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The Other Slde of the

STRONOMERS seem to be pretty well agreed thai the moon 1s un-

inhabitable, But even the Lick Observatory telescope, which is the
most powerful one of ils kind, has naturally enough been able to sec only
the one side of the moon—ithe side that is turned to the earth. Only e
trip to the moor and around it would disclose what there is on the other
side.

Mr. Hamilton can be depended on to furnish an altogether novel way
of reaching the moon and makes it seem so logical it seems a wonder some
such method hasn't been devised a long iime ago.

“The Other Side of the Moon” ratses several other interesting questions,
among them being, “Who were the first inhabitants of the earth?” So
many “obuviously” impossible dreams have recently become real achieve-
ments, that we can almost begin to read less skeptically about cosmic
travel—particularly when it is offered in as plausible a manner as it is
in thes story.

Illustrated by WESSO

CHAPTER I which the West Indies and the Azores were the rem-
nants, that human and animal life had poured into
the American continents. To support this theory he

had made a number of field-trips to Central America,

The Howland Sensation

T is only now, in beginning this record of ocur

great adveniure, that I realize at last how

fragmentary and incomplete such a record must

be. For it is only now, looking back upon the

thing, that I perccive how much of it remains,
and will forever remain, unknown. Even I, Marlin
Toster, who was one of those to penetrate into the
very center of Lhat con-old menace that gathered out
there on our moon’s far side, can offer but few ex-
planations of whal I experienced and saw. It is because
of that, therefore, thal Lhis record must remain a
purely personal one, from the first.

It was the Howland sensation lhat was the first of
it, to me, that astounding blotling out of Dr. Herman
Howland and four fellow-acientists in the interior of
Yucatan, which flamed from the newspaper headlines
for days. It was a sensalion that was intensified at
Mid-Western University, where Howland had held the
chair of Anthropology, and where I was a humble chem-
jatry-instructor. There were investigations, discus-
sions, rumors, a lNurry of general excitement which
swept across the campus for weeks. Yet all of this
yiclded, in the end, no more information really than

especially to Yucatan, and had collected a mass of
evidence tending to establish that region as the first
center of life in this hemisphere. This evidence, con-
sisting of the resemblances of human, animal, plant and
even inscct life in that region to these of northern
Afriea, had impressed his fellow-anthropologists in spite
of their gencral hoslility to his theory. And it was

's jon that a compr scientific
survey of the Yucatan region would prove his theory
beyond any shadow of doubt.

It was from Mid-Western Universily that such a
survey expedition was finally sent forth, early in April.
Dr. Howland, despite his youth, was named as {ts hcad,
and it Included five of his scientific associates whose
combined knowledge, it was believed, would enable him
to cover the field completely. These were Dr. Erasmus
Willings, who held the University’s chair of General
Biology; Dr. John Borkofl, zoologist; Professor Alex-
ander Grant, internationally-known botanist; Professor
William Glitz, entomologist; and young Dr. Richard
Carson, geologist, who was a personal friend of Dr.
Howland, and of myself. Such an array of scientific
talent, it was felt, could not fail to unearth whalever

had the first sensational paf And it
is in those accounts that one finds, now, the most clear
and comprehensive presentation of the tragic affair’s
main features.

For several years, as those accounts stated, Dr.
Howland had been engrossed in a new theory of anthro-
pological origins which he had formed and which he
wae endeavoring to prove. It was his belief that a
great island-chain had in prehisloric times eonnected
what is now Central America with northwestern Africa,
and that it was by way of this chain of islands, of
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as to the truth of Dr. Howland's
theory which could be found, and when the party sailed
in April for Yucatan, it seemed certain that it would
return wilh conclusive proof or disproof of that theory.

It was in the latter part of April that news reached
us that the party had reached Progreso, on the Yueatan
coast, and was preparing for its journey into the
liltle-known inlerior. The expedition planned, it was
stated, to make its woy up the winding Carajos River
as far ag possible by means of native cances and pad-
dlers, eslablishing successive camps as it progressed
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By
Edmond Hamilton

Author of “Locked Worlds™ and “The Comet Doom™

“Copernicus!” It was Carson, shouting in my ear in
that med moment. “We're going to smask inside
Copernicus’ crater!”

inward and using these as bascs of invesligation. This
first message from the Howland party was received
wilh great interest at the University, especially by
myself and by my fellow chemistry-instructor, Harlan
Trent, who, with Howland and Carson, had made up
for some time a close quarlet of friends. That first
message, though, proved the only news we were to
receive of the party for some time, since a few days
later came word from Howland that the expedition
was on the point of starting up the river, which auto-
matically cut off their communication with us and
with the world.

Thus Howland and his five associates, with their dozen

‘gé} native paddlers, departed up the Carajos from the

villnge at its mouth, passing up into Lhe dark depths
of the tangled Yucatan jungles, which even the natives
feared. Three weeks then passed with no word from
Howland and his party, wecks in which it could only
be guessed that they were pushing on into the interior,
through the low blue ing against the

of their jungle-bordered waterway. Then at the end
of those weeks there came pews, abrupt, astounding,

317
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news from the village at the Carnjos River's mouth, a
short, staggering message. Dr. Richard Carson, that
sensational message stated, had been found unconscious,
drifting down the Carajos in a single large canoe which
was loaded with the dead, shattered bodies of four of
his associates, of Willings and Borkoff and Glitz and
Grant. Of Howland or the party's natives there was
no sign, nor had Carson yet recovered from the com-
plete coma in which he had been found.

HAT bare firat announcement of the tragedy cata-
pulted the hitherto unnoticed scientific expedlhon

AMAZING STORIES QUARTERLY

be impossible to recover Ilowland’'s body from the
swirling depths of the Carajos. Also the natives' super-
atitious fear of the inlerior jungles had been so en-
hanced by the tragedy, that none “would accompany a
parly on such a trip. So, with the matter explained
to the satisfaction of most, the Progreso officigls rested
and Carson sailed for home.

By the time that Carson arrlved, the sensation, which
bad been headlined by the nation’s newspapers for a
week, had lessened greatly in importance. The mystery
of the deaths of Howland and his friends explained, the
press quickly forsook the matter, with perfunctory

of regret for the loss of five such brilliant

onto the front pages of the world’s
and struck Mid-Western Universily and us of its stalf
with staggering shock. Within ten hours had come
o second message that heightened the sensation. The
still unconscious Carson and the bodies of his four
friends had been removed from the village to Progreso,
it was announced, and physicians there had made a
careful examination of the four bodies. They stated
that those bodies, shattered as they were, had not been
crushed in the least from without, but had apparenlly
exploded from within, an outward shattering of their
bodies that seemed utterly inexplicable. Only some
terrific and unpredictable force could ever have skat-
tered them thus, they stated, and so the thing hed to
be put down, for the time being, as a result of circum-
stances and forces unknown, which only Carson could
explain.

Carson, however, suffering from the horror and shock
of whatever tragedy it was that had occurred there in
the dark Yucatan jungles, did not regain consciousness
until two doys later. When he did recover he cleared
up the mystery in a few incoherent words. For almost
two weeks he and the party had progressed up the
river, Carson stated, making camp at intervals along
ils banks, and it was ab the fourth or fifth of these
camps that the catastrophe had occurred. Carson, with
his geological passion uppermost, had wandered away
from the camp to examine some great boulders farther
up the river, he said, making his way clearly by the
light of the full moon that swung overhead. He had
finished his inspection and was returning toward the
camp, he stated, when there had come a terrific fiash
of brilliant light stabbing down into the camp shead.
He had rushed forward to find the camp a scene of
death, the shattered bodies of his four friends and of
the dozen nalives sprawled about, while tracks by the
river’s edge showed that Howland hed been struck
Lhere Ly the same dealh and had fallen into the waters
and had been carried away. Carson, knowing that a
giant lightning bolt had suddenly wiped out all the
party but himself, had Joaded the bodies of his friends
into one of Lhe canoes, had scooped n grave in the soft
sand for the natives, and then had pushed off and
with horror-numbed brain had pressed down the river,
losing consciousness wholly after days of such horror-
driven progress, to be found when his cance and its
terrible cargo drifted down to the village at the river's
mouth.

scientists, Even at Mid-Western University the first
shock and excitement of the tragedy had passed, and
though it was still discussed, it was no longer the sole
topic of conversation. It seemed assumed, even by the
University's officials, that the Progreso officials were
right in stating that nothing more could be done about
the matter. So that by the time Carson arrived, though
there had becn resolutions of regret and the like on all
hands, none had considered it as a subject for further
action.

‘To Harlan Trent and to myself, though, the con-
clusion of the tragedy seemed unsatisfactory enough.
From the first stunning report of the matter we had
followed it intently through the lengthy press-articles
and it seemed incredible to us, who with Carson had
made up Howland’s three closest friends, that the matter
could end thus, that Carson could return without further
efforts to discover his friend’s fate. Because of that
we were full of questions we desired to put to him
on hig arrival. It was not until some twenty-four hours
after Carson’s arrival, though, when we three were
smoking silently in my rooms with the smoke of our
pipes mingling with the scent of the warm May night
that came through the open windows, that we put to
him any of those questions.

For a moment after our queries he was silent, his
strong face thoughtful, his eyes looking far away.
Then, at Jast, he turned toward us.

“No,” he said, in answer to our first question. ‘“How-
land’s body could not be found.,” He paused, his eyes
strange, and then added: “It could not, because
Howland still lives.”

We stared at him in ulter astonishment for moments,
and then Trent, his voice strained, was speaking.

“Howland lives!” he repeated. “But why did you
leave him then, Carson? And where on carth is he?”

Carson did not answer, for the moment, gazing at
us for but a moment, then turning to the open window
beside him. Outside lay the warm darkness of the May
night, the dark masses of trees and buildings looming
deeper in that darkness. Above, swinging down toward
the western horizon from the zenith, hung the crescent
moon, a great sickle of shining silver in the heavens.
For moments Carson gazed up toward its gleaming
crescent in silence, then turned about to where we
stood wondenng beside him.

"Howland )s not on enrth ab ull * he said, quietly.

) ight: o on ihe moon!”

Carson’s story thus explained the whole 1
inexplicable matter, to the satisfaction of all. The
freakish effects of lightning strokes on human bedies
were well known, and it was only such a freak of forces
that could explain those bodies’ condition. Carasen’s
explanation, therefore, was officially adopted by the
authorities at Progreso, and forwarded by them to the
Mid-Western University officials. It was suggested
by some at Progreso, indeed, that a body of investiga-
tion be sent Lo the scene of the tragedy, but the sug-
gestion was not adopted, either by Carson or the
officials. Nothing further could be learned from such
an arduous journey, it was pointed out, and it would

CHAPTER Ir
The Moon Raiders

. N the moon!"
O The exclamations of Trent and me ceme to-
gether, as we stood there all but stupcfied by
Carson’s statement; but he nodded calrly.
“There is much to tell you,” he said, “much that I
could not tell when 1 came back to consciousness there
at Progreso, that I dared tell only you two, who know
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me and can believe. 1t is unbelicvable, almost, but I
think that you will believe.
lagers at Progreso, they would have deemed me mad,
would have accused me, I think, of the murder of my
own friends. So for my own sake—and for Howland’s
=—I caused them to Lhink what all now think, that a
lightning-bolt had struck and aennihilated our party.
But it was no lightning-bolt that did so! It was a
power greater and more terrible than the lightning, one
of which 1 alone on earth know, and of which I dared
tell no one else.

“The story that I told at Progreso was correct, up to a
certain point. We did, as I said, progress up the river
in stages, making camp at regular intervals along the
river's bank and using these camps as bases for our
investigations. At each one we would set out on our
studies. Borkofl and Grant were busy with the fauna
and flora of the region, classifying and noting unusual
characteristics which might prove connecling links with
similar animal and plant forms of Africa. In the
same way Glitz, the entomologist, was collecting and
classifying species similar to African insect-forms,
while Howland, and Willings, received and classified in
importance the evidence the others brought in. My own
work, as geologist, was intended to be the study of any
geological formations which might indicate that some-
time in the past a subsidence of the level of the Yucatan
region had taken place. Such a subsidence, if it could
be proved to have taken place, would help to prove that
a similar subsidence of the island-chain between Yuca-
tan and Africa had taken place also. We each were busy,
with our work, therefore, and Howland, as we pushed
farther up the river, became more and more enthusiastic
over the prospects of proving hia theory.

“Four such camps we had made within the first
twelve or thirteen days, and it was at the end of two
weeks of progress that we made our fifth camp. Our
journey up the river, unlil then, had been the usual
one of Central American travelers, an unceasing and
toilsome progress against the stiff currents, between
banks that were impenetrable walla of jungle vegetation,
with the blue mountains glimpsed now and then in the
distance. I think that in those two weeks we had pro-
gressed not more than sixty miles, but it might have
been six hundred for the utter wildness of the region.
During the last ten days we had met not even an In-
dian, and as we knew that above the first score or so
of miles the Carajos had been litlle explored by white
men, we were not surprised at the region’s wildness.
Qur own paddlers, though, were becoming more and
more unwilling lo progress further up the river. We
attributed their unwillingness at first to the stiffening
currents which we were now fighting in the narrowing
river, but they finally informed us that they feared to
£o farlher, because the upper reaches of the river were
the haunts of evil spirits, and had been shunned since
time immemorial by ihe natives of the region. By
means of increased wages we induced them to keep on,
and so at last made our fifth camp.

“It was in a small clearing in the jungle at the river's
bank that we made that camp. Back from that clearing
there sloped upward the side of a great, jungle-covered
mound, perhaps a thousand feet in heighl, a squat, cone-
like hill, at the faot of which stood the clearing. How-
lang, T remember, was very elated on the night that we
camped there, since already, as he believed, we had col-
lected enough scientific cvidence ulmosk to support his
theory. At this camp, he told me, we would perhaps
be able to collect enough to make that proof conclusive,
and would not need be press farther up the river. To
Howland, and 1o the rest of us, it seemed that we were
on the very threshold of complete success. And then, on
that same night, there struck—the terror.

Had I told Lhis to the vil-
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“It was some hours before midnight that the thing
came upon us. Darkness lay over the world by then, a
darkness that was stygian in the jungle's depths about
us, but the clearing, in which our camp stood, was
bathed in the silvery light of the full moon, climbing
up toward the zenith. Howland, Willings and Grant,
in one of the tents, were going over some of their speci-
mens by the light of a gasoline lantern, while in another
Borkoff and Glitz were mending some of the torn cloth-
ing of the party. Our paddlers had gathered, as though
for protection, about a fire near the clearing’s edge. Gaz-
ing about, I ed a curious ion of bould-
ers which I had noticed a little way up the river after
we had camped, and as the full moon’s light was very
bright, thought to stroll up toward them for a pre-
liminary investigation. So, calling out to Howland what
1 intended ta do, I set off along the river's edge, follow-
ing the clear strip of sand along the waler.

‘“ HE moonlight was so brilliant that I had ne dif-
ficulty in finding the rocks I sought; and then
for perhaps a half hour I examined them, moving around
them, When at last I turned from them, and started
Dack to the camp along the bank, I noticed that the moon
had now reached a position directly overhead, a great
shining shield hanging there above me. I moved on,
toward the camp, and in a minute more could hear its
sounds, the high clear voice of Ilowland, the low mur-
murs of the natives grouped around the fire. A moment
more would bring me within sight of it, I knew. But
in that moment, before 1 could take another step, there
came the light.
“It was like no light ever seen by man before. It was
a gigantic shaft of blinding brilliance, 2 mighty beam
of pure, concentrated and dazzling white light, hundreds
of feet across, that stabbed down toward us from di-
rectly overhead! A colossal brilliant ray that shot
downward from the heavens and vanished, in a single
instant, all but blinding me even as I shrank back
stunned. I had seen, though, that that mighty beam
had struck the top of the great mound behind our camp,
lightning-like. I had sensed, rather than seen, some-
thing that had seemed to flash down before that beam.
Stunned, eyes blinded from the brilliance of the lerrific
light, I stood dazed for a moment, hearing the exciled
cries of Howland and the others, the sudden wails of
the natives. I sprang forward, was at the clearing’s
edge in a moment, saw Howland and the others running
toward the great mound excitedly, saw the natives hud-
dled in fear apparently at the clearing’s edge. I was
about to spring after my friends when I saw them, at
the foot of the great mound’s slope, stop suddenly
short. And then the next moment I too had stopped
ghort, there at the clearing’s edge, was gazing like How-
land and the others up toward the great mound’s sum-
mit.
“For from that mound’s summit had come suddenly
a strange sound, a great muffled clang of metal. As-
tonished, I stood there, gazing toward the mound, while
Howland and the others at the mound’s foot gazed up
likewise, while the natives crouched fearfully in the
clearing. Then from the mound came other sounds,
a low muffled throbbing of power that grew quickly
louder, and then burst suddenly upon our ears. And
at the same instant that it did so T saw rising from the
interior of the mound itself, apparently, a half-score
of dark, flat shapes of great size, great.flat circles or
disks, their diameter a hundred feet approximately,
with a low protecting wall around their edges, from
which the throbbing came and which were floating
smoothly up into the air above the mound! They
flonted up, hung there for a moment in the brilliant
moonlight, and then as though they had glimpsed our
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camp, were suddenly slanting downward from Lhe
mound’s summit toward our clearing!

“It was that that broke the spell of astonishment thab
had been Laid upon Ilowland and the others there who
walched. Ilowland himself still stood utlerly dum-
founded, bul the others, sensing peril, had utlered sharp
cries, were leaping back, away from (he mound, toward
the river. Within another moment those flat great
circles had shot d through the light, above

the clearing, and Lhen there was a hiss of suddenly
released foree, and from the hovering circles’ sides Lhere
stabbed downward a half-dozen broad beams of pale and
misly green light. Down those beams shot toward the
running Willings and the others, toward the fear-crazed
natives leaping to the river, and as they struck througll:
i ions strucl

the air, a swift of terrific di
my cars. Then, as I stood
thero still inside the jungle’s
edge, spellbound with horror,
I saw Willings and the others
stagger and fall as the pale
green beams struck Lhem, saw
their bodies swell out, shatter,
ezplode!

“Bven in that herror-
stunned moment 1 guessed, I
think, what it was that I was
seeing, what terrific weapon it
was Lhat was embodied in thab
misly pale green ray. It was
a vacuum-producing ray, I saw
even ihen, one that destroyed
instantly whatever atmos-
phere or air it touched, with-
out affecting other matter. Tt
was Lhus, I guessed, Lhat the
green rays had slain Willings
and the others, but even as
the thought llashed across my
brain it passed, since now the
great flat circles were dipping
toward the clearing’s surface!

“ OWLAND had slood in
that dread instant of
dealh in his tracks, motion-
Iess with astounded horror
as I was, and because he
had not fled, the rays had &
not slabbed toward him.
The circles were swooping
down toward him, their
throbbing loud in my ears,
and for the first time my
own peril came home Lo my
terror-dazed brain and 1
shrank back into the jungle
at whose edge I slood. There, crouching in the thick
vegelation, 1 gazed with pounding heart out into the
moonlit clearing as the circles slanted downward. I saw
them land swiftly about Howland, saw that they were
grouped in a ring about him there on the ground, great
Nat circles of metal ing in the light, noticed

And from the hovering circles
stabbed downwaerd e half-dozen broad beams of
pale and misty green light—toward the running
Willings and the others

AMAZING STORIES QUARTERLY

men at all, as we know them. They were—Lurtle-men?

“Turtle-men! 1t is only by that term Lhat I can
describe them, since the bulbous, upright body of each,
some four feet in height, was encased completely in
thick, dark shell. TFrom the Jower part of that shell-
cased body projected two powertul thick limbs ending
in broad-webbed and taloned paws, while similar shorter
limbs or arms jutted from the body’s upper portion.
There was an opening in the body’s case of shell at the
top, and from that opening ihere projected upward on
a flexible, snake-like white neck, the tapering, turtle-
like head, its two lidless eyes set on either side with
the narrow mouth between them. So ‘grolesque were
these turtle-creatures in their mingled familiar and un-
familiar appearance that I felt my senses recling as I
gazed upor them. Then I gripped myself, saw that
some of the turtle-men held
weapons or instruments of
gleaming metal in their grasp,
small metal hemispheres to
whose curved side a handle
wasg attached and whose flab
side they kept turned upon
Howland, whe stood still sway-
ing in spellbound horror be-
fore them.

“A moment they faced him,
holding those gleaming hemi-
spheres which were apparent-
Iy containers of the deadly
vacuum_ray, and then one
spoke. His voice was not loud
but was of deeply-vibrating
chords, a deep bass so low that
many tones in it were but
barely caught by my cars. It
was to Howland that he had
spoken, apparently, though
his mesning was of ecourse
totally unintelligible to him.
Howland, though, spoke back
in answer, his voice unsteady,
apparently to show the crea~
tures that he was intelligent
alse. They regarded him
again in silence, held for a
few moments a deep-toned
conversation among them-
selves, and then, still threaten-
ing Howland with the hemi-
spheres, came closer to him,
examined the clothing he wore,
his general appearance, then
stepped back from him. Then
one, apparently the leader,
uttered a deep order, and at
ouce two of the crealures
behlnd him had stepped forward and had secured How-
land’s hands behind him with swift-clicking metal bonds
of some kind, had secured his ankles llkew!se and were
carrying him to one of the flying-circles resting upon
the ground behind them, intoe which they placed him.
Howland was a prisoner!

sides there

scores of vague shapes upon the surface of these cir-
cles, about a central mechanism that seemed to propel
and guide them. Then, as I crouched there, there slid
aside sections in the protecting walls of the clrcles, and
out of them upon the ground there stepped a score or
more of shapes toward Howland, shapes at sight of
which a cry of horror all but escaped me. I had, un-
consciously, looked upon these terrible attackers as
human, at least, but it was not human shapes that
stepped forward into the moonlight. They were not

“All this had taken but moments to enact, there in
the brilliant moonlight of the clearing, and now, with
Howlund disposed of, the turtle-men turned thelr at-
tention to the camp itself. Swiftly they began a thor-
ough examination of all in it, of the bodies of the
selentists Iying not far from them, of the natives lylng
beyond, of the tenta and of all in them. I shrank back
into the protecting darkness of the jungle vegetation
about me as they came nearer, and heard their deep
tones only yards away from me, as they carried on their
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examination. Brain whirling, I watched them. From
whence had these turtle-men come, who had emerged
from the great mound to pour death upon our camp?

N 521
toward the zenith, they had moved toward the edge of
the clearing and were gazing up toward the moon’s bril-
liant cirele. For the moment the flying-circles were

Could it e that they had come up from depths
in earth’s bowels to pour it out upon us? But what of
that mighty flash of light that I had seen, that had
stabbed down toward the mound from the heavens over-
head?

“Once I saw a group of the turtle-men, in the midst
of theixr searchings, stop to gesture up toward the silver
shield of the full moon, that was sinking now toward
the west with the swift passing of the night. They all
gezed up toward it for a moment with their unwinking
eyes, then turned back to Lheir search. It flashed across
my brain, then, that when the great light-beam had
shot down to the mound, the moon had been directly
overhead, and for a moment I wondered if there were
any conneclion between that and the appearance of these
strange raiders. Then such speculations passed from
my mind as, fascinated with horror, 1 watched the
activities of the turtle-creatures, watched them examin-
ing all in our camp. All the books, written records, and
gathered specimens and notes in the tents they trans-
ferred at once to the flying-circles. The same was done
with all tools and apparatus and mechanisms of any
kind which they found. I saw some of them with
strange little mechanisms engaged apparently in com-
pressing air into small metal containers, storing them
in the circles also, saw others do the same with the
waters of the river, storing away similar samples of that
water. It was a scene of extraordinary activity, there
in the moonlit clearing, and I watched it fascinated
until the sinking of the moon and the growing pale
light in the east warned me that day was dawning.
Then I shrank back further into the thick vegetation.

“ AY broke, but the turtle-men in the clearing con-

tinued their examination and inspection of all
things about them with unabated vigor. I dared not
venture closer to the clearing in the revealing light of
day, but I could see them moving about, could hear their
deep tones, and see Howland sprawled out and bound
inside the wall of one of the flying-circles. It was that
last sight that occupied me most, for my first horror
of the turtle-men had passed somewhat, and I thought
only of rescuing Howland from their grasp. It seemed
death to attempt it, though, since about the flying ecir-
cles there moved unceasingly the turtle-creatures, a full
hundred in all, and more than half of them were armed
always with the hemispheres that held the deadly
vacuum ray. So through all that day, hour after endless
hour, I crouched there in the thick jungle, with the
blazing sun beating down above, thirsty, fearful, watch-
ing and waiting.

“Night came at last, and as its first hours passed, it
was evident that they were ending their activities.
They had collected samples or specimens of almost all
things about them, of air, water and earth, of the ani-
mals they had seen in the jungle, penetrating almost
to my place of hiding in pursuit of the latter. Birds,
too, and insects, and plants they had gathered and
placed in the flying-circles, and it flashed across my
Drain that these raiders, from wherever they had come,
had come to reconnoiter earth only, to collect specimens
of its life, to ascertain its condition, and that Howland,
to them, was simply another such specimen! The
thought spurred me on to attempt to free him, yet the
turtle-men moved in numbers about the clearing so that
such an attempt would have been suicide. At last,
though, my chance came, a chance so slender that it
seemed none. The turtle-men had brought their work
to a close, and now as darkness fell swiftly over the
land, and as the moon’s silver disk again swung up

left unguarded, and in that moment I slipped noiselessly
out of the jungle’s darkness into the moonlit clearing,
toward the flying-cirele in which Howland lay.

“A few Jow bushes grew here and there in the clear-
ing, and it was from one to another of these that I now
dodged, screening myself as well as possible in their
shadow, moving swiftly and with pounding heart toward
Howland and the flying-circle on which he lay. I was
nearer to it, was crouching for 2 moment in the shadow
of a small shrub not thirty feet from it, and the turtle-
men had still not turned from the clearing’s edge where
they stood. My hopes ran high in that instant, and I
slipped quickly on, and saw Howland, roused by some
sound I made, struggle up on his elbow and recognize me
with wide eyes as I slipped toward him, then saw him
turn in startled manner, and heard an agonized whisper
of ‘Back, Carson!" from him. For at that moment, at
the clearing’s edge, the turtle-men had turned and were
coming straight toward me!

“ MOMENT I seemed to see death loom close, then
instinctively I shrank back and downward, into
the scant shadow of the smell bush behind me, while
the turtle-men came on across the clearing. They had
notb perceived me as yeb, but in the scant shadow in
which I lay I knew that it would be a miracle if they
failed to see me now. They came closer while I crouched
there, my heart beats racing. The sirange creatures
seemed all about me, their deep bass voices vibrating
on all sides; they were all but treading on me as they
moved toward and into their flying-circles, I saw the
sections -of wall at the edge of these snapping shut,
saw the great circles lift smoothly and suddenly upward,
a3 there came from them e sudden throbbing of power,
and then knew that they had not seen me. Above me
the great circles were massing, dark disks in the light
of the moon overhead, and then they were moving away,
were slanting back up toward the summit of the great
mound! They were going back to the place from which
they had come, and were taking Howland with them!
“Ag that thought burned across my brain 1 lost all
caution, and rose erect, ran recklessly across the clear-
ing toward the great mound, struggled up the side of it
through the thick vegetation that clothed that side.
Half-mad I toiled upward, saw above me that the flying-
circles had massed above the mound's flat summit, and
seemed to be sinking one by one down into that aummit.
One by one they sank from sight above me, while I
toiled frantically upward, their throbbing suddenly muf-
fled as they disappeared, until in a few moments more
all had disappeared, while I was still but half-way up
to the summit. I struggled frenziedly on, brain on fire,
staggered up at last through the last detzining growths,
and out on the broad flat summit of the mound. Out
across it I stumbled, then suddenly stopped, reeled back.
For there before me, yawning in the summit of the
great mound, was a mighty shaft-like opening, hun-
dreds of feet across, a great well, whose sides were
lined with smooth metal and which extended down into
the mound and the earth beneath it for a depth of thou-

.sands of feet!

“The full moon was almost directly overhead, now,
and its light struck down into that mighty shaft to
show me that far at its bottom, thousands of feet below,
there gleamed a floor of metal, a metal fioor at the center
of which was set a great flat circle of black, shining
matter Jike black glass. Upon this circle there stood a
giant cylinder that almost covered it, a great metal
cylinder more than a hundred feet in diameter and
fully three hundred in height. The top surface of this
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cylinder wag slid outward in two sections, to either side,
and down info its hellow interior, one by one, were
floating the flying-circles of the turtle-men, stacking
one above the other inside that eylinder! One by one
they floated down into it until all were within it, until
the great cylinder seemed filled with them, and then,
with a great clang of metal, the two sections of the top
slid back into place, closing its tup'

“There was an instant then in which I stared down
im utter it and then, as und of it
all flashed suddenly across my brain, I staggered to the
great shaft’s edge, cried out hoarsely, cried out madly
to Howland who had vanished with the turtle-men in-
side that cylinder, But even as I cried out, the end
came. The full moon, creeping westward across the
zenith, reached a point directly above me, above the
shaft, that great shaft aimed upward toward the moon’s
silver disk like the barrel of some great gun. The next
instant there came a clanging great bell-note from near
the black-shining disk on which the cylinder rested, n
humming that held for a moment, and then suddenly up
from that disk there stabbed toward the zenith, toward
the full- moon overhead, n terrific ¢column of blinding
white brilliance, a giant beam of dazzling light that
leaped up from the great shaft in the mound and reached
out toward the moon’s bright disk! And even as that
blinding beam had flashed and vanished before me I
had perceived with a sense almost other than sight, that
the great metal cylinder beneath had flashed up with it!

“Blinded, stunned, I staggered to the great shaft's
edge, gazed down into it. The great humming beneath
had ceased, and I could make out the black-shining disk
far beneath, but there was no cylinder upon it. There
were big shapes about it, there were other great cyl-
inders groupéd here and there around it, but the
cylinder that held the turtle-men and Howland had van-
ished, driven out by that blinding beam, I knew, out
toward the moon itself! Driven out toward the moon's
bright disk that swung still overhead, out of the great
shaft in the mound in which no life was now, out by the
beam from the black-shining disk below! Projected out
through the gulf of space in their great cylinder by
that awful column of brilliance, out from carth to
moon!

“The moon! I saw it all then, as I swayed there with
its bright disk above me. The moon! It was {rom there
that the turtle-men had come in their cylinder, shot
across the gulf from moon to earth by a great propelling
beam of brilliance, landing there in the great shaft of
the mound and pouring out from their cylinder, in
their flying-circles, to descend upon our camp. For, I
remembered now, it had only been when the moon had
Deen directly overhend that that first great beam had
shot downward with the cylinder before it. They had
reconnoitered earth’s condition, collected samples and
specimens, taking Howland himself as one of them, and
then on the next night had returned to their eylinder,
had waited until the moon was directly overhead once
more, and then had driven out toward it, propelled by
a similar brilliant beam from the disk at the shait's
bottom. Raiders from the moon, that had driven back
toward it and had taken HMowland with them!”

CHAPTER III

Out {o the Moon!

AIDERS from the moon! I remember shaking
my hand madly toward its calm-shining disk
above me, remember stumbling, weeping with
horror, down the great mound’s side into the clearing.
There, working as one in a daze and driven on only by
some remnant of reason in my darkening mind, I loaded
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the bodies of my friends into one of the canoes, scooped
a grave in the sand for the natives sprawled there, and
then pushed off in that canoe, down the river, Down—
down—days, hours, of progress that seemed but un-
measured eternities of horror to my darkened mind.
Then at last consciousness completely left me, and 1
awoke at Progreso, learned how I had been found grift-
ing down the river, and was told of the great sensation
that had been caused by that finding. I knew, at once,
that were I to tell my tale it would not be credited for
an instant, would never be -investigated, even, and that
I would be regarded as mad and as the mad slayer of my
friends. So, for that reason, I told only of seeing a
great light-flash, and let them think it a lightning-bolt
that had destroyed the party, explaining Howland's dis-
appearance by stating that the bolt that had destroyed
him had knocked his body into the river. None ques-
tioned my story, which to them could alone account for
the strange shattering of my friends’ bodies, and so 1
came back here, knowing that to you two, who knew
Howland and know me, I could tell my tale and be be-
lieved.

“I came back, but determined to return again, to re-
turn to that great mound whose shaft holds the secret
of the moon raiders, the great projector whose beam
drove them outward. The presence of that projector
there in that great shaft proves that it has been there
since time immemorial, there in the great mound, and
that in the far past, eons in the past, perhaps, these
moon creatures had established communication between
earth and moon. They had driven down from moon to
earth in their cylinders propelled by a great beam from
their apparatus on the moon, I suppose, and once on
earth had placed there, in the shaft of the mound, a
similar apparatus whose beam drove them back up to
the moon, And now, after what countless ages we can-
not guess, they have used this method once more, have
come down in a raiding, exploring party to reconnoiter
earth’s present condition, and have returned with How-
land as their prisoner.

“They have returned with Howland to the moon, but
will they come again? I think that they will; T think
that these first swift raiders were but a scouting party
for myriads of moon creatures that are to follow. I
think that out on our moon, a world in which existence
must be increasingly difficult for them, these turtle-
creatures are gathering their hordes for a descent upon
earth, which they visited long ago, and which they now
intend to visit in force, to invade, to conquer. To con-
quer! For they will conquer, their deadly vacuum rays
and swift flying-circles are weapons men cannot stand
against, when that dread invasion comes, And now that
the first rajders have returned to the moon, taking How-
land with Lhem as a specimen of earth’s present races,
I think that it will be soon that that invasion will come,
that their great cylinders will flash down their mighty
force-beam to earth, cylinders filled with countless fly-
ing-circles, with numberless moon creatures. " A resist-
less invasion of our world from its own cireling satel-
lite!

“But one chance is left to us, I think, to stay that
drend invasion. We cannot warn the world now of the
doom that gathers above it, for never would the world
Delieve, as you know well. But if we could, in some
way, penetrate out to the moaon itself, to whatever part
of it holds these turtle-creatures’ races, could find How-
Iand and learn their plans, their purposes, I think that
we could bring back with us evidence that even the most
skeptical on earth would credit. I think that if we could
rescue Howland, could bring him back, he at least would
be able to convince our world of the peril that hangs
above it. That is our one chance, and to accomplish it
we have that great projector in the depths of the great
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raound in Yueatan, the projector whose beam drove the
cylinder of the moon raidera out to the moon, and which
can drive a cylinder of our own outward in the same
way. For that is my plan; that we three go down to
that mound and its projector, use that projector and
one of the cylinders I saw beslde it to hurl us out to the
moon, and there attempt to find end rescue Howland
and bring him back with us to earth, to bring back
proof to earth of the doom that threatens it from its
moon!”

ARSON'S voice ceased, and the silence that fol-

lowed seemed almost tangible, broken only by the
sighing of the warm night breeze outside. Trent and
1 sat staring toward the speaker, astounded and ap-
palled by what we had heard.
But it was Trent who broke
the silence first.

“To go out to the moon—to
find Howland and bring him
back—" he said, unsteadily.
“Carson, it seems unthinkable
thal we could do it, that there
are such creatures on the
moon who have captured How-
land and taken him back
there!”

Carson gazed somberly
toward him. “But it is so,”
he said, his eyes Dbrooding.
“They captured Howland—
and tonight he is out there on
the moon with them.”

“But creatures from the
moon!” I exclaimed. “Crea-
tures from what we know is a
wholly dead world!™”

Carson shook his head. “We
don't know that, Fosler,” he
said. “Our astronomers know ¢
less almost about the moon
than about olher heavenly
bodies considering its near-
ness. They have measured
ils dimensions and diatances,
they have weighed Iit, they
have speculated on its origin,
but what can they say with
certainty as to the moon it-
sclf?  What can they say as
to the origin of its mighty
craters, cralers which volcanic
origin could never have
formed, and which they al-
iribute to giant meteors striking the moon? For if such
grent meteors actually hud caused those craters, we
could discern them now half-buried in them, yet such
giant meteors never have been discavered on the moon's
surface! What can they say aa to the great sheets of
brilliant, glassy substance that glitter around the crater
of Tycho and here and there across the moon's whole
face? What can they say certainly about the moon,
ahove all, when one side of its sphere has never been
seen by the eye of man, turned always away from earth,
ng the moon revolves about earth? Who can say what
mysteries might not exlst upon that other side?

“And these moon creatures, these turtle-belngs who
came down from moon to earth in their eylinder on that
beam of force, is it wholly incredible that such creatures
should inhabit our moon? Once that moon was as in-
habitable as earth, we know, and if then these turtle-
creatures rose to intelligence and power, why should
they not have been able to preserve themselves through

+ .. Down into its hollow interior, one by o1w;
were floating the flying-circles of the turtle-men,
stacking one above the other inside that cylinder!
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the centuries as their world died about them? Their
power, their science, was great, we know, since ages ago
it must have been that they visited earth, built that
projector in the mound here on earth, and wilh that
power and that science could they not continue their
existence on the moon, perhaps within its depths, per-
haps upon the other side? To creatures who could con-
trive the great projectors whose beams drove their ¢yl-
inders from moon to earth and back, the contriving of
artificial supplies of atmosphere and water would not
be hard.

“Powerful and intelligent, those moon creatures have
never made attempts to communicate with us on earth,
have never, through the ages, made use of the projector
which they set here on earth long ago, have never until
now revisited earth, thinking
it perhaps still uninhubited by
intelligent creatures. Now
they have come, though, raid-
ers, explorers, the forerunners
of the hordes that I think
gather now to follow. But one
thing puzzles me about these
moon creatures. They must
naturally be accustomed to the
smaller gravitational power of
the moon upon which they
live, and so should have been
greatly affected by the greater
gravitational power of earth,
should have been hardly able
to move here on earth because
of that grealter power, just ng
men upon the moon would be
affected by ils lesser gravita-
tional power, and could with
Eheir earthiy muscles leap and
slep enormous distances. But
it was not so with these moon
creatures, for when they
emerged from their fying-
circles to earth’s surface, they
moved as freely and as un-
hampered as though they had
always lived here. That alone
I cannot understand. I can
understand cleaxly the fact of
their existence, and the fact
that after existing on the
moon for ages, unknown to
men, they have now begun to
look toward our carth, to pre-
pme for a descent upon it.”

Carson paused, and then
Trent, slowly and thoughlfully, was speaking.

“I understand now too, Carsen,” he was saying, “un-
derstand and believe that these moon creatures have,
as you say, captured Howland—are gathering to pour
down upon us. Yet, even so, can we really follow them,
out the projector’s beam, to the moon itself ?”

Carson nodded calmly. “We can,” he said simply.
“The great projector is still there in the shaft that has
held it for ages, and beside it in that shaft, as I sald, I
could see other cylinders like that in which the moon
creatures came and went. How they turn on that great
beam I know not, but I do know that that beam is only
turned on when the projector is pointed exactly at some
certain spot upon the moon, a spot toward which the
cylinders are driven by the beam. For it was only when
the moon was directly above the shaft on the first night
that the great beam from the moon drove down, driving
the moon raiders’ cylinder into that shaft exactly. And
on the second night, it was only when the moon's disk
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was exaclly above the shaft again that the great beam
drove up from Lhat shaft, driving the cylinder from
earlh out to the moon. Much there is that we cannot
know, cannot guess, about that great enigmatic pro-
jector which has lain there in the shaft of the mound
for ages, but if the moon ecrealures operated it to drive
them back out to the moon, there is a chance that we
can operate it and can follow them. It is the one chance
given to us to rescue Howland and to stay the dark
doom that is gathering above our world. And shall
not we three take it?”

He was silent once more, and in that silent moment
our eyes sought, held each others, while through the
window beside us there fell upon us the pale brilliance
of the erescent moon, a silver scimitar sinking west-
ward through the night. Then suddenly, instinctively,
our Lhree hands came out together, clasped tightly.

“We'll take it!” I cried. “We'll go down to the great
mound and the projector inside it, and use that pro-
Jjector and its beam to drive us out after the moon
raiders and Howland—out to the moon!”

CHAPTER 1V
The Cylinder Starts

ARSON ceased paddling, suddenly, and pointed
‘ nhead. “The mound!" he exclaimed. “And
there’s the camp benesth us!”

Trent and I gazed tensely ahead. The canoe in
which we three sat floated in the middle of a narrow
yellow waterway, propelled upstream against its strong
currents by our paddles. On either side, shading us par-
tially from the heat of the Yucatan sun that blazed
above, there rose the tangled thick green walls of the
Jungle's trees and brush, exlending away on either side
of the narrowing river for league upon savage league.
Ahead though, perhaps a quarter-mile up the river from
us, there rose from out the jungle’s green asea the squat,
great bulk of a mighty mound, like a great rough cone in
shape, truncaled, or flattened at the summit. Clad wilh
thick vegetation itself, it rose like a green hill from
the jungle’s tangled plain, and beneath it, between ils
base and the river, we could discern the brown shapes
of tents, pitched in a small clearing, some of them flat-
icned by storms.

“The mound!” I repeated, gazing toward it.
in it ig the shaft—and the projector!"”

For days that great green bulle toward which we now
gazed had been foremost in all our thoughts. It had
been days, weeks, before, that we two had heard Car-
son's terrible slory, had agreed with him to go to this
mound to carry out our great plan. We had swiftly
secured leaves from the University, had left Mid-West-
ern for New Orleans, and within another few days had
reached Progreso by steamer. There, concealing our
true mission, we had stated only that we intended to
take up again that scientific work of Howland’s which
had been interrupted by the tragic end of his party.
‘The officials at Progreso had done their best to gia-
suade us, but had in the end given up, and we had pro-
ceeded to the village at the mouth of the Carajos, buy-
ing there one of the native cances and stowing in it
our cquipment. We had intended from the first to
make the trip up-river alone, and found that in any
case none in the village would have dared ever to ac-
company us, 80 intensified were their ordinary super-
stitious fears by the tragedy that had befallen the How-
land party. Seo, pushing up-stream alone in our canoe,
we had progressed slowly up the river for more than a
dozen deys, coming at last now within sight of the great
mound that was our goal.

Carson, after his first exclamation on sighting the

“And
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mound, had bent silently and grimly to his paddle, and
as Trent and 1 did likewise, we sent our slender craft
spinning upward against the currents toward the camp
in the clearing ahead. That clearing lay just at the
river's bank, we saw, a level and roughly circular patch
of open ground in the jungle, nnd a8 we swept nearer
toward it we noticed that of the scveral tents there only
one still stood erect, all the others having been battered
by rain and wind. Carson, as we swept nearer, pointed
mutely to the cances still drawn up along the bank,
dumb evidence of the dozen natives who had paddled
them once, and who now lay buried somewhere in the
sand along the river's edge. Another moment and our
own canoe had shot in among Lhem. We had stepped
out and had secured it to the bank, lifting our equip-
ment from il out into the clearing; then we stood mo-
tionless for a moment, gazing about us.

Standing there with Trent and Carson, the thing of
which I was most conscious at Lhe moment was the
silence of the place. A silence, a hushed stillness, seemed
to lie over it, which the monotonous sound of the flowing
waters behind us seemed only to intensify. Brilliant
birds flashed now and then across the clearing from the
encireling jungles, and there was an occasional rustle
of some small animal in Lhe vegetation, but the main
impression was of a eilence and stillness unnatural and
foreboding. Carson, beside me, suddenly pointed silent-
ly down to the clearing’s surface, and as we looked
across the soft sand, we saw that upon it were many
tracks, some of them tracks of human shoes and feet,
but most of them great, paw-like tracks with four
taloned toes, such as I had never scen before. At the
sight, my heart raced suddenly faater and I raised my
eyes to Carson with interrogation in them.

“The moon-creatures?” I whispered, and he nodded.

“The moon-creatures’ tracks,” he said, in the same
low tone. “Everything here seems as I left it.”

Trent was gazing intently up toward the great mound
whose suromit loomed distantly up {rom the jungle be-
yond the clearing.

“The mound,” he said, “we’ll head for it at once?”

Carson shook his head. “Not at once,” he told him.
“We'll settle our equipment here first, and start for
the mound at sunset. I've calculated that for tonight
and several nights, a few hours before midnight, the
full moon will be passing over the shaft just as it did
a month ago, and I want to be at the projector when
that happens, and before it. We'll have lime enough.”

So, for the next few hours, we occupied ourselves with
getting our equipment ready. Selting up our own small
tent~—we all had an odd reluctance toward using the
tents about us—we then arranged beside it the equip-
ment we had brought, laying aside the items which we
expected to take with us on our desperate expedition.
Among these latter was the rope-ladder we intended to
uge in descending into the mound’a shaft, one of a half-
mile in length, almost, yet small in bulk for its lenglh
and strength. Heavy automatics and cartridge belts
were to form our weapons, with the addition of sheath-
knives. In the light knapsacks we were taking with us,
were packed condensed foods sufficient for many days,
and an assortment of selected drugs. Distributed among
us, too, was a compact assortment of small steel tools.
Slight enough equipment it was for the most desperate
journey men had ever attempted, but we had pinned all
to our faith that if the moon creatures could flash
across the gulf in their cylindera without other special
equipment, we could do so also.

HE sorting and assembling of this equipment took
us the remaining hours of the afternoon, and as
the brilliant tropic sun slanted westward, we prepared
and ate a quick meal, then started on our climb toward
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ihe great mound’s summit. Carson led, choosing the
casjest path through the thick jungle vegetation, while
Trent and I followed, bearing the coiled rope-ladder’s
weight between us. The sun was dipping swiftly toward
the west as we pressed on through the tangled masses,
and started up the great rmound’s slope. That slope, we
found, was steeper by for than it had seemed from be-
low, and hampered as we were with our equipment and
with the weight of the coils of the great ladder, our
progress was slow. By the time we had reached the
mound’s summit, the brilliant sunset was fast feding
westward, while high in the heavens eastward the white
disk of the full moon was climbing toward the zenith
through the darkening skies.

‘We gave but small attention for the moment to these,
all our interest centering on the flat summit on which
we found ourselves. A fairly level circle of several
hundred fect in diameter wag that summit, almost bar-
Ten of vegetation, but what held our eyes was the great
opening that yawned at its center, taking up the great
part of the summit itself. It was a great, welllike
shaft, at least four hundred feet across, whose smooth
metal sides sank vertically downward into depths in-
visible, whose gathering shadows our eyes could not
penetrate, into depths that seemed to us unfathom-
able as we gazed down in awe into them. We could make
out nothing in the shadows beneath, and at last lifted
our eyes and looked foward each other. The heavens
above had darkened awiftly, and now the pale light of
the full moon swinging npward fell upon us, and upon
all the far-reaching stretches of jungle that we could
vaguely discern from the mound’s summit. At last Car-
son broke the silence.

“Time to go,” he said quietly. *“We must be down at
the shaft's bottom when the moon swings directly
above it.”

Swiftly we uncoiled the slender length of the great
ladder, fastening one end of it firmly into the ground
at the shaft's edge by means of stakes we had bronght
for the purpose. Then, letting the rest of the ladder
unroll into the great well, we saw it disappear into the
shadows far beneath until it hung steady, vanishing
down into those shadows. Carson stepped toward the
Jadder, then paused, turned and gazed out once more
-over the distant reaches of the moonlit jungle. We
stood gazing, the same thought unspoken in all our
minds. Would we ever look out on that moonlit scene
again? Then Carson had turned back to the ladder, had
knelt and swung himself over the great shaft's edge,
holding to it, and then was moving down its length,
down the colossal well's side, like an insect crawling
~down a string.

Another moment and I had followed him, had swung
over the edge of the abyss like him, gripping the ladder.
As T did so, gazed down and glimpsed the vast depths
that yawned Dbeneath, disappearing down into the
shadows below, a sudden nausea gripped me for an
instant as I swung there dizzily. Then, clinging tigthly
to the rope rungs, I foreed it awny, began slowly to de-
scend. Rung after rung, step after step, down the lad-
der I went. The smooth glenming metal of the great
shaft’s wall was all that T could see as I clambered
steadily downward. Gazing up, I saw Trent above, fol-
lowing me, his figure darkly outlined against the moon-
lit sky. Glancing down, I could make out Carson's shape
as a deeper shadow against the shadows far beneath,
caught a glimpse of his face as a white blur against
those shadows as he glanced up toward me. Down—
down-—still downward we descended, rung affer rung,
yard after yard, until the mouth of the great shaft had
become but a dwindling circle of pale light far above us.

The shadows about us were deepening swiftly as we
descended farther into the shaft, and I judged that we
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had already climbed down for more than a thousand
feet, yet in the deep dusk beneath was no sign that we
were nearing the bottom. Down—down—a seemingly
endless descent, that became soon almost automatic on
my part, an and of
arms and legs that steadlly took me further down into
the great shaft's shadows. Those shadows had deep-
ened to darkness about ug, by then, and by the time that
I estimated our downward climb at two thousand feet,
we were descending in a stygian darkness in which we
could not even see the wall down which we climbed.
The great shaft's mouth was now but a tiny ring of
pale light far above. Continuing to fecl our way, we
moved down the ladder, until there came a sudden ex-
clamation from Carson, below me, which halted Trent
and me.

“The ladder!” he exclaimed. “I've come to its end,
and it doesn’t reach to the shaft's bottom!”

“The end!” Tecried. “Can you see how far the shaft's
floor is beneath it?”

“I can’t even guess,” he said. *This darkness is so
thick, it may be one foot or a hundred. And we daren’t
wait here until the moon comes above the shaft and
lights it, for then it will be too late for us to use the
projector!”

E hung silent there a moment, a silence akin to

despair, clinging there to the ladder, hanging
against the smooth wall of the greal well whose depths
extended for an unguessed distance into the utter dark-
ness beneath us. Then Carson’s voice came calmly up
to us through that darkness.

““I'm going to let go,” he said. "“The shaft's bottom
can’t be but & little beneath us, and I'll take the chance.”

Before we could cry to him to wait, the rope-ladder
had twitched suddenly in my grip as he released his
weight from it beneath me, and then the next moment
had come a light thud, seemingly just beneath. And
then, inexpressibly welcome to our strained ears, came
the sound of Carson’s voice.

“It’s all right,” he was saying. “The shaft’s floor is
only a féw feet beneath the ladder’s end!”

Swiftly I climbed downward, reached the last rung
of the ladder's length in another moment, and then
for an instant hung from that rung, hesitant. The
darkness about me, impenetrable and enveloping, made
the space beneath me seem an abyss, but I released my
hold, shot downward, and in an instant had struck a
hard, smooth floor not a half-dozen feet beneath me.
I felt Carson beside me in the darkness, and in another
moment there came another thud and Trent dropped
down beside us. Then, joining hands so that we might
not lose each other in the blackness there at the shaft’s
bottom, we waited for the coming of the light which
would illuminate the shaft. Its mouth far above was a
small circle of pale light in the blackness, and it was
up toward that circle that we gazed as we waited.
Moments passed thus, moments in which we were aware
only of the smooth, hard floor upon which .we stood, and
then across the edge of the pale circle above there
drifted slowly the shining disk of the full moon. As it
did so, there poured down into the shaft, reflected down-
ward by the metal walls with surprising strength, a
flood of pale light which illuminated, in misty fashion,
all things about us.

We were stending at the edge of the level metal
floor of the mighty shaft, that floor being a great circle
of the same diameter as the shaft's mouth. At the
center of this metal floor, taking up almost half the
shaft’s hottom, the metal gave way to a tremendous
disk of smooth black substance, shining, as Carson had
said, Jike black glass, which seemed inset in the floor.
On the other side of this disk there were ranged along
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Down—down—still
downward we descend-

R e e

ed—until the mouth

of the great shaft had become but

dwindling circle of pale light for
above us

the foor a regular row of some twenty
mighty cylinders of metal, vague great
shapes that gleamed dully in the misty
light from above. Save for lhese and
for the great black disk, there was noth-
ing vislble at the bottom of the great
well. The disk glittered brilliantly even
in the pale light that filtered down upon
it, but there lay over all things else
the thick dust of endless centuries.

Carson led the way at once toward
the great eylinders ranged at the glit-
tering disk’s edge. A hundred feet in
diameter each, three hundred in height,
they loomed giant-like before us in the
misty light. We seemed but three pyg-
mies as we gazed up toward them. They
stood upon a narrow, decp slot in the
‘meta! floor, perhaps six feeb in width,
and this slot led across the metal floor
and across the black material of the dlsk
to its center. The great cylinders them-
selves seemed quite without break in
their gleaming walls, and to slide open
their great tops as the moon raiders
had done would be impossible for us.
But as we walked around the nearest
of them, Trent’s quick eyes detected a
stud set in its surface, and swiftly he
pressed it. AL once, smoothly and
noiselessly, a square section of the great
eylinder's curving wall slid upward, and
we could see that that wall was a yard
in thickness, formed of alternating
layers of gleaming metal and gray in-
sulating material, shielding its interior
from the terrific cold of outer space.

Through the doorway we stepped, and
found ourselves in the gigantic cylin-
drical chamber that was the cylinder’s
interior. But now we saw that its great
flat top and flat bottom, and sections of
its curving sides, were quite transpar-
ent from within, though opaque from
without. At the center of the cylinder’s
floor stood the only object in it, a solid
little pillar of metal bearing on its top
a number of small studs. Carson pressed
one of these studs experimentally, and
the door through which we had entered
clicked hermetically shut behind us. He
touched another and the cylinder began
to move, to slide smoothly and noise-
lessly along the slot above which it
rested, until it had slid upon the black
disk, stood at its center, covering almost
all the disk's surface!

ARSON clicked open the door

again, then pointed out through it.
There at the great black disk’s edge,
riging from the metal floor but o few
feet from the door of our cylinder that
rested on that disk, stood another short
pillar of metal, bearing on its top &
small metal disk and a white-handled
lever that could be thrown down upon
Its upper surface.

“The switch that turns on the great
beam!” Carson exclaimed. “I see it ell
now. That switch out there turns on the
mechanisms beneath which generate the
great beam, and whose humming 1
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heard, a humming that lasts for a moment before the
beanm drives upward. In that moment, after turning
on the swileh, I must leap back into the cylinder and
click shut ils deor before ihe beam drives it upward
through space.”

“But when?” Trent asked. “Ilow can we know at
what exacl moment (o turn it on?"

““The moon raiders turned it on when the great bell-
note sounded,” Carson said, “sa Lhat Lell-nole must be
the signal that sounds automatically here Lo mark the
moment when the moon is direetly overhead, when the
beam must be loosed and the cylinder driven moonward "

Gazing upward, we saw that the silver shield of the
full moon was creeping almost across the center of the
shaft’s circulur mouth far above, and Carson strode out
ta the pillar-switch beside the disk, while we stood at
the onc inside the cylinder, ready to snap shut the
door when he should have turned Lhe switeh outside
and leaped within. There were no olher preparations
to make, none that could be made. The greal beem
of light, which we knew must drive Lhe cylinders out
Ly means ol light-pressure, intensified in some way,
must drive them ab almost the speed of light itself, we
knew, and so if we succeeded, our cylinder would be
hurled across the gulf from earth to moon within mo-
ments, seconds, the speed of light being some 186,300
miles a second and Lhe approximate distance lo the
moon but 238,840 miles. If we made it, we knew we
would make it in seconds, and so would have no need
for air-supplies or other special equipment during the
moments that we would flagh outward.

1f we made il! Yel it seemed incredible now, as we
waited, that we could do so. that we could hurtle across
the awful gulf toward the calmly shining disk above
us. Gazing up toward (hat disk, waiting with taut
nerves for the great bell-signal that would mark the
moment when we must drive out toward it, Carson
outside and Trent und I inside the cylinder regarded
it wilh pounding hearts. T could make out upon that
silver moon-disk the dark blotches of its seas, the Mare
Screnitatis and the Mare Nubium and the rest, the
brilliantly shining region about Tycho, toward the
lower limb, and the more central dark eircle of Coper-
nicus’ mighty crater. Within moments more the cylin-
der in which we stoad would be driving out toward that
shining sphere wilh all the pressure of the awful beam
behind it. What was awaiting us there? Would our
cylinder be shot uncrringly upward and into a shaft
like Lhis on earth, that would in seme way automatically
cushion and halt our great flight, or would we erash in
instantaneous death against the Tunar crags? What
strange cities of unhuman lhordes awaited us, what
hopeless search for our captured friend?

Tensely, silently. we waited, and I think now lhat
those moments of waiting were the most terrible of all,
those moments in which we waited for the signal that
would send us flashing out with all the great beam's
awful power and speed into that gulf, where never men
had flashed before, inlo that great void of airless space
belween earth and moon. Nearer Lhe moon's eircle was
creeping toward the eenler of the eylinder’s transparent
top, above us. Carson’s hand was tightening on the
great switch outside, Lhe switch that we knew would be
ihrown automatically back again after our cylinder had
been shot forth by the beam. My own hand was on the
stud that closed the mighty cylinder’s door, and tensely
through that deor I walched Carson outside. And
nearer—still nearer—toward the center of the circle
of pale light far above crept ihe shining moen. Creep-
ing steadily westward still—ncarer~=nearer—

Clong!

The mighty note rang suddenly out from somewhere
far beneath us, mighty, compelling, like the note of an
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inconeeivably titanie Dbell, and at the same instant
Carson snapped down upon the liltle metal disk's lap,
the white-handled lever in his grasp! There was a
tremendous clear humming from beneath, and as it
sounded, Carson leaped toward us, {hrough the eylinder’s
door, which a moment laler snapped shut as I pressed
on the stud T held! Then the next mement blinding,
dazzling light was stabbing up from beneath and all
about us, a colossal ray of inconceivable brilliance that
scemed to grip the cylinder, to stab upward with it in
its grasp at velocity inconceivable, all things that we
could sce vanishing instantly from about us, save the
moon's bright disk above, Our moment had come at
Ingt, and at almost the speed of light itsclf we were
flagshing out into the void of space toward that disk=
out from earth to moon!

CHAPTER V
The Other Side of the Moonl

EVER are the fellowing moments more to me
N than a swift succession of lightning-like im-

pressions. At the instant that the beam hag shot
upward with our cylinder, we had been pressed against
the floor for a split-second with enoymous force, and
then that pressure had as instantly lesscned. That
instant of pressure passed almost unheeded by us,

S PR

“The swilch that turns on the great beam!” Carson
exclaimed
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though, because at that terrific moment all was to us
but a mighty blaze of brilliant light that flocded about
our cylinder and through its transparent floor and
windows as we flashed up and outward. Clinging to
the central pillar on the cylinder's floor, Carson and
Trent and I were aware for that first instant only of
the blinding ray that had caught and flung us outward,
and then in the next flashing moment I had seen the
moon’s bright sphere swiftly growing in the black
heavens before us!

Thrilled through and through every atom of my body
by the awful velocity at which we were racing through
the veid, brain whirling as we clung there to the pillar,
1 glanced Dback and below us, caught for an instant
through the brilliance of the great beam the dark,
dwindling shape of a brown sphere that I knew was
earth, with to one side and beyond it the blazing disk
of the sun, adorned with vast streamers of flame and
blazing toward us through even the blinding brilliance
of the great beam! Beyond and all about us, too, I had
amomentary impression of thousands of stars, brilliant,
terrible, burning with undimmed splendor there in the
awful void through which the cylinder that carried
us wag leaping at almost the speed of light!

All of this, the wild flash outward with the great
beam about us, my glance shead and behind, all had
taken but a moment of time, and then, even above the
wild thrumming sound which our eylinder gave forth
beneath the awful pressure of the beam, I heard a hoarse
exclamation from Carson who clung there beside me,
turned my gaze upward to see that even in that single
moment that we had been flashing outward, the moon's
great sphere had grown to giant proportions before us,
filled now a third of the heavens, & half, two-thirds! A
huge world it turned before us now, leaping closer and
growing larger with inconceivable rapidity. I caught
a glimpse of the vast dark upper plains of its great
seas, the brilliance that flared toward us from about
Tycho, the great towering ranges of the Carpathians
and the Appenines, all growing enormous, with the
passing of each fraction of a sccond that we hurtled
toward them! Then straight before us, at the center
almost of the great moon-disk ithat now filled all the
heevens before us, I discerned a gigantic circular crater
whose awful towering walls formed a colossal ring miles
high and dozens of miles across, a giant jagged crater
toward the center of which our eylinder at all its im-
mense velocity was rocketing!

“Copernicus!” It was Carson, shouting in my ear
in that mad moment. “We're going to smash inside
Copernicus’ crater!”

Even as Carson cried out there beside me, the jagged
floor of the mighty crater seemed to Le rushing light-
ning-like toward us, all the brilliant, bare and savage
outlines of its rocky surface photographed upon my
Dbrain in thab instant, and then the crater’s floor was
full before us, looming like a giant wall before us as
the cylinder rushed at its awful speed toward it! I
knew it was the end; in that wild moment, we seemed
to cling there and stare fascinated toward it in that
instant that we rushed to death. And then, in the
brilliant-lit rocky floor of the greal crater just before
us, in that giant wall across our path, a tiny black dot
had appeared, a dot that in even the fraction of a
second that I had caught it, had grown swiftly to a
great black circle, the opening of a great shaft in the
crater’s floor, a shalt whose black mouth loomed for
an instant full before our flashing cylinder, and then
into which our cylinder had hurtled, and into the dark
depths of which we were racing on at the same terrific
speed!

On—on—it could hardly have been for more than
a moment that we flashed on through the great shaft's
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dark stygian depths, with our great driving beam
brilliant still beside and behind us, yet that moment
seemed to us to be a time of unmeasured length. The
thought flashed across my spinning brain as I clung
there, that we were speeding into the very bowels of
the moon, on through that great shaft. I had a light-
ning-like vision of tremendous, rocky, cavern-like spaces
through which we clicked like light, spaces illumined
for that split instant by the brilliance of our great driv-
ing beam, and then seemed to see before us, across the
shaft, a great metal barrier which with the speed of
light itself split open before us and closed shut behind
ud. Then I was aware simultaneously of a point of
brilliant light in the darkness ahead, a point that even
as I saw it had grown and seemed to rush toward us
with a speed as great as our own, 2 giant beam of
brilliant light-force like that which drove us on, and
which in the next instant had met our flashing cylinders,
blinding us completely for an instant by the dazzling
glare from the great beams ahead and behind!

Then we were aware suddenly that the cylinder was
slowing with unbelievable quickness and yet smoothly
and noiselessly, was slowing as the beam that drove us
forward was opposed and balanced by the beam that
drove toward us from ahead! The brilliance about us
was lessening swiftly, and as we opened our eyes and
locked forward, we saw that the cylinder was gradually
decreasing its terrible speed; we could see another point
of white light ahead, a soft white light utterly unlike
the brilliant beams. Toward that point the cylinder
swept smoothly, and then as the point loomed and grew
before us, the cylinder had plunged suddenly up from
the shaft into it, up from the shaft’s dark depths into
a great space lit with soft white light! We saw before
us a great black-glitlering disk, set above us, that
seemed very familiar in appearance, saw & great frame-~
work of metal girders set beneath that disk, which
seemed imbedded in the great room's ceiling. Then
the cylinder had swept up into that framework and had
halted against the disk. There was a great clicking of
metal from the framework about us, and our cylinder
hung motionless, suspended beneath the disk, Our
terrific journey was ended!

ARSON was the first to stagger to his feet. Half
consciously, T heard his voice, and then Trent and
I released our grip upon the pillar's metal hand-holds to
which we had clung, and staggered up beside him. He
was gazing eagerly through the transparent sections
of the cylinder’s sides, and now as we gazed out with
him, we saw that the cylinder hung in that great metal
framework from the ceiling of a great chamber of vast
proportions. That chamber, cube-like and with sides
and floor and ceiling of metal, was more than a'thousand
feet wide and long, and was lit by circles of soft light
inset here and there in walls and ceiling, At the center
of its floor there yawned the black circular opening of
the great shaft up which we had come, and above which
the cylinder now hung. Just above that shaft, and
above our cylinder, was inset in the chamber’s ceiling
the great black-glittering disk we had been watching,
and beneath which our cylinder was suspended.

I knew it had taken us only moments to flash across
that titanic gulf through which we had come, though our
swift-succeeding and unforgettable impressions in those
lightning-like moments hed made it seem much longer.
1 remembered now, though, as with Carson and Trent
T gazed forth in awe, that when we had first flashed
into that great shaft in the moon's side, in Copernicus'
crater, we had seemed to be driving straight forward,
but that when we had shot up into this soft-lit chamber,
we had seemed to rise straight upward. It came to me,
though, that our direction was the same but that our
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sense of direction had changed as we had reached the
moon and our Llerrific speed had lessened at the great
shafl’s end. Nor did I doubt longer the way in which
our awful velocity had been lessencd and halted so
swiltly, knowing that our eylinder's approach had some-
how automatically turned on an opposing beam from
the black disk before us, which had swiftly neutralized
the drive of our own outward beam and had slowed and
halted us here. These things, though, flashing across
my mind as they did, were yct nothing to it at that
moment, beside the intent interest that held us as we
gazed eagerly forth from our cylinder, through the
transparent scctions of its sides. N

“Cylinders!” Carson was exclaiming.
this one—and in hundreds!"

We turned to ihe place from which he was gazing,
and then saw thatb at that side of the vast chamber in
which our cylinder hung, there was a great corridor or
passage-way opening from its wall, and that in that
mighty passage stood a great row of huge cylinders
like our own, a row that led directly to the framework
of metal in which our own hung. It was apparent that
these could be moved forward at will into that frame-
work, and shot by the disk -through the great shaft to
our carth, and as I saw that, a sudden chill pessed over
me, a wave of fear that was not for myself, but for my
world. With these cylinders massed here, extending
back into that great corridor in unguessed hundreds,
thousands, perhaps, what great invasion of earth did
mnot their silent presence here portend? I had a
roomentary vision of them flashing down to earth from
the disk above us, hundreds, thousands of them, filled
with tens of thousands of the great flying-circles, and a
countless horde of the monstrous creatures who had
gathered them here!

But that swift vision passed from me in the excite.
ment of the next moment, for Trent was poinling now
to a narrow little metal bridge that led from our cylin-
der’s door to the floor of the room, and to the edge of
the circular abyss above which we hung. We could see
at the great room’s far end, too, a metal stair Lhat led
steeply upward, and afire with eagerness gazed out
toward it. I think that in that moment we all believed
ourselves somewhere in the moon’s interior, since there
‘was no natural light about us, only the soft glow of the
inset.circles. We knew, too, that in the moments before
our cylinder had halted, it had flashed for a great
distance into the moon’s heart through the great shaft,
and now were eager to discover our whereabouts. I
turned swiftly to Carson.

“Therc must be air in this great room!” I cried to
him. “For this must be where the moon raiders left
their eylinder!”

He gazed doubtfully forth. “If there were alr here
it would rush down that shaft,” he objected, "out
through it into the void of airless sp

“Cylinders like
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turned, gazed at cach other with eyes alight, then
turned toward the door. A moment later, holding to
ihe cylinder’s side so that our efforts might nol send
us soaring upward by reason of Lhe moon’s weaker
gravitational power, we stepped out upon the little
bridge outside, the air without seeming exactly like that
within. But as we stepped out, we stopped short on
the bridge, astounded.

For the steps we had taken had been the same as
though taken on earth! Knowing that because of its
smaller mass and weaker gravitational power that our
weight should be but one-sixth its normal figure on the
moon, we had expected from the first plans of our trip
to have to overcome Lhis disadvantage. Had half-ex-
pected, even, that the sudden and great change in
gravity would prove our deaths at once, since such a
change might be expected to have fatal vesults upon
the body's internal organs. We had counted upon tak-
ing that chance, though, had braced ourselves as we
made our first moves outward from the cylinder against
the weaker gravitation we supposed to exist, and now
we had found that that gravitation, apparently, was
cxactly the same as on earth!

““The gravity!” Carson was exclaiming, startled more
than by anything ihat had gone before, as we all were.
“It’s the same as on earth—yet il’s impossible!”

A thought flashed across my Dbrain. “The moon
raiders!” I eried. “You remember youn sajid when they
came to earth they walked about on it as though quite
used to its gravitational power!”

Carson nodded quickly. “They did,” he said. “And
we know the reason for it now. Yet how can the moon’s
gravity be the same? It's against every law of acience!”

But now, even Lhough stunned by the inexplicable
equality of the moon’s gravity with that of earth, we
were gazing eagerly about us. The steep metal stnir
we had caught sight of from the cylinder lay before
us, and as we looked upward we saw that it led up to
the great chamber’s ceiling, and further upward and
outward through a great circular opening in that ceil-
ing, an opening through which we could see a vast,
dim-lit space above, a gleaming far above it that puzzled
us, Without words, moving like men in & dream, we
strode to that stair, were climbing up its steep slant,
up and up until we were almost to the opening, could
see more of the mighty space above, could hear a faint
sound of throbbing that was beating in our ears from
somewhere above, and that came and went.

Hearts pounding, we slowed our upward climb now,
moving more stealthily toward the opening just above.
As we neared it we saw, set at the edge of that opening,
a short melal pillar, which seemed familiar in appear-
ance. Carson pointed to it, whispering, “The switch
of the great disk on the moon!” I nodded. I{ was
& duplicate of the switch on earth; a small metal disk
d on the pillar wilh g white-handled lever swing-

I shook my head. “Didn’t you sce the great rnetnl
barrier or door across the shaft, that split open before
our cylinder and closed behind us ag we flaghed on?”
I asked. “That must have been & great gate or valve
that opened automatically at our coming, and closed
behind us, a valve that keeps the air here from rushing
out as you say.”

E gazed forth n moment still, perplexed, then

silently nodded and turned toward the deor-stud.
‘As he placed his band upon it, we wailed tensely, silent-
ly, for we knew that if there were no air outside, or
if there was but air of great rarily, we would die
within the next few moments. But Carson pressed the
stud without hesitalion, and as the great door clicked
upward in the cylinder’s side we stood motionless. As
there came no rush of air either outward or inward, we

ing at its edge. Bul this lever, I noticed, could be
swung not only to the metal disk’s lower side, to send
the great beam driving downward, down through the
great shaft to earth, bubt could be swung to the metal
disk's upper side, too. Could it be that the great beam
here could be driven upward, too, from the disk's upper
side? Only momentary was the wonder that flashed
across my brain, as we stole upward past the great
switch, for none of us dreamed, then, of the cataclysmic
thing that was to take place upon these steps, at that
great switeh which we passed unheedingly.

Upward we crept, Carson ahead, Trent and I just
below him, and then as his head came above the last
step, as he peered forth into the great space above,
gazed about and upward, I saw.a look of awe come on
his face, awe and amazement inexpressible, as though
his eyes gazed upon something which his brain refused
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to credit. Staring forth, it was as though for the
moment he had forgolten Lhe existence of Trent and
mysclf, and we glanced toward oach other, and continued
lo creep silently after him. We reached him, raised
our cyes carcfully above the level of the last step,
above the cdge of the great opening in the big cham-
ber’s ceiling. Then, as our eyes too took in what lay
about and above us, we too were stunned into unbeliev-
ing silence.

We were gazing out into a great space whose very

i i and exi were i dible to us, & far-
reaching vault of spnce that extended, lit with soft
white light, as far as the eye could see. The firat thing
about it which eaught and held our eyes was that which
lay above it, a great vault of blackness, of night, in
which burned the familiar stars, yet which scemed
closed ouk from Lhe space about us by a barrier that we
could scarcely realize, a gleaming yct transparent ma-
terial that stretched far away, over all the great space
about us, and Lhat was only visible by reason of the
light dimly reflected upon it from benealh! A titanie,
unbelievable transparent roof, stretching away as far
as the eye could reach, miles above the great apace that
surrounded us, closing in that space from the blackness
of the outer night and from the burning stars!

UR dazed cyes, moving from that gigantic trans-

parent roof to the vista about us, we saw that
there stretched away in oll directions to the horizons a
smooth level plain, a great plain that was covered as
far as the eye could reach by buildings! Buildings of
metal, buildings like none that man had ever looked upon
before, surely; buildings that towered for thousands of
feet, many of them, through the dusk toward the trans-
parent roof far above! PBuildings that were many-sided,
angle polyhedrons, that were like great faceted dia-
monds of metal, that were like giant metal crystals
ranged in rows and streets! In their angled, faceted
sides were set circles of soft glowing white light, light
tha:(chunged this lunar cily's night into a dim, twilight
dusk.

And that strange, great city swarmed with Jife! For
here and there across and above it there flitted smoothly
in ceaseless swarms scores and hundreds of great flat
circles, throbbing from building-roof to roof, circles
upon which we could see dark figures. Figures erect
and bulbous, their bodies cased in shells, their short
limbs ending in webbed and taloned paws, their great
heads reptilian and tapering, borne on snake-like necks!
Tarlle-figures, turlle-men like those who had raided down
to earlh in one of their great cylinders on the mighty
beam, and into whose city we had won, at last, in our
search for Howland! Far away reached the crystal-like
buildings of that city, the streets between lhem swarm-
ing too with turtle-creatures, but in the mass of those
buildings lay a great central plaza, or circular clearing,
in which was the great opening through which we gazed.
And get in the metal floor beside our opening, we saw,
was the black-glittering upper surface of the great disk,
the disk whose lower surface was set in the ceiling of
the great chamber beneath ug. Could it be, then, I asked
mysell, that my inference on seeing the switch had been
right, and that the giant beam was shot upward from
this great disk’s upper side alaso? But that was bub
a passing thought across the stunned awe that Alled
us now as we gazed forth.

“The city of the moon creatures,” Carson was whis-
pering, as we gazed out. “The city of the moon cren-
lures, and it is here where we never dreamed that it
might be—on the other side of the maoon!”

The other side of the moon! TFor we saw now, knew
now, that it was there that this city about us lay, it
was there that we now stood. Our great cylinder, flash-
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ing into the mouth of the great shaft there in the
crater of Copernicus, had rushed on at its titanic speed
through the moon’s depths, not halting in these cav-
ernous depths as we had thought it might, but going on
through the moon itself, to its other side! Flashing
on lo this other side that never had been seen by any-
one on earth, turned always away from earth as it was,
and that yet held upon its surface this giant, trans-
parent-roofed city, whose masses of colossal angled
buildings, held within it the unguessed-myriads of the
turtle-creatures’ hordes, stretched all about us as far as
the eye could reach! For it was here that the moon
crentures had existed—for how many ages ?~—unsuspect-
ed by any on earth. They had pierced their great shaft
down from this side through the very center of the
cold moon itself, down and out the moon’s earthward
side, so that their cylinders might be driven by the
great disk's beam down and out that shaft, through
the moon and across lhe gulf to earth, just as our
cylinder [rom earth had been driven lightning-like out
toward the moon’s earthward side and through the
great shaft there to this other side, straight through
the moon!

And in this mighty city about us, this great turtle-
city that lay now beneath the darkness of the moon
night, two weeks long, even as the moon’s earthward
side lay in the lunar day of two weeks, the moon-
creatures could change their night to dusk, at least,
lighting it by their great glowing circles inset in their
buildings. Shielding it from the awful cold of space,
from the airless void, by the giant transparent roof far
above it, which we knew must cover all the moon’s far
side, & great air-tight shield which made existence here
in their city possible by means of an artificial air supply.
For well we knew that without that shield above it the
air about us would rush forth into the void instantly
and leave this far side of the moon as dead and cold
and barren as the earthward side! Here in their great
shielded, air-tight city on the moon’s one side dwelt the
turtle-hordes, yet why had they built this city upon one
side alone, upon the side never seen by earth?

EFORE my whirling brain could suggest any ex-

planation of this, though, Carson had gazed about,
had drawn himself up through the opening to stand
upon the surface of the great plaza itself. No turtle-
shapes could we see through the dusk upon all that great
clearing, though in the city's streets that we could
glimpse through the dusk we could see great masses
of the turtle-creatures moving busily to and fro, hordes
of fAlying-circles that throbbed to and fro over the city
and from building to building. Standing there in that
strange solt dusk, shiclded by it from the eyes of the
turtle-crentures in the city about us, whom our own
earth-sharpened eyes, accustomed to the deeper natural
night of earth, could easily make out, we paused. Gaz-
ing with awe about us, at the giant shapes of the
great buildings looming in the dusk all around and
Deyond us, we came back suddenly to realization of our
own purpose as Carson turned toward us,

“Now is our best chance to search for Howland in
this lunar city!” he exclaimed. “For with this dusk
lying over it we have a chance to evade the turtle-
creatures for a time, at least, to escape discovery long
enough to find some trace of Howland!”

“But where would they take him?” asked Trent.
“This city must stretch over all the moon's far side, and
how can we find him in it?”

“It's our one chance to do so, in this dusk of the
lunar night!” Carson declared. “Twenty-four hours
from now earth will have revolved again, so that its
shaft there in Yucatan will be in line with this shaft
down through the moon, and when that occurs we must
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go back—back to warn our world. But during those
twenty-four hours there is a chance, a million to one
chance, 1 admit, that we may be able to find Howland
here, to eseape discovery by these swarming turtle-
creatures, and to take him back with us!”

“But to venture into this city around us—these streets
crowded with turtle-creatures—is deeth!” 1 exclaimed.
“Even now it is n miracle, that even through this dusk
we haven't been discovered on the plaza, at lhe city’s
center!”

“We must risk it,” Carson said. “Some of the streets
in the city around us, you can’see, are hardly used
by the turtle-creatures, while others are swarming with
them. Well, if we can make our way through these
comparatively deserted streets, in thls dusk, we can
perhaps evade Lhe turtle-creatures long enough to find
some clue to Howland's fate”

Gazing about us again, straining our eyes through
the dusk across the great plaza's surface, we could see
that Carson was right and that some of the narrow
strects that branched from that plaza were almost empty
of turtlecreatures, while the other .and broader ones
were filled with masses of them, apparently most of them
carrying with them tools or instruments of one sort or
another. All this we could only perceive as through
a misty sexcen, through the dusk that lay unchangingly
over all thia lunar city. Yet we were puzzled by the
fact, thankful as we were for it, that no turtle-creatures
moved upon or across the great plaza at whose center
we stood. It was evident, to us, after a moment's
thought, that only those came out on the plaza wha
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wished to reach the chamber beneath it, through the
opening by which we stood, and as none were desirons,
apparently, of reaching that grest chamber now, the
great plaza was deserted.

Pausing there, peering about, we stood for only a
moment longer, and then Carson, with a silent gesture,
was leading the way across the plaza, through the soft
thick dusk toward its edge, toward one of the narrow
and almost emply strcets that branched from that edge.
Before us as we moved on, hearts beating rapidly with
every step, the gigantic crystal-like building laomed
larger, and to our ecars came louder the sounds of
activity from the thronged broader streets, the deep
bass note of many turtle-voices, the throbbing of many
flying-circles that sped past in the duslk high overhead.
Even through the shrouding dusk it seemed impossible
that we could move nearer toward the great buildings
without being discovered, but Carson was leading the
way straight toward one of the narrower and emptiex
streets, n mere crevice between the great towering metal
buildings, and once we reached its deeper shadow we
might eclude the creatures without great trouble, I
knew. On we crept through the dusk toward it, then
suddenly flung ourselves flat, as a flying-circle throbbing
by overhead dipped suddenly close toward us!

Lying there with pounding heart, it scemed impossible
that we had not been seen by those on it, but in a
moment it had passed, and with the next moment we
were up again, moving on through the dusk toward the
deeper dusk of the narrow chasm-like street that opened
through the looming buildings before ns. We were
almest at that opening now, but a few yards from its
welcome deeper shadow. We were within yards, feet
of it, of the great plaza’s edge, when we stopped abrupt-
ly and recoiled! For [nto that narrow opening just
before us, from one of the great buildinga beside It, had
emerged a dozen or more dark, upright forms conversing
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in deep bass tones that came clearly to us through the
dusk, and moving straight toward the great plaza’s
center and ourselves! Dark, bulbous turtle-forms, who,
before Carson and Trent ahead or I behind could leap
back, were within yards of us. Grotesque great shell-
cased creatures who stopped short as they caught sight
of us, stared toward us for a moment with lidless eyes,
and then were rushing forward upon us!

CHAPTER VI
The Battle of the Flying-Circles

S the dozen or more great turtle-creatures ahead
A rushed toward us, I seemed to stand for a moment
in a stunned paralysis of inaction, then saw Car~
son’s automatic leap from its holster, heard the swift
crack of it and saw two of those onrushing creatures
stumble and fall, saw another collapse as Trent's gun
spoke in his hand. My own pistol was now in my
grasp, and I was leaping forward, hearing from all
about the great plaza and all across the giant city a
sudden wave of sounds of alarm. But before I had
leaped more than a step forward, Carson had cried out
to me over his shoulder.

“Back, Foster!” he cried. “They’ve got us, but you
can get away! It's the only chance now for Howland
and us—for one to stay freel!”

Even in that agonized moment, as the great turtle-
creatures rushed forward unchecked upon Carson and
Trent ahead, I knew that Carson's cry was truth, that
if we all were captured there would be no chance, but
that one free might save the rest, might escape back
from moon to earth to warn our world, at least. I stoed
hesitant for an instant, pistol in hand, torn by my desire
to rush forward beside my two friends, and then had
turned, and was running backward through the dusk
across the great clear plaza’s surface, back toward the
opening in it up through which we had come. Behind
me I heard the crack of the automatics of Carson and
Trent suddenly cease, heard a quick scuffling, a babel of
deep-toned cries and hoarse shouts, and knew that the
moon-creatures had rounded up my friends. From all
around the great plaza it seemed that other moon-crea-
tures were pouring forth from the mighty buildings in
answer to the alarm, and at top speed I ran on through
the dusk toward the great opening through which we
had come.

A moment more and I was at that opening, but now I
could discern, far across the plaza through the thick
dusk, a half-score of great turtle-forms that were run-
ning toward it! They had not as yet caught sight of
me, I knew, but as I flung myself down the metal stair
into the great cube-chamber where our cylinder still
hung suspended above the abyss of the great shaft, I
knew that within minutes they would reach that cham-
ber. Frantically I gazed about for sore place of con-
cealment, but in the greal, metal-walled and white-lit
room there seemed none. I jumped to the bridge that Jed
to the open door of the suspended cylinder, some wild
idea of hiding in that cylinder fAashing across my mind,
but as [ reached the bridge I stopped, gazing up at the
mighty metal girders about the great cylinder, which
supported it there, beneath the disk and above the
shalt’s circular abyss. Two of those giant girders
erossed at right-angles just above me, and in the next
monent I was clambering upon them, lying along the
horizontal one and praying that its broad surface might
shield me from the gaze of any one beneath. Hardly
had I reached that precarious place of concealment, the
dark mouth of the bottomless shaft down beneath me,
when there burst into the great room from above a
group of a dozen turtle-creatures!?
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All, T saw, were armed with half-hemispheres of metal
like those Carson had described to us, containers of
the deadly green vacuum ray, and I held my breath as
they burst down the stair, calling to each olher in deep
tones and gazing eagerly about the room, None looked
up toward the great girder on which I lay prone, and
they seemed reassured by the emptiness of the great
place. For a few moments they conversed in their
strange vibrant tones, glancing about them, a dozen
inconceivably strange great shelled turtle-creatures, and
then as one of them glanced toward the cylinder that
hung suspended beside me he uttered something and
all moved toward it, to eross the bridge just beneath me.

As they came across that bridge, halting beside the
cylinder's open door and peering within with hemi-
spheres ready, I could have reached down my arm and
touched the tops of their great reptilian heads, so close
were they beneath me. I hardly dared breathe; I lay
with muscles tense, yet with an intolerable desire to
shout aloud, as they conversed there for 2 moment more,
inches only beneath the great girder on which I lay,
Then my tension relaxed as they turned to go. Hope
rising in me again, I saw them turning to go across the
great chamber and up the narrow stair, but then saw
to my dismay that one of them had remained there in
the big room, one who held his vacuum-ray hemisphere
still in his grasp and who was obviously a sentinel left
on guard! Despair rushed across me again as I saw
the others leaving, passing up the stair and out the
great opening into the plaza above, while the single one
remaining paced about with lidless eyes alert, as watch-
ful as ever.

MYRIAD plans of escape flashed through my brain

as I lay there, yet all seemed hopeless while that
guard remained beneath me. AL any moment I might
be discovered by him, I knew, and then a flash of the
deadly green ray would put an end to my existence
before T could make a move. Yet somewhere in the
mighty city about me, living or dead, were my Ekwo
friends who were willing to sacrifice themselves to allow
me to escape, and I kpew that unless 1 could win free
and find Carson and Trent soon, and with them make
our search for Howland, the twenty-four hours, at the
end of which we must flash back to warn earth, would
be gone. Racking my brains for some expedient, T
finally chose the most desperate, for I dared not make
use of my pistol. It was a slim chance, to be sure, but
putting my idea into operation, I reached forth and
tapped sharply upen the side of the giant metal cylinder
suspended beside the girder on which I lay.

As the resonant sound of my rapping broke the still-
ness of the great chamber 1 saw the turtle-guard, at the
other end of the great room, turn instantly, with hemi-
sphere upraised, gazing toward the eylinder. Then
quickly he was coming across the great floor toward it,
toward the little bridge of metal that jutted out from
the great shaft's edge to the cylinder's open door, He
came slower as he reached that bridge, standing there
at the very edge of the abyss and gazing forward into
the cylinder with ray-container still ready for action.
Silently 1 gathered myself, and then as he stepped just
beneath the great girder on which I was, T threw myself
down upon him!

Even as I had leaped down upon him the sound of
that leap had brought his deadly hemisphere flashing
up toward me, but he was a moment too late, for in the
next instant I was upon him, had crumpled him down
to the surface of the little bridge, and we were strug-
gling madly upon it. Gripping each other with the
utmost of our powers, we struggled there upon that
narrow little strip of metal, and beneath us was the
mighty depths of the giant shaft, that led down through
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-the whole sphere of the moon itself!
‘Twisting, turning, with the turtle-creature
who gripped me striving above all else to
bring his hemisphere up against me, while
1 strove Lo prevent it, we rolled there on
the little bridge in as silent and deadly o
conflict as I have ever experienced. En-
deavoring in vain to get n hold upon that
grotesque, shelled body, I felt my strength
leaving me fast; I felt the great paws that
held me dragging me inch by inch toward
the bridge’s side, toward the abyss!

Another moment and we were rolling at
the very edge, and then I felt myself being
drawn irresistibly over that edge by the
great limba that held me, saw beneath me,
ag though from a great distance, the black
depths of the great shoft into which I was
being propelled.

A sudden mad frenzy of strength surged
through me at the sight, 8 wild accession
of sudden strength with which 1 thrust

That fierce

blindly out at the monster who held me.
thrust, unexpected as it was to him, knocked hirm
suddenly away from me, to the very edge of the
bridge, and then he was toppling over that edge,

hurtling down into the great shaft's depths, A deep
wailing cry eame up to me for a moment, and then all
was silence!

I stumbled to my feet, aeross the bridge and to the
solid metal floor of the great chamber, toward the stair
that led upward, But before I had taken a half-dozen
steps I stopped once more and gazed upward. From
above had eome a growing throbbing sound, a throbbing
that was rapidly increasing in intensity, that was near-
ing me! Only sn instant I heard it and then saw,
throngh the great round opening in the big room’s ceil-
ing, a dark circle that was coming down toward that
opening from high above through the dusk. It was one
of the great Nying-circles, and it was coming straight
down toward the opening above me, straight down
toward the great chamber in which I stood!

Spellbound with horror I stood there for a moment as
the great dark shape swept downward, and in that mo-
ment it had reached the grent opening in the ceiling, was
floating smoothly down through it. But as it did so
1 had turned, had leaped backward. I knew even in that
moment of deadly peril that T had no time to reach
my former place of concealment on the girder, that I
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would be seen before ever I could reach it. The great
suspended cylinder lay before me, its open door just
across the little bridge on which I had battled, but
neither could I take refuge in it, and for an instant 1
stood in an agony of indecision. Then cven as the
great flying-circle shot down into the big chamber I
had made my decision, had leaped to the edge of the
great shaft before me and had lowered myself swiftly
over that edge, hanging from the rim of the abyss
with all its terrific depths bencath me, and with only my
fingers now visible on the rim to which I clungt

VEN as I had lowered myself into that desperate

place of concealment, I had heard the great flying-
circle sweep down through the opening above, to the
great chamber’s metal floor, coming to rest there with
its throbbing of power ceasing, I heard the deep vi-
brant voices of turtle-creatures then, many of them by
the sound, as they emerged from the flying circle to the
Toom’s floor, and I prayed that they might not see my
clutching fingers there on the great shaft’s rim, since o
slight push would send me hurtling down into the awful
depths beneath me after my late antagonist. The crea-
tures ahove seemed to halt upon emerging from the
flying-circle, and I heard one passing across the narrow
little bridge to my right, peering into the cylinder, ap-
parently, and then returning without having seen my
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clinging shape in the shadows of the great shaft's
depths. But now my hands seemed going numb with the
strain of holding me there from the shafl's rim, and I
felt my grip upon Lhat rim slowly slipping!

There was an ngonized moment in which the turtle-
crealures above conversed in their deep tones, while my
grip continued to relax in spite of all the efforts of my
will. I knew that a moment more would mark the limit
of my endurance, would see me hurlling downward, but
as I gave up all hope, I heard the sound of heavy foot-
steps on the metal floor above, and I knew that the
turtle-creatures were moving around the great shaft to
the room’s opposite side, were passing apparently back
into that greab corridor which opened from it and in
which the long row of cylinders was ranged. Hardly
had the sound of their voices receded into that eorridor
than I was endeavoring to pull myself up over the rim
{from which I hung. For a moment my numbed muscles
refused to obey the commands of my will, my aching
limbs seeming incapable of further effort, and panic shot
through me as I found myself unable to draw myself
up. That very panic, though, served to spur me to 2
greater eflort, and at last with a wild convulsion of my
muscles, I had scrambled up over the great shaft's side
and lay panting beside its edge.

For a while I lay there in utter exhaustion, then
staggered to my feet. The great flying-circle of the
turtle-creatures Iny on the big room’s metal floor not far
from me, but none of the creatures themselves were in
sight, all having poesed into the corridor on the other
side, from which still came the faint vibrations of their
voices. 1 sprang across the room, toward the atair that
led upward, but at the foot of that stair I halted, gazing
back toward the silent flying-circle, a sudden thought
oceurring to me. Could I but operate that flying-circle
it would enable me to make a survey of the great moon
city, which 1 could accomplish in no other way. Afire
ith the idea, I leaped back toward the great craft,

It was simply o great flat circle of smooth metal, a
lew retaining wall of metal perhaps a foot high around
its edge. The circle, like all the others I had seen, was
fully a hundred feet in diameter, and at its center was
the mechanism by which it was propelled, This mech-
anism, whatever its nature, was cased in a low flat
cylinder or raised circle, upon the top of which was a
bewildering series of studs, and oddly-charactered dials,
all grouped about a single central upright lever or
handle. I flung myself down beside this switch-cylinder,
pressed swiftly upon the studs in turm, but without
result. The voices of the moon-crentures, back in the
grent corridor, seemed neaver, louder, now, and 1 knew
that they were returning, would in a moment more be
emerging into the great chamber, so frantically I pressed
and twisted at the studs before me. Then as my fingers
fell upon the studs in a cerlain order, something clicked
Lenecath them and there came instantly a smooth, power-
{ul throbbing from the circle’s mechanism. At once I
grasped the central handle, and as I did so, felt the
circle rising smoothly up from the floor toward the
ceiling, a section of the circle at the center being trans-
parent for downward vision.

A moment’s experiment showed me that the central
handle was the one control of the circle’s direction, the
great disk veering to whichever side that handle was
inclined, descending when it was pressed downward and
rising when it was pulled upward. Clumsily I guided
il up toward the great opening in the ceiling, maneu-
vered for an instant beneath that opening, and then
had risen up through it, my great circle throbbing
smoothly upward into the dusk above the great moon
eity! All nbout me there stretched into the thickening
twilight that seemed never to change the great masses
of the strange faceted buildings, seeming as I soared up
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nbove them like giant erystals of metal, angled and
regular-sided, cast down into geometric, neat forma-
tions. I could glimpse through the dusk many olher
flying-circles that were coming and going from roof
to roof of the great buildings, but for the moment
paid these small attention, sending my own circle soar-
ing across the great plaza beneath me to the spot where
I had Inst seen Carson and Trent.

S I reached that spot, I halted the cirele’s progress,
hanging motionless a few hundred feet above the
plaza’s smooth surface and gazing down toward it.
Nothing lay beneath me, though, but the smooth metal,
stretching away to the great buildings et the plaza's
edge. There was no sign of Carson or Trent beneath, no
loitering turtle-creatures, even, and it wae with heart
sick with despair that I gazed about on every side in
search of them. Nowhere were they to be seen, no
shapes were moving across the great plaza, though
‘masses of the turtle-shapes moved in the streets of the
city about me, and swarming circles throbbed by all
about me in the dusk of the lunar cily’s night.

Despairingly I stared around, for where in this
mighty, dim-lit city could I hope to find my friends?
The proverbial needle and haystack seemed easy beside
my own problem, but I knew that never could I rest
until I had discovered my friends’ fate. I had seen no
bodies or blood stains below, so it seemed logical to hope
that they still lived. Grasping the control of my flying-
circle again, I gent it slanting up above the great city
again, out now over its strange massed buildings and
swarming streets at a height of a hundred feet or so,
peering down through the dusk at buildings and streets
for some trace of my missing frlends. Nothing could
T see of them, nothing but the giant buildings, inset
circles of glowing light and small trlangular windows
alternating in their sides, the metal streets below in
which the hordes of the turtle-creatures surged with
their pever-ceasing gathering of instruments and ma-
terials, their great preparations thalt seemed never to
end. Down among the buildings I slanted now and
then, hanging beside their small triangular windows and
peering inside, but the darkness of their interiors baf-
fled me, made me slant upward again.

1 continued to drive across the city, peering down
into it with the hopelessness of my search growing more
and more complete. From the turtle-creatures who
moved in masses below me I had no fear of discovery,
but the flying-circles that swarmed thick about me, I
twisted and turned unceasingly to aveid, knowing that
if those creatures on them discovered my human form
through the dusk, it would mean the end. But the
turtle-creatures on those swarming circles ignored me.

The city, I could see now, stretched from horizon to
horizon, covering all the moon's far side, without a
break. Long before the great plaza and its opening had
vanished in the dusk behind me, but atill far above I
could see the faint gleaming of the mighty transparent
roof which shielded this air-tight lunar metraopolis from
the airless void of space. Through that roof, and
through the dusk beneath it, I could make out the famil-
iar stars, the great constellations unchanged in form or
position, and the sight sent a poignant enrth-sickness
sweeping through me for an instant. Then 1 snapped
back to sudden attention, fear stabbing me in the next
instant, for a great flying-circle which I had not seen
approaching had swept only a score of feet above me!

I turned, saw it soaring on a little distance behind me,
then saw that it had stopped, turned, and was coming
back toward me. The turtle-creatures on it had seen
me! Straight toward me it was flying, but in the next
instant I had grasped the control of my own circle, had
gent it zooming upward, throbbing with power, up over
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the city at a greater height and away from the follow-
ing circle, Upward I shot steeply, clinging to the cir-
cle’s center, and then as I glanced back saw that the
other circle was following, was slanting up after me
with the dozen turtle-creatures upon its surface plainly
vigible to me, gazing toward me as their craft shot up
on my track. They were pursuing me!

Something of panic filled me as I realized the fact,
but I gripped myself, sent the flying-circle on which I
crouched slanting higher, higher until the city beneath
was fading from sight in the thick dusk, Yet the pur-
suing craft came on, and because its drivers could
maneuver it more skillfully than I, was rapidly over-
taking me! TUp and outward, up until the great massed
buildings beneath had passed completely from sight in
the dusk, pursucd and pursuing circle fled, my heart
racing as the gap Detween us steadily lessened. It had
been my hope to lose the pursuing craft in.the dusk, but
turn and twist as I might, I could not shake them off,
and rapidly they were drawing within yards of me. I
could now see the gleam of the gigantic transparent
roof, not far above, and knew that in my flight I had
risen far above the moon city, was almost against the
great roof, Then, just as I turned to glance back again
toward the pursuing circle close behind me, 1 saw a
great ray of misty green light, driving straight toward
me, from a large hemisphere set at that circle’s edge.

Instinctively, in that instant, I jerked the handle in
my grasp, sent my flying-circle rushing sidewise to
avoid that misty ray. The next instant the green ray
had struck through the air where I had been, and as
it did so, the sharp thunder of a great detonation
sounded in my ears, while my fleeting circle reeled be-
neath a swift and sudden rush of air about me! 1
knew it was the deandly vacuum ray that Carson had
seen, the green ray that destroyed all atmosphere about
what it struck, creating a perfect vacuum by annihilat-
ing the air in its path, and thus slaying any living thing
within its range by that vacuum, Even as I had rushed
sidewise, through, to avoid that deadly ray, the pur-
suing fturtle-creatures had swerved their racing circle
likewise, and in another moment another shaft of the
green ray stabbed toward me. .

GAIN T swerved, dipping downward, but this time
the misty ray had driven past but a few feet from
my circle’s edge, and the resulting stunning detonation
beside me had all but upset my flying craft. Clinging
desperately to its controls, {wisting and turning in o
vain effort to escape these merciless pursuers whose
deadly shafts were flashing about me, I felt my blood
rising in swift, burning anger, looked swiftly about
and then saw that at my own flying-cirele’s edge was
attached ome of the big metal hemispheres like that
from which they loosed their ray. I saw, too, that on
the side of the switch-case before me was & green stud
that I bad not noticed before, and with sudden resolu-
tion I swerved my fleeing circle swiftly about upon my
pursuers, the hemisphere on its edge turned toward
them, and then pressed the green stud. At once there
leaped back from the hemisphere at my circle’s edge a
shaft of misty green light, stabbing toward my pur-
suers and past them at a short distance. As the sharp
thunder of its detonation came to my ears 1 saw the
pursuing circle dip and recl suddenly as the ray created
a vacuum beside it.

Still it drove on toward me, and then as I sent my
own circle rushing straight back toward ijt, our two
deadly rays crossed and clashed there in mid-air, both
of us swerving instantly to avoid the opposing ray.
Circling, dipping, striking, we hung there beneath the
giant transparent roof, high above the great moon city
that lay in the dusk far beneath, engaged in what was
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surely as strange a battle as ever was fought. I knew,
though, that that battle could not continue for long, for
my opponents were very skillful in handling the great
flying-cireles, and it was only by superhuman cfforts
that I had been able to avoid their leaping shafts of
green light as lIong as I had. Those green shafts strik-
ing from our circles produced a swift succession of
great thundering detonations about us, and I knew that
should the sounds be heard in the city far beneath, it
would be & malter of moments before other fiying-cir-
cles would be racing up also. Knowing that, I decided
to risk all on a desperate expedient which had oceurred
to me, and which would give me a chance, at least, of
destroying my pursuers.

Driving my circle toward the hovering circle of my
enemies, I waited until their green ray had leaped light-
ning-like toward me, cleaving the air but a few feet
above me as I dipped from it, and then as the thunder-
ous detonation of that ray sounded, I collapsed suddenly,
went limp there on the surface of my fying-circle, its
control loose in my grasp. It went whirling downward
through the dusk without my guiding hand, while I
clung to it. ¥ saw the rays of lhe enemy circle cease as
it did so, saw them driving smoothly down after my
falling circle, as though to inspect it more closely.
Swiftly they slanted down after me, while I clung fran-
tically to my own circle’s surface. Then as they swept
nearer toward my turnbling craft I grasped its control,
righted it with one swift motion, and before the driving
circle beside me could swerve away had pressed the ray-
stud and had sent o shaft of the green ray stabbing
toward the group of moon-creatures at its center!

As thal green ray struck them I heard the rocking
detonation of it loud in my ears, and in that moment,
while their circle drove beside my own, I saw the crea-
tures upon it suddenly collapsing and staggering and
falling, falling to death as thelr bodies swelled, broke,
and exploded before my eyes! The next instant, with no
living hand at its controls, their great flying-circle was
driving crazily down toward the shrouding dusk be-
neath in 2 long slant, disappearing in the dusk in
another moment as it plunged to destruction! Then,
with my own flying-circle speeding smoothly on through
the dusk, I lay for & few moments motionless at its
center, filled with the sick horror that had flooded
through me as I had seen the turtle-creatures explode
beneath my ray, forgetful for the moment of all save
the hideous form of death that had overtaken them in
the green shaft of light that I had loosed upon them.

When I overcame that horror and came back to a
complete realization of my position, I found by circle
still soaring smoothly onward through the dusk which
veiled all things about me. Now I sent the strange
great creft slanting downward again, down through
the thick twilight until the gleam of the transparent roof
had receded again to far above me, until I could make
out again the masses of faceted buildings and thronged
metal streets of the great moon city beneath. As I
drove cautiously down over it, avoiding with utter
care the flying-circles, swarming here and there above
it, I became convinced that the battle which I had
fought high in the dusk above had aroused no attention
here in the city below, since no alarm had been given.
Flying-circles still swarmed across the city from roof
to roof, and in the metal streets the turtle-creatures
continued to throng, but there was no evidence that any
had heard the detonations of our combat,

Satisfied that this was the case, I gazed about me to
ascextain the direction of the great plaza from which
I had come. But now I saw that the great buildings
and the streets, above which I moved, were so similar
in appearance to each other that there was nothing by
which I could remember the way I had come. Swift
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panic shoot through me, as I comprehended suddenly
that my cirelings and turnings in the battle high in the
dusk overhead had hopelessly confused all my direction-
sense, and that, without any landmarks to remember in
the great moon city beneath me, I had no idea where the
great plaza, with our cylinder beneath it, might lie! I
wag lost—lost there above the great city of the moon

creatures!
CHAPTER VII

Through Strange Perils

realized that I had lost all idez of my where-

abouts, that I might wander through the dusk
over this colossal moon city until some unavoidable
accident would inevitably discover me to its hordes be-
neath. Then, forcing myself to consider my situation
calmly, I strove to remcmber in what direction I had
come from the great plaza, but found the effort in vein,
my twistings and turnings aloft having hopelessly con-
fused me. To rise higher for a wider survey of the
great city was useless, since the higher one went, the
more difficult did the dusk make such a survey. I came
to the conclusion, finally, that my best hope was to move
on aver the city in search of Carson and Trent as I had
been doing, trusling that my search might bring me
within sight of the great central plaza.

So, sending the great flying-circle down toward the
huge, crystal-like metal buildings, I began again to
soar smoothly above them at moderate speed, watching
intently for some sign of my friends, scanning the
erowded streets and the great buildings carefully for
some trace of them. On and on, over the weird seem-
ingly-endless city of the moon-creatures I went, but all
its vast expanse seemed the same, geometrically pat-
terned rows of giant buildings, their inset circles glow-
ing with soft light; the ways between them crowded
with the never-ceasing throngs of the turtle-creatures,
and the air above them swarming with great flying-
circles like my own, among which I desperately twisted
and turned in the dusk. On I went, and had been
engaged in this seemingly fruitless survey for some
two hours, had begun to thirk that after all my quest
was useless and that Carson and Trent had been slain
in the struggle there in the plaza. But the sight of o
gigantic building of the same shape as all the others
of this strange city, but immeasurably larger than any
1 had yet seen, drove all such thoughts from my mind.

A single titanic crystal of metal, with many angles
and feceted sides, set with glowing circle and triangular
window, it Joomed giant-like among the smaller faceted
crystals that were the buildings about it, its own vast

g COLD, uncontrollable terror pripped me as I

bulk lifting for fully two thousand feet toward the.

transparent roof far above. I scnsed, immediately, that
this was some center of the moon city's activities, the
move so because its great flat roof was alive with flying-
circles landing and departing. To venture near it, I
knew, was to risk instant discovery, so swarming with
life was the air above it and the streets about it, yet
hope was rising suddenly {n me, and I drove the flying-
cirele down toward the great building's faceted side,
partly hidden by that side and by the thick dusk from
the masses of flying-circles arriving and departing

AMAZING STORIES QUARTERLY

the moment I had seen it, had appeared to me white,
hwman!  For but a moment that face had showed at
one of the triangular little windows set in the mighty
building’s side above me, but that uncertain glimpse
through the dusk had given me sudden new hope. Quick-
ly I grasped the control of my flying-circle, began to
move up toward that window. The next moment I had
swerved outward again from it, for glancing down, I
noticed a number of turtle-creatures standing motion-~
less at the mighty building's base among the surging
throngs about it. Apparently they were guards, and
they were gazing up toward me through the dusk! I
dared not loiter longer outside the great building’s side
lest their suspicions be definitely aroused, and with
something like despair I sent my flying-cirele driving
upward instead.

As T shot upward, though, above the level of the great
buijlding's roof, I saw that which suddenly renewed my
hope. The masses of departing and arriving circles had
ceaged for the time being on that roof, and amid the
flying-circles resting on it I could see-a round opening
and 2 stair leading downward. Gazing across the great
roof, hovering in the dusk beside it, I saw then that
there were guards upon it, & half-dozen turtle-guards
armed with ray-hemispheres, but that they were moving
toward a great flying~circle which had landed upon the
roof's far side a moment before, one that was loaded
with many strange machines. Not only the guards were
moving toward it, but up through the opening from the
great building's interior were pouring several scores of
turtle-creatures who were heading toward that newly
landed circle, preparing apparently to unlead from it
the mechanisms it carried.

Within a moment all had hurried toward that disk,
far across the great roof, and as I peered through the
dusk toward it, I saw that the opening leading down-
ward was quite unguarded. A moment I hesitated, then
abruptly sent my flying-circle throbbing smoothly down-
ward toward that opening on the roof. Down I slanted,
the circle coming smoothly to rest in a moment on the
flat roof beside the opening, and then I had sprung
{rom it to the roof, gazing fearfully across it through
the thick dusk toward the group of furtlecreatures
about the newly-landed circle at the edge, hundreds of
feet from me. They had ap'parently not noticed my
landing circle in Lhe deep twilight, and at once I sprang
toward the opening leading downward, pistol in hand,
and was creeping silently but swiftly down the narrow
stair that led into the mighty building's interjor.

OWN-—down—step after step I crept, silently as

possible and with pistol ready, down until I saw
that the stair ended a dozen feet below me in a wide
corridor from which opened many doors. From those
doors came sounds of activity, humming of machines
and deep tones of turtle-creatures, and I gripped my
weapon tightly as I crept toward the nearest of them.
In a moment I had reached it, was silently drawing my-
gelf to its edge, peering inside. There was a great room
inside, duskily illuminated like the broad corridor by 2
few circles of glowing light, Within it were great,
looming mechanisms, moving cogs and bars and chaing
‘which were mysteries to me, tended by a score or more
of turtle-creatures who appeared to be shaping upon

above. Then, gazing forth with hop d eyes,
I began to move slowly with my great flat craft about
the mighty structurc’s side, gazing tensely toward its
triangular windows as I passed around it. And then
when I had passed around half the giant building's bulk,
I stopped my throbbing craft suddenly short in mid-air,
gazing through the dusk toward a window above me,
with heart suddenly racing.

T had seen a face there, a half-discerned face that, in

them hemispheres of metal that recalled to me instantly
the deadly ray-hemispheres. Only a moment I peered
inside, thankful for the deep dusk of the great build-
ing’s interior, then with beating heart silently pulled
myself past the open door, unobserved by the busy
monstrous shapes inside, and was moving on down the
corridor.

Past other open doors I crept, all opening into great
dusky rooms filled with humming machines and with
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turtle-crealures. In the shadowy corrider I had met
none ol them, so far, but knew that not for long couid
my good fortune thus conlinue, knew that with the
return of those who had poured out upon the roof, the
corridors would be filled with them. Swiftly and silently
I crept on, toward a stair that 1 could see now leading
downward from the corridor, a metal stair, down which
I crept as I had descended the first, to find myself in a
long corridor almost exactly like that which I had just
left. TFrom it too opened many doors, but through the
deeper shadows of that corrider I crept toward the
continuation of the stnir, almost without secing the in-
terior of those busy rooms., Tt seemed incredible that
I had progressed even so far downward without dis-
covery, but I knew that the level of that window, in
which 1 had scen the face that had brought me down
into the great building on this mad quest, lay consider-
nbly lower.

Down another stair I crept, and another, and another
—shrinking back as I came down the third to see a half-
dozen turtle-creatures approaching me along the cor-
ridor beneath, bearing some machine with them. But
Lhough I crouched on the stair with pistol gripped
tightly, they did not come that way. Instead they passed
along the dusky corridor beneath, and as their footsteps
on the smooth metul receded, I was down into the hall,
moving through ity dusk toward the next stair to take
me to the level below, which I estimated to be the level
I sought. Down that last stair I moved, but when I
reached its bottom I stopped abruptly short. For
though it ended in a corridor like those above me, that
corridor had a metal wall on its right side only. On its
left side was sheer space, and as I crept to that side
and gazed downward, I saw that there dropped down-
ward the great emptiness of a titanic room, a vost, cir-
cular hall that wos hundreds of feet in diameter and in
height, and near whose curving ceiling I was crouching,
only a low rail separating the floor of the corridor in
which I crouched from the great room's emptiness,
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which I put all my power. Thus for a moment that
seemed endless to me, we stood there togelher, silent,
almost motionless, locked in a death-grip in the corri-
dor's shadows, the great taloned limbs crushing about
my body with inconceivable force, even as my own hands
closed tighter about the snaky throat. I felt my strength
going as the relentless crushing grip about me held,
but heard too strangled cries from the creature whose
throat 1 held, and then felt his grip on me relax as he
struck out with all his force to free himself from me
and from the grip that was throttling him. Whirling
me about with terrific power, he strove to free himself,
yeb his struggles were weakening and dwindling, as 1
held fiercely on. Another moment and with a sudden
collapsing movement, the creature had slumped down-
ward. A moment I retained my grip, then satisfied
that the monster was dead, I straightened, looking
wildly about me.

OTHING disturbed the dusk of the corridors
about me, no alarm having sounded, but now the
sounds overhend were nearing me and I knew that the
creaturea on ihe roof were pouring back down into the
building. Swiftly I glanced about, panting still, then
moved forward down the corridor into which I had been
turning, toward the right. The body of my late an-
tagonist I left where it had fallen, perforce, though I
would have wished to concenl it lest the first passer in
the corridor discover it and comprehend what had hap-
pened. Down this new hall I went, and found that
though deors opened from it, the xooms held no hum-
ming machinea or turtle-creatures llke the others I had
seen; these seemed dark and empty. A few moments
more and the end of the corridor loomed before me, a
blank wall. But to one side of the holl near ils end
was the laat of the open doors, and one that I judged
must lead into the room whose window I had seen from
outside.
Cauhously, though I crept toward that open door, dis-

A great, soft-lit hall it was that must have

the nearing sounds of the

o half of the giant building’s interior, and peering
down, enthralled, I saw that upon its circular floor were
ranged thousands of low metal seats, empty novw, their
emptiness making the room seem greater. At their
center, though, was & round clear space and there, about
n small triangular metal tuble, sat three turtle-creatures,
Lhree monsters who seemed silently examining a litter of
thin metal sheets and a mass of small models or mech-
anisms before them. Quite silent they sat, at that vast
fane’s center, yct seemed strangely to dominate it,
fill it. For a while I gazed at them, then, recalled to
realization of my own purpose and peril by some sound
above, turned swiftly. I was on the level I had sought,
I knew, and I knew that the room whose window I had
noted lay somewhere to the right from me. So, hasten-
Ing along the dusky corridor, the gigantic soft-lit hall’s
depths still to my left, I felt my heart bent with hope
again, as I saw before me another branching corridor
turning to the right from the one I followed. In a
moment I was at it, hurrying around the corner into
it. And as I turned that corner, flinging myself reck-
lessly forward by then, I collided full with a great tur-
tle-creature who had been coming round it toward me!

The great monster and I had crashed together at the
same moment that I caught sight of him, and then be-
Tore I could raise the pistol in my hand he had grasped
me, knocking it from my grip, and we were straining
there together in a death-grip! Even as the great
taloned paws had closed about me, a8 I had been pu]lcd
in toward the hideous, shell-cased body, I realized in a
flash that a single ery from the creature would sound
the alarm, and so had grasped his snake-like neck just
beneath the reptilian head,.in a throttling grip into

coming of the turtle-creatures from above, creeping
toward that door until I was at its edge, peering with
beating heart inside. So dark was the room’s interior
into which I looked, that for the moment I could make
out only the triangular section of dusky light that was
its window. 1 took a step forward toward the open
door, another—and then sprawled on the corridor’s floor
as though knocked back by some giant invisible hand
from within! Even in Lhe instant that I fell, T knew
what had happened, knew that across that apparently
open door there stretched a sheet of invisible force
through which no matler could penetrate. But even as
1 fell, then even as I rose swiftly to my feet, I noted a
stir of movement inside the room’s dark interior, saw
dark figures within rushing toward the invisible door,
toward me, the dim light of the corridor falling upon
them through that door as they did so, erect, dark fig-
ures at sight of which I gasped aloud.

“Carson—Trent—Howland!” 1 exclaimed, and at
the same moment heard a ery from the foremost of
thera.

“Behind you—quick!” cried Carson.

I whirled around, and behind me stood three of the
great moon-creatures! Even gs I whirled and saw them
I knew that they bad found Llhe body of their slain
fellow in the corridor, had senrched after me to over-
take me at the very moment that I had found my
friends., Even as I turned toward them their great
arms had swung up above me, the ray-hemispheres in
their grasp. I flung up my arms toward them in that
flashing moment, but was tao late to ward off their
blows, for the next instant one of the metal weapons
had descended upon my head with crushing. force, 1



felt myself swaying, stumbling and falling before them,
and then they and all else about me vanished from my
mind as darkness overwhelmed me.

CIHHAPTER VIII
Howland’s Story

ONSCIOUSNESS came back to me through fiery
mists of pain, consciousness in which my first
sensation was of a throbbing ache that beat

through my brain like the dull beat of a great machine,
Moving aboub somewhat exploringly, I became aware

STORIES QUARTERLY

that I was lying on a smooth, hard fleor, and Lhat there
was a similar smooth wall beside me. Then with an
efort, I opened my eyes. I was lying in a small, almost
dark room, its metal ceiling a half-score feet above me.
A triangular window opencd upen a great soft-lit, dusky
space outside. Then, as I stirred, 1 heard movements
on the room’s other side and in a momepl Lhere had

come toward me and were bending over me three figures

ot sight of which I caught my breath, remembrance of

all that hud happened rushing over me.
“Carson—Trent—Howland!” I exclaimed again, “I've

found you then, Carson—and you've found Howland!"

Before the driving beside me could swerve away,

I had pressed the ray-stud end had sent a shaft

of the green ray stebbing straight toward the
group of moon-creatures at its center!

Carson nodded silently, and then Howland, who was
bending down with keen, eager face to help me to a sit-
ting position, spoke.

“Carson and Trent and you have found me,” he said,
“have come from earth to moon to find me—but only
to be imprisoned with me!”

1 turned to Carson. “Then you and Trent were cap-
tured in that fight on the plaza~=brought here and im-
prisoned?” 1 asked. He nodded.

“Captured there and brought here and imprisoned
with Howland, only a few hours ago,” he said. "But
you, Foater?”

Swiftly T explained to him how I had monaged to
escape the moon-creatures, when the alarm had been
given, by concealing myself in the great chamber of the
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eylinder, beneath the plaza; of how I had slain the guard
in my Dbatlle over the shaft and had stolen a flying-
e to soar up over the moon-city in search of my
friends; of how on that flying-circle I had ventured
across the great cily, had fought my wild battle with
the flying-cirele of the turlle-creatures whe had di:
covered me, high in the dusk above the city, and of how,
nfler finding myself lost over the city, I had stumbled
upon the gigantic building in a window of which I had
glimpsed the face that had made me dare all risks {o
venture down into that building in seaxch of my friends,
only to be discovered, stricken senseless, and imprisoned
with them. When I had finished, they sat for a time in
silence, and I saw that ITowland’s face was working.

“I did not dream that Carson and Trent and you
might ever fellow me here, Lhrough all these perils,” he
said, slowly. “I fiever drcamed that any there might
be who would venture from earth to moon after the
moon-creatures who captured me.”

“It was Carson’s plan,” I told him. “It was he who
saw you captured, there in the camp at Yucatan, and it
was he who suggested Lhat we [ollow—out Lo the moon—
to rescue you and to take back to earth proof of thc
doom that Carson Lhought hangs above it.”

“You thought that, Carson?” asked Howland, turn-
ing quickly toward him, and when the other had nodded,
his eyes grew Dbrooding, strange. “Then you have
divined the truth. You know now that within hours
these countless millions of moon-creatures, who fill the
mighty city about us, will be starling to leave that city,
will be starting to leave the moon, forever—will be
lounching their firat hordes, their first terrific attack,
against the earth to seize it for themselves, and to wipe
from existence for all time all the races of manl”

He was silent again for n moment, gazing out through
the little window and across the great, unearthly city
of faceled metal buildings, of swarming flying-circles
and turtle-creatures, that lay in the dusk about us, and
then he turned again toward us.

“Carson—Trent—to whom I've had time to tell noth-
ing in the hour or so you've been here, hearing your
own tale,” he began, “and you, Foster—you three know
how I was captured by the moon raiders there in our
camp at Yucatan. Carson has told you how Willings
and the rest were slain, how I was captured by the
turtle-creatures and taken down into their cylinder on
the next night, how that eylinder was driven out through
the gulf when the signal-note sounded, out to the maon
itself on the greal beam, out at awful speed and through
{he moon’s shaft, like your own cylinder, to come to rest
there beneath the plaza's disk. Then the eylinder's bot-
tom was opening, and the packed flying-circles inside it
were emerging, with myself on one of them still, moving
up through the great opening and above the great lunar
city itself.

VER that colossn] eity, lying in dusk beneath the
lunar night, our flying-circles drove, a city that I
recognized was built upon the [ar side of Lhe moon from
earth, and which amazed me utterly. Why had these
turtle-races built their tremendous, air-tight city on the
moon’s far side alone, where it could never be seen from
earth? Whas-it for that reason Lhat they had built it
there? That thought startled me, but before T could
consider it farther, my captors had sped across the great
faceted buildings of the city and had reached their goal,
a single grealer building, hugest of nll I had seen, this
building in which we now are, and which iz the great
center of government for the moon-race. Down toward
its roof our flying-circles slanted, coming to rest on that
roof, and Lhen after being challenged by guards upon
the roof, we were passing down into this great build-
ing’s interior.
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“Down through corriders and stairs and halls we went
until we had reached, the colossal hall that occupies
most of this great structure, and Lhat was filled then
with a full three thousand of turtle-crealures ranged
in regular rows of seats about it. At its center sat
three others, about a triangular table, and I saw in-
stanlly that this was the great council that ruled the
moon, and that the central three were, without doubt,
its heads! Toward those three I was immediately led
by my captors; who then made swift explanations, in
their deep tones, to the three and to the thousands about
them. Then, the center of interest for all the grotesque
turtle-creatures massed about me, I stood there, wonder-
ing, awe-stricken, until the bass voices of the three
leaders recalled me to myself.

“Just as I ad done the first time, I replied in Eng-
lish, convincing them that my speech was wholly dif-
ferent from their own. They pondered a moment, then
gave brief orders. At once I was hurried out of the
great hall, back up into the building to this cell, one
whose open door was closed upon me by s sheet of
force projected across it, a sheet of force quite trans-
parent to the vibrations of light and heat and so forth,
but utterly impervious to matter-vibrations, thus form-
ing a door more secure than steel. The window was
quite open, and is still, but eseape by it is impossible,
because it is set in the sheer walls of the great build-
ing and lies hundreds of feet from cither ground or
roof. Then I was given food, a semi-liquid food that
tasted like some chemical to me, and that was obviously
artificially made by the synthesis of organic compounda
directly from their original elements.

“Left alone for a time, I endeavored in vain to com-
prehend the strange situation in which I found myself;
the purpose of these monsters in raiding earth; the
presence of the great shaft and disk there on earth;
the earth-like gravitation here on the moon; the gigantic
preparations and activity going on all about me. My
thoughts were soon interrupted by the arrival of three
turtle-creatures who, I found, had been sent by the
great council to instruct me in their language. Point-
ing to objects outside, they called them by name in
their strange tongue, I repeating after them as best my
human voice could. In this way I gradually acquired
a few words of their strange language, and soon picked
up the rudiments of that language, could express myself
haltingly to them, and could understand 2 great deal of
{heir converaation.

“Day after day, hour after hour, they kept at me,
until I could exchange ideas with my teachers with
some fair success. They informed me, partly by
geatures, lhat they had been ordered to instruct me in
the moon-creatures” tongue so that I might be ques-
tioned by the great council which I had already seen.
That council was called the Council of Three Thousand,
while the three leaders of it which I had seen were
called the Council of Three. The grent council repre-
sented the whole moon-creature race, as I learned, with
the Council of Three acting es executives. Learning
this, T atrove to learn more, questioned my inatructors
as to the reason for my capture, for the moon-creatures’
raid to earth. And, because they had been given no
orders otherwise, they told me readily enough. And in
that telling, in the eon-old history of these moon-
creatures which they laid bare to me at Jast, T saw at
Tast the true colossal solution of the great enigmas that
had puzzled me; and saw too what gigantic doom it was
that was hanging above our unsuspecting earth!
Learned what I had never dreamed before, learned that
these moon-creatures had not always dwelt here upon
the moon but that they had ¢ome here eons in the past,
had come kere from our own earth!
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Yes, from our own earth! For eons ago, earth was
far different {rom the earth we know. It was a young
planet, a planet covered almost completely by its great
seas that now have receded, seas which covered almost
all its {ace, leaving but small sections of land here and
there. And in those seas, as we know, began earth’s
life. Starting from the first crude jelly-like forms at
those seas’ bottom, climbing up the great ladder of evo-
lution through invertebrate and vertebrate forms, that
life p! developed into the hi ic armored
fishes, into the great crustaceans, into the great shell-
coated sea-monsters, at whose size and ferocity we can
but guess. Life swarming and abundant, Nfe develop-
ing through thousands of different forms, but all life in
or about the sea! For in our earth’s youth, ages were
to pasg before the first land-forms were to appear, be-
fore the first land-creatures that were to develop into
the mammals and into man had come to exist.

“Out of that great swarm of different forms of life,
sea-life and amphibious life, there developed finally
a single race or species of more intelligence than any
of the rest, which rose slowly to dominance above the
rest. A race of amphibious beings it was, armored with
thick shell and with great taloned limbs, with snake-
like neck and reptilian head, a race seeming like great
turtle-creatures to us, yet which were in reality far, far
different from nny crustacean forms, or any other forms
of which we have knowledge. A race of beings out of
the world’s dim, forgotten youth, all memory of which
has passed on earth. Yet there, in the long-dead past,
these turtle-creatures had risen to power above all the
other reptilian and amphibious and sea forms about
them, by reason of their great intelligence, their rea-
soning power. They had climbed upward to the supreme
position in their world just as man, ages later, was to
climb, and so at last developed a civilization equalling
and surpassing the later one of man.

“Cities they built across the earth’s surface, strange
amphibious cities built along the sea’s shores, inhabited
by that strange, amphibious turtle-people. As the seas
on earth slowly receded, though, they lost their am-
phibious nature, became wholly land-creatures, though
unchanged in appearance. And in their great cities
their power and their knowledge, their science, rose ever
to greater levels, They discovered the forces of the
world about them, of electricity and radium and heat,
built cities ever more gigantic, came at last to have all
the earth beneath their sway. From icy pole to icy pole
ihe turtle-creatures reigned supreme. They even pene-
trated into the depths of space, with the great tele~
scopes that they had constructed. And, peering out
across those depths, they made a great discovery; they
discovered that earth’s moon was inhabited as well as
earth itself!

“Earth’s moon was inhabited, and had been inhabited
for eons before enrth itself. This, of course, is not sur-
prising, when we consider the origin of enrth and moon,
We know, thanks to Chamberlin and Moulton, who firat
promulgated the theory, that in the remote past, the
sun was but a single great fiery ball, spinning in space
without accompanying planets; that some other sun,
some other star, pussing close to it through space, set
up in our sun great tidal waves of its fiery self, great
waves that instead of receding broke loose and burst
out from the sun, forming into smaller fiery masses that
fell into orbits about it, moving around it in regular
order and forming the eight major worlds of our solar
system. Some of these worlds, in turn, duc to unstable
conditions, threw off in turn smaller fiery masses which
were to become their moons. The fiery mass that was
carlh thus threw off a smaller single mass that was to be
our moon. This the turtle-creatures knew to be the
history of the solar system’s formation.
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“They knew, too, what is evident to all, that the
smaller of such fiery masses cooled and solidified far
more quickly than did the larger. Tor that reason, the
smaller flaming mass that was the moon had solidified
and cooled long before the earth. Its molten mass had
cooled into rock, its elements had condensed into great
geas that covered the greater part of its surface, and
following the usual evolution of worlds, those seas, with
their erosion and the added erosion of wind and weather,
had worn away the barren rock partially into small par-
ticles, into eoil, so that finally the moon's surface was
much like earth’s is now, a surface mostly covered with
its great oceans, but with continents also, with great
mountain ranges and deep valleys,

“All of this the turtle-creatures, reigning on earth,
had guessed, but now as they peered out toward the
moon they found that it was inhabited by a strange
race of great black worm-beings, like huge worms in
shape, but of intelligence and knowledge of science
greater even than their own. By means of great light-
signals they were able to communicate across the gulf
with these beings, and from them learned how they had
arisen on the moon long before. Tor when the moon’s
surface had cooled, had formed great continents and
seas, life had arisen upon it also, life that had changed
through a myriad alien forms of its own, there on the
moon, while earth was still a fiery mass upon which
nothing might live! And on the moon too, long ago,
one form had becorne dominant above all others, a race
of great black worm-folk whose strange shapes and
swift movements were the result in some way of the
moon's gravitational power, so much less than that of
earth, These worm-folk had risen to supremacy on the
moon, by their own science and power, while earth wag
still but a molten ball, and as the ages had moved on,
their science and their power had steadily increased.

“But at last there loomed before them a situation
which required all that science and power to overcome.
The moon had cooled quickly, had solidified quickly, in
accordance with the law of the evolution of worlds, but
in continued obedience to that law it was still cooling,
was growing colder and colder. Soon, the worm-folk
knew, its fiery heart would have become completely
cold, and then life would become impossible upon the
moon, since as it cooled, its air was deserting it. Its
great seas had dwindled and vanished long before,
though this meant nothing to the worm-folk, who by
their science, could produce artificial water supplies.
But if their world grew completely cold, if its atmos-
phere left it as they knew it would soon de, nothing
could prevent their extinetion. So all the great scien-
tists of the worm-folk met to find some means of staving
off the doom that hung over them.

“YT was impossible for the worm-folk to migrate to
earth, since earth had just begun to solidify, to cool,
and was still a great ball of half-liquid lava, It was
true also of the other planets, so they knew they must
meet their problem on the moon. Thereupon, they de-
vised a tremendous plan by which they might save them-
selves. And this plan was none other than to enclose
all the moon's surface, all its sphere, with a great trans-
parent and air-tight covering, or roof. Beneath this
covering they eould live comfortably and safely enough,
for it would not be difficult to construct great plants to
supply their air-tight city with an artificial atmosphere.
It meant a titanic labor, even for the powerful worm-
folk, to adopt this mighty proposal, but it meant too
that they could thenceforward live upon their world
unthreatened by any danger. They set to work upon
it at once.
“Tt had taken them an age to complete that gigantic
task, an age throughout the years of which all the mil-
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lions of the great worm-folk had labored upon it. At
last it was completed. They had erccted, several miles
above the moon’s surface, a mighty transparent roof,
whiclh was of a transparent alloy of metals, stronger
than any we know, and which admitted unchecked the
sun’s life-giving light and heat but which was com-
pletely air-tight. Then they had constructed their giant
atmosphere plants, plants which functioned automatic-
ally, replenishing and purilying the almosphere of the
great air-light space, and which made the air question
of no furiher danger to them. Their great transparent
roof was so supported by great pillars placed at a few
strategic places Lhat there was no danger of it ever fall-
ing or breaking. Outside the lust remnants of the
moon’s nalural atmosphere had left it, leaving buk a
perfect vacuum outside the air-tight roof, but inside
it the worm-folk had in plenty the air which they re-
quired, like most creatures,
for life, and so could live
on unharmed in their air-
tight city that covered all
the moon,

“For age upon age they
had lived on thus, in that
strange and mighty her-
metically-sealed city, while
the earth was cooling, and
forming its continents and
seas as the moon had done
once. And swiltly on that
carth, as I have said, life
lad arisen in a myriad
swarming forms, life that
had produced at last the
great race of turlle-crea-
tures who had become dom-
inant and who ruled by that
iime over all the carlh.
And, as I have said, these
turtle-creatures, with their
growing science, had peered
out and discovered the
strange worm-folk whose
mighty city lay beneath the moon’s great gleaming
roof. They had, by means of their light-signals, man-
aged to eommunicate wilh them, and let them know that
Lhere was now an intelligent race on enrth, also.

“The worm-folk, in Uheir great moon cily, were sur-
priged to learn Lhab such a race of intelligent beings
had arisen on earth, Tor long before they had lost inter-
est in earth and ity savage creatures. Now, though,
welcoming Lhe event as a break in the monotony of then-
lives in their air-light world, they

Even as 1 turned toward them, their great arms
had swung up above me, the ray-hemispheres in
their grasp
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Well, the disks which the worm-folk had devised shot
forth a great light beam generated by mechanisms
which concentrated the prossure of a vast amount of
light into one single, terrific beam. The worm-folk con-
structed a disk like thab in a deep, vertical shaft on the
moon’s surface, while the Llurtle-creatures, following
their communijcated instructions, constructed a similar
digk in a similar shaft on earth. Then came the first
trip across the space, made by a score of the worm-folk,

““These entered a cylinder specially made to insulate
them against the cold of space, an hermetically tight
cylinder which they placed upon the great disk in the
shaft on the moon, This shaft was in the side of the
moon which is always {urned toward earth. They
waited Lhen, all but one in the cylinder. That one re-
mained at the switch outside. Finally there came a
great bell-signal, one which told them aulomatically
that the two shafts, the one
on the maon and the one on
carth, were facing each
olher exactly at that mo-
ment, pointing straight
toward each other like two
great connon.  As that vig-
nal sounded, the one at the
switch threw that switch
and leaped inside the cylin-
der, closing it. The mnext
instant the great beam had
driven up from the disk,
bhad. driven them up and
oulward, through a special
valve-opening they had
placed in their great trans-
parent roof, out across the
mighly void between moon
and earth. And that great
beam, driving the cylinder
before it by its own light-
pressure, drove it on
through space at almost
the speed of light itself,
just as an empty can, driven
forward by the slream of waler from a hose, will
drive on at almost as great a speed as the stream about
it rushes,

Propelied through the gulf by the great beam at
that aw{ul velocity, it took one inslant to flash the great
cylinder from moon to earth.

“From moon to earth they flashed, and straight into
the great shaft in the earth’s surface, down into that
shaft. As they went down, the approach of their eylinder
v turned on an opposing bLeam from the

lenglh with the turtle-creatures on earth, and fmnl]y
began to devise a plan by which members of ihe two
races might visit one another, by which they might
cross the gulf that lay belween moon and earth. And
finally the worm-folk, whose science was greater far
ihan that of the turtle<creatures, devised a plan by
which that gulf could be crossed, almost instantly and
without danger. Communicating thelr plan and its de-
tails to the turtle-creatures on earth, both races began
to construct the apparatus that would enable them to
cross the void.

“"That apparatus, which the worm-folk had devised,
wias a great disk which shot forth a beam of terrific
power, a beam whose pressure and power were due to
the phenomenon of light-pressure. You know that light
exerts a considerable pressure upon objects which it
strikes. You have seen the various methods by which
physicists hnve measured this pressure, the various
small k such as rodi and the like
which they have claimed to be driven by that pressure.

disk beneath them, which brought them swiftly and
smoothly to a slop.

‘Then the worm-folk emerged from their cylinder, the
first travelers across the void, the first moon-beings to
venture to earth, and they were greeted by the turtle-
creatures who had pathered about them in great
numbers.

The gravitation power of earth, of course, was far
greater Lhon the gravitation power on the moon, but
this did not trouble Lhe worm-folks. They had devised
something which would easily overcome that difficulty.
As they came out from the cylinder, they bourded a
small eraft they had brought with them for Lhe purpose,
in which waa embodied a mechanism that could increase
or decrense the gravitational force about it at will, by
either intensifying or weakening (whichever the eir-
cumstances demanded) with its own vibrations the
vibrations of gravitational force. The worm-folk,
therefore, could move freely about the earth in their
craft, and could inspect the citics of the turlle-creatures.
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“After that first visit, many such visits were made,
worm-foltk flashing down to the earth on the beam in
their eylinders, while turtle-creatures flashed up to the
moon in their eylinders on the beam from their shaft,
in the same way. And the great worm-folk, whose
science was so much greater than that of the turtle-
creatures on earth, taught them, instructed them, gen-
erously and unselfishly, gave to them out of their stores
of science and knowledge, without suspicton or reserve.
And ever the turtle-creatures learned from these mighty
beings whose civilization had been great on the moon
while earth was still 2 fiery mass, learned and learned.
Turtle-creatures flashed to the moon in numbers to
inspect the great wonders of the air-tight city that
covered all the moon, to learn from the great worm-
scientists the secrets which they had discovered, the
conlrol of nature's forces which they had attained to.
While down to earth from the moon came numbers of
the worm-iolk to help and to instruct the rising races
of the turtle-creatures, An intercourse it was between
earth and moon, between two mighty and intelligent
races of unlike beings, taking place eons, ages, before
man or the forerunners of man had ever arisen on

earth!”
CHAPTER IX
A Saga of Worlds

“ O the two great races had dwelt together, one on
the moon and one on the earth, the older race of
the worm-folk on the older world of the moon,

and the younger turtle-creatures on the earth. Follow-

ing out the things they had learned from their in-
structors on the moon, the turtle-creatures resred
greater and greater cities, came to greater and greater
power. It must have seemed to them, indeed, that they
were lords of earth beyond any shadow of question, that
none upon earth dared doubt their will. But fate, if
there is a fate that smiles grimly above our tiny worlds,
was even then preparing e great catastrophe that was to
rush upon them, a giant blind and brutal force of nature
against which all their science and power could not
stand. And thalt cataclysmic force that crept at last
upon them with thé thunder of doom was—the glacier.

“The glacier, mightiest of all forces that move upon
this earth, shaping earth's very face with its slow, re-
sistless movement! A gigantic tide of ice, sweeping
southward and northward from the poles, across the
face of earth. Sweeping southward and northward at
con-long intervals as earth’s poles incline toward the
sun, sending the giant polar ice-masses creeping across
earlh’s face toward the equator. Giant floods of irre-
sistible ice, marching inexorably out across earth from
the polar regions and only receding from earth’s face
when earth’s poles tilt away {rom the sun once more.

‘The glacier, that carves the very mountains of earth

from out its surface, with grinding, inconceivable power

—and that was the colossal icy doom that was creeping

forth now upon the world of the turtle-creatures!

“Startled as they were by the first alarm, they rallied
at once to repel this eataclysmic doom that was march-
ing southward and northward upon them.. Their first
move was to devise great heat-producing mechanisms,
mechanisms that shot forth giant rays of intense heat,
and with which they sought to melt the oncoming
glacial floods. But though these mighty rays instantly
melted the ice masses that they touched, those melted
masses Troze again when the heat rays were turned off.

Also the great melting ice-masses soon [looded them so

that the operation of the mighty ray-mechanisms was

impossible, and they saw now that such rays could
never hold back the glacial masses, even though they
were kept constantly trained upon them, since resulting
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floads would sweep away the mechanisms, and then with
their passing would freeze again to ice. Discarding
this method, therefore, the turtle-creatures sought for
olhers. They could not ask the worm-folk on the moon
for aid in this, their great extremity, since they had be-
come with passing ages proud of their own science and
power, had rejected those who had been their teachers,
so that the once-great intercourse between moon and
earth had almost entirely ceased. They must fight their
great batile alone, and they fought desperately.

“Their next move was the construction of a mighty
moat or ditech across the glaciers’ path, one that was
miles wide and many miles deep, and which they hoped
might stop the oncoming icy floods, Using great vibra-
tions which broke down matter by destroying the chem-
jcal affinity between its atoms, separating those atoms
from each other, they blasted, completely around the
north and south polar regions, a giant moat that was
a score of miles in depth and of equal width. The
great ice-masses rolled on townrd those giant moats, and
into them, pouring into their great depths, so that
for the time it seemed that their plan had been success-
ful and that the march of the great glaciers had been
halted. But still, steadily, slowly, remorselessly, those
glacjal floeds were grinding on, on until seon they had
filled even the great moats before them, were pouring
on unchecked toward the equator.

" ORTHWARD and southward they swept, un-

checked, and then the turtle-creatures saw at last
that all their efforts were in vain, that there was no
way by which these resistless icy floods could be halted
in their titanic march over earth’s surface. Already
their northernmost and southernmost cities were being
overwhelmed by the giant ice-masses, those great ice
floods surging across their eities, grinding into frag-
menty their soaring structures, the great, many-sided
and faceted buildings that made up those cities. From
north and southward the turtle-creatures were fleeing
from those cities, and it had now become evident that
the great glaciers could not be stayed, and that the
turtle-races could only stave off annihilation by flight
from earth, across which the great ice-floods were grind-
ing! And there was but one place to which all the
turtle-hordes could quickly flee, and that was to the
earth’s moon!

““Yet how, the turtle-creatures asked themselves, could
they hope to find a refuge on the moon? For it was
covered completely with the great city of the worm-folk,
whose transparent and air-tight roof covered all the
moon’s surface. So great in number were the worm-
folle that there could never be room upon the com-
paratively small moon for them and the turtle-creatures
alse. In hundreds of millions, in billions, swarmed the
worm-folk in their strange vast covered city, and for
the equally great hordes of the turtle-creatures to hope
to share their moon-world with them was out of the
question, There was but onme chance left for them,
the turtle«creatures decided, and that was to destroy
utterly all the great worm-folk, and seize the moon-
world for themselves.

“But what hope had they of doing this? They asked
that question of each other. What hope had they of
conguering and destroying the great worm-folk, who
were farther advanced in science and power than they
were, and who were equal in number to themselves?
They could send invading parties of turtle-men out to
the moon on the great.beam, but such invaders would
never return; they would be annihilated instantly by
the terrific weapons, which they knew that the worm-
folk possessed. It mever occurred to any of the turtle-
creatures that it was blackest treachery they were pro-
posing in this contemplated annihilation of the friendly
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worm-folk, who had helped and instructed them through
their own scientific knowledge. To the turtle-creatures”
cold, unsympathetic minds, the right and wrong of the
thing did not exist, Their problem was to find some
way in which they might quickly annihilate the whole
races of the worm-folk, and seize their world, and that
problem seemed insoluble to them.

“Bul at Jast, spurred on by the cruel menace of the
grinding glaciers that were marching steadily over
earth's surface, the turtle-creatures found an answer to
that problem. They found a methed by which all the
mighty races of the worm-follk on the moon could be
annihilated, in a single moment. They found a way
by which, without the shghtest danger to themselves,
they could i the whole rld.
And that method, the weapon which they could use for
ib, was Lhe great beam of light-pressure that shot the
eylinders back and forth to the moon, the great beam
which the worm-folk themselves had devised for them!

“The center of the turtle-creatures’ great plan was
the fact that the air-tight eity of the worm-folk, its
mighty transparent roof, extended over all the moon's
surface. As I have said, the worm-folk, being air-
breathing beings like the turtle-creatures, like our-
selves, like almost every form of life, had made that
great roof air-tight, so that their artificisl atmosphere
ingside it could not escape ta the vacuum of outer space.
For around and outside that mighty shield there lay
only the utter vacuum and cold of the outer void, and
well they knew that if any openings were in their
great roof, all their atmosphere would instantly rush
out through those openings, into the great void outside,
just ag a container of air, if opened within a vacuum,
would instantly lose its air into that vacuum. An
opening in the great roof, indeed, would mean that the
moon-world beneath that reof would be stripped in an
instant of all its air, and that in that same instant
the whole race of the worm-folk would be demolished
by the vanishing of the air that meant life. For this
reason they had been extremely careful in building their
great roof to make it quite hermetically sealed and air-
tight, since an opening in it meant instant death to
them.

“The turtle-creatures knew this well, for many of them
had visited the moon-world when intercourse between
moon and earth, between the worm-folk and turtle-
creatures, had been frequent. Now they remembered
it; they made it the basis for their gigantic plan. That
pl:m, which was now well formulated, was merely to
suddenly puncture in many places the great roof of the
worm-folk! The whole %irtificial atmosphere of their
moon-world would instantly rush forth into space, and in
that instant the worm-follt would be annihilated, and the
turtle-creatures could then proceed up to the moon-world
in all their hordes, could repair the punctured roof and
take possession of the moon, and live upon it in snfety
while the great glacial tides rolled across their own
world of earth!

“Such was the plan of the turtle-creatures, and they
only needed a weapon with which to put it into effect, to
puncture the great roof of the moon-world, And, in
the great light-pressure beam that had driven their
cylinders back and forth, they found such a weapon.
That great beam exerted colossal pressure, pushed for-
ward with terrific force, due to the vast amount of light
whose pressure was concentrated within its ray. The
beam’s pressure they had used to drive their cylinders
back and forth from earth to moon, but now they
planned to use it for their great plan, to use it to
puncture the moon-world’s mighty roof. For they knew
that the great beam’s awful pressure and force would,
if turned upon that roof, drive through it as a stream of
water from a powerful hose would drive through paper.
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HUS did the turtie-creatures plan to annihilate

at one stroke the worm-folk in all their millions,
and now at once they began to put their plan into effect.
Concealing complelely their preparations and intentions
from the worm-folk on the moon, with whom their inter-
course was now very limited, they prepared hundreds of
great disks capsble of shooting forth the mighty light-
pressure beams, placing them in great batteries over one
side of earth, aiming them all toward the moon. Swiftly
they completed and placed these masses of mighty disks,
while ever southward and northward toward them the
menacing glaciers came over the land. At last all the
digks were ready, and they waited only until a few
nights had passed, until the moon was full, that they
might stab their hundreds of great beams upward with
greater accuracy. They knew that even a single great
puncture in the moon-world's roof would slay instantly
all its inhabitants, but they desired to take no chances,
and so had prepared the hundreds of disks that they
might puncture that roof simultaneously in hundreds
of places.

“The few nights of waiting passed soon enough. At
last the full moon rose and the turtle-creatures knew
that their moment had come. A moment it must have
been in which 21l the universe held its breath, a moment
in which the one great race on earth, prepared to loose
annihilation upon the other great friendly and unsus-
pecting race on the moon. Upward toward the zenith
rose the full moon, the great gleaming roof over it
gleaming now in splendor for the last Lime, while the
turtle-creatures, in grim masses, stood waiting about
their great batteries of disks on earth. Stood waiting
until the moon was almest directly overhead. Then
across the whole side of earth flashed a signal, and in
the next moment the hundreds of waiting disks had
loosed their brilliant beams, had sent those awful beams
of force driving straight toward the moon and the
great gleaming roof that covered it!

“The turtle-creatures, watching from earth with their
great telescopes, saw those beams strike the moon’s face
in hundreds of different places across its circle, saw
them drive in through the great air-tight roof and into
the moon’s surface with terrific power. And as they
did so, as they shattered the mighty roof before them,
they perceived with their instruments that out from
beneath the shattered roof there rushed through the
great openings within an instant all the moon-world’s
artificial atmosphere shown by clouds of vapor, knew
that in that instant all life upon the moon had perished!
Knew that their giant beams had indeed punctured and
broken the air-tight roof of the moon in hundreds of
places, and that all the worm-folk races had gone to
instant death, when their atmosphere rushed out into
the void! The turtle-creatures had with their one
mighty stroke annihilated the life of a world!

“The giant beams that they had shot forth in hun-
dreds had indeed erashed through the great transparent
roof, but so terrific in power were they that they had
driven onward with unchecked force, had driven with all
thelr awful force into the face of the moon itself. And
blasting into the moon's surface with all the terrible
power that was theirs, they had instantly gouged great
circular holes or craters out of the moon’s surface in
hundreds of places, just as a stream of water shot forth
at great force against z level surface of earth will gouge
in that surface a great hole or crater.

“It was thus that the hundreds of great craters that
pit the face of the moon, that looks towards the earth,
came into being, craters that have always puzzled the
science of us humans., You know that it has Deen
suggested that great meteorites striking the moon
caused those craters, but that was impossible, for if
those bodies had struck the moon when it was solid, the
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meteorites themselves, though half-buried perhaps,
would still be visible at the center of the great craters,
and no such meteorites can be scen. If, on the other
hand, they struck the moon while it was still semi-liquid
at the surface, the craters they made would have
closed up, flowed together smoothly again. It was not
volcanic activity or meteorites that had formed those
great craters, but the hundreds of giant beams from
earth, gouging out those craters with inconceivable
force, but leaving no trace of themselves..

“The turtle-creatures, however, were triumphant over
the complete success of their mighty plan, and at once
began to prepare to migrate in all their hordes to the
moon, for it would not be long before the great glacial
tides closed ever in upon them. Their first move was
to send up a party of turtle-creatures to the moon in eyl-
inders, driving them up with the beam here on earth, and
equipping their cylinders with special apparatus to allow
them to land safely on the moon, since the other trans-
portation disk on the moon had of course been destroyed
by the cataclysmic power of the hundreds of beams that
had struck the earthward side of the moon. These first
turtle-crentures reached the moon’s earthward side
safely, and found it a scene of terrific death. Beneath
the punctured and broken roof, amid the giant craters
that had been gouged from the earthward surface, lay
the millions of the worm-folk, slain instantly when their
atmosphere had rushed forth into the void through the
openings in their great roof. The exploring turtle-crea-
tures, protected from the vacuum about them by special
air-tight eraft, moved around to the moon’s other side
and found the city there filled with the worm-folk dead,
too. The greak roof was intact on that other side, and
there were no giant craters, since 1t was only toward
that side of the moon visible from earth that the great
beams had stabbed. )

“ HE turtle-creatures on earth, after hearing the
signalled news from the party they had sent to the
moon, began preparations for the great migration of all
their hordes, but before doing so they reached a mo-
mentous decision, namely, thabt they would settle only
upon the other side of the moon, and not upon its earth-
ward side at all, because, they reasoned, we of earth have
slain all on the moon by stabbing with our beams at its
earthward side and puncturing the great roof there.
If we settle over all the moon, they said, rebuild that
great xoof on the moon’s earthward side, we will be
laying ourselves open to the same texrible fate. For if
any other race of intelligent creatures ever rose on
earth in the futuve, they could slay all the turtle-crea-
tures on the moon by the same method that we used to
eliminate the worm-folk, But if the turtle-creatures
settled only upon the moon’s other side, which was
turned always away from the earth, it would be im-
possible for any on earth te reach them or puncture
their roof with rays, or even to know of their presence.
“For these reasons, therefore, the turtle-creatures
decided to settle upon the moon’s other side only, and
they made that decision the more willingly since the
moon’s earthward side was forn now with gigantic
craters that their beams had caused. Sending 2 larger
party of thousands up to the moon, then, these thou-
sands prepared for their coming. They first closed in
Lhe great transparent roof, which still stretched un-
broken over all the moon’s other side, building trans-
parent walls from it down to the moon's surface so
that the whole other side was completely enclosed, the
carthward side hroken and shattered and neglected by
them. It was not exactly half the moon's surface they
enclosed in that other side, since a little more than
half can be seen from earth. It was just a little less
than half, the limiting walls of their great roof bLeing
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placed on either side just far enough around the maoon's
other side so that they could not be visible at all from
our carth.

“This done, the turtle-creatures working there put
into operation the great atmosphere-plants, which again
turned forth their artificial atmosphere, serving now
but half the moon, yet maintaining within the trans-
parent and air-tight roof of that half 2 breathable and
perfect atmosphere. The turtle-creatures had by then
destroyed the strange n cities of
the worm-folk and their dead millions, themselves con-
structing in place of them giant crystal-like buildings
of metal, angled and faceted and strange, like those of
the turtle-creatures on earth. They then set themselves
to overcome the last obstacle that remained to prevent
the turtle-hordes from moving to the moon, that obstacle
being the difference in gravitational power belween
moon and eaith.

“For the gravitational power of the moon was, as I
have s2id, ome-sixth that of earth, and the turtle-
creatures, accustomed to the greater gravity of earth,
could not live long on the moon, the weaker gravity
there affecting their internal structure fatally. The vis-
itors who bad gone from earth to maon formerly,
1hough, and those of the worm-follk who had come from
moon to earth, had overcome this change of gravitational
power in the way that I have already deseribed, by
using craft in which were mechanisms that altered the
gravitational power about them at will; increasing that
power by generating a vibration which was tuned to
increase the intensity of the vibrations of gravitalional
force; and decreasing that power by generating a vibra-
tion tuned to dampen or decrease the vibrations of
gravitational force.

“It was by means of these generating mechanisms
that the turtle-creatures had visited the moon in the
past, had sent their thousands of workers there now,
increasing the moon's gravitational power by means of
those mechanisms until it was, in their craft, the same
as on earth. Now they began to build similar gen-
erators, but of gigantic power and size, mighty genera-
tors that would be able to change the gravitational
power on the moon's whole other side, increasing that
power there until it was the same as on earth! They
built these great generators, then buried here and there
beneath the surface on the meon’s other side, generators
that £ ion i and i and that
made the maon’s other side the same as earth, as far as
gravity was concerned. The turtle-creatures could walk
about that surface at will, unhampered, and without jll
effects; they could live there aa they did on earth.

“All was ready; the great air-tight city that covered
almost all the moon’s other side, the arlificial atmos-
phere that was maintained within it, the change of
gravity that had been made. All was ready to come to
the final step of their gigantic plan, to bring the hordes
of the turtle-creatures from earth to moon. They must
be brought soon, for by this time the great glaciers had
covered almost all the earth; yet here the laboring
turtle-creatures upon the moon met another obstacle.
How were they to bring those vast hordes from the
earth to the other side of the moon? They could not
drive them up in eylinders straight toward that other
side, since that other side was never turned toward
earth. Neither could they bring them up to the moon’s
earthward side, a barren and airless desert of great
wreckage, and transport them around in air-tight eraft
to the other side. They had done that with their firat
thousands of workers, but could not hope to do so with
all the turtle-creature millions on earth, in the limited
time that was left. Pondering this difficulty, the turtle-
creatures on the moon again brushed aside 21l difficulties
to solve the problem in the most direct manner.
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o HEIR solution of that problem was a truly titanic

one. They planned to pierce a great shaft clear
through {he moon, from its earthward side to the other
side. That shaft, with an airlock, opening in the heart
of their great air-tight city on the other side, would
enable them to bring their hordes straight from earth
to that other side, across the gulf of space in the great
cylinders, driven by the mighty beam, and on through
the great shaft, through the moon, to emerge into the
air-tight city on its other side. So the turtle-creatures
on the moon commenced work at once upon that great
project, and in heated frenzy they labored upon it to
complete it in time to bring their races from earth.
Using the great vibrations they had used before, which
destroyed matter by destroying the affinity of its atoms,
they steadily blasted a great circular or cylindrical shaft
straight through the moon’s sphere. That shaft opened
on the moon’s earthward side in the great crater that
‘we now call Copernicus, while its end at the moon's other
side was just beneath the great plaza that lies at the
center of their city.

“In that plaza, then, at the shaft's end, they placed
one of the great disks to shoot forth the mighty light-
pressure beam, a disk which could shoot its beam
downwerd, through the shaft, through the moon and
across the earth, and upwerd toward the great trans-
parent roof above. The beam, if turned upwaerd from
the disk, would crash up and through the transparent
roof above, would puncture that roof and allow the
great air-tight city’s atmosphere to rush out into space,
of course, and slay instantly all the turtle-creatures
as they had slain the worm-folk. They did not plan
to use the beam that way, but placed the greal disk
there and made it possible to shoot its beam upward
so that, if they wished, in the far future, to visit one
of the other planets with that beam, they would be able
to construct an air-lock and a valve-opening in the roof
just abave the disk, and drive cylinders out and upward
to other planets in that way. They feared, somehow,
that earth would possibly never again be fit for habita-
tion even though the icy glaciers receded, and they
desired to have some way of reaching other planets
which they could not reach by sending the beam down-
ward. This upward beam, though, was never used by
them, nor was any valve-opening ever constructed above.
In time they gave up the thought of reaching other
planets. But the beam still could be shot upward, by
means of the great switch at the opening in the plaza.

“So, having placed the disk there in the plaza, with
its beam capable of being shot downward or upward, all
was ready for the coming of the turtlecreatures in all
their hordes from earth. A great central disk had been
prepared on earth, in what is now Yucatan, since except
for a belt of the earth's tropical regions, the mighty
glaciers had swept out by then until they covered all
earth. At the center of a great mound they had sunk
their shaft, placing at its bottom the great disk, taking
to it the thousands of eylinders that would be necessary
to transport the races of turtle-creatures from earth
to moon. Then, when all was ready, the first of those
cylinders was placed upon the disk, with others waiting
beside it, Into the cylinder there wentb the great flying-
craft of the turtle-creatures, their great flying-circles,
propelled by the same method of gravitation-change they
had already used, flying-circles that filled that cylinder,
masses of the turtle-creatures upon them. There was a
wait then, until the moon was directly overhead, the
great shaft through it directly in line with the shaft
in the mound. Then at that exact moment, a great hell-
signal sounded ically, the disk’s ism was
turned on, and in an instant the eylinder and its freight
of turtle-creatures was driving out across the gulf to
ihe moon.
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“Out through the void it drove with lightning-speaed,
within instants, toward the crater of Copernicus, toward
ihe great shaft in it, clicking on through that shaft
through the moon; through a great valve or door in
the shaft that opened automatically before it and closed
as swiftly behind it,an air-lock and valves that prevented
the escape of the air-tight city’s air through the shaft,
through the sphere of the moon itself, coming to rest
beneath the great disk there in the plaza. Instantly
the eylinder was snapped aslde, for even ds it had
flashed out through the void, others loaded likewise were
flashing out after it, in the few seconds that the two
shafts on earth and moon were in line.

“So each night, as moon and earth faced each other
with the shafts in each, the disks in each, in line, the
turtle-creatures on earth sent more of their cylinders
driving out, until within weeks the last of all the
turtle-creatures on earth were leaving it—leaving it in
the last cylinder, turning on the beam and clicking up
through space from that disk in their cylinder. The
whole races of the turtlecreatures had been flaghed
from earth to moon on the great beam in those cylinders,
cylinders that had been flashed back empty from the
moon to be driven up again with new loads, until all
the turtle-races had passed up thus from earth to moon,
to their air-tight city on the other side of the moon. A
mighty migration of countless millions of beings, from
world te spinning world!

CHAPTER X
To Crash Down Man Forever!

“« O at last, at the last moment, the turtle-creatures

had saved themselves from doom, had moved in

a mighty mass from earth to moon, Settling in
all their hordes in their mighty city upon the moon’s
far side, they took up life as comfortably and as safely
as on earth. The air they breathed was made for them
artificially by their great atmosphere plants, and en-
closed beneath the mighty transparent roof. The power
of the moon's gravity had been increased to that of
earth by the generators beneath their great city. Noth-
ing had been forgotten that might serve their comfort,
and they had found in their mighty air-tight city on
the other side of the moon a safe refuge from the
great glacier floods that were rolling across the earth.

“For on earth, as they could see now, those mighty
glacial tides had forged on until all but a small part
of earlh’s surface was covered by them, grinding on
across the earth and obliterating beneath them the
crushed and shattered cities of the turtle-creatures over
which they forged. Safe on the moon's other side,
though, the turtle-creatures gave but small attention to
earth, beginning again their life in that strange city.
Gradually they became accustomed to the long lunar
days and night, each of approximately two weeks length,
and by scientifically ehanging some of the characteris-
tics of their own bodies were able to live as usual
through the dusk of the lunar nights, nights but softly
illuminated by the circles of light they bad set in their
buildings’ sides, and they were able also fo remain
in unhindered life and movement during the two weeks
of the lunar day, not being bothered by the length of
that brilliant day. They became, in fact, completely
habiluated to the moon, almoest forgetting that they had
ever lived upon the earth.

“Almost forgotten, too, was the moon's earthward
wide, since hardly ever did any venture from their com-
fortable air-tight city on the far side to the airless,
savage and barren surface of the near or earthward
side. Upon that side still yawned the mighty craters
gouged out by the great beams, and about and among
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those craters there lay the remnants of the great
wrecked city of the worm-follt that had once covered
the moon’s earlhward side, the remnants of the great
gleaming roof that had once covered that side also.
Those great gleuming fragments of the shattered roof
lay most thick about the crater that we call Tycho,
though they extended here and there across the moon's
whole earthward side. Because of that, because their
gleaming surface reflected back the sunlight brilliantly,
Tycho and the brilliant-gleaming region about it were
to be a greal mystery to man and the science of man,
who could not know that those great gleaming regions
marked the lnst shattered remnants of the giant roof
of the worm-folk, that had once extended over the
moon’s whole earthward side,

“Forgotten by the turtle-creatures, who could not
even see il from the great city on the moon’s other
side, earth worked on toward its destiny. The great
glaciers that had covered almost all its surface moved
northward and southward
almost to the equators, lay
for ages upon that surface,
50 that the earth was a
barren world of ice, a greab
frozen desert. 1t almost
scemed Lhat the thought of
the turtle-creatures had
been right and that earth
would never again be the
abode of life. But at last
the sun's heat falling upon
its central regions, the
glaciers that lay over those
regions began to recede.
Slowly, sullenly, but stead-
ily, the great ice-floods re-
ceded back to the polar
regions 1o north and south,
until once more the rest of
earth’s surface lay warm
and habitable, scarred and
scored with deep valleys
and great mountain ranges
by the glaciers that had
passed over it. The ice
terror had passed and earth
was again a world in which
life could Nourish.

“Life, though, had Deen almost wholly wiped from
earth’s surface by those grinding floods of ice. The
greal race of the turtle-creatures was gone, fled to the
moon, and the other forms of life, the great reptilian
forms of earth's youth, had perished beneath the ice.
Only smaller forms were left now, forms that had pre-
served themselves in sea and on land, and now these
remaining forms began to increase and multiply as the
glaciers went back and the earth grew warm once more.
Changing into 2 myriad protean shapes, climbing up-
ward on the path of evolution with the spur of cruel
conditions ever behind it, life surged through countless
forms, from saurian to mammal, while at last, out of
the mammal forms, there rose the first crude ape-like
creatures that were the progenitors of man.

“So, at last, out of that ruck of changing species, of
shilting forms and characteristics, there rose the races
of man, moving upward with ever-increasing intelli-
genee, from troglodyte to savage to modern man. And
man had become lord of all earth, never dreaming or
suspecting that long before him there had ruled on earth
the turtle-creatures, whose civilization and science were
as great or greater than that of man. For though
men gent their vision searching into space, as their
predecessors had done long before them, though they
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As I gethered myself for the leap that I knew
waes hopeless, there was e elicking sound behind
me, and @ broad ray of green and misty light
drove past me from behind
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saw and photographed the gianl eraters on the moon,
the strange-gleaming patches upon that moon, never did
they dream of the true terrible origin of those craters
and glearing patches. Never did they guess that even
then, out on the other side of the moon which man
had never seen, there stretched the colossal, air-tight
eity in which the turtle-creatures in their millions still
went their ways.

“Nor did the turtle-creatures, within that city, have
more knowledge of this new race of man that had risen
to be lords of earth. For long ago, as I have said,
the turtle-creatures had lost all interest in the carth
{from which they had come. Comfortable and snfe in
their strange, great moon-city, they had noticed that
the glaciers had receded, had supposed that new forms
of life would arise on earth, but had not been enough
interested in the possibility to send even a single party
of explorers back to earth. The great disk in the
central plaza of their city, and the shaft that led down
through the maon from it,
were unused, during all
those centuries, those ages.
The turtle-creatures had
forgotten earth.

‘So, forgetting it, they
lived on in their moon city,
but at last there came to
disturb their safe life the
looming specter of a great
menace that threatened
their existence—a menace
slower and subtler and less
spectacnlar than the gla-
ecierg that had driven them
from earth, but fully as
deadly. Their artificial air
and water supplies threat-
ened to fail them. For, a3
I have said, there was no
air or waler upon the moon,
save a little frozen vapor
lingering in its craters.
Artificially, though, the

turtle-creatures, like the
worm-folk before them,
had manufactured their

own air and water supplies
by the great atmosphere and water plants set here and
there in their city.

Ll ‘HESE great plants produced their air and water

by a combined process of chemical analysis and
synthesis, carried on on a vast scale. Their first step was
to take great quantities of certain of the moon’s com-
pounds, compounds containing hydrogen and nitrogen
and oxygen. Then, by treating these in great masses
with an altered form of their matter-destroying vibra-
tions, they destroyed the chemical affinity of the atoms
of those compounds, loosing these atoms onc from the
other, breaking up the compounds into their original
elements. The atoms of hydrogen and oxygen and nitro-
gen thus released were drawn off from this first dis-
integrating process into huge underground tanks or
containers in which the gases were stored.

“From these great containers the gases were drawn
forth at will, and hydrogen &nd oxygen atoms were
mized together sutomatically, two atoms of hydrogen
to one of oxygen, to form H,O or water. In the same
way Tour nitrogen atoms would be combined with one of
oxygen, in vast quantities, to form air. This is, of
course, but a brief outline of the turtle-creatures’ proc-
ess, which was in reality more complicated. From
these great ceniral mixing plants the water supplies
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were piped to cvery porlion of the moon city, while
iho atmosphere supplies were automalically loosed at
the exact rate required to replenish the atmosphere
beneath their great roof. The whole of this vast process
was carried on by sutomatic machinery, requiring but
small attention on ihe part of the turtle-creatures, and
they saw no reason why it could not be continued
indefinitely.

“But now, at last, they had come to see that soon
those processes would come to a halt, for lack of the
clements that were vital to them.

“More and more difficult was it becommg to plocure
supplies of the ds which they d to
get their supplies of nitrogen and oxygen and hydrogen,
since it was but a certain number of compounds that
could be used by their process with any degree of
effectiveness. And theae compounds were not plentiful
in the moon’s materials, and had already been used for
ages, by the turile-creatures and by Llhe worm-folk
long before them. Deeper into the bowels of the moon
they penetrated for the compounds that gave them their
water and air, but Lhey began to see that before long
those compounds would be almest wholly unavailable,
and the moon would no longer be habitable for
ihem.

“Realizing this, they began to look about them once
mere for a new place of refuge from the deoom that
was once more overtaking them. Naturally enough, they
had no inclination to become 2 totally extinet race—at
least, not without a definite struggle for survival.

“Their first thought was of the sun’s other planets,
since there in their central plaza they still had the great
disk whose beam could be shot.upward and out into
space, once they conslructed the necessary air-leck valve
in the transparent roof above it. But after considering
1he sitvation, they saw that escape to one of the other
planets was out of the question, because even if there
were one habitable for them, it would take a considerable
time lo transport all their hordes across the space from
the moon to such a planct. And they knew that they
did not have much time in which to werk—they knew
their time was very limited.

“Seeing this, they turned their thoughts, after the
passing of ages, back Lo carth once more, to the earth
from which they had come. Peering across the gulf
toward it with their instruments, they saw that, as
they had noted before, the great glaciers had long age
receded, and saw, oo, that earth had become warm
and habitable. To pour all their hordes back to earth
from the moon would take little time, since the disk
at their city’s center could shoot their cylinders straight
down their great shaft Lthrough the moon and across to
carth. The shalt on earth, too, they thought, and the
disk inside it must still be lying unharmed in the depths
of what is now Yucatan, since they had sunk thet shaft
in the great mound where it was protected from the
shifting dirt of ages, and they knew that {he great
glaciers had not quite reached the region in which that
mound was located.

“Earth, then, was a safe refuge for them agoin, the
more 30 because they had originaled there and its
gravitational power would be what they were always
accustomed to, on earth and on the moon.

NE thing, however, prevented them from pouring
down to earth in all their hordes at once. During
the ages that had passed, some new race of intelligent
beings might have arisen on earth, which the moon-
crealures would have to fight with, when they descended
on carth.
“They decided, therefore, to send an exploring party
down in a single cylinder, to make certain of earth’s
present habitable condition and to find out the power
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and intelligence of any race thal happened te have risen
to supremacy on this planet.

“A hundred or more of the turlle-creatures, therefore,
rase on their flying-circles and moved into one of the
great cylinders. That cylinder was snapped into the
framework beneath the great disk, and the beam was
turned on.

“A moment more and that beam was driving the
cylinder down through the shaft, down through the
moon and out its earthward side, out across the gulf
once more, to flash down into the great shaft in Yucatan
and come to rest within it, flying across the void from
moon to carth at the moment when the two shafts were
in line as they had been before.

“Down into the shaft in Yucatan their first raiding
party had dropped, a shaft near which fate had brought
our own scientific party. Then out of that shaft on
their flying-circles came the moon raiders, the turtle-
crealures, slaying Willings and the rest, imprisening
me as a specimen of earth’s races. Swiftly and scien-
tifically they proceeded on their survey, taking all the
instrumenls, books and papers in our tents, taking
samples of earth and air and water, taking specimens
of the bird and beast and insect life about them, gather-
ing all the information possible from about them, to
take them back with them to their fellow millions in
the great city on the other side of the moon. And back
to that city on the next night they had gone, back
up to the moon and through it lo the great moon-city
on its other side, back with me and with their gathered
specimens and data to the great Council of Three
Thousand before which I had been laken and subse-
quently questioned.

“Then I was imprisoned in the great Council Building,
and those turtle-crentures who instructed me in their
strange tongue and who told me this gigantic saga of
the turtle-races, this tremendous chronicle of eons of
time and vast voids of space and tremendous dooms of
worlds, that I have just told to you, had come. And
hearing ihat great tale I, Howland, understood at last
the true awful significance of that swift descent on earth
by the moon-raiders, understood at last what terrible
doom it was that hung over the earth now as the turtle~
creatures prepared to pour down upon it once more.
But then, as I learned enough of the turtle-creatures’
tongue to roughly speak and understand il, I was taken
again before the Council of Three Thousand for ques-
tioning.

“There, with the great Council about me and the
Council of Three questioning me, they examined me as
to the state of affairs on earth. They had learned much,
I found, from the books and papers and instruments that
iheir raiders had brought back from our eamp, and
which they had been soon able to decipher. But when
the Council of Three questioned me, I refused absolutely
to answer them. Well I knew that my refusal would
gain earth no respite, that death was the doom that
awaited me for such refusal, yet I would not help them
in the slightest in their terrible plan that meant the
annihilation of the world of man. And when the Council
of Three gaw this, they ordered me back to this cell, to
be kept alive, 5o that their scientists might experiment
on mme, in the hope of finding some way by which human
intelligence could be blotted out without affecting the
human body, so that when they will have conquered
earth they could spare from the annihilation of -its
peoples encugh humans to serve them a8 elaves and
machine-tenders.

“It was only n few days ago that T was brought
back to this cell, for while I had been held in it and had
learned their tongue, the long lunar night had waned
and the brilliant lunar day had waxed across the city,
and had waned to give place to the dusk of night once
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more, the dusk of this night that is about us now.
During night and day and night again, without ceasing,
I had seen their great preparations going on unremit-
tingly in all the mighty city about me, had seen their
flying-circles massing their great stores of weapons and
instruments and materials, preparing to pour into the
great cylinders beneath the plaza, to flash down in those
cylinders to earth in their first great attack on the
inhabitants of that planet.

“Within days more, as I had heard from the Council,
that attack would take place, the first masses of cylin-
ders flashing down the beam to earth when the bell-
note sounds to mark the time when the shaft through
the moon and the shaft on earth are in line. Each
twenty-four hours, during the last days, I have heard
that distant great note, and each one seemed a mnote
knelling the doom of our world. Several hours ago,
when I heard the note again, I knew that the next
time it sounded it would mean the end, for when the
bell-note sounds again, when the .two shafts are in
line as they will be again in a few hours, the time
will have come for the great attack and the moon-
creatures will be pouring down to earth on the great
beam in their cylinders. I did not dream, though, when
1 heard that last note sound that you three were flashing
up from earth and the disk on earth, upon the great
beam in your cylinder, through the moon and out into
the moon-city to find me. I never dreamed that, until
Carson and Trent were brought and imprisoned here
with me, to serve with me, as specimens for the experi-
ments of the turtle-scientists.

“Now, Carson, Trent and Foster, you know all; you
know the great doom that is looming and gathering
above our earth. For even now, in the great city about

-us, the turtle-creatures are completing their last prep-

arations, gathering together all the flying—circles and
forces that will be launched down upon earth. Within
hardly more than a dozen hours the great bell-note from
the plaza will sound again, will mark once more the
moment when shaft on earth and shaft through moon
are in line. And when that signal sounds countless
cylinders in masses, filled with terrific, irresistible
hordes of flying-circles and turtlecreatures, will be
driving down to earth on the great beam! Will be
pouring down to carth to annihilate humanity as they
annihilated the worm-folk, to erash down man and the
supremacy of man forever, and make the turtle-crea-
tures once more the masters of all the earth!”

CHAPTER XI
A Fight {or Freedom

all the earth!”

Howland’s words, in the silence that followed
his story, seemed vibrating in . the little cell about us,
like the note of some great warning bell, a Dbell that
was striking the doom of earth. I seemed to see, in that
moment, a swift succession of pictures in the dusk of
the place; seemed to see cylinders in hundreds, thou-
sands, flashing down from moon to earth on the great
beam; secemed to see those cylinders giving forth their
freight of flying-circles and turtle-creatures, those fly-
ing-circles flashing north and south and east and west
from the shaft in Yucatan, out over all the world of
man; seemed to see dreadnaughts and artillery and air-
planes vanquished and destroyed, reeling back before
the swift and mighty flying-circles, the deadly vacuum
rays, millions of man’s great cities’ inhabitants going to
death beneath those rays; seemed to see earth covered
once more with the giant faceted buildings of the
cities of the turtle-creatures, as it had been once long
belore, with those monstrous creatures ruling earth

“T HE turtle-creatures once more the masters of
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from pole to pole and the races of man annihilated,
save for a few mindless things left as slaves to the
turtle-creatures!

Beneath thalt awful vision my brain reeled, while
Carson and Trent and Howland beside me atared with
brooding eyes that held a horror as great as my own.
Through the trianguiar opening in the wall we could
gaze out over the great dusky moon-city, swarming still
ag before with turtle-creatures and flying-circles, with
all the mighty hordes of the moon-creatures, gathering
their forces now for their first great attack on earth.
And, gazing out across that mighty city with the
titanic saga, which Howland had just related, vibrating
still in our minds, gazing out across that great clty
that stood where eons before the strange city of the
worm-folk had stood, our minds could grasp but one
great fact of all that erowded upon them, could compre-
hend but the one great horror of what had just been
revealed to us.

“The turtlecreatures once more the masters of all
the earth—and we who alone could warn earth im-
prisoned here!" exclaimed Carson.

“Imprisoned here without hope of escape,” assented
Howland somberly. “And within hours, now, their great
attack begins. When the great bell-signal beneath the
plaza sounds three notes, it will be the signal for the
turtle-creatures’ flying-circles and forces across all the
city to start toward the plaza, to enter the cylinders
beneath it so that when the single great note sounds
they may be shot down to earth on the beam.”

“But ¢s there no hope of escape?” I cried, “Isn’t there
any way by which we, who zalone know of it, can halt
this deadly invasion?”

Howland looked at me thoughtfully. “There is a
way,” he said slowly, and afterward I was to remember
his words, “a way by which the menace of these turtle-
creatures might be removed forever, could we but escape
from here. Yet how can we win free of this cell?”

Hopelessly we looked about us. The cell's door, which
seemed to the eye quite open and unbarred, was in
reality barred more securely than by steel, closed un-
changeably to us by the sheet of invisible force across
it, through which no matter could penetrate. Nor, when
we turned to the window, were our hopes raised in the
least. For that window, though quite open and large
enough to allow us to pass through it, was set directly
in the outer wall of the great building, in one of the
greal smooth facets of that building’s side. Below and
above stretched the mighty structure’s wall, for it was
hundreds of feet from our window to the crowded streets
below, and almost as great a distance to the roof. The
facet in which our window was set, too, was quite
vertical, the one beneath it slanting inward and the
one above it slanting inward, too, like the face of a
great gem exactly. Without rope of any kind, we knew
that to attempt escape from the window would be but
to meet instant death.

Yet we could not give up hope of escape, hope of find-
ing some way to escape from our prison and to get to
the great chamber beneath the plaza, to get to one of
the cylinders and back to warn the earth. We examined
every corner of our dusky cell, inspected door and win-
dow exhaustively, but in vain. " We could find no way of
escape, while through the corridors outside we could
discern a ceaseless movement of turtle-figures, bearing
their loads of weapons and instruments and materiala
up through the great building to its roof, loading them,
apparently, upon the flying-circles that rested there
awaiting the great signal of three notes that would send
them and those from all the city toward the plaza to
enter the cylinders beneath it. Soon now, within a few
more hours, we knew, those three warning notes would
be sounding; at the thought a rage of despair seized us.
It was then that Howland, who had sat motionless,



THE OTHER SIDE OF THE MOON

wrapped in thoughts of his own, beckoned us to his side.

“There is but one chance in thousands for us to
escape from this cell,” he told us, quickly. “But with
only an almost certain death ahead of us, we must take
that ehance, and soon. Each twenty-four hours food
has been brought me here by two guards, and if they
come as they should agaln, within the next hour or so,
we will have that one chance to escape.”

‘Then he went on to explain to us the plan that he
had formed, while Carson and Trent and I listened
intently. Simple enough and desperate, too, was the
plan he proposed, yet it was at the same time the one
way by which we had even the faintest hope of escaping
from our cell, so without further discussion we agreed
upon it. It seemed possible that by it one or two of us,
in any case, might be able to escape from the cell, and
it was agreed that whoever did so should make for the
roof and endeavor to steal a flying-circle and head
toward the great plaza and the chamber of cylinders
beneath it. The whole scheme, of course, was perhaps
the most desperate and reckless one possible, yet it was,
as Howland said, a chance, and as such we grasped at
it eagerly. Then, since all depended upon the coming
of turtle-guards with food, we waited anxiously for
their coming, when we might put the scheme into
effect.

OW, looking Dback, it seems to me that the time

that followed was almost the most agonizing I
ever spent—the time in which we sat motionless and
silent there in the dusky cell, awaiting the coming of
the two guards. Carson watching at the force-defended
entrance, Howland and Trent and I seated across the
room, we waited in silence. And never, surely, could
there have been a stranger scene than the one we must
have formed. TFour men, white-faced and unmoving and
silent, seated there in the dusky cell in the mighty build-
ing’s side, with groups of busy and monstrous turtle-
creatures pouring through the corridors beyond, with
other masses of turtle-crcatures surging through the
streets of the colossal dim-lit city about us, with fAying-
circles throbbing thickly through the air, all gathering
here on the moon’s far side, beneath the great trans-
parent roof that covered that side, to pour down within
hours, now, upon earth and the races of earth.

Slowly the minutes passed, their passage unmarked
by any change in the unceasing dusk of the city about
us, nor in Lhat ¢ity’s activities. Would the turtle-guards
not come, after all? Had we been forgotten in the
great preparations going on, and was our last wild
chance to be lost to us? Tensely, despairingly, we
waited, knowing now that but little more than an
hour remained belore the three great notes from the
plaza would sound, before the moon hordes would be
massing toward that plaza, and the great chamber
beneath it. Now we heard the activities in the city
without, in the great building’s corridors, slowing,
censing, and we looked at each other with startled eyes.
The turtle-creatures’ preparations were complete and
their first great nttack was ready to be launched!

‘There was a sound as of many turtle-creatures moving
down from the building’s roof through its interior, a
sound of many heavy steps and of deep, bass voices, and
then these scemed to have passed, and agein there
reigned a sudden silence in the great building and in
the city without. Gazing out from the window we could
see that the great flying-circles throbbing to and fro
seemed to have settled in masses upon the roofs of the
great buildings, that the turtle-hordes were gathered
together in crowds, surging no longer Ethrough the
streets, They were waiting—=waiting for the great
force which within the hour would be pouring into the
cylinders beneath the plaza, to flash down to earth! As
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realization of all this, of our swift-waning time, struck
me, I wheeled from the window with an exclamation on
my lips. But before I could uiter it, Carson had whirled
silently from the door by which he watched, his hand
raised toward us.

“The turtle-guards!”
coming!”

Struck motionless and silent by his words we listened
for an instant, then we heard clearly the sound of heavy
stepa approaching us on the metal floor of the corridor
autside, of deep bass voices rapidly nearing us. At once,
then, we put into execution the plan ve hod formed, for
these coming ones could be none other than the guards,
the turtle-guards with our food. Throwing ourselves
upon the cell’s floor, therefore, we lay there quite
motionless, I near the door, Carson and Trent a little
away from me, and Howland ab the dusky room’s
other side. There, lying completely stilf and motionless,
with closed eyes, we awaited with trembling nerves the
coming of the turtle-creatures.

A moment more and they were outside our invisible
force-door, halting there. Lying facing them, without
moving a muscle of my body that might be noticed, I
opened my eyes slightly and saw them through my
lashes, halting outside. I saw one reach forth to touch
a stud on the wall outside, heard a click, and then,
though all was as before, I knew that the force-door
hed been lifted from across the opening. Then through
that opening came carefully, watchfully, the great tur-
tle-creatures, and as I saw them I almost cried aloud in
my despair. For these were not the two guards that
had brought Howland’s food, and whom we had expected,
upon whose coming our plan had hinged! These were
five in number, four of them armed with ray-hemi-
spheres that they kept trained upon us, the other
unarmed and seeming to command them, an air of
authority apparent in his tones and manner. And as [
saw him I comprehended in a flash the thing that a
malign fate had put upon us. These guards and that
commanding one came to our cell only to take us to
the lab jes of the turtle-scientists!

Ulterly cold went my heart as I divined this, yet
even so I moved no muscle as the four guards and their
leader came in toward us, I saw them stop in amaze-
ment as they looked down upon us lying prome upon
the floor, saw their weapons turned towards us still, as
though fearful of some surprise. The leading turtle-
creature, surveying us in somelhing like surprise, spoke
aloud to us in his deep tones, evidently to arouse us, but
we didn’t move. We remained stiff and motionless. He
reached a taloned foot or paw toward me, who was near-
est to him, stirred me with it; but despite the cruel
prodding of those talons I lay limp, unchanged. Then,
quite perplexed, apparently, he bent down over me, to
examine me. It was the chance for which I had waited.
As he bent over me, as his face came close down to mine,
‘my arms flashed up and gripped him!

he whispered. “They are

HE next instant was one of such wild combat and

confusion in the dusky little cell as to defy descrip-
tion. At the instant that I grasped their leader, the
four guards had swung all their weapons toward me,
but did not dare to loose their rays in that moment
lest they destroy their leader, too. And in the instant
that their weapons had turned toward me, my threc
friends had leaped up also, and were upon the guards!
Then we were whirling about the little cell in such fierce,
swift battle as I had never known before. Grasping
still the turtle-creature with whom I struggled, I strove
to aktain upon his snaky neck the hold which experience
had taught me was the one vulnerable point in these
shell-cased monsters. Before I could gain that hold,
though, his own tremendously powerful limbs had
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grasped my own throat with taloned paws, and swiftly
then were choking me!

As I struggled madly there, I caught sight of Carson
swaying in a death-grip with another, striving with taut
muscles to prevent the thing from bringing his hemi-
sphere into play; I saw Trent, who had grasped one of
the creatures by the neck, send that creature slumping
down in death on the floor and leaping upon another,
‘who sought to escape through the open door; saw How-
land rolling at the room’s side with still another, who
seemed to be overcoming him; heard the mingled sounds
of deep vibrating veices and hoarse exclamations, of
struggling bodies and the clang of metal, as the weapons
of the guards struck ‘the floor. Then all about me
seemed to be darkening before my eyes, as I felt the
Telentless grip on my own windpipe lightening!

I knew that a moment more of that grip would mean
the end for me! 1 galhered all my strength for a su-
preme ellort, and struck out at the turtlecreature who
held me with all his force. The great blow broke loose
his grip from about me, sent him whirling back against
the room’s far side, and as he reeled back I looked
sharply about me, saw that at the same moment the
antagonists of Howland and Trent, beside me, had
broken from them, back to the room’s side with the
other, the three turtle-creatures facing us at that mo-
ment with Carson struggling somewhere behind me.
All this I saw as I strzightened there, then saw in the
same instant one of the three monsters before us reach
swiftly ta the floor, to something round and gleaming
there, to one ol the deadly hemispheres which in the
next moment he had swung swiftly siraight toward us!

In that wild instant I knew that nothing could halt
the death from that hemisphere, the deadly.ray that
would leap from it toward us, yet I gathered myself
even then for the leap that I knew was hopeless. But
as I did so, there was a little clicking sound behind
me, a broad ray of green and misty light drove past
me from behind, and then that ray had struck the three
turtle-creatures at the room’s other side, had atruck
them with a detonation that in the little room was
thunderous, deafening! And as it did so, I saw them
swaying, reeling, falling; saw their bodies suddenly
puff, swell, explode, falling in shattered, broken masses
to the room’s floor! I turned, unsteadily, lo see that
at the critical moment, Carson had overcome his own
antagonist and had wrenched from him, as he slumped
downward, the hemisphere whose ray he had loosed
upon the three creatures opposite us!

Panting, torn, wild-eyed, we gazed unsteadily now
about us, listening tensely. The detonation of the
green vacuum ray had seemed titanic to us in the
little cell, but apparently that cell's smallness had
muflled the sound effectively, since there was no sound
of alarm in the great building about us. A moment
we listened, then reached toward the hemispheres on the
loor, grasping their handles with our fingers on the
control-buttons in those handles; then we were moving
toward the door. Out that door we went, leaving the
silent bodies of the five turtle-creatures in the dusk
of the cell, out through the opening that was unbarred
now by the invisible force-sheet, to find ourselves in the
dusky corridor that led toward the left, toward the edge
of the great Council Hall and the corridors leading
upward.

*Less than an hour left!" Howland whispered as we
crept forward down that corridor. “Pray God we get
to the roof before the three warning-notes sound!”

1t was a prayer echoed in all our hearts as we moved
silently on. Swiftly the time was passing. The moment
was approaching when earth-disk and moon-disk would
again be in line, would permit the moon-hordes to flash
down to earth. So, tensely, with set faces, we crept on
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down the corridor, until we came at last to ithe place
where jt ran into the larger corridor, the one whose
stair led upward. We had not seen any trace of turtle-
creatures as yet, and the whole building seemed strange-
1y silent about us, but as we entered the larger corridor,
we gazed watchfully nlong its length. In it there were
no turtle-creatures visible, but before us, at the cor-
ridor's ather side, there yawned the depths of the great
Council Hall, along which it ran. Cautiously we crept
toward it, toward the low rall that protected the corridor
from the great hall’s depths, then peered down over that
rail forgetful of all.else for the moment, at the sight
beneath.

For there upon the floor of the mighty, spft-lit hall,
whose vast, curving walls dropped beneath us for hun-
dreds of feel, there sat now in the myriad seats, row
upon row of silent turtle-creatures! Turtle-creatures
who filled those seats, in strange, silent rows, the great
Gouncil of Three Thousand who ruled all these turtle-
races! Silent, listening, they sat there, far beneath us,
while at the clear space at the great floor’s center were
the three creatures whom I knew to be the Council of
Three. One of them, now, was standing, was speaking
to the three thousand about him in deep, strong tones,
tones that came vaguely up to our own ears.

It came to me then, as we crouched there in the
narrow gallery high above the great hall’s floor, that it
was now, on the very eve of their titanic expedition
back to earlh, that the Council of Three Thousand
beneath us had been gathered. That the speaker at
the room’s center was addressing them, who soon would
be pouring up to the roof and out on their flying-circles
to the plaza, to the cylinders beneath it, that would
carry them down to earth. e seemed to be exhorting
them, reminding them of the power that had -once been
theirs on earth, reminding them of the doom that waited
for all their races unless they conquered, unless they
wiped earth clean of the races upon it, and won it for
their own. Gazing down toward them, Carson and
Howland and Trent and I stared as though fascinated,
ns well we might be, by that strange and solemn scene.

A moment more we gazed, and then Carson straight-
ened, motioning silently to us, and we too straight-
ened to go, and 1o start up toward the roof. But in
the moment that we did so there was the slightest of
sounds from behind us, and then before we could whirl
around we had been gripped from behind, gripped by
great taloned arms that grasped us, held us fast! Even
as I flung myself around with wild fury in that grip
I knew that we had been discovered, that a party
of turtle-guards in the corriders had found us there, and
crept up behind us. I heard a choking cry from How-
land, as the others struggled wildly there beside me in
that moment, and then as I, too, struck out and back-
ward madly at the monster who held me from behind, I
felt him lift me swifltly in his powerful arms and swing
me out over the low rail before me, to drop me to
death on the metal floor hundreds of feet below!

CHAPTER XII
Up the Wall

THINK now that the terror I felt in that swift

moment, when I lung above a dreadful death, so

numbed me, that I was without power of motion.- T
remember being thrust out over the low rail, of the
floor of the great room far below seeming to rush up
toward me, the massed creatures upon it still uncon-
scious of our struggle high above them, and then as I
closed my eyes, and abandoned myself to my fate, I felt
another grip close upon my shoulder, and after an ago-
nizing moment felt myself being pulled back over the
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rail. As I touched the corridor's floor again, T saw that
it was Carson who had suved me, after felling with
a great blow the crealure who had held me.

Beside me two others of Lhe creatures lay still, and
Howland, bleeding {rom a great cut in the side of his
head, was raising the hemisphere in his hand to crash
it down upon the hend of the creature with whom
he was struggling. Carson, as I found, had escaped
the first grip of the creatures when they had crept
up behind us, and had turned to crash down his heavy
weapon upon them in swift blows that had felled two
of them, Trent and Howland disposing of the other two,
Luckily for us, the combat, wild as it was, had lasted for
but a brief moment, because Lhe creatures, feeling cer-
tain they would caplure us, did not use their ray-hemi-
spheres, for fear it would have sounded the alarm to
the massed thousands of the Council far beneath, As
it was, though, our fierce struggle had been so high
above them that no sound of it had come down to them,
and none had looked up toward us.

By this time we were moving forward along the
corridor, toward the narrow stair that led upward to
ihe next level, for we knew now that not many minutes
remained to us if we were to reach the plaza and the
cylinder beneath it in time. Carson leading, we ran
toward that stair, but then stopped short as we gazed
up. For in the corridor above we could discern through
the dusk four more turtle-guards, lounging at the stair's
top; we could see and hear other parties of them that
seemed to ceasclessly patrol through the corridors and
stairs elear up to the building’s roof! It was apparent
that we could never rench that roof, could never reach
the flying-circles upon it; we could never go past the
countless turtle-gunrda that were between us and the
roof. For a moment we stood there in utter despair.

‘Then suddenly Carson’s eyes lit up. “We can’t get up
through the building’s interior to the roof,” he whis-
pered, “but there is a chance.”

“A chance to get to the roof?” Howland asked, and
Carson nodded.

“Yes,” he said; “up the great building’s outside wall!”

A moment we stared at him uncomprehending; then
he pointed swiftly to a group of mechanisms and mate-
rials stacked along the corridor's side. We had passed
them unheeding before, but now Carson’s eyes were
upon thern.

“That drill-mechanism there,” he said. “With that
and the metal bars beside it we can make it up the
walll”

Then as he reached, picked up swiftly the drill-mech-
anism he spoke of, we understood. It was a metal
affair some ecighteen inches in length, the drill proper
being of pure white metal much harder than the metal
of the buildings and streets of the city, and more than
an inch in diameter. The white drill projected from a
bulbous casing on the side of which was a smell control-
switch, and as Carson touched this, it set the drill
whirring swiftly, and he placed it against the metal
wall beside us. We saw the white drill eating into that
metal as smoolhly and as swiftly as through wood. He
pointed to the short metal bars that lay piled beyond,
bars that were large enough to fit snugly into the holes
tade by the drill, and at once we understood his plan.
Desperate as it was, we realized it was yet the one re-
maining chance to reach the roof, since now the minutes
were fleeting fast and we could never pass through
the numberless guards who filled the corridors above us.

So each of us grasping three of the short thick bars,
and with the drill in Carsor’s hands, we raced back
along the corridor, back to where the four guards with
whom we had struggled a moment before still lay. One
of them was stirring, showing signs of life, but we paid
no attention to him in that tense moment, racing back
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down the branching corridor toward the cell from which
we had escaped. In it lay the bodies of those whom the
green ray had slain, and over them we raced toward the
triangular window. Then Carson, drill in his grasp,
was drawing himself up to that window, balancing there
within it and drilling swiftly with the mechanism in his
grasp a deep little hole in the metal of the wall just
above it. In a moment that hole was made, and with-
drawing the drill he placed in the hole one of the metal
bars. It fitted snugly in it, as before, forming in effect
a solid bar projecting outward for Lwo feet from the
great building’s smooth side, above the window.

Clinging to this bar, therefore, and with feet still
in the window's opening, Carson reached upward and
swiftly bit with the drill a like hole a yard above the
first. Into this also he inserted a bar, and then standing
on the first bar, clinging to Lhe one above it, he reached
upward higher with the drill, boring swiftly a similar
hole, inserting in it another bar, and moving upward
thus a step on Lhe great ladder which he himself was
building in the great building’s wall. Far oulward and
below us there stretched the great lunar city, its crystal-
like buildings looming through the dusk, their roofs
crowded with flying-circles and the streets crowded
with turtle-creatures, These in the streets, though,
could not see us through the dusk, apparently, for there
came no alarm from beneath as Carson continued to
creep upward.

Now Trent was following him, using his own bars
in the holes which Carson had bored, creeping up the
mighty building’s smooth faceted side after him, in-
serting his bars in the drilled holes, pulling himsef
up from bar to bar, and then drawing up after him the
bar beneath him and using it to insert in the hole
sbove. Howland, too, as Trent moved upward, was fol-
lowing him, using his own bars in the same way. I
waited there at the window until Howland was 2 half~
dozen feet above me, and then with beating heart I pre-
pared to follow him, swung myself out of the window,
last of the four, and inserted one of my three bars into
the hole just above the window.

The bar fitted snugly, like the others, and in 2 moment
I had placed another in the hole above it, was clambering
up onto the first bar, as the others had done, and
placing the third in the hole above. Then pulling myself
up onto the second, grasping the third, I reached down
and withdrew the first from its hole, straightened and
placed it in a still higher hole above the two to which
I clung. And thus I made my way up after my three
{riends, Carson and Trent and Howland. We were like
Tour great bat-like creatures, moving up the great build-
ing's vertical wall through the shrouding dusk.

P—up—Dbar after bar, hole after hole, a steady,
unvarying progress that became semi-automatic
to me. Once I looked down through the dusk at the
crowded streets far below, the great turtle-hordes that
filled those streets, then as an intolerable dizziness swept
over me I gripped my bars tighter and forced myself
to look upward. Above me I could see Carson, moving
upward still with the drill in his grasp, boring holes in
the softer etal of the great smooth wall, progressing
steadily upward with drill and bars, while Trent and
Howland and 1 followed in order beneath. And, gazing
up beyond him, I could make out far above the faint
gleam of the great transparent roof, the burning points
above and outside it, that were the familiar constella-
tions, the shining, unchanging stars,

Could men ever have moved upon a stranger journey
than we up that mighty building’s sheer, metal side?
Up o building that held within it the great Council
of the turtle-crentures, who when the three signal-notes
sounded would be massing their great forces toward
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the cylinders beneath the plaza, toward those cylinders
which the last single note would send driving down
through space to overwhelm our earth! Up a building
set Lhere on the other side of the moon from earih, with
far below us the unsuspecting masses of the turtle-
creatures’ hordes, and far above us the great trans-
parent roof that alone shiclded this air-filled world
from airless space! Up—up—Dbar after bar, hole after
hole, until Carson above had reached the point where
the building’s great upper facets slanted inward, until
I myself was more than a hundred feet above the win-
dow through which we had come. And-it was at that
point, glancing downward for a moment, that I saw
projecting from that window beneath me the hideous
reptilian head of one of the turtle-creatures, gazing
straight up toward us!

As my eyes met those lidless, unhuman ones bencath,
1 shuddered involuntarily, an utter cold of fear sceming
to flood through me there as I clung to my bars on the
great building’s side. I saw, in that moment as I gazed
downward, Lhat upon the creature’s head was a great
wound, saw and understood at once, that this was the
turtle-guard whom we had seen stirring as we had
raced back through the corridor, who had revived and
had come after us. A moment only the creature below
gazed up toward us, a moment in which I heard exclame-
tions of horror from Carson and Howland and Trent
above as they, too, saw him. Then his head had van-
ished ingide the window, and it flashed on me that he
‘wag sounding the alarm. But even as 1 thought so, he
had reappeared beneath, metal bars in his own grasp
like our own, bars which he was inserting In the holes
beneath like ourselves, one above the other!

He was coming up the well after us!

WINGING swiftly up, bar after bar, from hole to
to hole, he was coming up beneath me, and was
swiftly drawing nearer toward me, while I gazed down
toward him transfixed with horror. Then the eries of
Carson and Howland, above, aroused me, and I thrust
my bars into the holes above me, began with frantic
efforts to climb faster after them. Up—up—swiftly,
frantically, I climbed, but ever closer to me drew that
monstrous form beneath, thrusting his own bars in the
holes and swinging up upen them with ease on his great
taloned limbs. Above me I could see that Carson and the
others were already passing up over the inward-slanting
facet of the wall, climbing up that inward facet with
drill and bars working swiftly, and I knew that once
1 reached its slope, instead of the vertical wall to which
1 now clung, I might progress up faster, might elude the
crcature beneath. Up—up—I dared not look down
toward the ing turtl t as with di
heart and bursting lungs I clambered upward. At
last I was but a few yards beneath the inward slope of
the wall, Howland already upon that slope. And [t was
just then that semething gripped my ankles tightly, and
1 looked down to see that the creature beneath had
reached me and had grasped me!

As that grip tightened about my feet I dropped sud-
denly downward from the bar I held to the one which
my feet had rested upon, and there, clinging to that bar
with the turtle-creature pulling himself up, I struck out
savagely at him, felt his own great blows falling upon
me as he struggled up to the bar upon which I clung.
There, both clinging to that single slender metal bar,
projecting from the mighty building's vertical side, we
swayed in such a giddy combat as few have imagined.
Striking with all our power at each other, the one aim
of both of us was to break the other's hold upon the
bar, to send him hurtling down to death on the metal
base of the great building, hundreds of feet below. And
with his fitst blows the turtle-creature almost accom-
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Just then something gripped my ankles tightly,
and 1 looked down to see that the creqture be-
neath had reacked me and had grasped me

plished that, since these blows took me off balance for
& moment and after tottering for an inatant, I had
slipped sidewise off the bar, was holding to it with
but one hand.

As T dangled thus from the bar, the monster clinging
to it, raising his arm for a blow that would knock me
completely loose from it, I heard the horrified cries of
Howland and the others above, saw them climbing down
toward me with their bars, saw also the cold smooth
metal at the base of the great structure, far below.
Then, even as the arm of my opponent swung up for a
fAnishing blow, I had hooked my knees swiftly up over
the bar, clung with them In the next moment as we
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struck and thrust at each other wildly again. And even
as we did so, in that next moment, I became conscious
of something that made the blcod run cold in my veins.
The bar was giving beneath our combined weight!

The slender metal bar, strong enough to support one,
was bending slowly bencath the combined weight of the
Lurtlecreature and myself, and in 2 moment more would
send both of us hurtling downward as it gave completely.
Even as it bent slowly downward beneath us, though, we
two struck still madly toward each other, slipping grad-
ually toward the bar’s outer end as it bent downward,
sipping until, still struggling madly, we were clinging to
its very end. Then it bent suddenly, completely down-
ward, beneath our weight and we had slipped off it,
hurtling downward! Yel at the very instant that we did
so a hand had reached down from above, had gripped
my collar, my shoulder, and had drawn me slowly up
to the bar above, while the hideous form of my op-
ponent went hurtling downward with a deep scream!

Down, down, twisting and turning, he fell and in a
moment we could see him strike the bare stretch of metal
at the building’s base, unobserved it seemed by any in
the masses that filled the streets beyond. I turned,
trembling, to find that it was Howland who had saved
me, who had clambered down from above to catch me

just as the bar gave way. Now he removed the strain

upon the bar on which he had pulled me by climbing
to that above, and then, Carson and Trent above glane-
ing down to assure themselves of my safety, we resumed
our climb up the wall. Within moments, moving up
in the same order and by the same method as before,
we had passed up over the slant of the wall, and were
climbing more easily up the hundred feet or more that
remained between ug and the roof.

Up and up still we went, Carson above borlng steadily
with the drill, we moving up after him with our bars,
moving up with all the powers of our tired bodies, now,
since well we knew that the minutes left to us were
rapidly drawing to an end. All about us the great
moon-city lay in the shrouding dusk unchanged, the
flying-circles massed still upon all the buildings about
us, but we knew that within minuntes the three great
signal notes from the plaza would be sounding to bring
all the hordes inside those buildings, and inside the one
up which we climbed, out upon their flying-circles and
toward the plaza and the cylinders and disk beneath it.
So it was almost frenziedly that we followed Carson on
our strange and terrible climb upward, urtil et last he,
the highest of us, was within a few feet of the great
building's roof.

Pausing there, he motioned cautioningly down
toward us, and as we listened we heard faintly from
that roof the sound of deep bass turtlecreatures’ voices
—many of them apparently. Carson then raised his
head slowly above the level of the roof, peering across
it and clinging to the topmost bar he had just inserted.
Tensely we waited while he gazed over the roof, for
were we discovered, a single blow would send each of us
to eternity. Then Carson gazed down toward us again,
his eyes motioning us to follow; then he drew himself
gently upward through the dusk and over the great
roof’s edge, over unlil he had disappeared from our
view on that roof.

N a moment Trent had followed him, and was soon

peering across the roof. Howland followed and I
was moving up toward the topmost bar after him. I
reached it and slowly raised my eyes above the level of
the roof. Its vast expanse of hundreds of feet stretched
away into the dusk before me, from lhe edge al which
1 crouched, and I saw that upon its surface were ranged
scores of great flying-circles, that were partinlly over-
lapping or piled upon each other. They were loaded
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with instruments and equipment, and I saw that each
had been fitted with four of the great ray-hemispheres,
at regular intervals around cach of the circles. In them
were no turtle-creatures. Their crews, their forces,
were still in the great building beneath us, but at the
opening at the roof’s center from which the stair led
downward, there waited a full score of armed turtle-
guards!

Carson and Trent and Howland had drawn themselves
over the roof’s edge and were crouching now behind a
great'mass of bulky mechanical equipment that lay be-
tween us and the flying-circles, between us and the
guards at the central opening. Swiftly then, with a
glance toward those guards, I followed their example,
drew myself up upon the roof and crept stealthily and
silently across an open space to the shelter of those
mechanisms, crouching down behind them with my
friends. Then, drawing us to him, Carson whispered
to us tensely.

“We'll have to make for one of the flying-circles! he
whispered. “It will bring us out into view of the
guards but in the dusk they may not see us, and we've
hardly minutes left!”

“Try to get to this nearest one, then,” said Howland,
nodding toward it. “It's now or never}!”

So, crouching for a moment there behind our shelter
with our eyes meeting, we crept out from behind that
shelter, out on the open roof toward the nearest of the
great flying-circles. We were within full view of the
guards at the great roof’s center, I knew, even through
the twilight dusk, and I prayed that they might not
turn toward us as we crept on toward the great flying-
cirele’s edge. The guards, though, seemed to be gazing
intently down the opening into the building beneath, and
in & moment we had reached the great flat eraft's edge,
were stepping silently over its low protecting wall,
toward the central mechanism that controlled it. Heart
beating rapidly, I led the way toward that mechanism,
my eyes upon the studs in it that controlled the flying-
circle's motive power, and in moments more, moments
that seemed eternities to us, we had reached that low
flat eylinder at its center upon which were the controls.
Then my hands were reaching toward those controls,
toward the starting studs, were—

Clang! Clang! Clang!

Deliberately, majestically, awfully, they had sounded
out over the colossal moon-city in that dread moment,
the three great bell-notes from the plaza that summoned
the moon hordes to the chamber benealh the plaza and
the disk and cylinders within it. Three mighty clang-
ing notes of doom, precursors of that last great note
that would send the moon hordes flashing down to
earth! Three titanic notes at which we, upon the flying-
circle’s center, crouched transfixed, and at which there
came a hurrying rush of many feet from beneath!
Then in the next stunned moment there had burst up
through the opening from Dbeneath masses of turtle-
ereatures, hurrying toward the flying-circles. Even as
they emerged upon khe roof, they and the gnards had
seen us, all at the same instant. They stepped short,
stared through the dusk at us, and then their melal
hemispheres had come’up and a score of green shafts
of the dendly vacuum ray were stabbing across the roof
toward us!

CHAPTER XIIT

Howland’s Way!

T was at the very moment that the meon creatures
had treined their hemispheres upon us that my
hands had grasped convulsively the control-studs
of the great flying-circle on which we crouched, and it
was that alone that saved us in that mement. For
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even as the green beams drove across the roof toward
us there had come the smooth powerful throbbing of
the craft’s mechanism and I had jerked the central con-
trol upward, sending the flying-circle leaping upward,
just as the deadly beams reached the spot where we
had been. The next moment there came terrific thunder-
ing dectonations from leneath us as those rays and a
score of others that stabbed toward us as we rose,
created great vacuums beneath us. Then our flying-
circle was above the roof and was driving upward in
the dusk with a wild uproar rising from beneath and
all around us.

Tor across all the mighty moon-city, now, in answer
to the summons of those three great notes, turtle-
creatures in hordes were pouring up on the roofs, were
filling their great flying-circles and slanting up in those
circles all about us! And from those and the flying-
circles on the great roof beneath, that were rising now
after us, there came a dull roar of deep voices as they
saw our own craft, we four crouching at its center,
driving up through the dusk above the mighty city.
Almost at once, it seemed, we had been seen by all thogse
hundreds, those thousands, of great flat craft, and they
were driving toward us, were flocking thickly from all
directions upon us, great masses of the turtle- creatures
vigible on them!

“The plaza !’ Howland was sereaming above the great
throbbing of our craft. “Make for the plaza—for Lthe
disk! It's a matter of minutes now till the end—till
the last bell-note sounds!”

But already my hands had tightened on the control
and at its full speed I was sending the great flying-
circle hurtling through the dusk above the great faceted
buildings, above the mighty moon city, to that plaza
and that disk that was the objective of all the swarming
flying-circles about us. Swiftly, as we shot on, I
pointed to Carson the four green studs beside me that
controlled the green beams of the four hemispheres at
the edge of our great flying-circle, and he crouched
tensely beside those studs, watching, as the flying-circles
about ug drove closer. Like hornets aroused from their
nest they seemed, swarming up in countless throngs all
about and beneath us, across all the moon-city, and
while it seemed madness to helieve that we could reach
the plaza and the disk with these hordes about us, yet
with the recklessness of despair I sent the great circle
splitting the air as it rushed toward the plaza.

Now flying-circles were closing in from either side,
from below, and there came a hiss and flash of green
misty beams from beneath and to the right, beams that
drove past us as I whirled the circle fo one side, and
that d d with terrific i about us, send-
ing our eraft reeling sidewise from them! And even
as we righted ourselves and shot on again, from ahead
three great circles that had caught our approach were
rushing toward us and were whirling straight in our
divection. I cried to Carson, dipped the great flying-
circle suddenly downword, and then as we drove be-
neath them, our own beams had stabbed up and flashed
across their surfaces as they sought to dip alse, the
massed turtle-creatures upon them swelling, scatter-
ing, from each other, exploding bodily as the green
ray’s detonation thundered about them!

OW the air about us seemed filled with Aying-

circles, circles that were rushing toward us from
every conceivable direction, from either side and above
and below, whose great green beams were whirling
madly through the air in an endeavor to stop our great
rush toward the plaza, their own objective, Impossible
it seemed that any could whirl through such a storm of
flying-circles and stabbing beams and live, yet only
conscious of the thundering hell of battle about us, I
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drove the circle onward across the great city, Carson
playing symphonies of death upon the green studs be-
fore him as he sent our misty rays whirling to right
and left and above, sending masses of the flying-circles
it struck tumbling aimlessly downward into the city
below, where the throngs of turtle-creatures were rush-
ing through its streets at sight of this terrific battle
above them!

But now behind us thers drove down toward us a

d dozen of flying: les whose beams, sweep-
ing toward us, made me whirl our own craft lightning-
like downyward, down until we were rushing on over the
moon-¢city clearing its faceted buildings by but a few
feet, the close mass of our immediate pursuers directly
behind ua! Again their beams stabbed about us, and
then as I swerved from them, an idea shot through my
brain and I turned, saw thal they were close behind,
waited until they were but yards behind. Then, before
they could loose their beams, I had dived sharply down-
ward, swiftly followed by them. In the same moment
that I had dipped downward, though, I had curved
sharply up once more, and before they too eould curve
up, their flying-circles had smashed full against the
side of one of the mighty faceted buildings!

And now upward we were slanting again, at awful
speed, throbbing madly upward with the myriads of
flying-circles rushing still from over all the moon city
toward us, up and on across that eity toward the plaza
that was our goal! The swift rush of our mighty craft,
the myriads of flying-circles that swooped towerd us
from all directions, the stab of our green rays and the
thunder of detonations all about us, the hoarse shouts
of Carson and Howland and Trent, all these merged in
my ears into one dull great roar as with a madness of
battle strong within me I sent our great craft rocketing
onward. Lightning-like we flashed ahend, the great
moon city beneath ue giving forth a vaest insensate
roar of anger and alarm as we shot across it, the flying-
ciroles about us driving still toward us from all direc-
tions with beams wildly whirling. Then from shead,
other great masses of flying-circles, crowded with tur-
tle-creatures, were flashing toward us, and before I
eould swerve our rushing craft two of those onrushing
ones ahead were full before us! In that instant a col-
lision seemed inevitable, but with a wild jerk I brought
the control-lever upward, just in time to raise our flying-
circle a foot above the level of the onrushing ones. And
the next instant we had flashed across both of them at
that height, our own metal circle mowing the thick-
packed creature from the surface of theirs as a scythe
might do with grain!

But now Howland was shouting hoarsely in my ear.
“The plaza!” he was crying, “There ahead—and the
opening!”

But there far ahead now I saw it, the great clear flat
circle with the great black-glittering disk set in it, the
big opening near it, and I nodded swiftly. “We'll meke
it yet!” I cried to him. “We'll land beside the opening
—beside the switch!”

For now our great flying-circle had shot forward from
among the masses of thick-swarming craft whose beams
were raking about us, and hampered as they were by
their very numbers, we leaped ahead of them, rushed
down toward the great plaza's surface, toward the open-
ing at the side of which was the great switch. Upon
the plaza itself and beneath there seemed to be no
turtle-creatures whatever, since we knew that all had
just started toward it from across the great moon-
city. When our escape had given the alarm, all had
been diverted {rom their course and were coming toward
us instead. And now, as we shot down toward it,
toward the great opening, the myriads of deadly beams,
that had thundered and flashed about us for fMe last
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moements in a hell of vacuum death, ceased abruptly,
and I understood instantly that because we were so
close to Lheir greal disk and switch, the turtle-creatures
could not loose more rays upon us without fear of strik-
ing and destroying their own switch and great mech-
anism!

Down we shot and then the next moment the great
flying-circle had come fo the plaza's surface beside the
big opening and we were leaping from it toward that
opening. The nir above seemed full of flying-circles
now, all the great forces of the moon massing to flash
down within scconds from the great disk on the mighly
beam, and as they saw us rush toward the opening,
their own disks shot madly downward, to land beside
that opening and rush after us, still fearing to use
Lheir rays! DBulb now we had reached the great switch
at the opening’s side, whose throw upward or downward
sent the mighly beam upward or downward from the
disk, and now Iowland had laid held of that switch!

“Down into the cylinder!” he cried to us. *The bell-
note will sound in a second and I’ll turn on Lthe beam!”

ARSON and Trent and I hesitated a moment, even

in that mad moment when from all about the plaza
the moon-creatures were rushing in hordes toward us,
from their landing flying-circles, then flung ourselves
down the narrow slair and into the great chnmber be-
neath the plaza, across the narrow metal bridge and
through the open door of the mighty cylinder that hung
still in the framework beneath the disk, poised above
the great shaft,
hand on the stud that would snap the cylinder's door
shut when Howland should turn on the beam and rush
down into the cylinder with us, and then as we looked
back up, we saw Howland’s hend tightening upon that
great switch, saw the moon-creetures, the turtle-hordes,
rushing from all about, and almost upon him, and then
the next moment had come the terrific clanging note
of the great automatic bell-signal, marking the moment
when the disk on carth and this disk on the moon were
in line! Even as that note clanged, Howland had flung
the great switch. But as we saw him do it, we cried out
hoarsely, heard the awful cries of the turtle-creatures
Lhrowing themselves upon him as they too saw, heard
across all the mighty moon-world a great dull roar as
though of utter fear!

For Howland had flung the switeh upward!

In the next instant, the great disk above us had
hummed with terrific power and then its beam had shot
from it, but that beam had shot upwerd! Had driven
up with all its awful power foward the great trans-
parent roof far above! There came in that instant, as
it struck that roof, crashed through ijt, shattered it, a
great roar of wind, u titanic thunderous roaring of all
the air upon the moon-world, rushing out into airless
space through that great puncture which the mighty
beam had made in the roof! I sew Howland’s hand
flung down toward us in a supreme gesture even as the
thunderous roar of the outrushing air came to us, heard
Carson click shut the cylinder’s door at the same in-
stant in answer to that gesture, that agonized command,
and then in the succeeding instant Howland had flung
the switch back and dewnavard!

There came again a terrific humming from the disk
above us, our cylinder seeming to hang poised beneath
that disk for an instant while the air outside it, the
air in the great chamber and above it, the air of all the
moon-world rushed out into the airless vacuum of space
through the gigantic puncture in the roof far above.
In that moment, through ihe great opening above, wo
saw Ilowland and the turtle-creatures about him sway-
ing, staggering, folling, as with a thunderous roar as
of riven worlds the nir-tight moon-world's air rushed

We threw ourselves inside it, Cargon's -
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forth above, asphyxiating all life upon it in that onc
tremendous moment! Falling singly, in groups, in
masses, above and over all the great moon-world, over
all the colossal city of the turtle-creatures, dying as all
in the moon-world were dying in that moment!

Howland’s way! I cried it aloud in that moment, as
our cylinder hung poised bencalh the humming disk,
as Howland and all the millions of the moon hordes sank
to death above us with the rush of the moon-world's
air out inte space. Howland’s way! The way of which
he had spoken there to us in our prison; the one by,
which the menace of the turtle-creatures could be re-
moved forever! He had slain all the turtle-races on the
moon with one great blow as they had slain the worm-
folk eons before, using the great disk and beam, which
they had meant to use to transport their hordey to the
conquest of other worlds! The way that had meant
the sacrifice of himself, yet out of which sacrifice he had
reached at last to save us three, to fling the switch
downward! TFor even at the moment Lhat I eried out,
that the moon-world ahove us sank down to one great
death, the humming dlsk beneath which our cylinder
poised shot forth its beam again but downward now,
driving our cylinder down into the darkness of the
great shaft!

Clinging beside Carson and Trent there at its bottom,
I was aware through darkening senses of the cylinder
clicking down throngh darkness with velocity incon-
ceivable; of its bursting out into flaming light in
another instant; of hurtling through spaces unthink-
able, gemmed with burning stars, loward a tremendous
brown sphere that was growing lighloing-like before
us. Then new dazzling light was breaking about us
from ahead, I seemed pressed by o giant hand to the
cylinder’s floor as its awful speed slowed up, and then
as the light vanished and the cylinder came to rest, 1
heard the click of its door opening. The next moment
T could feel Caraon’s hands on me, could hear the voices
of him and Trent beside me, and then complete darkness
enveloped me, and I knew no more.

CHAPTER XIV,
Epilogue

IGHT lay still over the face of the carth when
Carson and Trent and I finally reached the sum-
mit of the great mound, into whose shaft our

cylinder had dropped. It had been hours before that
we had shot down out of the gulf of space into that
shaft, coming to rest upon the great disk from which
we had started on our momentous journcy. All, we
found, was as it had been when we had shot outward
into the gulfl twenty-four hours before, the great disk
unchanged, our rope-ladder hanging still into the shaft
from above. And it was up that ladder, after Carson
and Trent had revived me and we had rested, that we
lhad come, until now we stood upon the great mound’s
summit once more, N

Standing together there, motionless and silent, we
gazed out. In the black vanlt of the heavens overhead
there burned the brilliant trapic stars, but it was not
toward these that Carson and Trent and I were gazing
—it was toward the brilliant silver disk of the full moon,
sinking down now toward the western horizon with the
passing of night—a shining shield which we three
watched in silence, gazing out toward it over the moon-
lit jungles. Toward its craters and seas and mountain
ranges, toward that great central exater through which
our eylinder had flashed on our mad journey through
the moon to ils other side in search of Howland, and
back through which we had flashed to earth, with How-

(Continued on page 571)



571

The Other Side of the Moon

By Edmond Hamilton

(Continted from page-556)

land’s hand driving ue back through the moon nnd
across the guif to earth at the moment of his own and
ihe moon-world’s death.

“Howland——" Carson was breaking the silence at
lnst, speaking his thought. “We did find him, dldn't
we?—but we lost him in the end.”

“Not Jost, Carson,” I Lold him. “Howland went the
way he desired to go—for the world.”

“Had I known what he intended——" Carson began,
and then could say no more.

“We could not know,” said Trent. “We could not
know that Howland meant to annihilate the moon-
creatures forever with their own great mechanism, and
to die with them doing so. Dul now that he has done

it, we know—and the world will know, and remember.”

Silent again, we gazed out toward that shining moon-
disk. And in that silence, as our minds traveled out
across the grent gulf toward the colossel, airless city
in which the millions of the turtle-creatures had met
the denth which they themselves had given eons ago to
ancther race, Trent’s words seemed echoing again about
us. The world would know, and remember—yes. It
would know, and would remember, how Howland alone
it had been who had stricken down those turtlecrea-
tures’ millions even as they had gathered to pour down
to the doom of carth. It would know, and would never
forget, what a mighty debt it owed 10 the man who had
saved it, and who lay dead now.

THE END.



