
world, or there was a city called
Lhasa! And here is the story.”

That was enough, of course, tu
make a curious man hold his breath.
But 1 could read Tibetan with diffi-
culty, Sanscrit not at all....

“And here, Davies,” he said calm-
ly, “is the Mirror of Mars!”’

I had seen it, but had not guessed
what it was. 1t might have been
some outlandish desk for a student,
by the look of it. It also resembled
a huge cooking pot, suspended on
grooved stakes. It was a semi-globe,
the flat surface uppermost.

As, a moment later, I looked down
at the smooth, flat surface of its top
—which was as black as obsidian,
and even in the dim light reflected
the faces of Emdap Muh and me
with startling clarity—I estimated
that its diameter was approximately
twelve feet. I touched the thing. 1
guessed it was made of glass, or
quartz, or....

“If you could see anything you
wished to, anywhere in the world,”
said the Rimpoche, “this instant,
what would it be?”

I looked at him, startled....

“Or in the Universe!” he added.

All 1 could think of was that I
would like to see how things were go-
ing back in the Gobi. No sooner had
I spoken than the beautiful, soft,
graceful hands of the Living Buddha
began to move, touching various
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spots on the rim of the Mirror. This
done, he began to manipulate the
mounting, and I saw that its base
could move all around the area of a
circle on the floor, like a turning
table, and that the semi-globe itself
could be shifted to any position.

Then 1 forgot all about these
things, for there was a faint glow
appearing, in the very heart of the
Mirror. Just a spot of light, but it
grew with amazing speed, so that ®t
was almost an explosion.

I saw, within ten seconds—at a
guess—all the area of my camp. 1
saw the Chinese taking care of the
horses, camels and goats. 1 saw the
pit where we had been working. 1
saw, too, that the Tibetans under
Wann Ti Chih had somehow made
friends with the Chinese, and were
sharing the camp.

By the time I had taken nete of
these details the picture—what else
can I cail it, or wish to call it, being
a photographer 7—had grown until it
covered the entire face of the semi-
globe.

1 saw the lips of my men move,
twitch. I heard the Gobi sand
crunch under the feet of beasts and
men. I could have been in no more
complete possession of the details of
thal camp had 1 been right there
with my people.

“Do you wish,” came the soft voice
of the Rimpoche, “to hear what they
are saying?”

Y BRAIN reeled with all he

suggested. And he gave me
no time to think. He touched some-
thing, and my camp vanished.
moved the surface of the Mirror
slightly, said,

“l shall permit you to see the face
of the young Dalai Lamu, in the Po-
tala at Lhasa!”’

The picture exploded into being.

He,

There was no mistaking the face of
that nine year old reincarnation of
the chief Living Buddha of Tibet.
Nor could that be anything but the
Potala, and Lhasa.

“It could be a trick,” I muttered.

He did not answer, at least in
words. He shifted the mechanism
again, working with lightning speed
—activity that would have shocked
his people to the cores of their being
had they so much as guessed—and
then stepped back.

1 looked into the heart of Times
Square during the theater hour. I
watched the vast electrical display
flash on and off. 1 saw the hurrying
automobiles, the street-cars, the
buses, the thousands of pedestrians.

“Even this could be faked,” I heard
myself saying.

He did not answer, at least aloud.
His hand simply moved—and out of
that Mirror, from somewhere in the
heart of the picture I was seeing,
which was so much Times Square in
detail that it was Times Square, came
the voice of the most magnificent
city on the face of this earth!

I heard the horns and sirens, the
chattering of people, the scuffing of
feet on pavement, the cries of news
vendors, the discordant clashing of
radios going full blast.

But for the fact that I was stand-
ing in a Tibetan dungeon, ten thou-
sand miles from Times Square, I
might just as well have been stand-
ing at the tip of that Triangle which
is the Times Building, and drinking
in the sights and sounds as I had
done thousands of times actually.

“There is nothing in the Universe,”
said the Rimpoche, blotting out the
picture, silencing the nostalgic voice
of my favorite city, “that 1 cannot
show you in the face of the Mirror
of Mars! The path of an electron?
1 can show you the electron! The



core of the earth?
the world’'s crust? I have seen all
these things, many times. What
shall I show you now, that you may
never question again the importance
of this Mirror, that men should risk
their immortal souls for hundreds of
lives, to possess it?”

“Mars,” I said, “and the bodies of
those whose essences have displaced
those of our people!”

He must have expected that, for he
moved faster than ever.

“Mars!” he said quietly.

I looked at the surface of the red
planet. He focussed on a city like
none I had ever seen. He focussed
on a building. He focussed on a
room in that building. It might have
been a morgue....

For lying in a big room, side by
side—with room on all sides for hun-
dreds more!—were forty seven
creatures that were neither men nor
beasts, yet were somehow both! Im-
mobile, they seemed to be dead..

“Siz more Martians,” said the
Rimpoche, “have displaced Tibetans
since I brought you to the Mirror!”

No sooner had he spoken — as
though it had been a signal—than a
sinister noise came down from some-
where in the eerily lighted gloom of
that circular staircase of stone. Cries
of terror. Weird, eldritch sounds
which somehow hinted of triumph.

“And some of those forty seven
bodies you have just seen in a room
of the dead on Mars are, in the
bodies of some of my lamas, knock-
ing at the door by which we arrived!
Well, Davies?”’

I stared at the calm, gentle face
of the Living Buddha. I know that
what I said sounds melodramatic
now, but it was all sincerity then,
even to my most excited heartbeat.
1 said, through gritted teeth:

“Over my dead body!”

The stratas of
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“And mine,” he answered, “and
those of my people. You realize
what this Mirror means to the world,
no matter how we came by it?”

“Yes, Your Holiness. Riches, pow-
er, prestige, dominion....”

I did not seek for other words,
for no sooner had I spoken them
than I knew how paltry they were;
that Emdap Muh gave not the slight-
est thought to any of the things I
had mentioned. He was too great
a man to care for material things,
or for power to smash his fellows.

Yet somebody was going to have
to do some smashing, if he and I
were to keep on living.

I knew that the ‘“invaders’—even
then I had to admit that right was
on their side--were inside the sleep-
ing quarters of Emdap Muh, and
would soon be descending those stone
stairs.

I didn’'t wait for His Holiness as
I raced for those steps. He pressed
something into my hand, but I did
not look at it, knowing it a weapon
of some sort. I did not look back
to see whether he followed. But I
heard his footfalls on the stone be-
hind me, hitting solidly, and just as
regularly as my own.

1 confess, too, that I heard him
laugh, just under his breath—as
though he were looking forward to
a good fight. Good thing none of
his followers or mentors heard that!
He didn’t mind much if I heard and
understood. For I remembered some-
thing that none of his teachers ever
bothered to remember. Six years
before, I myself had been nineteen
years old!

We made that door at the top be-
fore the Martians did. We burst
through. I looked down at the weap-
on that he had given me. It was
a perfectly good Colts .45 automatic.
I know exactly how good it was, for
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the weapon was my own! I began
to suspect that Kadakhs in Godrang,
and a certain Kadakh in the Gobi,
were working overtime!

Without the slightest compunction
1 drilled a “Martian” between the
eyes, as I erupted into the Buddha’s
bedroom by one door, and that partic-
ular Martian erupted into it from
the opposite one.

CHAPTER V

THAT FIRST GRIM RAID

O GREATER sacrilege could
have been committed in the
rooms of the Living Bud-

dha, in a land where the law against
taking life was so closely adhered
to. Nor could 1, even as 1 surged
into the room, and fired a bullet
into the brain of a Martian—or into
the skull of a Tibetan lama who had
been displaced by a Martian—con-
ceive of Emdap Muh engaging in
battle.

The Martian plunged to the floor
on his face. Nor did it look like
any lama so falling. There was
something feral, animal-like, in the
fall of the first victim among the
“invaders.”

Outside a terrific struggle was go-
ing forward. Tibetans, even lamas,
could fight like wildcats when cor-
nered, or when their best interests
were violated. In some manner they
had become aware of the danger
lurking within the bodies of men
whom they had known for years,
with whom many of them must have
been intimately associated for a long
time.

Emdap Muh cried out, “Do not
slay them! Take them alive!”

His voice rang out like a clarion,
a rallying cry to his followers. But
while they gathered to his defense,

they appeared not to have heard his
command against killing. For they
came in, all mingled with the Mar-
tians, fighting them every step of the
way. And the holy of holies, where
Emdap Muh lived, promised to be-
come a charnal house.

For my own part I now had ne
such compunction against slaying as
that which prompted the Living
Buddha te issue his sharp command.
These men were here to defile a holy
place. Even if their Mirror had not
been here, 1 was one with the Living
Buddha in denying them ingress to
the place of ancient records. It was
a violation 1 could not brook per-
sonally, whatever the Living Buddha
might think about it.

I suppose he had forgotten that he
had bidden his lamas bring him
forty one men, dead or alive, that
he now shouted that they must not
be slain.

The Martians, however, them-
selves made anything but a fight to
the death impossible. They had in-
truded in the living quarters of Em-
dap Muh, and in the eyes of the
lamas that was a mortal offense—an
offense so great that their ears were
deaf to the command of that same
spiritual leader.

For my own part, I knew that the
Martians, fired by the frenzy ef bat-
tle, had got out of hand, whatever
their original intentions may have
been, and that the Living Buddha
was actually in physical danger.

So, making each shot count, and
picking out the Martians by little
signs which I could recognize because
I had actuvally witnessed the “dis-
placing” of Tze Gatze, I sped my
bullets into the thick of them, taking
care, however, not to down lamas 1
still believed to be lamas.

A half dozen Martians were down,
and the mosaic floor of the richly



furnished quarters of His Holiness
was smeared with their blood—or
rather with the blood of the men
whose bodies they had managed to
steal, in a manner which only the
Martians knew how to use.

Seven bullets T had in that Colts,
and I counted coup with it seven
times, because the enemy were so
close I could not miss. I shot for
their skulls or their hearts. I heard
the bullets smash home. On their
part the lamas, armed with ancient
ceremonial swords, or bludgeons, or
even with heavy prayer-wheels—I
saw a frenzied lama hammer a Mar-
tian’s head to a pulp with a prayer-
wheel—fought like men possessed. I
suppose they felt, one and all, that
if anything happened to Emdah Muh,
their souls would pay the penalty
through heaven knew how many
hard reincarnations.

The room was a milling place of
action. I saw a huge Martian—and
even as it occurred to me I wondered
if it might not have been a small
Martian really, with the body of a
Tibetan giant—Ilift a lama over his
head and fling him clear across the
room, spinning as he flew, legs kick-
ing, cap flying off, and long hair free.
His head crashed squarely into the
rock wall, and it seemed to me that
the lama actually telescoped as he
hit.

I know he fell like an empty sack
to the floor, where he scarcely kicked
at all.

I counted my own victims, and saw
that I had garnered an enemy with
each of my bullets. Nor did they
trouble my conscience in the least.
Slaying people from Mars did not
somehow strike me as slaying human
beings. Those moveless creatures 1
had seen in that room, in that aus-
tere building in a nameless city on

The Great Mirrer & % % 29

Mars, had looked like nothing human
to me.

I did not mind slaying animals,
and these men were worse than ani-
mals, though they had the appear-
ance—because of the strangest series
of “thefts” in history—of being hu-
man beings, and holy lamas.

A half dozen of the Martians had
backed into a corner, where they
were fighting with all the power at
their command—using the hands and
fists and teeth of the lamas whose
bodies they had usurped. They
screamed as they fought, in a weird,
outlandish gibberish. They did not
show fear, nor too much science as
fighters. It occurred to me, as I low-
ered my weapon and fumbled for ex-
tra clips I did not have, to reload,
that they might well be advanced in
civilization alien to ours, far beyond
any knowledge of war.

Just the same, they gave a good
account of themselves.

ND the end, as it had been with

me when I tried to escape from

the Gelong Tze Gatze, was a foregone

conclusion. They ended up on the

floor, “their” blood staining the sa-

cred stones, their lives sighing out

of them with sounds that were fear-

fully human. Only now did the ex-

cited lamas seem to hear the voice
of their ruler:

“Take them alive!
ing!”

They stepped back as one, and
looked down at their handiwork, and
I could see the horror begin to grow
in their faces as they realized what
they had done—slain more than two-
score “human” beings within the sa-
cred portals of their holiest place,
next to the Potala.

“Bring me,” said the gentle voice
of Emdap Muh, “one of the living
who is able, still, to talk.”

No more kill-
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A high-rank lama looked down at
the crumpled Martians, grasped one
by the shoulder, pulled him forth,
dragged him before Emdap Muh.

The dying man knew whom he
faced, I could tell. And had some
idea what Emdap Muh wished to ask
him. But he waited, while the life
ebbed slowly from the body he had
stolen.

“Why have you forced your way
into my presence?”’ said the Living
Buddha.

“You need to ask that,” said the
Martian, in that reedy voice which
seemed to be a characteristic of
them, if they were inside Earthmen’s
carcases, ‘“when you possess that
which really belongs to the people of
my world?” ]

“Just who are you?’ persisted Em-
dap Muh.

“An humble guardian of the Mir-
ror, one of the Great Selfless Ones,”
said the Martian. “Why have yvou
caused us all to be slain? We un-
derstood, all of us, in our world, why
your people should have wished so
greatly to posses the Mirror that
they resorted to theft to procure it.
We are great in understanding. There
was no need of slaying—up fto this
moment!” .

I stared at the Living Buddha. His
face was very pale. 1 knew it was
dawning on him that a great mistake
had been made. These Martians had
come without weapons in their hands,
perhaps to negotiate, perhaps even
to cooperate with Tibetans in the
making of a Mirror for the use of
Earthmen, and they had been done
to death!

“You have driven the souls of my
people from their bodies,” said Em-
dap Muh. “My most loyal lamas
wander the spaces of the earth like
dugpas!”

Dugpas were evil beings, or spirits.

The dying Martian shook his head.

“Had we been received in friend-
ship, as we came, our hearts filled
with understanding, and gone away
again, your loyal lamas would have
been restored to their bodies, by a
method which the Great Selfless
One knows.”

“Then why was your intention not
made clear to us?” asked the Living
Buddha. “My people lived among
vou for over a year, in your own
world. Surely you must have studied
them, the workings of their mind,
and have known that once they un-
derstood what you had done to their
comrades, their first urge would be
to slay ?”

“Yes, we realized that. But they
would not bring us to Your Holiness,
where we might have been able to
explain, and reach an understanding,
They attacked us. . ..”

“Because,” said Emdap Muh, hor-
ror in his voice, “you forced your way
through them, failed in the rituals,
toward the person of their spiritual
and temporal ruler.”

“The result, whatever the explana-
tion given,” said the Martian, “is
simply this: your people stole the
Mirror from us. We came to you, in
the only way possible to us, since we
have found no way to transport any-
thing material through the Heaviside
Layer except that possessed by your
representatives, and which they
brought back to this planet with
them, and we have been slain. We
came as friends, and have been de-
stroyed as enemies. Now when the
many there are of us who can, come
to succeed in that in which we have
failed, they will come with devastat-
ing weapons. We came to reach an
understanding ; those who come after
us will come to destroy, slay, lay
waste! Our people at home know
everything that has happened to us.”



“How can they know?’ said Em-
dap Muh, startled. “We have pos-
session of the Mirror by which they
might see.”

“For eons we have possessed a sim-
ple mirror for contact with this plan-
et; a mirror incapable of contacting
any other, more distant. It was put
back into use when the latest Mirror
was known to have been brought
here. Nothing has escaped our su-
periors since we left our City of
Dorth.”

The man seemed to stay alive by
a sheer effort of will. But now he
had done all he could. He was fin-
ished. His head—the head of the
lama whom he had displaced—sank
on his breast. He died like that. And
there was not a living Martian left,.
1 counted the dead in that chamber.
There were forty-seven.

SILENCE, grim and horrible,
hung over the place.

I whirled on His Holiness. I would
not have been surprised had he
heaped bitter invective on me. I had
done the first killing. If I had not,
perhaps the blood-lust would not have
been freed among the lamas. But I
saw no accusation in the eyes of Em-
dap Muh. What was done could not
be undone. It was too late.

He levelled a command at his peo-
ple.

“Cleanse this place thoroughly. I
shall return to bless it, shortly.”

“Your Holiness will continue to live
in quarters that have been profaned
by the blood of aliens, unbelievers,
enemies ?”’ asked one of the lamas.

“The blood that has been spilled
is the blood of our own people,” said
the Living Buddha. “We seem to
have slain forty-seven Martians. Ac-
tually we have barred from their
bodies, forty-seven of our own peo-
ple. Dying, those forty-seven have
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not violated this place, but have hal-
lowed it. They are martyrs to their
belief in what we all believe. Get
busy with their disposal. Let them
be burned, with all the rites of high
lamas, and their ashes placed in
chortens outside the walls, where
rest the ashes of our most illustrious.
Come, Davies!”

The lamas were laying hands on
the dead, even as their ruler fin-
ished. Emdap Muh, however, was
signaling for us to return to the
crypt and to the Mirror of Mars.
There was an urgency about him, in-
dicated by his dead-white face, which
made me wonder. *

I closed the door behind us, though
no lama would have dreamed of step-
ping through it, or even looking
through it. Emdap Muh fairly ran
down the stairs. At the bottom he
raced to the Mirror, began to work
its mechanism, which as yet I did
not understand, not in the slightest
detail.

“If those forty-seven corpses in
Dorth,” he muttered, “are being re-
animated, we have slain no Martians,
and will not merit their anger against
us—but have slain forty-seven of
our own.”

I began to understand what trou-
bled him. It was an eerie feeling, as
I tried to figure out just what had
happened when the Martians had
been killed—what had happened
when each had breathed his last. Had
his Essence sped back across the
miles to Mars, back to his proper
body, there to resume its normal ac-
tivity, while planning a return to
Earth?

If none of the forty-seven had,
what then?

In a few seconds Emdap Muh and
I were gazing at those forty-seven
Martians who, before, had looked like
corpses in a morgue. Would they
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rise and go about their business?
Side by side we stared at the move-
less shapes. Nothing happened. Deep
in my imagination, which is some-
times vivid, else I would not be a
camera-nut, 1 thought I could hear
the cries, like those of hanshees, of
forty-seven lost souls—Martian souls,
if any they had, marooned through
eternity on an alien planet

Had this hapened to those euplor-
ing lamas, on Mars, I thought sud-
denly, the Living Buddhas of Tibet
would have turned the Universe up-
side down, or have come as close to it
as they could, to free the souls they
so firmly believed in. Since Martians
seemed to travel by means of what
for lack of a scientific word I must
call the soul, how much more impor-
tant it must be to them to set their
own forty-seven free—and to wireak
vengeance on those who were at
fault!

Well, and what happened?
you, for I saw it happen,

Living Martians came into that
chamber. How shall I describe them,
when there is nothing to which I can
really compare them? They iooked
like huge frogs standing on their
hind-legs—even to their pigmenta-
tion—except. that their heads were
so large they were all out of propor-
tion. If size of skull indicated brain
development, the Martians were men
of intelligence far beyond that of
Earthmen. Their clothing was of
strange cut, naturally, the clotl hav-
ing a dull glow like that of phos-
phorescence. Their pants—if they
could be called that—covered their
legs and their hips, to a few inches
above their buttocks. They wore
jackets of the same material—which
consisted of sleeves from seven-fin-
gered hands to shoulders, connected
by the narrowest of bands across
the chest and back. The bands might

I'll tell

have been weirdly formal eollars, to
support the ungainly heac above
necks that were almost non-existent.

Those living Martians, a cold sav-
agery in their bulging eye.—which
somehow made me think of their Mir-
ror—held something in their hands
which looked to be smaller mirrors.
What they did looked to be simple
enough. Every small boy has used
the sun’s rays to focus light through
a crystal on dry leaves, to see them
burst into flame. That’s what the
Martians seemed to do, except that
they focussed the rays on the bodies
of their forty-seven.

Those forty-seven bodies, one after
the other, wilh amazing speed, lit-
erally exploded into flame!

S THOUGH they had known we
were watching every move,
those living Martians who had “de-
stroyed the bodies of their forty-sev-
en, turned those bulbous eyes direct-
lv on Emdap Muh and me, held up
those strange crystals as though to
show them to us.

Then, almost contemptuously, they
brushed away the bits of ash which
remained of their dead, and lay down
in their places. There were but ten
of them. But before they had
sprawled out and become quiet, fully
a hundred more came 1nt. that room
—and each of them held up one of
those Fire Crystals so that we could
see it. And each of them turned his
bulbous eyes on us, as each in his
turn lay down beside his predecessor
and became still.

“They’re coming, Davies,” said
Emdap Muh softly. “They’re cem-
ing for vengeance, and bringing

those instruments of annihilation
with them! What shall we do?”
“We have no choice,” I said, “but
to kill or be killed. But this time, my
friend, I have an idea they will use



plenty of guile. Here and there
throughout Tibet they will select sol-
itary horsemen, displace them, avoid
all other Tibetans until they have be-
come so accustomed to being Tibet-
ans, not even a Tibetan can tell the
difference. Then, they will strike!”

“How can we possibly combat such
a threat?”’ he asked, despair in his
brave young voice for the first time.

“I don't know, but if I am right,
we have a little time—perhaps as
much as two days, to make counter
plans.”

As I spoke the grisly thought came
to me that the Life Essence of forty-
seven Martians already set free of
bodies in Tibet, would be making war
with the Life Essence of those forty-
seven Tibetans, throughout a grue-
some eternity!

“Let me think,” I went on, trying
to force that horrible thought out of
my mind as being unalterably unsci-
entific, and succeeding none too well.
“Give me a couple of hours alone to
plan. During that time, if I had my
camera....”

“I shall bring it myself,” said Em-
dap Muh.

“I'll try to get photographs ot the
Mirror. But I need so many things,
to get photos of the intestinal inves-
titure of the thing....”

“Name them! I shail get them. I
shall open our borders to airplanes
from China and India. I am sure the
Dalai Lama, in the circumstances,
will permit it. Your materials will be
flown in. This is work I had planned
for you to do. And you must hurry,
should we end by losing the Mirror,
so that we may be able to reproduce
it from your pictures! If we can
keep this one, or make a reproduc-
tion, you then have a life-tenure at
Godrang if you wish—photographing
the wonders brought here by the Mir-
ror!”
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I gasped as the possibilities of this
struck me. The Mirror was a match-
less thing. It was a perfect astro-
nomical instrument, all-purpose. It
was a perfect televisor, a perfect ra-
dio. There was nothing too large for
it to explore, nothing as yet known
to science that was too small

Life work indeed—not only for me,
but for as many photographers and
interstellar topographers as could
work with it at the same time, and
without pause, in endless shifts. The
Mirror was a key to the Universe, to
the Unknowable. It annihilated the
light-years. It brought Io or Pluto
right to Tibet. .

It was a creation only less incon-
ceivable than the secret of the Uni-
verse itself.

I began making photographs, de-
veloping them as best | could. I had
scarcely got started, it seemed to me,
before Emdap Muh called dowi. to me
from his chambers. I hurried up to
him. His quarters showed no signs
of the epic struggle that had taken
place there.

His face was drawn. e looked to
have aged fifteen years or more.

“Nothing seems to have happened
anywhere, nothing!” he said. “Twen-
ty-four hours have passed!”

Those twenty-four hours had gone
like as many minutes, as far as I was
concerned. And I thought of that
fact first. Then his words struck
me.

“Nothing whatever has happened!”

Somehow the implication of those
simple words was more fear-invoking
than if he had said,

“The military might of Mars is
crossing our borders at all points,
armed with weapons beyond all
earthly ken for destructive power!”

His words suggested a silence that
might explode at any moment, and
blow off the very roof of the world,
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HAT silence was felt, and hon-

ored, throughout Godrang. It
was broken by a sound never heard
before in Godrang. A sound so un-
expected that 1 thought it signified
attack from Outside—until 1 recog-
nized it as something from my world
with which I was quite familiar: the
droning of airplane motors. Swiftly
I explained to Emdap Muh, and to-
gether we went out to see what the
sound might signify.

We were just in time to see a snug
cabin liner land on a level space out-
side Godrang. The propellers became
visible. The door of the plane opened.
The first person out of it was a wom-
an.

Even without binoculars 1 knew
that she was white, young, and en-
trancingly dressed.

1 didn’t know why this should in-
crease the pall of gloom over God-
rang, and over my own spirits, but it
did. Godrang was certainly in no
mood to entertain a lady from my
world—when Godrang, even when
not threatened, was a home of celi-
bate lamahood.

A horrible thing happened, when
the girl was perhaps a hundred feet
from the plane. It burst into bril-
liant flames. *+ The men with her
shouted, turned and ran back, in-
stinctively thinking of saving the
ship and their personal belongings.
Horror piled on horror when the
flames reached out fiery tentacles
and engulfed every last one of them.

The girl whirled, saw. Her hands
‘went up to the sides of her head.

Then she dropped limply and
fiames were reaching out for the
body as I raced away from Emdap
Muh, toward her. 1 heard the Living
Buddha cry out,

“Bring her to the Palace!”’

The words made no sense. I simply
van, like a crazy man, knowing that

what had happened to her compan-
ions must not happen to the girl
Tibetans, too, fearfully watching the
roaring ship, were running in to help
her.

But one man led all the rest. A
big man on horseback dashed past
her at top speed. He bent from his
saddle, shot his arm under her, lift-
ed her, draped across his arm, and
rode madly on.

Less than a minute after he had
done so, a tongue of flame licked over
the spot where she had lain. And
when it went back a black, charred
pathway led from the spot back to
that on which the plane and all its
other passengers were turning into
ashes—of no more importance now
than the ashes of those on Mars
whom their fellows had burned with
the Fire Crystals.

Why should I have thought of those
two things at the same time?

The answer to that, with all its im-
plications, was never to be complete-
ly mine. But then I did not know it.
The girl’s rescuer, still with the girl
over his arm, was circling back. [
went through the gate to meet him.
He leaned down, gave the girl into
my arms. 1 raised my eyes to say
something to him, to express some
sort of thanks for what he had done
for a white woman of my world.

I caught a glimpse of his eyes, the
hint of a strange smile on his lips.

In that dreadful instant 1 knew
that the girl’'s vrescuer was a Mar-
tian!

CHAPTER VI

DEEMA MORAY

KNEW the girl instantly. Her
name was Deema Moray and

l she was a horizon-hunting re-

porter, war correspondent. * A good



one, I had to admit, for she scooped
the whole world with some of her
stories and pictures. I had a slight
suspicion that the men she had
brought with her had been her staff,
and that her chief photographer
would have been brought along to do
me out of pictures—if her plane
hadn’t gone up in flames.

Deema Moray, about twenty-five
years old, 1 should say, had inter-
viewed Funston in Pieping, before
we had dashed into the Gobi. 1
hadn’t liked her much, and her pho-
‘tographer, some relative, had made
light of my picture work. Maybe
that was the reason 1 didn’t particu-
larly like her. Besides all this, she
was running around doing man’s
work, and I'd felt that a girl so young
and lovely should be doing almost
anything else, that would fit her to
be a man’s wife some day.

As I carried her back toward the
Lamasery a lot of wild questions
flashed through my mind. That the
Martian had fired the plane, that he
had intended the destruction of her
companions, I felt quite sure. But
why had he saved Deema Moray?
Was she to be used as I felt the Mar-
tians were going to try to use me, to
manage the return of their Mirror?

I understood, too, that nothing ma-
terial could be brought through the
Heaviside Layer, so how had the Fire
Crystals been Dbrought through?
Plainly that fact no longer obtained,
or else the Fire Crystals were not
what we would call “material,”
though the Martians had held them
up for us to see in the Mirror.

1 could think of many places I
would have preferred that Deema
Moray had landed. And she would
think of plenty of places, too, when
she regained consciousness and dis-
covered what had happened to her
plane and her party.
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Those licking tongues of flame
which had reached out, as though
they had been live tentacles, to de-
stroy her comrades! The single ten-
tacle that had reached out for her,
just after the “Tibetan” horseman
had rescued her! 1 hadn’t noticed
the position of the horseman until he
had ridden right up to her, so I had
missed entirely, how it had been
done. But I hadn’t missed the dem-
onstration of power. It was almost
as though the Martian had fired the
plane, but wished to prove to us that
he could rule the fire afterward.

The high-ranking lamas stopped us
at the gate. No women were allowed
inside the lamasery. However, 1 in-
formed them that Emdap Muh had
instructed me to bring her in, and
they finally permitted it. 1 walked
up those cobblestones with her in my
arms—and rather enjoying the touch
of her, I'll have to admit—while
lamas trailed us. Women might be
forbidden to celibate lamas, but that
didn’t keep them from being childish-
ly curious.

They had never seen an American
girl before, perhaps never even a
white one. 1 could understand their
curiosity, and their disappointment
when the Rimpoche imperiously for-
bade them to follow us into the liv-
ing quarters of His Holiness.

Emdap Muh did something else
that would have scandalized his peo-
ple. He placed his hand on Deema’s
forehead. His face held a rapt ex-
pression for a moment, as though he
were praying. And almost instantly
Deema opened her eyes. She grinned
at me, which made my heart skip a
beat.

“I like it all right, Howard,” she
said, “but I can stand on my own
feet now, thank you.”

I knew that the touch of Emdap
Muh’s hand had restored her to eon-
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sciousness—no great mystical feat,
as many people have a magnetic pow-
er in their persons to dispel sickness.

l STOOD the girl on her feet. For
the first time she noticec how
grave our faces were. I introduced
her to the Living Buddha, with whom
she was instantly at home, as she
usually was with anybody She
charmed His Holiness with her per-
sonality. She was the kind of wom-
an who, had she been unscrupulous,
could have caused a great deal of
damage. Trouble was tnat I could
not be sure that she would not be-
come unscrupulous at any time—and
this was certainly no place for any
additional disturbing elements.

“What happened?”’ she asked, as
though being received by a Living
Buddha were an everyday experience.

I gave it to her brutally. “Your
plane exploded into flames and your
companions were destroyed. You
almost went up in smoke yourself.
You wouid have, but for the fact that
a Tibetan horseman rode in and car-
ried you away, with all the surety of
a Western cowboy stunt-man.”

Her face went very white. She
and I were sgated on rugs now, and
Emdap Muh had taken his place on
his dais. Deema swayed and 1
thought she was going to fa.nt again,
but she didn’t.

“Poor Charles!” she said, almost
instantly regaining control of herself.
“He was the world's bravest photog-
rapher!”

“What brought you here, Deema ?”’
I asked.

“Two things. The story of your
disappearance. The opening of the
Tibetan Border to certain airplanes.”

I whirled to look at Emaap Muh.
What had he done while I was photo-
graphing the Mirror? He smiled
slightly.

“T have been to Lhasa,” he said
quietly. “The Dalai Lama has men of
the Kadakh in India and. .. .and....
other places. Including Chungking.”

“I flew here from Chungking,”
said Deema Moray. ‘“And just what
is this mystery about Kadalhs? 1
came here, following my nose for
news.”

Story first, personal catastrophe
afterward, that was Deema Moray.
She had been shocked to her soul by
what had happened to her people, but
the story came first. All her equip-
ment had gone up in smoke, but she
still had her brains and the ability to
write. She would push personal sor-
row to the back of her brain until she
had got what she had come for.

His Holiness looked at me. I shook
my head. Deema Moray was a stick-
ler for facts....facts....and more
facts. There was a story here, all
right, and we would need the help of
the world before it fully developed.
But would the world believe the
story? Would even Deema Moray be-
lieve it?

I could foresee the answer to that,
all right. Deema Moray would think
we were all crazy, she would say so
in her stories, and the world would
laugh at us for fools. Maybe this

. had been the reason for her rescue.

Of course the border could be closed.
We could keep Deema from going out,
or getting her stories out. But there
was one disturbing factor. 4 dozen
countries, during the past four years,
had closed their borders to newspa-
per reporters, including, and especial-
ly, Deema Moray. Yet she had slipped
past all censorship and scooped the
world in every one of them. Snaring
Deema Moray, even in the heart of
Tibet, where telepathy was the ae-
cepted method of transmission of in-
formation, was like trying to prevent

-the landing of the Martians.



But maybe Emdap Muh could see
further into people than I could—
even an American woman. One of
the first things I had said to him
was that Deema’s rescuer had been
a Martian. Now, quite calmly, as
though he were passing the time of
day, Emdap Muh said to Deema:

“What would you say if I told you
that your rescuer was a Martian?”

He said it in Tibetan, and I started
to interpret, out Deema held up her
hand. T might have known she would
have a grounding in all languages
she might ever expect to use. She
had understood him, and when she
answered her Tibetan was at least as
good as my own.

“If you, Your Holiness, assured me
that the statement was true, I would
believe it. You tell me the man was
from Mars? The planet Mars?”’

Gravely Emdap Muh nodded his
head. His hand was busy with his
beads.

Deema Moeray looked into his eyes
for a long moment. Then she looked
at me and I kn.w a miracie had hap-
pened. Deema Moray had calmly ac-
cepted the unbelievable. and if there
was a reporter in the worid who could
make the world believe what was
happening to us, that reporter was
Deema Moray. She couid have made
the most skeptical editor believe that
black was white. No essential in any
of her stories, since she had become
a roving reporter, had ever been dis-
proved. .

That Martian, then, had given us
a perfect contact with the werld be-
yond the borders of Tibet.
knew how to get her stories out, easi-
ly, with the Kadakhs.

Emdap Muh, as though he had
read my thought, began to talk to
her so rapidly in Tibetan that I could
scarcely follow him. He told her
about the Mirror. Told her every

And we
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thing that had happened to us. He
told her the secret of the Kadakhs,
but he explained that she was not
to use that information in any of her
stories. The Living Buddha was giv-
ing her that piece of information “off
the record,” trusting her with it. She
had, to my knowledge, never betrayed
any of her sources of information,
a fact which Zmdap Muh knew in-
stinctively.

HEN he had done her face was
very white. She said to me,
calmly,

“Who says 1 haven't a nose for
news, eh? What's te be done?”

That was in English and Emdap
Muh did not get the words, though
he got the meaning, said,

“A building will be prepared for
you outiside the lamasery, and a
guard of soldiers, responsible to me.
I would make a place for you inside
the lamasery, but 1 am afraid my
people would object foo strenuously
to that—and as matters are now, I
cannot cause even the slightest fric-
tion, when 1 need the loyalty of ev-
eryone within my domain.”

1 waited. Deema Moray waited.

“T will provide a building large
enough that Davies can occupy part
of it, and work with you,” he said to
Deema. “It will be possible for Da-
vies to call on me at any time, and
for the lady to call also, if accompan-
ied by Davies.”

“And there’s no time to lose,” I
said. “We've got to do a swift job
of organizing the Tibetans. The most
loyal, the most advanced lamas, in
every lamasery in Tibet, must be
formed into tamasery groups, their
sole task that ot ferreting out Tibet-
ans who have been displaced—and de-
stroying them.”

“1 know what's next,” said Deema.
“Those men you select, when all is
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explained to them, will know at what
exact point Martians are trying to
displace them—and what to do about
it!”

“Yes,” said Emdap Muh. “They
will be ready, instantly, to commit
suicide, the only way to refuse their
earthly habitations to enemies we
should never have made.”

One thing I noticed in all this. Em-
dap Muh did not tell her where the
Mirror was. Nor did she ask. Nor
do I believe for a moment she had
any thought, at that time, of trying
to get into the vault, if she had
guessed that there was such a place,
and where. She was very smart
about such things, and she must have
known that there were certain se-
crets even she must not know about.

“Why not simply return the Mir-
ror?’ she asked. “If Howard has
taken pictures of it, we can duplicate
it. I understand that at first the
Martians themselves would have
helped you to construct a Mirror like
theirs.”

“But we did not know that,” said
Emdap Muh. “We slew Martians who
came in peace, seeking simple justice.
Now we are to be punished. Even if
we give up the Mirror we are to be
punished ; therefore there is no point
in giving it up.”

Emdap Muh signaled to me. I rose,
as did Deema Moray.

The Living Buddha led us to the
door, bowed us out, both of us going
out backward. Emdap Muh issued
brief commands to lamas standing
outside, and Deema and I were led
out of the lamasery proper, to the
house that had been set aside for us.

I needed a few minutes with
Deema, I felt. She might have been
doing a swell job of acting, so that
Emdap Muh would believe she had
believed him. 1 had to know that she
was going to play ball.

So I shot the door behind us, wait-
ed for the lamas to move away from
it as far as their curiosity would per-
mit, and put my back against it, try-
ing to think how to put my doubts
into words.

Deema Moray did an amazing
thing. She stopped just inside, turned
slowly, almost like a woman in a
trance, and looked at me.

It came to me with a shock that
1 had never realized how humanly
gorgeous this woman was. That she
could be interested in a man like me
had never even occurred to me. 1
could make allowances for all that
had happened, and her need for con-
solation of some sort—and the fact
that 1 was the only man of her race
within a thousand miles or more.

That still didn’t explain what hap-
pened next. She moved to me, put
her hands on my shoulders, looked
deeply into my yes—and what I saw
in her eyes could be interpreted, oh,
so easily, as love, for me!

“Howard,” she said tremulously,
“the Tibetans are all wrong in this.
I believe every word of it, and not
because it's easy to believe anything
that happens in Tibet, either. I
haven’t been here long enough to get
wrapped up in their mysticism. But
they're wrong, don’t you see? They
stole that Mirror. And if you help
them against the Martians you are
definitely and irrevocably on the
wrong side of the fence!”

“But you just indicated to Emdap
Muh,” 1 said, trying to keep my
voice from shaking with an emotion
I could not very well define, “that
you were wholeheartedly with us. He
trusted you with the facts. I did not
try to stop him, because 1 felt you
could be trusted, too. Are you try-
ing to tell me that you would even
betray him where your stories are
concerned 7’



“He is wrong,” she insisted, her
hands gripping my shoulders tightly.
“His people are wrong. If the world
helps, the world is wrong, and the
Martians would be justified in
spreading fire and the sword
throughout the Earth! Howard, for
my sake, give it up. Don’t side with
them. Throw your weight on the
side of the Martians. Let Them take
back their Mirror!”

QQI’VE PROMISED Emdap Muh!”’
I couldn’t help it; 1 put one
arm about her. She did not seem to
mind, seemed even to welcome it. I
scarcely realized the meaning of all
this, for there was something else 1
knew about Deema Moray—she prob-
ably hadn’t even so much as kissed
a man not a blood relative, since she
had been a child in pigtails. She had
been too wrapped up in her work to
have the slightest interest in men
that was not professional. Maybe
memory of this was a bell of warn-
ing, ringing inside me. But her near-
ness made it difficult for me to hear.

“You made pictures of the Mirror,”
she insisted. “From what you tell
me the thing is just a globe, a semi-
globe, consisting of some element, or
combination of elements, unknown to
the Earth. It can be duplicated if
your pictures are as good as they
usually are.”

“There’'s more than that, Deema,”
1 said. “That semi-globe contains
the most amazingly intricate set-up
of machinery, no single part of which
is familiar to me—though some of it
is based on photography, which vou'll
admit I know—you've ever heard
about. Not only is it intricate, but
in some fashion—I'm sure!—that
machinery is selfrepairing. Can we
get all that information from photo-
graphs, if we lose the Mirror? With
the true Mirror we can search the
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stars, listen to their voices. We can
study the core of the earth, or of the

Moon. We can travel the floors of
the seven seas. No, you don’t un-
derstand....”

“I understand,” her voice was low
and tense, ‘‘that you are refusing to
listen to me. And you’re the first
man, since 1 was fifteen, and crazy
about my father and brothers, 1've
ever been interested in enough to
wish to Kkiss!”

And she stood on tiptoe, placed her
lips against mine, and kissed me. 1
could not help myself. I pulled her
into a hungry, almost savage em-
brace. Some day, I had aiways hoped,
I would feel this way about a wom-
an....
I got the surprise of my life.

Deema Moray was fighting like a
wildcat. She was kicking my shins,
hitting me with her tiny fists, draw-
ing away from me. 1 let her go, not
understanding. Her face was a fiery
red. Her lips were drawn back from
her teeth. Such venom as 1 had
never suspected in any woman,
poured from her lips.

“You swine! You cur! How dare
you so much as put your hands on
Deema Moray? How dare you kiss
me? If this is a trick of your mar-
velous Living Buddha, to make a fool
of Deema Moray, you’ve got another
guess coming. If you expect me to
share a house, even a big one like
this, with a man who grabs me the
minute a door closes, you’re a bigger
fool than 1've always suspected. Get
out, about your business!”

My mouth must have dropped open
to its full extent. 1 had never goi
such a shock in my life. And now,
here was a new one. Decma Moray
held an ugly-looking little automaltic
in her hand, which she had taken
from some place in her blouse, and
the muzzle, not wavering in the
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There ssemod to be two persons within the ocasement of Deema Moray.
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slightest, pointed directly at the pit
of my stomach. There was no doubt
that she meant exactly what she
was saying now,

But I had been just as sure she
had meant. ...

Through my mind flashed thoughts

The burning plane....

The burning companions of Deema
Moray. ...

Her rescue by a Martian. ...

That Martian’s mocking grin at
me....

I dared not put into words what
1 thought had happened. Besides,
she would certainly not listen to me.
She only waited for me to get out
and, preferably, stay out. That auto-
matie spelled business. She had
probably had to draw it on other
men in her time—in the rewdy places
of the earth, where women were the
spoils of war and banditry. *

I did say one thing, and my voice
was cold and harsh:

“You will stick to us while you
are here, whatever you may think
of me, Miss Moray. You'll play ball
with the Living Buddha.”

“Of course I will. He's decent!”

“And you'd better understand
that....”
“Get out!”

“No sooner had we entered this
room, and I closed the door, than it
was you who offered your lips! More-
over, you wanted me to take the side
of the Martians, for your sake! Mull
that over, my sweet, while I get on
with business that is really impor-
tant!”

Her face was a study as a turned,
went out. I slammed the door. 1
was plenty mad—and plenty scared,
I can tell you! The Tibetans out-
side, noting my perturbation, grin-
ned, putting their own interpreta-
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tion on the little they had heard, and
hadn’t understood at all.

WAS lJike a man possessed as |
went out, away from that build-
ing.

It was obvious to me that none of
this, then, had been chance. Deema’s
coming here, the death of her com-
panions, her plea with me, and her
complete somersault emotionally, in
a matter of seconds. Her lips were
still warm on mine—and her hand
was still hot against my cheeks.

The Martians, one of them, at
least, were already working through
Deema Moray! .

Had she been, for a moment, dis-
placed by a Martian? Which was
the true Deema Moray, the one who
had kissed me, or the one who had
slapped me?

Had it been the true Deema Moray
who had believed so completely the
story Emdap Muh had told her? Had
it been the real Deema Moray who
had apparently been wholeheartedly
with us?

What Deema Moray had it been
who had come to this building, been
able to see the charred metal parts
of her plane, all during the walk
from the gate of the lamasery to
her assigned quarters—and had ap-
parently given no thought whatever
to the horror which had struck down
her companions there?

Did 1 have the slightest knowl-
edge of the real Deema Moray?

This woman had the face, form,
height, of Deema Moray. She had
come here in the plane Deema Moray
used. She had recognized me—
though she might have got that
from pictures—and had called me by
name. Her voice had been the voice
of Deema Moray as I remembered it
from Peiping, and her interview with
Funston.
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But there was still her Martian
rescuer, what she had said to Em-
dap Muh, what she had said to me
—both before the kiss, and after she
had apparently regretted it.

There seemed to be, without a
doubt, two persons within the earth-
ly casement of Deema Moray.

Which, in the name of all the gods,
was the one on whom Emdap Muh
and 1 could depend?

There was another thing: in the
moment of that kiss I had really
loved the person I had thought to
be Deema Moray. It had been some-
thing deep down inside me, some-
thing which had clamored to me, at
the moment we had kissed:

“This is the woman for whom
you've been waiting. You did not
know it when you met before, nor
did she. It took this to make you
both realize!”

But just what was ““this?”

I was halted by a dozen Tibetans,
one of whom carried one of those
Kadakhs on his palms. I looked
these lamas over, and knew this was
the first contingent for defense of
Tibet, and the Mirror. They were
reporting to me. I had become,
without even peing asked, leader or
at least organizer, of the forces of
Tibet against the Martian invaders.

‘“We come to you for instructions,”
said one of them. “We understand
that a command from you is a com-
mand from Emdap Muh, who states
that you are to organize all Tibetans,
and swiftly.”

“There are many Kadalkhs
these, in Tibetan hands?”

“Enough,” said the spokesman.

“Would there be one in the hands
of the greatest of Tibetan bandit
leaders ?”’

“They could be placed so. Or there
would be someone who could reach
such men.”

like

“And older men who have had ex-
periences in wars along the China
Border?”

“There would be some, yes.”

PLAN was forming in my mind.

Maybe I was fitted for work
like this, because I was not fitted
for leadership in the usual meaning
of the term. Maybe I was being
“fed” this plan, bit by bit—perhaps
by Emdap Muh, who himself would
never directly lead forces which
would bring about the deaths of
themselves or others.

“Come with me,” 1 snapped. 1
turned and started to lead them to-
ward the house of Deema Moray.
“I'm going to want you to bring me
every leader of importance, one at a
time, probably, or even in groups. I
am going to interview them in the
house of the lady!”

A cry of terror burst from one of
the lamas. All of us stopped.

We looked toward the heart of
the lamasery.

The visitors’ house, where I had
appeared to the Gelong Tze Gatze,
had burst into flames—and it was
almost entirely of stone!

By the time we had taken a dozen
breaths—if any of us had not held
his breath in horror and amazement
for all that time—that building had
vanished from the lamasery, from
the earth, and the fire had vanished
with it—as though the fire had not
really burned it, but had carried it
away into nothingness.

Here, I knew, was the Martian an-
swer to my plan!

In that house a Martian had suf-
fered his first indignity—at my
hands!

So, it had been destroyed. Ana
no other building near it had been
so much as blackened by the hellish



flames! The flames could be con-
trolled then, by a control beyond the
ken of any Earthman,

The Martians could as easily hawe
wiped out the lamasery. That build-
ing was of stone—therefore they
could have burned down the moun-
tain as easily!

Why was one thing spared, an-
other saved?

1 had part of the answer inside
me, at once. The Mirror was inside
the mountain, and it was very pre-
cious. So precious that they did not
even trust their perfect control of
the Fire Crystals!

1 led the way, at a run now, into
the house of Deema Moray.

The lamas poured in after me.

“I've got to use this place in our
plans,” I snapped at Deema, when
she whirled on ue, fire in her eyes.

“But why this house?”’

I told her what had happened to
the visitors’ building in the lamasery.
When I had done, she repeated,

“But why this house as a head-
quarters for you?”’

The way she said “you” was filled
with abysmal contempt. I answered
scarcely thinking what 1 said,

“Because this house is the safest
anywhere in Tibet!”’

The fury on her face changed into
such an expression of horror that 1
could have killed myself for shock-
ing her se. That expression told me
something I hadn't even realized
when 1 had spoken—that I had told
the simple truth to her....

That she realized it now, and un-
derstood why!

The only place that would have
been safer would have been close
against the Mirror of Mars, in the
crypt of hoary records!
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CHAPTER VH

GRIM PREPARATIONS

EEMA MORAY did some-
thing I'd have wagered she
hadn't done in years. She

began to cry, but ran into another
room before the sobs could come
out, giving me a chance to say to
the spokesman of the lamas: '

“Watch her while we work. There
must be no interference.”

I trusted he would not understand
what I meant; that he would merely
take my words to mean. that Deema,
being a woman, was unpredictable.
That, being an outlander besides,
anything might be expected of her.
1 myself was accepted because 1 was
in the good graces of their leader,
Rimpoche Emdap Muh.

I decided to give her no time to
think and, for all I knew, make her-
self receptive to the forces from
Outside which 1 was convinced had
already tested their will with her—
though which of the two “Deema
Morays” had been the true Deema
Moray, I hadn’t the slightest idea.
I went to that other room, closed
its door behind me.

“Go 'way and leave me!” she said
flinging out an arm at me from where
she sprawled on a kang. 1 felt very
sympathetic toward her at that mo-
ment, but this was no time for soft-
ness. I could be tough if I had to,
even with a woman whom I might
love.

“I'll do nothing of the sort!” I
snapped. “You're here to get a story,
preferably a series of stories, aren’t
you?”

Her sobbing became less at that.
For a few moments of ghastly reali-
zation she had forgotten that she was
a newspaper woman. My words made
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her remember that, come Hades or
high water, or the end of the world,
the story was the thing.

“Whether you are or not, we've
got to make use of you,” I said.
“Come out here and see what goes
on!”

She dabbed at her eyes with her
fists, like a small child. It was hard
not to at least pat her shoulder when
she stood up after that, and walked
past me into the room where the
lamas waited for me to begin.

One of the lamas took the Kadakh
at a signal from me, and held it forth
on his outstretched palms.

“I want Wann Ta Chih, here!”
I said. “I think he’ll be waiting for
this summons.”

The lama with the Kadakh manip-
ulated his hands under the cloth,
doing something with its border, per-
haps “tuning it in.” And instantly,
in front of him, stood Wann Ta Chih.
I turned and looked at Deema Moray.
She gasped. It was her turn to
gape like a dying fish. But even as
she registered her surprise, her
hands were busy making pothooks on
a pad of paper she had taken from
the same place she had taken that
pistol she had aimed at me, with a
piece of pencil tied to the pad.

Wann Ta Chih, his face very grave,
looked at me calmly, said:

“I am here, Howard Davies. What
shall I do?”

“He came from my camp in the
Gobi, wmstantly!” 1 told Deema
Moray. “Does that give you some-
thing to start with?”

“And how!” she said, inelegantly,
while I turned back to Wann Ta
Chih.

“Martians,” I told him, “are sift-
ing through the Heavside Layer into
Tibet. They leave their bodies on
Mars, and take up their abode in
the bodies of selected Tibetans....”

I didn’t have to go into details, or
offer explanations to a Gelong of
Tibet, whose whole life was based
on belief in the soul and its pere-
grinations through eternity.

He nodded at once.

“A Martian may select you to dis-
place,” I went on. His face changed
slightly, then became stern and set.
“I do not know what becomes of your
own soul if this happens. But you
will know it is happening, I am sure,
especially since I have warned you. If
the Martian gains possession, and
starts attacking Tibetans, Tibetans
have no choice but to slay—thus de-
stroying the earthly abodes of Ti-
betan spirits.”

Understand 1 don’t vouch for this.
Tibetans believe such things. I had
to talk in terms they would under-
stand—and probably knew a lot more
about than any of our famous scien-
tists.

“Therefore,”” I went on, “if you
feel yourself being displaced—and a
Martian was able to displace the
Gelong Tze Gatze!—what will you
do?”

“Destroy myself,” he said calmly.
A terrific resolve for a Tibetan to
make, when Tibetans believe so firm-
ly that if a man takes the law of
life into his own hands, he becomes
‘earthbound’ until he shall have spent
his allotted time on earth. Yet Wann
Ta Chih did not hesitate. “Yes, I
will destroy myself.”

“And if any of your men behave
strangely ?”’

I could see his lips shape the Tibet-
an for ‘“Thou Shalt Not Kill.” But
when they had done so, he said: “He
will be destroyed. There is no other
way, and the cause is more holy than
life.”

“Good! You will organize your
men when you get back, explaining
as much to them as you think proper.



You will band them together, and
their task will be to rove Ngolokwa,
hunting down solitary Tibetans, or
even Tibetans in groups of two, three
and four, and investigating them—
and killing them if the investigation
be not satisfactory. First, even
though you may be convinced that
the rovers pass muster, search them.
If they are Martians they will be
carrying pieces of glass, or some-
thing that looks like glass, resem-
bling this—maybe larger, maybe
smaller. If they possess such in-
struments, they are Martians and
must be slain!”

I showed him the crystal of my
watch. There are few watches in
Tibet, and no ordinary Tibetan would
possess one.

Wann Ta Chih nodded.

“Back to your men!” 1 snapped.
And Wann Ta Chih was gone. The
doors of the house were all closed,
and though 1 knew what happened,
at least as far as my own eyes could
explain it, it was certainly weird.
One second Wann Ta Chih stood
there, in the flesh; next instant his
place was utterly empty—except for
just a small item: there were sev-
eral grains of sand that had escaped
from his beots, Gobi sand, reddish
and unmistakable!

COULD hear the pencil of Deema
Moray, hurrying over the pad of
paper.

“Who else?’ 1 asked the lama
spokesman. “You suggest someone.
I know few Tibetans of importance.”

“The leader of the lamasery sol-
diery, of the Lamasery of Shigatze,”
said the lama. “The chances are

that he will be admiring his
Kadakh!”
“Bring him!”’

The man with the Kadakh turned
carefully, and I knew that he was
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facing toward Shigatze. I don't know
how he turned the thing in for dis-
tance and identity. I do know that
another man, who made me feel good
because he looked every inch a
soldier, stood in that room with us.

1 didn’t get his name. It was
enough that T knew his job. Briefly
I explained my authority. Then 1
instructed him substantially as I had
instructed Wann Ta Chih. When I
had finished he agreed, as Wann Ta
Chih had agreed, but he stipulated:

“To save time | would like for my
under-officers to have their instruc-
tions direct.”

I looked at the lama with the
Kadakh. He nodded. And the soldier
from Shigatze stepped aside. An-
other soldier took his place, stepped
away when he recognized his su-
perior. Another. Another. Until
there were a dozen Tibetans in the
room, when 1 swiftly repeated my
instructions, and their superior said
calmly:

“This comes indirectly
Dzlai Lama, at Lhasa!”

Grimly, without hesitation, these
men—who by so doing believed they
might be condemning themselves to
future lives of purgatory—agreed to
what must be done. Then, one by
one, their superior waiting to the
last, they stepped up to the man
with the Kadakh, thrust their palms
under it—and vanished. Just so, I
knew, were they, in rotation, appear-
ing before another Kadakh in Shi-
gatze, and carrying on with their
work—and laying the ground work
for what 1 had told them must be
done.

Their superior went.

Then, as the lama spokesman rat-
tled off names and places, which in-
dicated most of the important lama-
series in Tibet, with their soldier
captains, those captains appeared be-

from the
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fore me, received their instructions,
and were gone.

When I felt I had done enough, I
looked at my watch. It had been
less than an hour since I had brought
Wann Ta Chih here for a conference!

I called Deema Moray’s attention
to that fact.

“And this minute,” I said, “all
Tibet is marshalling for as strange a
war as was ever waged anywhere—
though the main struggle will be
right here, at the Lamasery of God-
rang.”

“Then why the armed forces other
places?” she asked.

She had had plenty of experience
with military stuff, and her question
was a good one.

“The Martians,” I explained, “may
bring pressure to bear on Godrang,
by raising hob with lamaseries all
over Tibet. It’s just a precaution.
And I doubt if this place were sur-
rounded by soldiers, miles in all di-
rections, that we could prevent death
and destruction from exploding in
our faces.”

“But suppose we could do some-
thing by a concentration of force
here?”

“You just sgw what happened. We
could bring men here as fast as an
army could march through a pass
single file. And we could use two,
three, or a dozen Kadakhs at the
same time.”

I turned to the lamas assigned to
duty with me, said,

“You heard what 1 said to the
others. The same applies to you.
Your duty is to guard Godrang, with
your lives, literally....”

“And with our souls,” said their
spokesman., The others all nodded.
I had noted an odd circumstance
about all this. Not one Tibetan of
any rank had hesitated to offer his
life and his soul, that the Mirror

might remain in Tibet. A Living
Buddha was abetting the theft, and
that was enough for them, whatever
their rank., Just as they turned to
go, the spokesman said to me,

“You mentioned the crystal, like
glass. It reminds me of something.
You see, I was one of the lamas who
went to Mars, over a year ago, spent
considerable time there. We brought
back many crystals like the one you

mentioned! A great many of them,
in fact! We gave them away, as
curiosities, to whoever wanted
them!”

A SURGE of horror went through
me. Deema Moray cried out.
The secret, then, was out at last. The
Martians could bring nothing ma-
terial through the Heaviside Layer,
intact, so they had sent those Fire
Crystals through with the returning
Tibetans, in the shape of mementoes
—and the Tibetans had never known
what they were, or what they were
for!

“Do you know,” I asked hoarse-
ly, “who received those erystals? Did
the Gelong Tze Gatze have one?”

“Yes. I gave him one myself. I've
kept one—if it hasn’t been stolen
from my cell! As for what happened
to others, I do not know. I doubt
if any of my co-workers on Mars,
know.”

“Or how many came back with
you?”

“Hundreds!” he said.

I waved him out of the room. I
was speechless. I turned on Deema
Moray, who was furiously writing,
but looked up when I whirled.

“So!” she said. “The Martians
were Greeks bearing gifts, eh? Or
giving gifts. Every Tibetan who has
one of those things, is in direct con-
tact, without knowing it, with Mars,
and Martians, as surely as posses-



sors of Kadakhs are in contaet. The
Martian has but to make his spirit-
uval transfer—or whatever you want
to call it—and there it is.”

“Yes,” 1 replied. “And 1 suppose,
being a good newspaper woman, you
get the implications of those gifts?”

“Yes. They were given to the
Tibetans at intervals, before the Ti-
betans returned to earth, and cer-
tainly before they had the slightest
intention of stealing the Mirror.
Therefore it follows, as day follows
night, that the Martions used those
Tibetans as dupes; that they intend-
ed all along to come to the Earth,
for some reason or another—and
that the gab about friendship they
peddled to Emdap Muh was strictly
the old malarkey!”

“Exactly. They'd been wanting to
come to earth. There had been no
way for them to land their Fire
Crystals on earth. The Tibetans
obligingly shot rockets to Mars—the
Tibetans providing their own two-
way passage by loading the rockets
with Kadakhs—followed the rockets,
and the Martians had a perfect way
to get their own transportation setup
arranged between Mars and the
Earth!”

“And fate played a trick on the
Martians, when the Tibetans stole
their Mirror...."”

“And the Tibetans were thus pro-
vided with an instrument which
might mean not only the salvation
of the world, but might prove to
be the only way the outside world
of Earth could save Tibet from de-
struction! Now, what do you think
about the right and wrong of things?
Emdap Muh must have realized in-
tuitively that right was on his side,
even when he couldn’t justify that
theft by anything he had ever
learned!”

“But even when it was a matter of
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theft,” said Deema, “1 was on the
side of Emdap Muh—and you.”

I looked at her. She seemed to
have forgiven me for what had hap-
pened before. But I couldn’t be sure.
Tibet was filled with strange and
powerful alien foreces.

I had had the lamas leave the
Kadakh with me. T now draped it
over the edge of the kang, and told
Deema to touch it at frequent inter-
vals, during the next couple of hours
—which I would spend, though I did
not tell her that exactly, in the crypt
where the Mirror was. 1 simply told
her I was going to a forbidden place,
and that I might take her there for
safety, or bring her if there seemed

_any reason why the ancient secret

of the place should be given to her.

She nodded, though she regarded
the Kadakh askance, uncertainly.

I started out. 1 got to the door
when she called my name. I turned.
She flung herself into my arms, sob-
bing. She clung to me. She wanted
my arms around her.

“Oh, Howard, I'm terrified, and I've
never been afraid before! Take me
away from here. Don't leave me
alone. Keep your arms about me.”

TRIED to pull away from her. It

must be plain why. 1 could not
know just what went on inside this
woman whom the Martians must
have selected for some purpose. She
had a watch, with a crystal. No
telling whence it had come! But I
did not ask her for it, as I should
have, perhaps. I didn’t want to upset
her any more than she already was.

“I've got a job to do,” 1 told her,

disengaging her arms. “Remember
about the Kadakh.”
She raised her face. I looked deep-

ly into her eyes.
“Kiss me and forget,” she said
softly.
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Well, who can blame me for kiss-
ing her, when I felt the way I did
about what I thought to be, or hoped
was, the real Deema Moray? It was
warm and nice. I turned then and
went out the door. She closed it be-
hind me.

Then, laughter came from that
room. ...

Strange, terrible, mocking laugh-
ter.

I whirled and went back inside.
She was walking away from the door.
She turned and when she heard me,
rushed to me, holding out her arms.

“l knew you’d come back,” she
said exultantly. “I knew it was
real!”

“I came back,” I said softly, “on
account of that strange laughter.”

She kissed me. Then she drew
back, looked sincerely and genuinely
puzzled.

“Laughter ?”’ she repeated.
laughter?”’

What could 1 do? About the
watch for instance? If I took it,
or hunted through her effects for
a Fire Crystal, and carried it away, 1
would then be removing from her
person the very thing which insured
that, whatever might happen in
Tibet, her life would be spared.

I was like a madman as I turned
and rushed back to the quarters of
Rimpoche Emdap Muh. She herself
hadn’t heard that laughter I had
heard; yet she had been alone in that
room. For the brief moments of that
laughter then, she had been where
....Where. .. .wherever the Gelong
Tze Gatze was at this moment!

The laughter rang in my ears, all
the way to the palace of the Living
Buddha, into his quarters, where he
paced back and forth before his dais,
waiting for me.

Without a word he led the way
into the crypt, to the Mirror of

“What

Mars. 1 hesitated only long enough
to pick up a Kadakh from his dais.

CHAPTER VIII

THE FIRE CRYSTALS

E HAD taken every
precaution of which we
. could think, and both of

us felt that they were not enough.
There was so little we knew, really,
about the Fire Crystals. For in-
stance, that plane had been destroyed
with one of them, though the day
had been dull and gray, the sun in-
visible. The flame from the Crystals
must be engendered in some other
way. Tibetans could not use accident-
ally those which had been brought
back by them from Mars, for until
the visitors’ room had gone up in
flames, no report of any such fire
anywhere in Tibet had ever been
made. It apparently needed the
ministrations of an initiate—namely,
a Martian—to make the things work.

I suppose by patient study, Emdap
Muh had been able to learn what he
knew about the Mirror—though what
he still did not know implied an in-
finity, almost, of knowledge which
might be gained from it in future.
That the Martians were much fur-
ther advanced than Earthmen, the
Mirror itself seemed to prove. Yet
by the use of it, Earthmen could
advance.

In the crypt, Emdap Muh turned
to me, talked rapidly for a moment.

“It was not urge for riches,” he
said, “that made me desire to keep
the Mirror, nor yet desire to possess
all the knowledge it could bring me
personally. No, there was more than
that. I believed, I still believe, that
through the Mirror, Tibet can elim-
inate sickness from the world—be-



cause with the Mirror I can look at
the nature of the sickness. I can
see germs so small that science has
not yet seen them. I planned to do
that.”

He hesitated for a moment, as
though to let his great purpose sink
into my consciousness, to emphasize
the greatness of his desire to serve.

“I further hope to be able to banish
war from the world, with the Mir-
ror,”” he went on. “I'll explain,
roughly, how. Tibet is of interest
to the whole world, not only because
it has been known for centuries as
the Forbidden Land, not only be-
cause of its mystic background; not
only because the belief is common in
many quarters that it is the real

cradle of the human race, but because’

it is a rich country, as such things
are regarded outside Tibet. We have
tons of gold. Our mountains contain
yet other tons. The world covets
that. Therefore, whatever the mo-
tive that might make great men re-
ceive an emissary from the Dalai
Lama, there probably isn’t a power-
ful leader in the world who would
refuse to receive such an emis-
sary. . . ."”

“And you could be watching that
emissary through the Mirror!” 1
said.

“Yes."

“The emissary would give pres-
ents,” I said excitedly, “accompanied
by a Kadakh . . .”

He smiled, nodded.

“Yes. Then, at will, or whenever
that man touched the Kadakh, I could
bring him here—and keep him until
he listened to reason. I could take
such a man and teach him many
things. 1 could send him back to his
work—taking with him the knowl-
edge that I could watch everything
he did thereafter. Not even the rul-
ers of great nations would do some
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of the things they do if they knew
their every move watched, their
every thought read . . .”

“Their every thought read?” I
asked. “But how . . .”

“I haven't found the answer yet,”
he said, “but I am sure that there
is a thought-track in the Mirror
somehow, that I can tune in to hu-
man thought as surely as I can tune
in to human deeds. And thoughts,
you know, are things, thought-forms,
before thev are things that every-
body can see or touch!”

And [ had thought first of what
riches, prestige and power this Mar-
tian Mirror placed in ‘the hands of
its possessor! 1 felt thoroughly
ashamed of myself. Emdap Muh had
not meant to rebuke me, I think,
but only to clarify his position. Now
he shrugged the whole thing away,
and turned his attention to the Mir-
ror.

E began then a careful, mi-

nute examination of the face
of that strange world known as
Tibet. The Mirror’s Infinite Poten-
tial eye plaved over the face of Tibet
as a ray of sunlight plays over the
earth. In that Mirror, in one dis-
tant section of Tibet, 1 saw a Tibetan
funeral—1 saw the family doing that
which needed to be done, to deliver
up the flesh of the dead to “the gods
of the air,” namely, vultures. And
1 heard the lamas who officiated
stand on a high place, heard them
calling out,

“Come, gods of the air! Come
gods of the air, for a man has gone
into the spirit, and his body is to be
consumed.”

I saw the vultures, the lammer-
giers, swoop down out of the murky
sky, and settle near the dead, close
in...

The picture changed as Emdap
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Muh moved the Mirror slightly. 1
saw a line of horsemen, seven in
number, riding up a long incline,
with a precipice on their right lead-
ing up to infinity, an abyss on their
left reaching down into what seemed
to be the darkness of bottomless
space. I saw the faces of those
Tibetans, with the blizzard sweeping
against them from the heights.

I saw the leader of the horsemen,
struck by a sudden gust, sway to-
ward the abyss, causing his horse to
lose its balance. I saw horse and
rider go over. I heard the scream
of the man, and the scream of the
horse. And, what seemed to be long
later, I heard the bodies strike, al-
most together. I could have seen the
result, if I had wished to look upon
so0 gruesome a thing. But, mind you,
this was all as clear as though I had
been one of the seven riding. For I
heard the blizzard, too, and it was
so real the chill of it seemed to have
crept into the crypt of ancient rec-
ords.

Emdap Muh showed me a mon-
astery of Mangshan, high on a peak
—a peak so high that a lake of
clouds surrounded the lamasery, and
the lamasery seemed to be swimming
on that lake of clouds. The clouds
hid abysses beyond the conception of
man, for they filled valleys in the
world’s highest mountains.

I don't know just what caused Em-
dap Muh to adjust the Mirror so that
we could see inside that lamasery,
but he did. Maybe he knew the
Lamasery. Maybe he knew the man
whose face appeared in the Mirror,
the man who held high rank in that
lamasery. ...

A man who, absent-mindedly,
tossed up and caught....

One of the Fire Crystals!

The man's face was rapt, intent.
He was alone in a room, & big room.

A gawift panorama of other rooms
showed us that the lamasery was
filled with lamas. Then Emdap Muh
switched back to the one who held
the Fire Crystal.

That man suddenly began to be-
have as the Gelong Tze Gatze had
behaved. Ie stiffened, as though a
sudden pain had struck his body. His
free hand crept up to his throat. His
face took on a greenish tint. His
tongue protruded.

In spite of myself I eried out: “De-
stroy yourself. Don’t let him dis-
place you!”

But he could not hear, did not
know that the Fire Crystal spelled
his doom. I saw him become a Mar-
tian. I heard Emdap Muh groan in
agony. The man with the Fire
Crystal looked at it. It was no long-
er a plaything, something with which
to exercise fingers that were accus-
tomed to the telling of beads. It
was an instrument of destruction,
and the thing that now held it, knew!

The man. ...

“The Gelong Rap Sodu!” said Em-
dap Muh. “It got him before he
could realize what was happening.”

Rap Sodu, as Emdap Muh had
called him, stared at the Fire Crystal.
Then he turned the curved side of it
toward the wall of the room in which
he sat. His fingers crawled over the
rim of the thing, touching something,
activating the horror.

Instantly a hole was burned
through the wall. Rap Sodu rose, a
strange grim smile on his face, and
walked through that hole.

MDAP MUH changed the focus

of the Mirror, to show us mere-
ly the outside of the Lamasery of
Mangshan, drifting there above its
ocean of white clouds. It looked, for
just a minute ago, as it had before.
Then, it burst into hellish flames, all



through its extent. I saw lamas
come boiling out of it, into a snow-
storm. I saw tendrils of flame reach
out and catch them.

I saw others it did not catch, saw
them plunge into the lake of clouds,
to fall endlessly, thousands of feet
onto unseen rocks below. 1 heard
their cries.

I saw hermits, in the caves outside
the lamasery, naked hermits who
were undergoing the wunbelievably
arduous work of conditioning their
minds and their spirits to their fu-
ture religious work, exposed to view
when flames burned away the rock
walls which had been cemented over
the mouths of their caves.

I saw hermits destroyed—in a
land where hermits are almost wor-
shipped, and definitely feared by or-
dinary Tibetans because of their
ways of living.

Emdap Muh waited only a min-
ute or two, and I saw why. One
man came out of the flames, walking
calmly, once in awhile looking back.

He was, or had been, the Gelong
Rap Sodu!

He had done his hellish work, and
was walking away from it, to do
more.

The Living Buddha took the
Kadakh from my hand, raced back
up the stairs, while I took over the
Mirror myself. I knew what he was
going to do—bring someone to his
quarters, from somewhere, and give
him orders to destroy Rap Sodu.
And even in our extremity he was
not going to bring that executioner
into the crypt of the ancient records.

In five minutes he came back, his
face very grave.

“May I be forgiven,” he said. “I
have just given orders to slay a
man!”’

“A Martian,” I said.

“But by slaying him I shut the
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Gelong Rap Sodu away from his
body,” he said grimly. ‘“And before
we have done, I shudder to think how
many more of our people will be dis-
posed of in this manner.”

He had, in the five minutes since
his departure, brought someone to
him from clear across Tibet, ‘from
somewhere close to the Lamasery of
Mangshan, and sent him back again,
with a command to destroy a certain
Martian,

“No reason to feel guilty,” 1 said,
and explained to him how, by send-
ing those Fire Crystals to earth with
the Tibetans, three months before,
the Martians were- proved out of
hand, guilty of the intent to betray.

“I know,” he said. ‘“But the fact
that they were sinful does not justify
sinning on my part!”

He was utterly sincere.

I did not dare tell him that I had
seen a host of soldiers mustered out-
side another monastery whose name
T did not know, but which was some
distance from Godrang—and that I
had seen the whole organization, to
the number of thousands, licked up
by what looked to be one sheet of
flame.

“Emdap Muh,” I said, “I wish to
bring Deema Moray to the crypt. It
is very important. We must have
help from outside Tibet.”

He looked at me for a long mo-
ment. I think his faith in his own
beliefs must have been slipping from
him, even though he did not yet
know what I did. For he shrugged,
and himself held the Kadakh.
Deema Moray must have been cling-
ing to the other Kadakh, waiting,
for instantly she stood there in the
Crypt with us.

“How did it feel, being yanked
through hundreds of feet of solid
rock?” I asked.

She had, of course, felt nothing
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except that dizzy first sensation
which I remembered—that feeling as
of being sucked into a terrific vortex,
spinning at infinite speed. Then, she
found herself with us.

“Deema,” 1 said, “you’ve got to
go out, convince people somewhere
what is happening to us. Emdap
Muh, find some of your Kedakhs
beyond your borders, and use all vour
powers of telepathy to make those
who possess them take them in
their hands.” )

He understood at once, of course,
since this was his line more than
mine.

“Urga first,” he said.

“How about Funston, my leader,
in the Gobi. He has no plane, but
he is a scientist, and he has rifles.”

“The Gelong® Wann Ta Chih will
have made use of him by now,” said
the Living Buddah. ‘Nobody in
Urga. There are three Kadakhs
there. 1 switch to Turkestan, to
Chugushack, where there is a detach-

ment of soldiers, with an air-
plane....”
That didn’t work either. The

Mirror showed that the plane had
gone, Thousands of miles away, hun-
dreds anyway, nothing less than a
plane could have brought us help
from Chugushack.

“Try Darjeeling,” 1 said desper-
ately. “Isn’t there anyone there who
has one of your Kadakhs?”

He thought a moment. “Yes, a
British Colonel who came into Tibet
seven years ago. If he is still in
Darjeeling....”

E shifted the Mirror. Darjeel-

ing. A panorama of the city,

as Emdap Muh hunted for a build-
ing the Colonel must have described
to some Tibetan, a description which
had been relayed finally to Emdap
Muh. He stopped, foseussing on a

building. He foecussed on its in-
teriors.

“There he is, just finishing din-
ner,” said Emdap Muh. “He has
guests. Oh, Colonel Cranshaw, if only
there were some way to get you to
pick up the Kadakh! 1f only you

were responsive to telepathy.”

The Colonel was talking, bragging
a bit, and we could hear every word
he said, every word that his guests
said in answer. And as though in
answer to our wish, the Colonel said,

“And 1 spent several months in
Tibet, y’know! Deucedly cold place,
rather! Queer customs no end, too.

Like the custom of the....what'’s
that piece of silk they tender with
presents, m’dear?”’ he said to his
wife.

“Never mind the name,” she said.
“But you can show it {o your guests.
It’s very lovely.”

“Quite right, M’dear! Quite right!
Let’s all go into my study.”

I whirled on Deema Moray, studied
her closely for a few moments. Was
she an American woman in this mo-
ment, or a Martian monstrosity? I
could not be sure. I had to take
a chance.

“Here,” I said, “hold the Kadakh,
opposite my hands! You're taking
a trip to Darjeeling. You'll know
what to say, but get that Colonel
going. Tell him what’s what....”

“I know,” she said. “I can handle
old lads like the Colonel.”

“Ready ?”’ said Emdap Muh. “He’s
holding the Kadakh now!”

The Living Buddha jumped to
stand to my right, between Deema
Moray and myself. His hands
touched the Kadakh. Deema Moray
was gone. Both the Living Buddha
and myself whirled back to the Mir-
ror.

And there was Deema Moray, smil-



ing at the flabbergasted Colonel  in
Darjeeling, and his equally flabber-
gasted guests.

“T'll explain as we go along, Colo-
nel,” she said. “There isn’t a mo-
ment to lose....”

“Now,” I saia to Emdap Muh, “all
we have to do is to hold the fort
until Deema Moray can stir up the
world.”

Deema could not hear, of course,
nor see. But her face turned toward
us, and she lifted up her hand in a
kind of salute. Then I saw her take
the Colonel’s Kadakh, which every-
body else seemed to have forgotten,
and tuck it into her blouse.

“My round trip ticket,” she said to
Emdap Muh and me, words that must
have been the sheerest gibberish to
the Colonel and his guests. ‘“Don’t
leave me out of the picture too long.
I'm missing you already, Howard!”

How I wished, in that moment, to
be sure that the real Deema Moray
was speaking; to know that it was
herself who missed me, not a Martian
who mocked me by saying so! More-
over, a Martian in her position could
turn our Tibetan world topsy-turvey.

But Rubicon had been crossed.

EEMA MORAY must convince

the outside world, stir it into

action. Emdap Muh and myself must

do a terrific work here, to save even

a part of Tibetan culture—perhaps
the world’s oldest.

“Greetings, Living Buddah of God-
rang!” said another, a third voice,
there in the crypt where no third
voice had any business to sound. “As
one of the Great Selfless Ones, it de-
lights me to see again the Mirror of
my people!”

I whirled, and Emdap Muh whirled.

Standing against the wall opposite
the foot of the stairs, was the Mar-
tian who had rescued Deema Moray

The Great Mirror % % % 53

. from the fire that had burned her

plane and her companions.

He was here, in the forbidden crypt
of Godrang.

And he couldn’t have come past
us down those stairs, couldn’t have
reached the head of the stairs
through loyal lamas who guarded all
of Godrang.

Yet, here he was. .. .and there was
no other entrance to the crypt, save
by means of one of those Kadakhs.

And anyone may rest assured that
neither Emdap Muh nor myself had
summoned this member of the Great
Selfless Ones! .

“I am equally delighted,” said the
Martian, in excellent Tibetan, “with
the mission on which you have sent
the lovely Deema Moray. That is, I
imagine she is lovely by your stand-
ards, however ugly she may be by
those of my home land! We ourselves
could not have chosen a better task
for her to do!”

For the first time I saw a Living
Buddha lose hi. poise, heard terror
in his voice as he said,

“May the ancient gods of our peo-
ple deliver us from destruction!”

In his terror, Emdap Muh had top-
pled back down all the spiritual steps
he had ascended, into the depths of
pagan devil-worship and sorcery.
And the Martian must have realized,
for he laughea, and his laughter was
hideous, because it was not done with
his own voca: cords, but with those
of the Tibetan whom he had dis-
placed—who nust seldom in his life
have had occasion to laugh.

How had the Martian penetrated
into the crypt? And if one could
do it, why might not every last one
of the invaders do the same thing?

“l am in "0 hurry,” he said, “to
do what I came to do. There is pun-
ishment yet, to be metea out.”

He walked toward us w:thout fear.
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I did not guess his intention until
he had touched the Kadakh—and
there were only myself and Emdap
Muh again, in the crypt of records!

Somewhere then, outside the Lam-
asery of Godrang, a Martian pos-
sessed one of those Kadakhs—and
thus the ability to appear wherever
any other Kadakh might be!

CHAPTER 1X

WHAT ABOU1 DEEMA MORAY?

HE MOST sickening thing of
all was our inability, even
that of Emdap Muh, with all

his training, to locate the Martians,
or discover where they would strike
next, unless one of them like the res-
cuer of Deema Moray, appeared to
us. There was one little item in con-
nection with that one, however, that
1 found puzzling: while he had left
by making use of the Kadakh in the
chamber of records, he had not come
by use of the Kadakh, else he would
have “appeared’”’ with his hands in
contact with it. Obviously even with
the body of a Tibetan to hamper him,
he had been able to move through a
plane—and thus through the sides of
a mountain—which we did not under-
stand, and which might be another
dimension vet to be explored by our
scientists. Beyond this 1 could not
go because my knowledge did not
extend far enough. Emdap Muh ex-
plained it by “projection,” but 1
could not accept projection of person-
ality because, to me, it was not scien-
tific. Besides. that rescuer had been
no thought-form projection, but a
flesh and blood Tibetan—manipulat-
ed in some strange way by the Mar-
tian who rode his body as Sinbad was
ridden by the Old Man of the Sea.

I had to .eave that , roblem un-
solved for the moment. But there

were certain things that ran through
my head, filling me with doubts. The
Martian had been so delightea, ap-
parently, with the job we had given
Deema Moray. He had said he
couldn’t have planned a vetter assign-
ment for her himself.

And our motive had been to con-
tact the outside world, and through
such contact, to bring help to Tibet
when we wished.

That I was also being .sed by the
Martians I fe.t sure.

But how could this be possible,
when Deema was out to bring help,
and I was working hand-in-glove with
Emdap Muh? The latter wanted pho-
tographs of the inner workings of
the Mirror. I was taking them, ev-
ery chance 1 had. We both expected
that Deema Moray would marshal
the world for the aid of Tibet.

How, then, could our work be seo
satisfying to Martians?

It was an =2nigma beyond us; yet
the nagging dcubt was there. That
Martian had been so sure of himself,
so pleased with the way things were
working out. Emdap Muh and [ had
been so pleased, and still were, with
the plans we were making and had
made, for the safety of Tibet.

Obviously someone was playing
into the hands of someone else. Were
we playing into the hands of Mar-
tians, or were Martians playing into
our hands? 1f 1 brought forces from
many nations into Tibet, to protect
it, would I be bringing them to their
own destruction? I douuted it—for
it was the Tibetans who were to be
punished. Tibet and the Tibetans.
Here, though 1 did not realize it—nor
did the Living Buddha, -'as the key
to the whole riddle. The :nswer was
simple when it came, as answers
usually are. But at the time of the
problem’s posing we could find no an-
swer—only that gnawing doubt. And



before we could weary ourselves too
much with it, Emdap Muh turned the
Mirror on Godrang and the surround-
ing territory. He could scarcely be
blamed for his concern for his own
domain.

He knew, and I knew, tha. the big-
gest trouble we faced was the ferret-
ing out of the Martians.

We had not seen the Martian or
Martians who had burneua down the
Visitors’ building. We had not seen,
or I had not, the Martian or Martians
who had destroyed a whole detach-
ment of Tibetan soldiers, at a monas-
tery I could not name, and about
which I had said nothing to Emdap
Muh, the Living Buddha already hav-
ing enough over which to trouble
himself.

Down to us, there in the crypt, aft-
er the departure of the Martian, and
after a brief despairing discussion of
the whole matter, trying to find the
holes in our plans which the words of
the Martian had hinted at, came cries
from the heart of Godrang.

Emdap Muh trained the Mirror.
Then, with a cry of horror, he turned
it off, and led the way up those stairs
again, traveling so fast I could
scarcely keep pace with him.

In a few moments we were stand-
ing on the verandah from which he
was wont, on nice days, to look out
over Godrang, and much of the ter-
ritory which he ruled—and looking
at the handiwork of the Martians.
First, even as L saw what was hap-
pening, I was conscious that the very
atmosphere was alive, as though its
atomic structure were being agitated
by some terrific magnetic force. I
saw it affect the Tibetans through-
out Godrang, and the Tibetans out-
side the lamasery—and freeze them
all to helpless immobility. It crackled,
as the Aurora sometimes crackles
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across cold snow on an icy winter
evening.

Electrical, then, were the Fire
Crystals. I tried to imagine how
they could be worked. I could think
of nothing, 2xcept the manner in
which a crystal is screwed into a
watch. The Crystals, it struck me,
were two pieces of something that
looked like glass, stuck together by
suction, caused by twisting and ex-
cluding the air. But in between those
two pieces of whatever-they-were—
some Martian element of which 1
knew nothing—there were radioac-
tive elements of terrific power. All
a Martian had to do, almost literally,
to bend the electrons and atoms of
the Universe to his will, was to move
the two pieces, in relation to each
other, in some way that only the
Great Selfless Ones knew. After that
he had but to direct the vast power
he thus unleashed.

ATER, a sketchy explanation
proved that I was right, as far
as I went—and that I lacked the in-
telligence, being only an Earthman,
to go further. Nor, perhaps, would 1
have understood had it been ex-
plained in detail—any more than the
finite mind can comprehend the First
Cause.

However, 1 felt that power, there
on the verandah of the palace of the
Living Buddha, the Rimpoche Emdap
Muh.

And shortly thereafter amid the
deepest, most menacing silence I had
ever experienced, I saw 1t at work.
First, out of the north, a sheet of
flame, like a dart of lightning, struck
just beyond the outer wall of the
lamasery. And when I saw wall, I
mean the entire wall, all the four
sides of the lamasery—thus showing
the power of control the Martians
held over their lethal weapon. It
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was, in effect, a box barrage of fire.
It dropped down, a vast rectangle,
and smote the earth all outside the
walls. And for a brief moment we
inside the lamasery were as com-
pletely enclosed by the flame, as man
seems to be enclosed by the dome of
the sky and the horizon. A vast
globe of flame, settled over us.
Through it 1, at least, could see noth-
ing—nothing but the flame itself. I
heard Emdap Muh muttering man-
tras, and knew that he could see noth-
ing, either. We inside the lamasery
were definitely cut off trom those
outside, by that cone ot flame from
—we both knew—Martian Fire Crys-
tals.

It lasted for only a couple of min-
utes. I do not think those of us in-
side the cone could have endured it
longer than that, for we felt as
though in the grip of a disintegrat-
ing force beyond all conception of
mortal minds.

Then, as swiftly as it had come, it
was gone. But it had done its work.
All around Godrang was a moat. 1
could not tell how deep it was. There
was no water in it. Its walls were
ebon from the burning. That moat
said plainly, to all those outside it,

“This is a bur between all of you
and the Lamasery, and the Living
Buddha whom you worship!”

Knowing Tibetans I could conceive
of no greater punishment than this
for run-of-the-mill Tibetans, every
last one of whom is so deeply re-
ligious. Nor for the Living Buddha
himself, whose life and spirit were
nurtured by the love, respect and
worship of his subjects.

That moat was far more than a
moat barring the common Tibetan
from the spiritual Master. It was a
symbol by which the rulers and the
ruled were cut off, one from another.

And the Tibetans would not have

it—though they understood, I knew
on the instant.

Some of those nomads out there
could not believe that anything could
separate them from their Living
Buddha—if he wished to be close to
them, as all their lives they had been
taught he did wish, spiritually if
not physically. A round score of
them set up a terrific shout of de-
fiance. They gathered on a knoll,
opposite the gate, on their swift
ponies. It was obvious, what they in-
tendec to do. They reined their
ponies’ heads toward the gate.

They swung toward the gate at
full gallop, as though they were
charging an enemy. ‘Lthey lacked
only their rifles and their long spears
—each of them seemed instinctively
to realize tnat neither rifles nor
spears would suffice against an ene-
my who could bring down fire from
heaven—to seem to be attacking an
enemy force.

They made a brave show as they
charged. Emdap Muh cried out,

“Go back! Go back! In the name
of our Masters, go back, my children!
My poor, brave children!”

They did not hear. With their
people shouting encouragement to
them, how could they hear? With
Emdap Muh so upset that his voice
seemed to drop over the verandah
rail into a bottomless abyss, how
could they hear? I watched them, al-
most praying for their success—
though just what they would prove
by jumping that ebon moat, or what
they could do when they were inside
the lamasery, 1 did not know.

But they needed this victory, and
with all my heart I “pullec ’ for them
to gain it.

The twenty horses, neck and neck,
approached that black pit which en-
circled their lamasery—and their
Living Buddha. Your Tibetan horse-



man, riding at full gallop, swings his
arms, shouts, laughs, and lives at his
peak of excitement. But no sound
came from those twenty, nor any un-
necessary movements of their bodies.
They were so grimly intent on just
one thing—clearing that moat and
entering the Lamasery. Even the
drumming of the hoots of their
ponies seemed to be cusnioned by the
intentness of everyone who waited in
that awful silence, for whatever to
happen that was due to happen.

How does one tell it? rerhaps in
the simplest language. Trying to
explain the impossible simply means
trying to make it more difficult to
understand. This is what seemed to
happen:

A sheet of flame appeared like a
vast cleaver, out of the pottom of the
moat, rising up before those horse-
mer.. The only thing to which I can
liken it, so that everybody will un-
derstand what it looked like, is to
reminc everyone of those hoops,
sometimes afire, through which
horses and riders jump in the circus.

But when che horsemen struck it,
there was a subtle differcnce.

They did not pass through it!

They went into it—thinner than a
knife-edge though it looked to be—
and did not come out the other side,
nor even show so much as the ears
of a single pony on the other side.
They went into it and vanished—at
full gallop, the whole twenty of
them!

No sooner had we seen this hap-
pen, than the fire was gone, as mys-
teriously as it had come.

OTHING remained by the moat,

still a symbol of the unbridge-

able defense against anything and
everything whatever.

For a full minute there was utter,
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dumbfound‘ed

gilence throughout
Goarang.
Then cries of terror rose from

those beyond the gate, and the lamas
within. The lamas began to run
about like ants disturbed in a hill,
seeking a place in wnich to hide.

The common Tibetans, beyond the
gate, began to flee in all directions,
like refugees from a country being
invaded. But they went at top speed,
and none seemed to think of his
neighbor. No man, on a pony,
thought to iower the hana for a
brother even, to pull him up behind
him on the pony, tq help him to es-
cape. Instead, in their terror, the
mounted Tibetans struck down ev-
erybody who tried to mount behind
them. Each 'Cibetan thought of him-
self, and only of himself. And among
them were the Tibetans whom my
lamas had organized into a guard.
With the flight of those beyond the
gates, there were no soldiers for God-
rang. We had no feeling that soldiers
were a protection, but even so, so
strong is earthly habit, we felt bet-
ter when we believed that armed
might stood by us.

“If we ask for help, Howard Da-
vies, “said Emdap Muh, finally, “do
we bring people of your world to
their destruction?”

“Whether we do not,” 1 said, ‘“and
I believe that it is Tibet that is be-
ing punished, not the outside world,
whatever action it takes, we must
call for help!”

We whirled to go back into the
dungeon. I couldn’t see a lama any-
where. Godrang seemed to be utter-
ly deserted. The lamus, their faith
in their gods gone, had hidden away
in whatever holes they could find. It
was a dreadful experience for Emdap
Muh and me.

Down in the dungeon, the Living
Buddha paused, and I knew he was
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running over in his mind the names
of possessors of the “magic” Ka-
dakhs. This done, he swung the Mir-
ror, and by the direction I knew he
was probing through the nearest
place whetre help might be found that
could reach us quickly.

China!

Chungking. Chinese soldiery, who
could be sent to us by airplane. Em-
dap Muh, using the Kadakh, brought
a startled Chinese into the ¢rypt with
us—together with his wife and chil-
dren and his tea-table. The Chinese,
it seemed, had a habit of hanging his
Kadakah over the back of his chair
as he ate. I didn’t bother to find out
why. A touch of vanity perhaps; a
touch of elegance. In any case, there
was the whole outfit—excepting only
the chair and the Kadakah!

Emdap Muh snapped commands,
pleas, at the Chinese. He explained
what he had to. Almost instantly
the fatalism of the East expressed
itself in the ready acceptance of the
whole thing by the Chinese, as just
one of those things that were likely
to happen to a man and his family in
a harsh world.

Yes, he said, he would personally
contact the Generalissimo. ...

“But what if he does not believe?”
said the Chinese.

“Go to him with the Kadakh in
your hands,” said Emdap Muh. “He
will take it. I'll bring him here,
which, I think, will convince him—
if you are not able to do so!”

The Chinese paled.

“He might cut off my head, if any-
thing went wrong.”

“Then you convince him of the
truth of your experience. After all,
you have your wife and children to
prove what has happened....”

The man nodded. The Kadakh was
operated by Emdap Muh. The Chi-
nese and his family were gone.

“Now,” said Emdap Muh, “if he
doesn’t tell the whole story to all
Chungking, before he gets around to
his Generalissimo....”

“The Mirror!” 1 said briefly.

He swung it into position. A slight
smile touched his lips.

“He’s hurrying to the Generalissi-
mo,” said Emdap Muh, “and he’s so
busy planning how he shall tell his
story, and his lips are working =o
hard to keep up with his brains, as
he travels through Chungking to mili-
tary headquarters, he doesn’t even
hear the excited shouts of friends!
He'll convince his military master!”

Now, while I made photographs—
nothing whatever could keep me from
getting all of them 1 could—Emdap
Muh switched back to Deema Moray,
and found her with Colonel Cran-
shaw on a landing field beyond Dar-
jeeling, directing the provisioning
and manning of a dozen great bomb-
ing planes.

There was something heartening
about those twelve great planes—
about the soldiers who were crowd-
ing into them, armed to the teeth,
and with parachutes strapped to
their backs. British 'chutists were
going to have their chance.

We watched and listened until
Deema Moray went with the Colonel
to a wireless station—after the doz-
en planes began to take off for the
flight to the Roof of the World.

Deema Moray—and for the life of
me I could not see how anything she
was doing could possibly be construed
as helpful to the Martians—began
contacting military groups every-
where, explaining to them the dan-
ger, pulling no punches.

Three planes started from Indo-
China, manned by French.

From the nearest Japanese base a
dozen more planes took off, heading
for Tibet. Deema even arranged for



a truce between the Chinese and the
Japanese who should cross the Bor-
der into Tibet—during the time they
were inside Tibet.

For that period they would not be
enemies, but allies. When, and if,
they went back, they could be ene-
mies again.

And, advised by Colonel Cranshaw,
she was telling each contingent just
where, in Tibet, to head for—so that
no lamasery should be unprotected,
no lamasery should have it all.

Special combinations of nationali-
ties, were to be sent to Lhasa, to
guard the Potala—and the Dalai
Lama.

Against what—that we could do
anything about—nobody knew, real-
ly. But a brave show might give us
the answer—and it might also result
in the annihilation of those who were
flying to the aid of Tibet and Tibet-
ans.

Deema Moray reached across the
roof of the world to start Russians
in Siberia, flying to Tibet. And that
meant, without doubt, German aid—
for the world knew that Germans
had a hand in the training of Rus-
sian aviators.

Deema Moray was, and swiftly,
arousing the world.

How, in Heaven’s name, could her
efforts possibly work to the advan-
tage of Martians?

Emdap Muh and I went over the
ground until we were crazy, and
could find no answer. But the hard-
er we tried to understand, the more
certain I was I could hear the chuck-
ling which came from the lips of the
Gelong Tze Gatze, when he had no
longer been the Gelong, but the Great
Selfless One who had taken his place.

I could hear the words of Deema’s
rescuer, those mocking words.

And when the Living Buddha and
I heard the first droning of motors,
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I could still hear that eerie, tri-
umphant chuckling. Not all the pho-
tographs I could take, and I took
them madly, concentrating on the
Mirror and the pictures it showed to
Emdap Muh and me, could keep me
from hearing those Martian chuckles,
those Martian words of triumph.

The most difficult thing to bear
was this: the fact that nothing else
whatever was happening in and
around Godrang.

For what were the Martians wait-
ing?

CHAPTER X

HELP COMES DRONING DOWN

HE MARTIANS, I knew be-

fore the first help came dron-

ing down, had done exactly
the same thing to every important
Tibetan lamasery—which meant all
of them, including the Potala—they
had done to Godrang. They had
burned a moat around each, and
frightened every common Tibetan
into fleeing into the Tibetan wastes
—thus separating a whole nation
from the source of its life, its re-
ligion—its ancient system of philoso-
phy.

That more was to come we felt
very sure. That death would strike
among our allies as they came, I was
perfectly sure.

When we heard the first planes
droning toward us, the Living Bud-
dha said to me:

“You will please be my contact
with the foreigners. I appreciate ev-
erything they will do, and they shall
be amply rewarded, but I do not wish
to make too close personal contact.”

I understood this perfectly. Person-
al contact with people who believed
him to be a reincarnation of a god on
earth, and personal contact with un-



6C % * % Science Fiction Quarterly

believers who would think him just
a man, and perhaps a fake, was too
much to ask of him. He wasn’t moti-
vated by snobbishness, but a very
natural fear. And there was no real
need of his making contact with the
foreigners. As I would have to make
arrangements with them anyway, as
his interpreter, it didn’t matter if 1
did it on my own.

There was nothing to deter him,
however, from standing on the ver-
andah whence we had seen the burn-
ing-in of the moat, to watch the for-
eigners come. He had seen but one
airplane in his life, that of Demma
Moray ; and that for such a brief time
it could have meant next to nothing
for him. He'd never had the chance
to see it close to.

A half dozen huge bombers came
into view, to the northeast, just over
the shoulder of the Mountain God-
rang. Emdap Muh watched them in-
crease in size and there was a
strange light in his eyes. He was still
nineteen, remember, and those planes
must hav hit him right between the
eyes. They were beautiful, and they
flew a tight fermation.

Those flyers had been trained to
their jobs in a Jong-drawn-out war.
They would be good. Just to see them
come made my courage rise, added to
my confidence—if 1 didn’t try to re-
member too much. It was better for
the moment to let wishful thinking
make me feel better.

“They are miracles,” said the Liv-
ing Buddha.

“Man-made,” 1 replied.

“Nothing is really man-made,” re-
plied Emdap Muh, and 1 didn’t con-
tradict him. ‘“Look at those beautiful
birds, capable of bearing me in their
bodies, and tell me that they are
truly the work of men?”

I didn’t tell him anything. He could
believe what he liked to believe.

What was troubling me was this,
as those planes came nearer: when
would the Martians strike? The
planes had to land outside the moat,
where the ground was reasonably
level. The soldiers would have to
cross the moat, and I remembered so
vividly what had happened to those
twenty Tibetan horsemen. Would
the same thing happen to the soldiers
who were coming to help us? Were
we justified in asking them to risk
so much, even though they were sol-
diers, and here as a matter of duty,
obeying the commands of their lead-
ers? They must, every last one of
them, know what danger they faced.
For by this time the wireless of the
world was crackling out the strange
story which came from Tibet.

The six planes, above Godrang,
broke formation. Following one an-
other, directly above the Lamasery,
in a great circle of tremendous, pow-
erful sound, they made no attempt to
come down to a landing. Their lead-
er, I knew, was studying the lay of
the land, while those whom he com-
manded, the rest of his flight, were
waiting to see what he would do,
what commands he would issue. That
the planes could talk to one another
by telephone I believed to be true.

Up there was organization, as tight
as even the philosophical organiza-
tion of Tibet.

Well, why didn’t they come down
and land?

I soon had my answer to this. Em-
dap Muh grasped my shoulder.

“Davies, my friend, they are
throwing a man out, to see what hap-
pens to him before they risk land-
ing!”

HAD FORGOTTEN to mention
parachutes to Edmap Muh, and
just by chance he had failed to see
one in operation through the Mirror.
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“Try Funston, my leader, in Gobi . ..”

And what he saw now was a plumet-
ting body, falling straight into God-
rang. He did not, as 1 did, see the
’chute pack on the man’s back.

But he understood instantly, when
the 'chute flowered above the man,
and that one began to sway slowly
down into Godrang. He was pulling
on his shrouds, spilling the wind. . ..

“He can drop in a street of God-
rang,” I said to Emdap Muh, “or he
can land on a roof. He is perfectly
safe now. The planes are not going to
land at all—you’ll see!”

The parachute soldier vanished
from sight, behind one of the Lama-
sery buildings. I did not leave the
Living Buddha just then, to go to
the man who had landed—an officer,
undoubtedly, to look things over on
the ground—but waited for the oth-
ers to follow him.

I knew military stuff enough to
know at once why the planes were
not landing. Men could always be
spared, and if these who dropped
were slain it would be no great loss.
Planes, however, cost money, and
were hard to get! 1 did not explain
this to the Living Buddha. Far be it
from me to make light of help when
we so sorely needed it.

Within a minute or two, while
those six huge planes droned over-
head, there must have been a signal
from the first man to land, for the
doors of all the bombers began to
open, and men came somersaulting
out, hands on the ripcord rings of
their ’chutes.

“Beautiful as lammergeirs,” whis-
pered Emdap Muh, awe in his voice.
“Beautiful as the dawn!”

For my own part, however, all I
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could do was watch the flowers of the
‘chutes open. Every ’chute worked,
too, and a hundred men were floating
down to Godrang. Watching them, I
understood what a formidable force
parachute troops could me.

I was about to leave the verandah,
show myself to the officer in com-
mand of the soldiers—not a lama was
in sight anywhere, and they would
have fled from those 'chutes if there
had been no Martian scare at all,
never having seen anything like them
—when the Fire Crystals struck
again, and very strangely.

Two of the falling men, after their
‘chutes opened, went up in flames.
There wasn't even smoke to mark
their passing. They were simply
floating down, swaying back and
forth, pulling their shrouds to spill
the wind and hit the spot in Godrang
they wished to hit—when the flame
out of nowhere struck them, and they
vanished, with as utter finality as
the twenty horsemen had vanished.

Just like that, gone in a breath.

And I knew that the other soldiers
had seen, at least some of them, for
terror struck them — and some of
them pulled their shrouds so com-
pletely, in order not to delay their
contact with the earth, that, it later
developed, two men had broken legs,
and one a broken back upon landing.

Two men, out of a hundred, had
been destroyed by the Fire Crystals.
Why ? Just to show us that the Mar-
tians were still around, and a threat
we could not forget? To let us know
that if they wished, the Martians
could destroy every ’chutist before
he landed? Why those two victims,
and no others?

I had no 'nswer at the moment.
Emdap Muh went back into his quar-
ters, and I dashed down the cobble-
stone walk to make econtact with the
soldiers.

A major was commanding his par-
achute troops to “fall in.”

They had left their 'chutes for the
time being, and were doing just that.
I advanced on the Major. He turned
toward me, did not seem surprised—
not nearly as surprised as I was, any-
way. The Major was an American,
though his troops were Chinese. The
Major—Gambel, his name proved to
be—was an American soldier of for-
tune. He'd been through all kinds of
wars, under many flags, and this was
just another job to him. I can’t tell
what a relief it was to see him. His
whole demeanor spelled efficiency.

“Davies ?”’ he said.

“Yes.” Naturally he knew of me
from the tales that had been told.

“This is a rum go, isn't it? Why
didn’'t the flame from the sky, or
whatever it was, take the lot of us?”’

“I've been wondering,” 1 said.
“Maybe the fire-throwers just
wanted to warn you that in their own
good time they'd do the same thing
to everybody. I must confess I really
hoped that the Fire Crystals would
not be used against foreigners.”

Major Gambel laughed harshly.

{3 HAT'S the funniest part of
the whole thing, Davies. Those

two chaps—I've just checked up to
make sure—who didn’t make it to
the ground, were a couple of Tibetans
we picked up in Chunking to use as
guides to Godrang. Strange that both
of them should have been destroyed.”
It didn’t seem strange to me at all,
though it made a eold chill run along
my spine. It was quite in keeping
with things that had happened here
in Godrang since the Martians had
started making their moves. 1 could
not now remember when that had
been, for I hadn’t slept, and if I had
eaten or drunk anything I couldn’t



remember it—nor was I yet either
hungry or thirsty.

While his men stood at ease 1
brought Gambel up to date, and if
the story made him afraid, I saw no
signs of it.

“Well,”” he said when 1 had fin-
ished, “that means martial law,
though just what good we can do I
don’t know. The roofs of these shacks
look like good places to spot our ma-
chine guns, and the walls ought to be
hard to breach....”

The talk was silly, and we both
knew it. The planes had gone away,
back to Chunking, it was all up teo
Gambel, and he was simply talking
whatever came into his head, while
he laid his plans. The users of the
Fire Crystals didn’t need to breach
any walls. If they did, all they had
to do was touch_them anywhere with
their terrific power, and there would
be no more walls.

Gambel knew it, too.

“Where is everybody ?” he asked,
finally.

“The Living Buddha is in his quar-
ters,” I explained. “I wish you
wouldn’t try to get to him. I'll be
your contact with the poor fellow. As
for the other lamas, they’ve probably
burrowed under the cobblestones. Ev-
erybody here, and all through Tibet
for that matter, is scared stiff—in-
cluding me!”

“Have you any suggestions ?”’

“Only this: take charge of God-
rang, throw a guard around the Pal-
ace, and line up the lamas in the big-
gest open space. That wil. be where
the visitors’ building was burned.”

“Why hold an inspection of lamas,
Davies?” asked Gambel.

“I'm looking for Martians,” I said.
“Somebody burned that moat, yester-
day, probably from the top of that
mountain behind the Palace. Someone
just now burned your two Tibetan
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guides—though not until they had
led you here, which is an exceedingly
strange thing.”

“Think you can spot Martians?”

“I can only try. Much time has
passed. Maybe by now I can’t tell the
difference between Tibetans and
Martians. But let’s have a try at it
later, anyway.”

Gambel turned and snapped com-
mands at his Chinese soldiers. They
grinned and broke ranks. They gath-
ered their ’chutes together in one
place, piled all their equipment with
it, except knives—and then started
rooting lamas out of buildings, order-
ing them to the open place, where I
could look them over.

The lamas were outraged. They
protested, some of them squealing
like pigs. But the Chinese did not
seem to mind. They let several lamas
feel the kiss of their blades. Gambel
did not try to stop them. One Chinese
knocked a lama kicking with a blow
of his fist.

Then I did protest to Gambel. His
answer was in & cold voice that made
me wonder, tor a few minutes, if
Gambel himself might not be one of
the Great Selfless Ones. However,
he was too completely American for
that, as he said,

“Martial law is martial law. When
the commander speaks, others must
jump. That applies, incidentally, to
your Living Buddha and to yourself.
Don’t make any mistakes about it.
If I am to do any good here I've got
to be boss. I'm going to be.”

HE HORRIFIED lamas were
pressed into service, menial serv-
ice, which few of them had ever ex-
perienced. They were forced to pick
out the best buildings, in which the
Chinese soldiers were quartered—and
then made to serve the soldiers.
“Isn’t it going pretty far, to put
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them to such work?” I asked of Gam
bel.

“I'm running this show,” said
Gambel. “If you interfere I'll use you
as my dog-robber, see? What good
are lamas as matters now stand?
They simply hide their heads and
hope for the best. Now they’re serv-
ing a useful purpose.”

There was plenty of truth in what
he said, a fact which I immediately
recognized. I offered no further pro-
test, though 1 felt sorry for the
lamas. And when, a bit later, I told
the Living Buddha about it, his re-
action rather startled me. He threw
back his head and laughed. He was
delighted that his lamas had been put
to useful work.

After that 1 didn’t feel sorry for
them.

But what came next? While Gam-
bel posted his guards, and “occupied”
Godrang, Emdap Muh and |,
through the Mirror, watched the
same thing happening all over Tibet.
But we saw not one other ’chutist
burned in his harness as he came
drifting down. We both understood
that that was because none of them
were Tibetan. But why should the
Tibetans have been picked? And how
did the workers of the Fire Crystals
know just who was who?

“Davies,” said Emdap Muh, “it
was done from the crypt, from beside
the Mirror. They had to use the Mir-
ror to see, to pick out which were
Tibetans. And then they operated
their Fire Crystals from the crypt.”

It was a logical explanation, for
neither of us had been in the crypt
while the planes were overhead, and
while the 'chutists were falling.

At least it was the only explana-
tion we had at the moment.

I took some more pictures, giving
Gambel time to make his disposi-
tions, when I went back to him, and

gave the Tibetaps the once-over
again. But it was no use. If there
were a Martian among them I could
not pick him out.

1 realized, by that time, that Gam-
bel had heen allowed to make his dis-
positions for defense, without the
slightest interference. Why? Why
did the Martians allow men to occupy
Godrang, right where the Mirror
was, when they could so easily burn
them down ? Why let them mount ma-
chine guns, post sentries, even throw
bridges across the moat, in order to
get water from the bawling stream
beyond the Moat? I had no answer to
that, and the more I thought of the
strangeness of it, the more I didn’t
like it.

Gambel, however, wasn't worried
in the slightest. He told his troops,
while 1 listened, that any man who so
much as touched a valuable thing in
Godrang, would be shot through the
head by Gambel himself — after
which he organized a patrol, under a
Chinese lieutenant, and sent them
out into the wastes.

“Time to tell the general public it’s
safe to come out of its holes,” he ex-
plained.

And then we both stiffened, a lit-
tle startled. For from the palace had
come a sound that is seldom heard—
the sound of the summons-horn
which is the horn only the Living
Buddha may use. It froze the Ti-
betans who heard, into statuesque
terror. 1t startled the Chinese. It
made Gambel look at me questioning-
lv.

It gave me the creeps. I knew it
was for me, and that something must
have fearfully agitated the Living
Buddha, that he should blow the horn
which never came down from its
hook, even at the height of catastro-
phe—or when a decree from the Da-
lai LLama was to be broadcast. Tt



would, of course, have been blown if
the Lamasery were being visited by
either the Dalai Lama or the Pan-
chen Lama, his next in line.

So it had to be something ap-
proaching an emergency.

HE LAMAS who heard dropped

to their knees and banged their
heads on the cobblestones. They told
their beads with great speed and ter-
ror. But I could make nothing what-
ever of their words.

I whirled and raced to the palace
of the Living Buddha.

The Chinese sentries, already
posted, let me through, knowing 1
came from Gambel, was his contact
with Emdap Muh—about whom they
must of course be terrifically curious,
especially those who were Buddhists.

I entered the quarters of Emdap
Muh, and saw by his face that the
situation had taken a grave turn. For
the life of me I could not imagine
what it could be.

He beckoned me to follow him to
the door of his inner chamber, just
above the stairs which led to the
crypt where the Martian Mirror was
kept. .

I went in with him, and saw a Liv-
ing Buddha make genuflections—
when I had not believed they did it
to anyone on earth.

There, sitting on Emdap’s own
dais, was a boy of nine, a boy with a
sweet face, unbelievably intelligent
eyes. Naturally, I knew him at once,
and 1 could not help making a bow,
and a knee-bending, like an old-fash-
1oned curtsey, to let him know I knew
him.

The Dalai Lama had been brought,
via the Kadakh, from the Potala, to
the seat of the Dalai Lamas of old—
Godrang!

“Only his closest advisers know he
is no longer in the Potala,” said Em-
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dap Muh. “There is a bigger guard
around the Potala than anywhere
else in Tibet. But no foreigner except
yourself knows that the Dalai Lama
is not in Lhasa, but in Godrang!”

How can one explain what a ter-
rific move this was for the Dalai
Lama to make? If his people knew
that, in the face of the general dan-
ger, he had been spirited out of the
holy of holies of the Dalai Lamas, to
Godrang, they would have. ...

1 couldn’t even guess what they
would have thought, felt, done.

I just knew that an abysmal
change had taken place, to bring this
near-miracle about. And his advisers
must have been terrified, else they
would never have permitted the most
precious personage in the world to
make use of the Tibetan disintegra-
tor-reintegrator, even to escape from
physical danger.

The boy smiled at me. His hand
made the motions, automatically,
which blessed me.

Then his face became grave, re-
mote. It was up to others to look aft-
er his person. He had withdrawn into
some inner place of the spirit—where
nine-year-old boys who are very pre-
cious are sometimes wont to with-
draw.

And Emdap Muh promptly began
to have hysterics.

“Why doesn’t something happen?”
he screamed. “Every Lamasery has
been turned into a fortress, yet noth-
ing has happened—except the death
of two more of my people. If the
Martians are going to strike down
our new protectors, why don’t they
do it? If they're not, why don’t they
make some sign? Why must they
make us suffer so, give us no chance
to guess what comes next?”

“We'll probably know soon
enough,” I said.

“Must they wait until T go mad,
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and all the other Living Buddhas
with me, and all the lamas in Tibet?
I tell you, Davies, if something
doesn’t happen, besides this tension
in the air—which seems to be grow-
ing—1 shall seriously contemplate
suicide!”

He regained some control of him-
self at this dreadful—for a Tibetan,
anyway—blaschemy. He looked at
the Dalai Lama. Then he knelt at
his feet, asked for his blessing and
his forgiveness.

1 suppose he got some peace from
that.

1 am sure that his hysteria, how-
ever, was thereby transferrea to me!

Why didn’t the enemy make some
sort of move?

As though in answer to this, I
heard a soft voice speaking my name,
from the door which gave on the
stairs leading down to the crypt. 1
turned. The Dalai Lama turned. The
Living Buddha turned.

Deema Morvay had returned, by
way of the Kadakh in the crypt. 1
wanted to talie her in .ny arms, even
in front of those two celibates. But
I found I could not.

How was Deema Moray helping
the Martians?

The fact that she had come back
this way, even though she had done
her job, made the questioa loom with
even greater importance.

Was Deema Moray a Martian?

CHAPTER XI

WHEN COMES THE EXPLOSION

AS SHE a Martian part
f the time?
1l compromised. I

moved with her back into the space
behind the door, above the stairs,
and took her in my arms. 1 told her
how happy I was for her to be back.

I kissed her, and she returned the
kiss. Then 1 told her what my fear
was, and her face became ghastly in
the eerie light from Emdap Muh’s
flambeaus—which he seemed some-
how, always, to keep iighted on the
stairs and in the crypt of old records.

“Howard,” ner voice was almost a
wail, “that’« one of the reasons I
came back! I don’t know what I do
during the blank spaces!”

“Blank spaces?” 1 asked, my heart
sinking into my boots.

“Yes, several times a day 1 lose
time out of my life, for which I can-
not account, and it terrifies me be-
yond words, because | cannot remem-
ber a thing that happens during
those spaces. What do I do? Where
do I go? With whom do 1 talk? I've
no idea. The time lost varies from
fifteen minutes to as much as an
hour!”

What could I say to her? Did she,
during those periods, become a vessel
for the Essence of a Martian, then
return to her body when he had made
some hideous use of ner? Some use
which would eventually spell the
complete spoilation of Tibet? How
could we ever know?

How could 1 frighten her more?

“l want to be with you, closely,”
she said, “so that you shall be able
to do something when I change in
some way, even to ... even to. .. .”

I knew what she was going to say,

-but I could not prevent her saying it.

“Even to destroying me!”

“I could never do it,” I told her,
“even though by doing so I should
save Tibet, or the world.”

But even as 1 said that, I knew it
was not true. When mankind meas-
ured duty to his world against the
love for a woman, love always had to
take a secondary place, no matter
how great it might be. It would be so
now, and we both knew it. I only



hoped the decision would never have
to be made. One decision she had al-
ready made, however, pleased me.
Out of all the world, she had chosen
me as the right one to come to in
her extremity. She had come to me
because she . . . because she . . .

Loved me? She did not say so.
That I loved her 1T now knew, of
course. And my heart was heavy with
responsibility for her, and for Tibet.
And if Tibet were Jost, the world.

That tension created by Emdap
Muh continued to increase in me, and
I realized, in Deema Moray. It was
building up to a high pitch, up to
the place where the air was alive
with it, as it had been just before
the moat had been burned into the
ground around Godrang. Something
was going to happen, at last.

That it would be surprising, and
dreadful, I had every reason to be-
lieve, as did the world. Did we have
the slightest chance of standing
against the Martians? 1 knew, and
knew that Emdap Muh knew, that
the Martians could take back their
Mirror any time they wished—and
that they would do so when they
had sufficiently ““punished” Tibet for
the theft of it.

I called to Emdap Muh that I was
going down to the Mirror, that
Deema was going with me. Emdap
Muh asked the Dalai Lama for per-
mission to come with me, and the
childish voice of the spiritual leader
of all Tibet said,

“You may go, provided 1 go with
you!”

So the four of us, Deema and |
leading, Emdap Muh bringing up the
rear, so that he should have all the
protection we could give him at the
moment, moved down into the crypt.
The Living Buddha was fixing the
flambeaus as he descended, with
such ease and surety that I knew

The Great Mirror & % & 47

long habit had made it as simple for
him as telling his beads.

I swung onto the Mirror, simply
to examine some of the face of Tibet.
And at once I got a terrific shock.

I saw a lamasery I had seen be-
fore, one which Emdap Muh had
told me was distant from Godrang
about a hundred and fifty miles. And
this was what seemed to be happen-
ing. All around it, as far as the
eye could reach, grey mist was clos-
ing in on the lamasery. It looked
like a high fog, but by the very fact
that it closed in from all four car-
dinal points of the ¢ompass — and
therefore seemed independent of
wind from any direction!—told me
that here were the Martians in ac-
tion. Either this was a new weapon,
or a new use for the Fire Crystals,
the only weapons the Martians had
indicated they possessed.

Those Fire Crystals were all, for
they couldn’t have brought any-
thing through the Heaviside Layer
themselves, and exploring Tibetans
had brought only the Fire Cryslals.
Therefore the white mist had to be
steam, produced by the Fire Crystals,
and controlled by them as they
seemed to be able to control the fires
they set.

How did 1 know this, aside from
the fact that the mist closed in froin
all sides, and so was not dependent
on anv wind, and must indeed in
some cases be drifting against the
wind?

There was no failing to get the
answer to this—for within the ever-
narrowing square of mist, Tibetans
belonging to that lamasery, were flee-
ing before the mist! And there was
excellent reason why they should, |
knew, when ] saw some of those who
could not travel fast enough to keep
ahead of it, caught in its whiteness
—and consumed as those tweniy
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horsemen had been consumed by the
flame in the moat!

HEY were racing for the protec-

tion of their lamasery, whence
they had fled so recently because of
Martian activity, i. e., the burning of
those moats, because they were more
afraid of the creeping mist than they
were afraid of the fire. Besides, the
lamasery offered the only protection
they had had all their lives — and
which had been the protection of
their forbears for many generations.

With a groan of despair which I
could not help emitting, I began to
move the Mirror about. I picked out
first one lamasery, then the other—
and exactly the same thing was hap-
pening to all of them. A square of
mist was creeping toward each lama-
sery, and within its closing walls the
humble people of Tibet, on horseback,
on yaks and on foot, were racing for
such sanctuary as they could find.

How, now, about the soldiers on
guard at those lamaseries. What
would they do?

While trying to guess, and afraid
that I already knew the answer, 1
swung the Mirror to give myself a
glimpse of the Potala at Lhasa. And
the same creeping mist was closing
in on the palace of the Dalai Lama!
The advisers of His Holiness had sent
him away from his capital—sent him
to Godrang, the ancient seat of the
Dalai Lamas.

With that thought I swung the
Mirror so that I would get pictures
of Godrang and surrounding terri-
tory. . . .

Only to find what I must have
known all the time I would find—
that the creeping mist was closing
tn on Godrang as well, herding be-
fore it the frightened ones who had
80 recently fled.

By their mastery of their weapon,
the Martians were going to use Tibet-
ans themaselves, as an army to drive
out the allies Deema and I had been
instrumental in bringing into Tibet.
They would die if they allowed the
mist to flow over them. The soldiers
could not allow them to capture the
lamaseries. Not while they, the hum-
ble Tibetans, were being used as sol-
diers of the Martians!

Here was strategy of a kind
requiring the brain of a general. I
knew of no such person, close enough
to ask for advice.

And my ears were still ringing,
after I had shuttered the Mirror,
with the terrified cries of Tibetans
who were charging on their lama-
series, carrying everything before
them, trampling their own underfoot,
so filled with terror they did not
know what they did—and so were as
deadly as so many robots would have
been, except for the fact that bullets
would kill them.

1 swung back, for just a moment,
to the first lamasery I had noticed,
where my fears were realized.

British soldiers, guarding that
lamasery, its lamas and its Living
Buddhas, were firing on the trapped
Tibetans with machine-guns and
rifles. They were mowing down the
humble ones, but the others were
coming on. And they were doing the
thing they should not have done, do-
ing it desperately—they were an-
swering the fire with their own
weapons.

Allies brought to Tibet, were being
turned against Tibetans by a master-
ly bit of tactics—and 1 was not a
military mind to find an answer to
the problem.

But I dashed back out of the erypt,
Deema with me, and Emdap Muh
right behind her, all of us forgetting



the young Dalai Lama—which didn’t
matter, it developed, because he was
right behind us, running with the
best of us—as 1 headed for a eon-
ference with Major Gambel.

But even as I hurried along the
cobblestones, machine - guns were
chattering from every house-top.
Gambel had done the only thing he
could do. If the Tibetans were
doomed to die at the hands of the
Martians, and they tried to escape
by running into the lamaseries,
were the soldiers were, the Mar-
tians, in order to destroy them, might
destroy the foreign soldiers as well.

‘The chattering of machine-guns
was answered by the yells of the
Tibetans who were closing in—by
yells and by rifle shots. A Chinese
was struck down, right beside Gam-
bel, as I jumped to a stairway to gain
his ear, Deema right beside me.

“Gambel,” 1 shricked, “you can’t
fire on those Tibetans. They are the
people you are here to pretect.”

“And when it comes to a choice
between protecting them and our-
selves, my first duty is to my men,
and to the lamasery itself!” he shout-
ed back. “Don’t interfere, or I'll have
you serving a gun. Who’s that
kid?”

I didn’t tell him. No telling what
he might do.

E MIGHT have realized, by the
behavior of the lamas but he
thought their bowing and scraping
indicated a fear of the guns and their
own charging countrymen, who were
being mowed down with a ruthless-
ness beyond anything I had ever ex-
perienced.
Men were caught in the mist, and
destroyed.
It was useless to retreat into the
mist.
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In a matler of seconds. . . .

I whirled on Emdap Muh, yelled at
him: “This officer will destroy your
people if something isn’t instantly
done. That applies to people who,
everywhere, are converging on lama-
series. Tell me, from what point did
you send your rockets to Mars?
Quickly! There is no reason or ex-
cuse now for secrecy!”

“But why do you ask? Rockets
cannot serve. . . .”

“I'm asking because 1 believe you
selected the highest point in Tibet.
And that point, 1 feel sure, is now
being used as a base of operations
by the Martians. Wouldn’t they,
lacking a Mirror, even the obsolete
one we were told about, select the
point in Tibet from which they could
see the greatest distance—through
the eyes of Tibetan bodies?”’

Emdap Muh did not know what I
was driving at, but it didn’t take the
four of us long to get back down into
the crypt.

“The highest point in Tibet,” he
said, as he focussed, the Mirror, “is
also the highest spot in the world—
higher than Everest. It is called
Amnyi Machin!?’

The Mirror came to rest under his
sensitive hands.

The Living Buddha groaned with
despair. 1 stepped close to him, to
see. I saw the crest of the mountain
no outlander had ever scaled. I saw
the crest of Amnyi Machin. I saw
several score of people who seemed to
be Tibetans. But when I looked
closely at their faces, 1 knew that ev-
ery last one of them was a Martian.
Not only by the looks of their faces,
the odd difference in shape from the
Tibetan “iype,” but the greenish cast
of countenance. '

Emdap Muh had located, with my
help, the base of operation of the
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Martians. And a quick search among
them showed us the face of—the
Martian who had rescued Deema
Moray from the burning plane! He
seemed to be in command.

At his command a phalanx of Mar-
tians held their Fire Crystals—and
covered the face of Tibet with the
creeping mist which was slowly but
surely destroying the people of Tibet,
at the hands of those whom we had
asked to come over into Tibet and
save us.

What was the answer now? 1 re-
membered how that Martian had left
us—the very one we were watching
now. At that time I had been sure
that he had come by using the Ka-
dakh. Afterward I remembered he
had gone, that way, but had come by
means, apparently, of manipulating
a dimension unknown to science.

“Emdap Muh,” I cried out, “the
Kadakh! Look that Martian over
carefully. See if there is a Kadakh
about him. Ne must do something,
and instantly, to stay the slaughter
of Tibetans!”

One didn't have to say something
twice to the Living Buddha. He
maneuvered the Mirror—forever, it
seemed to me, when every second
spelled doom for more Tibetans.

“There is a Kadakh,” he said, “‘but
it is not held by that Martian. It is
folded up, in the clothing of another
one.”

“Bring him here! It’s our only
chance. We've go to fight sor time,
arrange for a truce, do something!
Hurry! He will have to serve as a
herald!”’

MDAP MUH, his nands shaking,
fumbled with the Kadakh which
would always have a sentimental at-
tachment for me, because by means
of it Deema Moray had ecome back
to me.

And instantly a Martian stood fac-
ing him.

“A truce!” gasped Emdap Muh. “I
offer anything, if only my people be
spared.”

“You own life?” said the Martian
grimly, not in the least surprised.
“You will, if the leader-on-earth of
the Great Selfless Ones decrees, go
with us to Mars, to be held as a
hostage while you live?”

“Yes. Yes. Anything. Only hur-
ry. My people are dying. What is
the name of your leader?”

“Great Selfless Ones do not have
names. They are simply—the guar-
dians of the Mirror!” and he glanced
at the Mirror, with reverence in his
face.

“I'm sending you back. Hold up
the creeping mist,” said Emdap Muh.
“Let us talk t over!”

The Martian was gone. The very
next instant there stood before us—
while the eyes of the Dalai Lama
popped out, and Deema Moray almost
wept with nervousness—the Outsider
who had saved Deema Moray from
the fire which had destroyed her
plane and its other passengers.

The Martian bowed to Deema.

“We have much to thank you for!”
he said.

Horror filled me as he said this.
But imagine m," greater horror when
he spoke also to me,

“And you, Howard Davies!”’

Since both of us, from start to fin-
ish, had done what seemed to be the
proper thing to do, what did the Mar-
tian mean? He did not give us a
ochance to ask. He said,

“I have halted the mist of Amnyi
Machin, temporarily. What do you
wish of us? Quickly for I am in no
mood to parry words!”

The only relief for our almost un-
bearable tensior was this: for as



long as we hela this man with us,
Tibetans were not being slain. I
looked into the Mirror, to make sure.

There was no mist anywhere in
Tibet at the moment. The Fire Crys-
tals might have drunk it to invisibil-
ity, instantly. Just as quickly.
though, it could rise from the ground
again, and continue its slow, inexora-
ble march.

1t depended on this Martian who,
as one of the Great Selfless Ones, had
not even a name to identify with the
tremendous power he wielded. The
Martian waited with none too great
patience. He looked curiousiy at the
Dalai Lama, and, of course, we all
knew he knew who and what the
Dalai Lama was.

Emdap Muh looked at me implor-
ingly, said,

“Please see what you can decide
upon between you, Howard Davies—
you and the Great Selfless One-in-
Command!”

Thus was it all dumped on my
shoulders, where, perhaps, it be-
longed.

Deema Moray, sensing my shrink-
ing from such responsibilily, came to
stand beside me, a hand on my shoul-
der.

“Howard,” she said softly,
seems to be up to you.
say that I am with you!”

On my ability to drive a bargain
—and I had no idea whether 1 pos-
sessed even a hint of such ability—
rested the fate of Tibet.

l‘it
I can only

CHAPTER XII

THE ULTIMA'TUM

HIERE are a certain number
of things I insist on,” said
the Martian, “which may

seem to have no reason to them. But
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they all fit into our plans, as you will
discover. First, I have said that I
owed something to you, Miss Moray,
and to you, Howard Davies. What is
it that you would most like to do at
this moment ?”

The Martian had a strange smile
on his greenish face. There was a
gleam in his eyes that danced. Puz-
zled, I looked at Deema. She was
frowning as she looked at me. Both
of us, then, turned and looked at Em-
dap Muh. He was watching the Mar-
tian with all his attention. The Dalai
Lama merely looked at nothing as
though therein he would see the an-
swer to all the problems of Tibet.

The words came out before I could
really frame them, or realize their
implications.

“I love Deem:. Moray,” I said. “I
would like her to be my wife.”

Startled at myself, I stared at
Deema. A slight smile touched her
lips—and I knew that she had not
taken offense, though she blushed,
and 1 felt myv own cheeks go hot.

Her voice was very low as she said,

“That is also my wish; to be the
wife of Howard Davies!”

“Then as a first step to peace, and
as part payment for what you have
both done for the Great Selfless Ones,
I wish to be the instrument by which
vou realize this desire. If the Living
Buddha will officiate ?”

It was not a wish, reall~, but a
command. And no one cculd question
the authority of the Living Buddha
to perform a marriage ceremony—
even in a land where contracting
parties merely agreed between them-
selves that they were husband and
wife.

The Living Buddha, however,
knew the ritual of the Western
World, and he signaled us—while
his face still was puzzled—to stand
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before him, for me to take the hand
of Deema Moray. But before Emdap
Muh could begin the ceremony,
Deema said,

“I cannot enter into this, even
though it appears to have something
to do with peace between two vast
worlds, until a certain doubt of mine
has been set at rest. What did 1
do during those blank spaces, when
I lost time out of my life?”

The Martian smiled, and his an-
swer was strange indeed.

“Those were the only times,” he
said, “when you were not workiny
directly for the Great Selfless Ones!
You did absolutely nothing, because
you were not there to do anything.
And I am pleased to tell you no more,
because it is well that you shall al-
ways wonder. It is good for a wom-
an to have a little doubt of herself!
Especially a woman like Deema Mo-
ray, whose success has been such that
she is independent beyond the right
of any woman to be independent. It
is not good for any human be-
ing, in any world, to be too sure of
himself or herself!”

“But I did nothing during those
periods of which I should be
ashamed!” persisted Deema Moray.

“As Earthmen regard shame, no!”

“But I was displaced by . . .”

His face hardened a little as he
interrupted. “I have told you enough.
I insist that there be a very little
that you do not know, so that you
shall do your best to be sure of your-
self, in your life with your husband.
For because of his work for us, he
deserves the best that the Great Self-
less Ones can bestow upon him!”

“But since all the efforts of both
of us have been for the benefit of
Tibet, how can you say that we have
aided you?”

“In the end,” he said, “you shall

know. Now, shall we proceed with
the ceremony? Time is being wasted.”

E WERE married, Deema

Moray and I, there in the
crypt of ancient records. The cere-
mony was witnessed by the Dalai
Lama, and the Martian gave away
the bride, in surely the most amaz-
ing ceremony this world has ever
heard of. Deema and I kissed each
other, though the situation was so
tense I doubt if either of us realized
just what had happened and what
it meant to us.

There were too many questions
remaining unanswered.

The Martian shook hands with
both of us — an action that would
have been strange indeed, if we had
not known of the Mirror, and that
Martians had been watching the mi-
nutest actions of Earthmen for un-
told centuries. This Martian prob-
ably knew English better than I did,
though he had confined himself to
Tibetan—doubtless in deference to
Emdap Muh and the Dalai Lama.

“The first step, with our thanks
besides—part payment only, Mr. and
Mrs. Davies!—has been taken. Now,
several rockets are to be shot to
Mars at once, containing, as they
did before, those marvelous Kadakhs
of the Tibetans, which, unlike our
Fire Crystals, can transport material
things through the Heaviside Layer.”

1 heard a groan of anguish from
Emdap Muh. My own heart sank.
Deema almost cried out. There was
no mistaking his meaning. He was
taking the first step to deprive the
Earth of the glory of possessing the
Mirror of Mars.

“You realize, of course,” I said,
sparring for time, “that with Ka-
dakhs on Mars, Tibetans can visit
your planet any time they wish?”

“They shall be welcome,” said the



Martian, *“since we can return the
compliment, and by using the Ka-
dakhs can take back with us what-
ever we wish. I had first thought of

insisting that every Kadakh in Tibet:

"be destroyed, but that would be fool-
ish, when others could be constructed.
How about those rockets?”

“It shall be done,” I said, wonder-
ing if there were going to be any
end to what this Martian wanted of
us. I turnec and looked at Emdap
Muh. He acted and moved like a
man of ninety instead of nineteen,
as he stepped to the Kadakh, made
some adjustments, and a Tibetan
lama of the Yellow Hats stood before
us.

“You will go to Amnyi Machen,”
said the Living Buddha, *“and dis-
patch four rockets to Mars. They
shall contain three Kadakhs each.”

The Tibetan was gone as soon as
he nodded, toward the Kadakh on
Amnyi Machen, in possession of the
Martians.

Then the Martian sprang a sur-
prise on all of us.

“Now, while we are awaiting the
landing of the Kadalths on Mars,”
he said, “I wish to see all those pho-
tographs you took of the Mirror. |
saw some of them, you know, when
I was here to dispose of those ctwo
Tibetan guides who tried to thwart
the moat around Godrang, by drop-
ping from airplanes. But I had not
time to examine all of them. Please
place them on the floor, in proper
order!”

What in the world could this
strange Outsider be driving at? Why
sho'1ld he be interestea in those pho-
tographs? Was 1 to be deprived even
of proof that any of this had hap-
pened, that there was such a thing,
even, as a Martian Mirror? I asked
him, but he merely insisted on seeing
all of the photographs.
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What sort of a creature was he, to
speak of what was owed Deema and
me by the Martians, then to pay for
it, partially, with one hand, while
taking away twice as much with the
other?

However, 1 could do nothing but
agree, and Deema urged me to hurry.

There was an immense number of
the developed pictures. The Martian
glaneced at them swiftly, and made
his own arrangement of them. What
did he know about photographs,
when he really had no need of photo-
graphs, since he was always in touch
with the Mirror,” wherein he could
see more than any camera could ever
show him—except this one itself, the
Mirror! A camera of the Universe.
A radio of the galaxies. A televisor
of the spaces between the stars.

But he was deeply interested in the
pictures, just the same.

And when he had run through
them all, he turned on me and said:

“More must be taken at once.
Come, Davies, I'll show you how te
focus for what yet must be done.”

But why, why, since he was going
to take the Mirror away, and I was
sure the greatest engineers in the
nations could not make a Mirror
from the pictures? Still, he was very
intent, must certainly know what he
was after.

I got my camera, and the Martian
led me to the Mirror, which he
touched with reverent fingers. That
anything in the Universe, I knew.
the thing was closer to him than
That he would not hesitate to devas-
tate a world to guard it, I could see
in his greenish face.

He had, incidentally, made figures
on the backs of my photographs, at
top speed, with a pencil which he
calmly took from my pocket. I did
not get a look at the numbers, nor
have the slightest idea what they
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were for. Nor did he see fit to tell
me. He was making a tremendous
mystery of the whole thing.

He thought a moment, when he
had checked the photographs with
the Mirror. Then, and as swiftly as
one of Hollywood’s greatest directors
would have done it, he showed me
where, and at what angles, other
pictures should be made. And feeling
rebellion within me, but anxious to
conclude the catastrophe of Tibet, 1
did as he told me, and exactly. When
I had done he waited patiently for
the developing.

In the midst of our work, the Ti-
betan we had sent to Amnyi Machen
returned briefly to advise us that the
rockets had been dispatched, bearing
the twelve Kadakhs.

TEP by step the Martian, what-
ever his purpose, was getting
exactly what he asked for. In effect
we were a beaten nation, suing for
the best terms we could manage. And
no particular purpose, save the re-
turn of the Mirror, could be read in
any of it. They spoke of punishment,
but what good did it do to punish
common Tibetans for what their
priesthood had done? There was
vast, rank injustice in it somewhere,.
But I could not spot it.

To the Living Buddha and the
Dalai Lama, the Tibetans who had
been lost were spirits who would
have to reincarnate as soon as pos-
sible, in order to work out their des-
tinies as they had been “written”
before they had been struck down by
bullets. There were plenty of ele-
ments here I did not understand.

“Now,” said the Martian, when he
had examined the new pictures, “you
are doubtless interested in what the
rest of my terms are. But take your
time, my friend—for you are my
friend, you know!—and grasp each

bit of it as it transpires. This is most
important for you, as well as for
Tibet.”

He pronounced the pictures all
right.

Then he sprang another surprise.

“Isn’t Martian Funston, the leader
of your expedition into the Gobi Des-
ert, regarded as one of the foremost
scientists in the world?”

“Naturally you know the answer
to that without asking it,” I said.
“Though the answer is yes, since you
have asked. Why? Why should he
be brought into this? He has nothing
to do with it. He has never even
been in Tibet, until now, working—
doing whatever it is that he has been
called upon to do by Wann Ta Chih—
in the interests of science in the little
known places of the earth. He has
no fault in this.”

“But he can be very useful to us,”
said the Martian. ‘“He can help us
to pay our liabilities, as we insist on
doing in every case—just as we in-
sisted on paying the Tibetans for
destroying forty-seven of our Great
Selfless Ones.”

“But he has done nothing to you,
for you or against you!” I insisted.

His greenish face went hard.

“He is part of the terms on which
I insist. Bring him here, at once.
And, oh yes, bring with him that
Hsung Chun, your compradore. He
will be a valuable assistant to Martin
Funston!”

“Hsung Chun,” I cried, “even led
the firing on the Tibetans who pulled
me into this dispute. He can’t pos-
sibly be required to pay the Martians
for anything.”

“But isn’t he loyal to you?”

“Why of course.”

“And Funston would do anything
for you, or he wouldn't be working
with Wann Ta Chih now?”



“Yes. Yes, of course. But 1 esn't
see any reason . . .”

“At the moment it is enough that
1 see,” said the Martian angrily.
“Will you be so good as to bring
Funston and Hsung here.”

“Oh Great Selfless One,” said Em-
dap Muh suddenly, “can’t you have
even a little mercy on Tibet, on her
ancient traditions? Until you at-
tacked us none but Living Buddhas
and Dalai Lamas had ever entered
this crypt. Now it is known to Mar-
tians, to lamas who would never have
the honor, to foreigners—even to a
woman, this Deema Moray. And now
you are bringing two more foreign-
ers, one of them Chinese, into our sa-
cred place.”

“With design, and with under-
standing!” retorted the Martian.
“What sort of a war would fail %o
humiliate the loser? Isn’t that in the
best earthly tradition? Bring them,
immediately!”

It was a bitter pill for the Living
Buddha, and before he began the
manipulations of the Kadakh which
"would bring it about, he asked that
his Dalai Lama give permission, that
he should bless Emdap Muh. The
Dalai Lama, young as he was, must
have realized that there was no
choice—except of course to defy the
Great Selfless Ones, and thus assure
the total destruction of Tibet. So
he blessed the Living Buddha, for-
gave him for the violation of tradi-
tion, and in a matter of seconds,
Funston and Hsung Chin stood there
in the crypt with us.

Hsung was frightened at first,
half out of his wits, but nothing ‘hat
could happen in the world could ever
surprise Funston. He simply looked
about him, nodded at Deema, shook
hands with me, bowed to the Living
Buddha, bent the right knee to the
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Dalai Lama, and then looked steadily
at the Martian.

“What is your chief interest
life, Funston?” asked the Martian.

“The progress and welfare of man-
kind,” said Funston. “His past, his
present, his future. Why?”

“Then you must be an excellent en-
gineer, if you are good in this pro-
fession you have taken up.”

“l am an ethnologist, a geologist,
a paleontologist. . . .”

“All refer to activities of men,
even geology and paleontology.
Therefore 1 repeat, you must be an
excellent engineer, since this also—
or rather the works of engineers,
from the first one of thousands of
vears ago, to the greatest of today —
is part of the progress of mankind.”

“] imagine I could do what needed
to be done, it I had to,” said Funston,
pursing his red lips under his grey
moustache.

“Then look at the Mirror,” said the
Martian.

“Y've heard something about it,”
said Funston grimly. ‘I never ex-
pected to see it.”

HE Martian, to the amazement

of all of us, seemed merely to be
showing off this marvel of Mars to
Martin Funston. Funston was stirred
to his depths by what he saw in the
Mirror—as the Martian ranged the
world, gave Funston glimpses of
Mars, of the stratas of Mercury, of
the rings of Saturn, of whatever, and
wherever, Funston asked as he shot
questions with the speed of machine-

gun bullets.
“Enough,” said the Martian at
last. “Just what, having seen the

work of the Mirror, have you discov-
ered about it? Could you duplicate
the Mirror yourself? I understand
that if you cannot do it, the likeli-
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hood that anyone else on earth can,
is very slight.”

Now I thought I began to under-
stand, and my heart went into my
boots. Not only was the Martian
going to take the Mirror back to
Mars, but he was going to destroy,
before the departure of the Great
Selfless Ones, any scientist who might
be able, either from my pictures, or
the stories Deema Moray had pub-
lished, or what I could remember of
the Mirror, to make a duplicate of it!

It was not intended that Earth
should have a copy of the Mirror!

This Martian was going to test
the knowledge of Funston to the ut-
most, to make sure on this point.

“No, Funston, no!” I shouted.
“Don’t let him know the depth of
your intellect. He is tricking you. He
is afraid. . . .”

“It is you who are afraid, Davies,”
said the Martian. “Go ahead, Fun-
ston.”

“]l see no reason,” said the old
scientist grimly, “to hide the fact
from anyone that I have a reasonably
good brain. If I die for it, I can think
of no better purpose. Go ahead with
your question$, fellow, I'm interested
enough to hear it all—whatever the
consequences.”

The Martian smiled at me.

“You know he can do it, don’t you,
Davies?” he said.

Every move I made, every out-
burst, seemed to be wrong. By cry-
ing out a warning to Funston, I had
proved to the Martian the very
thing I thought he wanted to find out
—thav he might destroy the scientist
who could copy the Mirror.

The Martian launched into a swift
explanation of the working of the
Mirror. He spoke of certain elements
needed in the construction of parts of
machinery. He mentioned elements

I had never heard of, whereupon
Funston would say:

“I know where it can be found.
Upper Rhodesia!”

Now and again the Martian would
mention something, some substance,
of which even Funston was ignorant,
of which he would say,

“If there is such an element in the
earth at all, I don’t know where to
look for it.”

“The Great Selfless Ones know,”
would be the answer of the Martian,
“for they have had the Mirror for
ages. You will find the element 1
have mentioned, in the Black Hills of
Dakota! I can give you the exact
location, and the depths in feet and
inches!”

What in the name of all that was
holy was the Martian getting at?
Outside, through all Tibet, a nation
was waiting. And beyond them a
world was waiting. And here a Mar-
tian talked learnedly of physics and
chemistry with Martin Funston. To
what purpose? Why didn't the Mar-
tians do what they had to do, and get
on with their business?

But no, there had to be more.

The Martian showed each of my
pictures to Funston, one at a time,
and showed him the numbers on their
backs. Imagine! With a nation
waiting to bury its dead, two men
looked at my photographs! And
talked about irrelevant things.

HEN, as a last, unbelievable ges-
ture, the Martian produced a
scroll from somewhere inside his
Tibetan garments—and unrolled it
on the face of the Mirror, as though
the Mirror had been a work-table,
instead of the most miraculous in-
vention in the Universe—at least as
far as anyone on either Mars or
Earth could realize now.
“Now,” said the Martian, “using



this drawing of the Mirror, in eon-
junction with Davies’ pictures—you
see 1 have numbered them corre-
spondingly, and my drawings are al-
most as accurate as his pictures—
could you make a complete, workable
copy of the Mirror?”

“Don't answer,” 1 said again.
“Don't answer. If you say you can
he will destroy you!”

But Funston did not even seem to
hear me. Shoulder touching shoul-
der, the Martian master of science
and the scientist of Earth, pored over
the drawing the Martian had made,
and over my photographs. It seemed
to Deema and me, and doubtless to
the Dalai Lama and the Living Bud-
dha, that they carried on forever,
Funston asking questions, the Mar-
tian answering. I'd have thought
they were very much pleased with
each other. Finally, Funston said,

“I would devote my life to making
a copy of that Mirror if given a
chance!”

“And with the information we
have here, you could do it?”

Funston hesitated for just a mo-
ment. After all, the Martian already
knew his man, knew that Funston
could do it. Funston said,

“] might even be able to improve
somewhat on the original!”

All of us held our breaths, waiting
for Funston to be wiped out—per-
haps with fire. Instead, the Martian
put the photographs and the drawing
into the hands of Funston, and said,

“Good!”

We could make of that one word as
little or as much as we wished. 1
chose to make the worst of it. The
Martian turned on the Living Bud-
dha,

“I am minded,” he said, “to do you
just one favor, to offset the punish-
ment we have meted out to you. The
Great Selfless Ones-on-Earth have
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empowered me to offer you our fire
for the cremation of your dead! It
can be done instantly, as you know.”

The Living Buddha stiffened as
though he had been struck. Then,
through set lips, he said:

“1 would rather that all Tibet be
destroved, than that our dead be fur-
ther desecrated—that their sacred
bodies be teuched a second time by
your unearthly fire.”

“Tradition!” said the Martian. “In
its name the world is denied some of
its greatest boons! But just remem-
ber, Rimpoche Emdap Muh, that 1
offered vou at least one gesture of
friendship, and that you spurned it
with fury and disgust! I am not
threatening that you will be sorry. 1
simply tell you so! Go, therefore, and
see to the disposition of your own
dead!”’

“That,” said the Living Buddha
grimly, telling his beads, “has always
been our intention. The outside
world, or worlds, have no right te
interfere with our secrets of death!”

To my complete mystification, the
Martian laughed aloud! That the
Great Selfless Ones had not struck
the final, disastrous blow, I felt quite
sure. | knew that the Dalai Lama,
voung as he was, and Emdap Mubh,
realized exactly the same thing.

Perhaps 1 had been mistaken in
sending for the enemy at all.

Which reminded me again of the
Martian’s constant repetition of his
debt to Deema and me! What debt?
Could anybody, at this juncture, have
understood what we could possibly
have done, either of us, to help the
cause of the Martians — save that
now I had tried to make the best bar-
gain possible with the Great Selfless
Ones?

A sword of Damocles had been, or
was being lifted from over the head
of Tibet—and was swinging, certain-
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ly, inexorably, over the heads of
Deema and me!

What made it so difficult to bear
was the fact that the sword was in-
visible, unpredictable. Deema and I
could only hold hands and await the
breaking of the thin invisible hair
which held it above us.

CHAPTER XIII

THE BLOW FALLS

ROM that point on our con-

tact with the Martians was

attended by such solemnity as
I never hope to see again, nor shall
ever forget. None of us will ever
forget. That we were building to a
climax that might well leave us
breathless I felt sure. So did the
others, for what they felt was part
of the tension in the atmosphere of
that crypt of records.

Now and again a candle guttered
out like a life passing. Now and
again a flambeau crackled its resin.
And the Martian and Funston, with
Hsung Chun breaking in excitedly on
occasion, talked of the Mirror, and
what it would mean to earth to pos-
sess its like, its ‘services to belong to
all the peoples of the world.

We were only waiting, [ realized,
for the landing of the rockets on
Mars, for the finale. When the Great
Selfless One had received word of
that, matters would march to their
inevitable climax, which could not be
changed.

Sweat was standing on the cheeks
of Martin Funston. I think he must
have realized that, depending on the
whim of the Martian, his life might
have been destined for snuffing out
when he had displayed his unusual
knowledge of science—especially as
related to engineering. And no en-
gineering could compare with the in-

tricate work that had gone into the
building of that Mirror.

It had been built, incidentally, just
to give some idea of the advancement
of Martians over scientists of Earth,
before the Valley of the Nile had suf-
ferea all those historical plagues of
Egypt. Since that time the Great
Selfless Ones had been studying the
worlds of the Universe, and their
secrets, unknown to us, must be
many.

“How many languages of earth are
known to you?’ I asked once, diffi-
dently.

“We have amused ourselves by
learning them all,” said the Martian,
in English. “For our own part, at
home, we use the language of
thought. It is much simpler, and
there are no shades of meaning to
provoke argument—though we some-
times .enjoy argument.”

Now and again, as we waited and
the tension grew, the Martian smiled
enigmatically upon each of us in
turn, as though he were enjoying a
vast joke which he might or might
not share with us.

Not once, since our coming, had
any of us been out of the crypt—
for down here was the fate of Tibet
being settled. However, the occupy-
ing soldiers were not firing upon any
..1ore Tibetans. The Tibetans who
had been excluded from their lama-
series by the moats, were encamped
at safe distances, waiting—as all the
world was waiting. Deema had sent
no stories since she had come back,
and the whole world, deprived of in-
formation, must be sweating with
horror as we were.

The world would not have been
surprised, 1 imagined—any more
than I would have been—if a gargan-
tuan explosion had suddenly blown
Everest off the face of the earth.



That the Martians could do it if they
wished, the world, now, believed.

The dead who had been destroyed
by the bullets. of foreign soldiers lay
where they had fallen. Their loved
ones were too bowed down with de-
spair even to inter them.

Not that, in this high land of eter-
nal cold, it mattered greatly. In some
places the lammergiers feasted, of
course, for lammergiers knew the
meaning of death.

Tibet, all of it, might well have
been a vast morgue. Only here in the
crypt was there life, and it was the
life of a world. Would it be given
back to the world, or withheld?

Nobody knew but the Great Self-
less Ones, and they were plainly not
yet ready to tell us.

“You are quite sure you can dupli-
cate the Mirror, Funston?”’ the Mar-
tian asked once.

“As sure as I am of my immortal
soul,” was the surprising retort of
the great scientist who, 1 would have
sworn, regarded the soul as the fig-
ment of superstitious imagination.
Yet when I looked at him I knew he
was utterly sincere. After all, con-
sidering what had happened, who
could really be surprised that men
had souls?

The Martian who had served as a
herald for us, bringing us this leader
of the Great Selfless Ones, suddenly
appeared beside the Kadakh which
was our contact with those on Amnyi
Machen.

“The rockets have reached home,”
he said to the leader of the Martians.

Such a look of exaltation as I have
never seen on any face, not even on
that of the Living Buddha when he
looked at the Dalai Lama, touched
the face of the leader.

HE time is near for the pass-
ing of judgment, and for the
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return to their ancient glories of the
Great Selfless Ones,” he said, his
voice sonorous as that of some an-
cient priest who chanted of the glory
of long-forgotten gods of great
power. His voice rolled and thun-
dered there in the crypt—and both
the Living Buddha and the Dalai
Lama told their beads with great
speed.

Final instructions, we knew, were
to be given about many things—
about the copy of the Mirror, for in-

. stance. They would be given to Fun-

ston, of course. And then, for all }
knew, he would be *struck down.
Though so great was the exaltation
of the Great Selfless One, I could
not imagine him causing the death
of anyone, within sight of the Mir-
ror.

The “herald” waited a brief mo-
ment for the leader to speak.

“It is time,” the latter repeated.
“Let our people be brought to us here
in the crypt.”

“More outlanders!”
dap Muh.

The Martian laughed. There was a
weird paean of triumph in his laugh-
ter.

“How very true,” he said. “But
have we not said that the Tibetans
shall be punished? That which hap-
pens here in the crypt, is but an ex-
ample . . .”

He broke it off .there, as though
afraid even he would say too much.

Then began the arrival of the Mar-
tians. One after the other they
seemed to materialize out of noth-
ingness, to crowd their corporeal
forms into the erypt.

As each one came the Living Budd-
ha spoke a name:

“The Gelong Ratap Tzel!”

But the Martian so named paid
him no heed, because, of course,
though he occupied the body of that

moaned Em-
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Gelong, it was not actually the Ge-
long Ratap Tzel. As the Martian
whom the Living Buddha called by
that name, entered the crypt and saw
the Mirror, he strode to the Mirror,
touched it with loving hands — as
though he were making sure nothing
had happened to mar the glory of it
—then touched those same hands to
his forehead.

“Rama Hojar!” said the Living
Buddha, as a lama of the Black Hat
sect appeared, following the appear-
ance of “Ratap Tzel.”

Rama Hojar meant nothing to me,
though naturally he meant something
to Emdap Muh. An important lama,
no doubt about that—had this actual-
ly been that lama. Rama Hojar him-
self, however, would never had ig-
nored his Rimpoche and his Dalai
Lama, and gone instead, with a side
glance, to caress the Mirror, then to
touch his forehead—a weird cere-
mony of, I guessed, re-consecration
to the service of the Mirror of Mars.

Another lama entered, and was
called by name.

Finally, when no more came, there
were twelve Martians there in the
crypt, and om the face of each and
every one of them was that rapt ex-
pression which made me shape with
my lips a set of words which had
now begun to take on a strange
meaning:

“The Great Selfless Ones!”

There was tremendous magnetic
power in each of these Martians, and
the aggregate power of all of them
was such that I felt exactly as I had
when I had stood on the verandah
with Emdap Muh, just before the fire
from nowhere had burned a moat
about Godrang.

None even made obiesance to the
leader, though there was no mistak-
ing the fact that they honored his au-
thority.

When we knew that all the Mar-
tians intended for this work, were
here, the leader turned and bowed
slightly to Emdap Muh, a bit more
deeply to the entranced Dalai Lama.

“There are more of us, but they
have already gone, after the fashion
of our world! The bodies they used
have been occupied again by the
Tibetans who were displaced. They"
will be dazed, and wonder what has
happened to the time they lost—for
they will not remember where they
have been, or what they have done in
the dimension whither we dispatched
them while we used their bodies.
These twelve, including myself, are
charged with the return of the Mir-
ror. Therefore, we have need of the
Kadakhs—which represent the only
glimpse on earth of the sort of power
we of Mars possess, a fact you must
never forget, Tibetans! You have
your Kadakhs; we have countless
comparable things which are yet be-
yond you, including even more devas-
tating instruments of war than the
Fire Crystals!”

Now the twelve Martians stood
about the Mirror, calmly preparing
for the return, while their leader ex-
plained what came next.

Was this to be all? Were the Mar-
tians simply going to take away their
Mirror, which they might have done
at any time? Were we never, Deema
and I, going to know what the service
was they insisted we had done for
them?

The leader looked at me, smiled
slightly, perhaps even with a touch
of sadness, as though he had been
enjoying himself among us, and
hated to go.

“Naturally you are anxious to
know what you have done, for which
we feel indebted to you. I shall try
to explain. We came here to punish
Tibetans for theft. We have done so,



with your help, Deema and Howard
Davies!”

Y heart was cold as a stone in .

my breast, for not even yet
could I guess at what he was driving.
He knew how all of us felt, and
seemed to be enjoying the fact that
we were on tenterhooks.

“What, Emdap Muh,” said the
Martian, “has been the most precious
possession of Tibet?”

“It aloofness from the outside
world!” said the Living Buddha
promptly.

“And why has it remained aloof ?’

“To keep its secrets safe. Its se-
crets of levitation. Its knowledge of
reincarnation. Its proof of the im-
mortality of man. Its secrets of lon-
gevity. Its knowledge, both scientific
and spiritual—which Tibetans know
to be one and the same.”

“Exactly,” said the Martian, his
voice becoming grim. “And of what
value would your ancient knowledge
have been to the world, had you given
it to the world?”

“Heaven forbid!” said Emdap
Muh. “The world is not ready to re-
ceive it. It has been the ancient am-
bition of Tibet, to make of itself a
library of all human knowledge, to
give to the world when the world was
ready.”

“And who are you to decide when
the world is ready?’ the Martian
leader almost thundered the question.

“I am a Living Buddha!” said Em-
dap Muh.

The Martian chuckled.

“For centuries Tibet has been the
Forbidden Land. For centuries it has
refused to allow outlanders across its
borders. Even the Chinese, who con-
quered the land, were so harrassed
that they were satisfied to collect
tribute only—but never were allowed
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to possess the inmost secrets of your
metaphysieal lore.”

“And thus,” said Emdap Muh grim-
lv, “it shall be again! For here in
this crypt, and others like it through-
out Tibet, are the ancient secrets, set
down in language which only the Liv-
ing Buddhas and the Dalai Lama and
Panchen Lama, can read and ex-
pound. We are the holders and guar-
dians of those secrets.”

“] wanted you to put it into words,
so that all might hear,” said the Mar-
tian. “Now then, for the work they
have done for us, I have caused
Deema Moray and Howard Davies to
be married to each other. I have said
it was but partial payment. The re-
maining payment is to be made now
—though it is payment which shall
increase in value to the end of the
earth, through all the generations of
Moray and Davies! 1 give to Fun-
ston the plans of the Mirror, which
he can duplicate. But I insist that,
forever, the descendants of Howard
Davies and Moray, shall have the
management of that Mirror—because
of what they have done for Mars!”

COULD not look toward the Liv-

ing Buddbha, nor the Dalai Lama.
I did not even dare look toward
Deema—for 1 knew, and she knew,
what the Martian meant at last. We
had been given a hint, hours ago—
perhaps days ago, for all the track
I had kept of time—and neither of us
had seen it.

“] place the pictures he has taken,
in the hands of Howard Davies,” said
the Martian, suiting the action to the
words. “I place my plans in the hands
of Funston, that they may have to
work together to make the duplicate
of the Mirror. And so has payment
been made. And now, Emdap Mubh, in
a few moments all those lamas whose
names you mentioned will be here,
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standing about the Mirror, as we
Great Selfless Ones now stand. Take
care that they do that which has to
be done, else we shall return at once,
and what we have done to Tibet will
be as nothing to what we shall do!”

“But what, aside from some killing,
which nobody seems to regard as im-
portant,” I said hoarsely, afraid they
would go before Deema and I knew
what abysmal harm we must have
done to Tibet, “have you done to
Tibet ?”

I thought I knew, was positive I
knew, but I wanted him to tell it—
and get it over with. When the Liv-
ing Buddha realized, the lives of
Deema Moray and me would be worth
nothing at all. But stay, we would
have the plans of the Mirror—and
thus would be guarded against all
danger whatever! The Tibetans had
risked so much for the real Mirror,
they would be very careful for the
safety of the possessor of the Mirror-
to-be.

Now the Martian turned, and spoke
grimly, savagely, to Emdap Muh and
the Dalai Lama:

“For centuries, O Rimpoche, you
and your kind had closed your bor-
ders to the outside world. Now,
thanks to the help of these two—for-
eign soldiers have possession of every
lamasery in Tibet, including the Po-
tala!”

“We will pay them, and send them
away!” shriecked Emdap Muh.

“Can you pay any nation for its
dead, with all the gold in Tibet, O
Rimpoche? You know you cannot.
And if you believe that Germany,
France, Japan, China and England,
will withdraw their troops from Tibet
simply because they are told the
emergency is past—then it is time
you learned the ways of the outside
world! If you understood foreigners
at all, you would realize that, with

the help of Deema Moray and How-
ard Davies we have not only ruined
your most precious possession, your
aloofness from the world, but have
divided your country among the
strong nations of the earth! And if
you don’t believe it, just try to per-
suade them to leave!”

Without waiting for an answer,
having delivered his bombshell, the
Martian turned, slapped his palm
softly against the flat surface of the
Mirror. As he did so, each of the
others—forgetting about all of us, im-
stantly—did the same thing.

It must have been a signal of de-
parture, for in the next moment all
of us knew that Ratap Tzel, Rama
Hojar, and all the ten famous Tib-
etans Emdap Muh had mentioned,
stood around the Mirror in place of
the Martians.

Realizing what a blow they had
dealt Emdap Muh before going—the
greatness of the punishment that had
really been meted out to the thieves
of the Mirror—I dared not turn and
look at the Living Buddha, the Dalai
Lama, or even at Deema Moray.

Instead, numbly, I stared at the
twelve Tibetans about the Mirror,
noting how stupefied they were with
amazement—else, certainly, they
would have been aware of their Liv-
ing Buddha, and their Dalai Lama.

Instead, like robots unanle to move,
they stared down at the black sur-
face of the Mirror, plainly wondering
what it was, and how they had come
there.

I heard Funston swear, and it
sounded as though he were praying.

I must not delay. Through these
Tibetans, the Mirror must return,
and the Martians—already back in
their own world—would not like to
be kept waiting.

I manipulated the Kadakh, which



by now I had learned how to use,
even to send a dozen Tibetans to
Mars, with a mighty Mirror. I gave
them no time to think, Emdap Muh
no chance to change the terms the
Martians had made with us. In his
desperate realization of what had
been done to Tibet—of how it had
actually been divided among the na-
tions it had always forbidden to cross
its borders—he might refuse to al-
low the Mirror to go. Might even do
something to ruin it. I could take no
such chance,.
I did what I had to do.

CHAPTER XIV

HOW CAN MORTAL MAN BE
STARED at the Tibetans,
wanting to see just what hap-

SURE?

l pened to others, when the
Kadakh was in operation. But it
happened too swiftly. I was conscious
only of a blur, a feeling of the ex-
ploding into activity of vast forces—
comparable to the feeling I had when
close to the fire from the Crystals—
and the Tibetans were gone from the
crypt.

So too was the Mirror.

Nothing remained of it but the
mounting the Living Buddha had
constructed. Everything connected
with the Mirror had gone, borne out
into space toward Mars, through the
Heaviside Layer, by twelve Tibetans.

That one Tibetan could have done
it, I knew very well. That the Mar-
tian had insisted on twelve merely
was additional proof of the precious-
ness of the Mirror. It proved to me,
too, what my life work could give to
the world, when Funston and I
should have constructed a duplicate.

I thought, back in my mind, of all
the money it would cost, but there
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would be plenty of rich meam who
would help.

I had done my job. Deema had
done hers.

Now we must face the condemna-
tion of the Living Buddha, and the
Dalai Lama because, through our ef-
forts, the privacy of Tibet had been
invaded, and would never be the
same again.

Feeling as though I carried the
weight of the world on my shoulders,
I turned to face Emdap Muh, and
take my medicine.

“As your people would say it,”
said Emdap Muh sdftly, “Thank
God!”

The faces of the Martians, in the
presence of their Mirror, had been
exalted. Their exaltation was as
nothing te that which I saw on the
face of Emdap Muh! I expected him
to look at me as though he would, if
he could, blast me down with the
thunderbolts of Jove.

Instead, he probably had never
been happier in his life!

But why, why? Why did I never
guess how people would feel about
things?

“My people who have died shall be-
come world heroes,” said Emdap
Muh, softly, “thanks to you two!”

The Martians had thanked Deema
and me, now the Living Buddha was
going in for more of the same! Were
both sides utterly crazy? Could both
sides in a war come off victors? In
my experience, actually, and reading,
I had never even heard of one win-
ner. Yet the Martians had been
pleased, and now Emdap Muh was
pleased.

“He said our borders had been
opened, and he was right! He said
that now the world would divide
Tibet among its nations, and he is
right. But Deema Moray, and How-
ard Davies, do you not see that this
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will result in exactly what I hoped
for, when I condoned the theft of the
Mirror? You see, my dear friends,
1 know what is told in these musty
old scrolls—and when the world
knows of them there shall be no war,
no disease, no unhappiness. I have
hoped for tive years that Tibet wouldl
one day be opened to the world, and
the abundance of our knowledge
given without stint to our brothers
of every race and creed. Now, it has
been done! Men have died, yes. But
those who die are never lost. Our
people whe have died, and those
among the foreigners who have been
slain, have done that which will but
add to the lustre of their immortal-
ity.”

He was talking, mind you, not 1!
Yet. . . .

Might not the term “Great Self-
Jess Ones,” have a universal mean-
ing? Might they not have meant to
benefit all our world, rather than to
punish Tibet?

ISTEN to Emdap Muh.

“I’'m glad we did not burn the
bodies of our dead. Now they shall
all be gathered together, buried, and
their ashes placed in chortens, with
the ashes of our greatest teachers
down the ages! They have not died
in vain, but gloriously. And when the
foreign nations know, it is my prayer
that they shall allow their dead to
join ours, that all shall enjoy glory
together!”

Well, there it is, and Emdap Muh
believed it.

“But you are just one Living

Buddha, afte: all,” I objected, not
because I really objected, but because
I could not credit this swift turn of
events with any or all of my mortai
senses. ‘“‘There are other Living
Buddhas, and 1 understand that they
have always opposed your modern

ideas, else they would have opened
Tibet’s borders long ago to all for-
eigners — all foreigners eager for
vour wisdom.”

“Yes, T am but one Living Bud-
dha,” he said, smiling gently, “but
have you forgotten that there is one
whom even Living Buddhas regard
as the mightiest on earth, to whose
slightest wish they will listen as to
divine law ?”’

Yes, I had forgotten. Now I looked
at the nine-year-old Dalai Lama, and
knew he could do it. Moreover, he
was grinning with delight—exactly
as any nine-year-old who has the
world by the tail, or believes he has,
is likelv to grin! Yes, it could be
done.

“And don’t forget, Deema and
Howard Davies,” said Emdap Mubh,
still with that exaltation in his face,
“nor will you forget, Martin Fun-
ston, when you are in need of funds
for the construction of your Mirror,
our Mirror, the world’s Mirror—that
Tibet has tons and tons of gold tha$
has hitherto been idle. Which re-
minds me that it is time you got to
work on your life job. Let’s see, will
you four, Hsung Chun, Martin Fun-
ston, Deema Moray and Howard
Davies, kindly clasp hands, while I
try to remember some one of the
half dozen explorers in New York
who have one of our Kedakhs? And
don’t worry about the members of
your expedition. 1 shall pay them,
and send them wherever they wish to
go! Ah, here is a New Yorker with
a Kadakh. His address is Fifth Ave-
nue and Forty Second Street!”

And right after that, all four of
us were back in New York; Funston
and Hsung to begin work on the Mir-
ror, Deema and I to realize that we
were married, and in the midst of
our realization to get all this written
down before we could forget it.



