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Kendall swung up his explosion pistol and pulled the trigger. In the midst of the ranks,
there was a terrific flare of light.




THE SPACE LENS

By MILLARD
VERNE GORDON

“Shouts of soldiers of nations long past and
Thunder of chariots resound afar.

Al]l things no.matter how small or unscanned
Reecho anew from each far off star.”

—Rocer DAINTETH

® Over three thousand light years from

their native planet, the crew of the
Astralite finally began to show signs of
home-sickness. As Fred Broster put it,
“After all, we are earthmen and really
never intended for this sort of interstellar
wandering.”

Doctor Seaward marvelled to himself
that they had gone as far as they had be-
fore showing those symptoms—and espe-
cially after having so many odd adven-
tures, each so different than any that
would be encountered on Earth. The
worlds of Neb, for example, offered a
paramount study in unearthliness. After
the charting of those bodies, it was truly
a wonder that the men did not commence
to look forward to home again as a relief
from the constant monotony of the in-
credibly bizarre and undreamed of sights
—and the other things, the Microcosmic
Destruction they had witnessed around
Spica, or the Illusion of Marilus, or even
the great space warp they had encoun-
tered only a few hundred light years away
from Sol—that great region roughly ellip-
tical in shape, covering a vast area in
space where, for some unaccountable rea-
son, the ether had been strangely distorted
and twisted so that the Asiralite was hard
put to ride the eka-gravity waves out of
it. The doctor had then only found the
pitch of this remarkable set of picked men
but notched up a little higher. Now, how-
ever, they seemed to have reached their
peak and reaction was setting in,

® Perhaps you are wondering why we

are giving you the works of so many
new authors lately. We'll tell you why.
In our search for original, refreshingly
different science-fiction, we have found
a great reservoir of new ideas, themes,
and developments in many authors who
have never had any science-fiction pub-
lished before. We are not surprised,
therefore, that many of the first efforts
we publish are acclaimed on an equal and
even better than the stories of the “top-
notchers.”

After all, even the very best of authors
had to have their first stories put into
print. After a while, many of the old
authors grow stale for ideas and their
material becomes cobwebbed and falls
into a rut.

So, here is some more new blood. You
will find here an entirely original devel-
opment of one of the most awe-inspiring
conceptions of science.

Fred Broster leaned over the space-
chart dreamily but half-seeing thie mov-
ing red dot that was the ship on its course
among the stars,

“At this time, it would be spring back
in Delaware. The green grass would be
growing, a warm breeze brushing through
the trees, the birds flying north again, or
resting and singing.”

“And the apple trees are in bloom and
the dandelions and wild flowers first
showing their colors,” murmured Ken-
dall, resting on his elbows, staring out in-
to the black void.

“And at night, the trilling of the
crickets is everywhere, and the soft light
of the moon in a deep blue sky shines
over the waters of the lake,” Arundell,
who hailed from Chicago, mused while
oiling the inductor coils.

“And out there, all around us, is noth-
ing but blackness, almost vacuum, per-
haps a few atoms of calcium scattered
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about between the far off suns and occa-
sional planet.”

“And wandering comet or piece of cos-
mic dust,” Broster cut in on KendalPs
words.

“Oh, what’s the use of this sort of talk,
fellows,” Seaward put in. “We've got to
go on sthedule.”

“I guess so,” agreed Arundell. “Still,
it gets a fellow, sometimes.”

“Earth seven years of the ship’s travel
away and three thousand of light’s.” Sea-
ward was playing his part in keeping up
the spirits of the crew. “What would the
earth say if they knew you failed to carry
your explorations to the Hmit? You vol-
unteered and were picked from thousands
of others for your positions here. If you
don’t go the limit, someone else will.”

“And we've got over five years more
outward travelling to go before turning
back,” voiced Broster. “God ouly knows
—Hello, here’s another of those d——d
hunks of metal coming our way in an
hour or so. About planetary size, I should
judge.”

“So what?” interjected Kendall with
a slight yawn. “Just more trouble to be
avoided.”

“You boys are getting callous. A few
years ago, you’d have been excited over
that,” the ship’s physician and air-condi-
tioning regulator remarked.

“What's there to get excited about?
This is nothing much. We never land on
these things any more after the first ten or
so and finding them all alike, Just over-
grown meteors.”

Kendall, after making this remark, was
stlent, The rest remained likewise, each
quiet in his own thoughts and contempta-
tions.

Then Kendall stared a Fittle harder out
through the stefla-quartzite window,
focussed on something, and then turned
around. He wheeled over the remarkable
focus apparatus eyepiece of the electro-
telescope built i the top of the Astralite
and adjusted it on something outside.
Then he peered through.
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“Here’s something new. This particular
homeless chunk is brightly illuminated. It
looks kke a regular planet.”

Broster and the others moved over to
the speaker.

“How can it be lit? There’s no star
near enough to light it like a planet.”

“See for yourself,” Kendall commented
in answer.

Surely enough, it was so. There out in
the blackness of the void shone a tiny disc
of light, unmistakably like that of a
planet, And i was travelling its meaning-
less way all alone, unattended by moon
or star—wandering through the void, as
it probably had done for ages past.

“We’ll land on that.” Broster ordered,
assuming the leadership that was his.
“Got to explain the source of that illami-
nation. May perhaps be that the whole
thing 13 heavy with radioactive ore.”

“Or a small sun itself,” ventured Arun-
dell, attending to the power switch.

“Counldn’t be,” returned the captain.
“Not enough mass.”

® Rapidly they drew closer. Travelling as

they were with far greater than the
speed of light and capable of almost -
fintte changes in speed and maneuvering,
the great craft from the highly scientific
world of 2935 neared the wanderer and
veered in for a landing.

And the closer they came, the more
mystifying and wnusual was the world.

For abowut it, the closer they came, there
seemed to be 2 vagne familfarity—some-
thing that plucked at the memeries stored
away in the minds of all who viewed it
that caused queer thoughts and spasms
of nostalgic yearning to flow "through
them. There was something about this on-
coming mass that was familiar.

They catme nearer and nearer. The mm-
age i the lens of the viewing mstrument
became clearer. There crept into Ken-
dalf’s mind a queer thought, an odd tantal-
izing thought, that seemed almost too
foolish to repeat. Yet finafly he blurted it
out.

“Tt Tooks a devilish fot Fke the earth.”

The mren straightened up sharply from
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their instruments and looked at each
other. -Arundell slowly nodded assent, un-
willingly, almost as if afraid to admit the
resemblance.

“Nonsense,” ejaculated Seaward.
“You're letting your imaginations run
away with you. Probably only a vague
resemblance.

But he looked himself and thought that
it did indeed look like their home world as
seen from the Eastern hemisphere. It had
a queer look, despite that. The middle
and central portion of the disc was very
clear and sharply defined. It resembled the
basin of the Mediterranean Sea and its
surrounding regions very markedly. But
the outer edges of the disc were misty and
distorted and blurred as if in poor focus.
The doctor tried to focus the scope better,
but he could not.

And finally they came so close that none
could deny the similarity. It looked like
the earth; it was the same size as the
earth and it had the same continental
markings as the earth.

“It’s impossible,” murmured one of the
men. “Impossible.”

“Yet I can make out Italy’s boot and
Sicily as plain as from the Moon. And
the Caspian and Black Seas, and the
Straits of Gibraltar and the Spanish
Peninsula—they’re all there,” Arundell
whispered in an awed tone.

“But Scandinavia and South Africa
and Japan are all too blurred and vague
to see—like they were only masses of
mist. Only the central portion is visible,”
Kendall commented.

“We’ll land and settle this monkey
business once and for all,” ordered Bros-
ter. “Back to your posts, men. Stand by
for landing.”

The remarkable ship slowed down tre-
mendously. And yet there was no notice-
able effect inside due to the eka-etheric
inertia and mass controls. It swung in,
steadily neared the surface, and headed
for the Italy-shaped peninsula, As they
came in within a few miles, they noted
that as yet there was no sign of atmos-
p}'lere. Apparently there was no air on this
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world. Yet the light streamed down and
appeared soft and mellowed as if it were
passing through a layer of air.

Down the ship came. Below them the
scene spread out—masses of green and
brown land, stretches of blue water.
Through the ’scope, Kendall made out
waves breaking on sandy shores, forests
quivering as if in a breeze. As he related
what he saw, the men of the crew listened
as if in a trance.

“Look! There’s a house—another! A
whole village! By God, this world is in-
habited!” Kendall shouted in astonish-
ment.

“I see figures,” he shrieked a moment
later. “Black figures running about.
There's a whole lot of them coming up a
stone road running through the fields
around this village, Swarms of them. A
regular army.”

“Get back,” roared Broster as someone
made a movement to desert his post and
see for himself through the telescope.
“You'll see it when we land. Now attend
to business before we crash.”

The impatience of the men reached a
fever heat as the moments went past and
the ship lowered itself to the surface.
Then it finally came to rest.

There was a concerted rush for the
space-lock. But Broster barred the way.

“Stay back, you fools; there’s no air
on this world!”

“What!” There was an exclamation
from them all.

“What! But we saw forests and men
and everything. Look out the window now
and see for yourself.”

“Nevertheless, the indicator shows that
there is no air on this planet.” Broster
pointed to the instrument set in the wall.
The men stared at it in puzzled confusion.

“Put on your space-suits and carry full
weapons and equipment,” the captain or-
dered, proceeding to get into his own.

® In bewilderment, the men did likewise.

Then, after being fully helmeted and
dressed like a group of four deep-sea
divers, they stepped into the lock and on-
to the surface of the stellar wanderer.
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Bursts of astonishment broke from
their lips. For although they saw dis-
tinctly that they were stepping on thick
lush grass and soft earth, the feel of it
was that of hard, cold metal. And al-
though all about them were signs of life,
the waving branches of trees in the back-
ground, the flight of insects from flower
to flower, the swift movements of birds,
the scuttering dust blowing before a
breeze along the stone road nearby, yet
no sound broke upon their ears, no move-
ment of air was felt by them. If they
closed their eyes, they could imagine
themselves on the barren surface of the
moon. Yet open their eyes, and they found
themselves standing on a scene of spring-
time in Italy, It filled them all with silent
wonder. A thousand questions pounded
against their brains.

“Here comes somebody,” Arundell
pointed out.

There were moving figures coming
along the road. Then, before their startled
eyes, there was a flash of light and a
vehicle rolled along rapidly, passed them,
and away again into the distance.

“What the blazes?”

“It was a chariot!”

“A Roman chariot! I saw the driver
and the man with him plain as day. Regu-
lar Roman helmet and uniform. And four
horses, sweaty and dusty. And the faces
of those men were real. Nothing unearthly
about them, either.”

The men stared at each other in amaze-
ment, All sorts of weird thoughts crowded
their minds. They shook their heads in
dim bewilderment.

“Here come the rest of them!”

“It’s an army. Romans, too.”

“A regular legion. See the officers’ uni-
forms, helmets, and breastplates. And the
men in the ranks. They are no different
from Caesar’s'men. No difference at all.”

Along that road marched file after file
of soldiers. Short metal kirtles waved
with the motion of their legs; short swords
swung at their sides ; shining cuirasses and
glistening metal helmets were topped with
proudly waving plumes on those of the
officers, And rows and rows of spears
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were held defiantly upwards into the light.
The space venturers could see the stern
grim warrior features of the marchers’
faces.

Yet, with all that, not a sound broke
the silence. Not a single marcher took
note of the space-ship or the curiously
garbed figures standing so close by watch-
ing them,

“Look at the officer !” Seaward pointed.

An officer in the later ranks was look-
ing over in their general direction. With
a wave of his metal-sheathed arm and a
motion of his mouth as if shouting a com-
mand, he turned for a moment to the
soldiers. The lines of men halted and
many glances were cast over in the direc-
tion of the Astralite,

Then, at another inaudible shout, the
lines veered and rearranged themselves
with the ease of veterans into battle for-
mation. Spears were leveled and shields
raised to form a protective wall. And then
the entire line left the road and began to
move slowly towards the Astralite.

The four grew slightly panicky. Al-
though they could defend themselves
easily with their highly advanced weapons,
there was something so uncanny and
ghostly about the line of Romans closing
up to them and the ominous proximity of
those sharp spear points.

Kendall swung up his explosion pistol
and pulled the trigger. In the midst of the
ranks, there was a terrific flare of light.
Pieces of rock and metal splattered all
about. But when the disturbance cleared
away, the four gave a shout.

“God help us! What kind of things are
these?’ gasped Broster. “They're not
even hurt!”

“But I saw that explosion in the middle
of them with my own eyes!” choked Ken-
dall.

“Say, wait a minute,” Seaward ex-
claimed. “They aren’t looking at us at all.
They're looking at something behind us!”

Immediately they all whirled about.
And their astonishment was complete. For
emerging from the woods behind them
were coming men—soldiers dressed in
conical helmets and different cut equip-
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ment—heavily bearded men such as
formed the ranks of Carthage of ancient
times. They were advancing upon the
Romans. Then suddenly the Carthagian
line broke and charged forward.

® The four space-flyers stood and stared

in astonishment. They were caught be-
tween two ranks of advancing soldiery.
Already long pointed arrows passed by
them. Arundell cried out in amazement
when he saw an arrow pass straight
through Broster’s arm and Broster never
even murmured.

“Didn’t you feel that arrow ?”” he shout-
ed.

“What arrow ?”’ answered Broster, ap-
parently unaware of ‘what the other had
seen.

But before the answer could come, the
battle broke. The two ranks of warriors
met. They broke into a bloody - conflict.
Spears crashed against shield, swords
swung against swords; the figures of
struggling, screaming men were all about ;
bodies lay upon the grass. Blood spurt-
ed about. Masses of furiously battling
men were all around.

And the Astralite crew could only stand
there in blank wonder. For the spot
where the lines had met was where they
stood. And the lines had charged through
them! The figures of Carthagian and
Roman had passed through the very spots
the space-men occupied and they felt
nothing—and they heard nothing. They
saw, time and time again, a sword or spear
or hand pass through the body of one or
another of their fellows or into their own
bodies, yet they felt absolutely nothing.

“Come on; let’s get out of here!” cried -

Kendall finally, suiting his actions to his
words by wading through the ranks of
combatants and back to the Astralite. The
rest followed.

Once inside the ship, they divested
themselves of their space-suits without a
word. Then, by mutual consent, the As-
tralite was raised several yards above the
ground and hovered there, while the men
watched at the windows the silent battle
going on below.

457

“I can’t understand it. What manner
of world is this?”’

“It's haunted, that’s what!” said an-
other. :

“Wait a minute before we say such
things,” spoke up Fred Broster. “There’s
got to be some logical explanation.”

“But what? Is this world haunted by
the ghosts of long-dead inhabitants?”
Kendall queried half seriously.

“In the first place, whatever these men
are, they are not the ghosts of anything
on this world. They are real Romans and
Carthagians from the earth. If you don’t
believe me, look at the standards. Note
the SPOR on the Roman emblem over
there,” Seaward remarked.

The rest realized the startling truth of
that.

“You know, we don’t know where this
light comes from yet. It just seems to
emanate from the sky,” stated the captain.
For a while, no one spoke. But Broster
had evidently touched off something in his
own mind. He murmured softly.

“Real Romans, sun but light out of
sky, no sounds; yet we see an earth scene
of thousands of years ago; we can’t feel
the things in the scene—the edges of this
world’s disc from space are vague and un-
focussed. Unfocussed. Why ? Three thou-
sand light years or more from Earth and
now an earth scene. Hmm.”

Then suddenly he gave a shout.

“I’ve got it. It’s the ether warp!”

“What?” the others broke in. “What
about the ether warp?”

“Listen ; I'll explain,” Broster proceed-
ed. “You know that light takes time to
travel, of course. And you also know that
once light starts, it goes on forever car-
rying with it the impressions imposed
upon it. Everything that has ever hap-
pened on earth is still visible somewhere
in the universe where those particular
waves of light happen to be. Of course
they are too weak and scattered to be
really visible, but they are there. Now you
remember that we passed through a great
stretch of space several hundred light
years away from earth, wherein the ether

(Continued on page 493)



WONDER STORIES FOR SEPTEMBER, 1935

493

THE SPACE LENS

By Millard Yerne Gordon
{Continsed from pege 457)

amd afl that passed along it was warped
and bent, due no doubt to unknown fourth
dimensional cosmic forces. Well, this
region we know to be somrewhat elliptical
in shape, We also know it to be directly
in a line between the Earth and this
planet. What must have happened is this:
the ether warp region acted as a gigantic
space-lens. All the light and gravitational
waves from the Earth were bent in pass-
ing through that lens; were in short, bemt,
exactly as light is bent passing through a
glass lens—so that it finally came to a
focus where the original image was Te-
produced. Now if there had been no actual
body here to act as a screen, we would
have been notre the wiser. But due to the
fact that a grawitational pull was reflected
also, this smooth metal sphere was at-

tracted and held here at the point of focus.
The result is that we have here a vision
of the earth down to the last tiny detail.
But that is all that # is—merety an image.
And as light takes three thousand or so
years to reach this particular point, why,
thHe scene reproduced is that of the Roman
era. We are undoubtedly witnessing a bat-
tle that was fought out thousands of years
ago!”

The men listened with astonishment on
their faces. Then they changed to startled
looks of belief. A space-lens!—and the
#mage of the earth. Their own home
world !'—so near and yet so far!

“Well, I'll be hanged! If this don’t heat
anything yet,” murmured ome, and the
others could do nought but agree with
him,

THE END



